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Chapter 1: At 70, Patrick still has a hard-on
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Patrick, 70, finds himself at a libertine party. He's going to allow a woman to fulfill her ultimate fantasy: a 3-way with 2 men for her.

Patrick tells us his story of candaulist 3-way sex at a libertine party!

I'm writing to tell you the very last sex story of my erotic life. I'm 70 years old, but that doesn't mean I can't still have great sex! Despite my age, I still look good, I still have good hair and I still please the ladies.

Naughty night out

Recently, I was even invited by a friend to a libertine evening at a private home. Cuddly corners, dimmed lights, couples, not all of them young, dancing cheek to cheek... The atmosphere was titillating. I was dressed entirely in black and strolled through the rooms of the beautiful apartment, smoking a cigarette. That's when I came across a couple in their sixties, whose wife was particularly enticing. She looked at me from a distance and gave her husband a knowing glance.

The lady was sitting on the man's lap. While she caressed his torso through his shirt, he groped her wide ass, engulfed in a leather skirt. The man swung his wife around to face me. He put his hands around her and unbuttoned her blouse, looking down at me to reveal her breasts. She had beautiful full breasts, filling a pretty lace bra! She was a beautiful woman. The couple, obviously very complimentary, stared at me. The lady's name was Colette. She said: "You want to touch it? Go ahead!" I approached and caressed her breast with my fingertips. "Do you want him to touch you, my darling?" asked the man, whose name was Denis. She nodded without taking her eyes off me.

While she was still sitting on top of her husband, he pulled her skirt up over her hips as best he could, revealing her garter belts and her lack of panties, her wet slit. She was astride him, but with her back to his face, and while he held her skirt up, he invited me to explore her cunt while his beauty spread her thighs wide on either side of his knees. Like a four-legged beast. We were in a dark corner of a bedroom and I was eager to be tempted. I stroked the wet, hairy crotch. The husband nibbled Colette's neck and ear, holding her against him by the waist while, leaning over her, I sought out her clitoris to stimulate it while fingering her from time to time. The woman moaned.

Colette's fantasy: to be taken by two men

I understood that her man wanted to fulfill one of his fantasies, that she should have two handsome males to take care of her. Denis stood up and blindfolded her. Colette was now sitting in her place on the chair. We had to take care of her without her knowing which cock or which hand belonged to whom. With her seated and us at face level, we pulled out our cocks and she began to wank them together, then suck each one in turn. Her hands and mouth slid deliciously over us. I was happy to have found such exciting playmates! Colette spat on our tassels and spread the liquid with her mouth, which sucked us assiduously, one stroke at a time. I had a hard-on and was happy, at 70, to help fulfill a liberated woman's fantasy.

She, in turn, submitted to our caresses. Our four hands were everywhere. The man laid her down on the carpet to plunge his head between her thighs to lick her. She held him by the hair while being caressed. I squatted on her head so she could continue sucking me. She moaned as she gave me a blowjob, and I loved the vibrations of her mouth on my pole. I fucked her mouth, until her husband turned her over on the carpet and took her, head down. Colette screamed with pleasure as he plowed her pussy with a repeated slap. Colette's lovely hands held the carpet under the intensity of the fuck. What an incredible vision! The lustful, handsome man, the woman on fire, the power of their coitus. I was a happy voyeur... and an active one! "I want you both," she demanded, still on the floor, blindfolded. She got down on all fours and I resumed kissing her mouth while Denis took her doggy-style.

Each of her movements increased the caress of her mouth. I could see her body moving, her ass trembling and being taken, her garter belts dancing on her thighs and her breasts trembling in their lace sheaths. God, she was hot! Moments like that were worth living to be old. Colette started jerking her clit with one finger while Denis gave it his all behind her and she herself gave it her last effort by sucking my cock. Then she jerked off hard and let go of my cock, screaming her pleasure as I ejaculated on her mouth and chin. She had it everywhere, the naughty girl! What greed!

When she took off her blindfold, she saw me and told me she could feel that it was a different cock from her husband's in her mouth. It was only then that we got to know each other in the most commonly accepted sense of the word, and this beautiful story of sex led to the three of us becoming friends.
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Chapter 2: A real soccer bag
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Élodie, 24, cheats on her husband, but to make amends she agrees to fulfill her greatest fantasy: a gangbang with her soccer friends.

Elodie shares her story of sex with a team of 15 soccer players...

My name is Élodie and I'm 24. I've been married for 2 years to Mike, the man of my life. But 6 months ago, I made a big mistake. Worse: to make up for it, I agreed to do something really disgusting... And I loved it. Nobody can understand it, except open-minded people like readers. Today I'm sharing my secret sex story with you.

At the time, I was doing a replacement as a secretary in a dental practice. My boss was Pierre, a charming thirty-something. I love Mike with all my heart, but I fell for him. You see, my man and I have been together since we were 17, and I wanted to try something different... We made love twice, in the office. It was good, but I felt guilty, so I told him we'd stop. Too late: Mike sensed that something was wrong and, one evening, he went through my text messages.

When I went into our room, he threw everything at me. I cried, he cried, I begged him to forgive me. Mike said he couldn't, because I'd humiliated him too much. I retorted that he could do the same to me, cheat on me with my best friend if he had to, but that I couldn't live without him. As I spoke, he got a funny look on his face. That's when he wanted to tell me his secret fantasy.

Mike's secret fantasy

My husband has been playing in an amateur soccer club for 2 years. I know some of the guys, and we invite them over on match nights. I know they think I'm pretty (Mike often tells me that "the guys at the club are jealous of his little wife"). That's where his idea came from: since I'd acted like a bitch, I'd have to come clean, and not just with his buddies. And the whole team would be invited.

At first, I was shocked. I even dreamt about it that night: something super realistic, where I saw myself going from guy to guy. When I woke up, I put my hand between my thighs. So, the next day, I agreed. My husband took care of the details and the following Saturday, during dinner, he put a bag on the table. Stockings and a sexy black bodysuit... I knew it was time.

I went to get ready. In front of the mirror, I thought I looked super sexy, but my heart was pounding. All the way to the car, I almost asked Mike if we could turn back. But the thought of losing him and the memory of my dream convinced me to keep quiet. My husband parked in front of a building and we went inside, heading for his fantasy.

I never did find out whose apartment it was. A dark-haired man in his forties opened the door and led us into a large room. Hardly any furniture, but about fifteen guys, many in boxers, others already naked. I recognized four or five of Mike's buddies, but not the others. My husband shook their hands, then took out his smartphone. That was the signal. They were all now staring at me hungrily. I took a deep breath and removed my coat. Underneath, I was wearing my black ensemble... The guys started jerking off.

15 men for Elodie

Then I got down on my knees and closed my eyes. The murmurs grew louder and I realized that the team was forming a circle around me. I felt hands pulling down my blouse, caressing my shoulders... Then the first sex grazed my lips. Liquid was beading. I resisted, but the pressure grew stronger. One hand even grabbed my ponytail and I had to part my lips as the hard cock worked its way into my mouth. The murmurs turned to grunts.

When I opened my eyes again, a forest of men was crowding around me. A second guy showed up and I recognized him. It was Seb, one of Mike's friends. Again, I thought of saying no, but I met my husband's gaze. His eyes were shining, he looked more excited than ever... So I swallowed Seb's cock without flinching. Then another, and another...

While I was pumping, other men took turns touching me. My breasts, my thighs, my ass... After 10 minutes, I found myself completely naked, subjected to the passage of a new guy between my lips. I enjoyed being intoxicated by a new smell, a new taste. I was ready.

No more hesitation now: the situation had become so exciting that I started swallowing cock after cock, taking the most excited ones right down my throat. I must have been on my tenth when I felt one of the guys grab me by the waist, forcing me to arch my back. A finger entered me, then a second. I felt the guy spit into his hand and spread the liquid over my pussy. He then penetrated me very gently. The next was less gentle: his thrusts threw me forward, forcing me to swallow the dick I had in my mouth to the hilt. I was now as wet as a fountain...

"Look Mike, your wife is swallowing!!!"

While I was sucking, someone was fingering my ass while filing my pussy. Who was doing it? I don't know. But insults started flying: "Salle chienne!", "Vas-y, petite garce", "Mange-moi ça!"... I didn't know which way to turn, wanking, pumping, receiving in the vulva... and even in the anus! One guy ejaculated on my tongue and, as I usually hate this, I leaned my head back to let the nectar flow.

A voice called out, "Look, Mike, your wife's swallowing!". The guys then went wild. I was lifted up and placed on a chair, and one guy started fingering me at full speed, another getting on top to stick his perfumed sex down my throat. A female smell... The bastard was coming out of my ass!

I moaned like a bitch, the orgasm rising inside me like a whirlwind. When the orgasm tore a final scream from me, the stranger above me took the opportunity to ejaculate into my gullet, and I collapsed, defeated. I only have a vague recollection of what happened next: the guys who hadn't yet come ended up on top of me, on the floor, and then my husband put my clothes back on.

When we got home, Mike put me in the shower and gently cleaned off the semen sticking to my skin. I woke up the next day in his arms. Today, I feel more in love than ever, but I'm still obsessed by the memory of that night. I secretly pray that Mike will ask me to have sex again.
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