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            Montreal
      

            by Denis Dante
      

         

          
      

         Once in a while, she’ll stare across the rainy city, searching for something to rest her eyes on. Usually, she’ll turn and look at me. She knows how much I love her, and how much I hate it. I can do nothing but sit there, in front of the typewriter I got just after we moved here, my brain is just as blank as the white sheet of paper on the roller. She’s the most beautiful woman on the planet; she’s a slut.

         

At night: She keeps me awake; tossing and turning below or on top of him, her fingers entwined in his, while he pounds into her. He does things to her, and she climaxes now. The sounds are not the ones I have gotten accustomed to, not the fluttering moans and deep sighs of orgasm flowing through her body. No, now; with him, she screams without abandon until the neighbours hammer on the walls and the concierge is summoned.

         

She has the same effect on him, and he takes her again.

I turn away from them, close my eyes tightly, and hide the pain away in the dark.

         

We had only been here a few days. She has been mute and quiet since we left home, and did not seem to enjoy any of it when we finally arrived. I don’t know how long we had talked about it, and fantasize together during the nights, for months. Suddenly, with the tickets in our hands, the joy and love had gone from our hearts.

         

It rained when we arrived. She stopped smiling at me.

         

We went sightseeing, and pronounced the new, and somehow familiar, names. Her hand was in mine as we strolled through street from movies and novels. She loves the language, and I adore the words here. The grew heavy and horny from the food and wine, yet something wasn’t right. I would write, while she lay on the bed, paced the room, embraced me, and stared out into the rainy, foggy night; humming some sombre melody.

         

Right there and then, I would give her my death.

         

She left home one day, and returned with him; A young dancer from the Opera. She ordered us take-out and we all ate it in bed. They spoke French together, a language I don’t understand. I went back to the typewriter and starred at a dot.

         

Barely thirty minutes had passed when they became quiet. The silence was only broken by a giggle and heavy breathing. He had a deep voice, and was apparently unable to whisper, but he didn’t say much. He only moaned as she rose to her feet in front of him, pulled down her panties and pushed her warm pussy in his face.

         

She moaned, too.

I could still hear his tongue licking her juices after I closed the door.

         

During breakfast, she stares at me silently, her eyes as deep as ever. But I can’t reach her there. And she’s seeing him, not me. I can’t reach her, even when she turns towards me in bed, away from him. She offers herself to me, newly fucked and warm, and lets me lick the leftovers that slips out of her warm, smooth lips. She’ll often reach inside herself and gather his sperm, before she pushes her slim, sticky fingers inside my mouth. She comes, soaking my face, and maybe, just maybe, she’ll let me inside of her. I wrap myself around her and fuck blindly, coming like a rush of water after seeing them have sex. But I never reach her anymore.

         

She’ll kiss one of us after I’m empty and fall asleep. Sometimes, I can feel him put his arm across her soft, flat stomach below the thin sheets. And sometimes, she’ll put her hand on my chest, memories echoing in my mind.

         

I get up in the early morning and place myself in front of the typewriter. But I never write anything, fearing I’ll wake up my girl with the hard tapping of the keys. However, no words come to me anymore.

         

I asked her once if she could tell me a fairy tale, like she used to do before we got married. 

 She simply traced her finger across my cheek and closed my mouth with a kiss.

         

Soft, her lips are so fucking soft.

         

I woke up one night, my heart hammering, a nightmare. I must have screamed because her eyes flickered open, looking at me in surprise. She had been sleeping in his arms with her beautiful face on his large, muscular arms, and her fingers entwined with his. She moves towards me, calming me like a mother, whispering comfort and calm into my ears until I start breathing normally and the spotted dots fade from my eyes.

         

Abruptly, she stopped, then she moaned loudly: He was inside her, behind, and deeply pounded his cock inside my wife while she was facing me and easing me out of my bad dreams and into a new one. She started kissing me, rocking back and forth with his rhythm. Every time his pounding moved her away from me, she licked my face and bit my lips bloody as she came with his fingers dancing around her clitoris.

         

She demanded more, and flung him onto his back, stepping towards his circumcised area and proudly tilted her body towards the ceiling. She rode him as if he was a wild stallion and clutched my penis with one hand, stroking it half-heartedly while she moaned towards the start until he threw her off, and released his orgasm onto her belly and her small, soft tits. She melted onto him and fell asleep with him still stiff against her.

         

I turned towards the wall and masturbated onto the floor.

         

I couldn’t fall asleep after and lay there watching the rain on the window. I got up, paced the flat, and then fell asleep in the sofa, far away from them.

         

He does something to her: She took me to the Opera. She was like a young girl when she pointed him out among the crown on stage. His tights were so tight, you could see his religion.

         

Half-way through the second act, she unzipped me and groped my cock. I was rock hard immediately, though embarrassed: The rows were not that dark where we were sitting. She couldn’t care less and pulled my dick out and sucked me hard while pressing a hand under me and inserting one finger, then another, into my anus.

         

I gasped and came, just as she released me, and it sprayed across the row of seats in front of me, and unto my trousers. The lady next to me left the performance in shock wile muttering something in French. My wife only smiled towards the others; She touched herself until she came softly with her face in my neck, her thighs squeezing her right hand. Her moans drew the attention of a couple in front of her, and they turned to scold her. She merely put her hand up and showed here sticky fingers glistening and licked them.

         

I left.

         

There have been nights where I have slept elsewhere.

         

He does something to us: Her and I on a bridge across one of the quiet rivers, the sun shining. At this moment, my beautiful, shy girl, gets up onto the railing, spreading her thighs to show the world that she’s not wearing any pants under her black skirt. She doesn’t bat an eyelid when a passing gang of young boys hollering at her; she’s talking about what we should do.

         

I don’t pay her any mind; I don’t even consider covering her up.

         

I leave them to themselves at night, and search for a small pub or café, watching shadows fly across faces and characters. Sometimes, I’ll take notes in a small, black notebook using a soft pencil, and I can sense opportunities out there.

         

I came back late. Took off my wet clothes for a warming shower. Afterwards, I stood naked in the doorway, dripping wet, and looked at them, a small lamp casting a golden, apologetic, shadowless light across them. They had just made love, and were sleeping on top of the bedding, him on his stomach, and her on her back with her arms by her sides. Blotches of sticky cum still lay in a little pool on her stomach, gleaming in time with her calm breathing. She is indescribably beautiful.

         

Suddenly, I could see the light in her eyes, she was awake, letting me contemplate her. I could see a hint of guilt in her eyes.

         

My wife got up silently from the bed and walked toward me. We held each other a long time. The sky was crying, and all was right. Finally: the blood.

         

Her mere presence makes my cock begin to swell; it sniffs in between her thighs, sensing wetness and warmth. She kisses me softly with her tongue, scratching blood from my shoulders. Standing there, my erection is so hard it almost slips inside her involuntarily. She guides me to the bed and offers herself.

         

His juice wets my stomach and helps my dick slide straight into her pussy; no friction, only the drawings on her pussy walls. She’s not like anyone else, and I thought she had shown me all that she is. Her hands lay gently on my lower back; she has the innocence of a seventeen-year-old and greets me like a princess.

         

My princess comes as if in a fairy tale, moaning for me to go faster.

         

I thrust, see, and love. The soft skin on her neck tastes of her vanilla. More acrid, lingering and masculine, his aftershave, the alcohol bitter on my tongue.

         

Then, there’s something unfamiliar below me. His hand is between us, plucking at her soft, girly tits. She smiles when he squeezes them and strokes her hard nipples. She kisses me, etching her nails down my spine and playing with my bum crack.

         

She knows it turns me on.

         

His head is under my chest, his tongue on her breasts. He’s woken up. Such a strange feeling, she keeps me inside of her, and he puts a hand around her throat. She rubs her finger in our sweat and circles my anus, only just inside. They kiss.

         

She guides his hand down.

         

I can feel his strange fingers. I don’t know how many we are anymore.

 I don’t even know his name.

         

She makes him touch me. To begin with, he doesn’t want to and pulls back his hand. She puts it back, whispering something into his mouth. Then she slips away from me, turns around, over to him. I’m left lying on my stomach, pressing my sticky hard- into the bedding, and watching them excite each other.

         

She sits down on the back of my thighs, parting my buttocks and fondling my balls. Her middle finger is inside, and she fucks me like no one else has. I don’t understand what is going on anymore. He gets behind me, pressing a hand against my crack. My wife is below me, locked around my cock.

         

Next, I feel him, trembling, tentative. It can’t be possible; I close my eyes tightly and feel him press against me. Her tongue is in my ear as he rips through, the pain in my anus burning like fire. My wife wipes tears off my face, and sees how she has made him fuck me in the ass. She watches me, her husband, with my ass in the air and clawing the bedding while a stranger calmly pounds his dick into my slippery asshole.

He does something to us: even I am puzzled when one day he is no longer there.

         

It’s not raining as much, and we’re standing in the window. She’s waiting for him, and I have both my arms around her. She lets me, I think she’s crying. I don’t want to check. All I think is that we should return home soon.

         

She wanders the streets. She checks the Opera. No one’s seen him. She goes to the police and asks if anything has happened to him.

         

She asks me if anything has happened to him.

         

I have no answer. That makes her cry for a while, and she undresses. She stands there in her black bra, and tiny, black thong. She wants me inside her anus in the middle of the hotel room floor: He has done something to us. I stand observing her for a while; she gets down on her hands and knees, hangs her head and waits for me to punish her.

         

I have always wanted her ass; fantasized about making her slippery first, then my cock; pushing carefully, but all the way into her asshole. She has never let me do it before, but now she is begging me. And she’s my woman, I have to obey.

         

She’s tighter than I had imagined. I can feel her pain and I go gently, but she pulls my hands up onto her shoulders, asking me to take her hard. I love her, and I do as she asks.

         

Her tight butthole around my dick makes me come hard and fast, and I hang over her as I convulse in release. She lies flat on the floor and wants more. She gets more slippery and open from my cum inside her, I can see the foam around my penis. She doesn’t wince anymore but pushes back, shoving her lovely bum against my stomach, while clutching her tits with her hands.

         

She shakes, crying out in orgasm and smackings her palms against the floor. Her jerking pussy forces me over the edge again. She snuffles, laughing happily as she feels me come again. I moan and wrap myself around her.

         

We hang together like dogs afterwards, until I slip out of her and find a blanket to fold around my girl.

I carry her into the bathroom and wash back our innocence. 

My wife asks if we can go back home soon.

          
      

      
   


   
      
         
            A slow start
      

            by I. Bernstein
      

         

          
      

         My wife put her head on my chest and let the boy pound her slowly. I had just woken up from her warm body rhythmically pushing against mine. Every time he ploughed into her, my body received a warm nudge, nudging little Junior to fill up, fill up with middle-aged blood, pumping, slowly and lazily, just like the rhythmic pounding my wife received, just like I slowly registered the erotic drama before me.


The waves started when a cock was submerged – not into water, but by a man, and the wave spread to the body and the body was my wife of twenty years, and the wave spread from man to man through my wife. The wave spread further up to my hungover-champagne-tired brain: stay out of it she tells me… be the best host you can be… by making room for three… let the youth roam free… fucking her like a steed… My mind still foggy with hints, half-awake and half-asleep.


This strange and amazing situation enforced the in-between feeling, void of a foothold or reference point, though still safe, arousal and… joy, yes, joy! But still joy, even though my middle-aged lover was in this surprising position, hanging on another man’s penis, not my own, me, her husband, but rather this other cock, probably not as beautiful as mine, but rather pale and blue, and God knows what other colours – replacing the warm red and purple, and it’s coiling white tail. Nausea welled up inside me, and it felt good.


It made me horny, the movement on my skin and in her and the wave she created. I was a bi-product of it, so to say. It was preposterous, but – and because of this – it turned me on, made me giddy, that wave that she spread to me, a burst of silent pain. She lay there, moving lazily in the drowsy morning just like me. Or maybe… she just seemed that way because she had been at it all night, letting herself get wide and full. Warm, lazy, full, but oh craving that rolling wave from behind. I imagined her clitoris being rubbed against the sheets and her lips widened by this ugly, pale-blue penis thrusting into her. It’s for the best. Was it big? Unlikely. Her reaction would have been different. Incidentally, she didn’t like the really big ones (and she certainly didn’t like them pale-blue), even my slightly-bigger-than-average could make her whimper if I was in a particularly feisty mood.


Now, she just lay there and enjoyed the youthful thrusts. From whom, the neighbour’s son? I twisted to the side. No, his best friend. Apparently. How had he got into the house? Oh yes, they had arrived just after the guests had left to wish us happy new year and to bum some booze and got seated next to my wife when she invited them to stay and she poured more champagne. After they had shared a whole bottle, I wished them a speedy trip to hell and went to bed. Astrid stayed with them. She had been flirting with the boy ever since his voice had deepened, but this year, he had stopped blushing whenever she did. Far from it, he had become as bold as her, naughty, and now her face was the one to turn red. She had put a record on and the last thing I heard before falling asleep were wobbly steps on the dancefloor followed by roaring laughter. My wife now sang a deep staccato, sharper and sharper staccato, because the boy was nearing his second goal. First, he had managed to seduce her, or was it she who… He muffled a moan, but then, did not care about the half-old, half-snoring man lying under his fuck-doll. I could feel the acceleration, then the change in rhythm as he came and shoot inside her, spraying her with himself, his disgusting cum, his head back and mouth open. She kept her ass lifted to gather the remaining thrusts, but there was nothing but empty pockets of air.


Someone was in the doorway, chuckling quietly. Quite right, it was Kasper, the neighbour’s son, the loyal dog sitter and breaker-of-windows. Judging by the dim light in the hallway, he was also naked. Had they been going on for long, taking turns? Had Astrid come many times already, all night long, and thus become so agreeable, and wanting me to share in the experience? I had not seen her this aroused in a long time, and she was known for being quite adventurous and insatiable. We had never discussed this in the open, but she had given me small hints and half-spoken fantasies, and I had thought that maybe it could be fun if…


The boy moaned one last time and slipped out of my wife and onto the floor. She waved her ass and purred, only half-satisfied.


“Should I call road service?”


 “Mhmmh!”


Kasper accepted the invite and placed himself between her legs, pulling her towards him. She shook her ass again and he gave her a quick spank. The rude mongrel! Astrid gave out a little whimper and spread her legs more. Acting like a…. like a…! He grinned again and grabbed her thighs, getting into position. She raised her ass and held her breath. He gave her another spank and…! Junior was up, suddenly throbbing full of blood, and I imagined his palm hitting her across her crack. Her head gave me a hard push from the side and a loud moan came all the way from the back. This was something else! In quick succession, her delicious body thrusts towards me.


My wife lifted her head and bent her back, her lovely, large, middle-aged breasts hitting against the side of my body. All I could hear were the sounds of friction, skin against the sheets, the mattress creaking, Kasper bracing, and my wife doing the same. Sloppy sounds from the wet pussy. Her nose was filling with air. She jerked and only just muffled a scream, her lovely scream, then four seconds of quick breaths, two choking moans before she shuddered and relaxed her body against mine. Wet lips closed over my right tongue, sucking, while she lay there moaning to the rhythm of the neighbour’s son pumping fast and forcefully into her until he came as well.

         Behind him, his friend was back on his feet, watching. He was at full attention.

          
      

      
   


   
      
         
            The surprise
      

            by Sveins
      

         

          
      

         It was a Saturday, and Svein had called, telling me to put on the red, sexy dress and be ready when he got home.

         Perplexed, I took a shower and got ready. While I fixed my hair and did my make-up, I wondered what it could be. A strange excitement spread through my body.

         I had met Svein two years ago, and we had developed a beautiful and solid relationship. We loved each other deeply and had plans to get married one day. Svein had always been an exciting person with a lot to offer, and that was probably what attracted me to him.

         I heard the car come into the driveway and ran down to greet him in the hallway. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, asking him what he had planned for us.

         He chuckled, and said I would have to wait and see, and I would know when it was time.

         He guided me to the car and started driving. “Where are we going?” I asked after a while. He only smiled and assured me that I would enjoy it.

         After about an hour of driving, he turned onto a remote road. We drove about a kilometre into the woods before he stopped in front of a cosy cabin, gave me a kiss and said: “Don’t be scared, I’m going to blindfold you to make it more exciting.” Rather nervous, I let it happen.

         Svein exited the car and helped me out and led me into the cabin.

         It was comfortable and warm, and I could smell an array of different perfumes. In the background, I could hear calm, comforting music, and I could tell that there were other people there. Svein guided me across the floor and told me to sit down in a chair. The excitement made my heart galop, but I wasn’t scared. The nice smells and gentle music put my mind at ease.

         Suddenly, I felt a couple of hands touch my thighs, cool and nice, but they weren’t Svein’s hands. They felt like a woman’s hands, soft and smooth.

         I could feel my arousal growing and the blood coursing through my body. The hands caressed me delicately. Then, a new pair of hands gripped me. “Oh god,” I thought. What is this? I heard Svein’s calm voice: “Just let it happen, my love.” Reassured, I decided to let go, and let it happen.

         I was so horny now, and suddenly the hands grabbed my arms and lifted me to my feet. They undressed me and only left the blindfold over my eyes. They led me across the floor and a woman’s sultry voice said: “Lie down.”

         I did as I was told, it was a bit tall, so I guessed I was lying down onto a table. A sheepskin was draped over it, comfortable and soft. The hands continued to caress me. A tongue started to play with my right nipple. I loved everything that was happening and moaned loudly.

         There were more than two sets of hands now, and I couldn’t tell how many – I was drunk with pleasure.

         There were lips and tongues on my belly, my tits, my thighs, and every touch was so delicate and sensual, I wanted to scream in frustration. My thighs were pulled apart by hands on both sides, and a tongue started to kiss and lick my lips, and pulling them apart. Greedily, the tongue encircled my clitoris, and I could no longer hold back a small scream. This was the most amazing thing I had ever experienced.

         I let one of my arms fall towards the edge of the table, trying to find one of the bodies that fondled my own. I could feel one, a man’s, feeling the hair on his belly and let my hand slide gently towards his greatness. It was hard, stiff, and big. I retracted my hand and put the other one out, finding a woman’s body. I glided down her belly, she was shaved and only a little remained. I let my hand feel up her body and touched her breasts. They were large and soft, her nipples hard.

         A finger was now helping the tongue and slipped in and out of me rhythmically. I was so horny, lying there and letting it happen. I could feel one man crawling across the table in between my legs and lifting my pelvis up. All the while, hands and mouths surrounded my body. The man on the table entered me and pumped in and out. A tongue licked my clitoris, and I could feel an orgasm building up in my body. The couple could feel the build-up and increased their rhythm, going harder and harder. I couldn’t hold back anymore.

         My body arched as I had the biggest and most amazing orgasm of my entire life. As I lay there, letting the orgasm course through me, my body shuddering, the hands disappear, one by one.

         After a short while, Svein helps me off the table, dresses me, and walks me out. Outside, he takes the blindfold of me. He looks lovingly into my eyes, kisses me deeply and passionately, and says: “Happy two-year-anniversary, my love.”

         We get in the car and drive away. I keep looking at the cabin, wondering how he had organised this and who those people were. Exhausted and happy, I rest next to my loved. There are no words left to say.

          
      

      
   


   
      
         
            My fiancé
      

            by Mindgames
      

         

          
      

         My head rested against the neck of my fiancé as she lay on her back with her arms above her head, sleeping. Gently, I stroked her naked, warm body. Her long, dark hair was spread like a fan on her pillow. I rose onto my elbow and kissed her soft, round tits. Next to her, Lars stretched and whispered “Good morning”, before putting a hand on her stomach and letting it slide down between her legs, his fingers carefully stroking her shaved pussy.

         

These mornings were so special, all of us waking up drowsy after the night before, the sex still lingering in our bodies. I could feel excitement starting to trickle back into my body, getting harder and harder. Lars got between her thighs and let his tongue slip inside her.

         

Her low whimpers told us she was no longer sleeping. What a lovely way to wake up, I imagined. Four hands stroking her body, and a warm tongue licking her. The thought of my best friend, and best man, licking my girl, drove me mad with desire. I folded the pillow under me to get a better view of my lover’s body.

         

Even though she was unbelievably sexy, she had an innocence to her that everyone noticed. But below the surface, she was an insatiable woman. We had been out partying the day before with our friends, and shared a taxi on our way home, no one suspecting that we were going home together and both had our hands below her skirt, fondling her shaved pussy. Meanwhile, she talked to the taxi driver.

         

She pushed Lars’ head between her thighs, moans flowing out from deep in her throat. He freed himself and put his knees between hers. She looked down at his hard cock, blurry-eyed, and clutched his shaft and guided him inside herself.

         

He reached all the way inside her, and we all moaned. He pumped in and out of her with long, slow movements, and his shaft glistened in her juices. Seeing another man fuck her in front of me, almost made me come right there and then. She was so wet after he had licked her. She grabbed his hips and pulled him as deep inside of her as possible, while following his motions with her hips. He leaned over her and moaned into her breasts. Before he climaxed, my innocent fiancé, asked him to let it out all over her belly and tits. He pulled out, and while she massaged his balls, he shot load after load onto her.

         

When man number one was “finished”, she honed in on me. I was on my back, larger and harder than I ever remember being. She sat on top of me, and slid my cock into her, moaning deeply, before she started grinding up and down.

         

His cum glided down her belly, and her nipples danced in front of my face, still glistening from his kisses. When thinking about how a man had just been inside of her and how I could feel his sperm on my belly, my mind went woozy. I pulled her towards me and kissed her deeply. Soon after, she could feel me getting closer and slipped off me, sitting on my thighs. While leaning back, she pumped her hand up and down a couple of times before I sprayed all over her belly, moaning loudly.

         

Seeing as man number two was spent too quickly, she reached across me and grabbed a vibrator from the nightstand.

         

Her body glistening with our sperm, she put the dildo inside her and finally reached her loud climax. Afterwards, we rested half-asleep next to each other, gathering strength for the next round. I couldn’t wait for our next night out.

          
      

      
   


   
      
         
            Horny and Longing
      

         

      
   


  
   
    
     
      Mojito
     

     
      by Lawrence Harlot
     

    

    
    

    
     “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
     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

     

    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy More Than Two - A Collection of Erotic Short Stories from Cupido.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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