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1.     Saved

I was sitting in the driver’s seat of a broken down 4x4 jeep in the middle of the desert. My wife was in the passenger seat, sipping the last of the water from her bottle. I had finished my water half an hour earlier.

It was the transmission, I knew that, but there was nothing I could do to fix it. We had been stuck in the car for four hours, and we were getting desperate.

“Disasters are always a chain of events, Abby, always,” I said to my wife. “You shouldn’t have drained your phone battery filming.”

“And you should have charged your phone,” she said and shook her head, choking tears back. “You were going to the desert, for fuck’s sake! How can you forget to charge it?”

“I know. I’m sorry, hon! But—”

“Let’s not quarrel. As you said, it’s always a chain of events.”

A couple of minutes passed, and suddenly Abby’s face brightened up. She looked at me and said, “Dan, the rental companies track their cars via GPS or some other tracking devices, don’t they?”

I shook my head. “It’s not in the rental agreement. I don’t think they track their vehicles in this goddamned country. And even if they do, how will they know we are stuck?”

“They will realise that we are not moving, eventually.”

“Yes, eventually. We’ll be long dead by then.”

My wife sighed. “What about that village where we saw the herd of camels? It was just before we went off the main road. Maybe we should walk back to it.”

“No, Abby,” I said. “It must be an hour’s drive away. That’s a whole day’s walk. We’ll get lost in these dunes. And in this sizzling heat? We’ll die in the sands if we try that.”

I looked at my watch. It was time for another check outside. For the last four hours, I was getting out of the car every quarter of an hour or so. I was walking in the scorching heat over the nearest dune, hoping against hope to see a vehicle or someone or something in the distance that I could wave at for help. Only to return to the safety of the car’s aircon in less than five minutes, exhausted and dejected.

Despite how slim the chances of finding someone to help us were, I had to keep trying. I got out of the car and headed for the dune. As I was walking, I was thinking how truly fucked up we were. We were on our own, just the two of us, me and my wife, in the middle of nowhere. We were literally in the middle of nowhere. Being lost in the desert was my fault. I had driven off the main road to ride the dunes. Abby and I had fun riding the dunes until we discovered that we had lost our luggage. That was when we realised it would be a bad day for us.

The day had actually started very well. We had woken up before dawn as planned so that we could hit the road early to beat the heat. We had a small breakfast at the hotel in the oasis where we had stayed overnight and left for the next stop in the itinerary of our self-organised tour in the desert. Our target for the day was an oasis, which was about three hours’ drive away. The trip was planned. However, our dune detour was not planned; it was a result of a spontaneous decision two hours into our journey when I looked at the beauty of the sand sea around us and decided to go for a dune ride. After all, in a 4x4 vehicle with a satnav, you can do anything in the desert these days, right? Or so I had thought.

The dune ride itself was a heart-pumping adventure of slip faces and shrieks. Flying over the next dune peak was such a rush of adrenaline. I learned very quickly how to rev the engine, how to give it gas at the bottom of the dune, then keep accelerating until I get right to the top of the next dune on the other side. I was showing off my skills to my wife. It was fun, great fun! And all was going well until, about an hour into the dune ride, we noticed that the car trunk had opened, probably during one of the jumps. I stopped, got out of the car, and went to check the trunk, only to confirm what I had feared. We had lost our bags, and along with them all our belongings, including our clothes and extra bottles of water. We tried to trace back our route in the hope of finding the lost luggage, but it was all in vain. After searching for an hour, we gave up. When I checked the satnav, I found out that we had somehow gone further off-course while searching for our bags. I began to worry that it was getting late, and I pressed on the accelerator, trying to navigate between the dunes driving off-road by following the satnav. And then the car broke down.

When we tried to call the rent-a-car company from which we had rented the vehicle, Abby realised that her mobile phone had run out of battery. My phone was not charged anyway. The satnav showed we were an hour’s drive away from the nearest road and three hours from the nearest oasis. The gravity of the situation dawned on us. The day turned out to be the worst day of our lives, probably the last one.

As I walked in the heat, I blamed myself for going along with my wife’s idea to travel in the desert without a guide in the first place. 

I knew it was a stupid idea from the beginning, I told myself. Yet I went along with it! Why? Because I listen to her! I should have put my foot down and said: I don’t care where Ruby and John have been or what they have done. Stop listening to your sister’s fairy tales and stop comparing us with them!

Indeed, unknowingly Ruby had wound us up to go on the adventure trip. She told us how she and her hubby had the adventure of their lives when they had gone on a yacht trip. My wife, of course, wanted to match their adventure with our own, but in the desert. The two sisters had always had this rivalry: who was more successful, who had a better car, a better husband, who earned more money, or whose husband made more money, who had a better holiday. I wondered if they didn’t even compare the sizes of their husbands’ dicks! It was stupid. It was stupid because it was pointless to compare yourself with your sister and because my wife was the better of the two anyway. Abby was smarter, sexier, and prettier than Ruby; not that Ruby was not pretty, but my wife was truly beautiful. True, Ruby’s husband was rich. John had a thriving tourism, property, and car rental businesses, and I could not compare the financial means of our two families. However, I believed there was more to life than money. Ruby was a housewife of a rich man, and that was all she was. Abby, in contrast, had a fulfilling job. She earned her living and had built up a successful career. Also, my wife was way more successful in her family life than her sister was, the way I saw things. If anyone, Ruby was the one who had reasons to envy my wife. Ruby was four years older than Abby but had no children. In contrast, my wife had two beautiful children with me, and at 31, she was a very attractive woman.

Abby was 5 foot 5 inches tall, had a slim body with a low waist-to-hip ratio, B cup size round-shaped breasts, toned butt and flat stomach. Whether she was on the beach in her bikinis, at the bar in a short dress or skirt, or in the shopping mall in her denim shorts, her long slender legs and smooth white skin always drew the eyes of the men. Abby’s pretty face with high cheekbones, straight nose, full lips, and narrow jawline was crowned with shoulder-length blonde hair. Her deep blue eyes never failed to mesmerise me whenever she looked at me. I knew I had a beautiful wife, and I appreciated her!

While my wife was a sexy, sensual woman who attracted plenty of attention, she was a faithful wife who loved me and whom I loved. She was not at all like Ruby, who had a troublesome marriage with John. Ruby and John had divorced and remarried a few years back, only for Ruby to cheat on John again earlier in the year. Abby and I didn’t know much about Ruby’s affair because Ruby and John did not want to talk about it. However, we knew that at one point, Ruby considered leaving John for her new lover, only for things in her new relationship to fall apart and she and John somehow reconciled. Going on a yacht trip was part of their way to rekindle their relationship. Ruby talked so much about their trip that Abby and I were tired of listening to her. I suspected that Ruby compensated for her shortcomings as a wife by boasting about the yacht trip to my wife. And yet, Abby seemed not to see through her sister’s insecurities and felt she had to compete with her!

I went back in the car and murmured, “What a stupid idea!” I took a deep breath and continued to fume. “To come to a foreign country that we know very little about and instead of staying in the hotel, in the civilisation, where they fed us and pampered us, to leave that to go on a trip in the desert! On our own! Stupid! Stupid! Stupid!”

Abby rubbed my shoulder and said, “Sorry, hon. I know. It is my fault. I shouldn’t have suggested it!”

“Hon, it’s my fault as well. I agreed to it. But you should stop your rivalry with Ruby, really!”

“I know. Sorry! I shouldn’t have talked to her the other day, I know. I knew she called me only to wind me up! Asking me what we planned to do so that she could tell me how much more she and John had done. ‘Oh, you are going on holiday! Where? Oh, you keep it secret, fine! Are you sure you don’t want to tell me? Fine, don’t! Surprise me with your photos when you’re back! When John and I went to Guatemala last month, we did this and that, we went on this tour and had dinner at this place, we saw this and that. Tell me, Abby! What adventures are you and Dan up to?’, and so on and so on!”

“Abby, next time you talk to Ruby, tell her that we don’t have time for tours because we have sex non-stop when we go on holidays. Tell her: Dan fucks me for hours in the hotel, and we don’t get out. She can’t verify that, can she?”

Then I thought, yeah, as if you’ll have a chance to speak to her again!

To my surprise, Abby giggled. “You know what?” she said, “I will tell her that we had sex in the middle of the desert!”

It seemed that my wife had given up any hope and wanted to cheer me up in our final hours with her charming giggles. Or, maybe, she was going insane and was experiencing some weird influx of optimism that somehow, we could get out of the terrible place we had found ourselves in.

I looked at her because I did not dismiss completely what she said despite that we were truly fucked up. After all, I thought, why not have one last fuck before we die?

Abby shook her head with a smile, having read my mind. “No, Dan, we’ll do it when we get back to the civilisation or find that stupid oasis and get into the hotel. We don’t have water to wash ourselves here, and this car is dirty. I don’t want us to get some disease or something.”

Yes, she’s lost it! I concluded. Maybe dehydration is setting in. She’s worried she can get her pussy infected when she won’t need it for too long because she will be dead in a few hours! Dead! 

I looked at the car clock. It was just past four o’clock in the afternoon. 

OK. Let’s not be so pessimistic, I told myself. It has to get cooler in a few hours. We should be all right until tomorrow. But then, what is the chance that they find us? No! We won’t last through tomorrow if we don’t get out of here! We have nothing to survive on here! And we can’t walk for days in the desert in these clothes and without water. 

I was right. We had run out of water. And all our clothes, everything had been lost. I had only a t-shirt, shorts, sandals, and a sunhat on. Abby wasn’t faring any better. She was dressed in denim short shorts, a white t-shirt, and a scarf to protect her from the sun. She also had sandals on her feet.

I looked at the fuel gauge. We still had some petrol, but for how long? We would run out of petrol in a few hours and then we would lose the aircon. That meant certain death in the scorching heat.

Shit! I thought. I have to do something before we lose the aircon!

I got out of the car again and looked around. Nothing. Just heat, scorching heat. I went back inside, and just as I opened my mouth to tell my wife we were going to die, she jumped off her seat and shouted, “There! Horse riders! There!”

I looked in the direction she was pointing at, and indeed there were riders in the distance. Both Abby and I got out of the car and started to wave and shout for help.

My wife took off her scarf and began waving with it.

The riders saw us and stopped. It looked like they discussed whether to help us or not. Then they headed in our direction! 

I sighed in relief. Thank God for the horsemen! 

A couple of minutes later, we figured out they were not horse riders but camel riders. And a little later, three men on camels leading one camel without a rider stopped a few feet from us. 

A young man, perhaps 25–26 years old, hopped off his camel and greeted us in English, “Hello! Have you broken down?”

I was surprised that he had no accent at all.

“Hello! Yes, we need to call the rent-a-car company for help, but our phones ran out of battery. Can we borrow yours?” I said and waved my phone.

He replied, “Sure!”

The guy pulled out his mobile phone, unlocked it and handed it to me. The phone’s language settings were in English, which again surprised me.

The young man looked at my wife and smiled at her. He did not extend his hand for a handshake but just waved at her and said, “By the way, my name is Khalid.”

“Abigail,” my wife introduced herself and smiled at our new acquaintance.

I could tell by the way she looked at Khalid that she liked him. I also appreciated that he was an attractive guy. Khalid was relatively tall for an Arab man. He was 5 feet 13 or 14 inches tall with broad shoulders and a slender body. His handsome face with dark, medium cut hair and intoxicating brown eyes had certainly attracted my wife’s attention. The guy had white skin and was sporting a short-boxed beard with neatly trimmed sides. He had a soft smile, which I knew my wife liked in men.

“I am Daniel,” I introduced myself.

Khalid’s two companions did not greet us. They did not get off their camels either, and the way they looked at my wife and me was not too friendly.

I took the sheet of paper with the rent-a-car company’s phone number out of my pocket and dialled the number.

My call with the company rep was not going too well because I struggled to explain where we were. And when I suggested to the bloke on the phone that he checked our location on their GPS tracking system, and he said they didn’t track their cars, I got pissed off and was about to give him a piece of my mind. Fortunately, Khalid offered his help with a gesture of his hand. I gave him back the phone so that he could talk to the guy. They spoke in their local language, and it seemed Khalid managed to relay our whereabouts because he paused the call and said to me, “They will send a mechanic, but he will be with you at the earliest tomorrow afternoon. Probably they will have to tow the car, and the rep asks if you want to wait here or want to make your way to the nearest town so that they know where to send the replacement car?”

“Well, that depends,” I said. “Can you take us to the nearest town?”

Khalid shook his head. “No, unfortunately. It is a two day trip by camel. We are exploring a new camel trekking route to an oasis for my new tourism business. We cannot take detours because we have to arrive at our destination by tomorrow evening. We can take you and your wife with us, and the rent-a-car company can deliver your replacement car to the oasis. There is a nice hotel there to stay in if you want to.”

The younger of his two companions shouted something in Arabic, but Khalid waved at him to keep quiet.

I weighed my options for a couple of seconds before I said, “To be honest, I am not keen on riding a camel. Do you think you can call road assistance for us? And give us some water because we’ve run out. I will pay you for the water and the favour.”

“Daniel, or shall I call you Dan?” Khalid asked me, and when I nodded yes, he continued, “Dan, this is not the UK. There is no RAC or AA here. You have to come with us, I am afraid.”

“Fuck! This fucked up country!” I swore, but then I calmed down and asked Khalid, “How do you know so much about the UK?”

“I studied in the UK and lived there until recently,” he replied and glanced at Abby. He smiled at her, and she, in turn, smiled back at him. Our saviour clearly liked my wife, and she seemed to like him too. 

Khalid went to our car and looked inside through the open door before he said, “Look! I don’t think you have provisions to survive here until midday tomorrow on your own.”

“We lost our luggage,” I said.

Khalid looked at me and sighed. “You don’t have much choice. You have to ditch the car and come with us. It is your only option.”

“Shit!” I swore again. “A camel ride! Fucking third world country!”

Khalid said sternly, “You are talking about my country, mate!”

“Sorry!” I quickly apologised. “Yes, we will come with you to the oasis.”

Khalid relayed my decision to the rent-a-car rep on the phone and hung up. The younger of Khalid’s two companions said something in the local language, and there was a short argument between him and Khalid.

“Khalid, your friends don’t seem happy that we are joining you. Am I right?” my wife asked.

Khalid replied, “Jamal is concerned that you will slow us down, but we will be OK. We have a spare camel which Dan can ride, and you will ride with me on my camel.”

Then the older of Khalid’s companions, a slim old man, shouted something at Khalid.

Khalid waved at the old man dismissively and said to Abby and me, “Don’t mind Ajmal and his son! They work for me as my guides.”

Ajmal did not come across as a respectful employee because he continued to talk to his boss aggressively, with anger in his voice, while pointing at my wife.

Khalid looked at Abby, and shaking his head and smiling, he said to her, “You will get me into trouble with Ajmal. He doesn’t like western women!”

“Why? What’s wrong with western women?” Abby asked.

“He is very traditional and conservative,” Khalid said. “You might want to cover yourself with your scarf. At least your chest, please!”

My wife glanced at her chest and squealed. “Shit!”

Her t-shirt was soaking wet in sweat and had stuck to her chest. Since she was not wearing a bra, her nipples were protruding through the fabric of the t-shirt. Abby hastily covered her head with her scarf, wrapped it around her neck and pulled on the edges of the scarf to cover her chest as much as she could.

“Can you cover your face as well?” Khalid asked my wife.

“The scarf is too small,” Abby said. “I took it to protect myself from the sun, Khalid, not to use it as a hijab!”

Khalid just smiled and let her be. Then he pointed at the spare camel and asked me, “Dan, do you think you can ride the camel?”

“I have never done it, but I’ll give it a try,” I replied.

“Umm, you have to do it, I am afraid,” Khalid said. “Do you have any belongings in the car that you wish to take with you?”

Both Abby and I shook our heads. I said, “Only our passports and money.”

I walked to the car, took our passports, my wallet and Abby’s purse from the glove box, turned off the engine and took the car key with me.

“Leave the key, Dan!” Khalid said. “No one will steal the car here in the desert, and it might be easier for the recovery guys if the key is in the car.”

I put the key back in the ignition and closed the door. I tucked my passport and wallet in my pocket and gave my wife her passport and purse. As she pushed them into her front pocket, she pulled her t-shirt up, revealing her stomach and that immediately attracted Jamal’s and Khalid’s eyes, but drew a scornful look from Ajmal. Abby blushed and quickly pulled her t-shirt down.

An argument between Khalid and Ajmal broke out again. Ajmal calmed down only after Khalid pulled out his wallet and gave the old man some money.

“Did you just pay him to take us with you?” I asked Khalid.

“They always find excuses to ask for more money,” he replied.

“How much? Let me pay you!” I said.

Khalid smiled. “Don’t be silly, Dan! It’s nothing!”

Khalid’s money helped a bit. Our guides were still grumpy, but at least it looked like they had accepted that Abby and I were coming with them. Ajmal took two goat-skin bags with water from the spare camel’s saddle and gave one of the bags to me and the other one to Abby. He told us something in Arabic and raised his finger at us.

“He says to drink now and then not to drink until you are told to do so!” Khalid explained. “We ration water in the desert. You will drink only when we all stop to drink! We will ride until it is dark because we are running very late.”

Abby and I drank some water, and five minutes later, I was riding my camel behind Khalid’s. My wife was sitting behind Khalid in the saddle, having wrapped her arms around his waist. Ajmal was leading our small caravan, and Jamal was following us.

It seemed that talking was not tolerated while riding because Ajmal cut off any attempts by Khalid to talk to my wife. Perhaps the idea was to save energy or help the camels by not moving too much in the saddle.

Despite the ban on talking, I was enduring the camel ride surprisingly well. Perhaps because I kept myself preoccupied watching my wife hugging the handsome Arab on the camel in front of me. I fantasised what it would be like if she and he grew closer together during the trip. Yes, I was doing that! I had a fetish for watching my wife with another man but had never dared to bring up the subject to her. However, watching her body glued to the stranger’s and imagining how her breasts rubbed against his back was a good way of entertaining myself. The only inconvenience was the erection in my pants which meant that I had to constantly adjust my cock in my shorts while taking care not to fall off the camel’s back.

My virtual sexual escapades involving my wife and Khalid were interrupted only three times when we stopped for convenience breaks. These short breaks were Khalid’s chance to create a closer bond with Abby and me. Our new friend provided helpful information about the local traditions, camel riding, and the desert; he also threw jokes and told us funny stories, making my wife laugh. Khalid was charming and funny, even flirtatious at times. When he made Abby compliments, he maintained eye contact with her just a little longer, not too intrusive, but enough to show her he was taking a special interest in her. Ajmal and Jamal did not share Khalid’s enthusiasm for chatting with us and stayed aside; however, they did not object to us talking while on break. Khalid seemed to be very good at making women feel comfortable around him because, during the third break, my wife was so relaxed in his company that she tickled him in the ribs. She did that when she realised that he had tricked her into believing that there were sand bugs that tended to get into some delicate parts of the female body, and she had not sat on the ground out of fear that these sand critters would crawl through the legs of her shorts into her panties. We all laughed, even Jamal laughed briefly, but after that, of course, his father scolded us. Upon Ajmal’s insistence, Khalid had to tell Abby off to keep her legs tightly closed because she had opened them up too much when she had looked for crawling bugs on her inner thighs.

Before we started the final leg of the day, Khalid suggested that my wife sits in front of him in the saddle. That way, he would be able to hold her so she could rest her arms. Since they were riding in front of me, I lost direct sight of Abby, and I regretted that I could not watch Khalid holding her from behind with his arm wrapped around her stomach. It did not stop me from imagining, though.

When we stopped to camp for the night, it was pretty late, and the heat of the day had long passed. It felt much cooler, even nippy.


2.     Sleeping under the stars

Ajmal built a campfire, sat on the sand in front of it and started to cook couscous. Khalid invited us to take a seat too, and we sat down cross-legged on the ground around the fire with Abby between Khalid and me and Jamal and Ajmal sitting across from us.

The sand felt cold on my backside and bare legs. As if they are not the same sand grains that burned my feet through the weave of my sandals during the day, I thought. That’s why the Arabs wear these long robes, or whatever they are called, thawbs, or something. Sitting on the sand is no problem for them, day or night! Abby is sitting at least on her scarf. Thank God the old man keeps a strong fire. Its warmth is so welcome!

Ajmal was stirring the steaming pot of couscous and only occasionally exchanged a word or two with his son. Jamal seemed preoccupied with texting on his mobile phone but was secretly glancing at my wife’s crotch. Sitting right across from the young man, in her denim shorts that had ridden up, she offered a tempting sight to him. Abby was too busy listening to Khalid’s explanation of why it was getting so cold in the desert at night to notice that Jamal was sneaking peeks at her. Not taking her eyes off Khalid’s face, my wife was oblivious to the prying eyes of the man across and kept her legs open. The cameltoe between her thighs became such a strong magnet for Jamal’s eyes that he raised his phone as if he struggled to read a text, while I was certain that he filmed her. I pretended that I did not notice him, and in any case, I did not have time to worry about him because I felt it was more important to listen to the conversation next to me.

“When I was a kid,” Khalid was just saying, “I loved the desert and developed all the skills to survive in it, but after ten years in London, I have lost the connection. I don’t like the desert anymore.”

“Then why did you come back? Why did you leave London?” Abby asked him.

“Well, because my dad made me,” Khalid replied.

“Your dad made you?” my wife squealed in surprise and tilted her head to the side as she stared at Khalid’s face. “Like what?”

“Like”—Khalid shrugged his shoulders—”he made me. He sent me away from London.”

“Ha-ha!” Abby laughed. “The daddy sent the kiddie away!” she rephrased Khalid’s words as her eyes kept exploring his face. Then she asked him, “Aren’t you a grown-up man, so you don’t have to do your dad’s bidding?”

Khalid smiled at her. “It’s a cultural thing, Abby. Dad is the head of the family. Plus, he is the man with the money. So I do what he says.”

“I get it!” I interjected. “You don’t have your own money and depend on your dad to provide.”

“Oh, but I have my own money!” Khalid said with slight indignation but still smiled. He leaned forward, looked at me and placed his hand on my wife’s knee, which she seemed not to notice or mind. Then he explained further, “I do have my own money, Dan. A lot. Come on! I drove a Lamborghini in London and had my own 7-bedroom semi-detached house in Chelsea! But I still respect my father.”

“Why did he send you away?” Abby asked.

“I upset him,” Khalid replied.

Abby giggled. “You did what?”

“I upset him,” Khalid said again, and his hand slipped up my wife’s thigh as he added, “I did! You don’t believe me?”

Abby giggled again and still did not push his hand away. However, Khalid caught Ajmal’s critical gaze and removed his hand from my wife’s leg.

“How did you upset him? Did you get drunk?” Abby asked and glanced at Ajmal. “Or smoked shisha?”

Abby’s glance implied that Ajmal smoked shisha. For some reason, the old guy did look like someone who indulged in shisha smoking, despite his otherwise professed piety. Ajmal, of course, was not able to get what Abby was implying, so her comment did not bring any reaction from him. However, Jamal looked at Abby and smiled briefly before he continued to fiddle with his phone.

Khalid laughed loudly. “Ha-ha! I did all that! But I did something naughtier.”

“You?” Abby squealed in amusement. “What did you do?” she asked, and a coquettish smile spread across her face.

Gosh! What’s up with her? I asked myself as I watched my wife play with her hair and look at our companion with a playful spark in her eyes. I’ve never seen Abby so outgoing in front of other men. She can’t take her eyes off him; her face is gleaming with excitement; she giggles like a schoolgirl, asks him question after question, lets him feel her thigh, and now is playing with her hair! She probably doesn’t realise it, but she is actually flirting with this guy!

Khalid smiled with mischief and stared my wife in the eyes, as if he wondered whether to answer her question, but then said, “I had an affair with the wife of his business partner.”

“Oops!” slipped through my wife’s lips before she added, “That is naughty!”

“Naughty, but how’s that punishable with banishment?” I interjected again. “Abby, the guy just fucked a married woman!”

My wife punched me playfully in the arm. “Hey! It is punishable!”

“It is not!” I said. “Khalid had fun. The wife had fun! So what?”

This time Abby pinched my calf. “Is that so, Dan? Just ‘so what’?”

I chuckled.

Abby laughed too but still slapped my hand when I tried to hug her. “You are as naughty as Khalid!” she said. “You deserve banishment too!”

“How come you disapprove of being naughty?” I said. “I thought you wanted us to be naughty, honey! That’s why you talked me into coming to the desert. To show your sister we can be naughty too, remember?”

“Not naughty like that, Dan! And I said a little naughty!” Abby replied and giggled. “Yeah, I will banish you for being a bad boy!”

I raised my hands defensively. “OK, OK! I am a married guy and have to behave myself, agreed.” Then I turned to our new friend, who had been smiling while listening to my wife and me joking with each other. “Khalid, you are single, right?” I asked him.

“Yes, I am single,” Khalid said and winked at me as he added, “And I am only 27!”

“So your dad should be more understanding, shouldn’t he?” I said. “You are young; you are a rich boy; you are allowed to fool around a little. Or is your dad like Ajmal? Traditional?”

“Oh, no! My dad is very liberal,” Khalid said. “And I have fooled around! A lot.”

“I get you fooled around with married women too!” I said and noticed that my wife blushed slightly, becoming a little uncomfortable with the conversation.

“Married, not married! Look, I have the money and the looks! Right?” Khalid said and looked at Abby with a playful smile.

Abby shook her head but still smiled and blushed even more.

“So if your dad is understanding, why did he send you away?” I continued to quiz Khalid.

Khalid took a deep breath before he explained. “Well, his business partner found out about the affair, and there was a scandal. The insulted husband demanded that I leave London for good if dad wanted to salvage their business relationship. They work together on many projects in London, so my dad had no choice but to send me back here to start a new tourism business in this part of the country. I plan to buy a hotel in the oasis we are travelling to, but before that, I want to see if a camel trekking tour in the area is a viable business hence travelling by camel. I will meet Omar, one of my friends in the oasis, to conclude the deal.”

Ajmal shouted something angrily at Khalid, and our friend replied to his guide in Arabic. Ajmal waved at Khalid dismissively, put some couscous into his bowl, gripping his spoon in anger and then began eating in silence.

“Why is he not happy again?” Abby asked, a little pissed off with Ajmal.

“Oh, don’t mind him! He doesn’t want me to talk to you about the purpose of our trip,” Khalid said.

“Why?” Abby asked.

Khalid put some couscous into my wife’s bowl and said, “Because Ajmal doesn’t want anyone to know he and Jamal are helping me.”

Abby raised her eyebrows, quite intrigued by his statement, so Khalid said, “It’s a little complicated. Omar was doing business with a very powerful man in the region, called Yousif. But Yousif and Omar fell out with each other, and now Omar wants to give me some of that business. Somehow, Yousif has learned about our plans and has spread the word that he opposes the deal. I had difficulties hiring guides because no one wants to cross Yousif. I was lucky that Jamal and Ajmal agreed to help me.

“People like Ajmal disapprove of the western way of life and view western women as a bad influence on younger men like Jamal and me. And since Yousif has heard about my affair with a married woman in London, he uses it to his advantage by telling about it to people and turning them against me. That’s why Ajmal thinks I am spoiled by western women and the western way of life, and he doesn’t like Jamal and me talking to you. In Ajmal’s eyes, you are a great temptation, especially that you are so beautiful.”

Abby had just started eating but stopped when she heard Khalid saying the words ‘you are so beautiful’. Her new friend had inadvertently admitted that he found her very attractive.

My wife blushed, and there was an awkward silence for a few seconds before she said with a shy smile, “Thank you for the compliment, Khalid!”

Khalid realised he had said too much and looked at me with apprehension. He feared an unpleasant reaction from me, and I saw the relief on his face when I asked Abby instead, “How’s the couscous, hon?”

“Good,” she replied and took a spoonful.

Khalid readily turned his attention to the pot of couscous. He put some couscous into my bowl and then into his. Jamal was the last to get served.

We ate in silence, and since there wasn’t much to eat, we finished quickly.

The campfire began to die out. It was getting colder, and I hugged Abby to keep her warm. Khalid said something in Arabic. Ajmal shook his head in disapproval, but Jamal got up, went to his camel, and brought a blanket that he gave to Abby.

Khalid helped my wife wrap the blanket around her shoulders as he said, “The nights in the desert are cold at this time of the year. Jamal is a true gentleman and is happy to give you his spare blanket for the night.”

Jamal sat down and grinned at my wife. She smiled at him to thank him for his kind gesture.

Abby and I put away our empty bowls, and Khalid said apologetically, “I am sorry that we don’t have much to offer for dinner, but we left in a rush and secrecy and did not have much time to prepare for the trip.”

“Well, it was a healthy dinner,” my wife said.

“Are you into healthy food, Abby?” Khalid asked her.

“Not really. I am conscious of what I eat, but I am not obsessed like my sister is,” Abby replied and looked at me as she said, “You know how she is, don’t you, Dan?”

“Well, she has to watch her weight now. She just got pregnant and has already put on some pounds,” I said.

Indeed, Ruby had announced she was pregnant just a month after she and John had gotten back together, and she had already gained weight. Perhaps after all those years of yearning for a baby, her body struggled to adjust when it had finally happened.

Khalid made another compliment to my wife. “I don’t know about your sister, Abby,” he said. “But your body is perfect the way it is!”

“Oh, thank you! Aren’t you sweet, Khalid?” Abby said, and a coy smile spread across her face. She tilted her head to the side coquettishly and added, “You know how to make my day, don’t you?”

“I am just saying what I think, Abby. You look fantastic!” Khalid said.

If this is not hitting on my wife, I thought, then what is it?

Our Arab friend decided to change the subject before Abby’s face could turn redder than it already was. “Dan, why did you guys go in the desert on your own?” he asked me.

“Abby and I wanted to have the adventure of our lives,” I replied.

A smile flickered at the corners of Khalid’s mouth. “Well, you could have had one in that jeep! The last one!”

“Yeah, Khalid, you are right,” I said. “Instead of an adventure, the whole day was a complete disaster.”

Abby disagreed with me. “The day has been an adventure!” she said. “Yes, we lost our luggage, and the car broke down, but we did dune riding, then travelled in a camel caravan, and we just had dinner under the stars! It is a very authentic experience, if you think about it, Dan.”

Khalid put his hand on her knee and rubbed it comfortingly. “You are right, Abby! What the two of you have done today is an authentic experience, and something even more authentic is coming up. You will sleep under the stars tonight!” 

My wife giggled, happy that Khalid had sided with her. “I like it authentic!” she chirruped.

“So I have guessed right that you will enjoy sleeping under the stars, haven’t I?” Khalid asked her, and a frivolous smile appeared on his face as he stared her in the eyes.

Abby held his gaze and said, “Yes, you have guessed right!”

I had no doubts that Khalid was flirting openly with my wife in front of me and his audacity took me by surprise. But Abby surprised me even more. By the way she giggled and looked at Khalid, I could tell she was flirting back with him. She didn’t mind his hand on her knee either! Abby had never behaved like that. The only way I could explain to myself what was happening was by considering the unusual circumstances of the day. The day’s ordeals had affected her psyche: starting with a nice breakfast in the hotel garden, then rushes of adrenaline while riding the dunes, followed by stress and fear of dying while stranded in the desert, and finishing with the feeling of joy and relief of being saved. The dinner in the company of the exotic young man and the subtle arrogance engendered by wealth with which the rich Arab boy acted were certainly factors too. The rollercoaster of emotions of the day had probably impacted me too because while I was supposed to be mad at her for flirting with Khalid, I liked it. I enjoyed watching my wife respond to the flirting of the stranger.

Khalid’s hand slipped up Abby’s leg onto her thigh when he leaned towards her and said, “Abby, I know the oasis that you have visited. It’s a decent one, but I know that you will like the oasis to which we are travelling much better. Omar has a place there that is truly authentic and exotic; it is something unique. I will introduce you to my friend. He is great fun and knows how to entertain! We’ll celebrate the conclusion of our deal with a dinner party that you will remember as the most memorable experience of your desert trip! Omar’s house has a Jacuzzi in almost every room! Do you like to be massaged by the jets of water? To relax in the tub and let the water caress your skin? Imagine how you immerse yourself in the sensations, and you feel the waves of pleasure that the water jets send through your body!”

Khalid rubbed my wife’s thigh, lightly squeezing her soft flesh. 

Abby did not consider his touch inappropriate because she did not push his hand away but closed her eyes as she said, “Oh, I love that!”

Ajmal’s stern look made Khalid finally realise that he was crossing boundaries, and the arrogant suitor of my wife pulled his hand off her leg.

Abby opened her eyes just in time to see Ajmal raising his finger at his son, scolding him for staring at her legs. Poor Jamal said something to his father, and in response, Ajmal shouted at him. Jamal looked away, embarrassed by his dad.

“Why is he shouting at his son like that?” Abby asked, quite pissed off with Ajmal’s attitude.

Ajmal now shouted at Abby, pointing at her legs and then at her chest.

“Don’t mind him, Abby!” Khalid waved his hand dismissively. “The old man is unhappy that you have removed your scarf. Um, can you cover your chest with the blanket, please? Let’s not upset him further!”

A cheeky smile crossed my wife’s face, and she said, “This blanket is quite warm!” Then, instead of covering herself up, she removed her blanket and stretched her hands up in the air as she yawned. “I am getting sleepy.”

Her t-shirt pulled up, exposing her stomach, just the belly button, but that was enough to make Khalid nervous and whisper in fear, “Abby! Please! You are playing with fire!”

His face flushed red, but he still ogled her naked belly and the imprint of her nipples pressing against the fabric of her t-shirt. Jamal’s eyes were also glued to my wife’s stomach, and he could not help but grab his crotch.

Abby giggled. “Playing with fire? Like, showing my belly button is a problem for you guys?”

“Not for me! For him!” Khalid said and nodded towards Ajmal.

As if to prove Khalid right, Ajmal stood up abruptly, reached over the almost extinguished campfire and pulled the blanket off Abby’s lap in anger. Then, continuing to curse in his local language, he threw the blanket at Jamal and headed for the camels. Jamal stood up, took his blanket, and followed his father. Father and son began saddling their camels.

Khalid threw up his hands and shouted, “Why, Abby? This was so not my plan!”

“And what was your plan?” I said, raising my voice at Khalid. “Knuckle under and pretend that these two are not misogynists?! My wife was just teasing them! Trying to make them less stuck up their own arses.”

Despite my vigorous defence of her, Abby felt bad.

“Sorry,” she said with a guilty face and pulled down her t-shirt to cover her stomach. “I just wanted to show Ajmal that he can’t treat you and Jamal like small kids. Or treat women like they are less than him.”

Khalid said in a calmer voice, “Yeah, I know. But it’s a cultural thing, Abby. Look. Ajmal holds traditional conservative views. You cannot change him overnight, if at all! He will never accept the western values.”

“You are right! Sorry!” Abby apologised again.

“It’s OK, Abby,” Khalid said, but Ajmal didn’t think it was OK because he turned around and resumed shouting. Then the old man mounted his camel, and Jamal followed suit.

Khalid jumped on his feet and ran to his guides. After some heated verbal exchange between Ajmal and Khalid, father and son left the camp.

Khalid came back to us, sat down and said, “They left. I am now on my own.”

“I am sorry I caused all this,” Abby said apologetically and giving Khalid one of her most charming looks, she put her hand on his knee and added, “I wished I was not so rebellious. Sometimes I get myself in trouble like that.”

Khalid put his hand onto my wife’s and said, “It’s OK, Abby! It was coming anyway. I knew these two were a bad choice when I hired them, but in that stupid village, there weren’t many who would have agreed on a mission like this one at such short notice. Anyway, it was just a question of time before they left me. Unfortunately, with them, we lost the spare blanket we could have used for the night, and I have only one.”

He let go of Abby’s hand, and she removed her hand from his knee. Abby leaned her head against my shoulder and watched Khalid as he checked something on his phone.

“Does it mean we are not going to the oasis?” I asked.

Khalid put his phone away and thought for a few seconds before he said, “No, we are going. I just checked with the boss—I mean with Omar, ha-ha, I call him the boss because he can be bossy—he wants us there. I will manage to get us there, don’t you worry!” He got up, put more wood in the fire and said, “Let’s get ready for sleep, shall we?”

Our friend brought my camel, and I finally figured out the purpose of some of the luggage the poor thing had carried all day. Khalid unloaded a tarp sheet, ropes, two rugs, a blanket and four telescoping tent poles. He led the camel away, and when he came back, he went on to prepare the place to sleep. The campfire was going strong again, and along with the moon and the stars in the sky, it gave off enough light to allow us to see well. I looked around and noticed that the place we had chosen for camping had not only dry wood for the campfire but a few crooked wooden poles, and Khalid took one of them, dug a hole in the sand and, a couple of minutes later, the pole was erected. Abby and I did not even attempt to help our new friend with his work. He knew what he was doing so well that we would have only stood in his way. Khalid used the wooden pole, the telescoping poles, the ropes, and the tarp to build a tent, or more precisely, a canopy shelter because it did not have sides. Despite the lack of sides, the tarp shelter gave a sense of protection, and the good thing was that it had enough headroom for us to stand upright under it.

Khalid looked at his work and said with satisfaction, “I still know how to build these things. And now, when I said sleeping under the stars, I meant sleeping on the ground!”

Standing there and hugging each other to keep warm, Abby and I watched Khalid ’set up the bed’, as he called it, on the ground under the shelter. The bedding was scarce. It consisted of: one thicker rug serving as a mat, one rug rolled into a long pillow and a blanket. 

“We have to share this bed tonight!” he said when the bed was ready. “I am afraid I have only one blanket; we need to cuddle closer because it will get cold. It can easily go below seventeen this time of the year.”

As if Abby and I were not already dumbfounded enough after hearing we were expected to share a bed with Khalid, he told us something that completely shocked us. “When sleeping in the open or a tent in the desert,” he said in a casual voice, “it is important to dry off any sweat and remove your clothes while you sleep to avoid evaporation during the night. Take off your clothes and jump in!”

Without further ado, he removed his clothes, leaving only his trunks on. I must admit that I stared at his crotch. This guy was endowed. I had not noticed it when he was dressed in his thawb or whatever these guys were wearing during the day. But, now, in his underwear, there was no doubt that he had a sizeable cock. I wasn’t the only one who had noticed it. Abby glanced a couple of times at the bulge in his trunks as well.

Khalid removed his sandals, quickly pulled back the blanket and lay down, holding the blanket aside invitingly for Abby and me to join him.

My wife and I looked at each other. I wasn’t sure if Khalid was not bullshitting us about the desert sleeping rules, but we had to trust him. He was our desert guide, after all.

Abby looked at Khalid and said with a timid smile, “The thing is, Khalid, my bra was in the bag we lost. I don’t have a bra under my t-shirt.”

Khalid laughed. “Abby, do you think I have not noticed that?”

“What?!” Abby squalled, but then she remembered that her protruding nipples were one of the reasons why he had asked her to cover her chest with her scarf when we had met.  

My wife stayed still, not sure what to do.

Khalid encouraged her to undress. “Abby, your shirt is still wet. Get rid of it and your shorts! When you go to bed at home, you change your clothes, don’t you? It’s the same here: you are going to bed, and you remove your outer clothes. Needless to say that after hours in the saddle, this is your chance to get rid of the camel’s smell off your clothes.” He turned to me at the end. “Dan, you too!”

His point about the camel’s smell was very valid to me. And it made an impression on Abby too because she sniffed her t-shirt.

I took off my t-shirt, my shorts, and sandals and, dressed only in my briefs, I lay down next to Khalid but moving as much away from him as I could, making sure we were not touching each other, and thus leaving room for my wife to snug between us.

Abby was still hesitating, and Khalid said to her, “I won’t be looking. Look, I am looking away.” He turned his gaze away from her and closed his eyes as he continued to speak to her. “I will keep my eyes shut until you lie down, and then I will cover the three of us with the blanket. Come on, Abby! This is the way to sleep in the desert! It will be part of your authentic adventure!”

Blushing profusely, my wife turned her back to Khalid and me. She bent over, took off her sandals and removed her denim shorts, showing her toned butt, covered only by her thong. What a sight her bum was! Firm, smooth ass cheeks peeking out of her panties! And her legs! The sight of those slender legs and toned thighs made my heart skip a beat!

I looked at Khalid. He wasn’t looking away, and his eyes were not closed anymore. He was staring at my wife’s bum and was ogling her shamelessly. He wasn’t bothered that I was watching him. The only thing he did was grin at me when he saw I had caught him gawking at my wife.

Abby stood straight and looked over her shoulder to check if no one was watching her. Khalid was quick to avert his gaze and looked at me. And that was when it became really weird. Weird because when he looked at me, he glanced at my crotch and saw the tent in my briefs. Since I had found it so arousing to watch my wife undress in front of this stranger, I had a massive hard-on. And to make things even weirder, I also saw the tent in his trunks at that very moment, and we both felt very uneasy. Simultaneously, we moved further away from each other. This way, we made it clear that we did not have any homosexual interests but admitted to one another that we were both aroused watching my wife undress.

Abby looked back in front of her, and after a couple of seconds of hesitation, she removed her t-shirt, showing us her naked shoulders and back. Swimming for her local swimming club in her youth had helped her develop an envious body shape. Watching her was such a turn on that I had to pinch my dick through my pants to stop it from popping out of the waistband. Khalid smiled at me and grabbed his cock through his trunks, tacitly acknowledging our shared predicament.

My wife turned around. She had folded her t-shirt and denim shorts and was hugging her clothes to her chest, covering her breasts. While she was hiding her tits, she was still offering an excellent view of her fit stomach and camel toe, clearly discernible through the flimsy fabric of her black thong. She looked at the improvised bed and realised that she was expected to sleep between Khalid and me.

“I am not getting sandwiched between the two of you!” she said with a squeaky voice and pointed at the spot left for her.

Khalid said, “Abby, the women in this country never sleep at the edge of the bed! You don’t want to be the one at the edge when one of us starts hogging the blanket during the night. Also, think about the various critters if you roll off the bed in your sleep. Let the men protect you!” He did not mention the other reason for the arrangement: neither he nor I wanted to be in the middle because we were not keen on our bodies making contact. We both knew that there would be some contact with the person in the middle, howsoever the people at the edges of the bed tried to keep away from that person. Simply, there was not enough blanket.

The point about the critters seemed to have made the biggest impression on Abby because I could see on her face that she started to consider Khalid’s proposal but was still standing hesitant.

“Abby, we are going to be asleep! What is your problem?” Khalid asked my wife. “It will get much colder, and we need to conserve our body heat. We have to keep warm under the blanket!”

Khalid pulled back the blanket further, inviting her to lie down between him and me.

“Khalid!” Abby squeaked. “You were so concerned when I showed my belly button in front of Ajmal, and now you expect me to lie topless next to you! How come?”

“Ajmal isn’t watching, is he?” Khalid said and smiled at her. “And I am sure you will turn your back to me anyway.”

Abby hesitated but did not have much time to contemplate what to do because she was feeling colder by the minute and began shivering.

“Come on, Abby! You are gonna freeze to death!” Khalid encouraged her. “This is a double-thick blanket and will keep us warm.”

At last, Abby decided to lie down between him and me. Khalid and I had the pleasure of watching her from below as she stepped on the bed and spread her legs, stretching the fabric of her panties between her thighs where the jewel of her femininity was hidden. Once my wife had lain down, she turned over on her right side facing me and pressed her body tightly against mine. Abby put her folded t-shirt and shorts next to the improvised pillow, just above her head. She cuddled up to me, pressing her naked boobs against my chest. I loved feeling her erect nipples rubbing against my skin. They had probably hardened from the earlier exposure to the cool night air.

I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and kissed her forehead. “Good night, Abby!” I whispered.

“Good night, Dan,” she whispered back and closed her eyes.

Khalid pulled the blanket over us and said, “Good night!”

Both Abby and I wished him good night too.

However, I couldn’t fall asleep despite the exhaustion. I was too turned on to be able to sleep. It felt extremely erotic to be hugging my wife while knowing that another man was lying next to her with his cock just a couple of inches away from her butt. Abby seemed to be struggling to fall asleep too. She had closed her eyes, but I knew she was awake. I knew her breathing pattern too well when she was sleeping, and just by listening to her breathing, I could tell she was awake.

I whispered, “Are you cold, hon?”

Abby opened her eyes and looked at my face.

However, before she could reply, Khalid, who was obviously not sleeping either, said, “Let’s cuddle closer to each other to keep warm!” Then he slid his body towards Abby.

My wife trembled when he pressed his chest against her back and wrapped his arm around her waist. His hand landed on her stomach. I felt his knuckles rub against my abs, and it felt weird, but I did not move away from my wife. I was determined to keep her in my embrace.

I was astonished by Khalid’s boldness. I have never met a man so confident! I thought. He acts like he is on a mission to seduce my wife, and he seems to sense my weakness. Yes, I am too weak to push back on his behaviour. Or do I want to push back? Hm, does Abby want to?

I couldn’t hide my erection from Abby any longer. I pressed my erect cock against her groin, and she seemed not to mind it because she smiled at me and whispered, “I love you!”

I replied, “I love you too!”

We went quiet, and by the sound of Khalid’s breathing, soon it appeared that he had drifted off. A few minutes later, my wife seemed to have fallen asleep too.

Well, it’s time to sleep, I thought.

Just as I began nodding off, I felt Khalid’s knuckles moving up my stomach, and then I felt the back of his hand on my chest.

Is he doing what I think he’s doing? I pushed the blanket open a little, opened my eyes and looked down between Abby and me.

I was not wrong. In the dwindling light coming from the dying campfire, I was able to distinguish the contours of Khalid’s hand slowly crawling towards my wife’s chest. I looked at the Arab’s face. He was wide awake and grinned at me. At the same time, he moved his hand further up and cupped my wife’s left breast. I looked at Abby’s face. She was awake too and was looking at me. We stared at each other for a few seconds before she closed her eyes. I felt her body slightly jolt as Khalid pressed himself even tighter against her from behind and gently squeezed her boob.

Abby kept her eyes shut. I closed my eyes too.


3.     Ambushed

When I woke up in the morning, the sun was already up, and it was bright and quite warm. One of us had kicked the blanket off. Abby was still sleeping on her right side facing me, but we were no longer cuddled together. She had moved a few inches away from me towards Khalid in her sleep. He had curled around her from behind, and they were lying in the spoon position. Our saviour in the desert had hooked his right arm under her armpit, and she was resting her head on his shoulder while his forearm was pressed against her chest. Khalid had made sure to hug her tight with his palm cupping her left breast and his chest glued to her back. And to make sure my wife was safe in his embrace, he had wrapped his left arm around her waist, resting his hand on her stomach. Abby had grabbed onto his right hand, which was fondling her breast, and she had bent her knees. Khalid had not missed the opportunity to push his crotch tightly against her bum and to press his thighs against hers from behind.

Fuck! I thought. Short of fucking my wife, he’s having a field day with her!

Our friend woke up, and when our eyes met, he was not at all concerned that he was hugging my topless wife so intimately. He just smiled at me. I smiled back, pretending that it was pretty standard practice in the desert for the hands of the local men to be all over another man’s wife’s body. We lay in silence for another ten or fifteen minutes, and I became so turned on watching him feeling my wife up that I felt precum oozing out of my cock. I was getting concerned about how embarrassing it would be to cum in my briefs when Abby began to wake up.

She rubbed her eyes as she yawned and mumbled, “What time is it, hon?”

It was clear that my wife was still sleepy from the way she was struggling to open her eyes. She yawned again, this time covering her mouth with her hand.

Khalid whispered in her ear, “Wakey, wakey, wake up, Abby!”

Hearing his voice, Abby instantly opened her eyes and stared at me, looking confused and disoriented.

Khalid let go of her stomach and brushed her hair aside. Then he kissed the side of her neck and said, “In the desert, we kiss each other in the morning for good luck during the day!”

Khalid’s assertion that the locals kissed for good luck in the desert was the weirdest thing I had ever heard, and I was sure he had made it up, but I played along and gave Abby a brief peck on the lips before I said, “Morning, hon!”

That was when Abby fully woke up, and her eyes went big when she finally realised that Khalid was hugging her. She pushed his hand off her breast and sat up, covering her chest with her hands.

She smiled in embarrassment, and probably finding it easier to pretend, as I was doing, that nothing was out of the ordinary, she said, “You boys close your eyes so that I can put my t-shirt on, please!”

Khalid closed his eyes. Abby reached for her t-shirt, but then she shrieked.

“Look! A car!” she shouted, grabbed her t-shirt, and covered her breasts with it.

Khalid jumped on his feet, sporting an erection that he did not bother to hide from my wife or me. He looked in the same direction my wife was looking and shouted, “Oh, shit!” 

Both Abby and I stood up.

A van stopped only a few feet away from our tent, and Ajmal and Jamal got out of the car along with four other guys. These men were quite large. They all came straight to us. Two of the blokes grabbed Khalid by the arms and pulled him out of the shelter.

Jamal stepped forward, grinned at Khalid, and said something in Arabic. Khalid replied in a threatening voice, also in Arabic, but Jamal ignored him and came to my wife. Abby stepped back and turned her face away from Jamal. However, he clasped her chin and made her turn her head to look at him. Jamal began examining her face. He said in broken English but good enough to be understood, “You are pretty, but I still don’t get why all this money and hassle to get you fucked!”

“What are you talking about?” my wife asked as she stepped back to free herself from his grip, and he let go of her.

“Ask him,” Jamal said and nodded towards Khalid.

Khalid began to shout at Jamal in Arabic, but Jamal ignored him again and said to Abby, “I should have kept you for myself.”

He stepped closer to my wife, took her arm, and pulled her violently out of the shelter. I ran towards him, but the other two thugs grabbed hold of me and restrained me. Jamal clutched my wife’s wrists and tried to remove her hands from her chest, but she resisted, pressing her t-shirt tight against her breasts.

He made a second attempt to expose my wife’s boobs, and this time, he succeeded in overpowering her. He pulled her hands off her chest and bared her breasts. Abby tried to free herself from his grip, twisting and tugging, only for Jamal to briefly let go of her hands. Before she could run away from him, he grabbed her by the waist and pulled her tight into him. My wife dropped her t-shirt on the ground and caught his hands, trying to push them off her. However, Jamal was too strong for her and continued to hold her.

Then Abby slapped him on the face, and this time he let go of her, shouting something in Arabic in anger. My wife turned around, covering her breasts with her hands, and tried to run to me for help. Jamal ran after her and caught up with her just before she reached me. He grabbed her by the waist from behind and spun her around. Abby’s assailant stepped behind her and bear-hugged her. I lunged forward to free myself and help Abby, but the two blokes were too strong for me and held me back. Khalid’s attempt to pull away from his captors and help my wife failed too. Jamal grabbed Abby’s elbows and pulled her arms away from her chest, exposing her tits again. He shouted in Arabic to his companions, and the four thugs burst into laughter. The guy on my left side became so enthusiastic that he cupped his crotch with one hand and began making lewd motions with his pelvis.

My heart sank as I thought I was about to witness my wife being raped right before my eyes. Thank God for Ajmal. The old man intervened just in time. He said something sternly to his son, and the latter let go of Abby.

Jamal said to my wife, “Get dressed and get in the car!” Then he turned to Khalid and me and added, “All of you!”

Abby picked up her t-shirt from the ground and put it on.

“What are you going to do with us?” she asked as she put on her shorts.

Jamal grinned at her. “Me? Nothing! I am just the delivery man.”

“What will happen to us, Jamal?” Abby asked again.

“Ask Hammad when you cross the border,” Jamal replied and smiled lustfully.

I could tell that Jamal was very much into my wife by the way he started to talk to her. He was in a position of power, and he didn’t need to answer her questions, yet he did. It was clear that Abby was able to soften him up just by talking to him. 

My wife sensed her power over the young man and asked him yet again, “Why? Why are you doing this to us, Jamal? We haven’t done anything wrong to you!”

Jamal went closer to her, and, gazing at her in the face, he put his hand on her left buttock and squeezed her butt cheek. My wife decided to stay still and just held his gaze. It seemed that her obedience softened Jamal further because he let go of her bum and said, “Nothing personal, Abby! It’s just that Hammad’s boss paid dad more for you than Khalid’s boss had paid.”

“Don’t worry, Abby,” Khalid said to my wife. “All will be fine.”

Once we got dressed, the thugs led Abby, Khalid, and me to the van. The guy, whom Jamal referred to as Hammad, said something and stretched his hand towards me.

Jamal translated Hammad’s demand for me: “Empty your pockets and give everything to Hammad. Your mobile phone, passport, wallet, money, everything!” Then he turned to Khalid and Abby and added, “All of you!”

Khalid, Abby, and I complied. Hammad took our belongings and put them in the glove box. Then we were placed to sit in the back row of seats of the van. Three of the thugs got in the row of seats in front of us. Khalid said something to Ajmal and Jamal in Arabic, but they only grinned at him. Ajmal made the sign for money with his fingers, which I assumed meant that he had betrayed us to Yousif’s gang because Yousif had paid Ajmal more. I presumed it was Yousif behind the ambush from what I already knew from Khalid. Hammad sat in the driver’s seat, and we drove off, leaving Jamal and Ajmal behind to take care of the two camels, as I assumed.

“Khalid, where are they taking us?” I asked.

I looked at my wife, who was sitting between Khalid and me, and I could see she was scared. I didn’t want to scare her further by asking unnecessary questions, but I had to find out what was going on.

Khalid took a deep breath and said, “Across the border.”

“What will they do to us?” Abby asked. She might have put a brave face on when she had talked to Jamal, but now she looked perturbed, and her voice crackled. Her hands were trembling, and she clasped them together in an effort to calm down the tremor.

I couldn’t blame her that she was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. We all knew what being kidnapped and sold across the border meant for her. Khalid and I were probably also going to die, but at least we would not be raped. I was worried sick about my wife.

Khalid put his hand on her thigh and looked at her with moist eyes. He said, “I am so sorry, Abby.”

The gang talked loudly and laughed, not paying attention to us. 

My wife rubbed her collarbone nervously, and her face turned white, showing how much she was scared by Khalid’s apology, which was, in essence, his admission of how hopeless the situation was.

“I am so sorry,” Khalid repeated and stroked her thigh comfortingly, going all the way from her knee up to the hem of her shorts.

“Are they going to kill us?” I asked.

Khalid said, “No. They will take us across the border and will ask for a ransom to release us.”

“Are they Yousif’s people?” I asked again.

Khalid shook his head. “No. I know Yousif. This is Ajmal and Jamal’s doing. They have gone rogue. I made a mistake telling them I had big money behind me, and they must have decided to sell us to a gang of traffickers. Think about it! They got money from me, and they got money from Hammad’s boss, whoever he is.”

Abby began shaking, and I wrapped my arm around her shoulder to comfort her.

Khalid let go of her leg and sighed. “I will think of something. Don’t lose faith just yet!”

The three of us were not in a mood to talk and spent the next fifteen minutes of the journey in silence until my wife said, “I have to pee!”

Khalid translated Abby’s words to Hammad, but the gangster ignored him.

Five minutes later, Abby said again, this time with urgency in her voice, “I have to pee!” She leaned forward to the front seats and added, “I really have to! Can we pull over, please?!”

Khalid translated again. This time Hammad looked at my wife in the back mirror.

Abby put her hands between her thighs and squeezed her legs as she said, “I am getting desperate. I need to use the bathroom!”

Hammad stopped the car, and we all got out. He and another bloke took Abby and me to the nearest dune, where they waited for us to piss, with their backs turned to us. The guys were decent in that regard. I saw that the other two thugs took Khalid to relieve himself behind another dune.

When we got back in the van and resumed our journey, Khalid said to Abby and me, “I have just devised an escape plan, but I need the two of you to help me steal the van from them.”

“I don’t think so,” I said. “I will not risk my wife’s life by fighting this gang!”

“Don’t you see that we are hostages, Dan?” he asked me. “They will demand a ransom, then they will—”

“Then why don’t you ask them for your phone and call your wealthy dad to pay the ransom for the three of us, Khalid?” I said. “We are all hostages because of you!”

Khalid sighed. “Paying a ransom does not work!”

“Oh, come on!” I said, barely holding my anger. “They are after your money, and Abby and I are collateral damage. Call your dad to pay the ransom!”

Khalid shook his head. “Dan, it’s not an option.” 

“Why not?” I asked. “Because your dad has a grudge that you fucked his partner’s wife? You make such a big deal out of it when it—”

“I made her pregnant, all right!” Khalid shouted. “It is a big deal!” He shut up because he attracted the attention of one of the thugs in the front seat, who looked over his shoulder at Khalid. When the guy turned away and resumed talking to his friends, Khalid said in a lower voice, “But that’s not the point. Paying a ransom never works.”

“Rubbish! It works!” I said in a hushed but angry voice. I was getting both desperate and frustrated with Khalid. I knew that if we were to do something, it had to be done quickly and definitely before crossing the border. So I tried to explain my point to Khalid and whispered, “Listen to me! I’ve read about hostage situations. Paying a ransom works if it is done quickly before the hostages start being passed from one gang to another. Please talk to Hammad now before we cross the border, Khalid! If you don’t want to call your dad, fine! Pay with your money! You said you had money, didn’t you? Abby and I will help with some of the money too! Abby has a rich brother-in-law.” I turned to Abby and said to her, “Hon, maybe we should call your sister to ask her to speak to—”

Khalid raised his voice again. “Why don’t you listen to me, Dan? Whether we pay or not, eventually, they will kill us. I agree with you something has to be done quickly, and that is to escape. And yes, we have to do it before we cross the border.”

I looked at the guys in front. They were sturdy, and I saw at least two of them brandishing knives. These men did not look like people who would think twice before hurting us if we decided to fight them. It is not going to end well! I thought. Khalid needs to call his dad now. Or maybe Abby should call her sister and ask John for help. Yes, we need to tell the thugs that Abby has a wealthy brother-in-law, and we pay them directly, now! If we cross the border, who knows whether we’ll see another day! I don’t even want to think about what awaits Abby in the hands of these gangsters. Khalid needs to call his dad now or that Omar guy, or we call Ruby. Khalid has to tell Hammad that we want to pay him! Paying a ransom is the way forward!

I decided to plead with Khalid. “Khalid, please! Call your dad! If not for you and me, do it for Abby. They will not only kill her! You know very well what else they will do to her! Is that what you want to happen to Abby? Look at her! I know you like my wife! Save her!”

Abby had been listening to me intently and trembled when she heard me saying I knew Khalid liked her but didn’t say anything.

I grabbed her by the shoulders and turned her sideways to face Khalid.

My voice crackled when I said, “Khalid, Look at her! I know you are attracted to Abby—”

“Yes, I like her! Very much!” Khalid almost shouted at me. “But paying ransoms never works. We’ll pay, and then they will ask for more money. And then for more. We will end up staying hostages for months, for years, for as long as they can extort money. And in the end, when we stop being useful to them, they will kill us. And have no illusions! While they keep us, they will keep raping Abby.”

Abby choked back tears as she whispered, “Oh, my God!”

Khalid glanced at my wife but continued speaking to me. “Dan, I know what is going on across the border. We won’t be able to escape once we cross it. So help me free us now! Trust me! You trusted me with your life once. Without me, you would probably have been dying now in that jeep. Trust me again!”

He did save us, I thought. Maybe I should trust him and listen to him.

“Abby!” Khalid turned to my wife and put his hand on her thigh. “We cannot trust these guys and negotiate ransoms with them. The best option is to escape. I need you and Dan to help me take over this van and reach Omar’s place. Omar will save us. Please!”

Abby whispered, “Khalid, Dan is right. We can’t overpower them.”

“Oh, but we don’t have to! Listen to my plan,” Khalid said.

Abby glanced at the guys in front of us and whispered with concern, “Khalid, aren’t they listening to us?”

Khalid smiled and shook his head. “They don’t speak English, Abby! They are hillbillies from Ajmal’s village. I met them there when I hired Ajmal and Jamal for the camel trek.”

He turned his face towards me and swallowed nervously before he said, “Dan, listen to my plan, please!” He leaned toward me, and as he did that, he slipped his hand between my wife’s thighs, just a couple of inches away from the hem of her shorts. Abby seemed not to notice his hand; her mind was somewhere else.

Glancing from time to time at our kidnappers to make sure they were not paying attention to our conversation, Khalid said, “We need to get them out of the car. Abby will say she needs to pee again. I figured out from their conversation that Hammad does not trust his guys with Abby, if you know what I mean.” Khalid gently squeezed my wife’s inner thigh before he continued, ”That’s why he accompanied her the first time with the other guy. I am certain that again Hammad himself will take Abby to pee behind the nearest dune. Maybe he will take another man with him, but I am not sure. Then, once Abby’s gone with Hammad, Dan, you will say you need to do a number 2, and because they won’t let you do it near the car, one of them will come with you. This way, I will be left with one or two guards. I will ask to pee once you have gone. And, both of you, take your time, please! The moment I am out of the car, I will run away. I am a good runner, and I am sure that soon all of them will be running after me.”

“They’ll chase you with the van and will run you over, Khalid. You’ll get yourself killed,” I said.

Khalid shook his head. “You’re wrong. They need me alive for my money. Plus! I will be scaling the dunes, and they won’t be able to use the van to chase me. This van is not a four-wheel drive and will get stuck in the sand. They will leave you unguarded at one point, and that is your moment, Dan and Abby!”

“Why would they do that? What if Abby and I tried to escape?” I asked.

Khalid grinned at me and replied, “They will leave you behind because I am the guy with the money! They care much less about you! Also, you are not Arabs. They know you can’t survive in the desert on your own, and you won’t run away, but I will be their primary concern.”

I shook my head and raised my voice in indignation. “Then why the fuck did they kidnap us too? Couldn’t they have just taken you?”

Khalid sighed. “Well, when they took us, I pleaded with Jamal to let the two of you go since he told me they wanted my money. Then he told me the reason you got kidnapped too. Jamal liked Abby and had planned only to. . . . “ Khalid stopped talking and looked at Abby, who was beginning to shake again.

He rubbed her thigh comfortingly. It looked like Khalid did not have any qualms of touching my wife’s thighs whenever he wanted, and it appeared that he was easily getting away with it in our dire situation.

He let go of her leg and said, “Jamal had planned to let you guys go afterwards. But he had taken photos of Abby yesterday evening, which Ajmal had seen this morning and decided to make some extra cash. Ajmal made Jamal send the photos to the gang leader, offering to deliver Abby along with me. The gangster liked her and, well, said he wanted her for himself only.”

Khalid paused again and looked at my wife. Her lower lip was trembling, but she was holding herself together.

He caressed her cheek with the back of his hand and said, “Look. That’s why I told you that paying a ransom won’t work. They’ll get the money and still do what they want to do. That’s why we have to escape now! Once I begin running, I will lure them all into chasing me. They will leave you in or at the car because Hammad has the key, and they don’t think you can start the engine. Even if they lock you outside, the driver’s door does not lock, trust me! Open it, get in the van and drive off.”

“Sorry, I don’t follow,” I said. “How do we drive off if Hammad has the car key?”

Khalid explained, “This is my van. I know the front lock does not work. I drove in the van to Ajmal’s village and left it there. They are not only poor but stupid and uneducated. I left the spare key in the seat pocket in front of you, Dan! Don’t look! You will attract their attention! I’ve already checked; the key is still there. There is a GPS tracker in the key; that’s why I hid it in the car. The boss didn’t trust them, I mean Omar, it’s actually his van, and suggested we track it in case they steal it or try something funny, which they did. Probably he had noticed it was on the move and texted me, but I had switched my phone off for the night to save battery. I wish I hadn’t.

“Anyway, once you have the van, please come my way. I will be running towards the sun all the time, so the glare is in their eyes, but most importantly, you will know in which direction to look for me. Please don’t abandon me! I promise we will celebrate our escape and my business deal with Omar once we get to my friend’s place. I am trusting you with my life! I am doing it for you too! I don’t want a beautiful woman like you, Abby, and a fine man like you, Dan, to perish! Which you will if you negotiate with these people.”

Khalid smiled a bitter-soft smile and looked at my wife’s face while at the same time he put his hand on her thigh yet again, and his hand slipped dangerously close to the place between her legs where her pussy resided. Abby smiled back at him and said, “We won’t abandon you,” and then squeezed her legs. She reached to grab his wrist, but Khalid seemed to have finally realised he had ventured into forbidden territory and pulled his hand away.

“Thank you so much!” Khalid said and then added, “Abby, wait for me to tell you when we reach the right place to ask for a toilet break. I need good dunes around.”

I took my wife’s hand in mine, and we interlocked fingers.

“Let’s do it, hon,” I said to her.

She nodded with a faint smile on her lips. For the first time after we were snatched, she appeared more relaxed and confident. She liked Khalid’s plan.

Khalid whispered to her, “We’ll do it, Abby. I know we will succeed!”

He slipped his hand between her back and the seat, placing his palm on the small of her back. He reached his other hand to take hers, and they interlocked fingers too. My wife nestled her head comfortably on his shoulder. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw how Khalid’s hand on her back slipped to her waist and found its way in the gap between her t-shirt and the waistband of her shorts. Soon his palm was resting on the exposed flesh of her upper hip on my side. I pretended I did not notice his latest display of intimacy with my wife, and she seemed to be content with his embrace.

We travelled like this for about ten minutes when Khalid whispered to Abby, “Now, Abby!”

“I need to pee! Pull over, please!” my wife said in a loud voice and a second later repeated her request. “I have to pee, now! Please, pull over!”

Khalid translated for Hammad. Hammad looked in the back mirror and said something which sounded like, “Again?”

My wife repeated her plea, and Khalid translated again. Hammad mumbled something that sounded like a swear word but pulled the car over. He took my wife with him, as predicted by Khalid. I waited until they disappeared behind the nearest dune, and I began saying I needed to poop, which Khalid translated several times, and eventually, one of the guys went out with me. After walking for about fifty yards, my captor made it clear he wanted me to do it there. I began explaining that I needed more privacy, which of course, he did not understand. We had been arguing for about a minute when we heard the two thugs, who had stayed with Khalid, shouting. We turned around and saw Khalid running away, chased by his guards. My bloke stayed with me and watched Khalid disappear behind one of the dunes, taking a good lead over his pursuers. It became clear that Khalid was an excellent runner, and my guy decided he had to join the chase. He made a threatening gesture by drawing his finger across his throat and said something to me, which I assumed meant ‘Don’t dare run away!’ Then he ran towards the dune behind which Khalid had disappeared, probably with the idea of intercepting Khalid on the other side of the dune. Khalid and the three thugs completely disappeared from view, and soon I couldn’t hear their shouts. A minute or so passed, and I saw Hammad running in the direction his people and Khalid had disappeared. I knew it was time to act. 

I ran to the car, got in, and found the second car key in the seat pocket. I got in the driver’s seat just when Abby reached the van and jumped in the seat behind me. I started the engine without a problem. I drove in the direction where Khalid and his pursuers had disappeared, keeping the sun in front of us. I also made sure not to go too close to the drifts of sand. Within a minute, I saw Khalid and the four thugs. When the gang heard the engine, they stopped chasing Khalid and turned around. One by one, they watched in dismay as I drove by them. As soon as Khalid had seen the van, he had immediately begun running down the dune towards us. He reached us and jumped in the passenger seat.

Panting heavily, he said, “Keep driving between the dunes or will get stuck.”

A couple of minutes later, I looked in the back mirror, and there was no sign of the gang.

“We lost them!” I said with relief.

“We did it!” Khalid shouted excitedly and punched the air.  

“Wow! We made it!” Abby squalled and leaned between the passenger seat and the driver’s seat. She added, “Wow! I still can’t believe we pulled this through!”

“Yes, thanks to you folks! Thank you, Dan,” Khalid said and then turned to my wife and added, “You did great, Abby! Give me a kiss!”

Before Abby or I could quite comprehend what he intended to do, he cupped my wife’s chin, pulled her face towards his and planted his lips onto hers. Abby did not pull away and let his tongue part her lips, just for a couple of seconds, but long enough to let him French kiss her.

Khalid let go of her, and she sat back in her seat. I looked at her in my back mirror. She was blushing.

“My feet burned in the hot sand, but the trick worked!” Khalid said, keen to shift attention away from what he had just done with my wife.

“Aren’t they going to die in the desert?” Abby asked as she also felt it would be best if she pretended that nothing had happened between her and Khalid.

“No, they are probably already calling for help,” Khalid replied. “But it will take at least an hour for someone to come to their rescue. By the time they track us and catch up with us, we will be at Omar’s place. Let me call him so that he is waiting for us.”

Khalid took his phone from the glove box and turned it on. Then he called his friend. After a minute-long conversation, he hung up and said to me, “Omar will send for us. The boss knows who the gang is and will deal with them. Dan, let me drive! I know the way. We need to get on the road before we get stuck in the sands.”

I pulled over, and Khalid and I swapped seats.

Khalid opened the map on his phone and placed the phone on the dashboard. He said with a guilty smile, “I said I knew the way, but a little help from the GPS won’t harm.”

Abby and I took our belongings from the glove box, and we resumed the journey.


4.     Back to civilisation

Khalid was in an excellent mood and turned the radio on to listen to some music. However, he did not stop talking. He talked about Omar. They were best friends and had wanted to do business together for a long time, but they couldn’t because Omar’s dad, on whom Omar depended financially, had been unwilling to cross Yousif. It changed when Yousif screwed Omar’s dad over some rental car business. Then Omar was given the green light to go ahead with his business deal with Khalid.

Khalid also talked about how Omar often visited London, and they partied together before Khalid was banished. They liked it in London, but according to Khalid, they threw the wildest parties not in London but in Omar’s place where we were heading to.

“Omar and I do it our special way, you know,” Khalid said and winked at my wife as he looked in the back mirror.

Abby giggled. “What is your special way? You get drunk?”

“Arabs are not allowed to drink alcohol, hon!” I interjected.

“Oh, but Omar and I drink,” Khalid said and looked again at my wife in the mirror. “We get drunk, Abby! And we smoke shisha!”

“Really? Is shisha legal?” Abby asked.

“Oh yeah!” Khalid replied with visible enthusiasm. “If you do it at home, it is legal in this country. And in the UK, it is legal in shisha lounges and smoking shelters. I have three shisha lounges in London. It is legal there. Have you never tried shisha?”

“No! But Dan has!” Abby said and pinched me playfully on the cheek. “He loves trying new things!”

I chuckled. “It was only once at my bachelor’s party, Abby, only once!”

“OK!” Khalid said. “When we get to Omar’s place, Abby, you will try shisha! You like trying new things like Dan, don’t you?” He looked at her once again in the mirror. “Let’s get naughty, Abby! Let’s party! Will you get naughty and smoke shisha?”

My wife giggled. “Maybe! We’ll see!”

“I will smoke shisha, and I will party,” I said.

“Of course you will, Dan!” Khalid said and tapped me on my knee. “You like to have fun, don’t you?”

I smiled. “Absolutely!”

Khalid continued to talk with excitement. “Omar and I are naughty boys, that’s why we often get into trouble with our dads, but hey, it’s fun being naughty, right, Dan?”

Having outsmarted the gang and having survived two close calls with death in the past twenty-four hours made me feel invincible, and I was pumped up with adrenaline. I wanted to vent it out with a wild party! I wanted to get drunk, and I wanted to smoke shisha!

So I said excitedly too, “Oh, yeah! I like being naughty!”

Khalid briefly looked over his shoulder at my wife and asked her, “Abby, do you like being naughty?

Abby giggled. “No.”

Khalid glanced at the road before he turned his attention back to my wife. “Are you sure?” He chuckled. “I think you can be a naughty girl in the right company, am I right?”

My wife shook her head with a smile on her face. “No! Never!”

Khalid turned his attention to the road, but he looked at her in the mirror a second later. He asked her, “How come? You like adventures, don’t you, Abby?”

Abby just giggled.

Khalid laughed. “Ha-ha! You like adventures! Now, promise me, Abby! You will be naughty tonight! With Omar and me, you have to. The four of us will celebrate the way Omar and Khalid celebrate. We’ll make our special naughty party, our secret adventure in Omar’s den in the desert! How does it sound? Alcohol, shisha and whatnot, and we won’t tell our dads, right?”

“We won’t tell our dads!” my wife repeated and giggled again before she added, “Or our mums!”

Khalid chuckled. “Oh, yeah, we won’t tell them either!”

He raised his right hand for a high-five, and Abby gave him the high-five. I also gave him a high-five.

Khalid continued to talk about how rich Omar was and about their business plans. At one point, our friend turned philosophical. He reflected on our recent nearly deadly experience with the gang. Khalid pointed out how much we would have missed in life if we had been killed by the thugs. I was surprised by how wise this young Arab was. Especially when he made a point that people regret more the things they have not done than the things they have done.

Listening to Khalid’s logic, both Abby and I agreed with his point. However, I decided to tread cautiously when he extended the argument to spicing up sex lives and experimenting in bed.

It was a deja vu of a very similar conversation I had had with John at Ruby’s birthday party, when John and I had stayed late, drinking whisky in the living room, after Ruby and Abby had gone in the kitchen. Back then, for some odd reason, John brought up the subject of couples spicing up their sex lives. Probably he was trying to justify for himself why he had taken Ruby back after her most recent infidelity. Whatever his reasons, he asked me about my views on the topic, and I almost ended up admitting to him that I had a cuckold fetish. Well, it was not a direct admission, but I said that I would understand why some men found it exciting to claim their wives back after they had been with someone else. I immediately regretted my honesty because of the way John looked at me. It was almost like: “Aha! I knew it, and I’ve got you this time!” Fortunately, I managed to spin my little confession about my cuckold excitement in such a way that, in the end, John thought I had said it to comfort him in his situation with Ruby. And for good measure, I even boasted how virtuous my wife was and how solid our marriage was. However, after that chat with John about spicing up sex lives, I decided to be extra careful when talking about stuff like that with other people.

So when Khalid brought up the subject of extramarital relationships, I kept quiet and let him and Abby talk.

“There are always consequences, Khalid,” Abby said. “I agree with what you say about the thrill of newness, but jealousy and regret can destroy marriages and relationships. “

“They can,” Khalid said, “but it all depends on the circumstances and how much trust is in the relationship, how strong the love is, Abby. If a couple loves and trusts each other, they should experiment while they can. Going back to my earlier point. Is it better to regret having fun or regret not grabbing the opportunity to have fun? Think about it! When you grow old. What will matter more—what you have done or what you have missed doing?”

Abby just smiled and decided to change the subject by asking how long until we arrived at Omar’s place.

“We should see the oasis any moment now,” Khalid said and indeed, a few minutes later, after less than an hour after we had escaped from Hammad’s gang, we saw an oasis in the distance. In a couple of minutes, we saw a jeep approaching us.

Khalid pulled over, and we waited in the van until the jeep stopped in front of us and a guy got out of it. Khalid nodded towards the man and said, “This is Omar!”

Then he jumped out of the van, and the two men walked to each other and hugged.

When Abby and I got out of the van, Khalid introduced us to Omar. Khalid’s friend was much bulkier than Khalid and was a few inches shorter. Perhaps Omar was 5 feet and 6, at best 7 inches tall. Like Khalid, he also had dark medium-cut hair, but his hair was curly. Omar had a similar beard style to Khalid’s, brown eyes, a little darker than Khalid’s, and his skin was olive-tanned, of darker complexion than Khalid’s.

Our newest friend looked like someone who always had a cheeky smile on his face, and he openly ogled my wife, but I didn’t mind him. These Arabs are like this, I thought. We are saved! That is what matters!

Omar’s companion, a guy in a hotel uniform, took over the van from us while Omar, Khalid, Abby, and I got in the jeep with Omar behind the steering wheel. Omar turned the jeep around, and we drove off in the direction of the oasis. Like Khalid, Omar spoke excellent English with a thick London accent. When I asked, Khalid’s friend said he had spent a lot of time in the UK as a child, and that explained why he spoke English so well.

“Abby and Dan! Here is my suggestion,” Omar said. “Since you helped my friend Khalid, I want to treat you to a celebratory dinner at my house. Khalid tells me you like authentic adventures, and you are very much into partying naughty, so we will party!”—Omar looked over his shoulder at my wife—”We’ll get naughty! And you’ll have your ultimate desert adventure!”

Before Abby or I could respond to Omar’s invitation, Khalid jumped into the conversation. He said, “Dan, I’ve got a text message that your replacement car is on its way and they will drop it off in the car park of the hotel in the oasis later today, but I suggest you stay with us overnight to celebrate and leave tomorrow morning.”

“Um, we would rather travel during the night,” I said. “After my last trip through the desert in the scorching heat, I’d rather drive in the coolness of the night.”

“Ha-ha!” Khalid laughed. “Don’t go dune riding, and you’ll be all right, Dan!”

A cheeky smile spread across Omar’s face. It seemed Khalid had told him, or texted him, about my fiasco with the dune riding because Omar said, “Yeah, no more dune riding, Dan!” He chuckled but then said in a serious tone, “You are right though about driving during the night. It’s not a bad idea. Even in May, the temperatures can easily reach mid-thirties during the day. Let’s have lunch instead of dinner. I’ll text the butler to prepare the room. This way, you will have time to sober up by the evening since we will be drinking! A lot! Right, Abby?”

Omar looked at my wife in the back mirror with the same cheeky, mischievous smile on his face.

Abby giggled. “Why not?”

Is he flirting with her too? No, it can’t be, I thought. It must be me! Imagining it. Probably that’s the way these folks are raised. They are expected to behave like women chasers.

I said with a smile, “Sounds like a plan, Omar.”

“Good!” Omar said and then turned to Khalid. “You shouldn’t have hired people from that village, Khalid. You were told only to rent camels.”

A little annoyed by his friend’s criticism, Khalid shook his head in frustration and raised his voice a little when he said, “Why do you guys think it is easy to navigate around the dunes? I needed locals to guide me! I just got unlucky that Ajmal and Jamal turned out to be scumbags. How could I have guessed that they would turn against me?”

Omar shrugged his shoulders. “Well, you know it is a rough part of the world, don’t you? People are desperate to make money however they can. And you shouldn’t have told them what your mission was; it’s not something that engenders respect. From their point of view.”

Khalid puffed air in frustration. “Well, I had to tell them. They asked questions! Who swaps a car for a camel in the middle of the fucking desert?”

Omar shook his head disapprovingly. “The boss was furious when he learnt you were kidnapped! The camel trek was supposed to be just a way to—”

“Shut up, Omar!” Khalid said abruptly and looked at Abby and me, then he looked back at Omar and said to him, “Tell your dad to stop interfering, all right! And stop calling him the boss! As I have told Dan and Abby, the only person I call boss is you! If you want us to conclude the deal, please! Be careful what you say. You will ruin everything just when we are so close!”

Khalid then switched to Arabic, and Omar swallowed nervously as he listened to his friend.

When Khalid finished talking, Omar said in English, “Yes, you are right! I am the boss, and we do as I say!” He laughed. “Ha-ha! And what I say is we have a lavish dinner in my den! Or lunch, whatever you want to call it, but we are having a party!”

“What about Ajmal and Jamal and their people? Are they not going to hunt us down here?” I asked.

“No!” Omar replied. “The boss has already made some phone calls.”

Khalid jumped in to clarify. “Yes, Omar’s dad is well connected. Someone is dealing with these traffickers as we speak. You shouldn’t worry about them.”

***

It was nearing noon when we arrived at Omar’s house. The house was a huge mansion; it resembled a palace. It had a small plantation of date palms in front of it and a swimming pool in the back garden. When Abby and I were shown inside the house, we were impressed even more. Everything in the interior, furniture, decoration, art—all showed that money had not been spared to make the place a top-class residence. There was a large dining room, living room and a kitchen on the ground floor. Omar explained that the house was often used as an overflow for the nearby hotel on peak days, and there were seven bedrooms on the first floor and five on the second floor. There was an underground floor with more rooms and service premises.

Khalid stayed back in the dining room to call his dad while Omar took us to our bedroom on the first floor.

As he led us into the room, he said, “Do you think half an hour would be enough to refresh yourselves, take showers if you want, and then come downstairs for lunch? I’ve asked for some fresh clothes for you. They should be in the wardrobe. I hope I am not rushing you too much, but Khalid told me you did not have a chance to have breakfast and must be hungry.”

“I am starving, Omar!” I said. “Yes, we’ll be downstairs in thirty minutes. Thank you.”

“See you in a bit then,” Omar said and left the room.

As soon as he shut the door behind him, I wrapped my arms around Abby’s waist and pulled her into me.

“It feels so good to be back in civilisation!” I said and pressed my crotch against her.

I wanted her to feel my boner on her stomach, and of course, she knew what I was hinting at by saying we were back in civilisation. I had subtly reminded her what she had said when we were stranded: we would have sex once we were back in civilisation. And now I wanted us to have that promised sex!

Abby crossed her arms around my neck and said, “Oh, I can’t agree more with you, hon!”

Her gleaming face and the playful spark in her eyes showed how glad she was that we had made it safely to Omar’s place. And even more, they showed that she was horny as hell! If her eyes and face were not telling enough, her engorged lower lip and the way she pressed her chest against mine left no doubt. I saw the sure signs that she wanted to get fucked as much as I wanted to fuck her, if not even more.

We kissed, and my hands slipped down to her butt and then into her back pockets. I squeezed her ass cheeks.

My stomach rumbled, and Abby broke the kiss.

She grabbed my wrists and said with a smile, “Someone’s hungry!”

And at that very moment, we heard her stomach rumbling too.

I chuckled. “He-he. Looks like someone else is hungry too!”

Abby took my hands out of her pockets and pulled away from me.

“Hon, I am starving,” she said. “Let’s get ready for lunch, and we’ll do it properly afterwards!” She gave me an assuring smile.

“OK, let’s do it properly! Let us get naughty our way after the party! Promise?” I said and chuckled.

My wife giggled and shook her head. “I am not sure what you mean by naughty our way, but I will do my best to take your breath away! I promise!”

“That’s my girl!” I praised her and slapped her playfully on the bum.

She pulled her phone out of her front pocket and handed it to me.

“Hon, can you plug it in to charge?” she asked me and nodded towards a phone charger that was plugged in a socket above one of the nightstands.

“Sure,” I said and plugged her phone in the charger.

“See you in a bit, hon,” my wife said, blew me a kiss with a smile, turned around, and went into the bathroom.

I sighed. Sex is off the table until after lunch, Dan, I told myself with regret. Trying to kill time while waiting for her, I went to the desk and opened the upper drawer. The first thing I stumbled upon was a porn magazine.

This is quite unusual for this part of the world! I thought and began scrolling through the pages. And it is in English. Strange! Oh wow! There are threesomes. And MFMs! A serious fan of group sex has been here!

I spent about five minutes looking at the various photos and realised I couldn’t carry on ‘reading’ the magazine.

Fuck! I am going in the shower, and I will fuck her now! I don’t care! I said to myself, put the magazine back in the drawer and headed for the bathroom. I was about to turn the door handle when I heard my wife flush the toilet.

Oh, no! I sighed. She’s just had number two and hasn’t been in the shower yet! Won’t have time now! Well, sex is off the table, after all!

I heard Abby turn the shower on. I went to the desk, took the TV remote, turned the TV on and began scrolling aimlessly through the channels.

Less than ten minutes later, Abby got out of the shower in a bathrobe, holding her bunched up clothes in her hands. 

She tossed her clothes on the chair next to the desk.

“My clothes stink,” she said. “Let’s see what clothes Omar has prepared for us.”

She went to the wardrobe, and I followed her. Abby opened the wardrobe, and there was a set of clothes for her and another one for me. Abby was a little bit taken aback when she saw her clothes: a black Calvin Klein carousel thong, a white solid-crop spaghetti-string cami top with deep cleavage, and blue high-waisted raw hem flared denim shorts. There was no bra.

“Clothes for a party, hon!” I said.

“Indeed they are,” she agreed with me. After she examined the pieces of clothes, she added, “They are my size.”

“Omar seems to have an eye for these things.”

“Certainly he has. He must have a wardrobe full of ladies clothes!”

“It looks like that.”

Abby took off her bathrobe, hung it on one of the wardrobe’s empty hangers, and grabbed the thong. I couldn’t resist the sight of her naked bum and put my hand on her buttock, but she turned around with the thong in her hand and pushed my hand away. She smiled and said as she bent over to put her panties on, “Hon, I am very horny too, but let’s not be late for the party.”

“Yes, let’s not keep our exotic friends waiting. They are very horny too!” I said. I was not sure why I said it, but the words just slipped through my mouth.

My wife immediately looked up at me, startled by my statement. She put her thong on, stood straight, and stepped back. “What do you mean?” she asked me abruptly without taking her eyes off my face.

“You know what I mean, Abs!”

“No, I don’t.”

“Well, sleeping under the stars was an interesting experience, don’t you agree?”

Abby blushed. She stared at me, unsure what to say.

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “What I am saying is that what happens in the desert stays in the desert.”

Abby shook her head in dismay. “I think you have had too much of the desert, Dan! The sun and the sand must have mushed your brain!”

“Don’t get upset, Abby! I am just saying it. At the end of the day, we came for an exotic experience in the desert. I think a kiss by a young Arab man after an adrenaline-pumped car chase is already a pretty exotic thing. I doubt Ruby can match that!”

“Don’t you dare tell her about any of this, Daniel!” Abby said and raised her finger at me. She was pissed off with me but also very much flustered.

I grinned at her. She put the cami top on and opened her mouth to say something, but I beat her to it as I said, “We have two exotic Arabs down there who can make the desert adventure unforgettable. And unbeatable! This party might be your chance to outdo your sister in a way that she would have never—”

“Can you hear yourself? I mean, seriously! Can you?” Abby asked me. She shook her head before she bent over, put her shorts on, stood straight and added, “Sometimes I really don’t know whether you are joking or not, Dan. I really don’t!” She stared at me for a couple of seconds and then said, “If you are so horny that you are losing your marbles, shall we not cancel the lunch and just fuck now?”

“No, hon! It would be rude to cancel. And neither you nor I like quickies,” I said.

Abby came closer to me and put her hand on my erect cock through my shorts. She gently ran her hand along my shaft, and looking me in the eyes, she asked me in a calmed down voice, “Can you hold your horses until after lunch?”

I smiled. “Waiting makes it sweeter, hon! Of course, I can wait.”

Abby let go of my dick. She went to the nightstand, looked at her phone and said, “Still hasn’t charged even one bar. Are you taking a shower or not?”

“Yes, give me five minutes,” I said and headed for the bathroom.

“Dan!” she said.

I stopped and turned around.

She gazed at me. Her eyes were boring into mine as if she was trying to read my thoughts. About ten seconds had passed in silence before she said, “What you said about Khalid and Omar making our desert adventure unforgettable confuses me.”

“Abby, did you enjoy the dune riding?” I asked her. “I mean not the breaking down of the car, but sliding down those dunes, the adrenaline and the danger, the risk and the excitement. Did you?”

“Yes, I did!”

“Going all the way to the top and then plunging down, as if in a free fall! The goosebumps rising up and down your spine and your heart thumping wildly in your chest. If you had been on your own, would you have done it?”

“No!”

“Why?” I asked.

“I would have been terrified!” my wife said.

I smiled at her and said, “Me too, Abs! I would have been terrified if I had been alone in that car. Or if you were doing it without me, I would have worried about you. And I would have felt left out. But when we did it together, we loved it. We embraced the opportunity, and we enjoyed the thrill of doing something new together. Something you don’t do every day, maybe you do it only once in your life. We made it one of our best experiences, one of our unforgettable adventures. And that is because we trust each other and we love each other. The two of us, in the desert, having fun, taking risks!” I paused for a second before I asked her, “Am I right?”

Abby said quietly, “Yes, you are right.”

Then I said, “What I am trying to say about our exotic friends is that you and I love each other, and when we are together, we can embrace the opportunity to do something that pushes some boundaries. A unique opportunity that presents itself once in a lifetime. An experience that we both know will be a great thrill. We will be OK doing it because we trust each other, and we know that none of us would do something that the other would disapprove of. We are in this together. You know that, don’t you?”

“I know,” came her quiet answer.

Without saying another word, she sat on the edge of the bed, grabbed her phone, and without unplugging it from the charger, she turned it on. She began scrolling through the messages that started to come through. Abby didn’t want us to carry on with the conversation.

I turned around and went into the bathroom.

It took me less than five minutes to take a shower. As I was drying myself off, I could not stop imagining that my wife was being fucked by Khalid. As a result, I had an erection, but I decided not to bother putting on the bathrobe prepared for me and got out of the shower completely naked. 

I am madly horny, so why not use the chance to demonstrate my sexual prowess to my wife? I thought.

I shut the bathroom door loudly to attract Abby’s attention. She was still sitting on the edge of the bed next to the nightstand and reading her text messages. 

Abby looked up at me, and of course, she immediately saw my boner and burst into laughter. 

“What’s up with you?” she asked me after she stopped laughing, still smiling, and shaking her head. “The desert air or something?

I chuckled and said, “I couldn’t stop thinking about you in the shower, and now you see the effects.”

Abby giggled. She liked it when I showed her how much she turned me on. 

Still giggling, she said, “Glad I have such an effect on you, but we are going to have lunch first!”

“Of course, hon!” I said. “Have you called the kids?”

“Yes, they are fine; said, ‘Hi mum’, and ran back to play with Sam and Ben. I wasn’t sure how Mary and Kevin would manage with them and your nephews at the same time, but it seems your parents are doing a wonderful job. By the way, Mary asked me to tell you to call her.”

“Well, you just called her.”

“I did, but she is your mum, honey. It would be nice to give her a call. Especially that they look after the kids this week!” She pulled her phone from the charger and stretched her hand with the phone to me. “Call her from my phone!”

“I will call her later from my phone when I charge it,” I said.

I took my phone from the pocket of my shorts and sniffed the shorts.

They stunk. I made a grimace. 

“Smell like a camel,” I said with an over-exaggerated disgust before I dropped the shorts and the rest of the clothes on the floor. 

Abby laughed, stood up and tucked her phone in the front pocket of her denim shorts. It seemed she was in a good mood again. 

“Did you call Ruby?” I asked her.

“No,” she said, “but I have six missed calls from her and tons of messages.” Abby went to the wardrobe and opened it.

“What does she say?”

“‘Where are you?’, ‘Are you hiding from me?’, ‘Call me!’”

“And are you going to call her?”

Abby shook her head. “She just winds me up. Will call her from London and tell her how much fun and great adventures we had. I will tease her the way she teases me.”

I smiled and shook my head. “You know best, Abs. She is your sister.”

Abby picked up the clothes that Omar had prepared for me.

“Briefs, a t-shirt, and loose shorts,” she said and brought them to me.

I took the clothes and looked at them before I said, “They too are precisely my size. Is Omar a tailor or something?”

Abby laughed. “Hi-hi! Maybe he is!”

I put my new clothes on, tucked my phone in the back pocket of the shorts and said, “I wonder if our friends will wear shorts and t-shirts or will still be dressed in thawbs!”

“There is only one way to find out, hon! Let’s party!” Abby chirruped.

I smiled with content. Yay! My wife is in the mood for partying! We’ll have fun!


5.     In Omar’s den

Abby and I put our sandals on and headed for the dining room on the ground floor. However, we did not make it to the dining room because Omar and Khalid greeted us at the foot of the stairs. They wore shorts and t-shirts like me.

So long for the authentic attire, I thought.

Omar took Abby’s hand and said, “We will have the party in my den downstairs.”

“In Omar’s den!” Khalid interjected with a broad smile.

Omar continued to explain what his den was, still holding my wife’s hand. “It is a special place. It has a unique style, fine-tuned for partying the Omar and Khalid’s way. It is designed to treat special people to something absolutely authentic”—Omar tapped Khalid’s shoulder with his free hand—”Right, buddy?”

Khalid nodded in agreement. “Absolutely! And Dan and Abby deserve to be treated to something special and are looking forward to having an adventure with us the authentic way! Let’s go, Abby!”

Having listened to Omar and Khalid’s pompous introduction to their special party place, Abby and I could not help but smile.

I said, “You guys have raised the expectations very high, you know that, don’t you?

“And we’ll deliver on them,” Omar said cheekily.

Khalid leaned his face towards my wife’s ear and whispered, “You will taste real Arab food, not the miserable concoction that Ajmal cooked.”

And as if not to be left behind in hyping up what was to come, Omar whispered in my wife’s other ear, “And not only Arab food. Come with me!”

Abby giggled and said, “OK!”

She let Omar lead her down another set of stairs, and Khalid and I followed them.

We entered a large room. It had no windows and was lit only by a few dimmed lights on the walls. Quiet relaxing music was playing in the background. It felt like we were entering a massage parlour. Abby and I looked around us. The room was uniquely arranged. There was a low table with various dishes at the far end of the room. There were rugs and pillows around the table to sit on. Next to the table were four water pipes, or hookahs as they called them, for smoking shisha. Khalid had not lied when he had said that he and his friend were breaking the norms usually observed in this part of the world: there were four bottles of wine and a bottle of whisky on the table. One of the bottles of wine was already put in an ice bucket.

A running Jacuzzi and a see-through shower cabin next to it were located in a tiled section of the room to our left. And the Jacuzzi was not the classic above ground hot tub elevated from the floor that I had seen before. It was a much larger in-ground hot tub built into the floor. It was probably classified as a swim spa. So instead of steps for climbing up into the Jacuzzi, there were steps inside it like in a swimming pool, to climb down into it and lower yourself into the water gradually. Clearly, the place was designed and built with luxury and comfort in mind and money was not spared. The furniture in front of the hot tub consisted of a glass coffee table and a 3-seater brown rattan sofa with white base and back cushions, probably made of waterproof polyester fabric. Two wicker rattan armchairs, also in brown, were set on either side of the sofa. There were towelling dressing gowns lined up on the two armchairs and other towels hung up on a freestanding towel rack. Plenty of slippers and flip flops were placed next to the towel rack.

There was a door in the wall beside the shower cabin with a sign’ toilet’. It was a little perplexing that the sign was written in English considering that this was an Arab country, but then I thought that perhaps Omar let his den to foreigners from the hotel. When I looked to my right, I saw a super king-size bed with plenty of pillows on it and next to it was what I figured out was a sex swing!

“Is that a sex swing, Omar?” I asked as I pointed at the swing.

Instead of answering my question, Omar let go of Abby’s hand and ran to the sex swing. He hastily pulled a curtain in front of it.

Abby initially didn’t realise what I was talking about, but when she did, she stepped back and grabbed my hand.

Khalid caught up with us and wrapped his arm around her shoulder. My wife found herself sandwiched between him and me.

“Don’t mind the swing, Abby,” Khalid said.

“So Dan is right. That thing is a sex swing, isn’t it?” Abby asked, still watching Omar as he adjusted the curtain.

“No, it isn’t,” Omar said and turned around to look at us.

“What is it then?” my wife asked again.

Omar made a sheepish grin. “Well, it is a sort of a swing.”

“I see,” I said and couldn’t help but smile as looking at Omar’s confused face was fun. Then I asked, “But a sort of a swing like what?”

“Well, you know, a swing. Pumping on a swing is always fun, you know,” Omar said, and this time he chuckled.

I laughed too. “Ha-ha! All right. What you have just said conjures all sorts of images in my mind, and none are related to a children’s playground, Omar!”

Seeing me laughing, my wife relaxed and took the funny angle on the whole thing. She shook her head and her lips twisted in a smile.

“So you swing on a swing in this place?” she asked.

Khalid decided to interject in the conversation. “Omar and I did it when we were young!” he said.

Abby couldn’t help but giggle when she heard Khalid. She turned to look at him and said, “When you were young? Like how young?”

Khalid chuckled and made a sheepish grin like his friend.

My wife let go of me and pointed at the place where the swing was, now safely hidden behind the curtain. “How young were you, Khalid, when you swung that swing there?” she asked and looking at Khalid’s face, she struggled to suppress another giggle.

“Well, youngish,” he said. “You know how it is. You gather with friends and unwind, dance, jump around and swing on the swing. We had some wild parties here when we were young!”

“What exactly do you mean by ‘wild parties’, Khalid?” Abby asked and tilted her head to the side, playfully demanding an answer.

“Well, you know how kids are,” he replied.

“Kids?” I said, but Khalid ignored me.

Smiling the liar’s smile, he hugged Abby even tighter and added, “Pillow fights, running around, swinging.”

Abby laughed and tickled Khalid in the ribs. “Pillow fights? Is that what you call it? Pillow fights?”

“Hi-hi!” Khalid chuckled and wriggled but did not let go of her. Instead, he grabbed her by the waist and twirled her around to face him. He wrapped his arms around her waist and gently swaying her from side to side as if they were dancing, he said to her, without taking his eyes off hers, “Yes, Abby, Omar and I grew up together and did pillow fights, and taking turns, we swung on the swing! We were very good at swinging!”

“And we are still very good at it!” said Omar, who had joined us. He offered his arm to Abby to escort her to the table.

The innuendos in Omar’s and Khalid’s words were more than obvious, and Abby shook her head in disapproval but still smiled and took Omar’s arm. She let him lead her to the table, where she sat down cross-legged on one of the cushions. Khalid followed them and sat down next to her. Before I could take a seat on the floor on Abby’s other side, Omar ushered me to sit down across the table from her. 

“Dan,” he said, “Khalid told me that without your help, he would not have been able to escape from the gang; hence as a sign of my gratitude for saving my friend, please, be my special guest and sit at the centre of the table.”

I sat down and nodded at Abby. “You all right?”

She smiled shyly at me and nodded yes.

Omar took a seat next to her, and my wife ended up sitting between the two Arabs.

Our host poured wine for us all and said, “Alcohol is not strictly illegal in this country, but it is frowned at; hence Khalid and I drink here, in my den. We have a rule: ‘What goes in Omar’s den, stays in Omar’s den!’ Would you be happy to abide by this rule?”

“Why not?” I said.

Abby took her glass and said, “Yep!”

“Cheers then!” Omar said and raised his glass for a toast. “To health and fun!”

We clinked glasses and drank to our health and fun. The wine was of high quality. I am not a big fan of white wine, but on that occasion, I liked it.

As the dinner host, Omar invited us to start eating, and without further ado, we helped ourselves with food from the various plates on the table. The food was delicious. Initially, my wife was a little edgy, sitting between the two Arab men, but when Omar and Khalid started to take turns telling various funny stories and jokes, Abby joined the two guys and me laughing. As the wine began to warm us up, she relaxed further. Soon she felt so much at ease that when Omar asked me to take a picture of the three of them with Omar’s phone for ‘his collection of fond memories’, she let Khalid and Omar wrap their arms around her – Khalid around her waist and Omar around her shoulders.

The wine was going down quickly, and in less than thirty minutes, Omar was refilling our glasses from the third bottle.

The banter gradually began to take a more flirtatious turn.

At one point, Omar said, “Abby, do you know that we have a spider infestation in the den?”

“Really? Here?” my wife asked, looking a little anxious.

“Nothing to worry about,” Omar said. “These spiders are not dangerous but tend to crawl up to where they are not welcome, if you know what I mean.” He pointed toward his groin area.

Abby was about to look between her legs, but Omar grabbed her by the shoulders and forced her to look him in the face.

“Don’t look! Keep looking at me while Khalid removes the tiny spider crawling up your leg,” Omar said.

At that point, I could see fear in Abby’s eyes. She got scared but sat still, staring Omar in the eyes.

Khalid ran his fingers along her inner thigh, imitating a spider crawling up.

When Khalid’s fingers reached the hem of her shorts, Omar burst into laughter. Abby realised the two Arabs were teasing her and pulled away from Omar’s grip. She slapped him playfully on the shoulder, then turned to Khalid, grabbed his hand, and pushed it away.

“You cheeky, naughty boys!” she said and tickled Khalid in the stomach.

“Are you trying to put your hands into my wife’s panties, Khalid?” I said and chuckled, showing I was still taking the whole thing as having fun.

“No!” Khalid said, prolonging the ‘o’. “Technically, shorts are not panties!”

“Unless Abby hasn’t put on underwear beneath the shorts,” Omar interjected.

“I have!” Abby squalled and giggled. “The thong you gave me, Omar. You know!”

“Well, you never know,” Omar said and grinned.

Abby squealed. “I have!”

“Show us!” Omar challenged her.

My wife shook her head, smiling.

“Show us!” Omar challenged her again, and his cheeky smile widened.

Abby laughed. “Ha-ha! You wished! I am not taking my shorts off for you!”

Omar covered his mouth as if not wanting Abby to hear what he would say and whispered to his friend, “She is not wearing knickers!”

Abby giggled. “Stop it! I am wearing a thong!”

“Then show us,” Khalid said and reached his hand between my wife’s legs towards the leg of her shorts but stopped his hand just an inch away from the hem. He stared at her teasingly.

Abby looked at me, and I laughed. She looked back at Khalid.

“It’s just a thong, Khalid!” she said and giggled. “Hi-hi! Haven’t you seen a lady’s thong?”

“Maybe they haven’t seen one on a lady’s bum, hon?” I interjected and laughed. “Ha-ha! It could be that the local boys are held on a leash!”

“The local boys might be held on a leash!” Omar said and laughed too. “Ha-ha! But we are not the typical local boys! We have seen plenty of thongs on ladies’ bums!”

“OK!” I said. “If you say so!”

Khalid kept staring my wife in the eyes. Abby held his gaze for a few seconds before she stuck her tongue out at him.

At that point, Khalid moved his hand forward and touched her shorts. She grabbed his hand and pushed it away.

“It’s just a thong!” Abby said and giggled yet again. She grabbed the hem of her shorts and pulled on the fabric as she stretched her leg further out. This way, she opened up the leg of her shorts and exposed for Khalid to see the fold between her pussy and her inner thigh. The black fabric of her thong contrasted against her white skin, making the sight even more tantalising.

Khalid leaned forward as he inspected what she was showing. The lower part of Abby’s ass cheek was exposed too, and when she opened her legs further, some of her shaved pussy lip slipped out of her thong. Looking at my wife exposing herself like that made my cock twitch, and I could only imagine how the other two younger men felt.

“Can I see it too?” Omar asked and leaned forward, but Khalid pushed him in the chest.

“No! Abby is showing it to me only, Omar!” Khalid said and then asked my wife. “Right, Abby?”

Abby just giggled and let go of her shorts as she closed her legs.

Khalid said to his friend, “It’s just a thong, Omar. But on the most beautiful bum I’ve ever seen!”

Abby laughed. “Ha-ha! OK! Thank you, Khalid! But that’s enough now!”

“So, Abby,” Khalid said as he sat up straight, still keeping the smile on his face. “What is the craziest thing you have ever done?”

“I don’t know!” Abby said through giggles. “Getting a tattoo on my belly!”

“Really? Where? Can I see it?” Khalid asked and pulled her tank top up, revealing her stomach but stopping short of exposing her boobs. He pretended he was looking for my wife’s tattoo; then he tickled her, and she laughed, pulling down her cami to cover her stomach.

Khalid did not give up trying to feel up my wife. He grabbed her tank top again and pulled it up higher, this time dangerously close to exposing her tits.

He chuckled. “I can’t see it! Where?”

Holding her cami top up with one hand, he put his other hand on my wife’s naked stomach, and I could see how her stomach muscles convulsed when she felt his touch. Giggling, she wriggled, trying to pull away from him, but Khalid’s hand stayed on her belly and not only that! His palm slipped up under her tank top. He lifted up the cami and peeked underneath it as if trying to check for the tattoo, and that was when both Omar and I saw that his hand was cupping my wife’s left boob. It was too much, and Abby grabbed his wrists. She pushed his hands off her, forcing him to let go of her breast and her tank top, and she covered her stomach.

Abby was blushing but still smiled when she said, “I said, ‘On my belly!’ Khalid! That is not my belly!”

My cock was rock hard from watching Khalid play with my wife, but at the same time, I felt butterflies in my stomach. Where is this going? These two Arabs are hell-bent on feeling up my wife, but will they stop there? What if they don’t stop? Do I really want them to go further? Shit! It is so erotic and exciting and so scary at the same time!

I did not have much time to think about what Abby and I were getting ourselves into because Omar said to his friend, “Khalid, wrong direction, mate! Go the opposite direction! Gorgeous women like Abby have tattoos there!”

Since my wife’s cami top did not go all the way down to her shorts, Khalid had no problem finding the waistband of her shorts, and he slid two fingers under it, pretending he was going to pull her shorts down, but he didn’t. Abby grabbed his hand and pushed it out.

“There is nothing there,” she said, and, giggling, she slapped Khalid on the shoulder.

“Oh, there is, there is quite something in there,” Omar said.

Abby turned to look at Omar, and he stared at her with a cheeky smile on his face as he added, prolonging each word, “We know what is in there, Abby!”

“Not that!” Abby slapped Omar playfully on the shoulder as she had slapped Khalid and said, “It was a henna tattoo, you two and your dirty minds!”

“Oh, it was a henna tattoo!” Khalid said, faking disappointment. “Tell us about something more permanent!”

“I don’t have anything permanent on my body!” Abby said.

“Oh, come on, Abby!” Omar moved closer to her and put his hand on her lower thigh, just above her knee. “Tell us, or we will ask Dan!”

“Honestly, I haven’t done many crazy things!” my wife said and finished her glass of wine, letting Omar keep his hand on her thigh.

She put her glass on the table, and we looked at each other. Khalid and Omar also exchanged looks. There was an awkward silence, with just the background music still playing. Probably each of us was asking ourselves the same question: where is this going?

I smiled at Abby and broke the silence as I said, “I love having fun here! The food and wine are delicious. A true desert adventure!”

Khalid and Omar smiled when they heard me. Khalid wrapped his arm around my wife’s shoulder and pulled her closer to him. Then he said, “That’s what the den is for! For adventures!”

“Yeah, a safe place to push boundaries a little and explore new things,” Omar interjected. His lustful smile said it all. There was no doubt what he was alluding to.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Why not, hon? Let’s push our boundaries a little!”

Despite being hugged by Khalid, Abby kept looking at me. A few seconds had passed before she said, “OK! As long as we know when to stop before we break something. We know what happened during the dune ride when we pushed boundaries!”

“Not to worry, Abby!” Khalid said. “That’s what hosts are about. To help their guests take it slowly and safely!”

Omar added, “Khalid and I know very well how to have fun but not too much fun. Trust us! We are very good at hosting adventures here!”

His own words must have reminded him of his duties as a host because he let go of Abby’s leg and refilled her glass. Then he saw that mine was empty too and poured the rest of the third bottle into my glass.

Omar put the empty bottle on the table and said, “Abby, you didn’t tell us what the craziest thing you have done in your life is.”

“Maybe this is the craziest thing I have ever done,” my wife said after she took a sip of wine. “Drinking wine in Omar’s den!”

“Ha-ha!” Omar laughed. “Maybe it is! I love it! It’s up to us how crazy we make it, isn’t it?”

“And do you think drinking wine with us is naughty?” Khalid asked.

“Umm.” Abby hesitated for a second before she replied. “Yeah, I do feel naughty drinking alcohol in secret. I’ve never done it secretly before.”

Khalid’s hand slipped down from her shoulder to her side. “Never?”

Abby giggled as he lightly tickled her.

“Never?” Khalid asked her again, and his hand moved to her chest, cupping her boob through her cami.

My wife took his hand by the wrist and pushed it off her breast. Then she said, “Well, maybe when I was a teenager, there was this party. . . .”

Abby stopped talking as Khalid made another attempt to cup her breast, and she had to grab his hand and push it away.

“What happened at that party, Abby?” Khalid asked and moved his hand back onto her shoulder. He pulled her closer to him.

My wife smiled shyly. “Well, yeah, I was naughty at that party.”

“Oh-oh! You are onto something, Khalid!” Omar interjected.

Abby’s smile turned into a mischievous one before she said, “That was the first time I drank alcohol, and it was in secret. It was the first time I got drunk too. Slightly drunk though, not like drunk-drunk!”

“What else did you do for the first time at that party, Abby?” Khalid asked her.

“She lost her virginity at that party,” I said and grinned at Abby. “She has told me all about it!”

Abby shook her head disapprovingly at me.

Khalid said, quite amused, “Abby! You are naughty! Both getting drunk and having sex for the first time at the same time. You were a brave girl! I will give you that. Tell us about it, please!” Still hugging her with one arm around her shoulders, he put his free hand on her thigh. A moment later, his hand slid on the inside of her leg, and he squeezed her soft flesh as he added, “Who was it with?”

“Stop it!” Abby said. “I am not talking about it!”

She was blushing profusely and objected to being pressured to talk about how she had lost her virginity but did not object when Khalid’s hand moved further up her thigh and reached her groin. My wife trembled the moment she felt the Arab touch her pussy through her shorts. However, she seemed unwilling to do anything about it. Instead, she took her glass, finished the wine in one gulp, and ran her finger around the rim of the empty glass, staring at it while letting Khalid’s hand rest between her legs.

And Khalid did not miss on the opportunity to feel her up. He shamelessly rubbed the delicate area between her thighs through the denim fabric as he whispered in her ear, “Did it hurt?”

Abby put her empty glass on the table, and her face turned even redder when she looked up at me, knowing too well I was watching Khalid’s hand feeling her pussy through her shorts.

After what was maybe five or ten seconds, she said quietly, still looking at me, “It always hurts a little the first time, Khalid.”

She grabbed his hand and pulled it away from her labia. However, the moment she let go of his hand, he slid it again up her thigh, this time finding the wide leg of her shorts.

“Was it with Dan?” Khalid asked her.

Abby shook her head without taking her eyes off my face as Khalid’s hand disappeared into the gap between the fabric of the denim shorts and the skin of her inner thigh.

“Sorry, Dan! I shouldn’t have asked!” Khalid said as he looked at me while I watched his hand roaming underneath my wife’s shorts, trying to find its way to the thong between her legs.

“It’s OK, Khalid!” I said. “I didn’t know her back then! Plus, she had fun with a nice guy. I met him by accident years after that, and he told me he had been very gentle with my wife. Abby also said he had been very careful.”

“That’s enough detail, Dan! Can we change the subject, please?” Abby asked, slightly raising her voice, and at the same time, she grabbed Khalid’s hand and pulled it out of her shorts.

“OK! Losing your virginity at a party is naughty! But we can do even naughtier things here!” Omar said and flicked his tongue across his lips. “Something naughtier is definitely on my mind!”

“Like what? Shisha?” my wife asked and giggled. Relieved that we had moved on from the subject of losing her virginity, she pretended she didn’t get Omar’s hint to sex.

“Ha-ha! Like shisha, yes!” Omar looked at me. “Dan, are you up for shisha?”

“I am up for shisha and even naughtier things, Omar,” I said and raised my glass.

When Abby heard me saying the words ’even naughtier things’, she looked at me and raised her eyebrows as if she wanted to ask me, ‘Are you sure about that?’.

“Ha-ha! So am I! I am very much up for naughtier things!” Omar laughed and poked Abby in the side. “What about you, Abby?”

My wife giggled at Omar’s tickle, but then her face suddenly turned serious. She pushed Khalid’s arm off her shoulders and looked at her empty glass. 

Omar quickly opened the last bottle of wine and poured wine for all of us. Abby grabbed her glass and drank from it in silence until it was empty. The rest of us watched her, worried about her sudden change of mood. Omar poured the rest of the wine from the bottle into her glass, and she emptied her glass again. Khalid, Omar, and I followed suit and drank up in one go. We put our empty glasses on the table. My wife was still not talking. She was just staring at the door at the far end of the room as if she was contemplating whether she should get up and leave. I could tell that she was feeling stressed, and I suspected why: doubts about what we were doing or about to do were running through her head. It was not hard for me to guess the reason for her mood swing because doubts were flooding my mind too. However, the tingling sensation in my balls made it impossible for me to stop what was going on, and I let the events take their course.

Our new Arab friends also noticed the sudden change in Abby’s mood.

Khalid put his hand on the small of her back and leaned forward to look at her face.

“Abby, you are OK?” he asked her.

Abby nodded yes but continued to look away at the door.

Omar sensed that his not so subtle allusion to sex had dampened my wife’s mood, and he tried to repair the damage by offering the plate with dates.

“More desserts, anyone?” he asked.

“I am full, thanks!” Abby said.

“No, thanks,” I also said. “Fantastic food, but I am full too!”

Khalid shook his head. “No, thank you, Omar!”

“It seems we are done eating. Shall we have some whisky?” Omar asked, and without awaiting an answer, he went to a nook in one of the walls and opened a door. That was when I realised there was a small storage room with a fridge. He brought a bucket with ice, put some ice in the liquor glasses on the table and poured whisky for all of us.

He raised a toast, and we clinked glasses.

After we had put our glasses on the table, Khalid said to my wife, “Speaking of naughty, Abby. Do you indeed think smoking shisha is naughty?”

“Definitely!” Abby said.

“Would you like to try smoking shisha?” Omar asked her, took his glass with whisky in his hand, and went into the corner with the hookah pipes. He waved at my wife and said, “Come on, Abby! Join me! We said we wanted to do some naughty things, didn’t we?”

“I’ll pass on it, thanks,” Abby said.

Omar waved at her again. “Abby, come! You’ll love it! It’s just having fun, you know.”

Abby responded with a polite smile. “Yes, but no, thanks. You guys, go ahead!”

“We can’t have fun without you!” Omar said. “Won’t you join us?”

Abby shook her head and smiled. “No.”

“Why not?” Omar asked her and started to set up the hookahs.

“I don’t know. I’ve never tried,” my wife said and looked at me.

“Dan will smoke, right, Dan?” Khalid asked me.

“Of course!” I replied and grabbed my glass of whisky, took a large gulp, and added, “We said we were up for a wild party after a wild trip to the desert, so how can I not do shisha?”

Abby shook her head. “Wow, Dan!” she said. “I have not seen this side of you, but I am keen to see it!” She giggled and raised her glass. “Go ahead! Do it!”

It seemed that my wife’s good mood had come back.

Khalid wrapped his arm around her waist and whispered in her ear, “You should do it too, Abby! It is part of your adventure in the desert, and it is approved by the organisers as safe to do.”

Abby did not say anything, just smiled to herself and then drank from her glass. 

I took my glass with me and went to the ‘shisha corner’. I sat down cross-legged in front of one of the hookah pipes. I had tried shisha only once, and I remembered feeling dizzy afterwards, so I was unsure how I would feel if I smoked shisha after having drunk so much alcohol already. However, that same alcohol in my bloodstream must have muddled my mind because I was keen to try shisha again.

Omar helped me start smoking the pipe and then urged my wife to join us. “Come on, Abby! Shisha is naughty, especially when you do it in hiding in my den!”

Abby ignored Omar and continued to watch me as I smoked the hookah. As she watched, a smile grew across her face. I smiled too and gave her a thumbs up.

Khalid’s hand slid up Abby’s side as he said to her, “This will be a perfect adventure, a suitable complement to your desert trip, Abby!”

Khalid put his cheek next to my wife’s and whispered in her ear, loud enough that I heard him, “Abby, it is safe. Look at Dan! He is enjoying it very much.” As he was whispering, he slipped his hand under the strap of her cami.

My wife leaned against his body and slowly sipped from her glass, watching Omar set up the last hookah pipe. A few seconds later, Omar sat down next to me and started to smoke.

I could tell Abby was tipsy from the way her face was flushed and from her slightly uncoordinated movements. After a long and eventful day, the effect of the alcohol was magnified. It had relaxed her and lowered her inhibitions to the point that she did not mind when Khalid’s hand slipped under her tank top, and from where I was sitting, I could discern that his hand cupped her breast under her cami.

I inhaled from my hookah and encouraged her to join me. “Come on, Abs! It’s fun!”

I called my wife by her other short name, which I used only in very intimate moments between the two of us.

Khalid picked up on ‘Abs’ instantly, and he almost put his tongue into her ear when he whispered, again loud enough to be heard by Omar and me, “It’s once in a lifetime, Abs! Go and try the shisha!”

Abby seemed to finally register that Khalid was having a field day with her boob because she took his hand and pulled it out of her top. Then she stood up, taking her glass with her, and, with a little shaky step, she came to join me and sat down next to me.

“I am already tipsy and doing silly things, hon,” she said. “I hope shisha won’t make it worse.”

I said to her, “We need to wind down a little, hon, after the last two days of dread and whatnot. And it is our trip of adventure, remember?” I caressed her bare shoulder reassuringly. Then I hooked my fingers under the strap of her cami and slightly pulled the strap up as I added, “I love it when you are naughty, Abs!”

Abby tilted her head to the side and smiled. “Just a little naughty, right?”

“Umm, yeah. Just a little,” I said and paused. Then I blurted out, “Or a little more!”

Her eyes went big, and her face turned serious. “A little more? How much more, Dan? Are you sure?”

I let go of the strap of her top. “Well, for as long as you have fun, I have fun too. I will love you nonetheless!”

Abby stared me in the eyes as she tried to figure out if I was serious and whether she understood correctly what I was saying.

A few seconds had passed before she whispered, “I didn’t know this side of you. Is this something new?”

“I’ve always been like this,” I whispered back. “The only thing that has changed is that I think now is the perfect time for a one-off adventure of this sort.”

Abby was about to say something, but a rustling noise from where Khalid was sitting drew her attention, and she looked in that direction.

Khalid got up, took his glass and the bottle of whisky, came to us, and sat down on my wife’s other side.

“Let’s smoke,” he said and winked at her before he inhaled from his hookah.

Abby watched him for a few seconds, and then she put the hose of her waterpipe in her mouth. She looked at me, and I gave her a thumbs up. The first couple of times she drew air through the hose, she coughed, but then she did surprisingly well, fully indulging herself in the shisha smoking like the rest of us.


6.     Jacuzzi time

I was the first to finish smoking, and after Khalid generously refilled my glass, I stood up. I felt very dizzy, so I stood still and watched the others smoke for a couple of minutes before making my way to the sofa in front of the Jacuzzi.

I was not necessarily keen on the Jacuzzi but wanted to sit on proper furniture, and the sofa and the two armchairs were the only such furniture in the room. I was also intrigued by the unique combination of a sofa and a Jacuzzi tub, something I had never seen before. I must admit that I found the combination of soft furniture and a bathtub somewhat successful. It created a sense of cosiness. I sat down on the sofa and leaned against its backrest.

I watched the bubbles in the Jacuzzi and tried to collect my thoughts on what Abby and I seemed to be embarking upon. However, Omar did not give me a chance to indulge myself in my thoughts.

“You know what? It’s Jacuzzi time!” he shouted. “Abby, would you mind holding it for a second?”

I looked over my shoulder to find out what Omar was asking my wife to hold for him. It was just in time to see him handing his glass to her, which she readily took from his hand.

Omar got up from the floor, kicked off his sandals and once he had steadied himself—he looked a little drunk—he removed his t-shirt, revealing a well-tuned six-pack. Then, he took me by surprise and certainly took my wife by surprise when he pulled down his shorts in one swift movement. He was not wearing underwear! Abby stared at his semi-erect cock in disbelief but at the same time with a sense of amusement. From what I could see from my seat, Omar’s cock was about the size of mine, perhaps slightly smaller. He stepped out of his shorts. Then he took his glass from Abby and stretched his hand with the glass to Khalid for a refill. Standing in front of my wife, with his cock just a few inches away from her face, Omar waited patiently as his friend poured whisky into his glass.

Abby looked at me, and, shaking her head, she mouthed the word, “Crazy!”

I shrugged my shoulders and mouthed back, “Omar’s party!”

Once his glass was filled, Omar went straight into the Jacuzzi, swinging his cock from side to side and splashing the water as he entered the tub by taking two-three steps at a time. He almost slipped on the tiles and spilt some of his whisky. There was no doubt that Omar was drunk.

Suddenly I felt I wanted to splash in the Jacuzzi too. Not that I was seeking Omar’s company, especially that he had just paraded nude in front of all of us, but because I wanted to show I was up for a pool party.

I put my glass on the coffee table, stood up, removed my clothes and sandals, and joined Omar in the tub.

Omar tapped me on the shoulder. “Isn’t it great to have a splash after a nice dinner and a few drinks with your friends?” he asked me.

“Oh, yeah,” I replied and leaned my back against the jets.

I looked at Khalid and my wife, who both had stopped smoking and were watching Omar and me.

“Come on, Abs!” Khalid said and put his hand on Abby’s shoulder. “It’s Jacuzzi time!”

“No, I. . . , I don’t have a swimsuit,” my wife said.

“No one has!” Khalid said and stood up. “That’s why it’s naughty. Come on! Let’s go skinny dipping!”

He kicked off his sandals, peeled off his shirt, revealing no less envious six-pack abs and muscles than Omar’s, and finally took his shorts off. Like Omar, he was not wearing underwear. Khalid was sporting a fully erect cock. Abby and I knew from the bulge in his shorts and his trunks the previous night that he had a massive penis, but seeing it swinging back and forth freely, made a strong impact on me and certainly on Abby. She couldn’t resist but stare at his manhood, only for a second, but it was clear she was impressed.

Abby moved her gaze away from Khalid’s phallus and said, “I’ve never done it.”

Her eyes fell on me. She had an almost guilty look on her face when she said to me, “You know I have never done skinny dipping, Dan.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Give it a try, hon!”

“Yes, Abs! Give it a go!” Khalid said to her.

“There is always a first time, Abby!” Omar said, joining Khalid and me in encouraging my wife to go skinny dipping.

Khalid offered Abby his hand to help her stand up. She looked at Khalid’s stretched hand and hesitated whether to take it. However, when she heard me say, ‘Hon, doing a little more is OK and is more fun!’ she put her glass on the floor, grabbed Khalid’s hand, and he pulled her up onto her feet.

Khalid let go of her hand and stepped behind her. Abby stood still for a few seconds looking at me and vacillating whether to do it or not. She nervously ran her hand over her face. Her chest was moving rapidly up and down, driven by the rush of adrenaline. 

Khalid wrapped his arms around her waist from behind and put his hands on the hem of her cami-top in front of her stomach. My wife instinctively grabbed his hands.

“Let us be even naughtier, Abs! Let me take your clothes off for you!” Khalid said. “Have you ever been served by an Arab this way?”

Abby shook her head, indicating ‘no’ while still looking at me. 

I shouted, “Go for it, Abs! Look! I’m already skinny dipping!”

I jumped up and down in the tub a couple of times.

“It will be a unique experience!” Khalid said.

Omar put his glass on the edge of the tub and started clapping his hands and chanting, “Abby! Abby!”

I gave my wife a thumbs up. That was when she let go of Khalid’s hands, and he was waiting for just that. He pulled her cami up, and her breasts popped out. Abby and I stared at each other as she raised her arms up, and Khalid peeled her tank top off, pulling it over her head and raised arms. He threw the camisole on the floor. Abby dropped her arms down to her sides. She did not cover her chest with her hands, just stayed still, letting me and Omar ogle her boobs. And what a sight they were! Perfect white mounds of soft flesh crowned with pink areolas and erect nipples.

It was so erotic watching my wife’s tits being exposed by and for the pleasure of someone else other than me. I felt I would blow my load in the Jacuzzi and had to pinch the tip of my penis to avoid it. It would have been extremely embarrassing to make a mess in the tub. It would have been shameful for an adult man to do so. Not least to do it while watching his wife being undressed by another man. No, I couldn’t allow that to happen!

I looked in the water and saw I was not the only one having a problem. Omar had a massive hard-on, too, and that was when I noticed that his cock was curved up. He stopped clapping and chanting and squeezed his cockhead. Omar did not want to ejaculate in the Jacuzzi either. Whether he did not want to be accused of wanking over my wife or he wanted to save himself the embarrassment of making a mess in his own Jacuzzi, I couldn’t tell. I looked up at his face. It was twitching as he fought back the urge.

He does not want to cum watching. He wants to avoid premature ejaculation at all costs, I thought. I made an association of the words ‘premature ejaculation’ in my head with intercourse. Avoiding premature ejaculation was something on the back of my mind whenever I fucked my wife. I had always tried to delay cumming for as long as I could so that I could fuck her longer. I remembered how once Abby had praised me for being a caring lover when I had pulled my dick out of her mouth amid oral sex, telling her I was saving myself for her pussy to give her the pleasure of intercourse. I remembered that instance, and that was when another thought struck me. What is Omar saving himself for? Shit! To fuck her later, of course! That’s what he wants!

I felt my heart flutter. It was out of excitement but also out of fear. A fear that something irreversible might happen. That my wife could be fucked by someone else for the first time in our married life. It wasn’t a theory anymore. It wasn’t a fantasy. Now, it was totally in the realm of possibility. I realised that and got scared. Fuck! Do I really want this to happen?

I felt almost a physical pain in my chest. Yes, I had been pushing my wife, or rather encouraging her, to up the ante in our little game with these two guys, but was I really ready to let her go that far?

I did not have time to analyse my feelings or Omar’s motives because the erotic show before our eyes continued in full swing.

Khalid wrapped his arms around my wife’s hips from behind, hooking his arms under hers as he placed his chin on her shoulder. He put his hands on her stomach, and his fingers roamed downwards until they found the top button of her denim shorts. One by one, without a hurry, Khalid undid each button. Then he grabbed the waistband of my wife’s shorts at her hips and squatted, pulling the denim shorts down to her ankles and leaving only her thong on. Abby stepped out of the shorts as if in a trance, keeping her gaze fixated on me. Khalid tossed the shorts behind him. He put his hands on the back of her ankles, and my wife knew what he wanted. She let him help her remove her sandals. Once that was done, he stood up behind her again and hooked his fingers under the waistband of Abby’s thong at her hips.

Abby grabbed his wrists, but Khalid planted a kiss on the side of her neck and whispered loudly enough so that Omar and I could hear him, “Let’s do it properly, Abby! Let’s have fun!”

My wife let go of Khalid’s hands, and he squatted again, sliding down her panties to her feet, revealing her neatly shaven pussy with a thin landing strip on top. Omar and I were able to enjoy the sight of her pussy only for a second or two because Abby covered her crotch with her hands. Meanwhile, Khalid had the pleasure of looking at her naked bum from close quarters as she stepped out of her thong.

My wife’s Arab servant threw her panties next to her shorts before he stood up and placed his hand on her buttock as he said to her, “Jacuzzi time, Abs!”

Abby quickly walked towards Omar and me, holding her hands in front of her private parts. She might have covered her pussy, but her breasts were laid bare for Omar and me to admire while Khalid enjoyed the sight of her ass as she walked away from him. I got up and offered her my hand when she reached the steps of the Jacuzzi. Abby took my hand and, trying to keep balance as she climbed down the steps, she raised her other hand in the air, exposing her groin. Thus, she flashed her pussy at Omar and me before she reached the deeper water. Abby and I sat down next to each other across from Omar, and I wrapped my arm around her shoulder. She lowered herself in the seat even further, making sure her tits were under the water.

“What are we doing, hon?” she whispered to me.

I replied, “Having fun!”

Abby said, “But, this—”

I said, “This is something to boast about! Being in a Jacuzzi naked in the middle of the desert with three nude guys. Can your sister beat it?”

“No!” Abby squalled. “She shouldn’t know, Dan! No one should know!”

“Of course!” I agreed. “Just joking, Abs! It will stay just between you and me!”

I expected that Khalid would jump into the hot tub right after my wife, but instead, he turned around and went and opened one of the cupboards built in the wall. He asked Omar something in their language. Omar pointed at the cupboard, explaining something to Khalid, and after fiddling for a few seconds, Khalid picked up an object from the lower shelf. When he turned around, we saw that he was holding a jewellery box. Spending time searching for the box in the cupboard had allowed his cock to lose its erection, and now it was swaying from side to side as he walked. Even the most asexual person in the world would not have been able to avoid looking with awe at this impressive male organ.

I couldn’t help myself but whisper in my wife’s ear, very quietly so that even Omar could not hear me, “Hon, he has a massive cock, hasn’t he?”

“Yes,” my wife whispered back, staring at Khalid, but then hurried to change the subject. “Is that a jewellery box?”

“It looks like, doesn’t it?” I replied.

I couldn’t determine if Abby was looking at Khalid’s swinging baton of flesh or the box in his hands. Nonetheless, she did not take her eyes off him as he walked and climbed down the steps into the Jacuzzi.

Khalid sat down in the Jacuzzi next to his friend and across from Abby and me. He put the box on the edge of the hot tub, opened the lid and took out a diamond necklace.

“I bought this jewellery from Omar for you, Abby!” he said.

“Oh, Khalid!” my wife squealed with excitement and put her hand on her chest. “It is so beautiful!”

Khalid smiled. “As a thank you to you and Dan for helping me escape from the gang.”

“And because he likes you very much!” Omar interjected and winked at my wife. He chuckled before he added, “It is an exquisite craft, 18 carat gold with diamonds ranging between one and three carats. This necklace is no joke, Abby!”

Abby shook her head and, without taking her eyes off the necklace, said, “It is so kind of you, Khalid, but I can’t accept it!”

Holding the necklace in one hand, Khalid waved at my wife with his other hand to come to him. “Of course, you can, Abby. You will hurt my feelings if you don’t accept my gift. Let me put it on you, please!”

He stood up, unclasped the necklace, and held it in front of him invitingly.

“It must be very expensive, Khalid. I can’t!” Abby said.

I put my hand on the small of her back and gently nudged her to stand up and go to Khalid. I said, “Come on, hon! It’s a gift. You can’t refuse it.”

Hesitantly, my wife covered her breasts with her hands, stood up, and walked to Khalid. She stopped in front of him and stood still. I could not resist seeing the jewellery closer. I got up from my seat and went and stood next to my wife. I looked at the necklace in Khalid’s hands. It was elegant and expensive indeed.

“It’s beautiful, Abs!” I said.

“Yeah, it is!” Abby concurred with me and took a step closer to Khalid.

I expected Khalid to simply hang the necklace around her neck. However, Omar complicated things a bit. He got up from his seat and put his hands on top of Abby’s hands.

Smiling at Abby, he said to his friend, “I hope the boss has got the right chain length, Khalid.”

Khalid quickly clarified, “When I asked Omar to get the jewel from his shop in the hotel, he worried whether he would pick the correct chain length. Let’s check if he has done a good job!”

Omar gently pulled on my wife’s hands to take them down, and Abby dropped her hands to her sides, baring her breasts once again for the pleasure of Omar’s and Khalid’s eyes.

Khalid raised the necklace to her neck, allowing the pendant to rest on her chest, and tilted his head to the side, checking out how the jewellery looked on my wife.

“It’s the perfect length!” Omar concluded with satisfaction before praising himself. “The boss has an eye for proportions and has done an outstanding job yet again!”

“Yep! You’ve done well!” Khalid agreed with his friend and then said to Abby, “Abby, would you turn around so that I can clasp it at your nape?”

Abby hesitated for a moment, but Omar brushed her shoulder with the back of his hand, and, without taking his eyes off her breasts, he chuckled. “Khalid won’t bite you, Abby!”

Khalid smiled at my wife. “I promise I won’t bite you, Abs!”

Abby smiled too and turned around. She bunched her hair in her hands and lifted it out of Khalid’s way. He put the necklace around her neck and clasped it. Then he looked over her shoulder at her chest. He reached his hands around her from behind and adjusted the pendant, brushing her erect nipples with his fingers.

As soon as Khalid removed his hands from her chest, she dropped her hair down and looked at the pendant.

“It looks fantastic on you, hon!” I said. “Thank you, Khalid!”

“Yes, absolutely!” Omar agreed with me. “You look beautiful, Abby!”

Khalid put his hands on my wife’s hips and made her turn around to face him. “I can’t agree more with Omar and Dan,” he said. He let go of her, stepped back, and looked at her in admiration before he added, “You are a gorgeous woman, Abby, and deserve beautiful jewellery like this one!”

“Thank you, guys!” Abby chirruped. She took the pendant in her hand, and as she examined it, a smile spread across her face. She let go of the necklace and said to Khalid, “I really like it! Thank you, Khalid!”

My wife was smiling without inhibitions for the first time after she had undressed. She was not bothered to cover her breasts anymore either. Abby was finally getting relaxed again.

She was about to turn around and go sit back in her seat when Khalid said, “Hold on, Abs! It’s a set! I have a ring with a diamond that goes with the necklace.”

Khalid grabbed the jewellery box from behind him and took a ring out of it. It was a beautiful ring with a big white diamond in the centre. He put the box back on the edge of the hot tub and, holding the ring in one hand, he took my wife’s left hand in his other hand.

“No, this is too much!” Abby said and tried to pull her hand out of his grip, but Khalid did not let go of her and put the ring on her middle finger.

Thank God we are not wearing our wedding rings, I thought. Otherwise, it would have felt awkward! My wife, standing here naked in front of another man who is putting a ring on her finger next to her wedding ring!

“It looks so perfect on you, Abby!” Khalid said.

“But I can’t accept it. It’s too much! It’s too expensive,” my wife said, staring at the ring on her finger.

Khalid took the jewellery box and closed its lid. Since it was a mirrored jewellery box, he turned it to one side with its lid facing Abby and raised it up in front of her as he said, “Look at yourself in the mirror, Abby! Look! The necklace and the ring go very well on you!”

Abby looked at the mirror, and after a couple of seconds, she sighed. She liked the ring. There was no doubt about it. She looked up at Khalid and said, “Yes, the diamond on the ring matches the diamonds on the necklace. The ring complements the necklace perfectly.”

“Exactly!” Khalid said and smiled.

Looking at herself in the mirror, Abby sighed again before she said, “My sister has almost exactly the same ring and necklace. I’ve always wanted a ring and a necklace like hers!” Then she pushed the box away from her as if she wanted to get rid of the temptation of liking too much what she was seeing in the mirror and said, “But a diamond this big is very expensive, Khalid!”

Khalid put the box back on the edge of the Jacuzzi and said to her, “I want you to have it, Abby!”

“I can’t,” Abby said, shaking her head and in the process swinging her tits. Her breasts were so enticing that Omar could not hold himself back from cupping her boob with his hand.

“Let me straighten your necklace, Abby,” he said.

Nothing needs straightening! Nor will you straighten it by feeling my wife’s boobs, you lecher! I thought. Fuck! It’s so erotic, though! What shall I do?

Part of me was telling me that I should stop this game. It was going too far. At the end of the day, Abby and I knew very little about these two Arabs, and who could tell what they might do to my wife? But another part of me wanted the game to continue. The husband and the cuckold in me seemed to be fighting a battle, and it seemed that the cuckold was winning because I didn’t intervene; I just stared at Omar’s hand as it felt the soft flesh of my wife’s boob. Omar caught my gaze, and perhaps he saw in it some disapproval because he let go of Abby’s breast.

Abby seemed oblivious to what was going on around her. She was just staring at the ring on her finger, running her other hand over her necklace.

She raised her hand with the ring to the level of her face to examine the diamond closely. Abby looked at the gem for a few seconds and sighed again. She let go of her necklace and touched the diamond on the ring. My wife wanted that ring, but she knew it was too much.

“It’s so large!” she murmured, not taking her eyes off the gem.

“It is,” Omar said and added with a cheeky smile, “You like it large, don’t you?”

My wife missed the innuendo in Omar’s words. She just whispered, “Yes, I like it large.”

Looking at the ring, too, Khalid stepped closer to her. He placed his palm on the small of her back and pulled her into him. My wife’s hips rubbed against his thighs as she continued to examine the jewel on her finger. I was able to see just enough through the bubbling water in the tub to watch Khalid’s semi-erect cock brush against my wife’s stomach. It was erotic, so erotic that my cock throbbed. I was a moment away from blowing my load in the Jacuzzi, so I had to look away for a few seconds. I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly before looking at my wife and Khalid again. Abby was still looking at the ring with Khalid’s arm wrapped around her waist.

“Please take it, Abby!” Khalid said, and his hand slipped onto her butt. “I am a rich boy. It’s not too expensive for me.”

“Come on, Abby!” Omar encouraged her. “It’s a gift. Khalid wants you to have it.”

“Yeah, but. . . ,” Abby said and slightly bent her knees, not taking her eyes off the ring on her finger.

“What?” Omar asked her and grinned.

“I can’t accept a gift this expensive. I don’t have that much money to reciprocate the gesture,” my wife replied and tried to take the ring off her finger.

However, Khalid put his hand on hers and stopped her. “It’s a gift, Abby,” he said. “That’s why you should not give anything in return.”

Omar chuckled loudly and blurted out, “But if you want to give him something in return, let him fuck you!”

My wife’s eyes went big, and she froze still.

Khalid let go of her, gobsmacked by Omar’s comment, and looked at his friend as he shouted, “What the fuck, Omar?!”

“I was joking! Sorry, bad joke!” Omar said and sat down.

Abby stared at Omar in disbelief of his audacity, but he shrugged his shoulders and smiled sheepishly.

“It was just a suggestion,” he said but quickly corrected himself, “Sorry, a joke!”

Then he burst into laughter.

Khalid threw up his hands in the air. “You are drunk, mate! You are so drunk!” he said and shook his head as he added, “You will ruin everything if you don’t pull yourself together!” Khalid turned to my wife and said, “Don’t mind Omar! He cannot hold his liquor.” He paused for a second and then said to her in a soft voice, “It is a gift, Abby. Please accept it! I also have an anklet for you, which I want you to have!”

Khalid opened the jewellery box again and took an anklet out of it. He asked her, “Would you let me put it on you?”

I put my hand on Abby’s shoulder as I looked at the anklet in Khalid’s hand.

“It’s beautiful, hon. And very sexy,” I said.

Khalid took my wife’s hand and asked her, “Would you let me put it on your ankle over there?” He nodded towards the bed.

Omar also stood up to look at the anklet. He said, “I think the two of you can use the swing.”

Khalid looked at his friend, but this time did not scold him. There was silence. We all knew what Omar meant.

Khalid looked at me, then at Abby. The silence became deafening. My wife was staring Khalid in the eyes but still was not saying anything.

I heard my heart thumping in my ears. God! They asked her! They’ve just fucking asked her! Yep! There is no mistake. These two are intent on fucking my wife! This is it! The two of them fucking my wife!

I had no doubt at that point that Omar wanted to fuck Abby as much as Khalid wanted. Even if there was nothing else to suggest it, one only needed to look at Omar’s hungry eyes fixated on her boobs to know.

They asked to fuck my wife! My wife! I felt cold sweat breaking out on my forehead. Will I let them fuck her? I felt lightheaded, overwhelmed by the sense of the imminence of something irreversible. Because my wife getting fucked by someone else was irreversible. I knew that. I knew the enormity of it, with all the consequences that would follow. Yet, I struggled with the answer to my question: Will I let them fuck her? Then I touched my cock, and feeling how erect it was, I had the answer: I want them to fuck my wife! Despite the fear, trepidation, jealousy, humiliation, despite the sound logic against it, despite all of that, I wanted them to fuck my wife!

I had completely surrendered to my fetish. However, I did not have the courage to tell my wife, so I decided to be only suggestive rather than direct.

I’ll let them fuck her if she wants them to, but I’ll leave it to Abby. I can suggest and hint, be supportive but not push her. Ultimately it is her pussy, not mine. It has to be her decision, not mine.

My tactic was not something to be proud of, but it was a convenient way to abscond myself of responsibility if something went wrong or we came to regret it afterwards.

Having made up my mind how to proceed, I whispered in Abby’s ear, “Maybe you should let him do it, Abs. No one will know, just you and I!”

Abby wasn’t saying anything. Everything seemed frozen in time. Her fast-moving chest and the water in the Jacuzzi were the only things moving.

Will she let them fuck her? Is she contemplating it? Yes, she is! I felt my cock twitching, and I couldn’t stop myself but step behind her and press my erect cock against her ass cheek as I whispered in her ear, “Abs, let him do it!”

Khalid took my wife’s hand and stepped on the first step of the Jacuzzi’s stairs. Abby did not pull her hand out of his but stood in her place. Khalid made another step up the stairs and pulled on her hand again. This time, she stepped after him but stopped in front of the stairs. Abby looked over her shoulder at me. She didn’t have to say anything. I knew her unspoken question: Are you sure you are OK with this?

I smiled and nodded yes.

Khalid tugged on her hand, and my wife finally surrendered to him. She let him lead her out of the Jacuzzi and followed him to the sofa. He grabbed one of the towels and started to dry her off while she stood still, staring at the curtain that covered the sex swing out of sight.


7.     The swing

I stood in the water and watched my wife and her lover-to-be and shivered. For the first time in my life, I shivered from nerves and sexual excitement at the same time. I felt lightheaded and grabbed onto the edge of the tub. Omar must have noticed my state of distress because he came to me and said, “All will be all right, Dan!”

I didn’t feel any better, though. My heart was racing, and I was gasping for air as I watched Khalid dry my wife’s body with the towel. He started with her back, then he moved in front of her to dry her arms, then her boobs, and then he dried her belly, making her giggle a little. He moved again behind her and rubbed her bum. All this time, Abby tried to stay still, smiling shyly from time to time. Why was I bothered by what I was seeing? I had wanted it and still wanted it. I was still turned on as hell, but it seemed at the same time I was having second thoughts. It seemed that I wanted my wife to fight back, to resist Khalid’s advances and when I saw she didn’t, it bugged me. I began to fear she liked him more than me, that she was falling in love with him, and I felt insecure. I worried that once he had fucked her, she might enjoy having sex with him more than me. He was younger, richer, and more endowed than me; he was handsome and exotic.

I was already on the brink of a meltdown when Khalid slipped his hand between her thighs from behind and nudged her to open them so he could dry her pussy. Abby readily spread her legs and bent forward. Seeing that, I became overwhelmed with jealousy, and I began to have serious doubts about whether I would be able to cope with my feelings once my wife had been fucked.

To make things worse, Khalid dropped the towel on the floor and cupped her pussy with his hand. Abby bent over and slapped his hand, but it was a playful smack. She picked the towel up from the floor and started to dry her legs, leaving his hand on her pussy.

I shouldn’t have been disturbed by their behaviour. Ultimately Khalid was about to fuck her, and I had agreed to it, so it made sense they flirted openly. Yet, I was jealous of my wife. I had underestimated that particular feeling in this whole game.

Khalid tried to shove a finger into my wife’s pussy, but she pushed his hand off, only for him to cup her labia again. I felt I was going to faint. My head was spinning, and my heart wanted to rip out of my chest. This is it! I thought. I will have a heart attack before I have even witnessed my wife getting fucked. What a shame this will bring to my family! The story will be in the newspapers: a cuckold dies of a heart attack watching his wife getting fucked! Shit! I began to hyperventilate; I was on the brink of a panic attack.

That was when I felt someone’s hand on my erect cock. Wrapped around the shaft, the hand began stroking my penis from the cockhead, sliding down all the way to the base and then back up. The hand had a tight grip on my dick, and that realisation woke me up from my trance like state. I jumped straight up, letting go of the edge of the tub and splashing the water with my hands. I looked down in dismay. The hand was Omar’s. Seeing his fingers wrapped around my cock had an effect of electroshock.

“What the fuck, Omar?” I shouted at him as I grabbed his hand and pushed it away from my dick. “I am not gay!”

“Neither am I,” he said and grinned. “I am just reminding you that it’s time for fucking, mate!”

“Don’t you ever touch me there again!” I said threateningly.

Omar laughed. “Ha-ha! What about your ass?”

He reached his hand to place it on my ass. I pushed him in the chest.

Omar was about to lose his balance and made a step back but grinned again.

“Just joking, Dan! I won’t touch you,” he said and raised his hands up in the air. Then he leaned his face towards mine and whispered, “But I cannot promise the same about your wife, mate! I want to fuck her!”

As if I do not already know! I thought but did not say anything. I just pushed him away from me and looked back at Khalid and Abby.

My little squabble with Omar had not attracted even the slightest attention from them. They were too preoccupied with themselves. My wife had finished drying herself, and Khalid had let go of her pussy. He was busy drying himself, and she was watching him. He leaned his face towards hers and whispered something in her ear, probably a joke, because she suppressed a giggle. Abby put her finger across his lips. He pretended to bite her finger, eliciting another giggle from her. Khalid began wiping his cock with the towel, and her eyes moved from his face to his manhood. I couldn’t blame her that his penis had attracted her attention. It was a large cock, and most importantly, it was fully erect. It looked like Khalid was able to maintain a constant erection around my wife. Abby watched him as he vigorously wiped his cock with the towel from the cockhead to the balls. Khalid caught her gaze and smiled at her. He put the towel on the sofa, took her hand, and placed it on his dick. My wife’s face turned red and serious, but she did not pull her hand away. Instead, she wrapped her fingers around Khalid’s cock as much as she could and slid her hand along his shaft until she reached his balls before she withdrew her hand. Khalid took the towel and resumed drying his ass and legs.

Omar pulled himself up on the edge of the tub and got out of the water to join Abby and Khalid. My light-headedness had gone. Omar had achieved what he wanted. I got off the Jacuzzi too and joined my wife and our friends. Omar smiled at me and tossed me one of the towels. Then he grabbed another towel and began drying himself. I had only managed to rub the towel three or four times against my body before my wife stood in front of me, locked her arms around my neck and said, “We can still pull out of this, hon.”

I dropped the towel on the floor and wrapped my arms around her waist.

Instead of answering her implied question, I lowered my face to hers, and we kissed. A deep sensual kiss. I pressed my hard cock against her stomach.

When Abby and I broke the kiss, we looked each other in the eyes.

“Shall I let him put the anklet on me, Dan?” she whispered.

I slipped my hand between her thighs, and she let me touch her pussy. Her pussy lips were engorged and wide apart. My fingers found her slit, and they instantly became wet.

“Abs, you are very, very wet down there. It is not water from the tub, is it?” I said.

She shook her head. “No, it is not.”

“Is it only me that has turned you on so much?” I asked her.

She stared at me for five, maybe ten seconds, before she slowly shook her head again and whispered, “No.”

“Then you have my answer,” I said.

That was when Khalid decided the time for drying and talking was over. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw how he hung his towel on the towel rack. He picked the anklet up from the coffee table, where he had put it on, and stood next to my wife. Without any qualms, he squeezed his hand between my wife and me, placing his palm on her stomach, just above my cock. He pulled her back away from me, and Abby and I let go of each other.

“I need her, Dan!” Khalid said and twirled my wife around. He put his hand on the small of her back and led her to the sex swing.

Omar hung up his towel on the rack. He quickly ran in front of my wife and Khalid and pulled the curtain off, revealing the sex swing. Without further ado, I joined the party at the swing. I felt my balls were going to burst when I stood behind Abby and Khalid, the stud who was about to fuck my wife on the swing.

Khalid put his hands on Abby’s shoulders. He turned her around, gently nudging her to sit in the swing, which Omar was already holding for her.

Abby grabbed hold of the harness and, holding on to the straps, she lowered herself into the swing, resting her bum on the seat. This particular sex swing was a bondage sex swing and had cuffs that Omar and Khalid clasped around her wrists. Omar let go of the swing. Hovering over my wife’s shoulder, he ran his hand over her breasts, scraping her nipples, and her whole body trembled at his touch. Khalid leaned forward and planted a kiss on Abby’s lips. Just a peck. He pulled his face back from hers, looked at her for a second, smiled, and went for a second kiss. This time Abby opened her mouth, and they kissed for what was ten or maybe fifteen seconds. As they kissed, I saw how my wife’s stomach muscles spasmed, and she began shaking, so excited she was to be kissed by this foreign man.

When they broke the kiss, Khalid said to her, “It will be great fun, Abby. Let me take you to a new world of pleasure!”

A nervous and excited smile flickered at the corners of Abby’s mouth before she whispered, “OK.”

Khalid stepped back, took her left foot in his hands and lifted her leg. He bound her ankle to the strap with the ankle fastener. He squatted in front of my wife, took her right ankle, and clasped the anklet around it.

Then the truly exciting part began when Khalid lifted Abby’s right foot, making her lean back, and at the same time, Omar lowered the swing. My wife’s feet swung up in the air, and her legs spread apart, opening her pussy right before Khalid’s eyes. I felt precum oozing from the tip of my cock; such a turn on it was to watch my wife being spread eagle by the two strangers. I took a deep breath and squeezed the head of my penis to prevent blowing my load. Omar stepped to my wife’s right side and tied her ankle to the strap with the ankle fastener. Khalid grabbed hold of both her ankles and spread her legs super wide. It was too much for me, and I turned my gaze away from my wife’s pussy; otherwise, I risked cumming right there and then.

After a few seconds, when my urge had subsided a little, I looked at Abby’s face.

“How do you feel, hon?” I asked her.

Overwhelmed by excitement, she struggled to catch her breath. “Exposed!” she murmured.

Khalid smiled when he heard the one-word description of how my wife felt and nestled his mouth between her thighs. Abby gasped the moment his lips touched her labia. 

Khalid began licking her slit. The tip of his tongue opened up her pussy lips, found the entrance of her vagina and slid inside. After a second or two, Khalid withdrew his tongue from my wife’s pussy hole and spent some time licking and stretching open her inner pussy lips. Then his tongue ran up the slit of her vulva, spreading her lube. When he reached her clit he flicked at it with the tip of his tongue for a few seconds before heading back down towards her vaginal opening. Khalid repeated the cycle over and over again.

Omar moved back to stand behind my wife. He squatted, hooked his arms under her armpits, moved the necklace’s pendant out of the way and cupped her breasts. Omar began kissing my wife’s neck; however, I stepped to her left side, leaned over her, and pushed Omar’s head away from her, leaving him only my wife’s breasts to play with. My mouth found Abby’s, and she readily parted her lips to let my tongue in. We started to kiss; we kissed with a lot of tongue action. We were pausing only to take a quick breath, impatient to resume kissing. Khalid continued to give her cunnilingus while Omar vigorously massaged her tits, occasionally pinching her nipples.

The constant intense stimulation that my wife was receiving elicited the first moans from her, and within a couple of minutes, she was moaning continuously. I had not seen her shiver during sex like she was shivering at that moment. Ripples of light muscular contractions could be seen travelling through her body. I had read about group sex and how awesome sex in a sex swing is and had read testimonies of women who had taken part in bondage sex. They talked about how overwhelming it is to be stimulated simultaneously by several men. However, one thing was to read about it and another to experience it. Obviously, Abby was the one experiencing it, but I could witness her experience. I could not say that she had orgasm after orgasm, but I could tell she was in a state of sensual overdrive. As for me, I suppose I was in a similar state of continuous sexual tension, although it is impossible to compare my sensations with Abby’s. One thing I knew for sure, though. Feeling the tickling in my balls for so long without release could not be compared to anything I had felt before.

After about ten minutes going down on Abby, Khalid decided it was time to move on to the next stage of our adventure and stood up. He cleared his throat, signalling that he wanted to take charge of the next step. I pulled away from Abby, as did Omar, letting go of her boobs.

“Would you let me fuck you, Abby?” Khalid asked my wife and brushed her stomach with the back of his hand.

A wave of shivers ran through her body. She looked up at me. Her face was flushed red, and beads of sweat had broken out on her forehead; she was panting heavily, clutching the straps of the swing tightly.

I knew her gaze was our last chance to pull back. So far, we had been bold, adventurous, naughty; we had pushed the envelope. But if another man’s cock penetrated her, that would be the final, irreversible destruction of our marriage vows. I knew that once it was done, it could not be undone. Our relationship would change forever. I hoped not for the worse, but I couldn’t be absolutely sure. We were crossing into uncharted territory. And I had doubts. I was scared. I was jealous. But above all, I was horny and turned on, and I wanted it to happen. I knew we would have regrets if we did it. However, I also knew that we would regret it more if we called it off.

So I said to her, “We have gone thus far, hon. . . . I love you!”

“Love you too!” she whispered and then said to Khalid quietly, “Do you have a condom?”

Khalid looked up at his friend. “Omar, can I borrow one of yours?”

“I don’t have large size, only regular. I have already checked,” Omar said.

Khalid mouthed, “What the fuck?”

Omar shrugged his shoulders and added, “The boss hasn’t thought this bit through!”

Khalid shook his head and said with frustration, “It will break!” Then he cleared his throat, looked at me and clarified, “That’s how I got myself banished from London!” He sighed, took his cock in his hand, and turned to my wife. “Abby, I will pull it out before I—”

“I have a morning-after pill in the cupboard,” Omar said and chuckled. “Why spoil the fun with old fashioned ways?”

“Bareback? What about STDs?” I asked with concern.

Omar shook his head in disappointment. “Don’t offend us! We are proud Arabs!”

My wife was hesitating.

Khalid stroked his cock and said to her in a soft voice, “Abby, would you go for the pill?”

She looked at me, and I smiled at her.

Then she looked back at Khalid and whispered, “OK.”

Khalid nodded at Omar, and the latter quickly adjusted two of the straps of the swing, grabbed the harness under my wife’s back to keep her steady and nodded back at Khalid. It was clear that these two friends had done this before because they acted like a well-oiled machine. They knew exactly when and what to do without the need to speak to each other.

Khalid guided his cock at Abby’s pussy. She trembled when his cockhead touched her pussy lips.

“Be gentle, please!” my wife said to him.

“I’ll go slowly, Abby. Just relax and let the good times roll,” he said, and at the same time, he pressed the head of his cock against her vaginal opening. Her inner pussy lips spread open.

Abby’s face flinched. Khalid saw that and paused. He put two fingers on her outer pussy lips, one on each side of his cock, just above the cockhead, and ran his fingers up to her mons pubis, along her landing strip and then back to her pussy lips. Khalid did not touch her engorged clit. He brushed around it, touching the clitoral hood but avoiding her clit. Khalid repeated this teasing massage a couple of times without removing the tip of his cock from the entrance of my wife’s pussy. When he felt that her vagina had relaxed enough, he thrust again. This time his cockhead slid in, stretching the rim of her vagina. Abby whimpered.

“You OK, Abs?” he asked her.

She nodded yes, and Khalid made another thrust. My wife gasped as half of his cock slid in. Khalid thrust again.

“Oh, my God!” Abby cried and clutched the straps of the swing just above the handcuffs.

Khalid stayed motionless for a few seconds and then thrust again; this time, his entire shaft disappeared into my wife’s pussy. He stayed still again for a few moments giving her vagina some time to adjust to his size, and then began pumping her with long slow strokes.

“Let me make it unforgettable for you, Abby,” Omar said and lowered the swing in such a way that my wife lay horizontally, with her head tilted back and hovering in the air and her legs spread wide open; feet pointing at the ceiling.

Omar took his cock and pointed it at her mouth. “Would you suck me?” he asked her.

My wife opened her mouth, and he slid his cock in. Khalid increased the tempo of his thrusts, and Omar grabbed hold of her arms and held her tight as he tried to minimise the swaying of her body. A minute later, I was stroking my cock while watching the two guys spit roast my wife in the swing. Khalid was fucking Abby at full speed as she was sucking Omar or at least trying to do so because she was swinging too much despite Omar’s efforts to keep her still. After her pussy had been pumped relentlessly for two or three minutes, Abby began orgasming.

She tilted her head to the side, letting Omar’s cock slip out of her mouth and started crying, “Oh, my God!”

Her entire body shook in waves of pleasure. Abby had one of the heaviest orgasms I had seen her have. Khalid’s response to my wife climaxing was to increase the speed and depth of his thrusts until she could only moan a series of ‘Ohs’ in a high-pitch voice.

As her orgasm began subsiding, Khalid slowed down pounding her pussy, and Omar grabbed my wife’s shoulders and said to her, “Swallow me, please! I want a deep throat!”

“I’ve… never… done it!” Abby said, breaking her words because she was still panting, and her body shook with each thrust of Khalid’s cock in her pussy.

“It’s easy if you arch your head back and let me slide it in. Breathe through your nose!” Omar said to her and grabbed his cock in one hand. Abby arched her head back, opened her mouth, and Omar shoved his dick into her mouth. Khalid stopped thrusting to let his friend slowly slide his cock deeper into Abby’s mouth and then gradually, very slowly, into her throat. Abby began choking, but Omar shouted at her, “Deep breaths, Abby! Through your nose! Breathe through your nose!”

The two friends continued to work in sync. Keeping his cock inside her, Khalid bent forward slightly and wrapped his arms around Abby’s hips to keep her steady while at the same time his friend let go of her shoulder, freeing both his hands. Omar grabbed my wife’s head with two hands and pushed it backwards, making her arch her neck back even more, and her throat opened up. Through the movement of her neck muscles, I could see how his cock made its way into her throat. Omar started to slide his dick back and forth very slowly and carefully while Abby breathed noisily through her nose.

Less than a few seconds had passed, and Omar said to my wife, “I am about to cum, Abby! Don’t try to spit it out, or you will choke!” He groaned as he began unloading his spunk into her throat. Omar managed to say through his grunts, “Just swallow, Abby! As if you are drinking big gulps of milk! That’s it! That’s it!”

He continued to groan while my wife’s neck muscles moved faster and faster as she continued to suppress her gag reflex, letting Omar’s cum go down into her stomach. In ten seconds or so, Omar was done. He slowly withdrew his cock from her throat and mouth.

Abby began to cough and retch, tears appeared in her eyes, but she did not throw up. She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Omar reached to a tissue box perched on a small side table behind him, pulled out a tissue and wiped the saliva from her mouth and chin. He tossed the tissue on the floor and smiled at her.

Abby cleared her throat and swallowed before she said, “Thanks!”

Omar caressed her forehead and praised her, “Well done, Abby! You are a real pro! Thank you!”

Then he grabbed her by the shoulders so that she did not swing as Khalid let go of her hips and resumed fucking her with renewed energy. Less than a couple of minutes later, Khalid brought my wife to a second orgasm, more explosive and definitely louder than the first one. Her loud moans filled the entire room, deafening the sound of Khalid’s crotch slapping against her pussy. Khalid reached the point of no return too. He began thrusting his cock frantically and grunted loudly as he unloaded his semen into my wife’s womb. After emptying his balls, Khalid continued to fuck her; however, he gradually slowed down his thrusts as he and Abby eased out of their orgasms until he withdrew his cock from her pussy a couple of minutes later.

Khalid looked down at his glistening cock. As if rehearsed, Omar reached behind with one hand while holding Abby with the other, grabbed the tissue box from the side table and handed it to his friend. Khalid took out a bunch of tissues and started to wipe my wife’s pussy juices off his still erect phallus. Abby had provided an enormous amount of lubrication. Her whole pussy—labia, clit, vagina—as well the bottom part of her buns were soaking wet. I hadn’t seen her so lubed before. There was no denying that she had been very aroused by being fucked in the swing.

Abby seemed to be struggling to comprehend what had just happened because she was biting her lower lip and shaking her head.

I was not prepared to wait for Khalid to finish his cleaning routine. I was keen to fuck my wife. I also thought he was disrespectful towards her and me standing there and cleaning his cock after he had just thoroughly fucked her in front of me. I tapped him on the shoulder, and he knew what I wanted. He moved out of my way, and I stepped between my wife’s legs. I leaned over her and swept away the sweat from her forehead.

She sighed and said, “We fucked it up big time, Dan!”

“We’ll think about it later! Let’s have fun now, hon!” I said and took my cock in my hand.

“Do you want me to lift you up a little, Abby?” Omar asked her.

“Yes, please,” my wife replied.

Omar adjusted the harness so that Abby sat upright in the swing.

“I’ll hold her for you,” Omar said to me and wrapped his arms around my wife’s waist, locking his hands on her stomach and pressing his chest against her back. He smiled at me. “You can fuck her harder this way!”

I ignored the streak of Khalid’s sperm dripping from Abby’s pussy onto the floor and, without further ado, I guided my cock into her vagina. Her pussy was wet and loose, and I felt no resistance, but I liked the feeling of void. Not physically but psychologically. I knew my wife’s pussy was loose because it had been fucked by someone else; someone with a superior cock to mine had stretched her vagina like never before. That made me jealous. I felt humiliated, abused. There was a sense of loss and anger, but I was also keen to take back what was mine. So I began fucking her at full speed straight away. I was burying my cock all the way to its base inside her vagina, slamming my pubic bone against her puffed up labia and engorged clit. I was thrusting harder and faster, trying to go deeper with each stroke, hammering her pussy lips with my crotch as if I wanted to flatten them. My cock felt sore, but I kept banging it inside her pussy. I was drilling her vagina as deep as I could, rotating my hips when my cock was deep inside, grinding the cock base against her vaginal rim, trying to make a deeper and larger hole in her pussy. I didn’t care if I hurt her. In a way, for the first time in our sex life, I wanted to cause her some pain. Not a great deal of pain, no! But just enough to leave a mark on her pussy, to make her pussy feel sore. 

Abby had closed her eyes. With her lips squeezed tightly together and her face twitching from time to time, she was clutching the straps of the swing, determined to endure whatever I was doing to her pussy. Standing next to us, Khalid watched us with a smile on his face, stroking his semi-erect cock. In less than three minutes of thrusting with zeal, I started to spurt my sperm into my wife’s vagina. I shoved my cock all the way up inside her. I stayed still with my cockhead pressed firmly against her cervix, ejaculating spurts of semen into her womb. I had lasted too short, so Abby did not climax with me, but she still looked at me and gasped when she felt my dick throbbing inside her pussy. I had one of the deepest orgasms I had ever had. A few seconds later, I pulled my dick out of her vagina, having emptied the last drop of sperm from my balls.


8.     No time for regrets

Omar let go of my wife and offered me the tissue box he had offered his friend. I pulled a bunch of tissues and stepped away from the swing before I started to clean my cock. I wanted to show respect to my wife, not like Khalid, who had stood between her legs while cleaning himself, as if she was an object of his pleasure, which he had just used and disposed of.

Abby leaned her head back and looked up at Omar. “Can you help me get off the swing, please?” she asked him.

Omar smiled at her. “Of course!”

He put the tissue box back on the side table and began unstrapping my wife’s wrists. Khalid stepped in to help release her ankles from the straps.

In the calm after having sex, the way I thought and felt changed. Perhaps my sex hormone levels dropped. Whatever the reasons, regret reared its ugly head and the excitement I had felt about sharing my wife just minutes earlier evaporated. It got replaced by a feeling of guilt and even shame. Yes, I felt deflated and ashamed. The look on my wife’s face told me she was feeling in a similar way.

“How do you feel, hon?” I asked her when she stood up, having been released from the swing.

Abby was exhausted and struggled to stand on her feet. She grabbed onto Khalid’s shoulder for support while he put his hand on the small of her back.

“How do you think I feel, Dan, after this?” she asked me coldly, even with frustration in her voice, and at the same time, she pointed down with her free hand at her pussy.

“Don’t overthink it, Abby. There is no point,” Khalid said and rubbed her back comfortingly.

Abby sighed. “Indeed. There is no point now,” she agreed with him.

“Don’t forget life is about having fun,” Omar interjected and stepped to her other side.

“Mmm,” Abby grunted and put her other hand on Omar’s shoulder.

Hearing her talk like that and watching her being hugged by these two men, whose cocks had just been in her insides ravishing the most intimate parts of her body, brought home the realisation that she had changed. Her attitude towards me had changed. She still cared about me if she was having regrets about what we had done. However, I knew she was disappointed with me for not stopping her. I was sure that she was blaming me for letting her get fucked, and indeed for encouraging her to do so. That was clear from the anger in her voice, and I should have expected it. But there was also something else I sensed in her voice. There was something in the way she was looking at me. Almost as if she had become an independent woman again. 

That was when I realised that my feelings for her had changed too. I still loved her. Yes, very much. Maybe even more. But in a different way. The way I perceived her had changed. I wouldn’t go as far as to say that she had lost her ‘purity’ in my eyes—I had never thought about her in those terms—but now I was seeing in her a woman with vices, a woman who had sexual desires which she did not necessarily need me to satisfy. I didn’t like my diminished status. I felt that I had to fight to win her back. She was like a fortress I had lost in the medieval online game I was playing, and I had to retake that fortress before the enemy had plundered all its treasures. And the more the enemy plundered, the more I wanted to claim back what was mine. Indeed, after my wife’s pussy had been fucked by another man’s cock, her desirability, in a way, had increased multi-fold. I had fucked her after Khalid and Omar, but that was not enough. She was still in the hands of the two Arabs, and if I wanted to have her back, the most logical way to do so was to take her with me and leave. However, I felt too weak to do it, and for the time being, it seemed that I was going to let the two younger guys have their way with her a little longer.

“Let’s go sit down for a bit,” Khalid said and nodded towards the bed.

Abby’s legs were shaking, and Omar and Khalid helped her walk to the bed. I threw the soiled tissues in the nearby wastebasket and followed them.

“Sorry, I am shaking,” my wife said apologetically as she sat down on the edge of the bed.

“That’s how it is after a bondage session, Abby,” Omar said and caressed her cheek. “Did you like it, though?”

“Can we not talk about it, please?” Abby snapped at him.

“Why not talk, Abby? Group sex is great fun! That is what matters!” Omar said. “The rest is just stupid dogmas that serve only to oppress and subjugate!”

Khalid added, “Open-minded people should not knuckle under and should do whatever they like as long as they don’t hurt others.”

“Ha!” I couldn’t help myself but react to Khalid’s comment. “Look who is saying that! Someone who loves London but left it only because his father had told him to do so!” 

“What do you mean?” Khalid asked me as he looked at me.

Preaching cliches might be all right for you, but it is not your wife who just got fucked, I thought. I was a little irritated, but I still replied politely, “As you said, Khalid, you listen to your father because in your Arab culture—”

“Umm!” Khalid grunted. “You are so wrong, Dan.”

“I am so wrong?! Really?” I raised my voice.

“Yes, you are,” he said. “I did not leave London because of that. I did it because it was a business deal if you will. If you haven’t noticed already, Dan, I have to tell you: Omar and I are not exactly the typical Joe Blows who conform to the rules. We do as we like. What I am trying to say is that enjoying life is what matters. Not observing rules set by society thousands of years ago, often to oppress people based on gender, faith, or race. Of course, we should respect and love each other and follow the rules when they make sense. But we should not let dogmas prevent us from enjoying life because respect and love are precisely about enjoying life together. Think about it!

“Do the four of us respect each other? We do! Right?

“Do you and Abby respect each other? I believe you do!

“Do you love each other? I think you do!

“Is experiencing something new together not the best way of sharing that love for each other and showing your respect for each other? Tell me! Isn’t it?”

I did not like someone lecturing me, but Khalid made sense. Or at least I wanted him to make sense because what he had said made me feel better.

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Well, you kinda make sense. From that point of view. Hm, yeah, you do.”

I looked at my wife. For the first time after she had gotten off the sex swing, she smiled at me, a faint and bitter smile, but it was a smile nonetheless, and I was grateful for it.

“I guess we have to stick to that point of view, honey,” she said to me.

I liked it when she called me ‘honey’. It was a timely reassurance that she still loved me, especially after snapping at me a couple of minutes earlier.

Khalid decided to change the subject and asked Abby, “Would you like a glass of water? Or whisky?” He brushed aside a strand of hair from her face.

“Both, please,” Abby said. She looked between her legs and put her hand under her pussy to catch the cum that was leaking out. Then she added, “And a towel or something.”

Omar offered his help. “I’ll get you a towel,” he said. “I think you will need something else too.”

Instead of going to the towel rack at the Jacuzzi to get her a towel, Omar went to one of the wall cabinets and opened it. He began searching for something—I assumed the morning-after pill—while Khalid went to bring water and whisky for my wife.

I sat down on the bed next to Abby and asked her, “Are you OK, hon?”

She sighed a deep sigh and looked at me. She stared at me with sadness in her eyes but said, “I think so. And you?”

I kissed her cheek and whispered, “Abby, I loved it, baby! Did you like it?”

She wasn’t saying anything, so I said to her, “I love you, Abby!”

“Still? After this?” Abby pulled her hand from between her legs, opened her palm and showed me the cum on it.

I nodded. “Yes, I still love you after this!” 

She put her hand back between her legs. “It’s not only your sperm, you know!”

“Yes, I know. And I still love you!” I wrapped my arm around her shoulders.

Abby cuddled up to me, and her gaze wandered in the distance. After a few moments of silence, she whispered, “I hope that’s the case, Dan.”

I hugged her tighter. “We did it together, Abby! I will never blame you for it. I wanted it as much as you did, if not even more. I love you! We shared a unique moment. You made me happy.”

“How, Dan? By behaving like a whore?”

“Actually, yes! If you want to use that word. I loved that you behaved like a whore, and I want you to continue to behave like a whore. Today! I mean today only! Today only, I want you to be a whore!”

Abby turned her face to me and looked me up in the eyes. She stared at me without saying a word for a few seconds before she whispered, “Dan, since when have you. . . .”

She did not finish her question, so I rubbed her shoulder and said quietly, “Abs, I’ve always had this fantasy to watch you have sex with another man or to watch you have a threesome with two guys. I think I am a secret cuckold.”

Abby shook her head. “Not a secret one anymore, Dan! I just got fucked in the pussy! And I took another man’s cock in my mouth! You are now a true cuckold. Do you realise that?”

“I do, and I like it,” I said without hesitation. “And I know how hard it must have been for you to do it. Abby, I appreciate that you did it for me! I really do!”

“Don’t be so sure!”

“What do you mean? That I appreciate it?”

Abby did not respond; she just watched Omar, who was searching for the morning-after pill or something on the upper shelves of the cabinet.

“Don’t be sure I did it for you only,” she whispered after a while as she continued to look at Omar.

He closed the door of the cabinet with frustration.

“Oh, did you have the same fantasy?” I asked my wife, finally realising what she might have been trying to tell me.

Abby replied hesitantly, “I don’t know! Sometimes I. . . . I don’t know, Dan.”

Omar had not found whatever he had been looking for in the cupboard because he went to the storage room where Khalid had gone to fetch ice from the fridge for the whisky.

As Omar disappeared behind the door, I shook my head and said, “How hard is it to bring a towel, a glass of whisky and a glass of water?” Then I turned my attention to Abby. “Abs, if you had the fantasy—”

“No, I don’t think I had the fantasy,” she said abruptly.

I looked at her, bewildered. 

What is it then? I thought. Maybe, that’s how all women are. They never know if they want something or not when it comes to sex, maybe—

Abby interrupted my thought when she said quietly, almost as if she was scared to tell me, “But John thought I had.”

“John? How come?” I asked, quite surprised.

“Remember when we were at Ruby’s birthday? When you went with her to the study room to help her fix her dual-screen? And I stayed behind with John in the living room?”

I nodded yes.

Abby took a deep breath and then said, “He showed me on his phone movies he recommended to watch, and there was this one nineties movie, called ‘Threesome’ or something. He played a sex scene from it, and it was about a woman sandwiched between two men. I kinda watched the scene, and you know, then you and Ruby came back. I gave John back his phone. Then he whispered in my ear, and I blushed. You asked me if I was hot, and I asked Ruby to turn down the heating. But the reason I blushed was what John said to me.” Abby paused for a second before she asked me, “Do you know what it was?”

“What was it?” I asked, very intrigued.

“That he thought I was into threesomes with two guys. He said he had watched me how I had reacted to the hot scene and was certain I was into it.”

“And are you into it?”

“No!” Abby said immediately, raising her voice. But then, after hesitating for a few seconds, she added, “I don’t know. Maybe I am. If I ended up doing what I did just now! Maybe I am a whore!”

The storage room door opened, and Omar went to the towel rack at the Jacuzzi, carrying a small jar in his hand.

I looked at my wife and rubbed her shoulder as I said, “Abby, I know I am definitely into it! Please be a whore today! Let’s have fun while we are on it. This is no time for regrets!”

A smile crossed my wife’s face again. It was still a bitter smile, but I had the feeling that this time it was a much broader smile than the previous one. “OK, Dan,” she said. “I will be a whore today! As you say, this is no time for regrets. While we are on it. And before I sober up!”

We had just finished our conversation when Omar brought a small towel and a cosmetic jar. He stretched his hand to give Abby the jar.

“What’s this?” my wife asked as she looked at the jar in Omar’s hand.

“It’s an organic-based moisturiser since you might be chafed down there,” Omar said.

Abby raised her eyebrows. “What are you talking about?!”

Omar clarified, “Khalid is sizeable, and other women we have—”

“No, thanks. I am fine,” Abby said abruptly and pushed away his hand with the jar but grabbed the towel from his other hand. Then she asked him, “Have you brought me the pill?”

“Umm, I couldn’t find the pillbox,” Omar replied. “Most probably, the butler has moved it. I will get you the pill later, don’t worry!”

Abby did not say anything, just shook her head in disappointment. She stood up and wiped the sperm from her hand with the towel. Then she cleaned her pussy, folded the towel with the soiled side inside and put it on the edge of the bed before she sat on it.

Khalid brought a glass of water and a glass of whisky with a couple of ice cubes in it. Abby took the glass of water from him and gulped it in one go.

“Can I have another one, please?” she asked Khalid as she gave him back the empty glass and took the glass of whisky from his hand.

“Certainly! You worked for three people, Abby,” Khalid said.

Abby blushed big time and looked at Khalid’s face. He smiled at her with a guilty smile and made an apologetic grimace.

“All right! I’ll take it as a compliment,” Abby said eventually and shook her head again, but at the same time, a tiny smile spread across her lips.

I liked it. It seemed that the dip in her emotions was being gradually replaced by a more playful mood.

Khalid turned to me and asked me, “I am going to pour myself a glass of whisky. Would you like one, Dan?”

“Yes, please,” I said.

“And one for me, please!” Omar added.

Khalid went to fetch the drinks while Omar sat down cross-legged on the floor in front of Abby and me. Omar’s eyes fell immediately on my wife’s pussy. Abby noticed his gawking and closed her legs. He grinned at her shamelessly.

Khalid brought the drinks on a tray and gave Abby her glass of water. Omar and I grabbed our glasses of whisky. As a true gentleman, Khalid waited for Abby to drink her water, took the empty glass from her hand and put the glass back on the tray. He put the tray on the nightstand, took his whisky and sat down next to my wife on her other side.

I had tried to find faults with Khalid for wiping his cock disrespectfully after fucking my wife on the swing, but that was to make myself feel better. In fairness, he was a very considerate man. He knew how to impress women, at least women like my wife. I had to give him that. Abby liked men who were gentle, who cared about her and who showed her their appreciation. And he was doing precisely that by being attentive to her and her needs! From the moment we had met him, Khalid had been kind to my wife. Consistently, all the time. Even while he was fucking her, he was gentle to her. Penetrating her with his enormous cock might have caused her discomfort, at least in the beginning, but she knew it was inevitable with his size. Despite his sizeable cock and eagerness to fuck her hard, he made sure to be as gentle as possible, giving her time to relax, communicating to her every step of the way. Khalid had proven to be a gentle lover, exactly the type I knew my wife liked. She had always said that I was a gentle lover, and she loved me for that. And now Khalid was showing her that he was not only gentle in bed, but that he was a sensual and gentle person in all aspects. Yep, this guy knew how to score brownie points with Abby!

That was why I was not surprised that she did not mind it when Khalid put his hand on her thigh. She was OK too when he started to rub her thigh. At the end of the day, he was her type, and he had just fucked her! And I had told Abby I wanted us to continue to have fun. Her behaviour made sense.

Nonetheless, I felt I should not completely surrender my wife to this guy, and I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, pulling her closer to me. Abby leaned her body against mine. This did not deter Khalid, though. He continued to run his hand up and down her naked thigh. She did not mind it again when his hand slipped between her thighs, and he gently nudged her to open her legs further apart. I glanced at his crotch. He was sporting an erection. It was clear that he wanted to fuck my wife again. I caught Abby’s gaze. She, too, was looking at Khalid’s cock.

When his hand crept up between her legs and reached her pussy, she trembled and looked at him, and they smiled at each other. Khalid teasingly ran his fingers over her slit, up along her landing strip, and when he reached her belly button, Abby giggled. My wife’s new lover continued to tease her by running his fingers over her breasts. He brushed her left nipple, and it became erect. His hand moved to her right breast, and after circling her areola with his thumb, he cupped her boob. They stared at each other with a playful spark in their eyes, drinking from their glasses while Khalid kept his hand on her breast. I watched them and felt my cock coming to life again.

I leaned my mouth to Abby’s ear and whispered, “Since we are on it, why not have some more fun?”

Without looking at me, with her gaze fixed on Khalid’s eyes, she whispered, “Why not indeed?”

That was when Omar attracted Abby’s attention by pulling on her anklet. She looked at him. Omar pretended that he wanted to have a closer look at the anklet, but his hand slipped up her calf, and when it reached her knee, Abby abruptly pushed his hand away and closed her legs.

She shouted at him, “Stop it!”

Khalid let go of her boob and looked at his friend without hiding his disappointment with Omar’s untimely intervention.

Omar shook his head. “What?” he asked, frustrated, and took a sip from his whisky.

Abby sat up, pulling away from me and crossing her legs to hide her pussy from Omar. Her face had turned serious.

We continued to drink for another five minutes or so in silence before Khalid put his hand on Abby’s thigh again. And she uncrossed her legs! Omar was watching what was going on and shook his head in disbelief. Khalid’s hand slipped between my wife’s thighs; she opened her legs and flashed her pussy. Abby watched Khalid run his fingers up her inner thigh, trail her pussy lips and then reach her clit. She trembled when he touched her pleasure bud.

“It’s hypersensitive, isn’t it?” Khalid said.

“Yes, it is!” Abby said with a ticklish smile on her face and squeezed her legs together, trapping his hand between her thighs.

Khalid didn’t mind it. He leaned his face towards hers, and they kissed. A long kiss with a lot of tongue action.

“It’s not fair!” Omar shouted and threw up his hands, spilling some of his whisky.

Khalid and Abby pulled away from each other and looked at him.

“Why do you let him do all this to you, and you don’t even let me caress your leg?” Omar asked Abby, shaking his head.

Khalid chuckled while Abby cuddled up to me, looking down at Omar’s face. 

She was not answering his question, so I said to Omar, “Look, mate! My wife and I are just having fun in your den today. Being naughty this one time in our life. And she can do as she pleases. That’s all!”

“I get that. That was our plan all along. But why with him and not with me?” Omar asked me.

“Maybe she likes him more than you, Omar,” I said.

“Why?” Omar asked again.

“I don’t know. Ask her!” I said.

Omar looked at my wife with deep sorrowful eyes. “Why, Abby?”

She shrugged her shoulders and said simply, “Women!”

Omar drank up whatever was left of his whisky. “Is Khalid so much better than me, Abby?” he asked her.

“Omar!” Khalid said sternly. “Pull yourself together, mate! You know what this is about! Have you forgotten?”

Omar shook his head despondently and made a sad face. Abby sighed, feeling sorry for him, and even I felt sorry for him to some extent. 

“Sorry, Omar!” my wife said. “I am doing something very crazy today. Something I am sure I will regret later. I’ve never done something like this before and probably will never do it again. Please don’t spoil it! As Dan said, this is our fun adventure, and we are doing it the way we want. I don’t owe you anything, I am afraid.”

“It’s OK,” Omar said quietly. “I am used to not getting what he gets”—He nodded towards Khalid—“Part of my job, I guess! I have to get used to it, as the boss says. Khalid is simply more likeable than me.”

Khalid shook his head at his friend and murmured through his teeth, “Stop it!”

Omar sighed loudly. “I’d better get myself plastered,” he said and prepared to get up from the floor.

“Oh, come on, Omar!” Abby raised her voice. “I gave you a deep throat! I haven’t done that even for Dan!”

A happy smile slowly spread across Omar’s face, and he said, “Yes, actually, you did that for me! And you were great at it, Abby!”

Omar sat back on the floor.

“Thank you!” Abby said and looked back at Khalid.

“You were great on the swing too, Abby!” Khalid said to her. “Was that your first bondage?”

Abby nodded. “Yes.”

“Your first bondage? Really?” Omar asked, looking genuinely surprised.

“Yes, it was my first. I’ve never done BDSM before,” my wife replied.

“Did you like it?” Khalid asked her.

Abby thought for a couple of seconds before she said, “Um! It was something different.”

“Different like, . . . how? You liked it or not?” Khalid asked her.

Abby smiled mischievously.

“Be honest, Abs!” he encouraged her and finished his drink before he added, “The hosts of the party would appreciate some honest feedback!”

“Yes, Abby, tell us!” Omar said and finished his glass of whisky too. He took the empty glass from Khalid’s hand and put the two glasses on the floor.

Abby did not answer the question; she only drank from her glass.

“Did you like the bondage experience?” Khalid asked her yet again, and his hand between her legs moved.

Abby giggled and squirmed a little but did not release his hand. She still did not provide an answer.

It was weird and erotic. The four of us having drinks and chatting, completely nude, and most importantly, my wife just having been fucked by the man whose hand was stuck between her legs, most probably teasing her pussy. The thought made my dick twitch. I was getting horny again, and lust pushed aside any lingering feeling of guilt. My jealously and shame were replaced by sexual desire and passion. It looked like my wife was going through the same transition because she caught Khalid looking at her tits and giggled.

“Do you like them?” she asked him.

“Oh, yes! Honestly, they are perfect!” he said and ran the back of his free hand over her nipples. 

I saw goosebumps rising on her arms and neck.

Omar put his hand on Abby’s knee and traced her outer thigh. My wife watched him sternly as he did that but did not stop him.

“You have silky smooth skin, Abby,” he said when he reached her hip and removed his hand.

Abby thanked him for the compliment with a brief, forced smile. For some reason, my wife did not like Omar. She seemed to have liked him initially, but it appeared she had turned against him ever since the swing.

I wasn’t quite sure why, and it seemed Omar was struggling with the same question because he asked her, “Abby, why don’t you like me? I am sure you liked me when we met. What’s changed?”

“Can’t you guess, Omar?” she asked him abruptly.

He shook his head. “No. I mean, I really like you, and I don’t know what I did wrong. I just—”

“OK!” Abby said, raising her voice. “Let me ask you this: how would you have liked it if someone had shoved a dick into your throat and almost choked you to death? You were rough with me, Omar! I don’t like it rough!”

Abby put her free hand on Khalid’s cock. She gently squeezed his erect dick, and as she slowly ran her palm along his shaft, she stared Omar in the eyes and said, “You see, every woman is a whore deep down. Today, I am letting that whorish side of me out, but it does not mean I do not demand respect!” She let go of Khalid’s cock and said to Omar, “I like to be respected, Omar, and I like it gentle!”

Omar sighed before he said, “I am sorry, Abby! I was told to be rough with you.”

“Told? By whom?” Abby squealed and threw up her hand in dismay.

“Omar! Why can’t you shut your mouth up?” Khalid shouted at his friend but then quickly calmed down and said, “Why do you assume that if someone agreed to get on the swing, they like it rough?”

Omar’s face turned crimson red, and he muttered, “Sorry, Abby!” He cleared his throat and added, “I am very sorry. I assumed too much!”

“I did not like what you did to me, Omar!” Abby said. “Let me spell it clearly for you: I do not like it rough! It was my first time doing it, and you almost choked me! Very few women in the world like doing deep throat, and I am not one of them.”

Khalid rubbed her shoulder and whispered, “Abby, I am so sorry.”

Omar apologised once again, “I am sorry if I spoiled your first BDSM experience, Abby.” 

Abby drank the last of her whisky and said, “OK. Let’s move on!”


9.     Moving on

The stationary phone on the nightstand rang. Both Omar and Khalid looked at the ringing phone, but none of them went to answer it. It appeared that they were not too keen to pick up that phone. However, it kept ringing.

“Are you going to answer it?” Khalid asked his friend. “It’s him.”

“Yeah,” Omar said reluctantly. He stretched his hand towards my wife’s empty glass and said to her, “Let me put that away, Abby!“

Abby gave him her glass. “Thank you, Omar!”

“Here is mine too,” I said and gave him my glass too.

Without any rush, Omar picked up the other two empty glasses from the floor, got up, went to the nightstand, and put the glasses on the tray on the stand. All this time, the phone kept ringing. Someone was trying desperately to get hold of us. Omar looked at Khalid, sighed and picked up the phone.

“Hiya,” Omar greeted whoever was on the other end of the line in English.

Omar listened to the caller for a second and said, “Because we have turned them off, boss! I thought we were supposed to keep them off while–”

Omar got interrupted. He listened on the phone for a few seconds before he said, “OK, change of plans! Understood! I’ll tell him. We’ll turn them on.”

He listened patiently to the person on the other end of the line again and then said, “OK. I’ll keep mine off. Only Khalid will turn his on. I’ll tell him. Anything else?”

Omar listened again to what the caller was saying and replied, “Of course. One more time, to be sure. Yes.“

After another short pause to listen to further instructions, Omar said, “Yes. We’ll try, boss. Khalid is on it. As we speak!”

Omar turned around to look at us, listening on the phone and said, “For Khalid, of course! Why do you even have to ask? As planned! And as expected. And as usual!” Omar shook his head. He was clearly frustrated. “Sometimes, you have to think about how I feel. I am pissed off, to be honest, and I—”

Omar got interrupted again. He listened impatiently to what he was being told on the phone before he said, “Yes, yes! I know! I’ll play along.”

After he listened briefly again, he added, “Understood! Will swallow my pride!”

Omar listened to the caller and kept shaking his head in disagreement but, in the end, said, “I promise. All right?!”

It seemed that the person on the other line asked Omar to do something, with which Omar profoundly disagreed because he shook his head vehemently and said, “No, I’m sorry, but it won’t happen! We won’t turn them on, sorry, boss! Khalid and I might have agreed to play this game, but that we won’t do! We’ve already told you so! We are not that mean!”

Omar listened to the person on the phone for a few more seconds and then said, “Will tell him. Not to worry! Understood!”

Omar hung up the call, put the phone back in the station and joined us at the bed.

“What does he want?” Khalid asked his friend.

“To make sure it is done at least one more time. He wants the full package!” Omar replied. He grinned before he added, “Ah, there’s also a slight change of plan. He wants the whole thing to blow up now. But you have to play surprised.”

Khalid shook his head. “I don’t get him!”

“Neither do I,” Omar said and rubbed the back of his neck before he asked his friend, “Where’s your phone?”

Khalid nodded towards his shorts on the floor.

Omar grinned at Khalid again. “Turn it on! And take it with you! Someone has been trying desperately to get hold of you, and you need to speak to them at the right moment. That’s the new deal.”

“Fuck, no! I am busy!” Khalid said, raising his voice.

Omar shrugged his shoulders. “That’s what he wants!”

“I’ll think about it!” Khalid said abruptly.

Omar shook his head. “As you wish, Khalid! You are on better terms with him than I am.”

“Who was that?” I asked and nodded towards the phone on the nightstand.

“Oh! That was my dad!” Omar said, then rubbed his face before he explained. “Apparently, he has taken a special interest in my deal with Khalid and is trying to micromanage us. Dad wants to play Yousif. We’ll play along, of course, but it is fucking stupid. The whole thing is ridiculous! Anyways. Let’s not talk about business. It can wait. We are here to have fun!”

Omar rubbed his hands and sat back on the floor in front of Abby. He looked up at her face, and she smiled at him. He smiled back. It seemed that Omar had managed to patch things up with her.

“Come on, Abs! Admit it!” Khalid chirped. “Set aside Omar, who is an imbecile; I think you liked your first BDSM experience. You did, a little, just a little, didn’t you?”

Khalid used his free hand to tickle my wife’s stomach, and she giggled and squirmed.

She squeezed her legs tightly around his hand, and Khalid laughed. “Oh-oh! Someone has strong thigh muscles. I won’t mess with you! No more!”

He removed his hand from her stomach but left his other hand supposedly trapped between my wife’s thighs, and, without taking his eyes off Abby’s face, he asked her, “Did you like it?”

Abby giggled again and said, “OK! Maybe I liked some of it.”

“Ha-ha! “Khalid laughed. “Some of it? Which part of it?”

Abby laughed too. “Ha-ha! You know which part!” She looked at Khalid’s erect cock, leaving no doubt which part she had liked.

God, she is acting like a whore! I squeezed the tip of my cock. Love it! Love it!

Yep! At that point, my cuckold lust had come back, strong as ever. I wanted to watch my wife being fucked by Khalid once again.

Omar pretended he had not understood Abby’s signal and asked her, “Did you like the swing, or being fucked by Khalid’s large cock or the attention of three men at the same time?”

Omar’s words were too crass for my wife’s liking, and his question drew an angry glance from Khalid.

“Omar, why? Why the fuck are you doing this? To spite me?” Khalid asked, shaking his head in desperation. Indeed, it was clear that Omar was sabotaging his friend, and Khalid was rightly not happy about it.

Predictably, Abby blushed at Omar’s insensitive question. But this time, she did not get pissed off with him. Instead, my wife smiled at him and looked at the swing. She started to sway back and forth, stubbornly not releasing Khalid’s hand from the grip of her legs. Apparently, she was going to answer Omar’s question. Khalid, Omar, and I were all intrigued and stared at her face, waiting for her answer.

Finally, she said, “That thing”—she pointed at the swing—”doesn’t do it much for me.”

Abby looked at me, reached her hand to Khalid’s cock and brushed his cockhead with her fingers, making his cock twitch. Khalid was very turned on, ready to fuck her straight away if she asked him to.

Still looking at me, Abby continued to talk to Omar. “As for this thing, Omar, yes! But not on its own. It was how Khalid used it on me: gently, with care for me. I liked it when I was surrounded by men, who, with some exceptions”—she looked at Omar and smiled at him, shaking her head—”worked hard to make me happy.”

Omar chuckled. “He-he! I get it, Abby! Not that much the swing but being in the centre of attention of gentle and capable lovers.”  

Abby swayed once again and then nodded in agreement. “Yes! I like gentle lovers, not rough ones.”

“Let me show you that I too can be a very gentle lover!” Omar said enthusiastically, kneeled up and put his hand on her knee.

Abby shook her head and said, “No!”

Her rejection did not dishearten Omar. He pressed on with his proposal. “Abby, we’ll do it on the bed, no swings or blow jobs. Let me properly. . . .” He was about to say the word ‘fuck’ but stopped himself and said, “Let’s have proper sex, and I promise I will be very gentle.”

Abby shook her head again.

A lustful smile spread across Omar’s face, and he said, “Since you and Dan are on it!” He winked at me. He had overheard a part of my conversation with my wife earlier on.

“No!” Abby said firmly.

“Oh, I see.” Omar made a sad face. “Size ultimately matters, doesn’t it? If Khalid asks you, you will say yes.”

My wife wasn’t saying anything. Just stared Omar in the face.

Omar sighed. “Abby, you can be honest about it! Remember: what goes in Omar’s den stays in Omar’s den! Dan won’t hold it against you if you admit you want something bigger than mine and his . . . you know what.”

I whispered in her ear, “I am fine if you prefer larger—”

“Shh!” Abby shushed me nervously.

Her breathing became shallower and quicker; she was getting uncomfortable with the conversation. Omar had managed to put her on the spot: if she refused to let him fuck her, she would admit in front of her husband that she liked men with big cocks. And that would imply that I was not good enough for her either since we all knew that Khalid was more endowed not only than Omar but than me as well.

Ten maybe twenty seconds passed, and Abby was not saying a word. Then she suddenly said, “OK, Omar! I will do it with you!”

Omar looked at Khalid and grinned before turning back his attention to my wife. “Just to be clear, Abby, you will let me fuck you in the pussy, right?” he asked her.

Khalid and I shook heads. We knew that Omar was asking the question only to rub it in Khalid’s face: Omar was stealing Abby from Khalid despite Khalid’s indisputable qualities.

Abby blushed. I could hear the thumping of her heart in her chest. She swallowed nervously and said, “I can’t believe I am saying this, but, yes! I will let you fuck me in the pussy.”

Omar grinned again. He had played his cards well. He knew that my wife agreed to have sex with him, and not with Khalid, only because she did not want to hurt my ego. Omar let go of her knee and rubbed his hands together, happy with the result of his efforts. He had manipulated my wife to give him what he wanted.

Abby raised her finger at Omar. “And no blow jobs or rough sex!”

“Yes, no blow jobs, no rough sex. I will fuck you in your pussy, just that!” Omar said. He looked at his cock, which was hard again and added, “I am kinda ready.”

Abby seemed still hesitant, just staring at Omar and not saying anything, so I whispered in her ear, “Go for it, hon! Be a whore today!”

Khalid also joined me in encouraging her to let Omar fuck her. “Go for it, Abs! Give Omar a chance! He is a good guy, and he is good in bed.”

Abby’s lips opened to murmur ‘OK’, and she spread her legs open, preparing to get up from the bed. Both Omar and I looked at her crotch and saw that Khalid had shoved two fingers into her vagina.

Khalid looked at me, then at Omar, and a sheepish smile spread across his face as he pulled his glistening fingers out of my wife’s pussy.

“What?” he asked and shrugged his shoulders. “Keeping the oven warm!”

Abby screamed, “Oh, my God!” She buried her face in her hands and, shaking her head, she said, “I can’t believe what a slut I have become! Getting screwed in front of my husband and discussing these things! I will hate myself for this!”

“No, you are not a slut, Abby!” Khalid hurried to reassure her. He grabbed her hands and made her uncover her face.

Abby looked at him.

He said to her, “It is called ’a lust session’—a time when we all give in to our fantasies and carnal desires. After we have some fun, we go back to our normal lives. It is a stress vent, Abby! And you won’t hate yourself for it. You have just become a hotwife, and you will want more of these lust sessions. Omar and I know this very well. We have turned quite a few wives into hotwives, haven’t we, Omar?”

Omar raised his hand for a high-five, and Khalid gave him a high-five.

Abby asked quietly, “So am I now a hotwife?”

Khalid and Omar nodded yes at the same time. Then Khalid added, “And Dan is a cuckold.”

We all went quiet for a while, reflecting on what had been said.

Omar decided to break the silence and put his hand on Abby’s knee. “Would you like to ride me, Abby?” he asked her.

Abby nodded yes, and the two of them climbed on the bed. Omar lay on his back with his erect cock standing up, and Abby straddled him in the cowgirl position. She kneeled over his crotch, grabbed his dick, and guided it into her vagina, slowly lowering herself and impaling her pussy on the shaft. There was no problem for her pussy to devour Omar’s cock all the way down to its base. My wife’s vagina was well lubricated, and the size of Omar’s penis was nowhere near close to that of Khalid’s monster cock she had to deal with minutes before.

Abby stayed still for a few seconds, sitting with Omar’s cock inside her, then leaned backwards, placed her hands on Omar’s legs behind her for support, just below his knees, and began riding him, thrusting herself back and forth on his cock. Khalid and I stood up and watched the two lovers fuck as we stroked our dicks.

Abby rode Omar for about five minutes and shivered in orgasm. With her hands on his legs behind her, she closed her eyes, and moaning a deep throaty ‘Ugh!’, she sat on his crotch, arched her back, and tilted her head backwards. She moved her hips in a circular motion, grinding her pussy against the base of Omar’s cock, as the waves of pleasure spread from her groin through her entire body.

Abby’s orgasm passed, and she resumed riding her lover, but he was still not cumming. My wife continued to ride him for another five or ten minutes, and he was not getting any closer, so she stopped and looked at him. She was flushed red, and a sheen of sweat had broken out over her face, shoulders, and neck.

“Sorry, it takes longer with me the second time,” Omar said, and an apologetic smile spread across his face.

Khalid said, “I know what will make Omar pop it!”

“What?” Abby asked and looked at Khalid.

“DP!” came Khalid’s answer. “Omar loves taking part in DP more than anything else! He will be done in a couple of minutes, right Omar?” Without awaiting the answer of his friend, Khalid added enthusiastically, “And you know what? It looks like we can make it happen right away because I am ready for rock and roll again, Abby!”

Khalid stroked his hard cock and winked at her.

My wife had been listening to Khalid intently. Now, she leaned forward and put her hands on Omar’s chest and asked Khalid, “DP?”

“Yeah, the best three-way!” Khalid said and stared at her. He ran his hand over the length of his cock from the tip all the way to the base. When he reached his scrotum, he fondled his balls and said enticingly, “DP feels great!”

Abby looked up at me. “What is DP, Dan?”

“Double penetration,” I said.

“No way!” she squealed and looked back at Khalid. “I am not having sex with you to be tortured, Khalid! I am doing it for my pleasure too, you know!”

“He-he!” Omar interjected. “And because you fell for Khalid, Abby! We all know that!”

“Shut up, Omar!” Khalid immediately shouted at his friend.

Omar’s words visibly stung my wife because she looked up abruptly at me. She shook her head slowly, looking almost scared.

Without showing any emotion, I said in an even voice, “It’s OK, Abs! I know.”

Omar chuckled again. “He-he! You see? Dan knows you are in love with Khalid and won’t mind it if you do something special for Khalid, even if it hurts a little. Khalid loves DP too!”

“Don’t listen to him, Abs!” Khalid said.

“No! I am not doing DP! I barely took in your thingy!” Abby said and nodded towards Khalid’s member. “There’s no way my vagina can take yours and his at the same time!

“Not a DP like that, Abs!” Khalid said and chuckled. “He-he! Of course, not such a DP!” Then he clarified further. “I will go in the front while Omar will go in the back.”

“No!” my wife squealed again. “I don’t like anal at all! God! What did I get myself involved in? Enough whoring for today!”

Abby placed her hands onto Omar’s stomach and prepared to prop herself up to get off his cock.

Khalid stepped closer to the bed. “Hold on, Abby!” His lips curved into an enticing smile. “You haven’t tried it with Omar and me! We are pros when it comes to this type of DP. We could make it a TP if Dan decides to join us! A real once in a lifetime experience! You will love it!”

“What is TP?” Abby asked.

“Triple penetration! TP, as I call it,” Khalid explained.

The moment Abby heard the words ’triple penetration’, she began shaking her head.

Khalid waved at her to calm down. “Listen, Abby! Listen to me! It will be great! Trust me! You know you can trust me, right? You know I will never hurt you, don’t you?”

Abby stayed still.

Khalid continued his explanation. “We will do it this way: me at the front, Omar at the back, and you can give Dan a blow job. No deep throat, just a blow job, gently! It will be your ultimate foursome experience! A spit roast and a DP at the same time. Think about it! A desert experience like this is once in a lifetime, and since we’ve gone thus far, it only makes sense to do it now!”

“Mmm, no,” Abby said to Khalid and then turned to Omar. “Let me get off you!”

My wife pressed her hands against Omar’s stomach to prop herself up and get off him, and he puffed, but he put his hands on her hips and held her.

“Stay like this, Abby, please! I love it inside you!” he said and rubbed her hips before he added, “Khalid is right, Abby. Let’s make it great! My dick is not as big as Khalid’s or Dan’s, to that matter! It can easily slide into your back door.”

Abby tried to push herself off him again, but he held her impaled on his cock and pleaded with her, “Please, let’s do it! I have an excellent anal lube, and most importantly, I am a master in anal. I know how to do it so that it doesn’t hurt even a tiny bit.”

My wife had enough. She pushed herself off Omar, making him grunt, and he let go of her. She got off him, and his still erect cock slid out of her pussy. She sat down on the bed next to Omar and stared absentmindedly at the Jacuzzi as her eyes filled with moisture.

Khalid sat on the edge of the bed and put his hand on her shoulder.

She pushed his hand off her, turned to him and said as she choked back tears, “How can you be so insensitive, Khalid? I thought you were different, but you are not. You only think about yourself and your friend. How to use me for your pleasure and his! I mean nothing to you!”

“No, Abby, no!” Khalid said. “I, I, look, I was going by the script for Omar and me that . . . Look, I shouldn’t have because you do not mean ‘nothing to me’. Because. . . .” He did not finish his sentence and sighed.

Omar jumped in to finish Khalid’s sentence by saying, “Because Khalid has fallen in love with you!”

Abby froze when she heard Omar’s words. Khalid looked at his friend in anger and was about to tell him off, but Omar beat him to it.

“What?” Omar said. “It is true! Don’t tell me you are not! You were not supposed to, but you did. It was supposed to be just sex, but now it is way more than that, isn’t it? You are in love with her, and she is in love with you!” Omar sat up and turned to my wife, who was staring at him. “Yes, Abby,” he said. “You are in love with Khalid. You want only him! Not me and Dan. That’s why you don’t like the idea of having group sex with the three of us. It is not about having fun for you. No! It is about being with Khalid. Just admit it, and Dan and I will leave you alone with Khalid.”

Khalid didn’t say anything. He leaned towards Abby and brushed the back of his hand against her cheek, wiping a tear that had rolled down.

Abby turned her gaze at me. She wasn’t saying anything either; she was just staring at me. She knew her outburst had given away her true feelings for Khalid, and she was worried about what that meant for our relationship. I should have been worried too when I heard Omar, especially when neither my wife nor Khalid pushed back on Omar’s assertions. However, I was too horny to think straight. I wanted us to have group sex there and then, and my thinking was muddled.

I stood there and shrugged my shoulders. “I think it is about having fun,” I said.

Abby was not taking her eyes off me. She slowly rubbed her breasts, contemplating what to do. Perhaps half a minute passed in silence before she looked at Omar and said, “Omar, you are wrong! It is only about having fun! Let’s do it!” She raised her finger at him. “But if it hurts, we will stop immediately!”

Khalid stayed still for a couple of seconds before he said, “That’s the spirit!”

Then he climbed on the bed.

“OK, then!” Omar said and got off the bed. He went to one of the cupboards in the wall, opened it and brought back anal lube.

Khalid grabbed a pillow and lay on his back, placing his butt on the pillow.

Then he instructed Abby to straddle him. “Abby, lower yourself onto my cock the way you did it with Omar.”

My wife straddled Khalid facing him, took his cock and started to impale her pussy on it. She went slowly, inch by inch, taking her time to get used to his size again, breathing in gently through her nose and exhaling slowly also through her nose to relax her vagina, occasionally flinching when she pushed too hard. When her pussy lips finally made contact with Khalid’s pelvic bone, with the rim of her vagina stretched around the base of his shaft to the breaking point, she reached back with both hands to grab onto Khalid’s legs for support, but he stopped her.

“No, Abby!” Khalid said. “Lean forward onto my chest so that you prop your ass up for Omar to penetrate you!”

“But I won’t be able to ride you like that,” she said, looking a little perplexed.

“No, you won’t be able to. Neither you nor I will be able to move much. Omar will be providing the friction through the membrane between your ass and your pussy. That’s how this DP works!” Khalid explained.

Abby sighed and whispered with a worried face, “This is gonna hurt!”

Despite her apprehension, she still leaned forward onto Khalid’s chest, sticking her bum in the air. Omar climbed on the bed, kneeled behind her, straddling his friend’s legs and lavishly applied lube to her asshole. He lubed his penis too. Then he put away the lube and started to rub her anus with his fingers in a circular motion as Abby watched apprehensively over her shoulder, staying still with her pussy impaled on Khalid’s cock. After about a minute or so, my wife’s entire body trembled when Omar began slowly inserting his finger into her butt hole.

“Oh, God! It’s going to hurt!” she squealed, and it looked like she was about to start crying.

“Relax, Abby, relax!” Omar said and pushed his finger all the way into her anus.

My wife’s face cringed. She briefly looked at me and then turned to Khalid.

“This is going to hurt!” she said with her voice crackling. “Khalid, can we not just fuck, the normal way? The three of you can have me one by one!”

“It’s not going to hurt, Abby. Trust me! I know what I am doing,” Omar assured her from behind her.

“Trust Omar, Abby!” Khalid said and caressed her cheek, brushing aside a strand of hair. He thrust upwards and smiled at her. “Do you like the pressure on your cervix?”

“Yes,” my wife said in a higher pitch voice as at that very moment, Omar inserted a second finger into her anus and began finger fucking her. Khalid wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in closer to him. She lay on top of him, pressing her tits against his chest, and they began kissing.


10. Caught in the act

I watched my wife with the two strangers, and I felt the rush of adrenaline in my veins. My heart was thumping in my chest like crazy. It was so exciting to watch, and on top of that, I was about to join the fray too!

I am about to have group sex with my wife and two other men! Wow! What a turn-on this is! I wish I could preserve every moment of this experience, I thought, and that was when I had an idea: I will film the four of us having sex!

I ran to my wife’s shorts and took her mobile phone from the shorts pocket. I returned just in time to watch Omar take his fingers out of Abby’s asshole and spread her ass cheeks with one hand. He positioned his cockhead at her anal opening using his other hand and prepared to push his member into her. So far, Abby and Khalid had been kissing non-stop. However, the moment Abby felt Omar’s warm cockhead touch her asshole, she broke the kiss, propped herself up with her hands on either side of Khalid and looked over her shoulder at Omar, waiting with apprehension for him to penetrate her ass.

I climbed on the bed and kneeled in front of Abby, just above Khalid’s head, with my balls precariously hanging above his face. Undeterred by the close proximity of my genitals to another bloke’s face, holding my wife’s phone in one hand, I grabbed my cock in the other and waited for her to turn to face me so she could take my dick in her mouth.

Abby turned her head and looked at me. “What are you doing, Dan?” she asked me in a squeaky voice. 

“Preparing for a blowjob, I guess,” I said, a little taken aback by her abrupt question.

“No! Not that!” she shouted. “What are you doing with my mobile phone?”

She suddenly cried out loudly, “Oh, fuck!” because Omar pushed his dick into her butthole at that very moment.

“I am about to film us, hon,” I said and chuckled. “He-he! For future inspiration!”

“No!” she squealed. “I’ve added the kids to my iCloud. Are you crazy?”

“Oh, shit!” I shouted and dropped the phone on the bed. “I haven’t filmed anything yet, hon, so—”

“Stop! Stop!” Abby began shouting and tapping on the bedsheets as she looked at Omar over her shoulder. “It hurts! Pull it out!”

Omar stopped pushing his cock. It looked like my wife was about to start crying.

“Abby, I am not even in! Look!” he said and pulled his crotch back. His cock sprung up in the air. Then he asked her, “You have tried anal before, haven’t you?”

“Only twice! With Dan! And I didn’t like it! It hurt!” Abby said and whimpered. “Why did I agree to it now? Stupid me!” 

“Oh, Abby!” Omar exclaimed, shaking his head. “You are practically a newbie! I was told. . . , I assumed. . . , never mind!”

He sighed and then said, “Listen, Abby! Let me teach you how it’s done!”

She shook her head. “No, I don’t—”

“Abby, listen!” Omar interrupted her. He was holding his dick in one hand and rubbed her buttock with his other hand. “There is a trick to it! Listen! Please! Just listen to me and then decide. Will you?”

My wife stared at him in silence.

Omar took her silence as a tacit agreement to listen to what he was going to say. So he went ahead and explained, “The trick is this: when I tell you to push, push as if you want to open your bowels.”

“Fuck! No!” my wife cried. “I don’t want to shit myself!”

“No, silly!” Omar chuckled. “It is to open your second sphincter to let my cock in! You cannot shit yourself while I am pushing in, can you?”

What? His cock is not a cork! I thought. Of course, she can shit herself! The only reason she won’t do that is that she went to the bathroom before lunch. Anyway, I have to give it to him. He comes up with ways to get what he wants, and it seems it works!

Abby stared at Omar for a few seconds, then she murmured, “OK. I will try, one last time!”

She turned her head forward and stayed still, staring at my cock, and taking deep breaths.

Omar rubbed her buttock and said, “Here we go!”

He parted her ass cheeks with one hand and pressed his cockhead against her asshole using his other hand.

“Abby! Push now! Push!” Omar said to her, and at the same time, he pressed his cock against her asshole and pushed in real hard. From Abby’s facial expression, I knew that she followed his instructions and his words confirmed that. “There you go!” he said. “I’m in! All the way in! Did it hurt?”

My wife shook her head to indicate no. I pressed my cock against her lips, and she took it into her mouth.

“Let the good times roll!” Omar said with a grin and began thrusting in her ass, initially slowly, very gently, but gradually increasing the tempo. Thus, in two minutes, he was fucking my wife’s ass at full speed, shaking her body with each stroke and making her boobs sway back and forth, her nipples occasionally brushing against Khalid’s chest.

Another minute or so passed, and Abby stopped sucking my cock. A whimper squeezed through her lips, followed by a moan of the word ‘fuck’. Khalid reached his hands to her chest and cupped her hanging tits. She gasped, letting my cock slip out of her mouth.

The next thrust of Omar’s cock in her ass evoked another moan.

I pushed my cock in her face. Abby opened her mouth, and I slid my penis in. She resumed sucking me off, only to let my dick slip out in less than a few seconds when she moaned again.

I wasn’t getting the blowjob I had hoped for, but I still loved it! It was the most erotic scene in my life! My wife trying to blow me while she had a dick in her pussy and another cock ploughing her ass.

Khalid began panting heavily. “How’s it, Abby?” he asked her.

Abby replied in a low-pitched voice, “Better than I thought.” A moan escaped her lips. A second later, she whimpered, “Oh, Fuck!” Then she added, “Actually, it’s amazing!”

Omar was listening to the conversation because he grinned with satisfaction, slapped my wife’s ass cheek, put his hands on her hips to hold her steady and began ramming his cock in and out of her ass with force. The room filled with the sounds of slapping skin as his thighs slammed against her buttocks.

“Do you feel the friction?” Khalid asked my wife and started to pump his pelvis up and down.

Abby cried in a high-pitched voice, “Fuck!” Then, panting heavily, she gave Khalid a delayed answer to his question. “Oh, yeah! It’s like one long deep everlasting orgasm!”

Khalid smiled and said, “I told you that you would like it, Abs!”

He let go of her boobs and put his hands on her sides. Khalid continued to thrust his cock in her pussy as deep and fast as he could while Omar relentlessly fucked her ass.

Propped on her right hand, my wife grabbed my cock with her left hand, put the cockhead in her mouth and began sucking me. Despite the jolts of her body caused by the other two dicks thrusting in her, Abby kept my cock in her mouth. She seemed to have put her heart and soul in the blowjob this time because she sucked my cockhead with zeal while stroking the shaft, pausing only to take a breath or let a moan out. Abby’s mouth was driving me closer and closer to the point of release.

At that point, Khalid found it difficult to fuck her at pace in his constricted position, so he switched to pumping her pussy with long slow strokes. However, Omar did not have any constrictions and pounded her ass with a fury, caring little that he was fucking her intestines. It did not look like he was hurting her, though, because I was able to see the waves of pleasure travelling through her back muscles as she was riding her ‘one long deep everlasting orgasm’.

In a couple of minutes or so, I felt I was about to cum.

“Hon, will you swallow, please?” I asked her.

Abby nodded, and at that point, I began emptying my load into her mouth. Omar couldn’t last any longer either. Groaning loudly, he pressed his crotch tight against her ass, unloading his spunk inside her. At the same time, Khalid wrapped his arms around my wife’s lower back, made a single sharp thrust with his pelvis upwards and stayed still. He shouted something in Arabic, which I assumed meant ‘I am cumming’ and started emptying himself into her womb.

Seeing that, I thought for a blip of a moment: need to get her that pill! And then my mind plunged back into the bliss of pleasure.

There is something very special when three cocks are emptying their loads simultaneously inside a woman who is shivering and moaning in pleasure. While I would lie if I said that I did not have doubts about sharing my wife, as I am sure many cuckolds have doubts from time to time, and indeed, most non-cuckold husbands think the idea is crazy, at that moment, I knew for sure: all the trepidations, risks, angst, regrets, all were worth it to be able to live through that moment of ecstasy. The ecstasy of watching three men orgasming at the same time inside your wife! I felt like I was experiencing something out of this world.

It seemed that I had unlimited supplies of sperm as I kept cumming and cumming while Abby diligently swallowed, but I finally ran dry. And it was just in time because my wife pushed my cock out of her mouth, grabbed my hips and dug her fingernails into my flesh. Her whole body shivered in a crescendo of orgasmic pleasure.

Once her orgasm had subsided, Abby took my still erect cock back into her mouth, but she did not suck me this time. Instead, she started to lick me, gently running her tongue over my cockhead, looking up at my face and smiling seductively. She was still panting, flushed red, with a mixture of her saliva and my cum around the corners of her mouth. I loved it!

In the meantime, having finished unloading his sperm, Khalid had let go of Abby’s back and pulled back his pelvis, just keeping his cock inside her pussy, while Omar had resumed thrusting but at a much slower speed.

My wife’s mobile phone buzzed, and Khalid grabbed it since it was lying on the bed next to his right hand.

“Abby, someone’s calling you!” he said and was about to give Abby the phone when someone shouted from the phone’s speaker, “Khalid?! What the fuck?!”

It was a familiar voice. In a panic, Khalid looked at the phone screen, as did my wife, letting go of my cock.

“Ruby!” Khalid shouted.

Abby screamed, “Oh, my God!” She grabbed the phone from Khalid’s hand, stared at the screen for a second—with big eyes, her jaw hanging down and saliva and cum dripping from her mouth—and shouted at her sister, “I’ll call you back!”

Ruby began shouting too. “Abby! Oh, my God! Are you fucking Khalid? Who are these other guys? Dan? Are you—”

Ruby could not finish her sentence because my wife hung up the call.

Omar grabbed hold of my wife’s buttocks and burst into laughter. Still laughing, he took his dick out of her ass and, shaking his head, he said, “This is so much fun! You’ll give me stomach cramps from laughing!”

Abby ignored him and instead shouted at Khalid, “Why did you answer the phone, you idiot?”

Without waiting for an answer, she squatted and stood up, letting Khalid’s cock slip out of her pussy, dripping cum onto him.

Abby got off the bed and stared at her phone screen. She didn’t care that Khalid’s cum was oozing from her pussy down her thighs, some of it ending up on the carpet. She was shaking her head in disbelief with what had just happened and kept cursing, “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

“I must have accidentally tapped ‘Accept’, Abby,” Khalid said and tried to sit up, but his forehead brushed against my balls, and he lay back. “Fuck it, Dan!” he cursed loudly. “Move away, please! Will you?”

I stood up and jumped off the bed.

Khalid immediately sat up and asked my wife, “Why was it unlocked in the first place, Abby, for fuck’s sake?”

I slapped myself on the forehead. “Oh, shit! I turned off the passcode ‘cos I thought it would be easier to film.”

“Well, that’s what happens, Abby, when you share your passcode!” Omar said and laughed again. “Ha-ha!” He got off the bed and added, “And also when you share your holes, ha-ha!”

“Hold on a second!” my wife said, ignoring Omar’s cheeky comments, and looked up at Khalid. “How do you know my sister? How does she know you?”

“Oh, fuck! Ruby is your sister!?” Khalid shouted and clasped his cheeks.

“How do you know her? How do you know my sister, Khalid?” Abby shouted at him.

Khalid got off the bed and stood in front of Abby. He tried to put his hands on her shoulders, but she pushed his hands away and shouted again, “How do you know Ruby?”

My wife was becoming hysterical. Her face was crimson red, and her lower lip was trembling; she was ready to burst into tears. She was not taking her gaze off Khalid’s face.

Khalid almost cried when he said, “She is the woman with whom I had an affair in London!” Then he shouted despondently, “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! What a mess!” He switched to cursing in Arabic.

“You fucked my sister?! Is that what you are telling me?” Abby asked with horror in her eyes.

She grabbed Khalid by the shoulders and shook him, holding her phone in one hand. Staring him in the face, she shouted, “Have you fucked my sister, Khalid? Have you?”

“Not only fucked her! OK? I impregnated her!” Khalid cried and buried his face in his hands.

“Oh, my God!” Abby said quietly and let go of Khalid.

She stepped back, shaking her head, and repeating, “Oh, my God!”

“Ha-ha!” Omar laughed again. “Why are you crying, Khalid? Cheer up, mate, mission accomplished! The boss is happy! You have now officially fucked the two sisters. You should get a pay rise!”

My wife swiftly turned around and threw her phone at Omar, who ducked in, dodging it by a hair. Fortunately, Abby’s phone hit one of the cushions lined up along the wall and did not break.

I puffed air into my cheeks and let it out slowly. “So, let me get this right, Khalid,” I said as I rubbed my temples. “John is your dad’s business partner. Is that right?”

Khalid looked up at me and said, almost crying, “Yes! And now I am truly screwed! Ruby is mad, like mad-mad! Really, really mad! She’s gonna tell John that I fucked her sister, and when John calls my dad, dad will kill me!”

Omar seemed to be the only one in the room who found the whole fucked up situation funny. He kept smiling and shaking his head in amusement.

He went to Khalid and asked him, “But, buddy, may I ask you something?”

“What is it?” Khalid asked abruptly, without hiding his irritation with his friend.

Omar put his hand on Khalid’s shoulder. “I get it that sometimes the physical resemblance might not be obvious, especially when you fall in love with someone at first sight. Your mind is muddled up and . . . , I get it. But I wonder how you couldn’t tell they were sisters if what they say about sisters’ pussies is true. Don’t they feel the same way?”

Khalid pushed his friend’s hand off his shoulder without answering the stupid question. Abby gave Omar a blistering look.

Omar said, “I’m joking! I should know too, don’t I? Since I too—”.

Khalid couldn’t hold his nerves and pushed Omar in the chest. Omar took a step back.

Khalid shouted at him, “Yes, mate! And you should know better how to behave and what to say!”

Suppressing his laughter, Omar said, “Good acting! Although I think you are overdoing it a little with the sad faces, you know!”

“You shut up!” Khalid said and pushed Omar in the chest again. “It’s not a game for me! I am not like you and some others, you know! I care for people! Abby deserves more respect than anyone else in this house, including you! So shut your mouth up before I put a fist through your teeth!”

Omar raised his hands in the air apologetically. He seemed to have finally had enough fun mocking Abby and Khalid and went to pour himself a glass of whisky.

I tried to piece together the puzzle for myself, so I asked Khalid, “Khalid, did you say Ruby’s baby is yours?”

Khalid nodded. “Yes! It so happened that. . . .” He paused for a second. “Hm, do you know that John cannot have kids?”

“I know,” I said. “Something is wrong with his sperm. When Ruby broke the news about the baby, we wondered how he had managed to. . . . Well, we know now. She is pregnant with your baby, not his.”

“Yes! Ruby has always wanted to have kids,” Khalid said.

“She was talking of adopting or using a sperm donor,” Abby interjected, having calmed down a little.

“Well, she found a sperm donor in me. So to speak,” Khalid said, went to the hookahs and picked up his clothes from the floor. He continued to talk as he put his clothes on. “It was an accident, but when Ruby found she was pregnant, she told me she would keep the baby. I thought we would marry, but then John and my dad, well, they practically made it impossible because we both were gonna be stripped of all income and would have no means to live normal lives. To be fair, Ruby and I were attracted to each other but were not in love. So Ruby went back to John, and he agreed for her to keep the baby. John, as you probably know, is a very vengeful person. Once you cross him, he will find a way to get back at you in the meanest possible way. So he agreed to take Ruby back with the baby on the condition that Ruby and I sever all links and, of course, I never set foot in London again.”

Khalid put his sandals on and joined Abby and me.

He took a deep breath and said, “In a nutshell: I had an affair with Ruby, impregnated her, and now I have slept with her sister! I am fucked up! It’s bad, very bad!”

“It’s even worse, buddy! You might have just impregnated her sister too,” Omar said and chuckled, but then had to duck in because Abby grabbed one of the empty glasses from the tray on the nightstand and threw it at him. The glass smashed against the wall behind him.

Abby turned and looked at me. “He is right!” she said. “We fucked it up big time, Dan! I need that fucking pill!”

She went to the sofa at the Jacuzzi, sat down, and covered her face in her hands. Khalid joined my wife on the sofa. 

He rubbed her shoulder and said to her, “Abby, don’t listen to Omar! He is an idiot.”

I decided that the party was over and put my clothes and shoes on. I collected Abby’s clothes and sandals and brought them to her.

I sat on the sofa on her other side just when Khalid wrapped his arm around her shoulder and whispered in her ear, “All will be all right, Abby!”

Abby squirmed away from his embrace, looked up at him and said, “No, it won’t! He is right, Khalid!” Tears began rolling down her cheeks. “Can you imagine what my relationship with Ruby is as it is now? After seeing me getting fucked by you—her lover and the father of her child? And how much worse it will be if we are both pregnant from you? Why the fuck can’t you use a condom, for fuck’s sake?! I am against abortion, Khalid. I can’t kill a baby, so he’d better find the fucking pill!” Abby nodded towards Omar.

Omar was standing at the table, drinking from his glass. He overheard my wife and said, “Abby, I lied to you. I have no such pills. This is a country where such things do not come by easy. You might as well accept you are knocked up. Khalid is very potent, as your sister knows too well!” And to add insult to the injury, he chuckled and added, “On the plus side, going bareback felt fantastic, didn’t it? I can say for myself: it felt awesome!”

Abby looked at Omar and asked him, her voice crackling, “Why did you lie to me, Omar? What have I done to you to hate me so much?”

Omar rubbed his chin. “Well, darling, we don’t have condoms here. I didn’t lie to you about that. Yep! However ridiculous it may sound for professionals like Khalid and me: we didn’t bring any. Hi-hi! To be fair, we were really rushed and were told everything we needed would be provided for us, but hey, the boss is not perfect. He forgot about condoms or maybe deliberately missed putting them in the luggage. Who knows? Hi-hi! But you must admit it feels better without condoms!”

“Stop calling yourself the boss, Omar!” Khalid snapped at his friend. “You are drunk! You don’t know what you are talking about; you are no boss, mate! You are a disgrace!”

Omar shrugged his shoulders and grinned sheepishly. “OK, Khalid, I will play on if that is what you wish.”

My wife was staring at Omar in shock, almost in horror. Now she sobbed and mumbled, “Why, Omar? Why?”

Omar grinned at her. “Why? Why what? Why did I lie to you about the pill? Well, women who are happy to get fucked with no strings attached don’t come by easy in this country either. So I did not want to miss the opportunity if you know what I mean. I had to lie to you, I am afraid. If you had a dick, you would know why.”

“You are such a dick!” Abby shouted, crying, and turned to look at me. She grabbed my arm, almost as if she was looking for physical protection. I hugged her, and she cuddled up to me.

“Omar, you are really out of line! Stop it!” Khalid shouted at his friend and then rubbed my wife’s thigh and said to her, “Abby, you can’t get pregnant.”

Abby looked at Khalid, and after staring at him for a few seconds, she snapped at him, “I can’t? Really? You’ve just fucked me like a rag doll, you idiot! Of course, I can!”

She wiped her tears and said to herself, “I should have known better!”

Khalid stood up and went to pick her phone up from the floor.

He came back and stretched his hand with the phone towards her. “You have several text messages and missed calls from Ruby,” he said. “Abby, we need to manage this properly. She does not need to know. Shall we call her and tell her it was not what it looked like? We can say that—”

“I can’t talk to her right now!” Abby said, grabbed the phone from his hand and turned it off.

She put the phone on the coffee table and, without saying a word, got up off the sofa, removed her jewellery and gave it to me to hold for her. She went into the shower cabin, turned on the shower, adjusted the showerhead to jet stream setting, squatted, spread her pussy lips with two fingers and rinsed her vagina, trying to wash away any sperm left inside her. Khalid and I watched her in silence as she stood up, shampooed her head, and rinsed it. Omar had also shut up and was standing and watching, stroking his cock. When Abby finished washing her hair, she moved to shampoo her body. She spread shampoo on her shoulders and chest, paying special attention to her boobs. Then she soaped her stomach, pussy, and butt. She closed her eyes and rinsed away the shampoo, starting from her neck and shoulders, moving down to her chest, and pushing up her breasts as she rubbed her nipples and areolas with one hand, holding the showerhead in the other. Before she moved to her stomach, she lifted up each boob to make sure she rinsed off all the soap. After the water had splashed against her belly for a few seconds, she squatted slightly and rubbed her pussy with her free hand as she washed away the shampoo. She repeated the same process to rinse her ass. I must admit that despite realising how much in trouble Abby and I were in, and despite jealousy and regret creeping back up on me, I felt hugely turned-on, watching my wife showering naked in front of the two other men in the room and me.


11. Goodbyes are hard

Abby got out of the shower and put on a towelling gown she took from one of the armchairs. She began drying herself off.

“You know that sperm can still get into your womb, princess,” Omar said. “When you orgasm, the cervix opens and sucks in —”

“Shut up!” Abby snapped at him. “I will get the morning-after pill, you idiot!”

“Ha!” Omar chuckled. “Good luck getting it in this country!”

I could not leave my wife any longer fighting this nasty guy on her own, so I said, “We are leaving now, Omar. We’ll be in London by tomorrow morning where we can buy plenty of pills. The pill can be taken up to 78 hours after sex!”

Abby stuck her tongue out at Omar. Then she leaned over to me and gave me a peck on the lips. It was her thank you gesture for supporting her. She removed the gown and put on her thong and shorts. Abby sat back on the sofa next to me, and without any rush, she put on the necklace, the diamond ring, and the anklet. Finally, she slipped on her tank top and adjusted her hair and the necklace. She put her sandals on, grabbed her phone from the coffee table, and looked at me.

“Shall we make our way?” she asked me.

“Yeah,” I replied. “Let’s go get our stuff from the room, and we’ll call the rent-a-car company from the hotel if the car is not already there.” I turned to Khalid. “How far is the hotel from here?”

“Just five minutes’ walk,” Khalid said. “But, please stay! You don’t have to leave, Dan, Abby! You don’t have to! Stay for dinner!”

“No, thanks!” I said and prepared to get up.

At that moment, Omar laughed loudly, and my wife turned her gaze at him.

If she had the power to kill with her eyes, I am sure Omar would have been incinerated instantly.

“What?” she asked him, making a grimace of disgust.

“Don’t get angry with me, princess, but I have to say this,” he said and chuckled before he continued, “Khalid might have fucked both you and your sister, but at least he has not left either of you empty-handed.” Omar paused, expecting a reaction from my wife, but since she seemed to ignore him, and instead of responding, she stood up to head for the door, he said, “What I mean is that Khalid always gives something from himself. A baby to your sister and jewellery worth £25,000 to you. Ha-ha!”

Abby ignored him again and took my hand. “Let’s go!”

Just as I stood up, Omar shouted, “Oh, wait! He might have given you a baby too!”

He laughed. My wife turned around and looked at him.

Khalid was sitting on the sofa, with his face buried in his hands, but now he raised his head, looked at his friend and said, “Very funny, Omar! Very funny indeed!”

“Why are you so mean to me, Omar?” Abby asked Omar in an even voice, determined not to give him the pleasure anymore of seeing her in pain.

“Yeah, Omar. Why?” Khalid asked him too.

“Part of the script, buddy!” Omar replied.

“No! It is not!” Khalid retorted.

Abby tucked her phone in her front pocket and asked Omar, “What have I done to you to deserve this treatment?” She paused for a few seconds before she continued. “I’ll tell you what I have done for you: I gave you uninhibited access to my body! Me, a married woman, in front of her husband! Without asking anything in return from you! Do you realise what that means for me? Do you appreciate it at all?”

It seemed that my wife’s words were having some effect on Omar because his face turned serious, and he swallowed nervously.

Abby sighed. “Of course you don’t! You think that I am a whore since I let you fuck me! Don’t you? Fine! Maybe I am. In your eyes, I am a low human being and you are disgusted with me! But you were not disgusted with me before you fucked me or while you fucked me. Back then, it was all about fun! Come to have fun Omar’s way in Omar’s den! But who is lower? The enticer or the enticed? You or me?”

My wife shook her head and said with disgust, “You’re such a hypocrite!” She turned her back to Omar and said to me, “Let’s go!”

“Abby, I am sorry!” Omar said. Abby’s words had finally gotten into him. “I am sorry! I just tried to. . . , I wanted us to look at the bright side of the whole thing, and I thought that joking about—”

Abby turned around again and lashed out at Omar. “That was no joking, Omar! Do you know what you are?” She pursed her lips before she said, ”You are a boor! You might be rich, but you are a fucking boor! Only a pig behaves like you after they have slept with a woman. You have just fucked me, and now you behave like this? And you think you are a gentleman? No! You are a boor! I am so glad you could not finish in my vagina. I wouldn’t have been able to bear the thought of having a child from you. If Khalid has gotten me pregnant, at least I will know I am pregnant from someone who is a true gentleman and is worth having a child from!”

Wow! I thought. That was a speech! I sighed. And an admission that she is in love with Khalid! I have a problem here. Yep! I have a huge problem here!

Omar looked at Khalid, seeking support, and began saying apologetically, “It was not me, Abby! I was following someone’s—”

“No, Omar! You did not have to!” Khalid interrupted him and stood up abruptly. “There are limits to everything. You should be ashamed of yourself!”

Khalid went to the cupboard from which he had brought the jewellery box with the necklace and the ring. He opened the cupboard, and when he turned around, he was holding another jewellery box in his hands.

Omar shouted at him something in Arabic, but Khalid replied in English, “Yes, Omar, I am giving Abby the Bulgari Divas Dream bracelet!”

Khalid came back to my wife and took a white gold bracelet with diamonds out of the box.

“You fool!” Omar shouted. “It was for someone else! You know whom the boss has bought it for! It costs at least fifty thousand pounds!”

“Fuck this boss thing, Omar! I will pay for it from my pocket if I have to, don’t you worry!” Khalid said and gave my wife the box and the bracelet. “Abby, this is to apologise for the problems I caused and for Omar’s awful behaviour. He has been disgusting. I am sorry!”

Abby hesitated whether to take the new gift or not, but I took the bracelet and the jewellery box and said, “Thank you, Khalid! Much appreciated! You are indeed a gentleman!”

I went to the Jacuzzi and picked up the jewellery box of the first set, which Khalid had left on the tiles.

“Let’s go, Abby!” I said to my wife and nodded towards the door.

Abby came to me, hooked her hand under my arm, and we headed for the door.

“You know what? Fuck this boss thing! You are right, Khalid!” Omar suddenly shouted, ran in front of us and stood in our way.

“I am sorry, Abby!” he said and took her free hand in his. “I don’t know what went into me when your sister called. Actually, I know. I have this rivalry with Khalid. I know it’s stupid. He is like my brother, and yet. When Ruby called, I realised Khalid was blessed to have been with both of you, and I felt a total loser. I know that the only reason you came to my place and all this is because of Khalid, and I should have been grateful for that. I am no boss of anyone. Ignore my gibberish about the boss; the boss did this or that. I did nothing. Khalid deserves all the credit, and yet I, well, as you said it: I am a boor! You are right; being rich does not make you a gentleman.”

“OK,” my wife said quietly and pulled her hand out of Omar’s.

We were about to walk around him, but he blocked our way again.

“Abby,” he said. ”I also want to say that things might have become complicated, but please don’t beat yourself about it! We had great fun, and this experience is one in a lifetime! I will cherish our time together forever. I have partied a lot, and this was by far the best party ever! I loved being with a beautiful and adventurous woman like you, Abby!”

“Thanks,” my wife said.

Omar stepped out of our way, and we headed for the door.

We had only made a couple of steps when he called my name, and we stopped and turned around.

“You can’t drive tonight after all this. Why don’t you stay until tomorrow?” Omar said.

I smiled politely. “Thanks, but no, we just—”

Omar raised his hand. “If it is for the pill, I can make some calls, and you can get one by tomorrow morning.”

“Omar, thanks,” Abby said, “but I need to speak to my sister face to face. And the sooner, the better. I need to go back home as soon as possible.”

“I understand,” Omar said. “Just give me a sec!”

He went to the hookahs and put on his clothes. Then he went to the nightstand, picked up the phone and called someone.

“They want to go now. We drank a lot, and I don’t think it is safe for Dan to drive,” Omar said to the person on the other end of the line and a second later asked, “Are you sure you are happy with that?” Then he added, “Perfect!”

Omar hung up and said to Abby and me, “A limo will be waiting for you outside in five minutes, and a chauffeur will drive you to the airport. You don’t need to go to your room if you don’t want to. All of your belongings will be in the car.”

What a transformation, I thought. He is so kind now. Weird. I will never figure out these guys.

“Thank you, Omar!” I said and stretched my hand to say goodbye.

He came to me, but instead of taking my hand, he hugged me and whispered in my ear, very quietly so that only I could hear him, “We are much closer for saying our goodbyes with handshakes, Dan. Remember that we fucked the same woman. It makes us closer than friends!”

Fucker! I thought. Charming to the end. However, I did not say anything, just grunted, “Mmm.”

He let go of me and opened his arms to hug my wife. She hesitated for a second but then leaned forward and let him hug her.

He whispered for a while in her ear too, and at the end, she said, “Thank you, Omar!”

When Omar let go of Abby, Khalid stepped forward to her.

“So, it’s a goodbye then?” Khalid said.

“Yes, it’s a goodbye,” Abby replied.

Khalid wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her closer to him. “Can I have a goodbye kiss, Abby?” he asked her and lowered his face towards her.

My wife whispered, “OK”, tilted her head to one side, and they kissed a long deep French kiss.

When they pulled away from each other, a string of saliva stretched between their lips. Abby stepped back, and Khalid let go of her waist.

He hooked his fingers under the waistband of her shorts and playfully tugged on them.

“I would love it if we could catch up again. Maybe early next week?” he said and smiled.

A smile flickered at the corners of Abby’s mouth. Clearly, she was infatuated with the exotic man if he could so easily make her smile, just moments after she had been driven to tears by Omar and by the whole pandemonium around her sister.

“Your dad will kill you if you come over to London, Khalid,” Abby said.

“Or get killed by Ruby!” I interjected.

Reminding her of Ruby made the smile on Abby’s face disappear in an instant.

Khalid, however, smiled again. “Or by her, yes, but your wife is worth it, Dan,” he said without looking at me but staring at my wife’s face. Then he asked Abby, “What about catching up tomorrow? I can come with you and Dan to London. You will hide me, right?” Khalid chuckled.

And there she went again. She smiled coquettishly as she took his hand and slowly removed it from her shorts.

“No?” he asked.

“You have a business deal to close here!” Abby replied.

“Um, oh!” Khalid thought for a second as if he had forgotten he had a business deal to take care of before he waved his hand dismissively. “Who cares? Omar can deal with it without me. So you will take me with you then?”

Abby shook her head, indicating a no.

“Then why don’t you stay for the night?” Khalid asked her and reached his hand towards the leg of her shorts. He hooked his fingers under the hem and added, smiling flirtatiously, “We can have so much more fun.”

“No, Khalid, stop it! We said goodbye already,” Abby said, grabbed his hand and gently pushed it away from her leg.

Khalid’s lust for my wife seemed to have come back because he came up with another suggestion to keep her with him a little longer. “I know, but I just don’t want to let you go, Abs!” he said. ”Look! The flight is tomorrow morning. Stay a few more hours with me, and the chauffeur will drive you and Dan later tonight.”

Abby slightly bent her knees and said with a pleading voice, “No, Khalid! Please! It’s time for us to leave.”

She clasped her hands between her thighs, subconsciously trying to protect her pussy.

“Khalid is a temptation, isn’t he, Abby?” Omar interjected and chuckled. “Go upstairs with him! Dan and I will have a few more drinks here! I’ll call the chauffeur and ask him to come back later! If you leave by ten, even by twelve o’clock tonight, you will be at the airport in time for the morning flight. You and Dan can sleep in the limo. It’s spacious enough to lie down.”

My wife looked at Omar and smiled at him too, but she shook her head and said, “Thanks, Omar, but we have to go now! It’s for the best.”

Khalid finally realised that he would not be able to persuade Abby to let him fuck her again and said, “OK. I understand.”

It seemed that whispering was the flavour of the day because he grabbed Abby by the waist, pulled her in again, and like Omar, he whispered in her ear for a while. When they pulled away from each other, Abby said, “Thank you, but don’t tell anyone! Goodbye, Khalid!”

Abby pulled my hand to go, perhaps wanting to leave the room before temptation got the better of her. Khalid, however, put his hand on my shoulder and held me back.

Staring me in the eyes, he didn’t say anything for a few seconds, struggling to find his words, but eventually said, “Dan, it was a pleasure for me to meet you and, um, the whole thing, and yeah, to meet you.”

Yeah, I thought, I am sure it was a pleasure for you. You fucked my wife! I suddenly felt jealousy coming over me stronger than ever before, but despite that, I politely smiled at Khalid and said, “Yeah, whatever, Khalid! Goodbye!”

This time I was the one who pulled on Abby’s hand, anxious to leave immediately. Somehow Khalid’s words had brought to the surface all my insecurities at once. All the angst and anxiety came upon me in one single swift moment. Jealousy hit me like a ton of bricks, and my head began spinning.

However, Abby and I had not made it even halfway to the door when Khalid caught up with us. He grabbed my wife by the waist and twirled her around, pulling her hand out of mine and making her face him.

He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her in close to his body. Abby put her hands on his chest and pushed back on him, but only slightly and thus ended up staying in his embrace.

“Abby, stay with me just a little longer, please!” he pleaded with her.

“Khalid, I can’t!” she replied.

His hands slipped from her waist to her bum. “Just thirty minutes! Please!” he said to her as he gently squeezed her buttocks.

I was standing there and watching him, feeling helpless to stop him from seducing my wife.

And Khalid was not wasting time. He planted a kiss on her neck, then another one on her clavicle and another one on her chest, just above her tank top.

My wife’s breathing was becoming deeper and deeper.

She whispered, “Khalid, stop it! You are taking advantage of me!” Yet, she did not push him away.

He hooked his fingers under the hem of her shorts at the back of her thighs, and he pulled her shorts up, exposing her ass cheeks. At the same time, he pulled her tighter to him and pressed his pelvis against her.

I was able to hear him whisper to her, “Just one more time, Abs! Please! I know you want it! Just one more time!”

Abby tried to look at me, but she managed only to glance at me because, at that very moment, Khalid clasped her chin with one hand and turned her head to face him. His mouth found hers, and Abby opened her lips for his tongue.

I was watching them kiss, paralysed by the battle raging in me between jealousy and lust, making me unable to move, even to speak.

That was when I felt someone’s hand grabbing mine, and I heard Omar’s voice when he said, ”Let’s give the two love birds some privacy. I’ve got some smooth cognac upstairs in the dining room. We’ll wait there.”

Khalid and Abby broke the kiss at that moment, and my wife looked at me over her shoulder.

I was just able to nod, and at the same time, Khalid took her hand and pulled her towards the bed. Abby made a step after him, then a second, and a third, and still looking at me, she said, “Just one more time.”

I had not expected this turn of events and was totally overwhelmed.

I said, barely able to hear my voice, “Yes, I’ll be upstairs.”

I couldn’t say anything else because Omar pulled on my hand as he said to his friend, “The full programme it is then!” Omar led me to the door while Khalid led my wife to the bed.

I was as if in a trance, my head spinning, and everything felt surreal when Omar and I left the room. I was barely able to think. The only sensible thing I remembered to do was to tuck the bracelet and the two jewellery boxes into my pocket.

The next thing my brain managed to process were Omar’s words in the corridor after he had shut the door behind us: “A glass of cognac will go down well right now. We had enough of this whisky, hadn’t we?”

What is he saying? I thought. Get yourself drunk while your wife gets fucked. What a deal I have made! I am such a fool, am I not?

Nonetheless, I followed Omar to the dining room and slumped in the first chair I saw. He kept talking to me, but I wasn’t listening.

A torrent of thoughts began flooding my mind again. She agreed to get fucked without me present! Fuck! She is so much in love with him.

I caught some of Omar’s words. “It’s like swingers, Dan, you know . . . “

No, I thought. That’s the thing! It’s not like swingers! My wife has been fucked, but which wife have I fucked? No one’s! And most importantly, swingers do it at the same time in the same room! My wife is alone with another man right now! Fuck! What if she leaves me for Khalid?

I grabbed the glass of cognac that Omar put on the table in front of me and drank it in one go.

The burning alcohol down my throat woke me up from my trance, just in time to hear Omar trying to reassure me all would be OK with my wife.

“Don’t you worry about her, Dan!” he said. “Khalid will take good care of her.”

“What did you mean by ‘the full programme’?” I asked, remembering the comment Omar had made earlier to Khalid.

“Ah!” Omar paused to take a sip from his drink, then poured more cognac in my glass and took a seat in the chair across from me. “The full programme,” he said and took another sip of cognac, ”is where Khalid drills her real hard! Usually, when he fucks a woman for the third time in a row, he lasts very long. Women love his size; well, who would blame them, right? And because he can last so long after his first, especially second release, and since she is used to his size by that time, he makes it an unforgettable experience. Guaranteed to give her a series of orgasms, non-stop! He reaches every corner of her pussy—clit, G-spot, C-spot—you name it! Stretching her a lot, ha-ha! Don’t you worry! Your wife will be fine! She might be sore for a couple of days, you might notice it when she walks, but she will be fine! Just don’t fuck her for a day or two. This way, you won’t feel her pussy has become a little loose. It’s only temporary, mate. She and you will be absolutely fine! You just—”

“How do you know so much about Khalid’s fucking techniques, Omar?” I asked Omar impatiently. I was getting very jealous listening to his graphic descriptions of what was happening to my wife at that very moment, but at the same time, I was feeling my dick growing so hard that it hurt.

Omar drank from his glass before he spoke. “Well, we are, hm. . . . Well, we’ve fucked quite a few women together. You know, we are very close friends, and we—”

“OK, I get it!” I interrupted him again and drank from my glass.

My gaze fell upon the tapestry on one of the walls. I got up and went to it. I began examining it, trying to take my mind off what was happening in the room below.

The beautiful tapestry was not enough to assuage my anxiety. I was looking at the artwork, but I was not seeing much of it. What I was doing was basically pacing along the wall, like an animal in a cage. And I felt like I was in a cage. A cage where I was kept so that someone else could fuck my wife to oblivion! I stopped pacing and turned to look at Omar, who was sitting in his chair and watching me.

“Do they fall in love with him?” I asked him.

“Who? The women he fucks?” he asked me.

“Yes!” I said and repeated my question. “Do they fall in love with him?”

“Hm, well, yeah! Otherwise, they won’t let him fuck them. You know how it is with women, don’t you? Especially the married ones; they have to become smitten with him to let him fuck them.”

“Do they leave their husbands afterwards?”

“No!” Omar said. “He doesn’t let that happen.”

I felt a little better hearing Omar’s confident answer.

“How?” I asked and drank from my glass of cognac.

Omar also took a sip of cognac before he replied. “It’s easy! As long as he is not in love with them, he never calls them again.”

“What if he falls in love with them?”

“Well, then it gets complicated. It happens rarely, but when it happens—”

“What happens then?” I asked impatiently.

Omar smiled at me. “Well, that was what I was going to tell you. If she is a good match for him, which hasn’t happened if he has not married one yet. But if—”

“My wife is not a good match for him. She is married with two kids. We love each other! And I will fight for her if he tries! She is absolutely not a good match for him. What happens if he is in love with her?”

“Well, to be fair, he actually might be in love with your wife.”

“So what then?”

Omar replied with a sense of superiority, “Then I come in. I talk to him and find him another girl!”

I walked quickly to Omar, spilling some cognac from my glass, and said in a threatening voice, “You bastard! Is that what you are doing right now? Using my wife to get Ruby out of his mind? That’s why you call yourself the boss. Because you are his matchmaker! Fuck! That’s why you were so keen to leave my wife with him! So that he can fall in love with her and—”

“No, no! Ruby was a completely different arrangement. He’s never been in love with Ruby! Meeting you and your wife was not arranged so that. . . .” Omar stopped talking and took a sip of his cognac before he finished his sentence. “It was by accident!”

I pointed my finger at Omar’s face and shouted, “But you pushed them together, didn’t you? You set the whole thing in the den!”

Omar pushed my hand away. “You fool! He fell in love with her at first sight! Riding that camel with her, feeling her body pressed against his for hours, talking to her in the evening. He texted when those idiots abandoned you that he had fallen for her, big time! He was not supposed to, but he did! Before I met your wife, he was already smitten by her, and she was in love with him! How come you are the only one who does not see it? It was a mistake to get Khalid involved with such a beautiful woman like Abby in the first place. The whole idea is so stupid that I—”

“I don’t want to listen!” I shouted and threw up my hands, spilling the rest of the cognac. “You said it! My wife is a beauty, and I am such a fool to let someone else fuck her! I am going downstairs to take my wife!”

I headed for the door, but Omar jumped off his chair and stood in front of me.

“Don’t do it, Dan! Let them finish!” he said. “Think about it! You will show your wife how insecure you are if you go there and drag her out in the middle of the act. That will tell her one thing: that you are afraid of losing her because she is in love with him and he is in love with her. That will only fuel her infatuation with him, trust me! Wives use husbands to check their bearings, yes, you’re raising your eyebrows, but this is what they do, even more so for matters like this one.

“If you let them finish, she will think you think it was just sex, and she will gradually start believing it was just sex. That’s your winning card: it was just sex! Remember! Play cool! Let him fuck her real good, and that will be it! You go back to London, and with work, chores, kids, she will forget about him; and I will make sure he does not seek her out. I promise!”

Omar put his hand on my shoulder and nudged me to step away from the door. “Come on, Dan! Cheer up! What happened with letting her be a whore for today? You told her you wanted her to loosen up a little, right? Having fun this one time?” He gently turned me around and said, “You know what? Let me turn the TV on. You should watch something to take your mind off your wife!”

Omar chaperoned me to a swinging chair in front of a large TV on the wall. I reluctantly took a seat, and Omar turned the TV on. He switched the channel to Discovery so that I could watch something in English.

I couldn’t watch it, though. Caught in the grip of jealousy, I was swinging in the chair and imagining what was going on in Omar’s den downstairs. I was imagining my wife kissing Khalid, spreading her legs for him to fuck her over and over again. The image of her pink pussy, eager for his cock, kept coming into my head. I was seeing him hovering over her and sweating as he was drilling her pussy with zeal, making her lovely breasts wobble with each thrust. I was thinking how much more endowed he was than me, how much more stamina he had and how stupid I was to give my wife away like that. I was feeling pain. I was feeling enormous pain.

Why now? I asked myself. Why do you feel so jealous right now, Dan?

You didn’t feel so bad when you took part in the foursome. Yeah, it was a foursome, a threesome, whatever! You didn’t feel that jealous then. You were jealous, you were, but it was nowhere near as bad as it is now. It is very, very bad right now. Why? What changed? 

You were part of it! Yes, this is it! Your wife was doing it in front of you. You were wanted! That’s why you did not feel jealous that much. Now it is different. Now you are sidelined. That’s why you are so jealous. You feel abandoned. She is not with you but with him. She does not need you; she wants to be with him, and she has no place for you. That’s why it pains you so much!

You made a rookie mistake, you fool! Leaving her alone with that handsome young bull! Never again, Dan! Never! 

I had acknowledged to myself my mistake, but I had to also acknowledge something else, something weird. Something that was probably the reason for making the mistake in the first place. Despite my angst, despite my severe bout of jealousy, my dick stayed hard as a rock. Each image of my wife being fucked caused me pain, but at the same time, it triggered a response from my cock in the form of a twitch. And what was even weirder: knowing she was with someone else without me was an even bigger turn-on than if I was watching her or taking part. It was something I could not quite explain how it was possible, but it was happening. My boner stayed on despite my emotional pain and angst.

I was swinging in the chair, and the images of my wife moaning as the monstrous cock was pumping in her pussy kept coming. The images were so vivid that at one point, I got confused that I was watching my wife being fucked by the baboon on the TV—the programme was about some monkeys having sex—I even thought I was hearing Abby’s moans from the room beneath us. Most probably, it was my imagination. It was unlikely I could be hearing her. 

My emotional struggle was getting worse, and my heart was pounding in my chest like a hammer. I was getting restless by the minute. Omar noticed that, took the glass from my hand and filled it with cognac. I drank it in one go, he filled my glass again. This time I got up from the chair and put the glass away on the table. The alcohol wasn’t helping me; there was no point in drinking it.

I slumped back in the chair and continued ruminating. She will leave me for him. Yeah, she will. Omar said she was in love with Khalid; Khalid is in love with her. He fucked her so well that she asked for ‘just one more time’. One more time? Of course, that is what she would say. I can’t trust her, no! She wants many more times! My own wife told me she wanted to be fucked by the young stud with his huge cock! What more evidence do I want to prove to myself that I am losing her to him? No! I am not losing her. I have already lost her; yes, I have. 

Will I be able to win her back? Fuck! With what? With my cock? Or with my money? The guy downstairs has a nine or, who knows, maybe ten incher between his legs. Big fat ten incher! Fine, I am exaggerating! Most likely, his dick is eight, max eight and a half inches long, but it is thick. God! It is very thick! And he pumps her pussy like a hammer jack! And he is super rich! And he is young and good looking! Handsome! Gentle! Charming! I can’t compete with him on any level! Where were my brains when I was encouraging her? God knows what she will say when she pops out of that room! Maybe her first words will be: ‘When shall we tell the kids we are divorcing?’

I kept torturing myself with thoughts and watching the TV programme, but I was not watching really. I was swinging my chair back and forth, thinking of what was going on in that room downstairs, and looking at the clock on the wall every minute or so and counting the time. Fifteen minutes had passed, then twenty, then twenty-five. When thirty minutes had passed, I jumped off my seat.

My single thought was: Thirty minutes! That’s it! We said thirty minutes, and thirty minutes have passed. I will get my wife out of there and will face the music! Whatever that music is! I can’t wait any longer!

Omar said to me, “Hey, Dan! Can I ask you for a favour?”

“What is it?” I said abruptly, almost rudely.

“I have a friend in London who is interested in doing business . . .”

I couldn’t give a fuck about what Omar was talking about, but I kept nodding. He took me to the window and pointed at some trees in the distance. His friend was interested in setting up some conservation scheme or whatever Omar was bullshitting me about. Because I had no doubts that Omar was talking rubbish. He was talking to me only to keep me away from my wife. He kept talking and talking, and it felt like ages.

“What would be your advice? Shall I tell him to do it?” Omar asked me at the end of his lengthy expose.

A stupid question gets a stupid answer, I thought and said, “It’s up to him.”

“Do you reckon it could work?”

“Possibly,” I said and looked at the clock on the wall.

“Fifty minutes!” I shouted. “He can’t be fucking her for that long!”

“Oh, he can,” Omar said. “Just stay here, Dan. Let them—”

“No!” I said, pushed Omar out of my way and stormed out of the room.

Omar was quick on my heels and caught up with me just as I opened the door of his den. He tried to stop me, but I went in, and he stepped in behind me.

My wife was lying on her back on the bed. Her wrists were tied to the bars of the bed’s headboard. She had wrapped her legs around Khalid’s hips, and Khalid was fucking her in the missionary position. And fucking her he was! With his back covered in sweat and strands of wet hair stuck to his face, he was grunting loudly and pumping her pussy as if there was no tomorrow. Abby had closed her eyes and was moaning heavily.

Omar grabbed my hand and whispered, “He is about to finish in a minute! Show some men’s solidarity with him, please!”

Omar and I stayed in silence and watched. It did not take a minute, rather five minutes, before Khalid made one deep thrust and finally began unloading his spunk inside my wife.

At that point, Abby stopped moaning. She arched her head backwards, and the muscles of her thighs tensed and contracted as she orgasmed.

After a couple of minutes or so, Khalid withdrew his cock from Abby’s pussy, and sat on the bed next to her. That was when my wife opened her eyes and saw Omar and me.

I rushed towards her and shouted, “Let’s get out of here! Now!”

I jumped on the bed and started to untie her left wrist from the headboard.

Abby stared at me with wide eyes, shocked by my distressed state. Khalid watched me struggle with the strap, pushed my hands away and untied her left hand. Then he quickly untied her right wrist. He was way more skilful dealing with straps than me.

Abby sat up and was about to say something to me, but I shouted again, “We are leaving now, Abby!”

I got off the bed, grabbed her hand and pulled on her. She had no choice but to get off the bed too.

I let go of her hand and pointed at her clothes that were scattered on the floor. “Get dressed quickly, Abby! Please!”

I grabbed her jewellery, which she had left on the nightstand, and shoved it into my pocket.

Abby picked up her clothes in a hurry without saying a word.

Khalid kneeled up on the bed and asked me, “Dan, what’s with you, mate?”

I raised my finger at him and said, “You shut up!”

He threw up his hands. “OK! Sorry! . . . I guess!”

Abby looked down between her legs. Semen mixed with vaginal juices was dripping from her pussy.

“Let me just wash myself,” she said.

“No! Put your clothes on, and let’s go now!” I said, and then I repeated, raising my voice, “Now, please!”

Abby whispered, “OK.”

She put on her thong, shorts, and tank top as Khalid, Omar and I watched her in silence. When she put on her sandals, Khalid got off the bed. He went in front of her and opened his arms to hug her.

However, I stepped forward and pushed him in the chest. “That’s enough!” I shouted.

He raised his hands in the air and stepped back.

I turned to Omar. “Where is the fucking limo?”

Omar said in a calm voice, slowly, as if he were a doctor talking to a distressed patient in a mental health clinic, “Take it easy, Dan! It is outside in front of the house. The chauffeur has been waiting—”

“Thank you!” I said without waiting for him to finish his sentence.

I grabbed Abby’s hand and led her out of the room, up the stairs, almost running, through the corridors on the ground floor and out we went.

Indeed there was a car waiting for us. It was a Rolls-Royce Phantom limousine.

This time Abby and I left Omar’s den for good.


12. In the limo

A chauffeur got out of the limo and introduced himself as Bilal.

“Sir, you had left them on the nightstand,” he said in broken English and handed me our passports, my wife’s purse, and my wallet.

“Oh, yeah! Thank you!” I said.

I gave Abby her purse and passport and tucked my wallet and passport in my pocket.

“Shall I put your old clothes in the trunk?” Bilal asked me and pointed at the small bag he was holding in his hand.

I gave him a thumbs up. “Yes, put them in the trunk. And lock it, please!”

“Don’t worry, sir!” Bilal said and smiled. “I was told how you lost your luggage. It won’t happen with my car.”

“What else have you been told? Huh?” I snapped at him.

“Sorry, sir!” Bilal replied as his face turned serious.

I am lashing out at the wrong guy, I thought.

I tried to calm myself down and said, “It’s OK, Bilal. I am sure you are in good control of your car.”

Bilal opened the car trunk and put the bag in it. There was already a suitcase in there. He pointed at it and said, “There are clothes in this suitcase for you and your wife. The boss thought they would be more appropriate to wear on the plane. You might wish to change once we get to the airport.”

“Oh, how very kind of Omar,” I said sarcastically, but when I looked at my wife, I realised that Omar was actually right. Not that I cared that her clothes were too revealing. I would have enjoyed watching some passengers secretly glance at her crotch when she put her feet on the seat and opened her legs. However, I thought she might get cold when they turned the aircon on.

Bilal closed the car trunk and opened the doors for Abby and me to get in the spacious rear compartment of the luxury car.

“Give me one second to check something with the boss, and we are good to go,” he said.

When he closed the doors, I asked Abby, “Did he fuck you non-stop all this time?”

So far, my wife had been holding back her tears, but now they began running down her cheeks.

“Did he?” I repeated my question.

Abby looked at me and said through tears, “Why are you doing this?”

“I want to know,” I shouted at her. “You went to get fucked when I was not there! You asked for ‘one more time!’ Now I am asking you how it went! Am I asking too much?”

Abby shook her head, and her lower lip began trembling.

I was shaking myself, so wound up I was. “I want to know everything! Everything! Tell me! Did he tie you from the very beginning? Did he enter you straight away? Did he fuck you non-stop? How many times did he ejaculate? How many times did you orgasm?”

Abby brushed her tears away.

After staring me in the eyes for a while, she shouted, “Yes, he fucked me non-stop. All right? All this time. He asked me if he might tie me, and I said yes. I orgasmed five or six times. OK?”

I swallowed and asked quietly, barely hearing my own words, “Did it hurt? In the beginning?”

“No!” Abby said abruptly. “I was ready from the start this time. Anything else you want to know?”

“No!” I raised my voice again. “I am so glad you got used to the big cock!”

“Yes, I got used to it, and I liked it! And now what, Daniel? You wanted me to get fucked. Now you want me to get unfucked, don’t you? Well, unfuck me! Good luck with that! You should have thought about it before—”

“Oh, shut up! As if you didn’t know what you were doing!”

“You are no better than Omar! You know that! You call me a slut only after you—“

“Don’t put words into my mouth, Abigail!” I shouted at her.

Abby burst into tears again. “Daniel! You wanted me to be a whore, but then you storm into the room and freak me out, and now you blame me. As if I don’t blame myself enough already! It’s easy to blame the woman after—”

“Sorry!” I said quietly, realising I had gone too far. I tried to hug my wife, but she pushed me away.

She is right, I thought. I am to blame as much as she is, if not even more so! My poor wife does not deserve this! She got fucked! So what? I have to change my approach if I want us to move forward.

Abby tried to brush her tears away with the back of her hand.

I remembered that I had a tissue, which I had wisely plucked from the tissue holder on the table in the dining room. I pulled the tissue out of my back pocket and offered it to her.

She mouthed, ”Thanks”, took the tissue from my hand and wiped her tears away.

“Can I keep it?” Abby asked me quietly as she looked up at me.

Having calmed myself down, I said in a soft voice, “Of course, you can, Abs! But I’ll make sure I don’t make you cry again. I am sorry I lost my temper! I absolutely do not blame you, honey. I swear! And you are right. I asked you to do it, and I stormed into the room! It was uncalled for, and I am sorry! You did what you did because I wanted you to do it. You did nothing that I didn’t want you to do. My insecurities flared up, honey, but I shouldn’t have lashed out at you. I’m sorry for the way I dragged you out of the den. I am sorry for shouting at you! Believe me: knowing you had a good time makes me feel better. Honestly! That’s what my fetish is all about!”

Abby whispered, “OK,” and put the tissue in her pocket.

She looked down between her thighs and adjusted her shorts, raising her butt from the seat and pulling on the material between her legs.

“You could have at least let me wash myself,” she said. “Now I’m leaking in my pants! It’s gonna become sticky and smelly!”

“Abby, let’s go back to our room to wash yourself!” I suggested. I saw Bilal coming out of the house and heading in our direction, so I added, “The chauffeur will wait for us. I’ll tell him to wait.”

“No! We have to leave now!” Abby said with determination, but still looking down between her legs, probably trying to assure herself that there was no stain on her shorts.

“‘Cos you can’t trust yourself, can you?” I said as I felt the pang of jealousy in my chest again.

Abby looked up at me. “What do you mean?”

“Well, that the temptation to get—”

“Oh, shut up! Will you?”

Bilal got in the driver’s seat and started the engine.

“Did you really not like the swing?” I asked her.

“Shut up, Daniel! I don’t want to talk about it!” Abby said, raising her voice, but then whispered, pointing at Bilal, “He is listening!”

I pointed at the intercom button. “The partition is soundproofed, Abby! He can’t hear us unless I press the intercom button!”

”All the same! I don’t want to talk about it!”

“Why?”

“Because I got fucked, Dan!” Abby said as her voice crackled. “I got fucked by two strangers like a rag doll! And as if that was not enough, I got fucked again by a guy with enormous cock for an hour! I can barely walk now! And all this in one day. After being your faithful wife all my life. Don’t you get it? I am a human being, and I have feelings too. Now I regret doing it, but I cannot roll back time, can I? And on top of that, my husband is pestering me for details when I want to forget about it!”

What am I doing? I asked myself. I have to take control of myself. Being bitter and jealous will make life intolerable for Abby and for me. She doesn’t deserve that! Neither do I. That’s it! I am drawing a line now! No more snapping at her, no more jibes, no more innuendos!

I looked at the controls in the limousine.

A Privacy Suite, I thought. These rich studs may fuck your wife, but at least they know how to treat you!

A simple press of a button and the electrochromic glass partition changed to an opaque sheet. This is what privacy is about, I thought and fiddled with the brightness of the LED stars on the headliner. Abby did not seem interested at all in the luxuries the car offered. She was deep in thought, looking through the window at the scenery outside.

“Abby,” I said. “I want us to move forward. Do you want us to do that?”

She looked at me and nodded yes.

I put my hand on her knee, and she did not push me away.

Encouraged, I smiled and said, “If I may ask you: what did Omar whisper to you when he hugged you for goodbye?”

Abby gave me a long, penetrating look and, after a while, said, “Omar is weird. He hates me one minute; the next, he whispers compliments in my ear. Apparently, he called me a princess because he thought I looked like a princess from a fairy tale.”

I seemed to have found the way forward. Although a related question, it was not about specific details of her sex with the two guys, so Abby seemed happy to answer it.

“Wow! A cliché but very romantic of him to say that!” I said in a cheerful tone. “Who would have guessed after his crass jokes or whatever it was.”

Bilal was calling us, and I accepted his call.

He asked through the intercom system, “Just to confirm, sir. We are going straight to the airport. Am I right?”

“Yes, that’s correct. Thank you!” I said and closed the line.

I turned back to my wife. “And what did the other whisperer tell you?”

“Oh! Khalid turned romantic too in an even creepier way!” she said.

“Romantic in an even creepier way! What do you mean?”

Abby looked through her window as we pulled onto the driveway.

“What do you mean by ‘romantic in an even creepier way’?” I asked her again.

“He is rich, this Omar!” my wife said, ignoring my question. “Just look how big his house is. We can never afford a house this big.”

I chucked. “Hi-hi! Never say never! Sometimes an opportunity is just around the corner.” I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and said, “Tell me what Khalid told you!” I chuckled again. “Hi-hi! I might learn a romantic poem from him, hi-hi!”

I wanted to sound cheerful as I tried to show I had overcome my insecurities. I had remembered and decided I would follow Omar’s advice to give the impression to Abby that all had been just sex, and our feelings for each other had not changed.

“Oh! What he told me was. . . ,” Abby said absentmindedly and did not finish her sentence but continued to look through the window. However, just when I had given up waiting for her answer, she turned to me, looked me in the eyes and said, “Don’t get spooked, OK?”

“I won’t!” I said and got spooked, of course.

“He said that I beat my sister in everything: the way I look, the way I think, and the way I fuck. Yep, he used the word ‘fuck’. Creepy romantic, as I said. I told him not to tell anyone. If Ruby learns how he feels, it will break her heart.”

“Do you believe him, though?” I asked and grinned.

Abby pushed my arm off her shoulder and said, “Why shouldn’t I? Of course, I am better than Ruby!”

Here we go again, I thought. I am better than her, I—

I couldn’t finish my thought because Abby sighed. “I guess you are right. I am such a fool. Of course, he would say he was in love with me only to get me in bed one more time.”

Abby’s words startled me, and I almost shouted, “He told you he was in love with you?!”

My wife realised she had said too much, and her face turned white.

However, I reminded myself I had to act cool about it and quickly regained my composure. “Ha-ha!” I laughed. “Maybe you should have given him your number!”

Abby stared at me for a while before she mumbled, “Um, about that—”

Bilal was calling us again, so I opened the line.

“Sir, I am sorry to bother you again,” he said. “Just to say that there is a bottle of champagne in the wine cooler. A small treat from the boss!”

“Oh, thank you. We’ll treat ourselves to some bubbly later on,” I said and closed the line. I turned my attention back to my wife. “Abby, you wanted to say something.”

“No,” she said. “Nothing.”

She pulled her phone out of her pocket and turned it on. That reminded me that I had to charge my phone too.

I pressed the intercom button and said to Bilal, “Excuse me, Bilal! There is a charging station here. Do you have a cable or a charger, by any chance? I need to charge my phone.”

“Yes, sir. Here you go!” he said.

Bilal passed me a cable through the aperture built into the partition.

I plugged my phone into the charging port and said to Abby, “You said, ‘Um!’”

“I said what?” she asked me absentmindedly as she gazed at her phone screen.

“Hon, you wanted to tell me something about Khalid and your phone number when we got interrupted by Bilal. What was it?”

Abby looked up at me. “He said that he had my number.”

“How come?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Probably he looked at it when he brought me the phone before I showered. It was unlocked, remember? He memorised it. I don’t know.”

“I doubt he could memorise it with one glance.”

“Here is the proof! He’s just texted me.”

My wife showed me a text message on her phone from an unknown number.

The text message read: “Hi Abby, this is Khalid. I might have fallen in love with you after all. I’ll call you in London to see each other again as soon as I sort things out with my dad and John. Kisses, Khalid.”

“What are you going to tell him?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Abby replied. “I’ll block his number, but you know he can find us. There are many ways to find us.”

“So what are you going to do if he turns up at our doorstep in London?”

“I don’t know. What would you want me to do?” Abby looked at me with a penetrating gaze.

I felt uncomfortable. Abby had put me on the spot by turning the question to me. Basically, she was saying that it was going to be my decision, as had been the case so far. She had done what she had done with my blessing and encouragement. And she wasn’t going to change the arrangement, which was good because that meant that my wife did not intend to do anything behind my back. However, at the same time, she made it clear that she did not absolve me of responsibility for the consequences of our actions.

“I don’t know either,” I replied.

We went silent.

After a minute or so, I said, “Maybe if he turns up, I am thinking, hon, we have just tried a foursome but have not tried a threesome.”

“I think you lost it, Dan! You totally lost it!” my wife said, shaking her head. “We are not through this mess yet, and you want to make another one! I am not going with your wicked ideas only to take the rap afterwards. Not anymore. Once was enough!”

Abby and I did not talk for a few minutes. We watched the scenery through the windows as we left the oasis, and vegetation gradually disappeared, replaced by sand dunes. I was looking at the desert, trying to appreciate its beauty, but I was bothered by thoughts about my wife’s feelings for Khalid. I couldn’t help but ask her again.

“Was it only sex for you?” I whispered.

Abby did not answer my question. She lay her head on my shoulder and continued to watch through the window.

Probably five minutes had passed before she said, “It’s never only sex for women, you silly! There are always feelings involved.”

I whispered in her ear, “Are you in love with him?”

Abby hugged my arm and pressed her body tight against me. She kept looking through the window, holding on to my arm but not saying a word.

Just when I had given up waiting for a response, she murmured, “I am.” She pulled away from me, turned to face me and asked me, “What were we thinking, Dan?”

My eyes filled with moisture. “But I love you, Abby!” I managed to say, and a tear rolled down my cheek.

Abby wiped my tear with her finger and kept exploring my face with her eyes.

“Does it mean—” I began saying, but my wife placed two fingers across my lips.

She whispered, “It means you need to win me back, Dan!”

She sat straight in her seat, and I wrapped my arm around her shoulder.

“Do you still love me?” I asked her.

She waited for a few seconds before she said, “I do. I still love you, but I am in love with him. If it makes sense.”

She cuddled up to me.

“I will win you back, Abby!” I whispered.

She whispered back, “I hope you do, Dan! I want you to.”

We travelled in silence, hugging each other. I was in a weird state of relaxation, not asleep but not awake either, as scene after scene from the past two days were rolling through my head. The images of my wife being touched and fucked by the two Arabs triggered emotions ranging from excitement and arousal to an acute sense of jealousy. Jealousy eventually prevailed. I felt regret and guilt that I had let my wife get fucked. What we had done was irreversible, and I realised that nothing would be the same again. I feared that Abby might leave me, and I became restless. I decided that I would feel better if we talked about something to get my mind off my fears.

I rubbed my wife’s shoulder and asked her, “What did Ruby text you?”

Abby sat up, and a bitter smile crossed her face.

“I read her first message. It’s one word: bitch!” she said and looked at her phone. “No need to read the rest.”

“Read them, Abby, and call her! She is your sister, and she is as distraught as we are,” I said and nodded towards her phone. “What else does she say?”

Abby sighed and began scrolling through Ruby’s messages, lowering the phone and letting me read them with her. Ruby’s first message was indeed one word: bitch!

The following message read: “We need to talk. Call me!”

A third message read: “So you are ignoring me now, is that it? Fine! He is all yours! I don’t care!!!”

Then Ruby had texted: “No need to hide where you are, Abigail! I know now. John just texted me. Khalid has just called him, and John knows everything! You’re such a backstabber!”

In her latest message, Rubby had said to her sister: “That’s why you asked me for my phone to take a photo of my birthday cake! To steal his phone number! And set up a date with him! Very sneaky, backstabber!!!!!”

Abby shook her head and hastily typed a reply: “No, Ruby! It was an accident. We got lost in the desert, and he found us.”

Ruby was on her phone because she replied almost immediately: “Do you think I am that stupid, Abby? Shame on you!”

My wife texted back: “Ruby! I did not set up a date with him. I didn’t even know his name, for fuck’s sake!”

Ruby’s response was a sarcastic one: “Oh, I am sorry, sis! Of course, it was a sheer chance! You chose a random country and a desert, and somehow Khalid chose to come there too. It was by chance. The little Abby is innocent, as always!”

Abby replied: “It was by chance!”

Thirty seconds later, my wife received another message from her sister: “You are so pathetic, Abigal! Why can’t you admit that you planned it? You and Khalid betrayed me. He has not been answering my calls, ignoring my messages. And I wondered why. Now I know!”

Ruby sent another message: “And now I know why you did not want to tell me where you and Dan were holidaying. I asked you a hundred times, and you refused to tell me! You are so mean!”

Abby texted: “I didn’t tell you because you always spoil it for me by boasting how you and John outmatch us!”

Ruby texted back: “Bullshit! A little honesty goes a long way, Abby!”

My wife sighed in exacerbation and typed quickly, not caring that she was misspelling the words: “I didn’t set up anything! I didn’t go behind your back to steal your boyfriend!”

Ruby fired back an angry response: “Fuck you, Abigail! You did precisely that! As if I don’t know you!”

Abby looked up at me; her face was red with anger. “She is a fucking bitch!” she said and sighed. She put her phone away and rubbed her temples to calm herself down.

Then she grabbed her phone and typed a long message: “Ruby, put this in your head! I didn’t go behind your back! The holiday in the desert was a random choice. When we were at your birthday party, you and John boasted about the places you had visited, remember? Dan and I said we wanted to visit an exotic place in May. When you and Dan went to your room to fix your computer, John brought me a folder with brochures he had printed. He told me those were top-quality tourist destinations that were on his list to visit with you. We were about to go through the catalogue together but didn’t get to do it because John started to talk about films he recommended. However, I secretly picked up one of the brochures in the folder, without even opening the folder or looking at the brochure and tore it off. OK! That was the thing I did behind your back! Stealing a sheet of paper! Dan and I looked at it at home, and that’s how we booked the holiday here. We picked the route for our trip in the desert and the oases to visit from the same brochure. The rent-a-car company’s phone number was on it too. We rented a car and went on a dune ride, the car broke down, and after spending hours stranded in the desert, we were lucky to be picked up by someone; otherwise, we would have been dead by now. It so happened that Khalid lived in this country and was trying out a camel tour trek for his new business, so he saved us. And then things happened between us.”

Abby pressed the send button and said to me, “Maybe I shouldn’t have told her that I stole that sheet of paper from John. Now she will say I am a copycat, stealing their ideas for holidaying.”

“Well,” I said. ”On the other hand, this way, you subtly rubbed it in her face that we went on a trip which could have been theirs to boast about. I bet that Ruby will ask John to book all the holidays in that catalogue between now and the rest of the year.”

I could not help but smile. It was amusing to watch how the rivalry between the two sisters continued to play out even in the fucked up situation they had ended up in.

“You are right!” Abby said and smiled too. She grabbed my arm and cuddled up to me. Then she added, “Ruby will never beat me in anything. Even with John’s help!”

“Yep! I know, hon. I know all the stories. Ever since you were little kids, you have been ahead of her in everything. She quit swimming because you won the county breaststroke championship in your first year in the swimming club when she had not won a medal after what, three years in the club?!”

“Very true, honey. She still can’t get over it!”

I loved that Abby addressed me as ‘honey’. Maybe my wife is getting over Khalid, I thought. This is good!

Abby’s phone beeped, and we both looked at the phone’s screen. Ruby had sent a short text message: “He’s played us! I am calling you now!”

Abby shook her head. “She’s lost it; she’s completely lost it!”

Abby’s phone began ringing, and Ruby’s full-screen photo appeared on the screen.

Had Khalid looked at the fucking screen, he could have saved us this pain, I thought. He might be good in the sack but not so good in the head.

“Don’t pick it up!” I said.

Abby heeded my advice and let Ruby’s call go to voice mail.

“She’s texting again!” Abby said when her phone beeped. We looked at the message that came through. It read: “For fuck’s sake! Pick up the fucking phone!”

Almost immediately, my wife’s phone rang again. This time Abby answered her sister’s call.

I heard Ruby shouting on the other end of the line, “He’s played us!”

“Who’s played us, Ruby?” Abby asked, trying to sound calm.

“John!” Ruby shouted.

“John?! Ruby! You are paranoid!” my wife replied.

“John sent Khalid to fuck you!” Ruby said.

Abby looked at me and shook her head as she mouthed, “She’s lost it!” before she said to her sister, “John didn’t send Khalid! They do not see eye to eye!”

“What are you talking about?” Ruby asked.

“Put her on speaker, hon!” I said.

Abby dropped the centre console between us, put her phone on it and pressed the speaker button. Then she said to her sister, “Ruby, we know everything about you and Khalid. We know that you are pregnant from Khalid. He told us that. We know that John made it a condition to carry on his business with Khalid’s dad only if Khalid was banished from London because of his affair with you. Khalid is in his hometown, trying to set up a tourism business in the region with some help from his rich dad and his rich friend Omar. We know that—”

“Oh, Abby!” Ruby’s voice crackled. “Khalid has taken you for a ride! I had sex with Khalid this Monday. He was in London. John doesn’t care that Khalid fucks me. John is a cuckold, and Khalid and Omar are my bulls. They are not rich. They work for John.”

My wife’s jaw dropped, and her face turned white. I was also gobsmacked.

“Abby? Are you still there?” Ruby asked after Abby and I had stayed quiet for a while.

Abby said quietly, almost inaudible, “Yes.”

We heard Ruby sigh before she said, “Now I know what happened, Abby. John has arranged everything! He tricked you into picking a holiday from his list. John scopes out locations for new tourism businesses. He printed and showed you the brochures behind my back. You took one of them, he checked after the party which one was missing from his folder, and thus he knew exactly where you were going. Remember when I challenged you in front of Dan and him to beat our yacht adventure? Well, he expected that you would keep the destination of your holiday secret from him and me, but with his trick, he knew where you were going. He learned the dates from me. So he tracked you. He has been talking about starting a tourism business in the desert on the back of the rent-a-car company he already owns there. The rent-a-car company you used is certainly his, and they must have called him when you rented the car for your trip to the desert. Then he sent Khalid and Omar to intercept you.”

My wife whispered, “Khalid and Omar are local, they spoke—”

“They have bullshitted you, Abby,” Ruby interrupted my wife. “Khalid and Omar don’t live there. They live in London. Khalid’s dad is a second or third-generation immigrant, and Khalid’s mother is English. Omar’s a similar story, only reversed. His dad is English! They are no Arabs, Abby! They speak Arabic, but probably even that is very broken.”

“But Ruby, something doesn’t add up,” I interjected. “How would John know that the car would break down in the middle of the desert?”

“I don’t know, somehow John knew,” Ruby said. “Once, he claimed that his mechanics knew how to make a car break down. Or maybe they were waiting for you en route; they knew your itinerary from the brochure.”

“Yeah,” I said. “You might be right, Ruby. I showed the brochure to the rent-a-car guy, and we talked about the places we planned to visit.”

“Here you go,” Ruby continued. “They track their cars with GPS. Your car broke down. They knew your location, and John sent Khalid to save you.”

“On a camel?” I said, still not entirely buying into Ruby’s theory.

“Oh, did Khalid come on a camel?” Ruby asked, a little perplexed too.

“Yeah, Khalid and the other two guys that found us were riding camels,” Abby clarified.

Ruby paused for a couple of seconds before she said, “Strange. But John likes it strange.”

We heard Ruby giggling.

“Are you laughing, Ruby?” my wife squealed and rolled her eyes in astonishment.

“Sorry. I still love the bastard,” Ruby said. “He hurts me so much, yet I still love him.”

“Ruby, you are insane!” Abby said, shaking her head. “How could you love him after what he did to us?”

Ruby said, “Well, you don’t know John. He is charming in his—”

“Yeah, yeah, Ruby,” I interrupted her. “He is charming in his own way, bla-bla-bla. Whatever! And yet, he screws us all. Save us this, will you?”

“You’re right!” Ruby said. “No, listen! Regardless of why he chose to send Khalid on a camel . . . “

Ruby giggled again. “Hi-hi! I know why!” Then she started sobbing. “God! I know why!”

Abby and I looked at each other. Abby mouthed, “She’s lost it.”

Ruby said through tears, “It was my fantasy! I joked with John and Khalid to take me on a camel trip in the desert and to take turns on me while I lay on the camel’s back! He’s played my fantasy on you.”

I tried to visualise whether what Ruby was saying could be done when I got interrupted by her sharp cry. “Bastard! I hate him!”

My sister-in-law blew her nose, and after a few seconds, she seemed to have pulled herself together. She continued to explain her theory in an even voice. “It all adds up, Abby. Khalid and Omar left London on Tuesday, the same day you went on holiday. They told me they would be buying a hotel for John in Marseille but wouldn’t tell me anything else. They didn’t go to France but went to the desert! Khalid and Omar stopped picking up my calls, did not respond to my messages. I asked John why they avoided me, and he said they were too busy. It makes sense now. Why did he play my fantasy on you? I don’t know!”

Abby raised her voice when she said to Ruby, “Ask him, Ruby! Where is he? Let’s call him!”

There was silence before my wife’s sister said, “He’s in Portsmouth. Went there Wednesday morning to sell the yacht. He has set you up, Abby, for some reason which I still cannot fathom.”  

I took my phone and hastily scrolled through my text messages. There was one from John, which I had received twenty minutes earlier.

Abby looked at my phone screen and said to Ruby, “Hold on! Dan has a text message from John!”

John’s message read: “How’s life as a cuckold, Dan? Did Abby like the hotwife lifestyle? By the way, Ruby and I are in the lifestyle. Don’t worry! I’ll tell Ruby you and Abby know about us. No point hiding it now that you are in it too. Ha-ha! The lifestyle is fun, isn’t it? Especially with someone like Khalid! Ruby has always said that his cock is amazing. This guy has a cock, hasn’t he? Omar tells me Abby has a really tight ass. He taught Ruby how to enjoy anal. He is good at anal, isn’t he? You can borrow our favourite bulls to fuck Abby from time to time if you want. They are very much into her and will gladly do so. For free! Did the two of you like my den? Sorry, Omar’s den! I visit it with friends from time to time to have some fun. I might finally take Ruby with me. She will love it.”

I texted: “You fucker! You set this up!”

John was on his phone because he replied immediately with a text message: “Yep! I did!”

I texted back: “Bastard! Why did you do it?”

John’s response came within a few seconds: “Next time, don’t boast that your wife is more virtuous than mine! They both scream ‘Oh, my God!’ when that massive cock ploughs into their pussies! I loved listening to Abby moan. Absolutely loved it!”

I texted: “Keep imagining, you perv!”

“Ruby, you are right,” I said. “John has set the whole thing up. And I know the reason. I pissed him off when we met over a coffee. The two of you had just come back from your yacht trip, and he was telling me how happy he was to have you back. He asked me what I thought of it. Well, I kinda boasted that Abby was a faithful wife, and I might have said that you were. . . , well, you know. . . .”

Another message from John came through. It read: “I don’t have to! I was in the room above the den and listened to her!”

I looked up at my wife. She was reading John’s messages along with me. Abby covered her mouth with her hand and shook her head in disbelief, disgust, embarrassment.

“What is he saying?” Ruby asked. “Please, tell me!”

I replied to my sister-in-law, “Well, he is here too. He is not in Portsmouth.”

“Oh, I am gonna kill him!” Ruby shouted. “Son of bitch! Abby, he’s fucked us both!”

Despite how bad it was, I couldn’t resist saying something witty. “Well, Ruby,” I said. ”Technically, Khalid is the one that fucked you both!”

“Oh, shut up, Dan!” Ruby snapped at me. “You are such a cuckold!”

“He-he!” I chuckled. “Yes, now I am a cuckold, like your husband, apparently.”

“We’ll talk more in London, Ruby!” Abby said and hung up the call.

She tucked her phone into her pocket and looked back at my phone screen.

John kept texting. His next message read: “It was so erotic! I jerked off to her; yep, guilty as charged! It’s such a shame that Khalid and Omar didn’t let me take a peek while they were fucking my lovely sister-in-law. I have hidden cameras in the den, but they disabled them. These boys are too moral for their own good, aren’t they?”

Another message came through: ”But I have to give it to them. They are very courteous! Omar hated me for asking him to mock Abby. I know, I am a perv! It was wrong of me. After you left, he gave me hell! The guy has a good heart. It was his idea to lend you my limo. Enjoy the ride! Quite an upgrade from riding a camel! Sorry about the camels, Dan!”

John sent another text: “I knew you wouldn’t like the camel ride, but it was the best way to make it exotic for Abby! A night under the stars with a romantic Arab like Khalid! Wow! He loved her tits, by the way. He didn’t shut his eyes all night long, could not stop feeling her up! He says he enjoyed groping her boobies under the blanket even more than fucking her in the den!”

Abby and I stayed in silence. My wife was stunned. I, however, was fighting a boner. I didn’t want to show her that I found John’s messages about her such a turn-on, so I crossed my legs and pretended I was deep in thought. I was waiting for John’s next message.

And John did not disappoint. He was on fire. This time he texted a long one: “I came up with the idea of the camels when your jeep broke down; the boys didn’t like it. They wanted to wait for you in the oasis, but I told them: ‘Look, they are stranded, not moving for hours, haven’t called for rescue, they must be in trouble. Let’s intervene now and turn the disaster to our advantage! Change of plan, boys! We know from the GPS where they are. Khalid, you are her type. Take the lead! Go and rescue them. The best way to score brownie points with Abby is to save her. Take it slowly with her, win her trust. Make it romantic and authentic. Ride a camel with her, spend a night out in the desert. Omar, you are not her type. Come to my den and help me prepare it.’ Don’t I know my matchmaking business? I was so right. Khalid hired the wrong guides, but actually, it worked even better, helped him score more brownie points. Worry not! I’ve taken care of those idiots! My plan was awesome, wasn’t it? The night in the tent! That was when the magic happened. Khalid keeps telling me over and over again how he lay next to Abby! I wish I had been there! I bet you had the hardest boner ever under that blanket. I would’ve!”

I texted John: “You went very low, John. This will break Ruby’s heart. She knows, so better call her! You broke Abby’s heart too. She thought these guys, especially Khalid, really liked her. The expensive jewellery, the sweet words, all fake! I’ll tell her to throw away the fake jewellery, but the betrayal will stick with her. She fell in love with Khalid. Was getting back at me worth breaking her heart?”

Abby was sobbing but was reading what I was typing. She brushed her tears away and murmured, “I didn’t fall in love with Khalid!”

“Oh, yes, you did, hon!” I said and pressed the send button. “You admitted it, remember? But I still love you!”

Abby was not listening to me. She was just shaking her head, tears rolling down her cheeks, as she kept repeating, “I didn’t. I can’t. I can’t fall in love with that imposter! I am not in love with him. I am not.”

Well, I thought, if denial helps, go with it, honey. It certainly helps me.

I was about to put my phone away when I got another text from John: “Don’t throw the jewellery away, Dan! It’s not fake!”

Another message followed: “Don’t you think I can afford 75 grand for my beautiful sister-in-law?!”

Abby took the napkin from her pocket, brushed her tears away, and blew her nose. Then she sat up and took a deep breath. She looked at me.

“Abby, please, promise me! No more crying!” I said.

She nodded. “OK.”

I was happy with the twist of events. It put Khalid in an awful light. I was able to start winning my wife back much quicker than I had thought I could. I smiled, folded up the console that separated us and wrapped my arm around her. Abby readily cuddled up to me. I decided to go further. I decided to go for a kiss. I leaned my face towards hers, and she looked at me. My wife smiled. It was a sad faint smile, but it was a smile. And I knew that was the moment to place my lips on hers. It was a long deep kiss. When we pulled away from each other, I looked into her eyes and said to her, “Abs, can we say right now that it was just sex and nothing else? And we stick to it! OK? No more remorse, no more crying, no more mention of Khalid. We love each other, and that’s what matters! Whenever self-recriminating thoughts start creeping in, can we just tell ourselves: we just had some fun? Can we? Whenever you think of Khalid, can you tell yourself: it was just sex and nothing more? That’s the only way to move forward. Let’s not give John the pleasure of seeing our relationship fall apart! We are stronger than him.”

“Agreed, Dan, you are right. As always,” Abby murmured.

A message from John came through, and both Abby and I read it. It said: “I am speaking to the boys, and they both say my sister-in-law is the sexiest woman they’ve ever fucked. Khalid has really fallen for her. Their words are not fake, Dan! Maybe we can organise a meet up in London: the two couples, Khalid, and Omar? I’ve always wanted to watch Abby getting fucked in spread-eagle position!”

“Never share any of this with Ruby!” my wife said. “I will have a separate conversation with John! Leave that to me!”

I put my phone away.


13. New deal

Tired from our adventures, soon both Abby and I fell asleep. We woke up when Bilal pulled over at a petrol station. We paid a short visit to the bathroom, strolled around for a couple of minutes, and got back in the car.

After we resumed our journey, I asked Abby if she wanted us to have champagne, but she declined. Instead, she lifted her legs on the seat and sat with her knees to the side. She cuddled up to me, and I hugged her as she rested her head on my chest.

Abby was too tired and fell asleep in my arms again.

I was in a state of tranquillity. Hugging my wife, feeling the warmth of her body pressed against mine, and listening to her rhythmic breathing, made me content. I was looking at her legs and reflected on the fact that the pussy between those legs had been fucked by another guy’s cock just a few hours earlier. What was interesting was that it was her pussy that was the focus of my thoughts. Not that she had given a deep throat to Omar, or that she had let him fuck her in the ass, or that she had kissed Khalid, or let him feel her breasts. These images were there, but the central image was that of her pussy stretched by Khalid’s cock. And for the first time after leaving the den, I did not feel any jealousy. It was the exact opposite. I liked reminding myself that her pussy had been filled by another man’s cock. I liked that some of his sperm was still in her vagina, and the strangest of all was that I found it even more exciting that she had developed feelings for that man.

I was still aware of the risks all this entailed, and yet, I was not afraid. I was confident that my wife was mine again, and I had no regrets about what we had done. Not only I had no regrets, but the boner in my shorts constantly reminded me what a turn-on it had been to share her and I began thinking of ways to repeat the experience in the not too distant future. Not with Khalid and Omar, no. It was a non-starter for Abby after the revelations about them and John. But with someone else, someone we had not met yet, but was out there for us! And as I continued to imagine scenarios of pimping my wife with another man, I fell asleep too.

The insistent buzzing of Abby’s phone woke us up. When I looked outside the window, I figured out we were nearing the airport because we were driving through city streets. Still sleepy, Abby pulled the phone out of her pocket and looked at its screen.

“It’s John!” she said. “How dare he call me!”

She put her feet on the floor and stared at her phone. Now she was widely awake.

“Put him on speaker, hon!” I said. “I want to give him a piece of my mind too!”

“Bastard” was Abby’s first word to John when she accepted the call.

She put him on speaker.

John began saying, “Abby, I have—” but he was interrupted by my angry wife.

“Fuck you! I’ll cut your balls off!” Abby shouted at him.

However, John seemed undeterred. “Listen, Abby, I have a proposal—”

“No, you listen! You son of a bitch!” Abby shouted again. I had not heard my wife use such language before. She was not done, though. She said with a mean voice, “Fucker! You hurt me! You hurt my sister! You will pay for it!”

“John, how could you be so low?” I said with a much calmer voice than my wife’s. “You wanted to exact revenge on me for boasting with Abby! Fine! But did you not think about Ruby? You hurt her too!”

“Why do you think I did not want to hurt Ruby?” John asked.

Both Abby and I were taken aback by his words.

“Yeah,” John continued. “I did it to hurt her! Much more her than you guys!”

“Why are you so mean, John?” Abby asked him. “Why do you want to hurt her? She’s done nothing to deserve this.”

“Oh, come on, Abby!” John raised his voice. “As if you don’t want to screw her up too! You can barely stand her, fighting her all the time, and now you play the innocent one!”

“John, you are wrong!” Abby said. “I love my sister! We might have some rivalry between the two of us—”

“Some?” John interjected.

Abby ignored him and continued speaking. “But I love her. You have no right to do this to her!”

“Oh, but I have all the right to do it,” John said with passion. “Why don’t you think about how much she’s hurt me before making grand statements? Do you know what she did? One day, she came home and said she was pregnant from our bull and would keep the child. No discussion, no nothing! Just like that! Yeah, that’s what she did. Walked into my office in the middle of a business call and said, ‘I am pregnant from Khalid, and I am keeping the baby!’

“I was so shocked that I just hung up on my client. How do you think I felt? But you know what? I will be the last one laughing. I will serve her the divorce papers on Monday! And since we have a pre-nap, she will get nothing. Zero! She gets to keep Khalid’s baby! But not my money. She will be a beggar on the streets of London! And Khalid won’t fuck her anymore. I will make sure he does not. He doesn’t care about her anyway!”

“You will destroy her if you do that!” Abby said. “Don’t do it!”

“Why shouldn’t I? Give me one good reason!” John replied.

“Because she loves you and cannot live without you!” Abby said in a much more conciliatory voice. “Don’t abuse her love, John!”

“Ha!” John exclaimed. “She doesn’t love me! She doesn’t love anyone. Neither Khalid. Nor you! Your sister is a possessive woman with a taste for kinky sex and luxury. That’s who she is. You are right on one point. She cannot live without me. But not because she loves me. No! She cannot live without me because she cannot live without my money! I am the one that is used and abused, not the other way round!”

Abby sighed. “John, I get it, but please stop!” Suddenly my wife had begun begging. “You won! You showed Dan that I am no better than Ruby. You’ve already settled the score with her using Khalid and me. Please, don’t destroy my sister. I can’t let you do this to her! You say all these things about her, but I know how bad she felt when you were separated. She was suicidal. Dan and I had to pay for her treatment. Please don’t leave her again!”

“Yeah, John, please don’t!” I interjected.

“I can’t. I can’t be raising a bastard child,” John said.

“Why not, John?” I said. “You certainly have enough money to support her and her child. It’s no big deal for you. Come on!”

“I am glad you said that, Dan!” John said. “Because I called to make this proposal. If you want me to leave things as they are and Ruby to live her life with me happily ever after, you two take this deal. Dan, you get on that plane. Abby, however, does not get out of the car, and Bilal drives her back to the den.”

Abby said, “No!” Shaking her head vehemently, she continued to whisper, “No way! No fucking way!”

Undeterred, John continued to lay out his terms. “No pills, no nothing. Abby spends five days with Khalid in the den, and yes, he fucks her non-stop bareback!”

“She’ll get pregnant, you idiot!” I shouted.

John chuckled. “He-he! That’s the whole point. That’s how you will find out how it feels raising a bastard child! Why do you think I’ve made sure there are no condoms in the den? Abby will have the time of her life with Khalid, and she will match her sister in having a bastard child! Oops! Almost forgot to mention. I want my cut too: I’ll fuck Abby once, only once, I promise, but I want to fuck her pussy this one time.”

“No!” Abby shouted.

“Well, then get on that plane, darling!” John chuckled yet again. “And start planning for your sister’s funeral because when I serve her the papers on Monday—”

“Don’t do this!” Abby said quietly.

“Then take the deal, Abby!” John said in a cold voice. “Listen, I am generous. I reckon raising a child costs two million. You and Dan will get two million from me, as a gift, almost for nothing! Just to get pregnant from Khalid and keep the baby.”

“You fucker!” Abby burst out shouting, “You blackmail—”

I put my hand on her knee.

“Did you say two million, John? Pounds?” I asked.

“Yes, two million pounds,” John confirmed. “The moment she shows me a positive pregnancy test, I will wire transfer one million and the day the baby is born, another one million. And I will keep my end of the bargain: Ruby will live happily with me and raise her kid. She does not need to know about our deal.”

“You are such a pervert!” Abby said in indignation, but this time kept her voice down.

“I know, right?” John chuckled.

My wife put her feet on the seat and hugged her knees, still holding her phone in her hand. Her shorts bunched up, revealing a good portion of her ass cheeks as if to remind me what John was buying from us.

I turned my torso to the side, trying to hide the tent in my shorts from my wife. Abby was not interested in me, though. She was staring at her phone screen and biting her lower lip, clearly considering her options.

“If Abby gets pregnant, it still could be me, John!” I said. I knew I should not have said it, but despite being turned on by listening to John blackmail my wife, I still felt deeply humiliated and wanted to spoil his fun a little.

“Oh, I know that you fucked her bareback too, Dan,” John said. “But if that happens, then good for you! I won’t require a paternity test to keep my end of the deal, don’t you worry! However, I trust the odds are overwhelmingly on Khalid’s side!”

“How do we know you are going to keep your word and pay the two million, John?” I asked.

“When have I not kept my word, Dan?” John asked me in return, then I heard him sigh before he added, “Keep in mind that I am a pervert, as Abby said. My perversion is your guarantee. My cock is twitching when I imagine Abby with a bump in her belly. And your sorry face, ha-ha! Do you think I would miss that for saving a million or two? I want you guys to be around so that I can enjoy watching you. I will pay, don’t you worry!”

Both Abby and I stared in front of us in silence. John had given us plenty of food for thought.

He let us ponder over what he had said for a minute or so before he chuckled. “He-he! Dan, I bet you are thinking about it now, and your dick is twitching as mine is! Don’t I know how to make hot offers? He-he!” John paused for a second before he added in a brisk voice, “All right, let’s wrap it up! The two of you need to decide. You have until you get to the airport to make a decision. You are nearly there, Bilal says. Not much time left, folks, and bear in mind this offer is final! If you decide to go ahead with it, just tell Bilal that Abby has forgotten her night cream in the den. He will know what to do. Bye, and hope to see you in the den, Abby!”

John hung up.

Abby and I travelled in silence, avoiding looking at each other. My wife was fiddling with her phone and looking outside the window. I was playing with the settings of the headliner. About ten minutes had passed, and we had not spoken a word. We arrived at the airport, and Bilal pulled up in the drop off area. He did not get out of the car, nor did he call us. He was waiting for our decision. Apparently, John had kept him up to speed with the recent events. Another five minutes had passed in silence before I changed the glass partition to see-through tint. It was getting busy around us, and we had to tell Bilal what to do.

I looked up at Abby. She looked back at me, and I saw it on her face. She had made up her mind.

I gave her a peck on the lips and said, “See you in London, hon.”

“See you in London, hon,” she replied and pressed the intercom button. “Bilal, I forgot my night cream in the den.”

“Sure, madam,” came Bilal’s answer. “I will drive you back. Please, stay in the car while I help your husband with the luggage.”

“I need to pee. Can I pop out to the toilet?” she asked.

Bilal shook his head. “Not here at the airport, I am afraid. They have pharmacies. I will stop at a petrol station before we leave the city. Can you hold it for five minutes?”

“OK,” Abby said and crossed her legs to suppress her urge.

I got out of the car.

Bilal took the small bag and the suitcase from the trunk and said, “Sir, take both! The boss has plenty of clothes for her.” He looked at my face, and seeing I was worried, he tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Don’t worry, sir! She will be in good hands!”

I took the luggage and waited for the limo to drive away before I headed for Departures.

⁂

I did not call Abby from the airport. I was feeling down again, and I was afraid that talking to her might make things worse. It seemed that my wife was in a similar state of mind because she did not call me either.

I turned off my phone and tried not to think about her. After I changed my clothes, checked in my luggage, and passed the security gates, I distracted myself by going shopping. I ended up buying lots of useless souvenirs and toys for the kids. I started to miss my children and decided not to wait until Sunday but to collect them from my parents as soon as I arrived in London.

All seemed OK until mid-flight when my insecurities came back. I tried to take a nap but couldn’t fall asleep. I kept thinking about Abby and started to fear I may not see her again. Not that the guys would harm her or something, but what if she decided to leave me for Khalid? Or for John, to that matter? John was way richer than me. It was conceivable that she could choose him, especially that he would let her fuck Khalid whenever she wanted.

I became restless and barely managed to wait until we landed before I turned my phone on.

I had received only one text message from Abby. It read: “Dan, I love you, remember that! I want us to buy a bigger house with John’s money but further away from him and Ruby. Start thinking where. It has to be in London if we want to carry on with our new Lifestyle. I reckon London is the best place to meet new people from the Lifestyle. Kisses. Abby.”

I felt tremendously better. My fears were pushed aside by excitement. My wife planned to live with me. She did not intend to leave me. Also, she wanted to continue to be a hotwife.

And most importantly, she talked about meeting new people, which implied having sex with no strings attached. No Khalid, no Omar, no John! It suited me perfectly well.

That was when I received a message from John. It was long and read: “Hi Dan, probably you are just about to land. Your wife has just arrived, and I have to hurry to go see her. I got to start patching things up with her if I want to fuck her. I am looking at her and Khalid through the window. He is all over her! She is gorgeous, though. Looks a little shy and reserved at the moment, but I am sure Khalid will soon change that.

“I have a confession to make: I was never bitter about Ruby and the baby. It hurts me that she is carrying someone else’s baby, but at the same time, it is a huge turn on. And that is the reason I am honest with you. I am certain you feel and will feel the same way as me: pain and excitement at the same time. My anger with Ruby at the call was a show for Abby to make her come back and agree to get knocked up! I just love watching it happen. Well, I want to fuck her too, always wanted, but that is a sideshow.

“Listen. I know how hard it could be the first days in the life of the cuckold husband, especially if your wife is still away. So I did something to help you get through it, which I hope you would appreciate. I told Ruby that Abby was back with Khalid and that you were very distraught. Ruby got so pissed off that she blocked Abby’s number. But now my wife feels so strongly for you that she is waiting for you at the airport. I am a master manipulator, Dan! And, I am thinking here. Why don’t you stay at my place? Ruby said she would invite you so that you are not alone. And, full disclosure here. I won’t mind if you fuck her. I am sure she will let you do her a couple of times if you play your cards well: devastated and in need of comforting.

“We can compare notes when we catch up in London! Have to go! Bye!”
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Whether reading erotic fiction is a way to fulfil an erotic fantasy in the safe realm of imagination, or to get inspired to pursue a fetish in real life, I believe that foremost, it should be about having fun.

I like to take my readers on a journey that is exciting and arousing, where they can follow the emotions, internal struggles and the fun that my characters experience, from the build-up of desire and aspiration, through the moment of fulfilment and resolution, to the final reckoning in the aftermath of their actions.

Whether a story is about a hotwife fantasy, a voyeur fetish, a cuckold kink, a naughty wife, or a cheating husband, it should be believable and most importantly, enjoyable to read. The storylines in this genre are as diverse and nuanced as in any other, and sometimes a reader may not like what the characters do, or the views that they express, however, the storytelling should still be a source of enjoyment.

I value reader’s feedback. When a reader tells me that they liked my stories, it inspires me to write more. Please vote and leave reviews at Amazon or Goodreads.

I also believe that the best way to keep improving is by listening to my readers. So if you would like to provide me with constructive feedback or to share what other stories you would like me to write, please feel free to contact me at lee.alex1604@gmail.com.


Books By This Author

A Webcam Hotwife

Jen is not happy when her husband, Andy, invites his senior business partner to stay in their house in London for a few days. Both Jen and Andy know that Larry is eccentric, even weird, but nothing can prepare them for the bombshell that Larry drops on them when he arrives.
Larry’s unusual request throws Jen and Andy into a whirlpool of emotions. They are faced with a tough dilemma to choose between financial prosperity and keeping their marital vows. And when temptation and lingering fetish come into play, husband and wife find themselves in uncharted territory.
Will Andy and Jen be able to outmanoeuvre the masterful manipulator that Larry proves to be and navigate their way through lust, temptation, jealousy, and greed? Will they be able to fix their finances without sacrificing their marriage?

A hotwife in lockdown

Working from home for months during the health crisis is boring and depressing for Elle. Her sons are stuck in university lockdowns, and her husband, Josh, is exhausted from long hours in the hospital. The stress has taken its toll on the couple’s sex life despite their unfaltering love for each other.
When Adnan, a friend of their elder son, turns up at their doorstep, he becomes a welcome distraction, livening up the dull days with his witty jokes and thoughtful compliments. Their guest is unusual in many ways, though, not least because he is from a different culture, and he has a delicate issue that Josh and Elle want to help him resolve. But how far their help can go before a line is crossed?
Intelligent, handsome, exotic in a way, and certainly provocative, will Adnan be too much for Elle to handle? Will he be a temptation that she won’t be able to resist? Will Josh be able to protect his wife from the younger man, and does the hubby want to?

Cheating on my hotwife in the South of France

When my wife’s colleague invited us to visit her villa, the words “South of France” evoked in my mind nothing more than images of sunny beaches, swimming pools, wine, and Mediterranean cuisine.
That was until we met Pierre and his sister Julie. Their lifestyle took us by surprise, even shocked us, especially my prudent wife. And yet, instead of indignation, it engendered something very different in Emily and me. Curiosity and sexual attraction fused into a powerful force that took us on a journey of exploration of our most intimate fantasies and hidden emotions. But how far was this force going to take us?
Would my wife’s little crush on Pierre make her break certain taboos?
The inner struggle between jealousy and excitement of watching the wife you love in the arms of another man is a powerful drug. Would I be able to quit the addiction, if my faithful wife succumbed to the charms of the young man?
Would I understand the enigma that Julie was? And what if there was something more sinister behind her provocative behaviour?
I had less than 72 hours to find the answers.

I cheated while hugging my husband

When Antony and I decided to celebrate the milestone of our 10th wedding anniversary with a tour in Peru, little did we know that it could turn into a hugely different landmark in our relationship.
Following our first meeting with Paul and his wife Jessica, my husband and I thought of them as another friendly couple to have chit-chats with. It turned out that they were to play a much more significant role than that. Paul’s physical attractiveness, combined with his bravado, and sometimes unorthodox behaviour, made for an intriguing persona that provoked my curiosity like never before. The inner struggle between desire and prudence stirred hidden emotions and interests, which I did not know existed inside me neither I knew how far they could take me.
As a faithful wife to a loving husband, I believed that I could resist the excitement of newness, but could I? Would I be able to draw the line before things got out of control?

The Christmas Party: A hotwife story

Jane and Chris love each other and have great sex; however, when business opportunity meets sexual desire, will they go beyond the point of no return?
When they get invited to the Christmas party, little do they know that Jane will be taking up the role of Semyan's sexy Santa Claus assistant. She will be helping to give away gifts, and by the end of the party, she will have to decide whether she can give the most precious gift that she has that evening.
Semyan may be an unorthodox CEO, but he knows how to take Jane's breath away, literally. Taking a prudent couple like Jane and Chris on a journey that they have never been before, requires skills and means which Semyan certainly possess.
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