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1999 (Tonight I’m Going to Party)

As her husband of twelve years has run off with another woman, Mindy faces the new millennium needing a new home and new job. But before facing her daunting future head-on, she decides to celebrate the upcoming special Hogmanay in style. In a posh Edinburgh hotel, she puts on her best dress and happy face, deciding that tonight’s the perfect night to take a man back to her room for a night of no-strings passion—something she hasn’t done since her punk rock days. 

Her night starts promisingly when she shares her table with two hunky brothers—complete with kilts—but when that spell is broken, a different offer presents itself in the form of a beautiful Scottish woman and her handsome Scandinavian husband. 

It’s something she’s never considered before, but… New millennium, new Mindy.
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Chapter One

Mindy applied the finishing touches of lip-gloss, then regarded her face in the bathroom mirror. Her makeup was good but couldn’t mask the lines starting to show around her clear blue eyes. Her naturally blonde hair was cut into a bob, the fresh highlights helping to hide the traces of grey.

She stepped back into the hotel bedroom and checked her outfit in the full-length mirror. Turning sideways, she admired the cut of her black, sequined ball-gown, and the style of her matching stilettos, wishing she’d had a couple of sessions on a sunbed to give her bare shoulders some colour. She turned a little more, looking over her shoulder at the swell of her backside and wiggling her hips. Not bad for forty-five. She quickly tidied the room in case she didn’t return alone, then grabbed her clutch handbag and headed for the lifts.

Walking into the sumptuous hotel ballroom, she accepted a glass of champagne from a waitress. Though surrounded by total strangers, Mindy was determined to enjoy her evening. She found herself standing near a couple in their early sixties, the husband looking very smart in full highland dress with blue and green tartan and black jacket.

The wife flashed her a friendly smile. “I love your dress,” she said with a soft Scottish burr.

“Thank you, it’s nice of you to say so. And you both look fabulous.” Mindy turned to the husband, whose shock of grey hair was a sharp contrast to his bushy jet-black eyebrows. “I love to see a man in a kilt.”

“Well, there’ll be lots of those here tonight.”

Lucky me.

“Do you live here now, or are you up for Hogmanay?” the wife asked.

“Just for the celebrations. I live in London.”

“London?” Her answer had evidently surprised the husband; his eyebrows arched like a pair of Fox Moth caterpillars.

“That’s where I’ve lived for the last fifteen years, but I’m originally from Liverpool.”

“Och, I can tell that,” he said with a smile. “So, why not stay home and enjoy the celebrations in your Trafalgar Square?”

Not wishing to burden them with her woes, Mindy gave a more jovial answer. “As a kid, I spent every New Year’s Eve watching the celebrations from Scotland on telly—Moira Anderson, Andy Stewart and Kenneth McKellar.”

The couple smiled and nodded.

“The fireworks exploding over the castle seemed magical. Since this New Year’s a special one, I decided to come and see them for real.”

He nodded his agreement. “I can think of no finer place to see in the new millennium.” He held out his hand. “I’m Hugh, and this is my wife Marie.”

“Mindy.” She shook their hands.

“Are you here on your own?” Marie asked.

“Yes.” She kept her smile in place. “I’ve no partner, so decided to make an adventure of it. New millennium, new Mindy.”

As the ballroom filled, Mindy noticed that most men were dressed the same as Hugh, though with different coloured tartans. She couldn’t believe how sexy they looked and remembered being told once that underwear was never worn under a kilt.

An announcer asked guests to make their way to their tables. Mindy smiled at Hugh and Marie, then made her way to the set of easels displaying the seating plan. The room was set out in large, circular tables of eight, and hers listed two McAllisters and two Jensens, suggesting that half the dinner companions were married couples. That wasn’t a deal-breaker; she was looking forward to mingling on the dancefloor after the meal and hoped to find herself a suitable man to take back to her room to round off the evening. It’d been years since she’d given herself to a stranger just for the thrill of casual sex.

Mindy eased through the crowd and saw all but one of the seats at her table already occupied. She smiled at the others as she slid onto the vacant chair. “Hi, I’m Mindy.”

She was greeted by smiling faces and warm welcomes. Each of the others introduced themselves, and Mindy realised how lucky she’d been to end up on this table. Her companions for the next few hours were made up of three groups: two men and a woman who worked together; the Jensens, who were indeed a married couple; and the McAllisters, who turned out to be two hunky brothers. Not only were they tall, dark and handsome—they were both in highland dress. The seating placed Mindy between one of the guys from the work-threesome and one of the brothers, with the Jensens directly opposite.

The McAllisters, Scott and Fraser, were somewhere in their late twenties. Scott was immediately to her left, with Fraser next to him. Whenever Fraser tried to talk to her, Scott either interrupted or leaned forward to sip his wine, a wry smile on his face. The fact that they seemed to be competing for Mindy’s attention did wonders for her self-esteem.

Fraser lost patience and slapped his brother on the shoulder. “For fuck’s sake—will you sit still? You’re back and forward like a fart in a bottle.”

Scott shrugged. “I don’t know what you mean.” He turned to Mindy and winked.

“Right, fannybaws.” Fraser pushed Scott’s arm. “You swap places with Mindy, then you can sip your Chardonnay to your heart’s content while she gets to converse with the interesting brother.”

Scott leaned back in his chair. “Is that right?”

“Aye. I’d hate her to think all McAllisters are as dull as you.”

Mindy giggled as the brothers squabbled; she could imagine them having argued like this for their entire lives. Scott let out an exasperated sigh and stood, inviting Mindy to swap seats.

Once Mindy and Scott had settled into their new positions, the waiting staff began to deliver the starters and everyone around the table made small talk. It transpired that the three colleagues worked for an insurance company in Stirling. The girl, Kirsty, was very pretty and a few years younger than the two guys.

Mr Jensen offered Mindy a friendly smile. “Have you been in Edinburgh long?” He had a clipped accent—maybe Scandinavian.

Mindy shook her head. “I’m just up for a couple of days. You’re obviously not from round here, either.”

“Copenhagen. But my wife Nina”—he tilted his head—“is from Edinburgh, and this is where we live. My job is here, also.”

It hadn’t been until he’d started talking to her that Mindy noticed how good-looking he was—square jaw, dark blond hair and sexy laughter lines around his cobalt-blue eyes. He was the only man at the table in standard black tie and looked fabulous. If they ever chose a blond James Bond, this guy would be perfect. His wife was equally stunning and had the full Audrey Hepburn-thing going for her—strapless black dress, dark hair pinned up, prominent cheekbones and beautiful big brown eyes. Her frequent smiles revealed perfectly even white teeth.

Nina placed a hand on her husband’s arm and gave a playful squeeze. “It took Mikkel a while to get used to our accents, but I can almost trust him to go to the shops by himself now.”

He leaned over the table a little as if sharing a secret. “Ask Nina how well she copes with speaking Danish when we go back to my home.”

Nina hung her head. “Fair point.”

Scott laughed at the couple’s teasing. “What is it you do for a living, Mikkel?”

“I’m a graphic designer.”

Scott smiled and nodded, then turned to Mindy and frowned. “I havenae a clue what that means.”

Everyone at the table laughed.

“It’s like doing art on computers,” Nina explained. “What about you guys?”

Fraser answered. “We work on the rigs.”

“Oil rigs?” For some reason, this excited Mindy.

“Aye.”

Kirsty turned to Mindy. “What about you, Mindy? What do you do?”

“I’m between jobs at the moment.” She had worked for her husband’s property-management company.

Fraser leaned close. “You mean you’re being supported by a rich husband.”

She forced a laugh. “I’m actually between husbands at the moment, too.”

“Ah.” Fraser frowned. “Sorry, I didn’t mean—”

“It’s fine.” She managed a proper smile. “I’m going to start looking for one when I get back home.”

“What, a job or a husband?” Nina’s comment brought laughs from everyone at the table.

“A job. I used to work in PR in the music industry, though I’m a bit out of touch with that now.”

“Ooh, that sounds exciting,” Nina said. “Did you meet any rock stars?”

“A few. Actually, I used to be in a punk band twenty years ago. We were on Top of the Pops once.”

Everyone at the table seemed suitably impressed, and Fraser wanted details. “What was your band called?”

“We were an all-girl band called Gash.”

“Ah, classy.”

Mindy laughed. “Well, ‘The Slits’ was already taken, so it was the best we could come up with.”

Scott put down his drink. “Would we know any of your songs?”

“I doubt it. We released three singles but only one of them made the Top 40. It was number thirty-seven for a week before it dropped out again. Do you remember a band called Frenzy?”

Mikkel nodded. “They did Reckless Driver and Back of the Bus, yes?”

“How the hell would you know those songs? You’d have been a kid living in another country when they were released.”

He laughed. “Punk rock was big in Denmark. I was fourteen in 1979, and very into English music.”

Mindy smiled. It’d been a long time since she’d had the chance to talk about those days. “We met Frenzy when we all toured together. Jag, the guy who wrote all their songs, married our bass player, Debbi. He wrote Back of the Bus about Debbi giving someone a blowjob on… well. You can guess.”

The word ‘blowjob’ made both brothers sit forward slightly in their seats. Fraser pushed his leg against Mindy’s. “I bet you’ve got lots of stories.”

She laughed. “Oh, they’d make your hair curl.”

He leaned closer. “I already have some curly hairs.”

Mindy’s mind went back to the old adage about men in kilts never wearing underpants. “Maybe I could tell you stories that would straighten those out for you.”

The friendly banter continued as the staff cleared away the plates. While they were waiting for the main course, Mindy watched Kirsty with the two men from the insurance company, wondering which of the guys she had her eye on. Maybe it was both.

Now there’s an idea…

Mindy looked at the McAllisters. A shiver ran down her back at the thought of being shared by these two hunky brothers. She closed her eyes and visualised them standing either side of her, each wearing only a kilt as they slowly removed her ball-gown.

“Are you alright, hen?”

Mindy opened her eyes and blinked at Fraser, who looked concerned. “Yes, fine.”

There was a lull in conversation as the main course was served. Once everyone had a topped-up wine glass the banter resumed, and Mindy spent a pleasant hour or so relaxing with seven nice people. Their discussions ranged from tropical destinations and holiday disasters to the Y2K bug, which was apparently going to make every computer in the country crash in a few hours’ time.

Occasionally, one of the brothers’ legs inadvertently brushed Mindy’s, making it hard to concentrate on the conversation. There were untethered cocks hanging loose on either side of her. She imagined reaching beneath the table and placing a hand on each brother’s knee, then slowly sliding her fingers under the kilts…

Scott and Fraser littered the chats with innuendo and as Mindy drank more wine, she found herself laughing louder at each crude remark. Mikkel wanted to know more about her experiences during her time in the band, but Fraser somehow managed to steer every question towards the smuttier aspects of the punk era.

“My brothers were both old enough to get their ears and eyebrows pierced,” Mikkel said, “but my parents refused to allow me to do the same.”

Fraser leaned his shoulder against Mindy’s. “Did you have any body-piercings, Mindy?”

“Yeah, but I’m sure you wouldn’t be interested in hearing about nipple rings or the barbell through my clit hood.”

Fraser’s jaw dropped, Scott spat his drink out, and everyone else at the table laughed at their reactions.

After dessert had been finished, the waiters came round to take orders for after-dinner liqueurs. Mikkel and Nina both chose brandy. Kirsty had a Baileys, and Mindy was going to choose the same when Fraser ordered himself a Glayva.

“What’s that?” she asked.

“It’s a whisky liqueur with honey.”

“Ooh, I’ll try one of them, too.”

When the drinks arrived, Mindy clinked glasses with both brothers and took a sip. It was gorgeous and left a warm, glowing sensation in her throat and chest.

She coughed, then opened her eyes wide. “This is what it must be like when God comes in your mouth.”

Both men seemed shocked at her comment, and she was worried she’d gone too far. “Sorry, I think maybe I should stop drinking.”

Fraser laughed. “Oh no, you need to keep drinking. I like a woman with a dirty mouth.”

She leaned closer and pursed her lips. “Well, mine can be as filthy as you want it to be.”

Scott stood up. “Glad to hear it. I’m away to the bar to get us three more glasses of this stuff.” When he returned, each glass contained at least a double measure, possibly a triple.

Mindy took the offered glass and frowned at it. “This looks big.”

Scott smiled. “Aye, God was particularly turned on this time.”

She laughed and thanked him.
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Chapter Two

A few tables had been moved to clear space for dancing. As soon as the Ceilidh band began playing, Fraser grabbed Mindy’s hand and led her to the dancefloor. She found herself standing next to Hugh in the line of dancers.

He leaned close and nodded at Fraser. “I see you managed to find yourself a man in a kilt.”

She hoped she’d managed to find herself two of them, but just grinned.

Mindy hadn’t a clue what the steps were. Everyone seemed to know which way to turn and when to move, but she got pulled and spun by each man in turn. She laughed so much there were tears in her eyes. After a couple of minutes’ watching what everyone else was doing, she managed to at least not tread on anyone’s toes or turn the wrong way. After several changes, she found herself back with Fraser. His hands gripped her tightly and she marvelled at his strength. He was broad and tall, and it was driving her mad knowing that, as they jumped and turned on the dancefloor, his naked cock was hanging just a few inches from where she wanted it to be.

As soon as the song ended, Scott stepped onto the floor and tapped Fraser on the shoulder. “Let me show her how it should be done.”

Fraser rolled his eyes and shrugged at Mindy. “You’re going to have to babysit my wee brother for a while, but I’ll be back.”

She blew him a kiss as the music started.

The song brought a different, new dance, but she soon worked out what to do. Scott was just as tall, broad and strong as his older brother, and Mindy revelled in the attention of the two hunks.

She danced for almost an hour, the brothers taking turns like a regular tag team. She hoped they’d share her like this all night long. Eventually they all wandered back to their table for a rest and more drink. The Jensens were still dancing, but Kirsty and her two men were at the table.

Fraser checked his watch. “It’s still almost an hour until the bells—who wants another drink?”

Scott raised his glass and nodded; Mindy declined, worried she’d pass out before midnight. While Fraser was at the bar, the band left the stage, the lights dimmed, and a DJ started playing records. It was no surprise that his first offering was Prince’s 1999.

Scott grabbed Mindy’s hand and she laughed as they headed back to the dancefloor, which was already crowded. As they began dancing, she noticed that he slid his sporran around to the side so that it hung over his hip.

He’d obviously noticed her confusion and leaned close to shout over the sound of the music. “You cannae dance fast with a sporran full of loose change banging your bollocks.”

Mindy chuckled.

Fraser turned up to replace Scott before the next song had started, and by the time the ten-minute gong warning sounded, her feet ached from her stilettos, her legs ached from the dancing, and her stomach ached from laughing so much at their antics. In spite of all the aching, the overriding feeling was the warm tingle in her crotch.

The DJ announced that champagne was being served on the terrace and the guests made their way through the large double doors at one end of the ballroom to a cobbled area outside. Edinburgh Castle was illuminated at the top of the hill, looking like something from a fairy tale. Mindy took a glass from one of the waitresses, hardly noticing the night’s chill. Scott and Fraser stood either side, and everyone shouted the countdown for the last ten seconds of the millennium.

At midnight, the sky above the castle exploded with colour as the firework display began. Yells of ‘Happy New Year’ filled the air and everyone kissed each other. Mindy felt strong hands slip round her waist and pull her close. She tilted her head to one side as Fraser moved in and kissed her.

“Happy New Year,” he whispered.

Before she could reply, Scott was pulling her towards him. She laughed and kissed him as well.

Suddenly her drink was taken from her and each brother grabbed a hand, crossing her arms in front of her body for Auld Lang Syne.

Mindy suddenly became emotional. The night seemed enchanted—the castle, the fireworks, the singing… The entire experience had far exceeded anything she’d dared to hope for. Everyone was so nice and friendly, and it brought home to her the things she’d have to do when she got back to London.

Fraser gripped her hand. “Are you okay?”

Mindy blinked and tried to smile, gently touching her eyes to avoid smearing mascara. “Yes, I’m fine. I just think it’s all a bit…magical.” She nodded towards the castle.

“That it is. I heard that God considered having Jesus born here in Edinburgh, but then he couldn’t find three wise men or a virgin.”

Mindy snorted, his humour the perfect antidote for her melancholy.

Fraser gripped her hand. “Come on. Let’s get back inside before the cold freezes my nut-sack to my thigh.”

In the ballroom the DJ was playing Motown songs from the sixties, and the dancefloor was crowded with old and young alike. Mindy saw Kirsty dancing with one of her colleagues, and the other one dancing with a redhead in a green dress. Evidently, people were beginning to pair off.

Scott and Fraser both headed to the bar and while Mindy was alone at the table, Kirsty came back to have a drink. She looked very pleased with herself.

Mindy smiled. “Enjoying your evening?”

Kirsty nodded. “Oh yes.”

“Are you staying here tonight?”

“I wish. No, we’ve got a taxi booked to take us back to Stirling at two.” She looked over towards her colleague with the redhead. “Although Iain seems to be trying his hardest to find an alternative arrangement.”

“What about you?” Mindy raised her eyebrows.

Kirsty frowned. “Unfortunately I still live with my parents, and Nick’s crashing on his sister’s sofa.” She gave a frustrated shrug of her shoulders, took one last gulp of her drink and headed back to the dancefloor.

The brothers arrived back at the table with more drinks. The three of them sat and chatted for a few minutes and Mindy got the impression that Scott was preoccupied. But then she noticed Fraser was looking across the room in the same direction as Scott.

She turned to see what they were looking at, and glimpsed legs. Long, shapely legs.

Two women danced together on the edge of the dancefloor, each wearing a very short tartan skirt, like a mini-kilt. Both girls had long blonde hair, bare tanned legs and high-heels. A couple of inches of perfectly-toned stomach showed between their skirts and lacy, tight-fitting blouses. They both looked fabulous.

In the time it had taken for one of the girls to shake her shimmering hair and look over towards the brothers, everything changed.

Mindy’s bubble burst. She took a sip of her drink, then looked at Scott and Fraser. “I think you two have just received a better offer.”

Fraser bit his lip, looked over at the two women then back at Mindy, his expression apologetic.

She laughed and pushed him playfully on the arm. “They’re young, beautiful, and obviously more than a little interested, so go for it.”

The brothers slowly stood up, and both bent to kiss her cheek before they sauntered toward the young women.

Mindy watched their broad shoulders as they walked away. She took a sip of her drink and blinked away the tears trying to form, grateful there was nobody else at their table. Then she headed to the restroom to make sure her mascara hadn’t run.

She jumped a little as the door opened. Nina walked in and stood next to her, meeting her gaze in the mirror.

Nina offered a friendly smile. “Looks like you’ve lost your admirers.”

“Story of my fucking year.”

Nina’s eyes widened and Mindy instantly regretted her outburst. Nina was so beautiful she’d probably never had to endure the indignity of being overlooked by a man.

She closed her eyes and let out a long sigh. “I’m sorry, Nina, I didn’t mean to snap. I’m just—”

“It’s okay.”

Mindy turned to face her. “Three weeks ago, my husband of twelve years left me for a younger woman.”

“Oh Mindy, I’m sorry. Why don’t I buy you a drink?”

Mindy laughed, sarcastically. “Yeah, like I haven’t drunk enough already.”

“In that case, I’ll take you dancing.”

Nina gripped Mindy’s hand and led her back to the dancefloor. After only a few seconds, Mindy winced. She bent and took off her shoes. Nina did the same, quickly returning both pairs to their table. She was back in a matter of seconds, and the women laughed as they danced to Walk Like an Egyptian and Girls Just Want to Have Fun, and Mindy squealed when the opening chords of Teenage Kicks started up. She hadn’t danced like this in years, and it was exactly what she needed.

The McAllisters were dancing with their young ladies, and Mindy smiled every time she happened to catch them looking in her direction.

The music changed to slower numbers and, to Mindy’s surprise, Nina pulled her close and writhed suggestively against her body. The softness of the other woman felt nice, and Mindy closed her eyes and swayed with the music. Nina’s caresses were subtle—a finger running over a hip, an arm pressing against a breast—and Mindy felt guilty for enjoying the closeness, certain Nina was unaware of the effect she was having on her.

The song changed to Phyllis Nelson’s Move Closer and every couple on the dancefloor seemed to melt together. Mindy was just about to suggest Nina danced with Mikkel when the other woman pulled her close and put her lips to her ear.

“My husband thinks you’re incredibly sexy.”

Mindy faltered, unsure of how to respond.

“I agree with him.”

Mindy’s jaw dropped. She wasn’t used to being lost for words.

Nina pushed her body against Mindy’s. “I think you should come home with us for the night. Maybe it’s not what you were hoping for, but I promise it’ll be fun.”

“I’m not… I mean, I’ve never…”

Nina’s fingers dug into her hips. “Well, maybe now’s a good time to start.”

The women moved slowly against each other, their faces cheek to cheek.

“Take a chance.” Nina’s voice was a husky whisper. “I know you’ll enjoy it.”

Mindy felt Nina’s soft lips touch her ear. A shiver ran down her spine.

“Please say yes.”

Without really thinking about what she was agreeing to, Mindy slowly nodded her head.

Nina pulled back, her beautiful brown eyes sparkling. She took Mindy’s hand, linking their fingers, and led her back to their table, where Mikkel sat alone. Nina squeezed Mindy’s hand as she told her husband Mindy would be joining them for the night.

He smiled, then looked at Mindy’s ball-gown. “Do you have a shawl or a coat?”

“No, I’m staying here so I came down like this.” A thought occurred. “If you want, we can all go up to my—”

Nina shook her head. “I want you at our place. It’ll be better there.” She passed Mindy her shoes and quickly put her own on.

The three of them started walking toward the exit when Mindy suddenly stopped. “Wait, I just need to do something.”

She saw the Jensens exchange glances as she opened her clutch and walked toward the dancefloor. She spotted the couple she was looking for in the middle of the crowd.

Mindy approached and leaned close enough to talk into Kirsty’s ear. “Phone and cancel your taxi.” She pressed the cardkey to her hotel room into the girl’s hand. “Room 314. Leave the card at the reception desk when you leave tomorrow. I won’t come back until lunchtime, so you’ll have all morning to catch up on your sleep.”

Kirsty looked at the cardkey, then at Mindy. “Are you sure?”

She stroked the girl’s arm. “Happy New Year.”

Kirsty threw her arms around her. “Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome. Have fun.”

“You too.”

Mindy headed back to Nina and Mikkel.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Three

When they reached the lobby, Nina went to collect her coat. Mikkel removed his jacket and slipped it round Mindy’s bare shoulders.

Once outside, she was grateful for the jacket. The sky was clear and the air cold. Mikkel walked in the centre with a woman on each arm.

After a few minutes they came to a row of beautiful sandstone tenements, four storeys high with huge windows. It was probably the most impressive road Mindy had ever seen. They stopped at a door a third of the way down and Nina took the keys from her bag.

“You live here?” Mindy was incredulous. She knew enough about property to appreciate how much this place must have cost.

Mikkel looked up at his house and nodded. “Only the first two floors.”

Nina opened the door and they walked into a big, tastefully-decorated hallway with wide stairs lining the outer walls.

When they entered the apartment, Mindy’s eyes widened. The living room was enormous—the ceiling at least twelve feet high, the floor polished oak boards. There was a marble fireplace in the centre of one wall with three large leather couches arranged into a square around the fire, a dark patterned rug between them.

Nina had removed her coat and was standing by the fire. She clicked a button on the side and flames flickered through the logs. It looked like a real fire, but was obviously gas.

Mindy looked at Mikkel. “What is it you do for a living, again?”

He laughed, then nodded toward his wife. “Nina is the one who allows us to live here.”

Nina stood with her back to the fire. “My dad was a barrister and made some very astute investments over the years.” She shrugged. “People tell me I’m lucky to have inherited his fortune, but I’d rather I still had my dad around.”

“What about your mum?”

“She died when I was thirteen.” Nina tipped her head to one side and smiled. “But I don’t think now’s the time to discuss my late parents.”

Mikkel slipped his jacket from Mindy’s shoulders. “Can I get you a drink?”

“No thanks. I think I’ve drunk more than enough already.”

Nina held out her hand and Mindy crossed the room to join her. The women held hands and looked at each other in silence for a few seconds, then Nina leaned close and kissed her gently on the mouth.

Mindy noticed the softness of her lips, the taste of her lipstick.

Nina ran a finger from Mindy’s neck down and along her exposed collarbone, then downward to the sequined material of Mindy’s dress. She began tracing circles on her breast.

Mindy’s nipples tightened. She was aching for that finger to stroke over the sensitive bead. “I’ve never been with a woman before.”

Nina kept circling at the same speed. “If you think it may be a problem, I’ll be happy to let you just enjoy my husband.”

Mindy glanced at Mikkel, then back at Nina. She swallowed the lump in her throat. “No, that’s not what I meant. I was just letting you know I may not be all you want me to be. I may not—”

“Stop worrying.” The brunette flashed a beautiful smile. “We’re going to have a lovely time, and I don’t want you to do anything you’re not completely comfortable with.”

“It’s not that I’m uncomfortable, I’m just a bit”—Mindy shrugged—“out of practice. I’m also very conscious of the fact that you’re both young and beautiful, and I’m middle-aged.”

Nina laughed and shook her head. “I don’t know when middle-age officially begins, but believe me—we both consider you beautiful.” She turned to her husband. “Mikki, come here and help me take her dress off. I want to see the body we’ve spent our evening fantasising about.”

Mindy held her breath as Mikkel came across and stood immediately behind her. She felt his warm breath on her bare shoulders, then his fingers on the clasp of her dress. The gown had built-in bra cups, and she knew that as soon as the zip was pulled down, the front of the dress would fall and expose her breasts.

The two women held eye contact as Mikkel slowly lowered the zip.

As it fell, Nina looked down at Mindy’s breasts and her mouth opened into a perfect O. Mindy had always been happy with her boobs, as had the men she’d known. Her nipples were dark pink, the areolae not overly large. Tonight, the nipples were standing out much further than they had for a long time.

“Hmm, no nipple rings.”

Mindy chuckled and shook her head. “I lied about the barbell, too.”

Nina ran her fingers over a sensitive nipple. At the same time, Mikkel leaned close and softly kissed the side of Mindy’s neck.

Mindy sighed and closed her eyes, her body trembling as Mikkel’s kisses covered the exposed skin from her neck to her shoulder.

Nina bent and pushed Mindy’s dress down past her hips. As it fell to the floor, Mindy stepped out of it and Nina placed it carefully over one of the couches. She turned and stared at Mindy, who now wore only a black lace thong and black stilettos.

“You have a fabulous body.” Nina stepped close and cupped both of Mindy’s breasts. “These are amazing.”

“That’s one advantage of having no children—my tits don’t hang down to my knees.”

Nina weighed and caressed them, rubbing her thumbs over the already sensitised nipples. “I’d kill for breasts like yours.”

Mindy shivered. “I think you two are a little over-dressed.”

Nina’s dress was strapless and slightly elasticated to hug her figure. She tugged at the sides, shimmied her hips and pushed the dress down to her feet. She wasn’t wearing panties and laughed at Mindy’s shocked expression. “I know, I’m such a slut.”

Mindy eyed the other woman’s body. Although petite with small breasts, the swell of her hips from her narrow waist gave her a femininity that was intoxicating.

Mikkel removed his shirt and Mindy admired his physique. His chest was wide with a smattering of fair hair, his arms and shoulders well-toned and his stomach flat.

Nina stepped out of her shoes, making the height difference between the women even more pronounced. Mindy was reluctant to take her shoes off yet because the high-heels made her legs look better.

Moving close behind, Mikkel wrapped his arms around Mindy’s waist and slid his hands up to cup her breasts. She moaned and leaned her head back onto his shoulder.

“And now,” said Nina, who was completely naked, “I think it’s you who’s over-dressed.” She dropped to her knees and hooked her fingers into the waistband of Mindy’s thong.

As the garment was pulled slowly down Mindy’s thighs, Mikkel pinched her nipples, making her groan. She felt Nina’s small soft hands stroking up the outsides of her legs and over her hips and a shiver ran up her back. When she felt Nina’s warm breath against her mons, Mindy let out another groan. The idea of sleeping with another woman had never occurred before, but this wasn’t an act of desperation. Mindy couldn’t remember being this aroused. It was an ideal way to welcome the new millennium.

Nina stood and took Mindy’s hand, guiding her to one of the couches. Sitting to one side, she pulled Mindy down next to her. Mindy kicked her shoes off. Mikkel was still undressing. As he bent to pull off his socks, Mindy couldn’t help admiring the way the muscles and tendons flexed in his shoulders and at the side of his abs. When he dropped his trousers, the outline of his erection through the stretchy material of his boxers made Mindy tingle inside. He stepped out of his trousers and Nina motioned him closer until he stood directly in front them.

Nina traced her finger along the bulge in his boxers and looked at Mindy. “I think it’s time we had a look at this, don’t you?”

Mindy’s mouth was dry. Her husband hadn’t touched her in bed for many months before he’d finally left. She nodded and instinctively licked her lips.

Nina peeled down the boxers and Mikkel’s cock sprang out, standing proud and curving slightly to the left. Sticking her tongue out, she licked the small bead of clear pre-cum from the tip. Mindy leaned close and pulled Nina in for a kiss. The brunette pushed her tongue into Mindy’s mouth, sharing the taste of her husband.

Mindy broke the kiss and looked up at Mikkel, then shuffled forward and took his cock into her mouth. She heard his sharp intake of breath as she ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft while the tip pressed against the back of her throat. She bobbed her head a few times then released him and kissed Nina again, this time using her own tongue to share the taste of Mikkel’s cock.

The women spent a few minutes taking turns in sucking Mikkel and kissing. Nina stood, pulling Mindy with her. Mindy assumed they would adjourn to the bedroom, but Nina instructed Mikkel to lie on the couch. When he was laid full length, she guided Mindy down to lie face up on top of him, her back resting against his stomach and chest.

Nina knelt on the couch between Mindy’s spread legs and slowly dragged her fingertips up and down the front of her thighs, holding eye contact as she did it. Mikkel stroked her stomach and breasts, never touching her nipples.

Mindy was nervous in the way she used to be before a gig. This was the first time she’d ever had stage fright before sex.

Nina lowered her head and gently kissed the soft flesh at the top of Mindy’s inner thigh, then kissed the same spot on her other leg. Nina’s tongue ran slowly along her vulva, time after time starting low and moving upwards, but never reaching her clit.

Mindy whimpered as Nina pushed her tongue a little further between the swollen outer lips. She felt Nina’s hand move beneath her, followed by the head of Mikkel’s cock swiping slowly along the same path that Nina’s tongue had travelled. Mindy pushed down against it, desperate to be entered.

Nina tapped Mindy’s stomach. “Do you want me to fit Mikki with a condom?”

“No.” She licked her lips and tried to stop her voice from shaking. “Just get him inside me.”

Once positioned, Mikkel pushed up from beneath, driving himself deep inside. Mindy let out a grateful sob and clenched herself round him, relishing the sensation of being filled with real flesh. Nina lowered her head and her warm lips closed around Mindy’s clit, gently sucking then running the flat of her tongue over the hard nub.

Mindy’s legs started to shake with the tell-tale early tingles of an oncoming climax. Mikkel massaged her breasts, his fingers and thumbs gently pulling and tweaking at the nipples. Nina increased the suction, her tongue dancing over Mindy’s clit until she arched her back and cried out. The flashes behind her eyelids rivalled those of the earlier fireworks over Edinburgh Castle.

When Mindy’s senses returned, Nina was kneeling up on the couch, watching her face. Mikkel had stopped thrusting, though his cock was still buried deep inside her, warm and hard.

She took a deep breath, her heart still beating fast after her orgasm. “What happens next?”

Nina tilted her head to one side. “What do you want to happen next?”

Mindy looked down at the rug. “I want you to lie there, in front of the fire.”

The three of them disentangled and got to their feet. Nina lay where instructed and let her bent knees fall open. Mindy dropped onto all fours between them and looked up at Mikkel. She nodded at his cock, wonderfully erect and coated in her juices. “Put that back in and fuck me. Don’t stop until you’ve come.”

He nodded and dropped to his knees, positioning himself behind her. He slid in slowly, then placed his hands on her hips and began to fuck her with an unhurried, steady rhythm.

Mindy bent down and inhaled Nina’s musk. Although she’d never been with another woman, she’d tasted her own juices many times—either by kissing men who’d gone down on her, or by sucking cocks that had been inside her. She ran her tongue along the moist folds and saw Nina shudder. She gently kissed all around the opening of Nina’s sex, then probed inside with her tongue. Mikkel was now fucking her harder, the thrusts pushing Mindy’s face against his wife’s sex. Nina moaned, her fingers gripping Mindy’s hair.

Mindy pushed two fingers inside Nina and moved up to her clit, licking and gently sucking. Nina raised her hips up off the rug, pushing herself against Mindy’s face. Mindy curled her fingers to stroke Nina’s G-spot in the way she liked men to do it to her, and flicked the tip of her tongue over her clit.

A throaty groan escaped Nina as she came, and Mindy jabbed her hand in and out, finger-fucking her hard and fast. Nina squealed but Mindy didn’t let up.

Mikkel banged hard and fast and then held still. Mindy felt his cock twitch and pulse as he came inside her. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensations, imagining being able to watch the result of each spasm, see each spurt of cream flooding her insides. This was enough to push her over the edge and she tumbled into another orgasm, moaning loudly as the waves of pleasure radiated through her body. Mikkel resumed his thrusts but kept them slow, going deep with each stroke.

Eventually he softened and pulled out, and all three lay in a tangle of arms and legs on the rug in front of the fire. Nobody spoke for several minutes. Mindy admired the intricately carved coving as the flames cast shadows of the chandelier across the ceiling.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Four

Nina pulled Mindy close and kissed her neck. “I hope this wasn’t too much of a disappointment.”

“Are you kidding? It was wonderful.”

“But not the kind of threesome you were hoping for.”

Mindy chuckled. “I wouldn’t change it for anything.”

Nina stroked her shoulders. “I’m glad to hear it. But I could imagine the sort of fantasies going through your head sitting between those brothers.”

“Well, I was tempted to run a hand up each kilt.”

Nina gently bit Mindy’s shoulder. “Hmm, and did you hope they’d reciprocate? I like the idea of them playing finger-tag under the table, making you come while the rest of us ate and pretended we didn’t know what was going on.”

“I’m not very discreet when I come.”

“Yeah, I noticed.” Nina rolled on top of Mindy and kissed her deeply on the mouth. When she broke the kiss, she stood. “Wait here.”

As Nina padded across the rug and out through a wide oak door, Mindy turned to face Mikkel. It was weird; even though they’d just had sex, she still felt like the outsider. “Thank you.”

He looked puzzled. “For what?”

“Letting me share your wife.”

He laughed. “I think it is us who should be doing the thanking, for allowing us to share you.”

The door opened and Nina walked in and stood in front of the fire. She wore a smile and a pink strap-on fitted around her hips.

Mindy looked at the phallus—which looked enormous on Nina’s petite frame—and then into her big brown eyes.

Nina reached down and gripped the dildo in the way a man would grab his erection. “I want to give you the threesome you didn’t get.”

Mindy couldn’t find any words, but her mind was running at a hundred miles an hour.

Nina pointed the dildo at Mindy’s face. “Come here and suck my dick.”

Without hesitating, Mindy got up onto her knees and opened her mouth. She covered the head in saliva then took the plastic deep into her throat.

Nina gasped. “Oh my god, how do you do that?”

Mindy smiled to herself. Back in the day, her blowjobs had been legendary. Now she was showing off.

“Mikki, are you watching this?” Nina’s voice was full of awe.

“Oh yes.”

“Is it making you hard?”

“What do you think?”

Nina pulled the dildo from Mindy’s mouth. “Did you imagine yourself kneeling between the brothers, doing that to each of them in turn?”

Mindy licked her lips and smiled. “Yeah, something like that.”

“Do it to Mikkel.”

Mindy looked at his cock, which was getting hard. She’d never had a woman instruct her to suck her husband’s cock before, but she was more than happy to oblige. She opened wide and took him deep, her nose pressed up against his pubic hair, his balls resting against her chin.

Nina moved to the side and ran a finger down Mindy’s back. “I suppose you fantasised about sucking one brother while the other took you from behind, right?”

Mindy didn’t bother answering—she knew what was about to happen. She wiggled her hips invitingly.

Nina positioned the dildo and pushed in with a single stroke. Mindy groaned around the cock in her mouth. Nina gripped her hips and pulled her back to meet each lunge.

Closing her eyes, Mindy drifted in a cloud of pleasure. She was familiar with the art of prostate massage and knew she could have Mikkel coming in her mouth within seconds, but she wanted this to last.

After several minutes of bliss, fingers raked down her sides and Nina leaned over her back. “Do you want us to take you all the way like this, or was there something else you wanted from the brothers?”

Mindy shivered.

Nina saw her reaction, because she pushed in hard with the dildo. “Ooh, did you want to be the filling in those riggers’ sandwich?” She increased the pace of her thrusts for a couple of seconds and then stopped, the dildo held deep. “You can have whatever you want, Mindy. You just have to ask.”

Mindy released Mikkel’s cock and took a deep breath.

Nina stroked a hand down Mindy’s back and into the crack of her bum, her finger teasing the opening of her anus. “What do you want to do?”

Mindy eased herself forward off the dildo; Mikkel stepped back and she stood. She looked at the strap-on, glistening in the firelight with her juices, then at Nina’s face. She nodded at one of the couches. “You sit on there,” she said, then turned to Mikkel. “And you, be slow until I’m stretched, okay?”

He nodded.

Nina sat in the middle of a couch near the fire and leaned back, holding the strap-on vertical. Mindy straddled her, positioned the dildo and lowered herself onto it, pushing forward and crushing Nina against the back of the couch. Mikkel crouched behind her.

Mindy felt his cock at the opening of her anus, then held eye contact with Nina as her husband slowly pushed inside. Letting out a long sigh, Mindy struggled to keep her eyes focused on Nina’s. She slowly rotated her hips, relishing the fullness and the way the two invading cocks moved, sometimes in sync, other times out.

Mindy closed her eyes. “I’m going to come.”

Nina leaned close and kissed her gently on her mouth, nose, eyelids and forehead.

“Oh fuck, oh… Oh!” Mindy bucked her hips as she rode the wave. Mikkel pushed himself forward, staying locked tight inside her.

The three of them writhed and bucked in unison on the couch. Mindy didn’t know if the spasms shaking through her body were the result of another orgasm or simply aftershocks of the last one, and she didn’t really care.

Mikkel grunted as he came. Nina reached around and dug her nails into his shoulders, making him groan and push his cock deeper into Mindy.

Finally they all stopped moving, staying locked like this with Mindy still penetrated by Nina’s toy and Mikkel. But Mikkel’s cock was flesh, and it soon softened and slipped out.

He helped Mindy to her feet and Nina led the way upstairs to a beautiful bathroom. The shower was not really big enough for the three of them, so Mikkel and Mindy went in first and Nina disappeared into a bedroom.

Mikkel washed himself quickly and, as he stepped out, Nina joined Mindy in the shower. She’d removed the strap-on and unpinned her hair, which now hung to her shoulders. The women stood close and held eye contact as the hot spray lashed down on their bodies.

Nina stroked Mindy’s breasts. “I got the impression that you’d done that before.”

“Done what?”

“What we just did to you, both at once.”

Mindy smiled. “I’ve done it many times, but never with two other people.”

Nina’s puzzled expression made Mindy laugh.

“My husband liked me to pleasure myself with my vibrator while he fucked my backside. What about you?” Mindy lathered Nina’s small breasts. “Do you do that with two men?”

“I’ve never been with two men. We only invite women to our bed—Mikki gives me all I need from a man.”

They climbed out of the shower and went into the huge bedroom. Mikkel was dressed in pyjama bottoms, and stood by a chaise longue in the bay of the window.

Nina led Mindy to the bed. “Mikki probably needs a little rest now, but we can use him again in the morning, if you like?”

Mindy looked at Mikkel. “Yeah, I’d like that.”

Nina ran her hands down Mindy’s sides and over her hips. “So for now, I’m afraid you’re going to have to make do with just me.”

Mindy caught sight of something on the chair by the dressing table. Her heart beat a little faster. “Well, I have something in mind…”

Nina raised her eyebrows. “Oh?”

The pink strap-on was on the seat of the chair. Mindy nodded towards it. “I want to wear that.”

Nina walked over to the chair and picked up the dildo. “Have you worn one of these before?”

“No.”

Bending over, Nina fitted the strap-on to Mindy then stood in front of her, looking down at the big plastic phallus. “So, what did you have in mind?”

Mindy pulled the other woman close, running her fingers through her wet hair. “I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

Nina bit her lower lip and sat on the bed. Repositioning herself, she lay back in the middle of the mattress.

Mindy climbed onto the bed, the strap-on swinging in front of her.

Nina opened her legs wide. “I’m not as fragile as I look, so don’t assume that you need to be gentle.”

“I’m glad to hear it.” Mindy lowered herself into position and placed the tip of the dildo at the entrance of Nina’s sex, then slammed her hips forward.

Nina eyes went wide and a grunt escaped her lips.

Mindy pulled back and slammed in again, revelling in the power the strap-on gave her. She saw Nina grip fistfuls of the sheet. Mindy raised herself up on straight arms and pumped her hips, imitating the way she loved men to fuck her.

Nina wrapped her legs around Mindy’s back, moaning and groaning under the onslaught. Her back arched and eyes screwed shut when she came, her screams surely waking the neighbours. Mindy didn’t let up with her thrusting as Nina bucked and writhed beneath her. Nina screamed again, but Mindy had no way of knowing if it was another orgasm. Eventually she had to stop because she was too tired. She collapsed on top of Nina, panting from the exertion.

Nina held her tight. “Jesus, I’m not going to be able to pee for a week.”

Mindy giggled. “I’m sorry, I think I got a bit carried away.”

“Hmm.” Nina kissed her cheek. “I find it hard to believe you’ve never used a strap-on before.”

Mindy rolled off and, gripping the dildo, looked over at Mikkel. “Do you want me to return the favour?”

He blanched. “No thank you.”

Nina helped remove the strap-on and Mikkel joined them in bed, with Mindy in the middle. It was well past three in the morning and they all fell asleep within minutes.
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Chapter Five

Mindy was woken by Nina gently stroking her tummy. When she opened her eyes, the dark-haired beauty smiled at her.

“Good morning.”

Mindy blinked. “Hi.”

Nina leaned close and kissed her, letting her tongue move against Mindy’s. “Sleep okay?”

She nodded. Mikkel was stirring beside them, and Mindy felt a tingle between her legs. Early-morning sex had always been something she enjoyed.

Nina pushed down the quilt, revealing the women’s nakedness and the bulge inside Mikkel’s pyjama bottoms. “Mikki, get naked. We’re going to take turns riding your cock.”

The pyjama bottoms were quickly discarded and Mikkel positioned himself on his back in the middle of the bed.

Nina got up and walked around to the opposite side of the bed. “Who’s going first?”

“You.” Mindy licked her lips. “I want to watch you two fuck.”

Nina nodded, then looked down at her husband. She straddled him and lowered herself onto his cock. Nina gripped the headboard and rode him for about a minute, then climbed off and knelt on her side of the bed.

Mindy quickly scrambled up and lowered herself onto Mikkel, his cock going deep and feeling wonderful. She closed her eyes and clenched round him, then rode him for a similar length of time as Nina before climbing off.

They continued like this for over fifteen minutes, and Mindy was impressed by Mikkel’s staying power. She watched his facial expressions and the way his body moved as she rode him. When his hip movements became a little urgent, she’d slow down to keep him on the brink.

Mindy came first—a slow, intense release which made her whimper and sigh. She watched as Nina took her place on her husband. It was obvious both were close to their release. She ran her hand down Nina’s back, over her bum and onto Mikkel’s thighs. She leaned close and kissed Nina’s ear. “Take him all the way.”

Then Mindy knelt on the bed and leaned down over Mikkel’s thighs. With her cheek pressed against Nina’s bum, she took his balls into her mouth.

Nina moaned and thrust faster as she climaxed, but Mindy kept her tongue moving over Mikkel’s balls, which suddenly moved up in his sac. He was coming, and Mindy felt each spurt he fired into his wife.

Eventually they all settled and lay in satisfied silence for several minutes. Afterwards, Mindy took a shower and Nina gave her a robe. In the kitchen they sat at a table by a set of French doors overlooking a neat, walled garden at the back of the property.

“So,” Nina said, turning to Mindy. “What’s next?”

“I’m too sore for anything, thank you very much.”

The brunette laughed. “I mean when you get back home.”

“Ah…” Mindy sighed. “First I’m going to need to find somewhere to live and a job.”

Nina watched in silence over her coffee cup, her big brown eyes displaying sympathy.

“Then I’ll need to find a man to keep me warm at night.” Mindy smiled. “Or perhaps a woman. You’ve effectively increased my potential partners by a hundred percent.”

Nina laughed. “I’m glad to be of help.”

Mindy closed her eyes, dropped her head back and sighed. “This trip was just a delaying tactic—I suppose I wanted to forget about everything I needed to do for just a day or two.” She smiled at the pair of them. “I came here with the intention of having a nice evening and then taking a complete stranger back to my room for a night of unbridled passion.”

Mikkel raised his eyebrows. “I thought you intended taking two strangers back.”

Mindy laughed. “Ah, the McAllisters. No, that was just a short-lived fantasy.”

“But a nice one,” Nina said with a teasing voice.

“Yeah. Thinking about it now, I guess it might have felt a bit odd for them, having a threesome with a brother present.” She shrugged. “As things turned out, my evening was better than I ever could have hoped.”

A beautiful smile creased Nina’s face. “I’m very glad to hear it.”

Mikkel put his cup down. “Is this where I should admit that I paid the two blondes to approach the McAllisters?”

Mindy stared at him along with Nina until he laughed, holding his palms out. “It’s not true, of course. Though I am very grateful that they showed up.”

Nina nodded. “So am I.” She reached over the table and took Mindy’s hand. “Will you come back to Edinburgh for Burns’ Night?”

Mindy frowned. “What’s that?”

“It’s a celebration in honour of Robbie Burns. We have it every year, and there’ll be lots of men in kilts.”

Mindy laughed. “I’d love to, but I’ll have to see how things go. I need a job, and—”

“I’ll send you a train ticket and meet you at the station. It won’t cost you a penny.” Nina squeezed her hand. “Let us be your friends and help you through the next few months. I could come down to London and help you look for a new place to live.”

A warm feeling of gratitude surged through Mindy. “Would you want to do that?”

“Of course. I think the connection we have goes beyond the bedroom, but I have to admit I can’t wait to have sex with you again.”

The warm feeling made its way down between Mindy’s legs. The idea of sharing a bed with the couple again was a very attractive one. “I’d like that, too.”

“Good.” Nina stood up and went to get the coffee pot, refilling everyone’s cup. “Are you hungry?”

Mindy shook her head. “I ate more last night than I have in a long time.”

“When are you going back to London?” Mikkel asked.

“I’ve got one more night in the hotel, so I’ll drive—”

“You’re here for another night?” Nina looked ecstatic.

Mindy nodded.

“Stay here. We’ll have a day walking round the city, then I’ll cook us dinner and we can have a quiet night in. Unless you’d rather go out, but New Year’s Day tends to be a bit subdued.”

“A quiet night in sounds perfect, but I’ll need to go back to the hotel to get some more clothes. I’m not sure a ball-gown is the sort of thing people wear for sight-seeing, even on New Year’s Day in Edinburgh.”

Nina nodded. “Mikki can drive you. You don’t want to be walking there in your gown.”

Mindy checked her watch, knowing Kirsty and her man would still be there. “Can we go now?” She wanted to see them.

“Of course.” Mikkel went to put on some clothes and Mindy retrieved her gown and shoes from the living room.

Ten minutes later, they drove through the eerily quiet city and Mikkel stopped outside the hotel. “I’ll wait here for you.”

Mindy got out of the car and entered the lobby. Her heels clicked on the marble floor, and two men at the reception desk turned to look at her. It was the McAllister brothers, now both wearing jeans and woolly jumpers.

They gazed at her dress and shoes. It was obvious she’d gone back with someone after the party, and they’d seen her dancing with Nina.

“Morning.” Fraser’s smile was friendly, but Mindy found him less attractive without the kilt. Definitely not as handsome as Mikkel.

Mindy was pleased to see them. “Hiya. How are your hangovers?”

“Don’t ask.” Scott took his bag off his shoulder and let it rest on the floor. “How about yours?”

She shrugged. “Not too bad, considering how much of God’s jizz I drank.”

The brothers laughed awkwardly.

Fraser shuffled his feet. “Er, do you want to maybe go and have a coffee or something?”

Mindy shook her head. “Sorry, I’ve got plans. I’m just here to get a change of clothes, then I’m gone.”

“Oh, okay.” Both brothers nodded, looking deflated.

Mindy wanted to ask if the blonde girls had stayed the night, but it really wasn’t any of her business. “Well, it was great to see you again.”

“Aye, you too.”

The brothers headed for the door and Mindy stepped into the lift.

When she reached her room, she knocked gently. She heard movement inside, then Kirsty opened the door a couple of inches and peeked out.

“Hiya.” Mindy smiled broadly.

Kirsty had obviously had very little sleep. She wore a man’s shirt. “Hi. Er… I thought you said—”

“Yeah, sorry. There’s been a change of plan.”

“Oh, right.” Disappointment showed on Kirsty’s face as she stepped back and opened the door. Nick was sitting up in bed.

Mindy smiled as she walked in. “It’s a good change of plan, I promise. I just need to get changed and take some clothes with me, then I’m gone. The room’s booked for another night, so it’s yours if you want it.”

Kirsty stared wide-eyed. “Are you sure?”

“Yep.” Mindy took underwear from a drawer and a pair of jeans and jumper from the wardrobe. “I’ll change, pack a few things and get out of your way.”

In the bathroom, she brushed her teeth and slipped her toothbrush into her jeans pocket. When she came out, she selected a nice skirt and top for later, and put on flat ankle boots. She stood and smiled at the young couple. “I need to check out by eleven tomorrow, so I’ll get here just before then.”

“Thank you.” Kirsty gave her another hug, and Mindy noticed her boobs moving beneath the shirt. Her night with Nina had obviously changed the way she looked at women.

Mindy left them and headed for the lift, excited about the next twenty-four hours, and no longer dreading the next few months.
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There was an awkward silence. Even Joey’s sense of humour seemed to have failed him. The two men were watching her, no doubt wondering where tonight was going to lead. They were both handsome and sexy, though in different ways. Lynne fancied them both, and knew this was the closest she’d ever been to doing something like this.

She considered the options in the living room. The couch and armchair were both good for sex—she’d used them before, more than once. But it wasn’t the best location for what she had in mind.

She took a breath and broke the quiet.

“That girl on the bed… she looked so tiny. She was only about five feet tall anyway, and the bed was huge.”

Lynne’s voice sounded strange in her ears. In the pub, everyone had their own way of talking about their night; comic anecdotes had mixed with observations delivered as if giving evidence in court. But here, her voice was quiet, intimate—as if revealing a secret to a confidant. The men didn’t interrupt.

“She was lying on her back and tied to the bed. The headboard was leather, so they’d secured her wrists and ankles with silk scarfs to the corner legs. The two men were much older than her, and both much bigger. She looked like a fragile doll. One guy was kneeling between her legs…”

Lynne considered how best to describe what the man was doing to the blonde. She decided the Russian hadn’t been making love.

“He was fucking her. The other guy was kneeling facing the door, his dick pushed into her mouth. When we showed up, the men froze where they were. They stared at us open-mouthed, but neither of them tried to remove his dick from the girl.”

“Can’t say as I blame them.” Finally, Joey’s humour had returned.

She continued her story in the same soft voice. “It wasn’t until our DS told them to get off the bed that they withdrew. I went to untie her. When she’d put her clothes on I took her downstairs, and while we were alone she asked me if it had turned me on. I tried to laugh it off, but she claimed she’d seen something in my expression when I first went into the room.”

“Was she right?” Nathan’s voice was as hushed as Lynne’s.

She looked at his handsome face, his dark, intelligent eyes shining in the lamplight, then glanced at Joey, who appeared to be holding his breath.

She nodded. “Yeah, the scene turned me on a lot.”

Joey sat forwards slightly. “Which part?”

She took a breath, hesitating. There was absolute silence while she looked from one man to the other. Finally she shrugged. “All of it. I imagined being tied to a bed and having two men stroking me all over, and using my body for their pleasure. And…”

“What?” Joey prompted.

Lynne took a breath, wondering whether to reveal this part or not. What the hell. “And she suggested I join her for a night with the Russians.”

“What?” Joey looked incredulous. “You can’t be serious.”

“I don’t know if she was serious or not, but obviously I said no.”

“Why?” Nathan was smiling.

“Because the Russians were all ugly. Whereas I have two very handsome men of my own to fulfil my needs.” Lynne blushed. “But when she asked for my number, I gave it. I could do with a trip on a yacht.”

Lynne looked at the men for a couple of seconds, then slowly got to her feet. Standing in the middle of her living room, she held her hands out to them. They got up from the couch and moved to either side of her. Joey reached out a hand and touched her arm. She tilted her head up and kissed him gently on the lips. Then she turned to Nathan and kissed him, too.

Both men started to stroke her through her clothes, and Lynne closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensation of their caresses. Hands gently traced along her arms, back, waist, hips. One of the men cupped a breast through her blouse and bra and she moaned.

She became aware of fingers undoing the buttons of her blouse. Another pair of hands undid the fastener and zip of her skirt. Lynne opened her eyes to see Nathan pushing her blouse gently back off her shoulders, and Joey sliding her skirt down over her hips. She stepped out of the skirt and stood facing them in her underwear. Her black silk panties matched her bra and she was glad she’d worn black hold-up stockings rather than tights. The hunger in the men’s eyes excited her. She cleared her throat.

“Would you two please take me to bed?” 
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When police raid a large house in an exclusive London suburb expecting to find women forced into the sex trade by human traffickers, all they find are very attractive young women reaping the benefits of being the playthings of older Russian oligarchs. While most of the officers consider their evening wasted, Lynne, a WPC, sees things differently. Having witnessed a young blonde woman tied to a bed being used by two men, she finds herself both excited and painfully aware that her own life isn’t as exciting as it should be.

As the raiders ‘debrief’ over a few drinks at the pub, Lynne confesses to Joey, an old friend and ex-lover, how much the experience had affected her. And when a young, handsome PC joins their conversation, she realises that this may be the perfect opportunity for her to have a little fun of her own…

Victor-Juliet-Charlie is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

Bon Voyeur

After about fifteen minutes, Sophie leaned up on her elbow and started to kiss Joel, ready to continue with her night of passion. As she pushed the quilt down the bed with her foot, Jim saw that her hand was gripping Joel’s dick, slowly masturbating him. Joel was already hard. Evidently, he was ready for more, too. Jim wondered how long Sophie had been playing with him. Sophie climbed on top of him, feeding his thick dick inside her.

Jim knelt on the bed next to their legs and watched as his wife slowly made love to the other man. Her head was buried against Joel’s shoulder, her long tousled hair a dark fan over the pillow, hiding both their faces. Their bodies moved together in a slow, sensual dance. From his position on the bed, Jim had a perfect view of their union. With each slow, upward movement of Sophie’s hips he could see Joel’s slippery hardness, partially exposed for a second or two before it disappeared again inside the dark pinkness. Joel was holding Sophie’s hips in his hands, moving her on him. Jim stretched his hand out and gently stroked the back of Sophie’s leg, aroused to feel her thigh muscles working as she rode his friend.

There was a layer of perspiration on Sophie’s back, giving her a sultry, exotic look in the dim yellow light. Their lovemaking seemed to go on for a long time before Sophie reached her climax. She was very vocal as she came – muffled moans and sighs as the current built up, urgent grunts as the waves swelled inside her, then screams and shouts as the waves broke into an explosion of pleasure. Finally, she let out grateful cries and whimpers as she rode the final ripples of her orgasm. Jim was in a cold sweat and felt like his stomach was in a vice.

────
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Another man in their bed? Madness! Sophie and Jim had never done it before—heck, it was only supposed to be a fantasy to get them in the mood for each other. What if Sophie likes it too much? What if Jim has second thoughts when he sees his beautiful wife taken by another man? What if she enjoys the other man more because he has more to offer?

When the perfect opportunity presents, though, they both jump at the chance.

Joel is tall, handsome, and so much bigger than even Sophie expected! Best of all, he’s moving to the other side of the world, so they need never see him again. If Jim plays this right, Joel won’t even suspect the stranger they’re sharing is his loving wife.

Watching his beautiful Sophie—so vulnerable, so unprotected, so utterly owned—Jim experiences a powerful revelation. It’s sure been fun having a gorgeous wife all to himself, but it’s much more fun to share.

Bon Voyeur is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

Operation: Cuckold

“Come on, Sissy. Get up here now.”

Harry obeyed.

Roy held his huge cock in his hand. “Right, now jerk me off into your wife’s pretty face.”

Harry’s mouth dropped open. “What?” He turned to look at Michelle, who stared back at him with unfocussed eyes. Her hair was clinging to her face.

Roy grabbed Harry’s arm and pushed it towards his huge cock. “I said beat my fucking meat. Your wife wants to feel my hot cum all over her face.”

Harry hesitated for a split second too long.

Roy slapped him round the head. “Come on, Sissy, I’m itching to blow, here.”

Stunned, he reached out and wrapped his hand around the dick. It was hot, wet and slippery. And bigger than anything he’d ever held before. He gripped tighter.

“That’s it. Now, wank me off.”

Harry started to slide his hand up and down on Roy’s cock. It felt surreal.

“Yeah, that’s it. Work it like that, but faster.”

Without taking his eyes off the cock in his hand, Harry started to pump his wrist faster. He’d had lots of practice at this over the years, but only ever on his own small cock. He looked up to his wife’s face. She was watching him, smiling. He moved his hand faster, gripped a little tighter.

Michelle shook her hair back from her face, licked her lips. “Come on, drench me.” She leaned closer and held her tongue out.

────
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Harry’s having problems rising to the occasion and discovers Michelle’s been using porn to help take care of things herself. 

He suggests she lives out her fantasy of a one-night stand, but is shocked by how much he gets out of it. As they repeat the experience with other men, pretty soon neither can stand the idea of going back to what they had before, even though Michelle pushes Harry right out of his comfort zone. 

A cuck and bull story about a very happy hotwife. 

Operation: Cuckold is available at Amazon. 

───Ξ───
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