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         “Looks like the chemistry’s there, alright,” I said and followed him with my eyes as he walked to the bar to get us some refills. 


“He likes you. He danced with you the whole evening.” I looked straight at my wife and squeezed her hand.


“He may have danced with me,” she said with a wry smile, squeezing my hand back, “but you’re the one he’s drooling over.” She pushed against my knee with hers, forcing me to meet her gaze. 


“Or are you going to tell me you hadn’t noticed?”


I glanced over at him, stood at the bar with his back towards us, while in my mind I saw the two of them in front of me dancing. A close and intimate dance. Holding onto one another tightly. Teasing hands running over their bodies. Little summer swallows flying from her lips to her neck. Their bodies pressed against one another. Him, one thigh clenched between hers when the opportunity arose; her, grinding on his thigh to rhythms that were already enough to make you sweat.


Marion and I had decided that it was time to make some of our fantasies a reality, and one of the most obvious fantasies was a threesome. Our third could be a man or a woman, it didn’t matter. Crossing boundaries was what it was about: Marion’s exhibitionism which she acknowledged openly and practised by strutting around the house naked for hours before we made love; and my voyeurism that was more than satisfied by her. Making love with an audience was taboo and what we were looking for now was a third participant. The taboo of enjoying that most intimate pleasure with more than one other, something religious types said is a sure path to damnation, was on the cards now.


I left it to Marion to decide whether it would be a man or a woman, and she said she would feel safer with a man because that way she wouldn’t have to worry about rivals.


I thought that was a great idea. I had nothing against batting for the other team. And one of my oldest fantasies was about watching her take two guys at once. Seeing her crouched on all fours, swaying her hips, her butt in the air, one cock in her pussy and one in her mouth. So I said, “Great. My only condition is he has to be younger than us. That way I can match his vigour with my experience.”


And now we were sat at a table in a night club, about to make the fantasy a reality, maybe with this beautiful young man we had been courting for several hours now. We had danced. With each other of course, but mostly with other partners to show that Marion was available. Frank was his name. Marion took a liking to him very quickly. And now she thought he had taken a shine to me?


He turned towards us and smiled through the crowd. His face lit up. We smiled back, and without taking her eyes off him Marion said, “Are you really trying to tell me you hadn’t noticed?”


I shook my head energetically. A little too energetically. I was about to protest when he started coming back towards us with the drinks, and instead of pursuing the issue any further, I blurted out, “Are you ready for this, honey?” 


Marion gave me a serious look.


“Are you?” 


“Yes,” I nodded. She leaned forwards, giving me a glimpse down the deep neckline of her dress, kissed me hungrily, bit me on the lip and said, “I can scarcely wait to get home.” She grabbed my hand under the table and led it in between her thighs, placing it against her pantiless crotch where I felt her clitoris like a hard, wet pea against the palm of my hand.


Then he was there. “Am I interrupting?” he asked politely, placing three umbrella-shaped glasses on the table. 


“Quite the opposite,” I said and grabbed his hand, pulling him down onto the sagging sofa between us. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Marion observing us and I chose not to let him go. He made no attempt to get away, either. Quite the opposite; he seemed to like the way I was touching him firmly. Then Marion bent forwards and stroked him delicately on his cheek before he raised a glass.


“Mojito, anyone?” She gazed into Frank’s eyes teasingly. “Do you sting like a mosquito too?”


He threw his head back and laughed. 


“Maybe,” he said as an afterthought. “There’s only one way to find out.”


Then we began a very careful waltz. She dragged him back out onto the dancefloor, and when a beautiful young girl came over and asked if I’d also like a dance, I politely declined. I wanted to sit and watch them. Marion and Frank, in a tight embrace. I wanted to follow their entwined movements, their footwork, their hands elegantly stroking each other’s backs and down over their butts. I wanted to think about the unexpected pleasure that was aroused in my own body.


When they returned to our table, I asked Frank if he found my wife attractive, which he confirmed by kissing her on the cheek. I clapped a hand on his thigh, asking if he maybe fancied coming home with us “for a nightcap”. 


He graciously accepted the invitation and, with my hand still on his thigh, gave Marion a delicate kiss on her mouth.


We clambered into the back of the taxi, Marion in between me and Frank. I gave the driver the address and we sunk back into our seats. I felt pleasantly tipsy, tipped my head back and closed my eyes. Frank sat and stared out of the window. I put an arm around Marion, letting it hang over her shoulder. I discreetly manoeuvred my hand under the collar of her fur coat and closed it around one of her breasts, anxious to see if she would push it away. She didn’t. Instead, she sighed and adjusted herself so that she was sat more comfortably in the crook of my arm. I placed a hand inside the gap in her dress too, stroking her soft downstairs. In my left hand, I held a breast like a round, delicious apple. My right hand brushed against her naked groin, warm, soft, moist. In the rear-view mirror, I saw the driver struggling to keep his eyes on the road. A devilish smile crept across Marion’s face. Her eyes were closed and she pushed her back against the seat to lift her crotch against my hand. I pulled her breast out, catching the driver’s gaze in the mirror, meeting it.


There was fire in her dark eyes as she grabbed Frank’s hand between hers, unsure about whether to lead them inside the fur coat or just hold them. Her nipples were hard and I leaned down towards them to tell them so.


“Nice to meet you,” I said quietly, as if having a normal conversation. Marion let go of his hand, a sign that she was giving him free reign over her body, and he plunged his hands underneath the fur coat, clutching one of Marion’s breasts and nodding. With an unexpected sense of courage, I pulled the hand I had placed over Marion’s pussy out from her dress and grabbed Frank by his cock that was lying along his thigh, rock-hard, squeezing it. I caught the driver’s attention in the mirror, and said, “We’re nearly there.”


He nodded. Soon we pulled up just outside our driveway and Marion straightened her dress and her jacket. Frank and Marion got out while I took care of payment. The driver avoided making eye contact with me, which I found odd – I would have thought it would be the other way around.


Once we were inside, we took off our jackets. Marion fetched a bottle of champagne and some flutes. I got a fire going and asked Frank to see if he could find anything he liked from the CD rack. As the flames rose from the log in the hearth, Marion returned to the opening of Beethoven’s third symphony. She was naked apart from her thigh-high boots. Long-legged, with large breasts, a small midriff and round hips that slanted in towards her dark nicely styled pubic area.


Frank and I gasped in unison.


“Isn’t she beautiful?” I blurted out.



“Gorgeous,” he agreed as we stood up. We got close to her, and raised the glasses she handed us. “Cheers!” We were enjoying the sight of her just as intensely as she was enjoying showing off. We put our glasses down and I kissed Marion. I put one arm around her and one around Frank, pulling them towards me.


Then I noticed Frank’s tongue licking at the corner of our mouths. We opened our mouths towards him, and soon we were stood there letting all our tongues play with each other’s mouths. All concentration was focused on these unusual kisses. Three mouths kissing. Three tongues licking three pairs of lips, wholeheartedly immersed in their wet joy.


Then, after a while, Marion withdrew from the embrace and took a step backwards.


She looked at Frank for a few seconds, breathing heavily, before calling him to her with a finger as she kept her eyes fixed firmly on the bulge in his trousers. Then she began to unbutton his shirt. 


“Well then, little one. Did you like seeing mummy naked?” she fawned. Frank nodded and she continued. 


“Do you think mummy is beautiful, huh?”


He managed a stuttering “Yes” and she stroked him over his flies.


“Come on then little one, my little friend. Let mummy help you get your clothes off. Then you can snuggle up with mummy as much as you want to.” 


And as she fawned over Frank quietly, gradually undressing him, I felt a thunderous pounding in my ears.


Before my very eyes, and under my wife’s motherly hands, the chivalrous Frank from the night club was turning into a submissive little boy, quivering in anticipation at what pleasures mummy would come up with. 


Soon his shirt was off. He was lean and sinewy. His muscles danced in the firelight. Marion stroked him with her fingers and looked up at me, “Isn’t he wonderful, honey?”


I was mute. He was enchanting. A young virgin turned to putty between my wife’s hands. 


Now she got down onto her knees. I sat next to them. She loosened his belt. I pulled down the zip of his flies, and together we grabbed his trousers and pulled them down. He kicked them off.


His cock bounced up and down in front of our faces, poking out of a thick, black bush that ran up to his belly button in a narrow line. He stood completely still. His thighs were trembling. His scrotum tightened. Marion and I looked at each other. His face was flushed red and I could only assume mine was doing the same. Her eyes were aflame, her pupils wide open. He mouth was half open and her lips were full. 


She carefully grabbed my hand and led it towards his dick, closing it around his shaft, and together we coaxed out a white drop that Marion caught on the tip of her tongue.


With one hand still around his cock, I stroked her crack with my fingers. She was dripping wet and my fingers glistened when I looked at them. I stood up and stuck my fingers, dripping with her juices, into Frank’s mouth, letting him suck them. Then I kissed him. As my lips met his, I felt his tongue thrust against mine before playfully gliding over my teeth to find their way back to my tongue. A tidal wave coursed through my body and I had to pull myself away from him to stop myself coming in my pants. I stroked my hand over his mouth and looked at him. Then I looked at Marion who was knelt in front of him, his balls in her hand like two bird’s eggs, the tip of her tongue playing with the underside of his cock. Suddenly she got up. She took one of his hands in hers, told me she wanted to borrow the little boy for a moment in the bathroom, so I could take off my clothes in the meantime. She led him across the corridor to the bathroom. I was left there looking at them from behind, her with her round, pert buttocks and swaying hips, him with his small backside following behind.


I drew the curtains, ripped off my clothes and chucked them into a wardrobe. Then I poured myself a stiff drink while I tried to reflect on the evening’s events so far, though with my dick stood to attention like Nelson’s column, it wasn’t easy. 


I looked down at myself. My dick hadn’t been this hard in years, and it wasn’t that Marion didn’t turn me on anymore. It was all about the avalanche of taboos we had broken, an avalanche that was about to be topped off by my own biggest taboo: sex with a man.


Ever since Marion had pointed out that Frank was “drooling over me”, I had been overcome with thoughts of making love to him. I wanted him inside me. I wanted to be inside of him. Under Marion’s libidinous supervision, I wanted to give myself over to him and bathe in cum. 


The thought alone was enough to bring me to the brink of orgasm, and it took all my strength to stop myself from achieving release. With super-human hearing, I heard the two of them finishing up in the bathroom.


The door opened and they came out, Marion first, followed by Frank.


“I had to take care of our little boy,” said Marion. “Get him ready.”


“What does that involve?” I asked, my throat dry.


“Creaming and powdering his backside.” 


Frank blushed as he stood there holding her hand. I took a step towards them. And stopped. First, I kissed Marion. Then I put my arms around Frank and kissed him too.


It was with curious pleasure that I felt a man’s genitals press up against mine. Now he put his arms around the small of my back, kissing me back, caressing my buttcheeks with experienced hands. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Marion nodding at me in approval. It seemed as if she wanted to say, ‘Nice hands you’ve got’, before sliding down to suck my cock. Then Frank pulled away from me slightly, bent down and let his tongue play with my nipples, at the same time sneaking his hand into my crack and massaging my hole. 


His tongue slid down further over my breast and stomach until it joined Marion’s in a kiss at the tip of my penis. 


I was mesmerised by what I saw: naked, horny beautiful people with no worries about sins or shame, who had joined together in their shared desire to do unbearably wonderful things to me, and I felt a sense of infinite love for these two, my wife who I had thought I knew through and through, and this stranger who had zero inhibitions.


Now, the fingers that had been circling my hole moved to Marion’s breasts. They stroked her nipples, making them hard, and he let her take full care of my dick while he gave himself over to sucking her nipples, as if he were nursing from them.


“Our little boy is thirsty, huh?” she moaned. “Does he want some milk?”


Frank nodded. 


I sat down next to them and stroked his back soothingly with one hand. With the other, I stroked Marion’s soaking wet slit.     


He lay down on his back, lifting his knees and spreading them. Marion and I sat one on each side of him.


He lifted his back and I gasped as I caught sight of his cock, lying stiff and wet along his stomach, and I noticed that Marion had shaved him completely smooth. 


He lay there naked, his knees spread apart in the air. His pale and light-pink sack dangled beneath his bulging cock, and I wanted nothing more than to swallow it the way I would swallow an oyster.


Marion was sat on her heels, her knees together. Her back was straight. The dark nipples of her heavy breasts stuck out over her flat belly. The black heels of her boots sank into her backside.


The flames from the fire danced across her skin. 


“Go ahead, honey,” she said.


I grabbed his cock in my right hand and bent over him, sticking my tongue out and letting it taste the meaty point underneath the head of his penis where the tip meets the shaft. It glistened before my eyes and I had to close them. Then, after composing myself, I put the head of his penis in my mouth and sucked it. I enjoyed the taste.


“Is mummy’s little boy having fun now,” I heard Marion purr. 


She got up and sat with his head in her lap, dipping a breast into his mouth and letting him suckle, and as he did so, I heard a deep purr of pleasure escape her throat.


I took the head of Frank’s penis out of my mouth and licked him up and down his shaft before sucking on his balls. They tasted amazing. He moaned as I sucked on his testicles hard. Marion stroked him on the cheek, whispering soothing words. His cock felt heavy against my check. 


So I spat out his balls and let my tongue explore his crack. That too was hairless, like a little boy’s.


“I got his butt ready for you, honey. I rubbed cream in and opened up his tight little hole. He’s ready for your cock, even if you are a sizeable beast,” purred Marion. 


Frank lifted his backside towards me and I stuck a tongue into his butt. It tasted of cream. I stuck a single finger in, tentatively, all the way in. He let out a sigh of pleasure and stretched his arms up behind him, pulling Marion down over him, sucking her breasts and raising his gaping crack towards me. 


“I know you want to fuck him, honey. He’s yours,” she says, drawing circles over his dark nipples with her finger.


I looked at her. I knew that my face was red from excitement and wet from his juices. She nodded, and gave me a serious, purposeful look. If I hadn’t already guessed what I was about to do, she made sure I knew. She confidently fetched two cushions from the sofa and arranged them underneath him, making me kneel behind him. I felt my pulse throbbing in my temples as I moved by cock towards his crack, letting it slide from his scrotum down to his hole. Marion lent forwards, grabbed my cock and guided me in. I became wild with arousal as my wife helped me push my dick into that smooth, shaved hole, my cock sliding into him to the base as she removed her fingers from my cock and began to jerk him off slowly.


“Such beautiful cocks,” purred Marion. “Such beautiful cocks cosying up together – I’ll let them make my pussy’s acquaintance soon enough.” 


She bent forwards and kissed me. Spit ran down between our mouths, dripping off our lips and down onto his belly and my groin pushed towards his backside as if of its own accord.


His anus was amazingly tight. It clenched my cock, swallowing it and milking it, and between the thrusts of my loins, he groaned, “That is so good! You’re so deep inside me!”


I found a rhythm, wanting it to last. For a long while I simply held my cock deep inside him as I rotated my hips and massaged his smooth skin with my wiry bush before slowly withdrawing until just the head was held firmly between his muscles. Then I thrust into him again. The firm grip of his tight anus around me made it feel like I had a huge, enormous cock. It was as if his hole was never-ending, and every millimetre of his forbidden cave that I conquered was a pleasure from the heavens.


I looked up at Marion who smiled at me. She carefully released herself from Frank’s grasp, lay him down on the cushions, crawled round next to us and lay her head on his belly to suck his cock, placing a hand in her groin and rubbing herself with lazy motions.


Frank lay there with his eyes closed, holding her head, and as he let his tongue stroke her lips with shy, unthinking passion I jizzed inside him.


My body trembled. It quivered uncontrollably. The pleasure felt like pain at the bottom of my spine, and I thrust my cock in and out of him brutally, with all my strength so that the pleasure would never end – though it did slowly subside. I slid out. For a brief second, as the pleasure wore off and my member shrank, I felt almost ashamed but then my eye caught sight of Frank’s anus that was still wide open, my cum dripping out of it, and Marion’s horny face busy sucking the “little boy’s” cock and I shook the thought off.


“Save some for me, Marion,” I said. I got up confidently, positioning myself on all fours. 


“I want him to take me like a dog. I want to be your bitch.”


With his cock still in her mouth, Marion looked up at me and I lowered my shoulders and stuck my butt in the air to show I was serious. She smiled, her face wet with juice. His cock slapped out of her mouth and she licked her lips before kissing me.


As she went to the bathroom to fetch a tub of cream, I moved over towards Frank and started licking his cock. 


“You’re beautiful,” I said.


“You too,” he replied. I looked up. “Does it hurt?” I asked. 


“A bit to begin with,” he said. “Then it’s all good. Taking it up the butt is amazing. You just need to remember not to clench like you do when you’re sitting on the loo when that cock pushes its way past your ring. Then your anus will open up by itself when it notices what’s happening. But I’ll be careful,” he promised.


Marion returned. She began to rub cream into my crack carefully. Then she pushed a finger inside me. I pushed back. I buried by face in Frank’s naked groin and clenched my teeth. She pulled her finger back out, filled her hand with cream and rubbed it into my anus with two fingers. Once she had managed to get three fingers inside me, she said, “He’s ready, little one.”


Marion sat down next to me. Frank positioned himself behind me and pushed his dick in. I moaned. It hurt. Sweat began beading on my brow but Marion stroked me on the cheek and told me how great I was at taking such a big cock, and that she was looking forward to having her pussy filled with the same cock, and slowly but surely the pain turned to pleasure.


I was stood on all fours, my hands planted on the carpet, backside in the air. Like a dog mating. And it was wonderful. Beautifully sinful and wild. I stretched out in front of me and caressed Marion while Frank began pumping himself in and out of me, as if moving in time with the earth. Then Marion sat down on a cushion in front of us, opened her legs wide to give us an unrestricted view between her lips while she rubbed her clitoris between her thumb and index finger, groaning and pushing out her chest towards us – behind me, I felt Frank craning his neck to catch a glimpse of her pussy over my shoulder.


Suddenly, she stood up, positioned herself next to me so that Frank could caress her and in an instant I could sense the excitement she got from showing us how horny she was and from displaying her naked body. I got the same feeling from seeing people lust after her.


Then she lay on her back in front of me, sliding underneath me so that her head was between my thighs and her crotch was below my face. I lowered my shoulders, grabbing her by the thighs and spreading her legs which she opened up more than willingly. Then, while she grabbed my cock with her mouth, I lowered my face into the wet ravine that had opened up before me. 


Behind me, Frank sped up. He humped me with powerful thrusts that coursed through my body and onto my tongue that I in turn thrust against Marion’s labia. Her mouth was sucking my cock hard. Her hands were fondling my balls and my crack, finding their way up to Frank’s cock and into his butt. The whole time she was sucking all the blood to my cock, and it grew stiff again in time with Frank’s rhythmic movements. 


I gratefully lifted my backside against the invader, trying to help him reach the ultimate pleasure, and at the same time noticing that what had been painful before was now turning into a deep, rumbling pleasure. The cock that rotated in my rectum gave me a hitherto unknown pleasure, and when Marion grabbed hold of my sack I came again. I sprayed jizz into her mouth. I heard her gulping, swallowing, guzzling my cum and while my butt began to shake and I buried my face in her crotch, I felt Frank’s cock swell inside me before he thrust into me hard and emptied his tanks.


We lay on the carpet, Marion between us. Frank and I licked her breasts lazily while our hands played with her pussy, stroking her lips, circling her clitoris, pushing fingers inside her and pulling them out again. After a few minutes of this, she got up, went to the coffee table and sat down on the sofa with a glass of champagne. She sat cross-legged, still in her boots, one foot hanging off the edge, observing us. 


“Well, boys, now I’d like you two turtle doves to put it into sixth gear – suck each other stiff again. Meanwhile, I’m going to sit here, enjoy the view and cosy up with a nice glass of wine.”


Frank and I looked at each other. Then we lay down in the sixty-nine position. I took his dick in my hand, jerking him off with soft motions.


He did the same to me. Then we started sucking each other off, and before we’d managed to get hard again, Marion had come down and joined us. Now she was lying down and stroking us as she purred, “Oh, my beautiful boys. You really have wonderful cocks – I’d like to have them now.”


She got down on all fours, her elbows on the carpet and her legs wide apart, and asked Frank to get behind her. 


“Come, little one. Come and fuck mummy. Come and put your wonderful cock in mummy’s pussy.”


A shiver ran through Marion’s body as he pushed himself inside her, and her face contorted with pleasure. I knelt down in front of her and forced myself into her mouth. I held her head. I held her firmly.


Frank had a good grip at the back, and thrust his cock all the way into her every time. 


I bent over her and pushed myself deep into her mouth in the same motion, hearing her swallow. Then I stroked a finger down between her buttcheeks, pushed it into her anus and lifted her towards Frank’s greedy groin.


Frank picked up the pace. I could see she was close to coming. He was trembling uncontrollably. His fingers left red marks in her flesh. His cock was like a ram about to run riot, and the wild power coursed through her and up into her mouth that was sucking at my cock frenetically. Then a tremor shuddered through the young man’s body and he bent in half over her and slid out.


Marion lowered her shoulders, still full of anticipation, impatient, shivering from voracious hunger so I took Frank’s place. Her lips were swollen, wide apart, longing to be filled. A grey stream of cum ran out of her and down over her clitoris. 


I slid into her and her pussy immediately began to rotate around my cock as I massaged her clit just the way she liked it. 


She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes alight with desire, and smiled breathlessly but reassuringly at Frank who was positioned next to me, kissing me behind her, closing one hand around my sack. When Marion began to quiver from the orgasm, he finished me off while licking my ear.


She collapsed beneath us, trembling.


We lay down close to her, holding her, speaking quiet, calming words to her, telling her that she was such a wonderful woman. 


After a while, she turned and lay on her back, staring into the fire. From each side, we kissed her on the corner of her mouth, hugged her tenderly, and stroked the edge of her boots with delicate fingers. We marvelled at the Temple of Venus that was arched towards us. After a few minutes, when she had caught her breath, she said, “If I’m being honest, I thought that was going to be weird.” 


“Not when the chemistry’s there,” I smiled. 
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