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         “It’s here, Roy!” my wife shouted excitedly, storming in from the living room. “The taxi is waiting outside. Oh my God, I’m so nervous. What have we agreed to?”


“Just cancel if you don’t want to,” I said, and meant it. Now that I’d got a taste of her excitement and enthusiasm, I wasn’t as sure as I had been the evening we replied to the advertisement in Cupido: Youthful man who needs lots of sex seeks couple for shared pleasure. Preferably a couple who don’t have much experience of this like me. Heterosexual, but understand that all three of us will be intimate.


“Cancel? Are you crazy!” said Line, more emphatically than I appreciated.

         I was starting to feel a bit jealous. She’d been in the bathroom for hours! She’d showered, pampered herself, and put her make-up on, making herself as beautiful as possible. And the result was terrific. I couldn't remember her being any more beautiful since our wedding day. 


         Right now, I could easily have thought about keeping her to myself. Still, it was unfortunately too late to do anything about it.


The doorbell rang.


“Can you get it?” Line whined, hiding behind my back. She stood so close to me that I could feel her body trembling with fear. Or was it excitement? “Well, open it then! I really hope he is just as handsome as in the photo and just as nice as he sounded on the phone.”


“Ok, I’ll get it,” I said and went out to the hall, Line tripping after me. I opened the door; in front of me stood the man who in a little while would see us fuck. He might even sleep with my wife. It was a bizarre moment. All three of us seemed worried and nervous. We shook hands, exchanged a few polite words of small-talk while he took off his jacket and went into the living room. But as we exchanged simple nothings, a shadow of what was about to happen hung over us.


Sure, this guy Robert was pretty good-looking. He was the same age as us, in his mid-thirties. He was a bit taller than me, more powerfully built, but his hair was much thinner. He was nearly bald but, in a macho kind of way, it suited him. I’d heard that baldness can be a result of having too many male hormones and a massive sexual appetite. This wasn’t very promising. Or perhaps it was...


         We each plonked ourselves down on a chair.

         “So, you’re a computer engineer,” I said while filling our sherry glasses, uninterested.


“A workaholic,” he explained. “I work so much I’ve not had time to get a wife or have children. But I do miss family life.”


That’s not all you miss, I thought, looking at him. While we talked about things other than what was about to happen, I studied their gaze, their movements and gestures. I saw how Line blushed when she met Robert's eyes, and I noticed how he touched his forehead with his firm, hairy hand, which would soon be exploring my wife's naked skin. They chit-chatted, and I felt excluded from the conversation. I didn't like it. Perhaps Line picked up on how I felt, and unexpectedly, she stood up and came over to me.


“You understand,” she seemed to be saying, while she gently stroked my head... “We really love each other, Roy and I,” she said, “but after ten years of married life, we need something to spice up our sex life. Before it dies out. It’s a bit like a smouldering fire,” she explained, “that needs rekindling. Right, Roy?”


“Exactly!” I replied, feeling happier. “There’s a little exhibitionist in all of us, isn’t there? But I’m afraid there’s a massive one in Line. One of her fantasies is that we have sex while someone else is watching. That’s where you come into the picture.”


“Fine by me,” said Robert, and took a large gulp of sherry. “That’s my ideal part to play.”


“Exactly. Let’s get to it,” Line said, grabbing my hand.

         We went into the bedroom. Line and I got into bed, while Robert sat at the foot of the bed. Line nodded encouragingly to me, and I began to unbutton her skirt. My hands were shaking, and my mouth was dry. I was just as excited as the first time we slept together. I think I experienced that moment through Robert’s eyes: I was Robert’s eyes as I removed her blouse and then, fumbling, removed her bra, revealing her naked breasts.


Line has beautiful, small breasts. They are perky and like a young girl's breasts with almost pink nipples. Under the gaze of two men, her nipples turned hard. She ran her hand nervously through her thick red hair, smiling at Robert, a little unsure. I took one of her breasts in my hand, lifted it and gently held it out, squeezing her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. I tugged it with my fingertips, just how she likes it, all the time watching our guest out of the corner of my eye. Then I carefully removed her skirt, let him catch a glance of her pussy through her see-through green panties, before I began to pull them off her slowly, my hands lingering. Both Robert and Line followed my hands with trembling excitement. It was up to me to decide when the curtain would fall and when she would be completely undressed.


A few moments later, I pulled her panties off with a sudden tug.


My wife lay there naked and vulnerable with her lush, reddish-brown pussy clearly visible to both of us. The red light from the bedside lamp left nothing to the imagination. Line didn’t dare to look at Robert now that she knew he could see everything. She shut her eyes and started to blush. She blushed, even more, when I spread her legs, pushing her thighs apart, revealing just how wet she was. As I did so, she let out a small gasp.


Robert unzipped his fly without waiting to be asked. It was a shock for us both to see a virtual stranger whip out his dick in our bedroom. He was about to grab it and have a wank, but something seemed to stop him: maybe he wasn't comfortable? Perhaps that's why he got up and took his trousers off. Sitting there in just his shirt, gazing at Line’s sprawling, wet pussy, he slowly and steadily started to wank himself off. Right then and there, it was as if he and Line were in sync. There was an invisible line between their eyes, between her pinkish slit, – which I was slowly opening with the tips of my fingers – and his throbbing, hard cock. For a moment, I had the unpleasant sensation of being left out. I was the audience to a performance where they had the leading roles.


In order to be visible again, I hurriedly removed my clothes. As I did this, I didn’t look in his direction. I tried to forget that he was there, pulled off my boxers and got my dick out. But of course, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. He can see my dick now, I thought. I’m sure he’s pleased because it’s slightly smaller than his. He’s thinking that he’s soon going to see penetrating Line. The thought wasn’t disturbing. In fact, it was the exact opposite: I was horny. Horny as hell. But Robert would have to wait. I wanted to lick Line warm and wet first. I wanted to press my head and face between her thighs, blocking Robert’s view. He was sitting there, staring enviously at my neck and Line’s bucking body as she gave in to her desire. As far as I was concerned, Robert could just sit there and have a wank, wishing he was the one making love to Line.


I did as I was thinking. I kissed her swollen pussy lips, my tongue making them even wetter. With my nose buried in the damp mound of hair, I inhaled, the scent of her filling my nostrils. She groaned loudly and even louder when I teasingly touched her clit. I made the shape of an “o” with my lips and squeezed my lips around her clit, sucking and licking her burning heat. She squealed, twisting her body at my touch. Then she pushed my face slightly to one side, and, terrified, I understood that even right amid her storm of arousal, she wanted Robert to see...


Ok, Line. Then let him see, I thought. Lift your knees, twist your hips so he can see you open and wet as I lick you with my playful tongue. Is that how you want it? Yes, it indeed was. You're even wildered now; even hornier and wet than before. And Robert? Can you hear him groan, and the rhythmic beating of his hand as he wanks himself off? The big, amazing cock that you saw just before you closed your eyes and yelled, “Yeeees”...


I lifted my face and immediately lay on top of her, pushing myself between her thighs. I thought I saw Robert bending forward to get a better look as I let my cock slide across Line’s muff, down below it, and then into her warm hole that no one knows better than I do.


I fucked her hard and quickly. She moaned and groaned and winced louder, more ecstatic that she had been for many years. Or perhaps even never. She scratched my back, kicked with her legs, twisted and turning in bed, and bucked her hips until we momentarily bumped into Robert, who had scooted up a little. He sat there patiently, raising his eyebrows, his eyes blank with desire.


“Oops!” said Lina, as we were about to accidentally push him out of bed.
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