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Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   It all started with a blazing row, which so rarely happened between Leo and Caitlyn as to be remarkable in itself. 
 
   It was a ridiculous place for an argument of any kind - the sun was shining in a cloudless sky, a warm breeze kept the humidity away, and the villa in which they were staying had its own private swimming pool overlooking majestic views over the French city of Nice, and behind it the broad, calm expanse of the Mediterranean Sea. The whole place was made for relaxing – not for stern words, furrowed brows and hands on hips.
 
   Leo knew it would have been a wonderfully restful and invigorating vacation had he not agreed to take part in a transatlantic conference call with his company. Had he not dropped the bombshell and infuriated his fiancée.
 
   "And they have to have this meeting right when we should be having a nice romantic dinner, just the two of us?"
 
   “They said it would only be this one time.”
 
   "Do they not understand what a time difference is?"
 
   "They want the West Coast to be in on the call."
 
   Neither he nor Caitlyn had had a proper vacation for years - the way their work diaries so rarely aligned as both of them chased careers, they'd long figured they probably wouldn't even get a proper honeymoon until some years after their wedding.
 
   Yet a brief window of opportunity opened up that summer, allowing them to get away for a peaceful, romantic sojourn in the sun-drenched French Riviera - to spend all day, every day relaxing out by the pool, soaking up the rays, sipping the local rosé, perhaps making the occasional visit to a sleepy town along the Cote D'Azur.
 
   "You should have made it clear you were out of contact."
 
   "I know, honey, I thought I had."
 
   Leo could understand why his fiancée took offense to his company for interrupting their vacation.
 
   Caitlyn in particular had needed a breather from it all - for three years, she'd averaged all of six or seven vacation days a year at her grind of a job. Then ever since Leo had finally popped the question, she'd also taken it upon herself to do all the planning for the wedding itself.
 
   So now destiny had offered them a rare chance for a vacation - Caitlyn had secured a new job that gave her the chance to set her start date back a few weeks to sneak a little time off, while Leo had been offered a sudden boatload of vacation days along with a promotion, to keep him from taking a job offer with a rival firm.
 
   Yet while Caitlyn had insisted on leaving her iPhone back in New York before they had jetted across the Atlantic, Leo's company had insisted he continue to be contactable.
 
   "I'm not having them ruin our vacation with a whole bunch of meetings."
 
   "It won't be a whole bunch, sweetie."
 
   Those first couple of days staying at that wonderful little villa on the hillside, Caitlyn had given him dark looks every time he'd even checked his messages on that phone. He'd taken to sneaking glances at it when visiting the restroom to keep out of sight.
 
   Then on the second day, after they'd come back from a visit to St Tropez, the pretty fishing village turned celebrity hangout, he'd been unable to hide the fact that he'd received a message from the company, and had to act on it.
 
   She'd been seething when he told her about the message. When he'd said they were demanding his involvement in an important meeting that evening, the pretty brunette had snapped.
 
   "Tell them you can't make it. Tell them we have plans."
 
   "It won't be long, I'm sure - "
 
   "Tell them you can do it in the morning when its too early to do anything."
 
   "They'll be asleep during our morning."
 
   Leo understood her anger, and of course had he been able to, he would have done exactly what she wanted. This time, however, there was no compromise to be had. His job paid a good share of the bills, and Caitlyn's hadn't started yet. She was free to be fully independent these few weeks - he wasn't.
 
   Seeing him not backing down, Caitlyn had said: "Then I'll have to have dinner on my own, won't I?"
 
   He hadn't expected her anger to boil over into actually storming out, however. He thought she'd sulk and pout at him while sunbathing out by the pool, but there she went, whirling on her heels to march off without even changing out of the little white top and pastel blue skirt she'd spent the day in. She grabbed the keys to their rental car, and was gone.
 
   She left him feeling fairly lousy, resigned to an evening alone, even after the conference call was over. Without an alternative transport option, he was marooned there at the villa.
 
   It wasn't the worst place a guy could be marooned. The place was owned by Caitlyn's Uncle Silas, an airline pilot who could have lived anywhere in the world. He'd been offering them a stay here for years, and Leo had often asked him why he'd decided to live in Nice of all places, and never quite understood the man's answer.
 
   Sure, it was close to Nice Airport, but this view of the city and the hills and the wide blue expanse of the Mediterranean was explanation enough.
 
   Sipping a glass of the surprisingly drinkable local wine, out on the poolside patio in front of the villa, Leo watched the sun go down over the hills to the west, and found himself soon able to relax.
 
   There had been nothing he could have done otherwise, after all, and it was probably good to give Caitlyn a little space to let off steam.
 
   But after a while, as the glorious amber twilight began to leach out of the sky, and his fiancée still did not return, Leo did begin to worry.
 
   Damn it, why hadn't he insisted she brought her phone?
 
   There had never been the slightest idea before this evening that the two of them might part ways at some point during the vacation.
 
   Now he had visions that she'd been attacked in some darkened alleyway somewhere, she'd gotten drunk and walked out into the sea. Or perhaps worse, she'd decided to risk driving back home after an evening's alcohol consumption.
 
   Those roads veering around the steep hillsides up from the city were not forgiving of any slips off-track.
 
   By the time it was approaching midnight, Leo was resorting to quiet prayer, and the only thing keeping him from alerting the authorities was the movie-inspired feeling that no one would take him seriously until the missing person had been gone at least 24 hours.
 
   Then, just as he'd been about to start tearing out his hair, Caitlyn had simply turned up, as sober as pie.
 
   "I was driving. What did you expect?"
 
   "Hey - I'm not complaining, I'm glad you weren't drinking with those roads."
 
   "Are you trying to say something about my driving skills?"
 
   She was so casual about her return, completely oblivious to the possibility that her fiancé might have been worrying about where she was all night. But she was all smiles, and the relief of having her back with her spirits restored was enough for Leo's instant forgiveness.
 
   "No, I'm saying something about your drinking skills."
 
   "You and me, Mister. Right now. I could take you any time."
 
   There was a friskiness in her manner, which definitely appealed to Leo. Maybe a little time away from him now and again was a good thing, even on vacation.
 
   He grinned, "Hey, you should try some of this rosé, though. It's actually not bad at all."
 
   They went outside, even now that it was heading into the small hours, and despite the sustained racket of the cicadas, the warm breeze was relaxing and the stars overhead perfect for a little drinking and light conversation.
 
   Neither of them seemed quite ready for sleep yet, their body-clocks not yet fully adjusted to European time, so a couple of glasses and a chilled bottle of plonk out by the edge of the pool seemed just the ticket.
 
   "Yeah - not bad," she said. "It's supposed to be the thing to drink around here, apparently."
 
   "Well that's lucky - it's practically the only thing your Uncle Silas has in stock."
 
   "It doesn't travel, though, I hear."
 
   "You hear? From who?"
 
   "Oh, you know. People. So how did the meeting go?"
 
   Their row was now water under the bridge. It was often the way on the few occasions when they did have disagreements - wait a while, and the tension dissipated.
 
   As far as Caitlyn was concerned, Leo's meeting was done and dusted, no longer a source of grief, as though it never had been.
 
   "Oh you know, just a load of hot air. Frank can't take 'no' for an answer, as usual."
 
   "Probably that small penis of his."
 
   "And you've met Frank, what, twice?"
 
   "When I go to your work things, they're always saying that about him. Don't tell me you've never heard it."
 
   "Why do you think I'm never jealous when you're flirting with him?"
 
   "You're never jealous, period. A girl could get quite upset."
 
   Leo chuckled, "So are you going to let me in on what exactly you've been up to all evening?"
 
   And at that question, something happened that Leo did not expect at all, and yet affected him more than he could ever have imagined it would.
 
   His fiancée blushed.
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   How did something as petty as the pinkish hue of his fiancée's face affect him so much? Leo could not explain, then or afterwards.
 
   Of course he'd always found her devastatingly attractive - from the first time they'd met at a party in the latter days of college, but over the years that attraction had mellowed into more of a sustained love, with less of the original fire of their early days, with other aspects of their relationship making up for it.
 
   Yet suddenly, here under the outdoor lights, Caitlyn's pale cheeks turned the same color as the wine they were drinking, and Leo just wanted to tear her clothes off and devour her.
 
   He certainly wasn't going to let her off without an explanation, and finally she saw that.
 
   She said: "I guess you could say I met some new friends."
 
   She looked so bashful, so awkward, and yet her flush was so devastatingly becoming on her. Leo felt his heart begin to beat a little more heavily, so he could feel it pounding inside his chest.
 
   "Friends? Were they American too?"
 
   "Spanish couple," she said, sipping from her glass. "They're on vacation here, like us. Only they're staying at one of those hotels on the seafront."
 
   "What happened?"
 
   "Okay, but you have to promise you won't freak out..."
 
   How best to get a guy to freak out: tell him not to. But this far along in their relationship, Leo wasn't the same guy who had preferred not to find out about Caitlyn's past boyfriends when they were dating, because he hadn't liked the idea of her being with another man. These days, he was confident enough in their relationship that when she pointed out a hunky man, or flirted with a work colleague, he didn't mind in the slightest.
 
   And right now, Leo was rather distracted by the new power base in their relationship: her sexy blush.
 
   So he just listened, feet lazily dipping into the cool pool water, as she talked of meeting a guy called Marco, and his girlfriend Sofia, in a bar down by the promenade.
 
   "They couldn't understand why I was on vacation and drinking fruit juice. I guess Europeans drink wine like it's just soda. But they were so much fun. It was like I didn't even need alcohol."
 
   "Sorry I missed it."
 
   "They wanted to know all about us, all about you and me, so I guess it helped me work through being annoyed at you."
 
   "Good," he said, leaning over to kiss her.
 
   Even with just a brief brush of her lips, he could taste the wine on her soft flesh, and felt her respond to his touch. Her blush was making him as hard as stone inside his trunks, but he wanted to hear all the details of her evening away.
 
   She said: "I was still angry enough at you to figure I didn't have to call, and then later I just plain forgot."
 
   Leo merely nodded. He said, "So they were from Spain, huh?"
 
   "Took a while before they'd even talk about themselves," Caitlyn said. "Yeah, they lived in Spain, come over here most years since Sofia's originally from around here. I think she works in some kind of bank or something. Something multinational."
 
   "Nice."
 
   "She seems really bright, sharp. I guess that was part of my surprise when I found out..."
 
   She paused to pour them both another glass of wine, and her trailing off without getting to the whole point of the story made Leo wild. He was still yet to find out what exactly it was that was supposed to be making him freak out.
 
   "Well?" he said at last, wondering why she couldn't talk and pour at the same time.
 
   She looked at him, and then he realized she hadn't paused just to top up his drink - she was actively finding it difficult to put her story into words.
 
   "Well," she said, flushing profusely now. "There's this thing about them. Kind of came out of nowhere when we were talking. When the two of them go on vacation, they don't just, you know, hang out at the beach and drink in bars."
 
   "What do they do?"
 
   "They... well, they go on vacation to meet people."
 
   "Meet people?"
 
   "For sex."
 
   Caitlyn's blush was now deeper in color than their wine, getting stronger in direct proportion to her subject matter. Leo remained quiet, calm, though he could feel his heart thumping inside his chest.
 
   "What are you saying - they hire hookers?"
 
   "No. They just meet other folks on vacation," she said. "They were quite open about it, once they saw I wasn't going to run off screaming."
 
   Leo wondered when she'd turned into the kind of girl who wouldn't run off screaming at such a revelation. Even after all this time together, there were things about her that came as a surprise.
 
   "They had a date all lined up for tonight, actually," she said, "but whoever it was obviously chickened out."
 
   "What, they pick up guys or girls?"
 
   "Both. Guys, girls, couples, whatever."
 
   Leo raised his eyebrows, and while his every expectation about her suggested she was about to recount how she'd made her excuses and left the bar, he got that strong sense she wouldn't. Why should he be in danger of freaking out if she had?
 
   "I was so curious, Leo," she said, defending herself without yet having entered a plea. "I mean, I've never met anyone like that before."
 
   She put Leo on edge, even though he had no idea what she was referring to, making him feel short of breath, his pulse now four times normal speed. This wasn't flirting with small-dick Frank over a post-work drink. This was hobnobbing with a couple of self-confessed adulterers.
 
   "So what happened?" he swallowed, doing his best to keep calm, wanting to hear her out, a quiet part of him hoping she was actually going to reveal something dirty, that might explain her blush, and point him in the direction of how he might inspire such a response from her himself.
 
   "I guess we spent an hour or two at that bar, and they'd been waiting for their 'date' all the time," she said. "They didn't mind chatting about it. Usually when they go on vacation, they meet friends they've been with before. This particular evening, they were meeting someone new, and they didn't show."
 
   "They don't feel they can do this in Spain?" Leo asked. "This meeting people."
 
   "Sophia's French. They spend most of their time in Spain, but go on vacation here mostly. They only ever meet other people on vacation."
 
   "So what happened? You went back to the hotel with them?"
 
   It was a sudden, brutal accusation, but he was going crazy here. Imagining all kinds of things this despicable European couple might have done with his fiancée.
 
   "No," she said, and he felt relief - but also, strangely, a touch of disappointment. What was that about?
 
   Underneath that top veneer of fear and paranoia at what might have happened, there was the dark little presence of lust inside him - a twisted flicker of excitement at the thought of a blushing Caitlyn being seduced by a glamorous European couple.
 
   "They got another bottle of wine to go, and we left the bar, went down the beach instead," she said. "We were sitting right down by the water," she continued, stirring her toes in the pool as if to illustrate. "The waves were actually coming up and over our feet - just small waves, kind of slow, lapping against our legs. It was a little cool, but so relaxing."
 
   He watched her take a big gulp of her own wine now, seeking a little fortitude. She looked so very sexy, her blush somehow enhanced by her awkward, self-conscious explanation.
 
   "We were just talking, you know? About this and that - good restaurants to go to, the best beaches in Spain. I didn't even think you might be worried about me."
 
   Another sip of wine.
 
   "And then they asked me if I was a prude."
 
   "A what? A prude?"
 
   "Yeah. I mean, at first I thought they'd got the wrong word - you know how it is, English isn't their first language. I thought maybe they were just asking me whether I disapproved of them."
 
   "You said 'no'?"
 
   Caitlyn paused, and once again Leo found himself having to resist the urge to just jump her there and then, the tension was so delicious in her.
 
   "Didn't seem polite otherwise," she said. "I always think all things to all people - whatever works. I'm not going to judge. And I wasn't going to tell them what they should or should not be doing on vacation."
 
   "So what did they do?"
 
   She glanced around, as though worried her parents were going to stumble in and find them doing something dirty. Leo just wanted to grab her and slip his tongue in her mouth, but he was so curious to hear her story.
 
   Curious - no longer so horrified for some reason.
 
   His fiancée turned to him, and said in a loud whisper: "Sofia pulled his thingy out!"
 
   Leo was feeling strangely light-headed, and it wasn't just all the wine from that evening. He heard himself say dryly: "His 'thingy'? And you told them you weren't a prude?"
 
   "His penis," Caitlyn stuck her tongue out at him. "His cock, his erection, his big throbbing organ. Happy?"
 
   Leo smiled, feeling his own big throbbing organ stirring. He said: "You should talk dirty more often."
 
   She ignored him. "Actually, it wasn't all that big. Big enough, I guess. God, I felt so weird being there."
 
   "They couldn't wait to get back to the hotel?"
 
   "And I didn't want to just walk off - "
 
   "Because you'd said you weren't a prude."
 
   "Well... they were nice. I'd had a great time all evening. And then suddenly Sofia was giving him a blowjob right in front of me."
 
   Leo looked at Caitlyn, at her hard nipples straining against her thin top, and he could tell she was seriously aroused. Was that what this virulent flush was all about, splashed right across her face and upper chest?
 
   Perhaps the reason he was responding to it so much was something to do with his own primeval reaction to some kind of female pheromone she put out.
 
   Wanting to prolong her story, wanting to explore this new level of arousal in her, he prompted her to continue.
 
   She said: "I've never seen anything like it. I guess it was just two people getting it on, but... God. I couldn't turn away."
 
   "Did anyone else see?"
 
   "It was kinda dark, there wasn't really anyone else who could."
 
   Leo's pulse was racing. For the first time, he now considered what it meant for their relationship that he couldn't remember her blushing quite like this, as a sign of arousal, perhaps even since the first few months they were together.
 
   Was it really true she hadn't been seriously turned on in all that time?
 
   "And what, you watched to the end?" he asked her.
 
   She took a deep breath, and said: "Yeah, I did. It was so strange... I was talking to Marco while she was doing it, while she was sucking him. He wanted to know if I liked what I saw."
 
   "And what did you say?"
 
   "I think I just nodded. It was so insane, I couldn't not. I was kind of shocked, but I couldn't look away, couldn't stop them. Couldn't walk away."
 
   He wasn't at all fussed that she had been an unwitting voyeur, that she had been there while another couple had got into some weird exhibitionist kink. But the quiet sense that she might have then, somehow, gotten involved - that made him feel a little flicker of anxiety inside his stomach.
 
   How might he deal with such a situation?
 
   She looked suddenly like a panicked deer caught in the rifle sights, as though reading his mind.
 
   She said: "God, you're not mad at me, are you, Leo?"
 
   "Of course not," he said, more in reaction than in reflection of any of the bedlam going on in his head.
 
   His first instinct was always to assure her happiness, but he wasn't telling a lie. He wasn't mad at her. It was a challenge to wade through the muddle of emotions jostling for position within his head, just then, but anger didn't really seem part of that maelstrom.
 
   Fear, trepidation, uncertainty - sure. Even a little envy, that he hadn't been there to witness her initiation into voyeurism. But no real anger.
 
   What he did feel, was the strange desire to encourage his fiancée. They'd never really talked like this before. It was hot. Maybe he needed to embrace this kind of thing - role-play, or something like that - to bring that sexy blush back to Caitlyn's cheeks.
 
   With Caitlyn looking so vulnerable and awkward and afraid and so damn sexy with that soft pink glow across her Irish complexion. The dominant drive inside Leo was pure unbridled lust.
 
   "I'm not mad," he said, in what he hoped was a calm, considered tone, and added: "actually, it's kind of turning me on."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Caitlyn raised her eyebrows, mouth opening in surprise, as though she'd never considered such a response from her fiancé to be possible. She laid a hand gently on Leo's lap, and finding the hardness between his thighs, quietly gasped.
 
   "God, you really are, huh?"
 
   "I guess I like it when you talk dirty."
 
   Well, he might as well embrace his lust - there was certainly no point in embracing his fear. Where would that lead? Only to paranoia, doubt, and then ultimately perhaps conflict.
 
   Now Caitlyn was leaning over to unfasten the drawstring on his trunks.
 
   She said: "Doesn't it make you jealous that I was sitting right there, inches away from Marco as his girlfriend was sucking his cock?"
 
   "A little, I guess," said Leo, as she withdrew his manhood, curling her fingers around it.
 
   "But it turns you on that I was there, even though another guy was looking at me as his girlfriend went down on him?"
 
   Now Leo got the sense that Caitlyn was trying to test him, to see whether his jealousy had become extinct through the years they'd been together.
 
   He said: "It's weird, I can't really explain it. I guess it's just so different from what normally happens."
 
   Caitlyn was looking at his cock as she squeezed and gently pumped his shaft, as though it was something she hadn't seen for a while. Perhaps having seen Sofia tending to Marco's own manhood, she was now looking at his with a different perspective.
 
   "It turned you on, didn't it?" he asked her now. "Watching them."
 
   She was blushing as she looked up at his face, of course. God, she was so hot. Her green eyes flickered as she examined his face, searching for signs of how he might react if she now told him a hard truth.
 
   "Yes," she said at last, quietly.
 
   He nodded, that was all. He saw relief in her face.
 
   He asked her: "Did they want you to... do anything?"
 
   "No. They only asked if I enjoyed watching. Or at least, Marco only asked."
 
   Then Leo said: "Show me. Show me what you saw Sofia doing."
 
   Caitlyn looked a trifle surprised at his sudden demand, but after a beat, she flashed him a little impish grin that made his cock throb in her hand.
 
   She flicked her feet up out of the water, and kneeling over him, briefly stretched upwards to kiss his lips. He tasted the wine on her mouth again, and this time it reminded him of their early days, when they were just dating and alcohol had never been far away. Back when he had been jealous when she looked at other men.
 
   "She was on all fours, like this," Caitlyn said, "only she was in front of him, between his legs."
 
   Leo pulled his own feet out of the water, and swiveled to match her description.
 
   She said: "The waves were still coming up to soak her - and him - as she was doing it, but she didn't stop."
 
   Between his thighs, Caitlyn took up Leo's hardness in her hands, gazing up at him with a vampish smile before slowly licking all the way along his length, her breath tickling his sensitive skin as her tongue caressed him.
 
   "I think he was smaller than you," she said, her fingers crushing his hardness as she spoke.
 
   "You know how to flatter a guy," Leo joked.
 
   She smiled, said: "Sofia's smaller than me, though, so I guess it was to scale. She's this really cute little blonde - had to stretch to get him inside her mouth."
 
   Leo now leaned back as he felt the tip of his penis engulfed by the soft but intense heat of Caitlyn's mouth.
 
   He let out a long moan as she sucked greedily on him, his fullness filling her mouth to an obscene extent, before she withdrew again to continue peppering his hardness with kisses, rubbing his swollen tip around her face as though exploring it for the first time.
 
   She had to stop to pull her hair out of the way, but flashed such a blazing smile his way, he was nearly coming right there and then.
 
   It was so sexy to see her this excited, the thrill emblazoned in the flush spread through her pale skin.
 
   She said, "You know, sweetie, maybe I've been taking it for granted how amazing your cock is."
 
   Then she was sucking it back inside her hot, wet mouth, and Leo was trying to imagine how she must have looked watching a similar scene down there on the beach, shocked but powerfully aroused as a blonde bobbed up and down on another man's cock.
 
   How deliciously self-conscious she must have looked trying to talk casually to Marco while he violated French decency laws right there in front of her.
 
   When Caitlyn came up for air again, Leo stopped her, and with one finger gently tilting her head up to meet his gaze, he asked: "Did you see them finish?"
 
   Caitlyn dropped his cock. She had that look of reluctance about her again.
 
   "What happened?" Leo caught his breath, his gut twisting into knots.
 
   "Would you be angry if I said I didn't just watch Sofia going down on him?"
 
   "You... joined in?"
 
   A little horror at that thought. But Caitlyn merely shook her head. "No. I mean that wasn't all Sofia did to him."
 
   "She fucked him?"
 
   Caitlyn gave a subtle nod. She picked herself up now, pulling forward to straddle his hips, her hands sliding over his chest, her legs pinning his body as her weight bore down on his hardness.
 
   Was she going to show him?
 
   She said: "Marco asked how you'd feel to know I'd seen them. I said I thought you might not believe me when I told you."
 
   Leo hadn't even considered the possibility she might be making all this up. "Doesn't seem like something you'd make up," he said. "So she was just... doing it, right there?"
 
   Caitlyn nodded, still wary of his disapproval. Leo actually found it hot to think of his fiancée being presented with such a startling sight. Thinking she must have been so taken aback, yet feeling unable to object.
 
   He hardened underneath her, and it was apparent that she noticed. It lent her confidence now.
 
   She went on with her story, reveling a little more in the details, feeling it arousing her fiancé, not just herself.
 
   "Sofia reached under her little skirt and took off her panties," she said. "Then she threw them up to Marco. And he was pressing them up to his face, and I was so surprised, I didn't even see her climb on top of him..."
 
   "Show me," he said, and saw the flames ignited in her eyes.
 
   Caitlyn quickly stood, slipped her hands up her skirt and removed her own panties, affording him a spectacular sight as she revealed the full beauty between her coltish thighs before she crouched over him, and resumed her position over his hardness - though this time, the searing heat of her pussy was directly touching his flesh.
 
   Leo held out his hand, and for a moment she didn't get what he wanted - then after a pause, she understood what he wanted, and a little reluctantly passed him her underwear.
 
   "Like this?" he asked, and then held her damp panties up to his face, breathing in the dark, spicy aroma of her arousal.
 
   She nodded.
 
   Though she'd seen Marco doing it with Sofia, she wasn't fully confident about having Leo inhaling her personal scent from her underwear. Yet Leo found himself so fired up pressing the soft, moist material up to his nose, sampling the essence of her sex.
 
   He was shaken from his distraction by the sudden intense heat as she took his cock inside her irresistible tightness.
 
   Looking down now, to where Caitlyn's skirt concealed the union between them, he asked: "Did you see his cock going inside her?"
 
   Caitlyn's eyes sparkled. "Not at first," she said. "Marco wanted to know if I was offended by it, so I told him I was fine with it - I thought he'd just finish up, you know? And then we could go."
 
   "You were fine with it," Leo grinned. "You loved it, didn't you?"
 
   She gave him another bashful smile. "I never saw anything like that. You men are always looking at your porn, so I guess it wouldn't be such a big deal for you."
 
   "Our porn?" he scoffed. "So what did they do when you said you were fine with it?"
 
   "It was like they were testing me. Testing my limits. Sofia went down on all fours, hiking up her skirt, and then Marco was kneeling behind her, kissing her, you know, down there, before - "
 
   "Kissing her down there?"
 
   "Well, kind of going down on her, but I've never seen it done like that before."
 
   Leo tapped her hips, signaling her up, and she found a position on the tiles beside him, presenting her rear as Sofia must have done for Marco that night.
 
   Crouching behind her, Leo pushed up her skirt to reveal her pale behind and the pink folds sandwiched between her cheeks. He stooped, breathed in her exhilarating scent, then eased forward to taste her pussy.
 
   "Like this?" he said, kissing and licking around her soft skin, holding her with one hand while his tongue coursed through her pussy lips, seeking out her heat, teasing out her moisture.
 
   "Oh, you don't have to - "
 
   Caitlyn had always been self-conscious when it came to receiving oral sex. Leo didn't push the point, though he thought perhaps some day they'd have to take the time to deal with that.
 
   She said: "Then he was pushing his cock inside her again."
 
   "Wow. And you actually saw it?"
 
   "It was dark, but yeah, I could. It was wet from her - "
 
   Almost as though following her instructions, he now guided the tip of his hard cock to her glistening folds.
 
   Easing inside her again, feeling that exhilarating heat as he entered her, he said: "Must have been a turn on for her. Having him fucking her while she was right next to you."
 
   "She was moaning - kind of loud. I started to worry someone might hear. Oh God, that's so good..."
 
   She was moaning as he moved inside her, and almost yelping as he started to accelerate his motion, holding her hips as he worked up a powerful rhythm within her soaking pussy.
 
   Since when had she been so vocal?
 
   Leo said: "You watched him fucking her like this?"
 
   "Just... like... this..." she said breathlessly.
 
   Leo thrust forcefully into his fiancée’s sweet pussy, which pulsated around his hardness as he pushed into her. Her moans turned to unashamed cries, and it was plain she cared little whether any of the neighbors might hear.
 
   He was so turned on, felt so powerful to make her respond this way, so loud, making her gasp and wail and writhe as his cock squeezed into her, grazing against every inch of her tightness.
 
   He knew it wasn't going to be long before he lost control of himself. Yet pounding into her now, it was Caitlyn that seemed to be leading the way to climax - she was shuddering and bucking like a rodeo ride, and he had to hold on firmly to keep from slipping out.
 
   "Come in me, come in me," she hissed, and he found no problem in complying with her wishes.
 
   He felt her trembling and shaking as she yelled out her final clarion call before the end, and he felt the explosive energy consume him as his hard cock erupted inside her, filling her with his hot seed as her climactic scream turned to a breathless whimper.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   Leo collapsed out on the tiles, gasping for breath as he heard Caitlyn pulling off the rest of her clothes and slipping quietly into the pool.
 
   It was her uncontrolled, rapturous laughter that brought him back into full consciousness, his eyes opening again to be filled only with stars before he rolled over and sat up.
 
   "That was the most incredible time ever!" she called from the middle of the pool, her voice so unrestrained he suddenly feared the neighbors might hear, though the villas this far out were quite far apart.
 
   Caitlyn took a few strokes toward him. She looked stunning against the blue background of the water - those slender curves, all that bare skin, her little pink nipples so stiff out in front. Breathtaking.
 
   "You must have been warmed up already from watching Marco and Sofia," Leo said, dipping his toes back into the cool water.
 
   The bronze-haired girl beamed back at him, with a slight but still oh-so-sexy blush giving her cheeks a gentle glow. She floated to within a few yards of his feet, then dropped down to get her hair wet again, before bobbing back up, so that her pert breasts were freed from the water, crystal droplets running down her smooth skin.
 
   "You were so hard," she said in a conspiratorial tone as she reached back to squeeze the water from her hair. "More than normal. What was it? The way I was talking?"
 
   "I'm not sure," he said, not quite knowing how to express his tangle of feelings. "It probably helped."
 
   "I would have thought you'd be mad at me after watching them like that."
 
   "I couldn't be mad. It wasn't really your fault they did what they did."
 
   She swam up to the edge of the pool, between his dangling legs, those emerald eyes so bright looking up at him as she said: "You seem really calm, sweetie."
 
   He smiled. "I tend to be, after I've... you know... come."
 
   "You seem really calm about the whole thing, though. Aren't you even a little jealous I was sitting next to Marco and Sofia when they..."
 
   "I trust you."
 
   "Not to cheat?" she asked.
 
   "Of course."
 
   "While I was telling my story, did you even think it might end up with me... you know, sleeping with Marco or something like that?"
 
   "Well I didn't think you'd be sleeping."
 
   "You know what I mean!" Caitlyn splashed him, the cool water startling him, her reaction amusing him. Then she was serious: "So you did think I might have done more than just watch?"
 
   Her blush was a little fiercer now. Awkward, a little embarrassed that he might think that of her. The sight of her like that made his cock tingle, even now it was spent.
 
   He said: "I thought it was a possibility, sure."
 
   "And that didn't make you angry?"
 
   Leo thought for a moment or two. At no point had he been angry. It had felt strange, there had been fear, but he hadn't been actively angry at the potential for his fiancée to transgress the monogamy of their relationship.
 
   "No," he said. "Not angry."
 
   She saw his cock twitch then, and gave a little gasp.
 
   "It turned you on?" she asked in clear disbelief. "Thinking of me like that?"
 
   How could he explain that it was her blush that turned him on? The idea of her being presented with such a shocking sight that she flushed scarlet all over. It seemed so ridiculous. How could he tell her that the mixture of awkwardness and embarrassment and unrestrained arousal in her was the most thrilling thing he'd ever seen? That it transcended any feelings of fear or jealousy.
 
   She'd think him a pervert.
 
   And anyway, he hardly understood it all himself. What if he was wrong about his feelings, and yet he gave her this idea he was so into it? She'd think him a creep, and it was not a label you could get rid of easily.
 
   "It was kind of hot," he said, more than a little guarded.
 
   "Hmm," she said, then she teased: "Maybe a girl should feel offended if her man wasn't feeling any jealousy at all at her being with someone else."
 
   Leo sighed, seeing the potential for this whole conversation to turn into the kind of trap that Caitlyn sometimes liked to set for him.
 
   "It's not that I didn't feel anything at all," he said, trying desperately to find the right words. "It's just... " he swallowed, blushing himself now, and said: "I don't know... it was different this time."
 
   "Different?"
 
   She was right, he wasn't making a lot of sense. He said: "I guess when we were first together, I didn't like to think of you with past boyfriends and I hated it when you flirted with other guys because... well, I guess I worried you'd want to be with someone else."
 
   Caitlyn wrinkled her nose. "And now apparently, you're not so bothered?"
 
   "It's not that I'm not bothered... I just feel confident you're not going to run off with someone else. We're getting married."
 
   "You know, I wouldn't have run off ever," she said, her hands now sliding up his thighs.
 
   "I know that now," he smiled. "I'm not so insecure any more."
 
   She put her head beside one of his knees now, looking directly up at his cock as though she'd never really got the chance to just look at it before.
 
   "I didn't flirt with other guys," she said.
 
   "Yeah you did - you've always been a flirt," he smiled. "Even with guys who have a confirmed deficiency in the throbbing organ stakes."
 
   She looked up at him with an apologetic expression, taking his remarks a little more seriously than he'd meant. She said: "You should have told me to stop if it hurt you. Back then, I mean."
 
   Leo laughed, "That would hardly have been good for our relationship - you would have bolted at any attempt to control you!"
 
   "Maybe so," she said, "but I probably would have come back. For this, if anything!"
 
   She held up his cock, and her touch actually provoked a small but noticeable stirring in Leo that he suspected might even mean it had life in it yet this evening. He never normally had the oomph to go again immediately after sex.
 
   "Did it hurt a lot when I flirted with other men?" she asked, fumbling his soft penis quite casually, though having no idea that she was beginning to coax the blood flow back there.
 
   "Oh, it wasn't anything I couldn't handle," Leo said, though it wasn't enough to dislodge the look of pity from her face, so he added: "I guess part of me was kind of excited that you were getting a response from other guys, but that I was the one that was going home with you."
 
   "A response from other guys?" she raised her eyebrows.
 
   "You could see they wanted you," he laughed.
 
   "Not necessarily," she protested, as though even the mere desire of other men to sleep with her somehow made her a slut. "Just because they talked to me, doesn't mean - "
 
   "Those guys? Sure, it did. They'd have taken you in the alleyway round the back if they had half a chance - you could see it in their eyes."
 
   She smiled but shook her head. Her blush was back, which amused Leo, though it also aroused him. Hardening noticeably now, his cock twitched, and Caitlyn caught her breath as she detected it.
 
   "Already?" she said, with one eyebrow hoisted.
 
   "You know," he said, "You're so sexy when you're blushing like that."
 
   For Leo, it was a complete understatement. Caitlyn seemed to take in the earnest way in which he complemented her, and her flush only strengthened.
 
   "I must look like a freak with my complexion," she said, then she immediately tried to change the subject. "So when I was with other guys back then... I was just like some kind of trophy to you, right?"
 
   Leo rolled his eyes. "How come I feel I'm walking into a trap right now?"
 
   "It's not a trap! I just want to understand you," she insisted. "Like why you don't seem even a little bit jealous at the thought of me being with another guy, the thought he might have fucked me as well."
 
   He was up to semi-hardness as she toyed with his cock now, something in itself that was almost as much a surprise as the growing revelation that he wasn't really jealous at the thought of Caitlyn being with other people.
 
   It had been years since he'd had the energy to go again so soon after sex. It was almost worth continuing the conversation merely to see if his erection would come to full fruition.
 
   "I guess I'm different now," he said. "Thinking of you watching that couple on the beach tonight, I was afraid you were going to say you'd ended up taking over from the girl - Sofia - but then it was pretty exciting, too. And you looked so hot telling the story - you were so turned on."
 
   She smiled at his complement, but said: "You were excited by the possibility of me switching with Sofia?"
 
   He shrugged, "I don't know... I guess part of me was thrilled another guy was interested in you..."
 
   "Because I'm your trophy?" she joked.
 
   "Maybe. It proves I'm with a gorgeous girl, and I've made the right choice to spend the rest of my life with you," he said. She was silent at that, but he could see it touched her.
 
   He said: "You know, when you used to flirt with other guys, I dealt with the fear by assuring myself you were never going to go off with them. And you never did. I guess over the years I've just come to see - "
 
   "That you're stuck with me?" she grinned.
 
   "That I mean more to you than sex with other guys, so - "
 
   "I did not want to have sex with those other guys!" she blurted.
 
   "That's not what I meant," he said, adding: "And of course you wanted to have sex with those other guys. If you weren't with me, you would have gladly - "
 
   "Hey, I liked the before part of this conversation," Caitlyn pouted, "when you were telling me you think I'm gorgeous."
 
   Leo smiled, "Can't you tell I think that?"
 
   Sure enough, he was hard enough for Caitlyn to start pumping his cock now, and that brought a huge smile to her face.
 
   As she kissed the head of his cock, he said: "I think I dealt with the fear back then by convincing myself you weren't going to run off - and you proved me right. So with Marco..."
 
   She stopped, said: "You're just scared I'll run off? That's the fear?"
 
   Leo shrugged. "What other fear is there? That you'll prefer sex with Marco? I've never thought I was the world's greatest lover..."
 
   "You're pretty good," Caitlyn grinned, rubbing his cock around her soft cheeks and over her lips in the filthiest way.
 
   He smiled, then shrugged. "I don't know. I can't explain how I feel. Perhaps it's some kind of primordial thing - the idea that other men desire you makes me feel better than them, because I'm the one marrying you."
 
   Leo let out a deep moan as she slipped him inside her mouth. It was hard to keep up conversation when your conversation partner had your cock between her lips.
 
   She took it out for a moment to say, "So what, you're saying now that you're not afraid at the thought of me being with another man?"
 
   It was difficult to even think of an answer when she was bobbing her head down on his shaft like that, even just the sound of her wet mouth gliding up and down his hardness was distracting enough to block his mental faculties, let alone the wonderful warmth surrounding him, caressing his sensitive flesh.
 
   "It's not that I'm not afraid," he said. "It's just that I understand where the fear's ultimately coming from, and I know it's baseless."
 
   She stopped. Looked up at him like he was crazy. "If it's baseless, how come you're afraid?"
 
   "You're afraid of spiders, right?" he said. "You know they're not going to climb out of that bath and kill you, but that doesn't stop you shrieking for me to come deal with it."
 
   "I do not 'shriek'," she said with a brief eye-roll.
 
   Caitlyn side-stepped and launched herself up out of the pool, splashing cool water all over him in the process - which made him flinch, and her laugh at his reaction.
 
   "Come on," she said, hopping up to her feet and holding out a hand to help him up as well. "I'm getting cold..."
 
   Both on their feet, Leo's fiancée kept hold of his hand and now pulled him inside, saying as they went: "We have a warm bed where you can just as easily tell me your sordid little fantasies about letting other men have their way with me."
 
   "Sordid little fantasies? I didn't say anything about - "
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   She scampered off through the expansive open-plan kitchen-living room, and along the small corridor leading past the bathroom to the bedroom, with Leo in close pursuit.
 
   Then as she leapt onto the bed, giggling away, he pounced on her.
 
   For a while, they were just wrestling and laughing, with his hard cock between them, as Leo tried to repay her impudence with tickling, and she tried to dish it back to some degree of success, until he had her pinned, face down.
 
   Now straddling her, he was pressing his swollen staff between her cheeks, and she was submitting to him, letting out an aroused groan as he slipped his cock between her thighs, and eased inside her wet pussy.
 
   "I bet you're thinking about me with another guy still," Caitlyn joked as he filled her, then withdrew.
 
   "Speak for yourself," he said, slowly starting up a rhythm inside her as he leaned over her shoulder, whispering to her: "Look at you closing your eyes, imagining I'm someone else. Marco, probably, huh?"
 
   He smiled as the friction of his cock sliding inside her pussy, so tight with her legs closed like that, caused her to open her mouth wide and cry out while she held firmly onto the cast iron bars of the bedstead in front of her.
 
   "Oh Marco, fuck me!" she cried, looking back over her shoulder with a big wry grin plastered over her face as he sat up, clasping her waist with both hands to support a more forceful pounding into her pussy.
 
   "You are a bad girl," he said, loving the scarlet tinge all over her face, wondering how far her joke was taking her, whether she was actually imagining him to be the Spaniard she'd met earlier that evening.
 
   "Oh Marco..." she sighed, "Marco, Marco, Marco..."
 
   She was so wet, was it from thinking about the other man? The thought produced a sharp pang in the middle of his chest, and yet it also thrilled him in equal measure. Was he really all right with the thought of his fiancée fucking someone else?
 
   Well, it was just role play. Nothing wrong with role play.
 
   "You are so beautiful, Señorita," he said, getting into it now himself, his voice turning into a cod-Spanish accent.
 
   Caitlyn beamed at what he was doing, keeping her eyes firmly shut as he continued to pump into her behind, saying: "Oh Marco, I love your cock, it's so big and hard..."
 
   "Bella Señorita," he said, slow and husky, trying to become some imagined Casanova without the benefit of any kind of education in Spanish. It appeared to have good effect on Caitlyn nevertheless.
 
   She writhed under him as he leaned forward again, supporting his weight on his hands spread beside her elbows on the mattress as he continued plunging into her. He lightly kissed her shoulder, her cheek, her ear, before whispering in a movie-Spanish accent: "Your fiancé is a berry lucky man, Bella Señorita."
 
   He could see her hands clenching and unclenching on the iron bars in time to his pounding and her breathy moans. She was too far gone for witty come-backs now, moaning only: "Oh Marco..."
 
   Dominating her in a manner he usually did not when they were making love, he pressed down on her back now, his hand holding her in between her shoulder blades as he pounded into her, shoving her into the bedclothes as his own thighs made slapping noises against her beautifully round buttocks as he collided with her again and again.
 
   "Fuck me, Marco, fuck me!" she was yelling, half into the sheets, and then he was coming inside her again, and she was coming underneath him, forcefully as a powerful wave of energy washed over her.
 
   At the end, he had barely enough energy left to avoid falling on her as his limbs gave way, collapsing beside her.
 
   She was kissing him, saying softly, "Oh, that was insane."
 
   But he felt so drained, he could only purr contentedly, kissing her lightly in return.
 
   Sleep was not far away.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo was surprised to wake and find the clock on his iPhone reading 11am - he didn't remember sleeping in so late since college days.
 
   The room was bright, the sun streaming in through the large windows across the wall to the left, making him wonder how he'd remained dead to the world so late with such a wash of light all over him.
 
   He let out a deep lungful of air and rolled over onto his back, gazing down the corridor to take in the rest of the villa and the view out over the pool to the city and the sea.
 
   This place was magnificent.
 
   He could see movement in the pool, and the only sound in this peaceful morning was Caitlyn apparently doing laps. Thinking about her swimming, perhaps wearing a bathing suit, perhaps not, stirred his loins into a late morning erection.
 
   Had he really made love to her twice last night? God, he'd been like a teenager again.
 
   Had they really been imagining that it was some Spaniard called Marco fucking her at the time?
 
   Leo chuckled to himself. It had been pretty wild. They'd never really role-played before. He thought about fucking Caitlyn as Marco, and his mind started wandering a little, imagining what it might be like to see the real Marco fucking her.
 
   Caitlyn had always seemed so conservative when it came to affairs of the heart. Even kissing in public had made her uncomfortable. Yet here, by the shore of the Mediterranean, she had sat and watched as a couple of strangers had screwed on a beach right in front of her.
 
   And later, she'd cheerfully imagined her boyfriend to be another man - the man she'd witnessed making love - screwing her himself.
 
   Maybe it was being on vacation - just the feeling that they were here only to relax, have a good time, escaping the pressures of normal life. Their normal standards of living did not apply.
 
   What if it had really been Marco fucking Caitlyn? What if they went down to that hotel wherever he and his French girlfriend were staying, and she went upstairs with the guy and really fucked him?
 
   How would he feel at the knowledge that this other guy was putting his own hard cock inside Leo's fiancée? She'd suck him, then let him penetrate her pussy with his obscene foreign organ.
 
   The thought of it made Leo feel a little breathless. What was it that made him feel this fear? He knew Caitlyn was never going to leave him. It was pure instinct. That innate sense of dread instilled into him by society that if she got even a glimmer of a taste of another man, she'd reject him, never want him again, she'd no longer love him. It was ridiculous.
 
   And yet somehow, like riding on an extreme rollercoaster, the thought of busting through that natural inclination toward fear and paranoia was also somehow thrilling.
 
   Lying spread-eagled on the bed, the thin sheet falling away, his manhood was rock-hard, a rigid staff proudly aloft, declaring his filthy thoughts to the world.
 
   What if they did manage to find Marco again, and Leo actually consented for his fiancée to spend time with him?
 
   It was only sex. It wasn't as though he'd lose her. It wasn't as though she'd no longer want to make love to him. If she had a wonderful steak, it would never take away her constant cravings for a good hamburger, or vice versa.
 
   He laughed as he pulled himself up from the bed, amusing himself with the question of whether he was the steak or the burger in his own analogy, and padded out into the kitchen without bothering to put on clothes.
 
   "Hey, what about the neighbors?" Caitlyn called from the pool as he poured himself a glass of ice-cold orange juice from the fridge, giving his erection a moment to subside a little before he faced his fiancée.
 
   She looked highly amused at his lazy nudity, and then let out a surprised yelp as he casually strolled out into the warm sunshine, completely unconcerned.
 
   "Nobody can see," he said, only half-believing himself. There were bushes and cypress trees to give them privacy, and these villas were all spaced relatively far apart - but who could really tell how secluded the pool was? Anyhow, the feeling of the sun splashing all over him, and the gentle breeze against his bare body was glorious.
 
   "You're crazy," Caitlyn said, now launching herself up out of the pool.
 
   "I'm on vacation," he said, admiring her trim body in her little black bikini, as she approached him and gave him a brief smooch on the lips.
 
   "You're going to need some sun block if you're going to be an exhibitionist," she said, scampering over to her sun bed, to pick up the bottle of factor 50.
 
   Leo just breathed in the warm air, even closing his eyes. It was so peaceful, there was only the distant sound of an aircraft flying in along the coast to land at Nice Airport.
 
   "Here, I'll do your back," Caitlyn said, squirting a dollop of sun cream into her hand as she stepped up behind him. It was already warm when she pressed it onto his skin and began spreading it over his back - she must have been out in the sun a while that morning.
 
   "What time did you get up?" he asked, feeling his bare cock thickening a little as her hands glided down over his buttocks and around his hips.
 
   "Six," she said, apparently making well sure his butt was covered with sun block.
 
   "Wow," he said. "after last night?"
 
   "It was so bright with those windows this morning," she said, pouring a little more sun block onto her hands before reaching around to begin spreading it over his chest.
 
   He could feel her cool, wet body pressing up against him as she coaxed the cream into his skin, and his morning wood was quickly back in full force, though standing behind him, Caitlyn couldn't see it.
 
   "You should have woken me up," he said.
 
   "You looked so peaceful."
 
   Then she yelped as her hands finally reached his groin, discovering his rigid shaft waiting there.
 
   "Jesus, you are an exhibitionist!" she gasped.
 
   He chuckled, "What did you expect? You're giving me a Bangkok massage or something back there."
 
   She paid special attention to ensuring his private parts were well covered by sun block, spending quite some time in particular ensuring it was well absorbed into his erection.
 
   "Don't want you getting sunburned down there," she said, feeling the need to explain herself, though he was simply standing there enjoying the sensations of her hand squeezing him, pumping him, lubricated by slick sun cream.
 
   Now she broke off, and stepped in front of him.
 
   "Thank you," he said.
 
   "Not done yet," she grinned impishly, reaching up to kiss his mouth before crouching directly in front of him.
 
   Now she squeezed out more sun cream into her hands, but began spreading it over his thighs and down his calves and shins. But she also slipped the tip of his cock quietly inside her mouth.
 
   Leo let out a long groan as she somehow managed to simultaneously suck his cock and protect his legs with sun block. Her secret was in using one hand at a time to slather cream on one of his legs, while using the other to support her mouth in tending to his cock.
 
   He was almost disappointed that she eventually managed to complete her sun blocking assignment.
 
   "Wow - you are insatiable!" he declared as she rose to her feet, beaming.
 
   "Can I help it if you come out here and present me with that?"
 
   "Fair enough," he said. "Best way to apply the Factor 50, I suppose."
 
   "Okay, mister, now you have to do me."
 
   She turned away from him as he took the cream and dutifully filled his palms before starting to spread it over her shoulders and neck, while she held her long red-brown ponytail out of the way. He loved the smooth texture of her skin, slick under his touch thanks to the sun cream.
 
   "Last night was pretty amazing, huh?" he said, making sure every inch of her skin was covered in the oily, coconut-scented fluid.
 
   There was a pause as she reached behind to unfasten her bikini top, and that brief hesitation suddenly gave Leo the eerie sense that maybe he'd just had a particularly lucid dream the previous night. Maybe he'd only imagined their incredible lovemaking and his fiancée's apparent fantasy that he was a tanned lothario from Madrid.
 
   Then, as she allowed her top to unceremoniously fall to the floor, she said: "It certainly was."
 
   Leo felt his cock jump, his insides turn to molten led. He brought his hands down to cover her pale breasts in sun cream, feeling her nipples hard under his touch.
 
   "I should organize more business meetings if you're going to come back that horny," he said.
 
   "Maybe you should," she said, moaning quietly at his focus on her breasts and stiff little nipples. "Only, I'm not sure if I found Marco and Sofia again whether they'd want me to just watch the next time."
 
   Leo stepped around to coat her back in sun cream, and he felt that tightness in his lungs as though the air was suddenly very thick, making it difficult to breathe. He could see, even standing behind her, that her face was blazing hot scarlet again.
 
   She was seriously aroused, and that made him seriously aroused.
 
   "Are you trying to make me jealous?" he said. "Because you know that doesn't really work any more."
 
   She giggled, "You don't know that for certain."
 
   "Maybe we should test it out," he brought his hands down to her lower back now, and suddenly she was hooking her fingers into the waistband of her swimsuit, and slipping the tiny scrap of cloth down over her thighs to join her top on the tiles.
 
   "What are you saying?" she asked, as his hands mirrored her own earlier treatment of his behind, spreading the wonderfully sensual fluid all over her soft buttocks.
 
   He pulled her to him, whispering in her ear: "Maybe we should find your Marco, and see for sure if he can make me jealous."
 
   Caitlyn caught her breath, he'd shocked her with that one - there was something satisfying about that, like winning a point.
 
   She was quiet a moment, still. Then she turned, and peered at him, looking over his face as if to see if he was only kidding.
 
   She said: "You haven't done my legs. Between them, either."
 
   He crouched, and then kneeled in front of her, looking up at the glorious sight of her naked body, from a beautiful vantage point just below her pink, glistening pussy.
 
   Leo breathed in deeply, his nose just inches from her seeping pussy, inhaling the devilish scent of her arousal blended with the clean fragrance of chlorine. If he hadn't been aware of her uncertainty concerning oral sex, he'd be already burying his face between her legs.
 
   As it was, he could at least enjoy the spicy aroma from her pussy, and perhaps even kiss his way around it a little as he applied the sun cream to her legs.
 
   "What if I said I knew where they usually have lunch?" Caitlyn said.
 
   "I'd say maybe we should go have lunch there," he said, defending the point.
 
   He finished up coating her thighs in sun cream, and now kissed her abdomen just above the little triangle of soft brown hair on her mound.
 
   "I think you'd be jealous just having lunch with Marco," she said, a good firm hit toward the baseline.
 
   "Oh, I'd be okay having lunch with him, for sure," he said, now squeezing out a final glob of cream to apply to the pale flesh normally covered by her bathing suit. Then he added: "Particularly if he's as charming as you said last night."
 
   Caitlyn groaned as her fiancé started spreading the sun cream over her smooth pussy, which she'd gone to the trouble of waxing specially ahead of their vacation.
 
   "Maybe I'd suggest you spend the afternoon with them," Leo said, prodding her a little by adding: "You know, really test out my jealousy."
 
   She gasped again, quite loudly this time, and it was clearly not from his fingers skirting over her pussy lips.
 
   She looked down at him, and he could see her eyes flickering a little, assessing his entire face for signs that he was only kidding, that there wasn't an ounce of truth in his half-mocking suggestion that she spend more time with two confirmed adulterers.
 
   Her own face was flushed so brightly, it was absolutely adorable, and it only made him want to shock her even more.
 
   Caitlyn blew air on her face in an awkward, entirely ineffective attempt at cooling herself down. "I don't think you could handle that," she said. "You'd be exploding with jealousy - even if I agreed not to do anything when I was with them."
 
   Leo grinned, nodded, admiring her serve.
 
   He felt his entire body quivering right now, feeling almost feverish with a white-hot heat centered in his chest, which he recognized easily as that old innate fear of his, the baseless terror at thinking of his true love actually going off with another guy, actually sleeping with him.
 
   It was baseless, so why did it provoke such strong feelings inside him? And did he hate the idea, or did he crave it?
 
   Like a thrill-seeking skydiver, he wanted to overcome his fear, beat it. There was no reason for it, so why did he feel this way?
 
   At the same time, he could sense that Caitlyn felt something similar, an uncontrollable anxiety about the whole concept of other people coming into their five-year-old relationship. What did she think about being with someone else? He wasn't sure they'd explored it from her point of view.
 
   "I'd handle it and then some," Leo claimed, though deep inside, he actually had no idea whether he could handle it, no matter how solid he felt his logic was.
 
   Then he hit a return in an attempt to seal the game, saying: "I'd be able to encourage you to go off with them and do whatever you felt like doing."
 
   He even added a little spin on the ball, to catch her off guard: "I bet the real barrier would be whether you could handle going off with them, and actually allow them to do whatever they wanted with you."
 
   She actually caught her breath again, and he had a fair idea that her insides were churning molten lead, as much as his own.
 
   It felt like a winning shot, but she breathed deeply, taking it, considering it, lining herself up for a return.
 
   "I'd be fine," she said. "It's only sex, right? Only something physical. You're telling me you're not going to have a problem with it, so why should I worry?"
 
   Leo was stroking her pussy lips by now, kissing her around the outside of her sensitive zone, and it was quite apparent just how aroused she was, her moisture profuse, her dark, earthy scent getting steadily more intense. Oh, how tempting it was.
 
   Then she added a hint of top-spin on her return: "Even if Marco wanted me to suck his cock, I'd be fine. I mean, you know, if you're saying you wouldn't be jealous."
 
   Leo pulled himself up to his feet. Her blush was almost as strong as his erection, and only drove him on to new heights of lust.
 
   He steered her over towards the gathering of outside chairs - clean white cotton cushions on dark wicker couch-like bases - and Caitlyn allowed herself to be steered, leaned over the high armrest of one of the chairs as he pressed his hard cock up against her behind, the hot flesh lodging between her cheeks.
 
   He said: "What if Marco wanted to slip his cock inside you? I'd put money on you not being able to deal with that."
 
   Now he manhandled his cock in between her legs, stroking it over her velvet skin, seeking out the center of her moisture.
 
   "You'd lose your money," she said, and let out a long, sensual sigh as he eased forward and slipped his cock inside her tight wetness. "I'd be able to handle Marco fucking me," she went on as Leo started to move inside her, stirring his hips to push his full hardness all the way into her as she gripped onto the chair.
 
   "Couldn't you tell last night I could handle it?" she added. "I'd get off on him fucking me."
 
   He rammed her at that, almost rebuking her for her insolence.
 
   "Oh yeah, and he'd fuck me hard like that," she said, turning her head to flash him a cocky smile, though she couldn't quite see whether it registered.
 
   Leo took the hint, ramming her again and again, pounding into her. It felt so good, they were both letting loose with the moans and groans - if there were any neighbors close, they couldn't fail to know what was going on in this villa by now.
 
   He was close, just hanging on, not wanting it to end just yet - and then she stopped him, pushing back gently, standing up, steering him now to take a seat on the chair so that she could sit in his lap.
 
   The chair was a lot more comfortable than he'd thought it was, it really was like a couch. Caitlyn pressed herself down on his hardness, but initially did not slide him back inside her.
 
   "You know," she said, "when I go off with Marco, Sofia might prefer to go off with you, rather than hang out with us."
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   He'd felt they were almost beginning to get used to the idea of another guy fooling around with Caitlyn - at least in a role-play scenario - but Leo hadn't even really thought about the prospect of a certain French girl joining their attempt to challenge the boundaries of their relationship.
 
   Now, as Caitlyn looked down at him with that same blushing look of alarm and lust that had completely hooked Leo, she was suggesting that if they played all this out to its natural conclusion, it ought to see Sofia being with Leo physically as well.
 
   There was something deeply exhilarating about the mild state of shock that the idea of being with Marco and Sofia inspired, in both of them. And Leo hadn't even met the European couple. They could still be figments of Caitlyn's imagination for all he knew, invented to stir up their lovemaking.
 
   Only, something in that uncontrollable blush spread delicately through her pale face told him it couldn't all be simply made up.
 
   "Well that's a different matter altogether," Leo said, as Caitlyn raised her eyebrows briefly to tease him. He added: "I had assumed you wouldn't be able to handle that kind of scenario."
 
   She grinned, showing her pearly whites as she looked into her fiancé’s eyes and pressed herself against his hard cock, without taking him inside her. He could see her breathing deeply now, the adrenaline clearly flooding through her system.
 
   "Well of course I could handle it," she said, not entirely convincingly.
 
   He put his hands on her smooth, oily thighs, and she leaned forward to kiss him.
 
   Then she whispered: "Close your eyes. I won't be a minute."
 
   Surprised, confused, curious, he did as she asked, shutting his peepers as she launched herself up, and scampered back inside the villa, leaving him suddenly exposed and alone.
 
   The sun felt wonderful on his bare skin, but with his eyes closed and nothing to keep the thoughts from clamoring around his head, he started to fear that the neighbors could actually see over into this property.
 
   What was she doing?
 
   It was a few moments before he caught the sounds of her return - the light brushing of her feet against the tiles and her heavy breathing as she approached him. She wasn't just breathing like that because she'd run into the bedroom and back.
 
   "Can I open them again?" he asked.
 
   He could feel her wedging herself in between his thighs, kneeling down to take his softening cock in her hands again, trailing her tongue around its tip.
 
   "Non - not yet, Leo," she said, and was he imagining it, or was she attempting a French accent?
 
   Gently in the warm Mediterranean breeze, Leo's nose was detected something different in the air now, a scent that was distinctly unfamiliar. She was wearing a different perfume.
 
   "Keep your eyes closed, beautiful Leo," she said, her accent unmistakably movie-French, and actually quite effective - certainly more so than his Spanish had been.
 
   As she took him into the heat of her mouth, her unconventional fragrance was stronger - sharp, sweet but full of citrus notes. Not the usual kind Caitlyn wore at all.
 
   She was making him imagine that she was Sofia, perhaps also imagining herself that she was the French girl.
 
   Leo was excited by it, as she could no doubt tell, though strangely it was more the thought of what Caitlyn was doing that quickly boosted his cock back to full hardness than the thought of actually being with Sofia, whom he had never met, and couldn't really picture in his mind.
 
   The thought that she was trying out the idea of him being with the French girl.
 
   Fully hard but obediently keeping his eyes squeezed tightly shut, Leo felt her pull herself up from the ground, clambering onto him to return to a seated position in his lap, facing him, crushing his hardness, swamping him now with this new fragrance she must have purchased while she'd been in Nice the other day.
 
   "Caitlyn was right when she told me you have a beautiful cock, Leo," she breathed into his ear, filling his lungs with her exotic new perfume. "Will you let me put it inside me?"
 
   "Oh, yes," he said.
 
   She kissed his cheek. "You can call me Sofia, Leo. You don't have to worry about Caitlyn - she knows about this. She tells me she can handle it."
 
   He smiled at her reference, and put a hand on her thigh as she maneuvered herself back slightly, grabbing his cock before slipping it over her sensual skin, down and under her body to enter her searing wet pussy.
 
   He could detect her arousal, of course, but with so much perfume in the air, and the underlying aroma of the sun cream, it was only one note among a cocktail, although it could almost make him believe a stranger was now sitting on his lap, pressing herself down on his shaft.
 
   "Sofia," he breathed, trying out the word on his lips.
 
   "Do you think I'm sexy, Leo?" Caitlyn spoke in a slightly raised pitch, making Leo suspect that she was actually doing her best to imitate the girl she had met the previous day.
 
   He swept his hands up her waist and over her breasts, feeling how hard her nipples were. "You're so hot," he said, groaning as she gyrated her hips to stir him inside her. "Makes me afraid that Caitlyn will be jealous."
 
   "Oh, she's not jealous, trust me," she giggled, her motion on his cock teasing out her own quiet moans, as well as his.
 
   "I like your perfume."
 
   "You do? That's good, 'cause we got Caitlyn some yesterday - after she told me she liked it, too."
 
   Leo was pumping his own hips to mirror her own motion now, to maximize the force of his penetration, but then as the pace built up steam, he withdrew a little too much from her pussy and his cock slipped out.
 
   She lifted to allow him to nudge back inside her, but for a moment or two he just indulged in stroking his slippery cock over her skin, from the top of her inner thighs over her mound and outer labia, the slickness of her juices easing the way.
 
   "You really think she'll be okay with all this?" he asked her, continuing the pretence that she was Sofia. "I mean, you know, my cock actually inside you?"
 
   He was caressing her inner pussy lips now, flicking the tip of his cock back and forth along her warm slippery groove, with special attention on grazing over her clit.
 
   "I know what she's going through," she said, channeling Sofia. "It's all new for her, she's never really thought this way before."
 
   "It is quite strange."
 
   "She feels afraid, she feels... I guess a little horrified... but also excited."
 
   "Does she want to stop?" He said, seeing that she was enjoying the friction of his cock against her sensitive clit. "We can stop. We don't have to do this. We can just stick to this whole imagining thing. Role play."
 
   She pushed his hand away, and now pushed herself down on his shaft again.
 
   "We don't have to stop. Caitlyn is afraid, but there's no reason for it. You love her, she loves you. She is not going to lose you, she knows that."
 
   "She'll never lose me."
 
   "It is only sex, n'est pas? You're getting married soon... it's probably a good time to... how do you say... experiment? Then, if you don't like it, you can forget all about it before the wedding."
 
   "Of course. What happens in Vegas..."
 
   She leaned forward to kiss him again, long and hard, exploring his mouth with her tongue, encouraging him to do the same, as the grinding of their hips intensified. He found it difficult to imagine she was Sophia - wanting even to open his eyes and see how his fiancée might be blushing at the idea of him being with another woman. Perhaps he needed to train up his imagination a little.
 
   "What are you thinking?" she asked. "Are you afraid that Caitlyn is away with Marco right now? He is fucking her, like you are fucking me?"
 
   Somehow, he kept his eyes closed. He said: "I'm hoping she's having a good time. I'm pretty excited she wants to try all this out. I guess it puts a whole new layer on our relationship together."
 
   She kissed him again briefly, and even with his eyelids firmly squeezed shut, he could somehow sense that she was smiling.
 
   "Fuck me, Leo. Fuck my tight little French pussy."
 
   He lifted her, heaved her over so that she was now lying along the white cushions of the outdoor couch, somehow keeping his hard cock inside her, and his own eyes closed.
 
   "Oh, Sofia, you feel so good," he said, writhing against her, her pussy so wet around his shaft.
 
   "Oh, c'est bon!" she cried, "oh, c'est magnifique!"
 
   He was pounding into her, and actually trying to imagine it was Sofia beneath him, feeling a little more confident that Caitlyn was okay with it.
 
   Confidence turned into power as he thrust into her, his penetration becoming more forceful, more vigorous, as were her cries as he satisfied her own needs, until a final majestic peak exploded between them as he released his come inside her.
 
   At last, he opened his eyes to find a bronze-haired, pale beauty lying beneath him, cheeks and upper chest all flushed, with that beautiful smile that could make all anxieties instantly melt away.
 
   Silently, they shared a look that was both loving and trusting, a wordless pledge of emotional fidelity to each other, even while consenting to the possibility of breaking through the physical boundaries of their union.
 
   Without having to say it, it was clear to them both: if all this went sour, and one or other of them was unable to cope, they could simply forget. They could put it down to a past folly, something that happened before they were married.
 
   Perhaps even something that happened to two different people entirely, in a foreign land to which they need never return.
 
   But if it didn't go sour, it might be very sweet indeed.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   Showered and dressed, Leo drove them down to the seafront in the rental car. All the way down the curvy road to the heart of Nice, he felt butterflies fluttering around his stomach, his jangling nerves setting them off, as he silently asked himself over and over: are we really doing this?
 
   "Maybe we won't even find them," he was saying a little later, as they toured the streets of the old town looking for a parking space. "It is getting a little late for lunch."
 
   "They'll be there." 
 
   Caitlyn seemed a little more relaxed than he was, though he had no idea whether that was really the case. She was drumming her fingers as she leaned on the open window, taking in the sights and sounds of the bustling streets as they crept along in the hunt for a place to park. 
 
    "These Europeans take very long lunches," she said.
 
   Why did he get the feeling she'd made an appointment with them?
 
   "How did you leave it with them last night?" he asked.
 
   "How do you mean?"
 
   "When you left them, did you say you wanted to see them again?"
 
   "I said I'd have to see how you felt about it," she said. 
 
   "And they suggested you bring me to their usual place for lunch?" 
 
   Caitlyn looked at him, her expression cracking into a broad smile. "They might have done," she said, attempting a tone of nonchalance.
 
   Leo chuckled, "How is it that I get the feeling I've been set up?"
 
   His fiancée shook her head, "Not at all. Honestly," she insisted. 
 
   They came to a halt for a moment, the narrow street now blocked up ahead by a delivery truck trying an unlikely-looking reverse maneuver into an alleyway off to the side. 
 
   Keeping calm, though suspecting something was up, Leo said: "You did tell me everything that happened last night?"
 
   She was blushing again, and not just from the heat. She said candidly, "Okay, I might have simplified a few things, but that's it, honest."
 
   "Simplified a few things?"
 
   "Okay," she sighed, "so what happened on the beach..."
 
   "Yeah?" Leo felt his heart beating in his throat. Had something happened already between her and Marco? And what if it had? Would he be he upset? Did this mean he couldn't handle the idea of her going off with someone else?
 
   She said, "It was kind of my idea."
 
   "Your idea? For them to have sex in front of you?"
 
   "I didn't think they'd actually do it!"
 
   Leo chuckled. He could imagine that cynical side of his fiancée teasing this couple, pushing them to try to catch them in a lie. Marco, the confident Spaniard showing off about himself and his girlfriend's startling ways, and the smart but perhaps slightly naive American girl thinking she could outwit them by encouraging them to demonstrate.
 
   She seemed relieved it only seemed to amuse him. She said, "You know. They were talking about how they'd find strangers to go to bed with, and I guess I just didn't really believe them. I mean, part of me was fascinated by what they were saying - but I just felt they were trying to get a rise out of me, you know, 'cause I'm a Yankee."
 
   "So let me guess, you asked them to show you?"
 
   "I said I couldn't really imagine being in a room when other people were having sex, let alone join in. I guess they took it as a challenge."
 
   "And did you?" he asked, that heart of his pounding, a car behind them bleating its horn now the street had cleared up ahead. "Did you join in?"
 
   "No - swear to God," she said. "I wouldn't lie to you about that kind of thing, sweetie."
 
   He nodded, squeezing the gas pedal now to get going. 
 
   "Did they invite you to join in?"
 
   She said, "No. When we were talking, they were big on the whole trust thing. Marco was saying when they were with new couples, ones that hadn't ever been with other people before, it was important to do things on the level, never behind anyone's back."
 
   "So they suggested you bring me round for lunch?" he smiled, thinking how much more brainy Caitlyn was than him. She had levels of intelligence far above his own, he was sure of it, capable of manipulating him to just where she wanted him to go. He didn't mind so much - if he did, they wouldn't have lasted this long. 
 
   "Afterwards - you know, after the beach - they walked me back to the car," she said. "It was Sofia who said they'd love to meet you, and maybe see both of us again." 
 
   "Sofia."
 
   "You'll like her. She's really beautiful."
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   They managed to find a parking space a few minutes' walk from the restaurant, to which Leo followed his fiancée down a warren of tiny little shadowy streets, which were essentially just alleyways lined with an eclectic mix of little stores - charcuteries jostling with art galleries, wine merchants opposite discount shoe stores.
 
   Leo was impressed at his fiancée's navigation. She often seemed to impress him in her ability to remember things like this complicated route through Old Nice, but she'd only been to this restaurant once, and when she'd left it had been dark.
 
   Then at one point on the way, she grabbed his hand and pulled him into one of the little stores tucked alongside one of the alley-streets, and it turned out to be a pharmacy.
 
   "What...?" he mouthed, though he didn't object to her dragging him in there.
 
   She found a certain shelf and plucked two little boxes from it, to hold up in front of him. 
 
   Condoms.
 
   "Well, you don't want to go into this unprepared, huh?" she said, one eyebrow raised. "If you do end up liking them, I mean."
 
   Leo felt his lungs suddenly emptied of all breath, as though he'd been kicked in the chest. Wow, condoms. This was serious. They hadn't bought condoms for years. This all seemed very sudden. He hadn't even met Marco and Sofia yet.
 
   He was definitely getting the vibe that Caitlyn had been thinking about all this a little more than she'd let on so far.
 
   "Uh... of course," he said, trying to hide his reaction.
 
   Purchasing those two little boxes suddenly brought it all into sharp relief: they were actually considering involving other people in their sex lives. Another guy penetrating Caitlyn. Leo penetrating another girl. 
 
   It was so shocking.  
 
   "Okay," his fiancée pulled him over to pay, then handed him one of the boxes, while she stuffed the other in her little bag.
 
   Leo felt curiously light-headed again as they headed back out onto the street, and their journey continued onwards towards a little restaurant on the Rue Droite.
 
   "This is where you came before?" he asked her as they went in, more trying to keep calm than out of real curiosity. 
 
   "Only briefly - it's nice, isn't it?"
 
   For a place that appeared to have such a small frontage on the street, the restaurant was deceptively huge on the inside. Lively, but not too crowded, there were plenty of tourists, but also a good contingent of locals, which Caitlyn had always said was testament to a restaurant's quality in a city like this.
 
   Weaving through the tables behind his fiancée, Leo felt so hugely nervous, as though he were just about to take his driving test again.
 
   "Oh, look!"
 
   Leo felt another little stab of anxiety pierce his heart as he looked over to where Caitlyn pointed, a secluded corner where a dark-haired guy sat opposite a blonde at a table laid out for four.
 
   Marco - for presumably this was he - turned and smiled broadly in their direction, obvious recognition and warmth in his expression as he caught sight of Caitlyn. He was perhaps a little shorter than Leo was expecting, around Caitlyn's height, with closely-cropped dark curls and a kindly tanned face. Not exactly a male model, though certainly charming enough. 
 
   Leo was slightly amused that his own fear and paranoia had led him to believe Marco would turn out to be the face of Calvin Klein underwear. 
 
   "The beautiful Caitlyn!" the guy rose to greet them, kissing Leo's fiancée on both cheeks like a long-lost cousin. "And this must be Leo," he said, stepping forward to shake Leo's hand.
 
   "Marco, right? Great to meet you," Leo reflected Marco's beaming grin, trying to return some of the man's ebullient confidence as he shook his hand.
 
   Actually, there was something strangely reassuring about Marco. He was a little more athletic in frame than Leo, the muscles on his golden arms emphasized by the extra-short sleeves of his thin yellow t-shirt, but otherwise relatively ordinary-looking. There was something curiously non-threatening about him.
 
   "Caitlyn has told us so much about you, Leo," the Spaniard said. His English was good, much better than Leo had imagined during the previous night's role-play.
 
   Caitlyn was kissing both cheeks of the blonde now, but then Marco urged her forward to introduce her to Leo.
 
   "Leo, Sofia. Sofia, Leo."
 
   Sofia was quite something to behold. She was petite as Caitlyn had described her, but he was more than a little taken aback by her beauty. She was more classically good-looking than any of them, with gently-tanned skin and piercing blue eyes, accented by makeup. 
 
   And all that immaculately-groomed golden hair sweeping gracefully down to below the modest swell of her breasts, that would make anyone want to run their fingers through it.
 
   "Leo," she smiled warmly, reaching up on tiptoes to kiss both his cheeks, touching him gently on the arms to support herself, saturating his lungs with her exotic perfume as she greeted him.
 
   "Sofia, nice to meet you," he said, finding himself amused at the fact that the French girl actually wore quite a different scent to the one employed by his fiancée in her little role-play session that morning. 
 
   "Likewise," she said, squeezing her face into an even broader smile.
 
   They took their seats, with Caitlyn sitting beside Marco, and Leo next to the divine Sofia. Leo fund himself wondering whether his fiancée might not actually feel threatened by this French beauty, she was so startlingly pretty.
 
   Was Caitlyn really intending for him to be with her, in the same way they intended her to be with Marco? It seemed insane.
 
   "Some wine!" Marco said to break the ice, and began pouring a glass of red for Caitlyn.
 
   "So you don't have a business meeting today, Leo?" Sofia asked.
 
   Leo chuckled, "No, not today thankfully."
 
   "You Americans, you work too hard."
 
   Marco joked, "It's the American dream, no? Chasing after the white picket fences..."
 
   The Spaniard reached over to pour Leo some wine, but Leo held up a hand. "Oh - I'm driving," he said.
 
   Marco grinned, "Just one, no? We're not in a rush for you to go driving off anywhere."
 
   How could he not accept - the guy was right, they were on vacation. They weren't in a rush to do anything. The casual, relaxed attitude that both Marco and Sofia exuded was just the right spirit for it all, and it reminded Leo that he needed to keep calm himself. 
 
   "You had a nice evening after you left us, Caitlyn?" Marco asked now, as Leo supped a suitably chilled rosé.
 
   Caitlyn looked across at Leo for a moment, blushing a little as they both recalled to mind the events of the previous night. 
 
   "I think when we saw you last, you were a little worried it was getting so late for you to be away from your fiancé," Sofia said, endearingly as though trying to get Caitlyn out of trouble with Leo for staying out so late.
 
   Caitlyn smiled. "Leo's very forgiving. But I think he was more interested in finding out about you guys, and hearing about what happened than - "
 
   Marco interrupted her, explaining to Leo: "You don't feel bad - we got a little carried away there on the beach..."
 
   "Oh, no, no," Leo said. "I mean, it sounded pretty wild, but you know, we're on vacation..."
 
   "Leo and I talked all about it," Caitlyn said, adding: "More than talked."
 
   "You are a lucky man, Leo," Marco said. "Your fiancée, she is very beautiful."
 
   They ordered some lunch - a mouthwatering slice of pizza for Leo, a plate of steak-frites for Marco and a fresh salad with tomatoes, mozzarella and basil for Caitlyn, while Sofia opted for a dish of artichokes and asparagus with some kind of delicate white fish, marking out her credentials as the stylish one amongst them.
 
   Over a few glasses of the light, fruity rosé, Leo found himself quickly warming to Marco and Sofia, and he could see exactly why Caitlyn had pretty much forgotten about him during her sojourn in Vieux Nice the previous evening.
 
   Conversation was very easy, laughter quick to come by, and the time simply flew by. Even a mid-afternoon switch to water was no dampener for Leo.
 
   But while he relaxed into it all, that frisson of underlying nervous energy never quite left him, and he sensed the same was true for Caitlyn, too. He didn't mind it so much - actually finding it quietly thrilling, underpinning everything, that they were doing something slightly dangerous. 
 
   There were moments during the afternoon when he forgot about the whole situation they were putting themselves in, but then a lull in conversation might bring back to mind the idea that something quite strange was happening with this European couple.
 
   Leo would find himself looking at Caitlyn sitting so close to Marco, her arm occasionally touching the Spaniard's, and imagine what would happen if the guy suddenly leaned over and kissed her, or if she dropped a hand in his lap, to tease out his cock and coax it up to full hardness.
 
   He even tried to picture the two of them in full embrace, Marco's cock slipping inside Caitlyn's pussy, as if to test his own reaction. 
 
   Did it hurt? Was he really going to allow it? 
 
   It wasn't too much to cope with, however, and if anything he felt it was a good way to work through the feelings he was facing. 
 
   Occasionally, as he looked over at his fiancée, her eyes would latch onto his for a moment, and she'd flush a gentle scarlet, making Leo suspect that she was also trying to imagine certain scenarios. In those moments when their eyes met, they were both able to silently check with each other, to see that everything was still okay, while signaling their own contentment.
 
   Yet for almost the entire afternoon, on the surface the four of them seemed to avoid any mention of what was apparently on the table. Conversation remained strictly on other subjects, as though mentioning anything of a risqué nature would prove a faux pas at this table.
 
   It kept things relaxed, as though this was any normal lunch between four friends, and Leo supposed that was the intention of Marco and Sofia, to keep things light and non-serious, so they wouldn't scare off the American couple.
 
   But what had Leo been thinking? That they'd just give a quick check of the goods and that would be it? 
 
   This afternoon was more like a first date, with the assured, experienced European couple taking things easily, and the unversed American couple happy to take guidance from them.
 
   At times, though, it made Leo wonder if either Caitlyn had made up the whole thing about challenging their boundaries with these guys - or whether Marco and Sofia had quietly decided over lunch that they didn't want to be with Leo and Caitlyn. 
 
   Perhaps Leo himself was not up to standards for this confident Spaniard and his glamorous French girlfriend.
 
   As the evening rolled in, Leo was beginning to wonder if he and Caitlyn had made the grade. He only had the friendly body language of Marco and Sofia to go by until, at last, the conversation started heading towards relationship issues.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   "So Leo, you two are getting married soon? Caitlyn's ring is very nice," Sofia was saying.
 
   Leo smiled at his fiancée, who stretched out her hand to show off her glittering diamond. He said: "Caitlyn's already planning it all, but it's not likely to happen for another six months or so."
 
   "Very exciting. You're looking forward to it?"
 
   "Absolutely. I think once it happens, it'll be a wonderful day." 
 
   "I'm sure the bride will make sure of that," Marco said, raising a glass in silent toast to Caitlyn. Then he asked Leo: "You think when you're married, things will be different?"
 
    "I don't see why they should," he replied. "It's still just us - we already live together, we do everything together. Marriage is just telling everyone else this is how it is for the rest of our lives - and having everyone else recognize it."
 
   "I guess being married is more like a bureaucratic thing than anything these days," Caitlyn said, taking a sip of wine. "In the States, you get tax benefits, and so on. But it'd still just be us, as we always intended, doing what we're doing."
 
   Sofia laughed, "Marriage has changed for our generation, has it not? No longer so necessary when you want to be with someone long-term."
 
   Caitlyn asked her: "How about you and Marco - are you ever tempted to tie the knot?" 
 
   Sofia smiled, "We're going to wait until we're thirty," she said, as though it were very much decided. "We're like you, I think. Not in a rush. I don't know if there's much benefit for us to be married at the moment."
 
   Marco said: "And, like you, we know we're together... how do you say? Until death do us part?"
 
   Sofia looked into Marco's eyes, and Leo could see a tenderness between them. The two of them had been together longer than even he and Caitlyn, which had seemed surprising to Leo at first as they discussed how the two had met while Sofia had attended university in Madrid. 
 
   "You think you will be as happy to try new things when you are married?" Marco asked, and it was the closest Leo thought they had come to discussing the real subject at hand, since they'd started their lunch.
 
   "I'd hope so," Leo said, looking over to Caitlyn, who was blushing a little again.
 
   "Sure, we'll try new things," his fiancée said, sounding self-assured, despite her pink glow. "But some things are worth trying before marriage - you know?"
 
   "It's a good idea," Sofia agreed as Caitlyn glanced her way for female support.
 
   Looking at each of the pale Americans, Marco said calmly, reassuringly, "It's good to try things. Try, and not feel bad if it's not for you."
 
   Caitlyn took a huge sip of wine. Feeling the pressure and anxiety building inside him, Leo felt a little envious that they'd decided he would drive today. He could have done with a little alcoholic cushioning.
 
   He could see his fiancée trying to be calm as she said: "We're on vacation. If you can't try new things on vacation, when can you?"
 
   Truthfully, Leo was actually quite impressed with his fiancée. After their five years or so together, it was increasingly rare for her to genuinely surprise him, but this weekend he'd come to see a new side to her, and it was remarkable how bold she was being in exploring it.
 
   Marco asked Leo: "So, my friend, how are you feeling about trying new things on this vacation?"
 
   Leo quietly caught his breath, the Spaniard's question like a sharp dagger through the chest. It was crunch time, they could all see that. Leo did his utmost to seem cool and collected as he paused a moment or two. 
 
   Was this it? Was he going to say the wrong thing? 
 
   He could feel the little box of condoms in his back pocket, jabbing in to his rear. It brought to mind the idea of Caitlyn, with her own little box, slipping a rubber onto Marco's hard cock so that he could push it inside her. Could he handle that? Could he cope with that sudden violation of the monogamous assumptions upon which their relationship had always been based? 
 
   Could Caitlyn cope if he slipped a condom over his own erect cock, and slipped it between the golden thighs of this blonde angel now sitting beside him?
 
   Leo looked over to his fiancée, who was breathing deeply, her pale face glowing lightly, and she gave him a little nod, visible only to him, signifying that she was sure.
 
   Leo took a gulp of water, and trying to be as self-assured as Caitlyn was being, he said: "I'm feeling pretty good about trying new things this vacation."
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   The four of them toasted to trying new things, and to a wonderful vacation for them all, and it was quite clear that a decision had been made.
 
   If anything, it seemed to cut some of the tension between them all after that. Making that particular decision was something they didn't have to do any more.
 
   Leo felt a little numb, though underneath he was fairly excited that Marco and Sofia, whom he really liked after a wonderful afternoon together, were going to help himself and Caitlyn explore this strange new frontier of their relationship. 
 
   "Whatever happens," Marco said, slow and serious, "if anyone here at any time feels uncomfortable, feels bad, wants it to stop, do not hold your tongue."
 
   The Spaniard was looking each of them in the eyes, with utmost gravity. He said: "You tell us, we stop, or we slow down, or whatever is best." Then he added: "And no one will judge you for it. We do not think you are bad because you do not like what is happening."
 
   Leo looked to Caitlyn, and then to Sofia, and everyone around the table was nodding their agreement, their faces all serious as though they were planning to rob a bank.
 
   Marco said, "Leo, would you permit me a kiss from your beautiful fiancée?"
 
   Leo did well to hide the little gasp that now emerged. Well, if he couldn't handle a kiss, he couldn't handle anything. Caitlyn was looking at him, waiting for his approval, sitting there almost demurely. That was curious in itself: she'd never really been one to be told what to do, or who to do it with.
 
   He took a deep breath, and the excessive hit of oxygen was somewhat calming. "Of course," he said, smiling. "You don't need my permission, Marco. Caitlyn can speak for herself."
 
   The corners of Marco's mouth squeezed down and he nodded, in a kind of salute to Leo's courage. If he'd been wearing a hat, perhaps he might even have doffed it. Then he turned to Caitlyn, the same question in his eyes. 
 
   Caitlyn looked so self-conscious, blanching and then flushing, looking across at Leo one last time with an expression that was no longer about whether her fiancé was sure about this, but seemingly asking him silently if he realized quite how bizarre this situation was.
 
   Leo just grinned back at her, and wiggled his eyebrows suggestively. His heart was pounding again, even at this stage.
 
   Caitlyn turned back to Marco, both of them smiling as they looked at each other, their heads closing together, Caitlyn touching her forehead gently against the Spaniard's putting a tentative hand on his shoulder. And then the two of them were tilting their heads, and nudging their faces in together, lips applying to lips, with Caitlyn's other hand rising up to touch his cheek and encircle the back of his head.
 
   In that shady little corner of the restaurant, the kiss seemed to go on for an age. 
 
   Leo found himself beaming brightly, thinking how adorable his fiancée was, how peculiar, but how exhilarating it was to watch her kissing this man, enjoying the touch of this stranger. 
 
   As they kissed, Leo glanced at Sofia, who was looking at him almost with a note of concern, her face asking him silently how he was doing, whether he was coping, how he felt about this first transgression. He smiled at her, reassuring her he was okay, and she broke into a smile himself, her face so pretty it made him feel warm inside just to invoke such an expression.
 
   At last, Caitlyn and Marco broke apart, and Leo saw how breathless his fiancée was, the look of stunned surprise on her face.
 
   Leo felt fairly stunned himself, but the biggest surprise of all was just how much the sense of exhilaration superseded his underlying fear. He looked into Caitlyn's eyes now, and thought her so overwhelmingly sexy with that bashful flush across her face once again, making her seem so vulnerable and yet at the same time somehow courageous.
 
   The way she'd blushed like that before, when they'd been up at the villa in their little role play acts, Leo now wondered if kissing Marco in real life made her as wet as it had in her imagination. The belief that it had was quietly thrilling for Leo.
 
   "Leo." 
 
   For a moment, he almost forgot there was another woman at their table, sitting next to him, in fact.
 
   Then he turned to find her, Sofia, looking at him with those big dreamy blue eyes, leaning in to actually kiss him.
 
   Wow.
 
   He didn't get a moment to look over to Caitlyn, to see if she was okay with this. His senses were suddenly saturated by this beautiful French girl, her soft lips touching against his, her exotic perfume saturating the air he breathed, her hand gently pulling him toward her as he tasted her sweet mouth, detecting the tang of the wine on her lips and her tongue.
 
   His whole body pulsed with energy as she kissed him, and he tried to respond to Sofia with the same tender passion. As he kissed her, he could see down her front to her firm breasts, and the sight just seemed to emphasize how stunning Sofia was - she was all sugary softness and golden curves.
 
   And yet somehow, what made it seem even more exciting with the knowledge that as the French girl kissed him, and he kissed her back, toying with her tongue and sucking on her lips, Caitlyn could see what was happening, and she now had to deal with all these powerful feelings as well, as her fiancé kissed another woman.
 
   At last, Sofia pulled away, and even in her experienced face, Leo thought he detected a slight flush. 
 
   "Your fiancé is an incredible kisser, Caitlyn!" Sofia said, breathless. 
 
   "I've always thought so."
 
   Leo turned to his fiancée to find that she was smiling apparently with pride, looking at him and Sofia as though loaning her man out to the French girl was merely confirming her own flawless taste in having him in the first place.
 
   Marco was laughing, and offering Leo a little silent applause, a "bravo" on his lips. The Spaniard said: "We are going to have a good vacation this year, Sofia, I can tell this already."
 
   Sofia was smiling as well, and then they all were - it was highly infectious.  
 
   Marco looked at his watch. "How the time flies, huh?" he said, and suddenly launched himself up, signaling for the check. L'addition, s'il vous plait.
 
   "Okay," said the Spaniard to them, placing his hands on the table in front of them, fingers interlinking, almost as though he were about to say grace. "So, stop me if you have a better idea, but I think it would be good to take this slowly, and not blunder into anything."
 
   He looked at them, as though waiting for approval or perhaps an alternative idea.
 
   Feeling that Marco was craving some kind of mandate to tell them all what to do, Leo said to him: "You probably know best."
 
   Marco nodded gratefully Leo's way. He said: "I think it would be nice for us to get to know each other a little more, but if all of us are together, maybe we do not quite get to know each other individually as well as if we were apart."
 
   Caitlyn wrinkled her brow a little, and Marco saw that perhaps he wasn't finding quite the right words for what he meant.
 
   The Spaniard said: "I think it might be nice if Sofia took Leo to dinner, perhaps at another nice little place near here, while I will take the delightful Caitlyn for dinner in a separate location."
 
   Caitlyn was nodding, Leo too.
 
   "Then..." Marco said, his voice rising a little in pitch as he raised an index finger as though it was a wand, "then, if all goes well, Sofia will go home with you, Leo, while Caitlyn will return home with me."
 
   Leo strongly suspected he was blushing as profusely as Caitlyn was as they all looked at each other now, nodding consent to the plan.
 
   In a low voice now, as if conspiring against some kind of government forces, Marco said to them: "We will take things slowly, we will take things steadily, we will not rush. At any stage of the evening or the night, if anyone is feeling bad, feeling uncomfortable - perhaps with what is happening to them, perhaps at what they would know is happening with their partner - then you can call the others, and it will stop. No questions asked."
 
   Like four bandits preparing to rob a bank, they looked each other in the eyes, approving the plan.
 
   Marco said finally: "Good. We will get to know each other comfortably, we will get to know each other calmly, and tonight perhaps... we will get to know each other intimately."
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   It was almost seven thirty already as they stepped outside, leaving the restaurant as hungry as they'd entered it earlier that day.
 
   "Where are you going to take him?" Leo could hear Caitlyn asking Sofia as they strolled along.
 
   "Oh, I know this wonderful place near the port. We'll have to make sure Marco takes you there some time this week."
 
   Some time this week - Leo had been so focused on what was happening right now, in the moment, he hardly even considered the fact that if tonight went well, they could be spending time with Marco and Sofia for the rest of the vacation. It was going to be quite different from any vacation they'd ever taken.
 
   "I'm looking forward to seeing your villa," Sofia said, "from what you've said, it sounds lovely..."
 
   "You'll love it," Caitlyn smiled.
 
   Marco patted Leo on the back as they walked. "So, my friend," he said. "We will take things slowly, right?"
 
   "Right," Leo smiled, "No need to rush things, huh?"
 
   "And you know, those butterflies flying around in your stomach... if they get too bad, you start feeling the panic eating you up..."
 
   "I know, then I should call you."
 
   "Exactly," Marco said, patting him on the back again. "No one will feel angry or anything at all. And it would not spoil the vacation."
 
   "No."
 
   "Maybe it would just mean we need to take things even more slowly."
 
   "Of course."
 
   Sofia brought them to a halt as a street turned off towards the old port, indicating that she and Leo were going to head off in a different direction to Marco and Caitlyn.
 
   Those butterflies in Leo's stomach that Marco had been referring to were busy inside his belly, fluttering away. Caitlyn tapped him on the shoulder, and he turned to find himself ambushed by his fiancée, who launched herself at him, flinging her arms around his neck and kissing him forcefully.
 
   He opened up into her kiss, breathing in that same new citrus perfume she was wearing, holding her tightly around the waist as she embraced him.
 
   "You know how much I love you, don't you?" she said, as they finally broke apart.
 
   "Of course I do," he said. "And you..."
 
   "I know," she grinned. 
 
   Sofia and Marco were talking in Spanish together, casual, giving their new friends ample opportunity to say their goodbyes in this potentially pivotal moment in their relationship.
 
   "Are you sure you're sure about all this?" Caitlyn said to Leo, earnest, understanding. 
 
   Leo took a deep breath. Yes. He was certain in his head that he wanted to at least try this, and it wasn't just because Sofia was a beautiful girl. 
 
   Something about the thought of Caitlyn going off with someone else, with Marco, appealed for some reason. He wasn't sure whether it was the almost exquisite pinch of pain and excitement, or the thought of how exhilarated his beloved fiancée would be from it all. Or even the thought that while he was away with Sofia, his fiancée would be feeling that same powerful mix of emotions from the thought of what the French girl was doing with him.
 
   Perhaps it was a purely selfish thought that allowing Caitlyn freedom meant he himself could spend time with Sofia guilt-free.
 
   But oh, how Caitlyn would blush when the Spaniard was with her - that notion alone turned Leo on like nothing else. He had a fetish concerning his fiancée's blushes.
 
   "Yes," he said, making certain he sounded as confident as he could. "I'm sure. Are you sure?"
 
   She nodded. Her face was so bright, so full of energy, and yet underneath it all, looking into those big green eyes, he could see how nervous she was. She said: "It's just a vacation, right?"
 
   "We'll have fun," he said.
 
   "Yes, we will, won't we? And you'll enjoy being with Sofia, and you won't be afraid."
 
   He shook his head gently. "And you'll have a good time with Marco," he said, "And when you're ready, you'll get to know him... intimately."
 
   Caitlyn blushed furiously. It quite took Leo's breath away. 
 
   She said, "You still have your... purchase... from the pharmacy?"
 
   He nodded, batting the little cardboard box in his back pocket. "You?"
 
   "Yes. And you'll call me, won't you? If you feel bad."
 
   "Of course I will, and you'll call me, likewise?"
 
   She nodded, swallowed. It was strange, it felt like some kind of airport parting, that they wouldn't be seeing each other for a long while. Leo took a deep breath, feeling the peculiar sensation that he was welling up, that if he didn't control himself, there might even be tears.
 
   Perhaps, in a way, this would be the last time he saw Caitlyn. This Caitlyn. They might be very different people the next time they were in each others' arms.
 
   This was the risk that they were taking. The pursuit of a genuine thrill rarely came without a price.
 
   She kissed him again, and even through their clothes, he could feel her breasts squeezing against him, he could sense a slight tremor in her body, confirming that she was feeling exactly the same way as he was. There was something somehow reassuring in that.
 
   "You'll call me anyway, won't you?" she said as they parted again. "Tonight?"
 
   "Absolutely," he said, "I promise."
 
   She mouthed the words: "I love you."
 
   He smiled, returning those same words to his fiancée. 
 
   And she stepped away.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   Marco and Sofia were all smiles as they saw that the American couple was finished now, and still firmly in the game. Marco looked to Caitlyn, and she sidled up to him, taking a proffered hand.
 
   Sofia gazed at Leo, those soulful blue eyes of hers searching for signs within his that he was ready, that he had prepared himself, that he wasn't hiding anything that might suggest he was only doing this because his partner was doing this.
 
   He smiled at the golden-haired beauty, and she gave him an appreciative nod, simultaneously praising him for his courage and seeking to put him at ease.
 
   "So," Marco said with that big grin of his, "Assuming all goes well, we will meet each other again tomorrow before dinner, yes?"
 
   "Sounds like a good idea," Leo said, thinking it sounded like a very long time to be apart from Caitlyn.
 
   "Sofia and I have chosen a very nice little place where we can go for a few drinks, and then we'll see how everything went - and we can go from there." 
 
   Leo felt a little queasy as he saw Caitlyn place her hand in Marco's, look up at the Spaniard with a glimmer of pure delight in her eyes, and then look round to give Sofia and himself a final parting smile. 
 
   Then his fiancée and her brand new friend-with-benefits were walking casually away down the street. Leo thought she already appeared very relaxed with the other man, their conversation seeming easy as they departed.
 
   He loved to see Caitlyn happy like that, but how strange it was to see her disappearing with a man with the express intent of bedding him that very night.
 
   "It is strange to see them go, no?" Leo heard Sofia's voice before he saw her step beside him. There was a kind of dreamy quality to her dulcet French soprano, which somehow seemed to both calm Leo and also lull him into a strange state of euphoria.
 
   "Very strange," he said softly.
 
   Before Marco and Caitlyn disappeared around the street corner, their audience saw the Spaniard do something that made the brunette jump, let out a short sharp yelp and then fall against him, laughing, draping her hands and arms over him as they walked. Perhaps he had pinched her butt or something to that effect, or said something to tease her. 
 
   They looked very natural together, Leo thought. Much more natural than he felt standing with Sofia.
 
   "They seem good together."
 
   "Yes, don't they?" Sofia said. 
 
   Then Marco and Caitlyn turned, and were gone.
 
   Leo felt Sofia take his hand, her fingers so light and soft around his, cool in the evening air. She said: "Are you okay, Leo?"
 
   He turned to look at her, taking a deep breath that was accented by her perfume and the earthy smells of the street. 
 
   "I'm fine," he said, affecting a smile he feared she might not think entirely convincing.
 
   But she simply smiled in return, and the sight was truly dazzling, even in the shaded street. "I know how you're feeling, Leo," she said softly. "I've felt that way myself. Even now."
 
   "Even now?"
 
   She shrugged, "Even now, yes, a little. Nervous, excited, hopeful, afraid."
 
   "Do you think we're going to be as good together as they are?" he asked.
 
   Sofia looked him over for a brief moment, making him wonder what she thought of him. She grinned, "I think we are definitely going to be just as good together."
 
   Leo said: "In your experience, what's the best way to handle all this?"
 
   She paused, considering. Said: "In my experience, the best thing you can do is to relax, be yourself, and never keep anything hidden. Always be completely open and honest. If you can't do this, it's no problem."
 
   He nodded, breathing deeply. He said: "In that case, would you be offended if I said I find you a little intimidating, Sofia?"
 
   "Intimidating? Me?" she inhaled. "But I'm so small compared to you!"
 
   "Because you're stunning," he said. "You're very beautiful."
 
   He could see Sofia melt a little, tilting her head as she looked at him, perhaps seeing him in a new light now that he was on his own, away from Caitlyn, outside the public sphere of their group of four.
 
   Then she stepped forward, reached her arms up behind his neck, and kissed him. 
 
   Oh my God.
 
   She tasted of sugar and rosé wine, she smelled of apricots and soft blazing sunshine. She was pretty as a picture in a magazine, and her plans for the evening were pure seduction.
 
   How on Earth had he gotten himself into this?
 
   "You shouldn't feel intimidated by anyone," she whispered into his ear.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   After that kiss, Leo felt a little better, some of the tension between them dissipating, though none of the extraordinary sense of anticipation for what they were doing.
 
   Sofia took his hand in hers and they walked in the opposite direction from Caitlyn and Marco, over towards the port of Old Nice.
 
   "You and Caitlyn are only the third couple we've ever been with," she was saying, after he'd asked how it was that even she was still nervous in this situation.
 
   "Only the third?"
 
   Sofia smiled, "We only play with others when we're on vacation. Last year, the way the economy was, we did not take a vacation. Before that, for a few years, we saw the same couple each time."
 
   Leo noticed other men looking at him as they wandered the streets, and at first he thought he must have spilled something on his shirt, or perhaps that his hair was doing something ridiculous in the breeze. His clothes were clean, however, while the breeze was barely strong enough to even tickle.
 
   Only after a little way did he realize the men were looking at him because he was walking hand-in-hand with Sofia. 
 
   Well, she certainly was a sight to behold. It warmed him up a little, to see those envious glances, and perhaps even made him begin to see that this could be fun. He could simply enjoy the physical side of this, leave the emotions behind.
 
   "Is this always how it is when you're with someone new?" he asked her now. 
 
   "How it is?"
 
   "You know, you meet for lunch, you pair off, you take things slowly so it can be stopped in case someone's unhappy. The process."
 
   She shrugged, "I don't think we have a process. The few times we've met new people, it's been different each time. The first time, we weren't even thinking about it at all."
 
   "No?"
 
   "We met these guys who had the room next to ours in the hotel, and just spent the vacation with them, not even imagining what might happen."
 
   "And what did happen?"
 
   "We were having a lot to drink back then," she chuckled, "then one night things just went further and further - we drank more and more, we ended up back in our hotel room, dancing, drinking. The boys traded dance partners - quite a few times, actually. Then you know, the clothes started disappearing..."
 
   "And you were all right with it?"
 
   Now they were stepping out into the sunshine, the old port revealed before them, and Sofia looked absolutely gorgeous, like some kind of mythical nymph.
 
   She gave him a mischievous grin, continuing her story. "I was very, very drunk, Leo. So very, very drunk. We all were."
 
   The French girl steered them around the little old harbor, which was little more than a small marina for the wealthy, enclosed by the Old Town. 
 
   "I don't remember too much now from that first time," she said, "but I think the boys would dance with us a little, and then they would switch partners, and then they would be back again, and then Paulo pulled off the shirt of his girlfriend Maria, and it was like he was daring Marco to do the same and then trade dance partners again."
 
   "Pretty wild."
 
   "Well, the two of them were very competitive. Each time, Paulo would take something off Maria, and Marco would do the same, or maybe Marco would take off something of his own, and then Paul would have to do the same. And then I would be dancing with Paulo, and slowly, while we kept drinking more and more of the Rioja, we were becoming naked..."
 
   "And then you slept together? You and Paulo?"
 
   Sofia paused while a few tourists had gone by, then she said: "The boys just continued their silly little game. Maria and I were just laughing non-stop, taking more wine... Paulo was dancing close with me, so Marco would have to dance closer with Maria. And then Paulo was squeezing my... you know, my breasts... so Marco was kissing Maria's breasts..."
 
   Leo felt himself thinking how lucky this Paulo character must have been, before it dawned on him that he was essentially becoming this year's Paulo for Sofia.
 
   "...and then Paulo was kissing me between my legs, and so Marco was... well, you get the idea."
 
   Sofia smiled, drawing her description to a close as yet another collection of tourists wandered by.
 
   "Here," she said, "it's just around the corner now."
 
   It was a sweet little restaurant, which appeared to have reached that the point in the evening between the early evening tourists going home and the later evening locals arriving for their dinner.
 
   They took a table outside, where Leo ordered merely a Coke, while Sofia chose a glass of chilled Sancerre.
 
   "What happened when you guys... you know, sobered up?" Leo asked as they  considered the menu, the wonderful smell of garlic-laden food filling his nostrils along with the salty aroma of the sea.
 
   "I woke up between Paulo and Marco, and I was pretty horrified," she laughed. "I'd been with Marco maybe... six months by then? He was always flirting with the girls, but I thought he was different from the other Spanish guys. He was always very decent, very attentive to my needs."
 
   "You were upset with what had happened?"
 
   Sofia withdrew a packet of cigarettes from her purse, which rather surprised Leo, being so used to smoking being banned in restaurants.
 
   "You don't mind?" she signaled the cigarette, holding up a lighter ready to fire.
 
   "Sure, of course," he said. It was outside, there was a light breeze here by the harbor, but mostly, he just didn't want to make a bad impression, particularly now. He declined her offer of one for himself, and as she lit up, he said: "It's a little weird seeing people smoke in restaurants."
 
   Sofia nodded, drawing in a lungful of smoke. "I don't very much these days - but it helps calm me down. They banned it in France, too, you know, a few years ago."
 
   "Nobody takes much notice of it."
 
   "La Liberté, uh? It is part of our national heritage." She turned her head to exhale a plume of smoke, then returned to her recollection, saying: "I was upset, of course. With myself, mainly, for going along with it, for letting Paulo do what he did with me. At Marco, a little."
 
   "How did the others take it?"
 
   Sofia smiled almost wistfully, tapping her cigarette gently on the little ashtray provided on the table between them. "Marco and Paulo were dead to the world. They were so hung-over that whole day. Maria took me for breakfast at a little place round the corner, and she was very good at calming me down."
 
   "You liked her?"
 
   "She was very... smart. Beautiful, too. Very Spanish - the dark hair, the brown eyes," Sofia sucked on the cigarette, and Leo felt a touch envious that she had it to help relax her.  "She was the one, really, who persuaded me it might be good for us... you know, to open up, to have some fun. To treat this holiday - this vacation - as a break from our normal lives. I think you would say... let off some steam?"
 
   "Sounds right," Leo said. "I think that's what Caitlyn was suggesting to me."
 
   Sofia nodded. "Caitlyn seems very smart, also. She is very beautiful."
 
   Leo smiled, "She is. I always did have trouble saying 'no' to her."
 
   How was Caitlyn doing with Marco right now? Were they having dinner in a place like this? Were they intending to play things slow, as agreed? Perhaps they were grabbing fast food before heading straight back to Marco's hotel room. Leo felt a shiver course through his chest.
 
   "I learned a lot from Maria," Sofia said. 
 
   "Did she and Paulo... keep it to their vacations?"
 
   "They did, mostly. Maria said there were times when she thought he might have been off with someone else back home, but for the most part, just the vacations. Of course, they took a lot more vacations than Marco and I," she rolled her eyes and laughed at that.
 
   The waiter returned to take their order - a salad with goat cheese for Sofia, a fillet of salmon for Leo - and with food, he even permitted himself one small glass of rosé wine, which seemed to take the edge of his nerves, and allow him to relax into a wonderful dinner with Sofia.
 
   They seemed to bond over a shared anxiety of the whole situation. It became clear that for Sofia and Marco, he had always been the confident type when it came to women, while for all her beauty, she had always been on the shy side, so when it came to their vacation sojourns, Sofia was the one who had to face up to her nerves, while Marco simply bounded into whichever situation they found themselves.
 
   As they ate, the tension seemed to lessen further, making the meal appear less like a business lunch than simply a couple of friends enjoying some food together by the scenic old harbor in Nice.
 
   It was a leisurely meal, and for a while as Sofia asked him about his life in the States, and he found out more about her translation work and life in Madrid, Leo was even able to temporarily forget about the heavy stuff, even stop thinking so much about what might be happening between his fiancée and Marco.
 
   But as the evening pushed on into a wonderful golden twilight, and the light began to fade altogether while they paid the check, Leo found the apprehension building again inside him, as he wondered what was next.
 
   "So..." Leo said, trying to act calm as he escorted the beautiful blonde to the exit while his heart started racing once again.
 
   "So why don't you show me this wonderful villa of yours?" Sofia asked him
 
   Leo took a deep breath. He said: "I'm not sure we're going to get back in time to beat the sunset. You won't see much of the view."
 
   She took his hand and smiled, saying: "It will be light again in the morning."
 
   Leo nodded, and felt a sudden rush of anxiety as the full force of her suggestion hit him - that they would be spending the night and most of the next day together, and Caitlyn would be spending all that time with Marco.
 
   Sofia could sense his trepidation, and gave him a reassuring glance as they proceeded around the little harbor, skirting past other couples and tourists. 
 
   "It will be okay, Leo," she said in that serene voice of hers. "We'll have a good time, just the two of us, and we don't have do anything that makes you feel uncomfortable."
 
   "Yes, I know," he said. "It just all seems a lot to take in."
 
   "Of course it does. But we'll take things slowly, and as long as we are still having fun, then we can continue, no? And if we feel like sleeping, then we'll do that instead."
 
   "Sounds like a plan."
 
   She giggled, which did more to dispel Leo's fears than almost anything, and point out: "Once you get us home, you'll be able to have some wine!"
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   It was strange to drive back to the villa with Sofia sitting beside him instead of Caitlyn. He enjoyed being with the French girl, her unfamiliar but sweet scent filling the rental car, not to mention the sight of her smooth, tanned legs there constantly in his peripheral vision. 
 
   The butterflies flapping around his stomach were something to behold, however, so Leo was very much looking forward to getting back to the villa and cracking open a bottle of wine.
 
   On the way up, they stopped at a supermarket to stock up on supplies. Sofia went to look at the wine while Leo picked out some fruit and a few pastries for breakfast. 
 
   Returning to find her checking out the bottles of rosé, Leo almost couldn't believe this girl was with him, she was so stunning. How must Caitlyn be feeling that he was with her? Marco was, of course, very charming and friendly, but he wasn't very intimidating to Leo as Leo suspected Sofia might be to his fiancée.
 
   "What are you thinking?" Sofia asked him. 
 
   "Oh, you know," he said. "Whether Caitlyn is rushing into things with Marco, whether she'll stop at any point to think, and maybe change her mind about me being with you."
 
   Sofia nodded. "I meant about the wine," she grinned, and he noticed she was holding up two similar-looking rosé bottles, which Leo was never going to make a decision on.
 
   "Oh," he said, flushing a little. "Sorry."
 
   "It's all right. And we can talk about that, but I was just asking whether you like your wine dry or fruity."
 
   He smiled. "I like both."
 
   They bought three bottles of each wine and were momentarily back on the road, the daylight now fading quickly as they drove through the rest of Nice and up into the hills.
 
   As they got going again, Sofia said: "Tell me Leo, honestly, how do you feel about Caitlyn being with Marco right now?"
 
   Leo thought for a moment before he answered. He said: "Honestly, it's probably not the right thing to be thinking, but a big part of me just finds it kind of exciting."
 
   "Exciting?" Sofia laughed. "That was not the answer I was expecting from you!"
 
   Leo shrugged, but smiled. "Honestly?" he said to her, "I feel kind of impressed and kind of thrilled that she wants to challenge herself - challenge us as a couple."
 
   "Thrilled?" 
 
   "It's kind of hot to think of her... with Marco." Leo took a deep breath. "I mean, obviously it makes me feel a little weird, because I've got all this baggage from... I guess from the rest of society..."
 
   "That you should be only with her?"
 
   "Exactly. But the thing is, Caitlyn is hot. She's so sexy, and she's even more sexy when she's really fired up. And I just know doing this is really firing her up. That makes me feel so... turned on, I guess. Even though she's with someone else."
 
   "That makes sense, I suppose," Sofia said.  
 
   Leo said: "I like Marco - you've got a great guy there, it's obvious. So I don't feel threatened by it. Not really, when I think about it."
 
   "That's good. So where is the problem?"
 
   Leo sighed. He said: "I don't know for certain how she feels. I mean - obviously we talked all this out, but it's still only yesterday she kind of sprang all this on me. And I guess I'm just worried... well, that she will change her mind. Maybe, even after being with Marco for the first time has worn off, she'll be suddenly jealous that I've been with you, Sofia."
 
   The French girl nodded in contemplation of what he was saying. After a pause, she said: "I think you're a strange one, Leo."
 
   "Aren't I, though?" he laughed - and made her laugh as well.
 
   "You're so supportive of your fiancée wanting to do this. And yet you are worried that she will think you are in the wrong because you follow her wishes, and spend time with me?"
 
   "I guess it must sound pretty dumb."
 
   "No," Sofia said, offering him that beautiful smile of hers, warming him up inside despite the poor light from the streetlamps. "It just makes you seem like a really nice guy."
 
   Sofia was suitably impressed by the villa, and particularly the pool - even though the darkness had taken away the view. 
 
   Leo gave her a whistlestop tour, feeling strange to be showing her the bedroom, though rushing through so that he could get back to the kitchen and open up the wine that had been chilling in the refrigerator.
 
   "What do you think they're doing right now?" he asked her as he poured two glasses.
 
   She looked at the little gold watch clasped around her delicate wrist. "Ten o'clock already? Is that the time?" she said. Then, "I don't know... they could still be touring the bars around town, or..."
 
   "They could be back at your hotel already?" Leo suggested, mulling the thought.
 
   Sofia took the offered glass, and then clinked it to his in a silent toast, and after approving the selection of cheap local wine bought by Caitlyn's uncle, said: "So Leo, part of you is turned on by the thought of Marco and Caitlyn being together, but what does the other part feel?"
 
   Leo drained his glass, and poured another. He smiled as Sofia laughed at his thirst, and said: "Well, I'm afraid, I guess. I mean, I've thought it all through, and I know I have nothing to worry about. I'm not losing her. Well, I suppose there's a small chance she'll somehow think I'm no longer good enough for her."
 
   "Don't be ridiculous!"
 
   "No," he shrugged, "I know that's not realistic. But you know, there is that fear that both of us will just change as people, and will no longer want to be together."
 
   Sofia picked up the bottle, and suggested heading out to the chairs by the pool. The cicadas were in full song out there already, a sound that was not unpleasant.
 
   "You can't know that you'll change as people to that degree," Sofia was saying. "And if by then you have changed like that, then you'll feel differently anyway, right?"
 
   Leo sighed. "I know, it's just fear of change. Nothing much I can do." 
 
   "Even if you decided against this, you would change," Sofia said, pouring another glass of wine herself. It wasn't strong, but relatively fruity and not unlike drinking fruit juice. "Maybe if you hadn't both wanted to do this, you would have regretted not trying, and then found when you got home that the regret was too much."
 
   "I guess so."
 
   They sat with Leo facing the pool, but Sofia sitting against the arm of the chair, looking towards him, her legs curled up underneath her. It amused him a little that in this very place earlier that day, he and Caitlyn had made love, imagining that it was Sofia with him, rather than his fiancée. But back then he'd had no idea Sofia was this attractive.
 
   "Do you think I should call her yet?" Leo asked her, checking the time yet again.
 
   Sofia took another drink. "No," she said at last. "Not yet."
 
   "I don't want to seem needy, right?" Leo laughed. "God, it's like going on a first date all over again. When should I call her, when should I call her?"
 
   They both laughed at that. 
 
   As if she sensed he needed to take his mind off things, Sofia now picked herself up and went over to the edge of the pool to test the temperature of the water with her toe. He watched her balance on the edge of the pool like a gymnast, testing the water in different places as though there might be some secret corner where the temperature was a little warmer.
 
   "It's so cold!" she was laughing, and Leo was laughing, but also delighting in the sight of her in that stylish little cream dress, which revealed her graceful curves and plenty of smooth tanned skin.
 
   "I will only go in there if things get very hot."
 
   "I don't suppose you brought your swimsuit?" he asked her, to which she simply shook her head.
 
   Leo finished up the last of the wine, and slipped inside to retrieve one of the bottles Sofia had picked out, which turned out to be a considerable improvement in quality. When he returned, the French girl turned their conversation to trivial matters, talking about places both of them had visited, on vacation or otherwise. Places they wanted to go in the future. 
 
   The wine was going down quickly - in no time at all, he found himself fetching another bottle, pouring fresh glasses for himself and Sofia, who appeared to be matching him for volume, despite her relatively petite frame.
 
   He found himself so relaxed with her now, whether the alcohol had a large part to do with it. 
 
   Eventually, even the thought of what Caitlyn and Marco might be doing could not fail to dislodge his feeling of wellbeing. 
 
   "Maybe they'll drink so much tonight, they won't be able to do anything anyway," Leo suggested, thinking that might be a good excuse for himself, and perfectly possible at this rate.
 
   "Maybe," Sofia nodded. "I don't think so, though."
 
   "Do you think they're in bed yet?" 
 
   "I think it's very possible."
 
   "Do you think they think we're in bed?"
 
   "Perhaps," she said, and he realized that the way she was now sitting on the other end of the outdoor sectional - cross-legged and facing him - he could see her underwear quite easily. She was wearing blue and white checked panties with a white lace trim - very feminine, very pretty. It made him tingle a little between his thighs to see it.
 
   She said: "Here's a question for you, Leo..."
 
   "Ask away."
 
   "You're worried about Caitlyn changing her mind, right? And then feeling angry for you for being with me."
 
   "Right. I think that's one of the biggies."
 
   She leaned forward, now, so he could no longer see her underwear, but also so that she was much closer to him. She said: "At what point would you say... if she were to change her mind tomorrow... would she be angry at you?"
 
   "How do you mean?" 
 
   She said, "I mean, for example... if I was just kissing you..."
 
   Sofia leaned forward and kissed him lightly on the mouth, just briefly. It was so sweet, so soft, even a mere momentary touch between their lips sent shivers coursing through every muscle in his body. 
 
   "Would she be angry at that?" she asked, her sapphire eyes hovering on his lips before trailing up to meet his own startled gaze.
 
   "I... uh..." he fumbled, trying to reengage the gears in his head. "I don't imagine she would," he said. "You did that before in the restaurant..."
 
   She smiled, and leaned forward again, this time one hand brushing over his cheek as her head tilted and her luxurious lips closed in on his, and she was gently pulling him to her to taste his bottom lip. 
 
   Eyes closing, he melted into her, breathing deeply, adoring her warm, summery scent, which made him imagine rolling around in an orchard surrounded by apricot trees, astounded at the sensations teased out by her lips and after a moment or two, her tongue.
 
   Recovering a little from the power of her initial engagement, he returned her kiss, gently mirroring her own movements to lightly suck on her lips, and even explore her mouth with the tip of his own tongue, bringing his hand up to caress her velvet cheek.
 
   She broke into a dazzling smile as they eventually parted, silent for a moment or two as they both caught their breath and came back down to ground level.
 
   "You are a wonderful kisser, Leo," Sofia said, in barely more than a whisper.
 
   "I was only taking my lead from you." 
 
   "So, you think Caitlyn would be upset that we kissed?"
 
   "No, I don't think so," he said quietly, feeling his whole body pulsating.
 
   There was a glint of delight in her eyes as she leaned forward again for another kiss, this time raising the heat level, to more passionately explore him with her tongue, as well as nibbling on his lips, Leo matching her, his fingers brushing through her silky blonde hair as he tasted her mouth.
 
   "It's nice kissing with you," Sofia said.
 
   "It is," Leo said stroking her cheek. "You're so beautiful, Sofia, I think anyone would be inspired to be a better kisser with you." 
 
   She launched herself forward now, urging him to lie back along the wide couch, where she could lie beside him and half sprawled over him, one arm draped over his chest, one leg lodged between his. He felt his heart rate accelerating as her legs glided against his, the sensation of her silky-smooth skin taking his breath away.
 
   "I think Caitlyn would be surprised if we weren't kissing by now," Sofia smiled, touching her sensual lips to his again as her hand trailed lazily over his chest.
 
   "I suppose they must be, by now, as well."
 
   "Perhaps." She was unfastening the buttons on his shirt now, slipping her hand inside to explore his bare chest. "Perhaps more."
 
   She kissed him again, and he brushed her hair away from her face, his hand sweeping through her golden locks and then on down, tracing out the curve of her back. 
 
   "I bet they are," he said, trying to sound relaxed, okay with it. Then he looked at Sofia and said: "I'm sorry, I probably shouldn't be thinking about someone else while we're..."
 
   "No, no," Sofia laughed. "Of course you should. That is the whole point of this."
 
   Leo smiled, and gently stroked the French girl's hair again. "When Caitlyn's really excited, she blushes really easily," he said.
 
   "Is that right?"
 
   "It's really hot," Leo said. "I never really noticed it until this vacation. When she was telling me about what happened with you on the beach last night."
 
   Sofia smiled. "You see? You can take this all as a learning experience. By the end of this vacation, you'll know your fiancée better than ever."
 
   "I guess so."
 
   "What she likes, what she doesn't like. You'll both learn much more about each other."
 
   Pulling open his shirt now, Sofia kissed her way over his bare chest, and was exploring his lightly hairy chest with her mouth, appearing to be breathing in his own scent as she went, appraising him, enjoying him. 
 
   "The funny thing is," Leo said, complying as she encouraged him to sit up now, to remove his shirt, "when I think of her with Marco, now, I picture her blushing like that. She must be, right now. And it really turns me on."
 
   "It does?" she said, helping him pull off the shirt.
 
   "Well, I now know for certain the sure-fire way to tell if she's really turned on," Leo said, dropping his shirt over the back of the chair before scooching back down to lie with the pretty French girl. "It makes me wonder if all this time, maybe she hasn't been having much of a good time with me, though."
 
   "I doubt that's true," Sofia said.
 
   "I suppose she may have been blushing, I wasn't paying enough attention, though."
 
   "So now you change," she said, and now she was sitting up, saying: "You think Caitlyn would be upset if I removed my dress?"
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   "I don't think so. She's probably wearing even less herself by now," Leo said, stretching for his wine as Sofia sat up, reaching behind herself to unfasten the zip on the side of her dress.
 
   She said, "I didn't bring another - I'd hate it to get creases."
 
   Leo gasped as she pulled her dress up over her head, revealing a blue and white checked bra lined with dainty white lace, matching her panties. The white of her underwear contrasted with her gentle tan to keep up her very chic appearance. 
 
   Sofia smiled down at Leo's temporary loss of breath, and now lifted a knee before straddling his chest.
 
   "Surely we're okay just touching," she said, picking up Leo's own hand to place it on her breathtakingly beautiful body.
 
   "If it's only touching..." he said, following her hand up to lightly skirt over her small but shapely breasts, above and below the soft cotton of her bra, as Sofia now reached for his other hand, urging him to hold both her breasts, touch her, explore her fully.
 
   She smiled, loving his touch, and now leaned forward and over him, so that her wonderfully soft, warm breasts touched down on his face.
 
   Leo breathed in deeply as his mouth and nose pressed delicately against her chest, drawing in her characteristic exotic scent, kissing her gently between her breasts to sample the subtle sweet-savory flavor of her exposed flesh.
 
   Sofia let out a low, quiet sigh and dipped forwards to rub her breasts up over his head, so his face was running down the satin skin of her flat stomach, his kiss turning into a long lick of the tongue.
 
   He kissed her sensually below her breasts, and she began to gently writhe, grazing the cotton of her panties against his stomach, letting out soft moans as she went.
 
   She was so sexy, so elegant and graceful, yet with a raw passion below the surface that hinted at glorious pleasures yet to be had.
 
   "You make it hard for me to control myself," she breathed, as she returned to a seated position on top of him, flicking her hair over her shoulder, gesturing for his hands to support her breasts once more.
 
   "You're so beautiful," he said, his voice filled with awe. 
 
   He needed no further encouragement to touch her chest once again, his fingers splaying out over her exquisite curves, but she now gave him a mischievous smile, and now guided his hands down again, behind her, over her lower back and down to her behind as she again laid her breasts down over his face, encouraging him to kiss her there, while her golden hair trailed over his head.
 
   He turned amateur masseur as he coaxed her firm behind, and she settled down again to kiss his mouth, so that they were writhing together, four hands trailing over two bodies, kisses along cheeks and down necks, her golden locks flicked this way and that out of the way of her face, both breathing deep and long to delight in each other's scent while indulging in the flavor of their kisses, and the irresistible sensation of skin gliding against skin.
 
   After indulging their shared craving to simply touch and be touched for a long, long while, Sofia rolled her hips to the side, and now pulled herself back away from him, her hands falling to his belt buckle.
 
   "We should remove these," she said, softly.
 
   Leo helped her unfasten his belt, and his pants, lifting his hips to allow her to pull it down over his thighs. 
 
   He said, "Do you think she might be annoyed with me if we don't go all the way tonight?"
 
   Sofia didn't quite get his meaning. "How do you mean? Angry because we don't..."
 
   "If she's planning tonight to be the big first time for me and you, so we can all move on as a group tomorrow?"
 
   Sofia draped his pants over the back of the couch with her dress. "Maybe," she said. 
 
   "She might think I'm unprepared, because I chickened out tonight," he said. "She might think I'm trying to make her out to be the bad person, because she went straight ahead and... slept with Marco."
 
   Sofia ran her hand gently down his chest, over his thigh, and up to trace out the shape of his manhood, which lay swollen under his tight lycra boxer shorts.
 
   "I don't think she will," said the French girl, her hands outlining the shape of his cock, reveling in the size of his erection. "But we can just tell them we went the whole way - how will they know we didn't?"
 
   "I guess we could."
 
   "And then if she changes her mind, feels somehow that you betrayed her, even though she's doing the same to you - then you can reveal that we didn't do anything at all."
 
   "Just touched."
 
   "Just touched," she smiled, trailing her hand up his chest now. "And kissed."
 
   She leaned down again, to kiss his mouth, and when she rose again, her bra fell away to reveal her beautiful bare breasts, two handfuls of joy peaked by stiff little pink nipples.
 
   She smiled as she saw him catch his breath, responding involuntarily to the sight she presented for him, and then she was leaning over him again, smothering her breasts over his chest, kissing his mouth as she lifted her leg up to straddle him again, this time pressing her cotton-clad pussy down on his rigid cock.
 
   As she sat up, gyrating on top of him while gently stirring his manhood with her pussy, he reached up to hold her sweet little breasts, coaxing them, exploring them unrestricted.
 
   She said: "Caitlyn's a very lucky girl," and it was clear as she pressed herself down on his cock that she was aiming her complement at his manhood.
 
   "I'm going to have to call her soon," he said. 
 
   "Just wait a little bit longer," Sofia breathed, leaning down again, to place her breasts over his face, urging him to take her stiff nipples into his mouth.
 
   He held her waist with both hands as he kissed and licked his way around her breasts, taking each nipple in turn into his hot mouth to tease out her moans, her flesh so soft as it pushed against him. 
 
   Then she was kissing her way down his chest, caressing his skin with her breasts, until she was heading for dangerous territory, nuzzling into his abdomen just above the waistband of his boxers, her hand closing over his hardness.
 
   Leo was pulsating with energy, his insides nothing but molten lava as the beautiful French girl acquainted herself with his cock through the thin material of his underwear. As she handled him, and then gently nudged her nose against his hardness, and was actually kissing his cock very slowly through the fabric, Leo found himself increasingly concerned that they wouldn't be able to control themselves - that he wouldn't be able to control himself.
 
   He forced himself to think about Caitlyn, what she might be thinking if she were watching this. Would she be angry, one way or the other? 
 
   "What do you think we'll do tomorrow?" he asked her, as though it might distract her from going further, allowing him to avoid offending her by suggesting she stop.
 
   She halted her kisses, and nuzzled her cheek against his hardness, trying to hug his cock. 
 
   "We're meeting for drinks at five, no?" she said, looking up at him now with a big beaming smile. 
 
   "But after that," he said. 
 
   "Well, " she said, running her nose gently along his covered shaft again, "I think we'll see how Caitlyn has done with Marco, and how you have done with me after a nice leisurely day."
 
   "I think we're doing okay," Leo said, hoping that she didn't think he was an idiot in his attempt to delay her, to distract her.
 
   "We're doing great," she said with a devilish look, kissing his hardness again, slowly from the tip down to the base. 
 
   "So assuming Caitlyn's doing well with Marco, what do you think might happen tomorrow evening?"
 
   She looked up at him, and asked: "You're saying that we're going to pretend that we've... how do you put it... gone to fourth base?"
 
   Leo smiled, "A home run? Yes, I was thinking we'd be saying that."
 
   "I think..." She said, "I think maybe you'll need some time to be with Caitlyn again."
 
   "Just the two of us?"
 
   "Yes, don't you think?" Sofia smiled, resting her chin on his cock as she looked up at him. "It's been a big step for you two, even if we are only pretending."
 
   "It has been a pretty big step."
 
   "And then, when we're all ready, we'll meet together again, the four of us." Sofia giggled, "We'll have a proper party, right?"
 
   Leo laughed with her, "Right."
 
   Now with her arms straddling his thighs, Sofia tucked her fingers over the waistband of Leo's boxer shorts at his hips, and she was very slowly easing his underwear down, just a fraction at a time. Leo gulped as she revealed the very tip of his bare cock. 
 
   "You know," she said, "If we're pretending, we should do our research."
 
   "How you mean?" 
 
   His heart was drumming against his chest, seeming almost to be trying to make a bold escape, as she revealed the top inch of his organ, restrained against his body by the elastic in the waistband of his underwear.
 
   She gave him an impish grin, pulling his undershorts down a little further. "When we have our party," she said. "We'll need to seem as though we have actually made love together, no?"
 
   "I suppose."
 
   "So we'll need to be comfortable with each other, won't we? Without our clothes..." He saw her eyes light up as she dragged his boxers down to reveal his full hardness.
 
   He said, "I guess if it seems like a shock to us when we're having our party..."
 
   She nodded, and placed a soft little kiss on his shaft, "Caitlyn will know you didn't go all the way with me."
 
   His cock twitched in response to her touch, making her smile again. She sat up to remove his boxer shorts completely, and Leo allowed her, but now wondered if this was acceptable according to his mental worst-case-scenario.
 
   What if she wanted more? If kissing all over his body was permissible, and if he could lick her breasts and suck on her nipples, how about her kissing his cock? Licking it... slipping the tip inside her mouth...
 
   Somewhere in a hotel on the shore of the Mediterranean, Marco was probably now as naked as he was. It may already have happened a while ago, of course. 
 
   Caitlyn lying between Marco's legs as Sofia was now lying between his, her soft hair flowing gently over his thigh as she appraised his goods, then slowly lowered her pretty face to kiss him at the base of his cock, her little tongue slipping out as she tasted the taut  skin over his shaft, her lips and nose caressing him as she moved up to the tip, and now licked the purple swollen helmet, her hand gently closing around his erection, lifting it ready to slip his cock inside her hot mouth...
 
   "I... uh..." I think I ought to call her," he said, gently pulling away from Sofia before she crossed the boundary into full oral sex.
 
   "Of course," she said, and he was surprised how calm and gracious she could appear to be, though he was stopping her. "It is probably a good time now."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   The phone rang and rang, and Leo felt as though he was breathing frantically, but not really absorbing any oxygen. His heart was thumping as though he'd just run the 100-yard dash.
 
   Where was she?
 
   Sofia had wandered inside to use the restroom, leaving Leo to stroll into the kitchen to fetch more wine. God, she was a stunning sight in just those little high-cut panties. Waiting for that phone call, part of him was hoping Caitlyn would answer with the news that she'd already done the deed, already fucked Marco, so he would feel okay about going all the way with Sofia.
 
   He doubted himself, though, doubted that his immense paranoia could be satiated by the suggestion that he would only be keeping up with Caitlyn by having full sex with the golden-haired French girl.
 
   The paranoia confused him. Now, he was beginning to be unsure whether he had pushed Caitlyn to go through with this partner-switching, or whether she had led them into this situation.
 
   The call went to voice mail, prompting stabbing pains in Leo's stomach. 
 
   Where was she? 
 
   Leo dialed the number again. He had visions of the two of them going at it like porn stars, perhaps even laughing at the phone ringing there on the bedside table, no intention of answering it. 
 
   His erection stirred a little in the open air as he considered the possibility that at this very moment, Marco's hard cock was inside his fiancée.
 
   Now Sofia returned, looking as delicious as ever, flashing him a seductive smile as she went by. The sight of her in just those little blue and white thong panties, walking casually out to the pool, raised his erection to full strength again. 
 
   "Hello?" At last, it was Caitlyn, sounding out of breath.
 
   A small explosive charge detonated inside Leo's belly. 
 
   "Hey, Caitlyn?" Desperately trying to keep his voice light and airy. 
 
   "Leo!" He heard Marco laughing in the background, the laughter infecting Caitlyn's voice as well as she said: "How's it going? I... I'm sorry I missed your first call I was... distracted a little."
 
   A second detonation in his stomach. Leo felt the breath forcibly removed from his lungs. He turned away from Sofia so she couldn't see him react, and now walked through to the bedroom.
 
   "It sounds like you're having a great time," he said, trying to mimic the cheery nature of her voice.
 
   "Marco is absolutely crazy," she said, and Leo found himself focusing on her syllables, trying to detect whether she was drunk in any way. 
 
   She actually sounded relatively sober, though decidedly merry. Somehow, that was a good thing. It made Leo feel that anything she did, she was doing with sound mind and temperament, not feeling coerced or taken advantage of because of liquor.
 
   "He's been licking me... down there..." she said in a loud but shocked whisper, stressing the words 'down there', "...for the past half hour, I swear!"
 
   Leo felt slightly sick, though strangely aroused at the same time, the two conflicting mentalities fighting for control inside his head. 
 
   "Huh?" he said, not because he hadn't heard what she'd said, but because his brain was reeling a little too much to respond.
 
   "He's licking my pussy," she clarified in that funny little conspiratorial whisper of hers, as though she were somehow trying to keep the information from Marco. Perhaps it was the proof that she was more than slightly affected by the wine.
 
   "Oh."
 
   Leo sat down on the bed, as if it might steady him, but it only made him think that the last time he'd been here, Caitlyn had been lying with him. And now she was having her pussy tended to by someone else.
 
   "So I guess when you were trying it on me... I thought you were just trying to please me, I never thought you liked it," she said, no longer whispering now, talking quite conversationally. 
 
   "Oh, I do," Leo said, putting most of his effort into trying to keep calm, or at least appear so.
 
   "Marco said you might do," she giggled. "You see? We're learning about ourselves!"
 
   Then she let out a shrill yelp.
 
   "Marco just poured cold wine over my... over my coochie..."
 
   Through the phone, he heard her let out a long sighing moan. Leo took a deep breath, feeling the need to cope with this. 
 
   Marco was going down on his fiancée while he was talking to her on the phone. It was only licking, only kissing - as he had been doing with Sofia, albeit not quite to the same intimate level.
 
   "Oh... sorry..." Caitlyn breathed into the phone, "Are you still there, Sweetie?"
 
   "Yes, I'm here," he said. 
 
   "How are you doing with Sofia?" his fiancée asked now. "Isn't she beautiful?"
 
   Leo leaned back, looked down the corridor to the rest of the villa and the pool, and could not see the blonde girl anywhere. Perhaps she was in the kitchen, or more likely lying back on the chair out by the pool, where he couldn't see her from this angle.
 
   "Uh... fine... I mean, of course. She's really beautiful," Leo said, feeling a trifle foolish. Feeling somehow slightly pathetic that he was such a bundle of nerves, awkwardly fending off the attentions of a French goddess because of his desperate need to feel safe, and keep the dark fingers of guilt at bay, while Caitlyn was simply relaxing into it all. 
 
   She was able to separate the emotional side of her sexuality from the physical, playful side, able to simply drink and let go, feeling enough trust to leave Leo to his own devices while she just had a good time.
 
   "Does she like it when you... go down on her?" Caitlyn asked quietly.
 
   Leo gulped. 
 
   "Yes," he said. "Yes, she loves it."
 
   At the back of his mind, he had that fear that if she discovered he was letting the side down, not relaxing and enjoying himself and taking Sofia to heaven and back, she would feel terrible about going ahead and giving herself so bodily to Marco. And he'd have spoiled the evening.
 
   Trying to sound casual, he said, "I think I'm learning a lot, too, actually."
 
   "Mmm...." Caitlyn purred, "I'll look forward to you showing me..."
 
   He said, "So how was your dinner? Did you go somewhere nice?"
 
   "We went to this place along the seafront - not far from the hotel," she said, and groaned again, no doubt from the attentions of the Spaniard between her thighs. "We were there quite a while - watching the sun go down, you know?"
 
   "Nice," he said, trying to breathe deeply, almost meditate in is effort to settle himself, to accept what was happening and try to dwell on the underlying arousal it all provoked in him. 
 
   "How about you guys? I bet you had something quick so you could get Sofia home and naked!"
 
   "We've had a fairly chilled out evening as well. We were at this place down by the old port, and just hung out for a while - and then we bought some more wine on the way back here."
 
   "Oh good, I had the feeling we might need some more..."
 
   He was peering out towards the pool, trying to figure out just where on earth the French girl had gotten to, and now he noticed something on the edge of the pool. 
 
   For a moment, Leo wasn't really listening to Caitlyn. He caught his breath as he understood what they were - it was Sofia's panties lying forlorn by the side of the pool. Then he saw a splash, indicating that she was in the water.
 
   Then Caitlyn was silent, and he quickly realized she must have asked a question that he'd missed.
 
   "Sorry, what did you say?" he said. "Sofia was distracting me."
 
   "I'll bet she was," Caitlyn chuckled, then she seemed quite serious: "I asked you whether you guys have... gone all the way yet."
 
   Leo saw that his softened penis was beginning to thicken again. He continued his calm, deep breathing, said: "No, not yet. I thought I'd give you a call..."
 
   She seemed somehow relieved. Was Leo imagining that? She said: "Oh, well that's good... probably a good idea to talk before..."
 
   "Yes, I thought so."
 
   She paused, and then: "Are you all right, sweetie? Honestly?"
 
   Deep, calm breathing.
 
   "Yes... yes, I'm okay. It's just a lot to take in all at once, you know? A lot to deal with."
 
   "It certainly is. Do you think... do you feel it's happening to fast? We're rushing into this?"
 
   "No," he said, feeling that self-imposed pressure not to spoil things. "No, I mean... we're taking our time, in our own way, aren't we?"
 
   "Yeah... yes, we are."  
 
   "And you're okay with all this, sweetheart?" he asked her. "I mean you're not going to change your mind about all this are you, after I've... been with Sofia?"
 
   "Of course not," Caitlyn said quickly, sounding quite cheerful. "I promise Leo, it's all okay. I want you to have fun with Sofia. I want you to... make love to her."
 
   Leo gasped at that.
 
   "Did you say something?" Caitlyn asked. "I think the line's a little fuzzy."
 
   "No... no, I didn't," he said. 
 
   "Did you hear what I said?"
 
   "I heard."
 
   "And you're sure you're okay about me being with Marco?"
 
   "Yes, of course I'm sure."
 
   "And if Marco... you know... wants to go all the way."
 
   Leo felt light-headed. His cock was hard as a rock - perhaps he was suffering from a shortage of blood to the brain. 
 
   It almost sounded like someone else speaking when the words came out of his mouth: "I'm sure, I want you to do it. Fuck him. Fuck Marco."
 
   He'd shocked himself at that one. 
 
   Caitlyn said: "You're the best, you know that Leo? I love you so much."
 
   "I love you too," he said, his voice a little dreamy somehow.
 
   "I'm so proud of you - Sofia is going to adore it when you're with her, when you're making love to her."
 
    "Yes," he said, really having no idea what to say.
 
   "It's just fooling around, isn't it, Leo?" she said. "Just a little messing around on a vacation, that's all."
 
   "Of course."
 
   "And if one of us - or both of us - doesn't like it, afterwards we can just forget about it, right?"
 
   "Right."
 
   "Put it down to a crazy vacation in Europe..."
 
   "Yes."
 
   "Okay," Caitlyn said, and paused, as though waiting for him to change his mind. Then she said: "You'll call me in the morning, won't you?"
 
   "Absolutely."
 
   "You make sure you do, Mister," she said, an edge of amusement now in her voice, which actually cut the tension a little, brought Leo back down to earth, made him see the unserious side again to all this. "'Cause I for one can't wait to hear all about how you got on with that hot little blonde French girl."
 
   "No, of course. Soon as I wake up."
 
   "Good," she said. "Okay."
 
   There was another moment of silence, with Leo not quite knowing what to say. Should he say goodbye? God he felt nauseous, but God he felt excited as well. A baffling mix. Caitlyn was about to sign off and then that would be it - she would be actively fucking another man. Taking the Spaniard's erect cock inside her pussy. 
 
   "Okay then," Caitlyn said, breaking the silence. "I'd better let you go warm up that little French pussy again so you can give it a really good seeing to."
 
   "Yes," Leo said, focussing on his breathing now, as though he were attending an antenatal class. "And I guess you're already warmed up..."
 
   "Pretty much," Caitlyn giggled. "Okay then. Go on then, give my love to Sofia, tell her I can't wait to see you guys tomorrow."
 
   "Okay."
 
   "I love you, Leo."
 
   "I love you too, sweetheart."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ♥   ♥  ♥
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Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo just sat for a moment, his heart pounding, his whole body feeling as though a constant electric current was now flowing through it, listening to the grinding of the cicadas outside.
 
   That was it - he had given the final consent. His fiancée was about to let Marco bury his cock inside her.
 
   Sitting there on the bed, naked, looking into the dead face of his mobile phone, he felt a wave of nausea that felt curiously like homesickness. He suddenly longed for the early days of his relationship with Caitlyn, full of the simple joys of long walks and stretching conversations about everything and nothing. 
 
   God, he felt tears rising - he was pathetic. Should he call her? If he called her now, he might just get her in time. He was too drunk to drive down there, but perhaps he could persuade her to get a taxi. If he called her now, what would he tell her? He'd been wrong? He was afraid?
 
   He longed just to be with her, for their normal life back in the city at home, together, perhaps not as passionate as they'd once been, but comfortable, settled, content. 
 
   Watching TV of an evening stretched out on the couch in their same old living room. 
 
   And yet, he knew he hadn't lost any of that. His rational mind was certain the feelings were simply paranoia - that ugly feeling that his beloved fiancée was moving on, letting go of him, never to look back: it was all imagined.
 
   If he did call her now, he imagined there would be difficult questions. Did he not trust her? Had she not told him she loved him? Did he not see this was just physical, just a bit of fun, nothing to distract from the deep inner connection she had with him?
 
   And that heavy central question: Why are you afraid?
 
   Why was he afraid? Because deep down, underneath it all, he felt sure she was too good for him, that she would realize that, that she would feel that she could do better elsewhere. 
 
   If he called her now - 
 
   If he called her now, it would be too late. 
 
   Leo nodded to himself, rocking back and forth gently on the bed. If he called her now, he would probably be stopping them while Marco was already inside her. 
 
   Already, he must have missed her sexy little gasp as the Spaniard's big, thick, hard dick wedged inside her pussy - a massive swollen organ of immense proportions squeezing up into her tightness, stiffening her nipples and drawing out that glorious glowing blush in her face as it violated the sanctity of their monogamy.
 
   If he called her now, it would be like trying to close the stable door after the horses had bolted. 
 
   She'd probably answer and he'd hear for himself the sighs and the moans as Marco began pumping his monstrous staff within her most personal space. Her whimpers and yelps as his fiancée tried to cope with the incredible sensations flooding her system.
 
   Perhaps, if the line was good, he'd hear Marco's immense girth sliding in and out of Caitlyn's pussy, the unmistakable sounds of bodily friction greased by her free-flowing juices.
 
   How could he talk to her about his own pathetic sense of inadequacy and fear as all that was happening in the background? 
 
   She'd probably be angry at him and refuse to listen, and he'd hear Marco grunting and groaning as he emptied himself into the pretty brunette.
 
   No, it was too late to call her. It was too late, and it was pathetic. She still loved him. She was still going to marry him. 
 
   This was just an exciting side project. A hobby. A silly fling on a summer vacation, to be enjoyed and forgotten. There was no point in fear now – the main thing he could be afraid of had now already happened.
 
   Leo took a deep breath, knowing that he had to focus on the superficial side of all this. They were just tending to their physical needs. It was just superficial, innocent, pleasurable sex. Nothing more. He felt himself a little calmer, and now it actually amused himself that after all that fear and paranoia, he was now sitting there on the bed with an enormous erection.
 
   He had to concede that the image in his head of Caitlyn all red-faced and shocked at her violation by a stranger was a huge turn on. 
 
   It even made him wish he could see it for himself, that look of wonderment on her pink glowing face, the shock and awe as their new friend pounded into her.
 
   Leo felt reborn as he hauled himself up to his feet and stepped out of the bedroom. He was still nervous, he was still afraid, but he had a better hold of himself now. 
 
   And after all, what had now happened could not be undone. 
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   Walking out into the expansive living room, it felt strange to be naked knowing there was someone else at the villa other than Caitlyn. It was odd enough to be wandering around Uncle Silas' house with his cock out and semi-hard. 
 
   "Hey!" 
 
   Leo received a warm welcome as he stepped outside. It seemed as though the French girl had been leisurely swimming while he'd been speaking with Caitlyn. Well, Sofia was certainly friendly, floating around there without a stitch on. She must have thought him a complete idiot, a pathetic loser, he'd been so afraid of all this. 
 
   He had to grow a pair this minute, throw caution to the wind.
 
   "How're you doing?" he asked, retrieving his wine from the little table by the chairs, seeking the alcohol to aid him.
 
   "Good," she said, treading water. "The water's not bad once you're used to it."
 
   Leo took a few gulps of the dry wine and then refilled his glass before stepping over to the edge of the pool, where Sofia’s little blue and white panties lay abandoned. The blonde beauty was beaming up at him, without any hint of frustration or boredom despite the length of time he'd been away. She was very tolerant of her host forsaking her, he thought.
 
   "You talked to Caitlyn?"
 
   "Yes, I did," he nodded, and took another sip of wine. 
 
   "You have everything sorted?"
 
   He took another deep breath, trying desperately to dispose of that tense, fretful side of him and channel some kind of inner Marco – confidence, strength, fun. He said: "I think they're going all the way now."
 
   "And you're okay with that?"
 
   He nodded again, drained the rest of the wine. "I think, actually, I am."
 
   Sofia smiled again, which seemed a fair reward for his bold step. 
 
   "You should have brought your swimsuit," Leo said, touching her panties with the tip of his toes.
 
   She laughed, floating slowly towards him now. "Well, I thought if we were going to pretend we went all the way together, you ought to at least get used to the sight of me without any clothes."
 
   Leo smiled, "I suppose it would look a little obvious if I suddenly go into shock when you strip off in front of me."
 
   "And fair's fair - I get to see you naked, so..." Sofia drifted to the edge of the pool so she was now directly below him, looking up. 
 
   The ripples of the water that had hid the detail of her nudity now proved ineffective, and Leo caught his breath as he took in the sight of her sleek curves, and all that golden skin, her bullet-like nipples and flat stomach, and the apparently smooth, hairless mound pointing between her thighs.
 
   "I love your cock," she breathed, only just audible over the pulsing cicadas. 
 
   As if grateful for her complement, his shaft gently bobbed in the breeze, thickening a little. So strange, this girl he hardly knew staring up at his bare manhood.
 
   "It's so big and beautiful," she gazed up at him, and he felt the need to let her, that in allowing her to run those big blue eyes all over his exposed hardness, he was facing his fear head-on, embracing the thrill.
 
   She said, "How do you feel after talking to Caitlyn?"
 
   He crouched briefly, placing his wine glass down on the ground and picking up Sofia's panties. He said: "I feel I ought to be facing my problems, not hiding from them."
 
   He flashed his eyes suggestively, and now pressed her underwear to his nose, sampling her personal fragrance, inhaling the spicy traces of her arousal. 
 
   "Good," she said, and now with a hint of athleticism, she suddenly pulled herself up from the water close to him, and there she was, standing before him, dripping wet.
 
   "So I get to touch you now?" she asked, stepping forward. "Play with you?"
 
   She reached out, and he nodded, and now her hands closed around his shaft. 
 
   He said, "I think the others were already far ahead of us when I called."
 
   "Knowing Marco, that doesn't surprise me."
 
   The beautiful blonde pressed herself against him, her cool body spreading the wetness from the pool over his skin, her arms draping over his shoulders as she reached to kiss his neck. 
 
   He felt his hard cock brush gently against her soft skin, and then crush against her as she slipped a leg around his thigh and pulled him into her. She smelled only lightly of perfume now, the clinical chlorine from the pool stronger on her flesh.
 
   She kissed him on the lips briefly, and he still tasted a hint of wine there. She asked: "They were fucking already when you called?"
 
   "Everything but, I think," Leo replied, feeling his hands involuntarily sweeping over the exquisite curves of her smooth behind, the cool water adding friction to his movement. "They must be by now, though."
 
   Sofia looked him firmly in the eyes, assessing him as though she were about to fit him for glasses, before apparently accepting that he was telling the truth, he was okay about this. 
 
   Then she nodded her head toward the chairs, offering him the silent suggestion that they should resume their earlier positions.
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   This time as Sofia kissed her way down his stomach, it felt different to Leo. 
 
   He was still on fire inside, his heart continuing to pound in his chest at the thought of Caitlyn being ravaged by Marco at the same time this golden-haired angel was now sliding her way between his legs. 
 
   Yet at the same time, the very fact that Caitlyn had now moved to the next level seemed to settle Leo. 
 
   With his new resolve to become a bolder man, to shed the fear and dwell on the positives, he was focusing on just how beautiful this French girl was between his thighs. 
 
   How incredible were those sensations as her soft breasts brushed over his hard cock while she moved down on him, her wet blonde hair trailing all over him as she went, her gentle breath dancing over his skin as she kissed him, her lips caressing their way down to his inner thigh.
 
   She began to delicately kiss the base of his hard cock, and he even felt relaxed enough to tease his fingers through her hair, brushing it out of her face as her fingers closed around his shaft, and she licked her way up to the tip, before placing a light peck on the end with her lips.
 
   Was this really happening? 
 
   The question formed as her lips parted, and she took his cock inside her sensationally hot mouth, just holding it there a moment, delighting in the sensation of him being inside her - his size, his shape. 
 
   He got the sense she was moving deliberately slowly, withdrawing now to lick him, squeezing the base of his shaft in her delicate fingers, treating him like some kind of delectable ice cream to be savored rather than devoured all at once.
 
   "You really do have a very nice cock, Leo," she said, offering him a warm, seductive smile as she squeezed him, gently pumping a little with her hand.
 
   "I'm pleased you like it," he said.
 
   "I can tell you are," she grinned, holding up his rigid cock for him to see, before kissing it again, taking only the tip inside her mouth for a moment, applying gentle suction. "We're good together, aren't we?"
 
   "We're very good together."
 
   "Did you speak to Marco when you were on the phone?" Now Sofia ran her tongue all the way up the rigid shaft of his cock, from base to tip, making it hard for Leo to concentrate on answering her. 
 
   He said: "No, I think he was busy... I could hear that he was there, though."
 
   Sofia looked a little aghast at that, and probed: "He was busy tending to Caitlyn while you were speaking to her?" 
 
   Leo shrugged, trying to keep her from being angry at Marco, who despite the fact that he had commandeered Leo's fiancée for the evening, had so far struck Leo as the kind of constantly-bright person it was hard to actively hold a grudge against. It was as likely Caitlyn’s fault as Marco’s that they had progressed so far so quickly.
 
   "I'm fairly sure he was going down on her while we were speaking," Leo said casually.
 
   "He really should not have been. I mean, he must have known there would be a possibility that you would call to tell her to stop, to tell her you decided this was a bad idea after all." 
 
   There was a note of apology in her tone and in her face, but Leo merely stroked her cheek, saying: "My guess is he had full confidence in your ability to seduce me. And I can see why."
 
   She smiled, and continued licking him, base to shaft, looking up at him with those big blue eyes burning with lust. 
 
   She asked at last, "And how did Caitlyn seem? She was happy with Marco?" 
 
   "Very much," he replied. "They seem very good together. And it sounded as though she was learning a thing or two along the way."
 
   "Learning? Like what?" 
 
   Now she took his cock inside her mouth again, and this time she did not withdraw, sinking very slowly on his shaft, stretching her lips around him as she went, enveloping him in the heavenly warmth of her mouth.
 
   Leo said: "The old Caitlyn wouldn't have let a guy - well, let me, I guess - go down on her, virtually at all. Let alone half an hour."
 
   She was coaxing him with her lips, his sensitive end tickled by her tongue, and then taken deep in her mouth as she squeezed and twisted her hand around his shaft. 
 
   Then she was licking him and kissing him again, snatching only brief moments to say: "Marco is a good teacher. But I'm sure he and I will learn just as much from you and Caitlyn during this vacation." 
 
   She kissed his cock and added: "That is one of the benefits, you know? Of doing this."
 
   Leo smiled bashfully as she sank down on his cock, and he brushed her hair out of her face once again. "I don't know about that," he said. "Maybe you’ll learn from Caitlyn. I don't know if I have much to teach."
 
   "Oh, I think you have plenty to teach - even Marco," she said.
 
   Leo found he could just about maneuver himself to touch one of her breasts, to fondle her and graze his fingers against her hard little nipple. Sofia seemed to like it, pushing up her body now so that he was better able to hold her firm flesh in his hand and tend to it while she turned her head to continue and steadily accelerate her bobbing up and down on his shaft.
 
   He had no idea what time it was when at last he felt himself coming to the end of his tether, ready to explode in her mouth. It didn't matter whether the night was proceeding slowly or if they were racing through toward morning - they seemed outside the normal boundaries of time and space.
 
   It was something he was already learning from Sofia - the benefits of taking things slowly, not rushing headlong toward the end - enjoying the moment, every moment.
 
   And not wanting this moment to end quite yet, he stopped her.
 
   "How about we try the other wine you picked out?" he suggested.
 
   "You are thirsty?" she looked up at him, a trifle confused.
 
   "Only a little," he said. "I just thought it might be nice..."
 
   "If you're thirsty, I know something you might like," she said. Whether or not she understood the underlying reason for him to stop her, she did let go of his cock just in time to avoid a mess. 
 
   Now she picked herself up and straddled his chest.
 
   "Uh... okay..." he said, unsure of what she was doing, though appreciating the sight of her breasts now hanging over him. 
 
   She didn't stop to lower her breasts on his face, however, but shifted forward, crawling up his body like a panther on the prowl, her knees ending up dropping down past his shoulders, so that he had the most magnificent close-up view of her tidy little pink pussy, and up her shapely body to the stiff little peaks of her breasts.
 
   He found himself breathing air saturated with her arousal, and also the sharp but clean aroma of the chlorine lingering on her skin. The heady fragrance made him hunger for a taste of her succulent pussy. 
 
   She looked down on him, holding her hair out of the way of her face as she assessed his response to her bold new position. Leo simply smiled, adoring the prospect of what she had in mind. She certainly had things to teach him.
 
   "Did Caitlyn really forbid you from licking her pussy?" she suddenly asked, her brow wrinkling in disbelief.
 
   "I think she thought I didn't enjoy it," he said, checking out the French girl's tender little pink petals, and her beautifully smooth, hairless mound. 
 
   "You don't?"
 
   "Oh no, I do. Very much so."
 
   She gave a pretty smile, and slowly lowered herself so that she was now just within range of his mouth, and he could reach up to kiss the soft skin beside her pussy, inhaling the exhilarating scent as he did so.
 
   "She just thinks you don't like it because she doesn't like the idea of it herself?" Sofia asked, and he nodded in between kisses along her outer pussy lips, feeling the strain in his neck as he forced himself up to her.
 
   "You know how it is, she gets an idea in her head, it's hard to shake."
 
   "I think Marco will shake it," Sofia giggled, and tilted her hips back a little so that he could reach up to kiss around the top of her pussy and close in on her clit. 
 
   "I think it was already well shaken when I spoke to her," he said.
 
   Now Sofia cut him off, lowering herself further and guiding him, with a hand gently placed on his head, to kiss her pussy lips and her little sensitive clit itself. 
 
   Leo slipped his tongue out to delve gently along her labia, and slip inside her to taste her tangy juices, loving her flavor as much as her scent.
 
   She sighed, and brushed her drying locks out of her face, and now pressed down a little more firmly, rubbing herself over his lips and nose, almost dancing over him to some unheard music, stroking his hair as he feasted on her pussy.
 
   Leo adored his intimate connection with her sex, his hands reaching up to hold her soft derrière, applying a little pressure to show her how much he wanted her, how much he loved her there. 
 
   He eagerly sucked on her clit, nibbled on her pussy lips, he drove his tongue inside her slick groove, lapping up her juices, cleaning her with long tender licks, experiencing her as though a wannabe connoisseur handed one of the world’s finest wines.
 
   Her moans grew louder as the energy flowing through her body appeared to grow more intense, and then she was holding his head tightly again, pressing herself down on him while pulling him in. Leo was helping her, his strong hands clamping around her thighs, pulling her down to squeeze against him.
 
   The pressure of her on his face grew to an incredible force and he was unable to do much other than just hold on, keep on breathing, continue lapping at her wetness as she took control, gyrating her hips and using his face for her own ends. 
 
   With his nose wedged against her clit, his mouth crushed against her pussy, tongue fluttering against her inner lips, Sofia's rocking motion on his face accelerated as her moans turned to frantic gasping.
 
   Then her gasps were becoming yelps, and her movement little more than a vibration against his mouth, her clit lodged between his lips so that he could apply a steadily, pulsing suction. She leaned back, her soft hair falling over his hard cock, and he felt her whole body trembling above him, her thighs almost rippling against his ears.
 
   She was coming, coming forcefully and coming in rivulets. 
 
   It took him a little by surprise, but he reveled in it, feeling a warm sense of achievement as he lapped up her juices, thinking it crazy but wonderful how profusely she came, loving her flavor, luxuriating in the heady mix of sweet and sour, the feeling that he alone was sending this exquisite golden-haired French girl truly to heaven.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   At last, she leaned back fully, taking the pressure off his face, Leo lifting his knees so that she could lie back against his thighs, as though he were her own personal deckchair, while still gently licking her, sopping up the wetness around her pretty pink pussy.
 
   It took a few moments for Sofia to regain her breath, but she seemed ecstatic, high on the endorphins coursing through her system.
 
   "Oh Leo," she said, "I think you're definitely wrong to say you've nothing to teach us..."
 
   Leo simply smiled, his hands stroking her behind now, as he switched to kissing her tenderly outside her sensitive areas, to allow her some recovery. 
 
   "Mmm..." he purred, "I like teaching... you taste divine."
 
   She grinned, "I'm sorry I should have warned you..."
 
   "Warned me?" 
 
   "When I come... sometimes when it's really strong... it can get really wet down there."
 
   Leo just shrugged, and she seemed reassured. He said: "It was amazing. I've never seen anything like it."
 
   "Come on, we should cool off a little," she said, climbing off him now. He let her take his hand, urge him up from the chair, to wander over to the pool, toes perched over the edge, the chemical stench of chlorine now filtering up to fill his lungs.
 
   "Is it cold?" he asked, since she had been the last to take a dip.
 
   She laughed, "It's a little shock, but it's over quickly!"
 
   Sofia stretched out her arms, standing poised like a gymnast. Then she suddenly bent her knees, and sprang up gracefully, her arms snapping forward before she cut into the water with hardly a splash. 
 
   Leo watched, impressed at her elegant form, which continued as she glided through the water, the momentum of her dive carrying her all the way to the end of the pool, where she turned and in one fluid motion pushed off, returning to the middle of the pool, where she finally emerged. 
 
   "Come on in!" she called, brushing her hair with her hands. 
 
   The sight of her standing there, the water line just below her shapely breasts, meant she did not have to ask him twice. Besides, he had good recent experience of leaping through the fear barrier. 
 
   Poising himself, now, to make his own entrance into the ice-cold water, he thought how funny it was that the prospect of diving into a cool swimming pool gave him that same tingling mixture of excitement and fear as he had felt so many times that evening, and most intensely while he had been on the phone to Caitlyn, giving her that final, momentous consent.
 
   Here, again, the fear was baseless: he knew full well that he'd get a brief shock as the cold water enveloped him, but he also knew it wouldn't be unbearable, and his body would quickly get used to it, particularly with a warm, naked French girl to hold on to.
 
   With a deep breath, he plunged into the depths, the cold taking his breath away as he moved through the water and arched his back to return towards the safety of open air. He was left him gasping after breaching that silver surface, flailing about to get warm. 
 
   "See? It's not so bad!" Sofia laughed, and grabbed hold of him in the water, her hands closing around his waist, pulling him into a firm embrace. 
 
   "Not... so... bad..." Leo said, and managed a smile. 
 
   Holding her, he noticed the little freckles very faint over the middle of her nose, spilling over onto her cheeks. They only made her seem that bit more adorable. He kissed her, her lips now cold, wet from the water.
 
   "How are you doing?" 
 
   "Good," he said.  "You think Caitlyn and Marco are still going?"
 
   "No," she shook her head. "Marco... he is like the candle that burns brightest."
 
   "You think they're asleep already?" 
 
   "I have no doubt. It is late, Leo. We've been taking our time," she was running her hands over his body now, "You are the slow and sensual one, no?"
 
   "I guess I'm a little cautious."
 
   "No, no - I am not criticizing. I love it!" she kissed him, beaming like she was just about to open a birthday present. "You are so different to Marco."
 
   "You're quite different to Caitlyn, too," he said, trailing his hands up her body now, until he was cupping her breasts. "But that's probably the point, huh?"
 
   "That's right," she kissed him.
 
   He said: "So, what's planned for tomorrow?"
 
   "Not much - we get to spend the day together, won't that be fun?" 
 
   "I'm looking forward to it already."
 
   Sofia smiled, her sapphire eyes sparkling under the villa’s spotlights. Then she pulled away from him, and now swam over to the steps in the corner of the pool, and he watched her rise out of the water, inch by inch, the water streaming down her trim body as she launched herself up onto the patio. 
 
   "You coming?" she asked, looking over her shoulder at him. "You'll get cold out here, you know."
 
   She blew him a kiss, and then disappeared inside the gloom of the villa, and he watched her walk like a catwalk model - though a naked one - all the way through to the bedroom. 
 
   He didn't wait long, however, and in a flash was out and dashing in after her.
 
   Inside the bedroom was bathed in the soft light from the bedside lamps, which cast a comforting warmth over all the wooden furniture and the whitewashed walls. Sofia was lounging in the bed, making herself comfortable, albeit on top of the bedclothes. She looked startlingly different to the bed’s previous female occupant.
 
   "Are you sleepy?" she breathed. 
 
   "I could sleep," he said, swooping down beside her. "I might get a little distracted by you lying there beside me, though."
 
   She pulled him in for a slow, leisurely kiss, and as he responded to her, his hand casually wondering over her body, taking in the wonderful smooth softness of her skin and the shapely curve of her waist, hips and behind, which he gave a little squeeze, making her smile as their lips tangled.
 
   "Maybe you need to act on your distraction," she said, guiding his hand down between her legs, his fingers sliding over her hairless mound and down into the tender folds of her pussy. 
 
   Would Caitlyn feel bad that they were fooling around in the bed she was supposed to share with him? She had to assume it would happen.
 
   Sofia moaned as he slipped a finger gently inside her, nudging in to seek out her moisture again, now that she was clean from her swim.
 
   The pretty blonde ran her hands over his temple and down his cheek and his neck as she kissed him, her breathing now deepening, her eyes closing as Leo's fingers drew out her moisture, and now coaxed her pussy lips and tickled her clit.
 
   Then Leo was kissing his way down her neck, rubbing his face in the soft warm flesh of her breasts, tracing around her hard nipples with his tongue, sucking on her, teasing out more forceful moans while the motion of his hand between her thighs intensified.
 
   He didn't rush, even with the sense that perhaps it would get so late they'd end up sleeping through most of the day. 
 
   She clearly enjoyed the sensation of his hot mouth on her breasts and his lips on her sensitive little pink nubs, so he took the time to provide her with special attention.
 
   Then, at last, he was on the move again, kissing his way down her beautiful flat stomach, moving between her legs, and as she looked down on him, he saw her bite gently on her bottom lip in anticipation of his mouth slipping down over her mound to take over from his fingers at her pussy.
 
   He smiled at her, and kissed his way along the join where her inner thigh met her body, and she smiled in return, and with her breathing now audibly heavy, she lifted her hips a little to make clear her urgent need. 
 
   For a moment, he just pushed one of her legs back and kissed his way up her thigh, but then he moved in for the kill, gently nuzzling his mouth and nose into her burning folds, his tongue slipping out to graze along her glistening groove. 
 
   "Oh Leo..."
 
   She placed her foot gently on his shoulder as he began to gently suck on her clit, and he saw she was now leaning back, her head turning to the side, eyes firmly closed as her moaning grew louder and more insistent.
 
   He was loving it, nibbling on her tender lips, delving his tongue into her depths, caressing the edges of her sensitive pussy with his cheeks. He wondered if Caitlyn would have a change of heart about him doing this with her, since Marco had opened her eyes.
 
   Sofia's scent was growing stronger as her juices started flowing, busting through the sharp smell of the chlorine, and along with her blissful moans it just seemed to drive Leo on, her pheromones appealing to some deep animalistic instinct within him, pushing him to feed from this beautiful girl and make her his own, if only for this one night.
 
   She was gyrating her hips as he feasted on her, and occasionally opening her eyes and gazing down at him with wonder in her eyes. It made him feel like a champion. 
 
   In fact, she was developing a real sense of self-worth inside Leo. The fact that this girl, who was so used to Marco, was apparently so taken with him, made him feel that the Spaniard was not going to put him in the shade when they came in for direct comparison.
 
   Marco had never warranted a real sense of competition in Leo, but inevitably it was going to be there nevertheless. Now Leo felt comfortable that being compared to the confident Spaniard was one more thing he knew he didn't have to worry about.
 
   Now Sofia was encouraging him up, and then rolling over him, urging him onto his back as though they were playing at wrestling. 
 
   "You are going to make me squirt any minute," she warned now, as she straddled his chest. 
 
   "I don't mind," he said, craning his neck so he could suck on a nipple. "I can handle it."
 
   She leaned forward to kiss him, then she was slipping her leg over his chest, turning around, straddling him again only facing toward his feet - and his hard cock. 
 
   He groaned as she picked up his hardness and started licking it, using her tongue and her open lips to moisten his shaft, tasting him, teasing him, then stretching her lips around his tip and taking him deep inside her hot mouth.
 
   At the same time Leo had the superb close-up view of her pussy from behind, and pulled her gently but firmly down, wedging his face between her thighs so that he could once again taste her copious juices.
 
   It didn't quite seem like a natural position to Leo, perhaps because Sofia's frame was a little on the small side, but the all-encompassing sensual extravaganza was really something. He wondered if Caitlyn might allow such a position.
 
   Sofia was clearly into it, squeezing her hips gently to rock her pussy back and forth on his face in time to her own bobbing up and down on his cock. 
 
   Then Leo felt himself losing control, and he was tapping her to warn her that he was about to flood her mouth if she didn't stop. 
 
   But she didn't stop. She firmly pressed him down with her hips, giving him a clear signal what she wanted as she clamped her pussy down on his mouth, and quickened her motion on his hardness. 
 
   Leo felt the point of no return upon him and as he felt himself go, the wave of intense fire tearing through his system, he felt Sofia shuddering as well, and they were coming together, with the French girl surprising him with just how much sticky goodness her climax produced. 
 
   This was some girl.
 
   As he slipped off to sleep, spooning with the beautiful French girl, Leo was wondering if he was going to offend Caitlyn by just how taken he had become with Sofia. Would his fiancée be upset that they were good together? Should he perhaps try to downplay his attraction toward the golden-haired goddess?
 
   Yet Caitlyn had wanted him to like her. The whole of the previous evening, she'd been talking her up, telling him how beautiful she was.
 
   As darkness consumed him, his last thoughts were about just how complicated his paranoia was and how difficult it was to keep track of his anxiety. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo woke slowly the next morning, fending off odd dreams that were mostly vague blends of his lust and fear, memories of his recent experiences and even a few glimpses that he suspected were past girlfriends, before Caitlyn.
 
   One brief strand had Caitlyn crying and telling him she couldn't marry him any more, but even while having them, he knew they were dreams.
 
   Nevertheless, by the time he did open his eyes fully, the bright sunlight was flooding through thin curtains that were clearly inadequate for the job, and Leo felt a little confused. For a moment, he couldn't quite tell what had been dreams and what had been reality in his recent memory.
 
   Had he really slept with a blonde girl last night?
 
   The bed was empty as he pulled himself up, still feeling half asleep. Caitlyn had obviously gotten up early again with the sunrise, while he was keeping to East Coast time. 
 
   He wandered into the bathroom to relieve himself, and then caught the whiff of fresh coffee from the kitchen, and now felt a craving for a cup. But as he was finishing up washing his hands, he noticed some toiletries by the sink that he did not recognize as Caitlyn's.
 
   Spanish products, not American.
 
   His heart turned over inside his chest and began heating up. Sofia. He really had slept with the beautiful French girl last night. And Caitlyn had been down in a hotel on the seafront, sleeping with a Spanish guy named Marco.
 
   Wow. 
 
   What a bizarre turn their vacation had taken.
 
   Leo went back to the bedroom and found a pair of swim trunks and a t-shirt to put on. His iPhone said 11:05, and looking at it reminded him of his promise to call Caitlyn. Was she going to be pissed that he'd left it so late to call her? 
 
   He dialed the number, a little nervous as the other end of the line started ringing. 
 
   "Hey!" he turned to find Sofia, a radiant picture of beauty entering the bedroom bearing a fresh cup of coffee for him. She was wearing her cute little blue-and-white checked bra and panties from the previous day as though it were a bathing suit.
 
   "You're a lifesaver," he said, taking the hot cup from her.
 
   She smiled. "You sleep late, like Marco. I thought maybe like him, you need something to pick you up when you do wake."
 
   He gave the French girl a grateful look as the sound of his fiancée now came through the phone. 
 
   "Caitlyn, hi, it's me - checking in," he said, watching Sofia sashay down the corridor and out to offer their neighbors the dazzling sight of her in her underwear.
 
   "Hey, sweetie! Wake up late again?"
 
   "Yeah. I guess I'm still on Eastern Standard Time."
 
   "I think Marco's on Pacific. He's still crashed out. I got up at six again with the sun." 
 
   "What you been up to?"
 
   "Oh you know, this and that. I took a walk along the promenade, had some breakfast at a little place down the street. Just relaxing, really."
 
   Leo felt his heart jump a beat as his next question even began forming in his mind. 
 
   He said, trying to keep his voice sounding light and airy: "So how did it go last night with you guys?"
 
   "Oh, we had a really nice time..." Caitlyn said, but seemed reluctant to share details. Perhaps she was concerned about how he might feel now, by the cold light of the sober morning. "How about you? I bet you had a great time with Sofia?"
 
   "I did," he said. Now he was a little worried that this sudden awkwardness between them on the phone might mean Caitlyn was having second thoughts. He probed a little further: "I guess we just took things kinda slow..."
 
   "You always did take things kinda slow, Sweetie," she said. "But I always did love that about you. I bet she loved it too."
 
   "I think she had a good time," he said. 
 
   "Don't you think she's beautiful?"
 
   "She is beautiful." 
 
   "Marco definitely isn't the kind of guy to take things slowly," his fiancée said, and he felt the tension in her voice melting a little, which actually came as some relief. 
 
   "It sounded as though he was ready to mount you as soon as I put the phone down," Leo said with a slight chuckle in his voice.
 
   "I guess he kind of did..." Caitlyn said now, a touch warily.
 
   Having so recently come from a background in monogamy, where the idea of Caitlyn being with someone else had caused such a strong mix of emotions, it now felt a little peculiar to have this compulsion to reassure her that it was okay to sleep with Marco, acceptable to fuck someone else. 
 
   But Leo knew if it was one thing that depressed his fiancée, it was the idea that she'd made a wrong decision. If there was one thing that depressed Leo, it was when Caitlyn was depressed.
 
   "Did it feel good?" he asked. "Was it weird being with someone else after all this time with me?"
 
   His casual-sounding questions appeared to set her at ease a little. "It was good," she said. "Definitely weird. It was... different. I guess it was pretty exciting, just being different."
 
   "Bound to be."
 
   "And Marco... well, he's just like a big sex toy really," she even giggled a little.
 
   Leo laughed at that as well. "I don't know whether he'd take that as a complement or not."
 
   "I don't mean it in a bad way!" she insisted. "It's just... you know, you can kind of switch him on at the touch of a button, and then he's just all energy, right up until you switch him off again."
 
   "I think I can understand what you mean..."
 
   "But there's no... there's no build-up like there is with you. You know, the playing around, the touching, the kissing. There’s talking, and then there’s passion. So it's different, that's all."
 
   "You like it that way?"
 
   "I think I do for a vacation fling, you know? It still leaves me craving you," she said. "But I love a good hard seeing to sometimes, and Marco is definitely great for that."
 
   She was suddenly silent a moment, as though she was suddenly afraid she'd gone too far, that she'd offended him.
 
   "Sweetie?"
 
   "Yes?"
 
   "What are you thinking... when I'm with Marco? How do you feel... knowing what he's doing with me? Honestly?"
 
   Leo took a deep breath. "Honestly," he said, trying to be calm, "I think of you with him, with someone else, and... I guess it is actually quite a turn-on."
 
   "It is?"
 
   "It's hard for me to explain..." he said, and he could almost feel the gears cranking up in his head. "I think I was wrong before when I said I had no fear - it's definitely there, but I know there's nothing to it. It's just instinct or something like that."
 
   "Right, I think I get that." 
 
   "But I think how beautiful you are and how much I love it when you're happy and turned on, and it makes me feel good to think you're down there somewhere, having so much fun."
 
   "Leo, you're the sweetest, you know that?"
 
   "I think of how you are when you're turned on... and I guess that turns me on, and even imagining someone else is doing that to you, it just makes me buzz." 
 
   It wasn't that he was lying at all, it was just that he was downplaying the anxiety he felt at the same time. She didn't need to know about that, that served no purpose.
 
   She said, "Do you think you could handle it being with me... while he..."
 
   Leo felt his pulse suddenly accelerate. Well, wasn't that what Sofia had meant when she said they were planning on having a real party? He said: "I think so."
 
   "Marco was talking about us all getting together soon... maybe even this evening, if you and Sofia feel up to it."
 
   "Together?"
 
   "You know, it might be fun? We could all probably have plenty to drink, and then just go with the flow."
 
   "Sounds good."
 
   "But you know, you'd be okay actually being there, watching if Marco wants to..."
 
   "Fuck you while I watch?"
 
   "Something like that. I guess Sofia would be there, too."
 
   He breathed deeply. "It's kind of hot, isn't it?" he said. "I could look into your eyes while he's taking you. I bet you'd look so beautiful."
 
   "Oh, Leo..." she sighed, making him suddenly wonder if she was touching herself while he spoke to her, wherever she was while Marco was sleeping. 
 
   "Did I ever tell you that you get this little blush when you're really excited?" he said, knowing he hadn’t. "It's different from when you're hot or you're exercising. It makes you look so gorgeous, it makes me so hard."
 
   She only moaned now, and it was obvious what she was doing. 
 
   "I think if I was watching you with Marco, you'd look like that, and I'd find it irresistible as he was sliding his big cock inside you."
 
   "You... you would?"  
 
   "You'd be looking into my eyes as you felt him holding onto your butt with those strong hands, filling your pussy with his huge erection..."
 
   He heard her catch her breath as he said the word 'pussy', and wished that he could see her right now. Chances were that sexy little blush of hers was back.
 
   "Are you touching yourself, sweetheart?" he asked softly.
 
   "Yes," she said a touch out of breath. "You're making me so wet, sweetie."
 
   "You like thinking about me watching you when Marco is pounding his hard cock inside your hot little pussy?" he asked.
 
   "Oh God..." she was breathing so loudly, Leo wondered if she would actually wake the Spaniard. Assuming she was back at the hotel.
 
   "You can see me in front of you, I'm so hard as I watch him pushing into you, you can see how much it turns me on."
 
   "Oh God..."
 
   Leo suddenly looked up to find Sofia standing in the doorway - or actually, more like leaning up against the doorway, one hand dipping down between her legs, the other massaging a breast. How long had she been there? No doubt wondering what he was up to, why the phone call was taking so long when he was only checking up on his fiancée. 
 
   The sight of her toned, tanned body made him tingle between his thighs.
 
   Merely with his voice, he was turning on two girls at once, for the first time in his life, and he loved it.
 
   "Does it feel good to have your fiancé watching you, sweetheart?" he asked Caitlyn. "As that other guy is pounding into you? He's shaking your whole body as he fucks you from behind, and you're looking me in the eye..."
 
   For a moment, Leo's eyes connected with Sofia's, and she gave him a half-apologetic, half seductive look in return.
 
   "...you're crying out as he shoves that big hard cock into you. Does he feel good inside you?"
 
   Leo just grinned, and gestured to show Sofia it was all right, he didn't mind her listening in. To his mild surprise, the stunning blonde then took his gesture a slightly different way than he was intending. She licked her lips and wondered over.
 
   "Oh it feels so good..." Caitlyn was breathing into the phone, into Leo's ear as Sofia knelt on the floor in front of him now, encouraging him to lift his hips so she could slide down his shorts.
 
   "But how would you feel if you saw Sofia come sit between my legs, taking my hard cock in her hands while I was watching you?" 
 
   As if by magic, Sofia was doing exactly that, of course, one hand taking hold of the root of his shaft while the other slipped underneath her to return to her panties where she could continue touching herself.
 
   "I would love it," Caitlyn breathed into Leo's ear. "She's so pretty..."
 
   "She's licking me, slow and long, all the way from the bottom to the tip of my big hard cock," Leo said, now merely commentating on what the French girl was actually doing.
 
   Caitlyn let out a long, deep moan.
 
   Leo gave a little moan himself as Sofia took his cock inside her hot mouth now, sliding down on him to engulf him in her heat.
 
   "How do you feel knowing she's taking me inside her mouth?" he asked his fiancée. "She's sucking on my cock, sliding it in and out of her face, her lips stretched around me..."
 
   "She's so beautiful..." Caitlyn sighed. "I love that she's making you feel so good..."
 
   "Is it turning you on to think that she's licking my cock like a popsicle right now? Slipping it back inside her mouth?"
 
   "Oh yes, I wish I could see it..." 
 
   Caitlyn's breathing had been getting steadily out of control, but suddenly she gasped, and seemed to stop. She said: "I think I woke Marco up."
 
   "Maybe we should hang up?" he suggested, feeling now that even if they were to end the call, there was no way he and Sofia were going to just stop along with it.
 
   "No," Caitlyn said, "he's coming over. Something tells me he quite likes the sight of me sitting here talking to you on the phone with my hand inside my panties."
 
   Sofia looked up at him with a smile, although her mouth was full of hard cock, clearly feeling him throb a little as his fiancée revealed how she was really looking at that moment. That she was sitting there in her panties, touching herself while the Spaniard approached.
 
   "What's he doing?" he asked her, as Sofia started to pump his shaft with her hand while her mouth focused on sucking the tip of his cock.
 
   "He's... Oh... He's burying his face between my legs..."
 
   "I'll bet he loves how you taste."
 
   "He's pushing aside my panties, and now he's kissing me there... oh God..."
 
   "Do you like it now? Having your pussy licked?"
 
   "Oh yes... Marco was saying... last night... how much he likes it, so..."
 
   "So are you going to let me in future?"
 
   "I... I guess so..."
 
   In the background, he could hear movement, hear a quiet but deep moan, muffled but audible, that told him Caitlyn was not merely imagining that the Spaniard was awake and lapping at her pussy.
 
   "How would you feel if I told you I was licking Sofia's pussy for a long while last night?" he asked his fiancée. 
 
   "Mmm... Oh that would turn me on..."
 
   "I know I loved every minute," Leo said. "And when she was sucking my cock while I was licking her..."
 
   Caitlyn's groaning was becoming so insistent now, but somehow she reigned it in for a moment to ask: "Sweetie, are you really okay if he slides his cock inside me?" 
 
   "Of course," he replied, and such were the sensations flowing through his body, almost like a drug high, that he did genuinely feel okay with everything now, even thrilled at the thought that it might happen while he was actually talking to his fiancée on the phone.
 
   "He wants to now, doesn't he?"
 
   "Yes. His cock is so hard... he's rolling another rubber onto it..."
 
   For some reason her use of the word 'another' was like a blow to his chest, but he felt some kind of masochistic need for more, for whatever pain that might be left from the potential transgression of her flesh to knock out the lingering uncertainty that encircled it.
 
   He said: "Do it. Let him fuck you, sweetheart."
 
   It felt like there were drums beating in the distance, though it was only his heart. If he had had any doubts before that his fiancée had been well and truly penetrated the previous night, Leo was about to get full verification that it was happening right now. 
 
   There was that unmistakable soprano sigh from his fiancée as though in penetrating her, the Spaniard's hardness was displacing air from her chest. 
 
   Then, in the background, he could hear a low, deeper groan as the Spaniard also responded, his obscene staff now do doubt sinking into the American girl's pretty pink sex.
 
   Caitlyn inhaled a sharp intake of breath as Marco filled her, and gave another soft sigh as he withdrew. And she was moaning, with Marco now breathing heavily, the Spaniard's mouth now clearly very close to the phone. 
 
   "I'm here, sweetheart," Leo said, "I can hear him fucking you."
 
   He could hear Caitlyn trying to keep a lid on her moans, remembering that her fiancé was on the other end of the line, listening to her as she was defiled by another man.
 
   "Oh God, Leo..." she said, almost pleading. 
 
   "Does it feel good having his cock inside you?"
 
   "Oh yes..." she was gasping and yelping as though she were in pain, so loud that Leo thought Sofia must hear her now, from down there between his thighs. Breathlessly, he heard Caitlyn calling out to him: "Do... you... still... love... me...?"
 
   He said: "Of course I still love you. I'm here, aren't I? I love listening to you fucking him."
 
   The sound on the other end of the line changed, hushed suddenly, Caitlyn's moans slower, her gasps more spaced out, as though they'd come to the adagio movement of their symphony of sex. The sound of kissing came close to the microphone. And then the sound stopped.
 
   "Are you still there?" he asked. 
 
   "Mmm... we're moving to the bed," Caitlyn said, her voice calmer now, somehow self-assured. "I don't think it's going to be long before he finishes."
 
   Leo felt a wicked, dark ripple of excitement pass through his body at the thought of what was happening. How could he feel so aroused at all this?
 
   He heard a rustle he thought was Caitlyn relocating to the bed, and a burst of static on the line as she no doubt slid over the sheets to take up whatever position she had decided for it all to continue.
 
   "Is Sofia with you right now?" she asked, her voice right in Leo's ear, sounding uncannily as though she was right there with him.
 
   "She is."
 
   "Does she know what's happening on the other end of the phone?"
 
   "She does."
 
   "What's she doing right now?"
 
   "She has her lips around my cock."
 
   "Mmm..." 
 
   But Sofia was standing now, Leo's description of her turning into a little white lie, for the blonde was urging him to move further onto the bed, so that she could lie over him, and resume her sucking on his cock while presenting her own sex for his delectation. 
 
   "What are you doing now, sweetheart?"
 
   "Oh... I'm lying on my stomach... Marco is on top of me now... sliding his cock back inside me from behind..."
 
   Now Leo heard Marco groan, as though he was watching football and a striker had just missed the goal, and it was clear he was back inside Caitlyn's welcoming pussy.
 
   Leo guided Sofia to drop her hips a little and offer him a taste of her juices. Strange to be holding up the phone to his ear while pulling her down to his mouth so he could kiss her pussy, slip his tongue inside her soaking folds.
 
   "What... is she doing now?" Caitlyn breathed into his ear.
 
   "She's lying on me, taking most of my cock inside her mouth... God it feels good..." he said, hearing Caitlyn gasping again in time to Marco's thrusts, and perhaps now even detecting the beat of the Spaniard's body colliding with hers as he slammed into her. 
 
   Leo wedged his face into Sofia's sex for a moment or two, supping her juices, sucking on her lips. He took a deep breath, said into the phone: "She's lying with her pussy over my face so I can eat her while she's sucking me."
 
   A hint of ego suddenly spurred Leo, feeling that his words might be helping to turn her on beyond Marco's own attentions.  So he continued interspersing his commentary with his oral exploration of the French girl's succulent pussy.
 
   "...she tastes wonderful, she's got a beautiful pussy..."
 
   "...can you hear me sucking on her? She's so juicy..."
 
   "...my cock is so hard in her mouth..."
 
   "...sweetie, I can hear him fucking you - does it feel good? Are you getting close to coming?..."
 
   "...I can hear him pounding your pussy..."
 
   Almost asserting her own needs, Sofia now pressed her pussy down on him, so that his words were cut off, and if Caitlyn could hear anything at all, it was just the wet sounds of him lapping and slurping at the tangy ambrosia flowing freely from the French girl's sex. 
 
   But Caitlyn was probably too far down the path of her own fulfillment to be concerned with what might be happening on the other end of the phone. With the phone somehow wedged in between Sofia's thigh and his ear, he heard his fiancée yelling now, and then Marco crying out as well.
 
   And then it appeared to be all over down there in that hotel room on the seashore. 
 
   *
 
   Leo rolled over so that he was side-by-side with Sofia now, and though he could still reach to kiss and lick her pussy, he could also look down her body to see her face, and share a smile with her at the notion that the four of them had just shared achieved a trial-run with a little help from modern technology.
 
   Sofia was mouthing words to him, clearly asking him whether Caitlyn and Marco had just finished up, just come together. Leo nodded, gave her a grin to show it was all fine.
 
   It was all fine, he felt good.
 
   Then, as he was busy French-kissing between Sofia's thighs, Caitlyn's voice came back through the phone, which he'd somehow managed to keep crushed against his ear.
 
   "God that was amazing..." she was out of breath still. "Are you still there?"
 
   "I'm here."
 
   "I don't think I've ever come that quickly before," she said. "Knowing that you were there hearing it. Telling me about you and Sofia... so sexy..."
 
   "So we're okay? We'll meet for dinner?"
 
   "I can't wait to see you, Leo."
 
   "I can't wait to see you, either, sweetheart."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   As he hung up the phone, Sofia slowly sat up, allowing him a last taste of her pussy before she slid her hips down, and now lay on her back on his chest, where he could reach around to gently fondle her breasts.
 
   "That was the nicest phone call I've ever been a part of," he said to her, making her smile as he kissed her neck, breathing in her sweet fragrance. 
 
   "I think you're really ready to party now," she said, and groaned as one of his hands slipped down between her legs where the temperature was balmy and inviting.
 
   "I can't believe I was just talking with her, while Marco was..."
 
   "You seemed to handle it okay."
 
   Leo gently circled his hips, loving the feeling of his hard cock wedged between her buttocks as he stirred his finger inside her hot, wet little pussy, spreading her moisture up so he could nudge his fingers against her clit. 
 
   "It was real, it was actually happening right there as I was taking to her. Crazy."
 
   "You bet," she said, her breathing becoming labored as her body stirred on his.
 
   "Are you close?"
 
   She laughed, "With you, I think I'm always close, Leo."
 
   "Come in my mouth again," he whispered in her ear, and it sounded faintly odd, as though it ought to have been something she said to him. 
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   They had a relaxed brunch of bread, cheese and fruit out by the pool, talking about this and that, of Spain, of France, of America. 
 
   It was a leisurely day of restful recuperation, with much of the afternoon spent simply sunbathing, with the only exertion the applying of sun cream, taking the occasional dip in the cool water, or briefly returning inside to top up the drinks.
 
   There was more than a little kissing and caressing as they helped each other with the sun block, and the frolicking in the pool as they took the plunge into the refreshing water to take the edge off the blazing sun. Yet it was all very relaxed.
 
   Simply being able to lie there and not have to do anything at all was a great thing. Lying back, staring off into the wide blue sky from where clouds were banished for most of the day. There was no sign of neighbors all afternoon, though Leo wore his trunks and Sofia her underwear just in case, her blue and white checked bra and panties almost appearing like a bikini from a distance.
 
   Yet as the afternoon wound on, and the time drew nearer for them to head back down to town, Leo found himself getting a little nervous again. 
 
   "Are you thinking about Caitlyn?" Sofia asked him, looking across at him as they lay on bleached white towels laid out over sun loungers. 
 
   "Is it obvious?" 
 
   "You must be looking forward to seeing her again."
 
   "Yes, I definitely am," he said. "Do you think it's going to be different with her when I see her again? I mean because of what we've done?"
 
   "I don't know," Sofia said. "But people always change. Even if you didn’t do what you’ve done, you’d still change.”
 
   "I guess so."
 
   "Do you think of her differently because you know she's made love to Marco now?" 
 
   "I... I think a little..."
 
   "In a bad way?"
 
   Leo's brow creased into a contemplative frown. At last he said: "No, I don't think so. I think I'm more afraid than I was. But I see her as more of a sexual being than I ever did before."
 
   "And that is exciting, no?"
 
   "Definitely," he said. "But do you think she sees me as different?"
 
   Sofia turned over onto her side to look at him. "I think she must do," she said. "But she can't think anything bad, I'm sure. She must think you have courage, no? For going through with this? For being so supportive of her..."
 
   The French girl crawled over to him now, and perched her behind on the edge of his sun lounger.
 
   "Do you think you'll be ready to go further when we get down there again?" she asked softly, trailing one of her hands gently around his chest.
 
   "I think so," he said. "So long as Caitlyn seems completely okay..."
 
   "You think you'll be ready to be with her while she's with Marco?" she asked. 
 
   "I was okay on the phone. We'll have to see how she is when I'm with you, too," he smiled.
 
   Sofia slipped her hand under the waistband of his trunks now, and her fingers closed around the hardening shaft of his cock.  
 
   "We will still pretend that we have... made love?" Sofia asked.
 
   He nodded. "I don't want to spoil things for her - but I want to see her face-to-face again before I take that step."
 
   "I understand," the French girl said. "You're a very sweet guy, you know that Leo?"  
 
   He shrugged. "I just think it's easier in the long-run if I'm sure."
 
   She nodded, and withdrew her hand. "We are going to have to get ready to go pretty soon, right?"
 
   They both showered, scrubbing off the sun cream and the chlorine before dressing, Sofia slipping into her clothes from the previous day with the promise of changing as soon as she returned to her hotel room, Leo dressing up in nice white shirt and dark pants.
 
   "Very smart," Sofia said, appraising the goods before they headed out the door. 
 
   "Thank you," he said, and she leaned up to kiss him.
 
   "Thank you for a lovely day," she beamed. "I haven't had such a relaxing day for a long time."
 
   Leo's nerves didn't get any better on the journey back down to the seafront, but as they drove down along that winding hillside road, and then through the city itself, he tried to take a positive attitude. The butterflies now teeming inside his stomach were from his excitement to see Caitlyn and Marco, not his fear, he told himself.
 
   The traffic was a little heavy, but eventually they came to the old town, and Leo found a parking space not too far away along the seafront, with only a brief walk needed to the restaurant. 
 
   As they ventured inside, Leo's eyes took a few moments to adjust to the darkness. 
 
   Then suddenly there was his fiancée, sitting across from the dark-haired, well-tanned Spaniard. Leo felt his heart swell. She looked so beautiful sitting there, and now as she caught sight of Sofia and himself approaching, her face bloomed into the brightest of smiles.
 
   "Leo!" Marco was on his feet, arm outstretched to greet him as Leo realized the two of them had been sitting at a table set for two. 
 
   "Marco!" Leo tried to be as ebullient in his greeting as was the Spaniard, fixing his eyes on those of his fiancée’s new lover, spreading that smile as wide as he could.  
 
   This was the man who had been fucking his fiancée. 
 
   It didn't quite seem real.
 
   "Are we moving somewhere else?" he asked the Spaniard, indicating the table that was so clearly unsuitable for all of them. 
 
   "Oh no," Marco said, stepping out past him to greet Sofia. "You are going to stay here and have dinner with your beautiful fiancée, and then perhaps if you decide, we'll see you back in our place later on?"
 
   Sofia looked at Leo with a silent question in her expression, and also perhaps what Leo took to be hope.
 
   "I hear you might be planning a party?" Leo grinned.
 
   "That's right, amigo. We hope you can make it, huh?"
 
   Sofia now traced a gently finger across his cheek, and leaned up to kiss his mouth slowly.
 
   "I'll look forward to seeing you later, Leo," she said. 
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   Leo sat down opposite his fiancée, feeling as though his stomach was attempting to prove chaos theory by itself, possibly using an experiment involving several thousand butterflies.  
 
   Caitlyn was wearing a striped halter top and blue miniskirt, with fishnet stockings that Leo had never seen before, and make-up that enhanced her pretty face. 
 
   And to top it off, her cheeks were just showing a trace of pink. 
 
   She was stunning, yet for a few deathly moments after they were left alone in that restaurant, she just looked at him with a neutral expression on her face. 
 
   "Hey, how are you doing?" he asked, feeling terror clutching at his heart. 
 
   Was she going to dump him there and then? Scream at him for cheating on her? Castigate him for not being up to Marco's standards in bed?
 
   Then she said: "Are you going to give me a kiss, then?"
 
   He looked at her, horrified, realizing he hadn't really said 'hello' to her properly. 
 
   Then after a beat, her face melted into a broad, beaming smile, and she leaned forward clearly demanding her kiss. He met her in the middle of the table, and touched his lips against hers, now feeling her hands pulling him in before she slipped him a little tongue, the kiss turning passionate.
 
   They were both breathless when at last she allowed him to sit.
 
   Leo felt as though someone had lit him on fire.
 
   "Uh... can I get you a drink to begin?" the waiter asked in English, a little bemused at the scene before him.
 
   "Thanks," Leo said, and asked for a bottle of rosé, two glasses.
 
   Caitlyn was now looking like the picture of happiness, and it warmed Leo considerably that she was so pleased to see him. 
 
   She said: "Did you have a good time with Sofia today?" 
 
   "It was really nice," he said, not quite knowing what to say. It was clear his fiancée wasn't displeased he'd been with another woman. 
 
   She picked out a breadstick to nibble on. "What did you get up to?"
 
   "Today? Oh, nothing much. You know... woke up pretty late, had some brunch, chilled round the pool, sunbathing and so on."
 
   "You like spending time with her?"
 
   "She's nice. It was a very relaxing day," he said, as though emphasizing that not much happened. 
 
   "Well, I hope you reserved some energy for tonight," Caitlyn said, flashing her eyes suggestively. Leo had this warm, treacly feeling in his chest at the suspicion that his fiancée was picturing him up to all kinds of misdeeds with the golden-haired beauty.
 
   "I think I should be okay," he said, though he was getting the feeling that everyone knew exactly what was planned for this evening except him. He said: "So how about you, sweetheart? How was your day?"
 
   She had the devil in her eyes as she looked back at him.  "Oh we did some sunbathing too, on the beach," she said. "And a little shopping. And then we fucked like rabbits."
 
   Leo took a deep breath as the waiter chose a good moment to return with their wine, their conversation suspended as he slowly uncorked the bottle, poured a trace for Leo to taste and approve, and then dole out a glass for Caitlyn and a glass for Leo.
 
   Leo leaned forward and whispered loud enough for only her to hear: "Tell me you didn't fuck like rabbits on the beach?"
 
   She gave him an eye-roll. "Of course not! He did try some subtle reaching-under-my-swimsuit maneuvers, but there were definitely too many people around for any of that."
 
   "So you had a good time?" 
 
   Leo felt it was distinctly odd that they should be talking so flippantly about each other's adultery, and yet since it was all so above board and both were accepting in it all, there didn't seem to be even the slightest bit of awkwardness between them. 
 
   Very strange.
 
   Taking a big gulp of wine, she said: "I'm having the best time - isn't it great, taking a vacation from everything? Just hanging out, having a good time?"
 
   "Sure is," Leo said, taking a modest sip of his own drink. It wasn't bad - on the fruity side, but refreshing. It was better quality than the stuff Uncle Silas had back at the villa, and almost as good as the wine Sofia had picked out the other day.
 
   Caitlyn glanced at his wine and said: "You can have as much as you like to drink tonight, sweetie - I think the plan is to spend the night down here."
 
   "Oh, it is?"
 
   "Doesn't that sound like a good idea? We can all crash at Marco and Sofia's tonight after... well, you know. Did Sofia like the view from the villa?"
 
   Leo was taking a suitably enormous sip of wine now, then answered: "She loved it. Loved the pool, too."
 
   "And I'll bet she loved the company, as well." 
 
   They ordered food, with Caitlyn opting for duck in a rich gravy while Leo chose some kind of beef he suspected was tenderloin, with béarnaise sauce, and as they waited for the meals to arrive, his fiancée was talking about various places that Marco had suggested they visit during the remainder of their vacation.
 
   Leo did his best to listen, and add his thoughts, but at the same time, he was a little nervous about what was being planned for after dinner, and also a little bemused by the change that had come over his fiancée in such a short space of time.
 
   Over dinner, she was positively radiant. Full of energy, full of smiles, she flirted with Leo like she hadn't for years, looking at him with wide attentive eyes that appeared to appreciate and admire him as though they were on a first date. 
 
   She was so animated as she spoke, constantly tucking her rusty-brown hair behind her ears, from where it often escaped.
 
   She told him about the possibility of visiting Monte Carlo, of crossing over the border to see Milan or even taking the night train over to see Venice.
 
   During the meal, Leo found himself lightening up, even relaxing into the jubilant atmosphere that Caitlyn exuded, no doubt assisted by the alcohol. He began to see the situation with her and Marco and Sofia in a different hue. He saw that for him, the most pressing motivation was to generate that irresistible sense of elation in his fiancée, provoke that wonderful blush of hers.
 
   She was dazzling when she was happy like this, her white teeth flashing, her eyes lit up, her voice so light and carefree. God, if someone had told him that allowing her a casual vacation fling would put her in this frame of mind, he'd have suggested it before.
 
   They didn't rush, but after splitting a huge ice cream sundae, and ordering two coffees to seal the meal, Leo found himself growing a little anxious again about what was to come.
 
   "So we're supposed to be deciding if everything's okay," Caitlyn said once the little foam-topped cappuccinos arrived.
 
   "Okay?"
 
   "You know, between us, with Marco and Sofia... remember?" she smiled.
 
   "Oh. Of course."
 
   "So, everything is okay, isn't it?" she asked. "I mean, you don't feel we're rushing into things..."
 
   "No," he said, "I'm having a good time. You?"
 
   "I'm having a great time!" She said, but then her face turned into a picture of concern as she said: "You know that I love you, don't you, Leo?"
 
   "Of course. And I love you."
 
   "And nothing will ever change that.  This is just fun, that's all. Good innocent - or not-so-innnocent - fun."
 
   "We're just taking a vacation," he smiled.
 
   She nodded. Then she said: "So, are you ready to join Marco and Sofia again? Maybe try something really crazy?"
 
   Leo took a deep breath. "I think I might have a shot of something a little stronger before we go." 
 
   *
 
   They were both nervous as they stepped inside the hotel, ventured through the lobby and after a brief wait for an elevator, ascended towards the 10th floor with Leo clutching a bottle of Champagne purchased on the way. 
 
   It was a nice enough hotel - relatively basic and without the trappings that try-hard hotels might attempt in the States, but what it lacked in luxury it appeared to make up in minimalist style.
 
   Up on the 10th floor, Leo followed Caitlyn to room 1008 feeling as though he were walking through the line enclosure at a theme park, on the way to some extreme rollercoaster ride.  
 
   At the door, Caitlyn gave him one last glance, and a silent look passed between both of them that asked the same question: are you sure? 
 
   Caitlyn knocked on the door.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   The door opened, and there was Marco, and it felt to both Caitlyn and Leo that it was too late to back out now. 
 
   "Hello, hello!" the Spaniard seemed enthusiastic, his eyes alight, his smile broad and genuine - perhaps because they'd arrived at all, since his previous invitee or invitees had failed to show. "You brought Champagne! Very nice." 
 
   Leo handed their host the bubbly, and turned to ensure the door did not slam shut behind him. Caitlyn was already stepping up to greet the dark-haired Spaniard with a quick kiss on the lips.
 
   "Beautiful Caitlyn," Marco said. "How was your dinner?"
 
   "Wonderful, of course."
 
   "You had a nice talk with your handsome fiancé, yes?"
 
   "I did," she smirked, and stole another kiss from the Spaniard. "He was saying what a great time he had with Sofia today."   
 
   Leo was checking out the bland corporate art hanging from the walls. As hotels went, it wasn’t bad at all – it made Leo think that either Marco or Sofia was paid quite well for their work, and he got the suspicion that it was most likely Sofia’s job in whatever multinational bank. European hotels were supposed to be a bit gloomy and dated, weren’t they? This place seemed designer, it wouldn’t look too out of place in Manhattan. 
 
   "Well, the day is not finished yet," Marco beamed, and shook Leo's hand, his bearing distinctly warm, open, welcoming. "Leo, nice to see you again."
 
   "Hey Marco, good to see you, too."
 
   The guy had charm, Leo could appreciate that, and it did certainly set him more at ease. The Spaniard's whole demeanor said: look, this is just a bit of fun, nothing heavy, nothing serious. 
 
   Leo concentrated on hiding the awkward feeling that was creeping back. 
 
   Was he really just going to hand over his fiancée to this guy and watch? This was going to be very different from fooling around on the telephone.
 
   While Leo was fighting back the paranoia again, Caitlyn was positively luminous, reacting to Marco as though he were some wild comedian, and she a fan with a crush. Yet it make Leo smile to see how she was blushing, revealing her excitement through her nerves.
 
   "Take off your shoes if you like," their host said, and went through to fetch some glasses as they did just that.
 
   Caitlyn nervously tucked a strand of her russet-brown hair around her ear, and flashed Leo an anxious yet thrilled glance. That faint pink flush in her face was not going away. So cute. 
 
   Shoes off, Leo followed Caitlyn round the corner, where they found Sofia, dressed in a skirt half the size of Caitlyn's own short skirt, and a thin strappy top that hugged close to her slender figure. Her lips were sharpened up by the brightest scarlet lipstick Leo thought he’d ever seen.
 
   "Hello," she was smiling as she kissed Caitlyn on the cheek, and then approached Leo, kissing him on the cheeks as well, though a little more slowly and flirtatiously than she had with Caitlyn, her hands seeking out Leo's as she pressed herself forward and up to him.
 
   "Hi, Sofia," he said, as he inhaled her rich, sweet scent. He felt stirrings between his thighs as he wondered if this night would really see him taking that final step to actually make love to this golden-haired French beauty - right in front of his fiancée.
 
   "Okay, okay, you two," Marco joked, parting the two of them as he attempted to open the Champagne, ushering everyone to take seats on the two couches laid around the corner of the suite outside its bedroom. "We have plenty of time for that, no?"
 
   Caitlyn gave Leo another little look that he interpreted as praising him for being brave, while also expressing her sense of amusement that this whole thing was completely nuts.
 
   "I'll get a knife," Marco said, handing the bottle of Champagne to Leo, having failed to open it himself. "I have no… uh, uñas de las… fingernails… at the moment."
 
   "I can probably get it," Leo said, urging his host to forget it, to sit down and relax.
 
   The suite was not huge by American standards, but at least offered a separate lounge area complete with two couches and a couple of coffee tables, as well as a separate little bedroom, and the décor was smart and contemporary in shades of cream, crimson and chocolate.
 
   Marco sat between Sofia and Caitlyn on the larger of the two couches, Sofia scooching over to almost sit on his lap, Caitlyn leaning over the armrest away from the Spaniard, seeming a little tentative about this, now they were all together. 
 
   Leo thought it funny that she seemed to be so self-conscious now, having been fine about being with Marco before, and even while she'd been on the phone with Leo. But now he was here in the flesh, they were all together, the dynamics had changed a little. Leo had spent so long bonding with Sofia, but there again, he felt a slight edge between them now, since Marco was around as well.
 
   What was the protocol when there was four of you together?
 
   Sitting at the closest end of the other couch to the others, Leo was left as the odd man out, but he actually felt it was the best place for him. He could look upon the three of them sitting there, and figure things out a little in his head. 
 
   If all of this went horribly wrong, they could still disappear and never see Marco or Sofia again. But there seemed little judgement within the European couple, and that put Leo at ease.
 
   "You guys look amazing," Marco was saying, and Sofia agreeing with him, though Leo was a little buried in his own thoughts while focused on peeling back the foil on the Champagne without looking like an idiot.
 
   "Sorry we were probably a little longer about dinner than we were expecting," Caitlyn was saying.  
 
   "Oh, it is no problem - you are here now, right?" the Spaniard said.
 
   "Everything is okay, is it?" Sofia asked them.
 
   "Absolutely," Caitlyn nodded.
 
   "We just had to try their ice cream," Leo explained, leaning over to gently pat his fiancée's knee. "And I guess we had to finish our wine."
 
   "We did have quite a bit of wine," she agreed.
 
   Leo's heart was pounding like a military drum. It was strange seeing Caitlyn so close to Marco, to think what had happened between them, and what was going to happen. His fiancée's blue miniskirt was so short he could see a glimpse of her red panties between her thighs now. Those fishnet stockings made her seem slightly seedy, and somehow different from the young woman with whom Leo flew across the Atlantic. He remembered what Sofia had said about changing - it was happening right before his eyes.
 
   At last, the cork popped off the Champagne bottle. Leo picked up the flutes from the table in the corner one by one, pouring and then passing over the drink to Caitlyn to feed along to Sofia and then Marco before accepting one herself.
 
   On the table was a small bowl full of condoms, which gave Leo a start. Jesus. It made this thing seem so serious all of a sudden, so real. Was he really going to let another guy peel one of these over his cock and then slide his cock inside his fiancée?
 
   Silence, other than a few appreciative noises sampling the Champagne, as the three others watched Leo pouring, and Leo tried to hold it together as he poured. 
 
   "So, you feel up to this, Caitlyn?" Marco said, as Leo was doling his own glass of bubbly.
 
   Leo saw Caitlyn leaning even further away from Marco, smiling broadly yet looking at the tanned, dark-haired local with startled eyes. She said, "I guess so."
 
   "It is different from what you are used to."
 
   "I'll say."
 
   Sofia was smiling as she saw how nervous Caitlyn was, and Leo was reminded that she must have seen this situation before a few times, though perhaps never with a couple so inexperienced. 
 
   "We can stop any time," the French girl said softly.
 
   Caitlyn simply nodded, and Leo could tell she felt as he did that Marco and Sofia had certainly fostered a supportive atmosphere. 
 
   "Cheers!" Marco held up his Champagne flute for them all to toast. As they all clinked glasses, it seemed relieve the tension in the air a touch.
 
   Leo took a big swig, and then a second, willing the alcohol to absorb into his bloodstream so that he might relax a little. 
 
   Then Marco, somehow, managed to spill half of his Champagne on his designer t-shirt, and cursing in Spanish, said something that certainly amused Sofia. The blonde leaned over her boyfriend, stretching up to help him pull his soaked t-shirt up and off his wash-board of a chest. 
 
   Leo was so startled at the open display of her underwear as she tilted her hips towards them that he didn't even remotely think to feel threatened or envious of Marco's athletic physique. Sofia's skirt was really nothing much more than a belt. The sight of her little pink cotton panties stirred Leo's blood.
 
   "I'm such an idiot," Marco was saying, though to Leo and no doubt Caitlyn this seemed a trifle staged, no doubt to start the ball rolling, break the ice.
 
   The plan for the evening, after all, was not to spend a few casual hours drinking and chatting, before possibly starting something a little more risqué. It was already quite late now. The plan was to get straight in to fooling around. 
 
   They'd had all day to get the drinking and pleasantries in. Now was a milestone to get through for the vacation.
 
   "Oh, feels good, actually," Marco was saying, as Sofia sprawled all over him to get the shirt up over his head, the blonde laughing at her boyfriend. 
 
   Caitlyn handed Marco's almost-empty glass to Leo, but she was keenly watching as Marco stripped off his shirt, admiring his tanned, well-defined upper body, though still looking at the European couple with unbelieving eyes, and the expression that said: are you really doing this? Are we really doing this? 
 
   Her occasional smile suggested she thought Marco and Sofia sweet together.
 
   "Hey, some more Champagne?" Marco asked once the shirt was gone, with his girlfriend now picking up her glass again from the other side table.
 
   "Can you be trusted?" Caitlyn joked as she returned the remains of his drink to him.
 
   "Of course!" Marco drained the glass, then handed it straight back to the brunette. He said something to Sofia in Spanish, then in English: "It feels too warm for a shirt anyway."
 
   "You are so clumsy," Sofia said, then she was leaning in to him, kissing him, and somehow it suddenly seemed very PDA with Caitlyn and Leo looking awkwardly on.
 
   Leo was draining another glass of Champagne as he felt Caitlyn's knee pressing into his. He put a hand on her warm thigh, and saw that she was watching the Spanish couple again with that self-conscious, unsure manner that was just Caitlyn through-and-through. 
 
   Her expression made Leo remember why he'd been so surprised she'd been pushing in this direction ever since her first encounter Marco and Sofia.
 
   "We're only young once," she'd said at the time, and other logical points to support the idea, like: "We'll be able to say we tried everything before we got married - no regrets, you know? And it's not like we'd be breaking any wedding vows."
 
   This, from the same girl that in the early stages of their relationship had wanted him to lose contact with all his old ex-girlfriends, because she didn't like the idea of him ever having been with someone else.
 
   And now, Marco and Sofia were breaking apart, and Marco's hand was gently but rather overtly sprawling all over Caitlyn's leg.
 
   "You're a good looking couple," their host was saying. "I can't believe you've never done anything like this before."
 
   Caitlyn bashfully smirking, nervously laughing, blushing away even as she smiled as though it was her birthday and someone had just brought her an enormous birthday cake. Saying: "It's not really the normal kind of thing in the States."
 
   Sofia was stroking Marco's belt, almost in time to her boyfriend's caresses along Caitlyn's leg. She said with a giggle: "I don't know if it is entirely 'normal' for here, either."
 
   Marco kissing her shoulder, saying: "The people around here are mostly old, Catholic - how do you say... 'conservative'. The men have mistresses, but all in secret, and it's only ever just two together. Not three or four."
 
   Now Sofia seemed to feel the onus was on her to break the ice, to move forward, and she leaned back, very determinately unfastening Marco's belt, and then unfastening his fly.
 
   Caitlyn's smile was losing the battle slightly to her sense of wonder and shock at the boldness of their hosts. What had she expected? Had she expected they would all drink a lot more before any of this actually took place?
 
   It was more than slightly abrupt. 
 
   Leo, who had never even been to a strip club before, felt himself a little flushed as well, watching in silence with his hand stuck fast on his fiancée's thigh as they both witnessed the blonde start pulling her boyfriend's jeans down, right in front of them. 
 
   Sofia's own bright pink panties were so boldly on show themselves since her tiny skirt had ridden up so high, and she didn't seem to care that the others could see.
 
   "This one can never be patient," Marco said, making Sofia laugh as she decided against allowing him to keep on his underwear, dragging the gray boxer shorts off her boyfriend along with his jeans.
 
   Caitlyn was trying to look at Marco in his eyes as his girlfriend removed the last vestiges of his clothing, though Leo could see her gaze running subtly down his trim, hairless body, her own Catholic background no doubt making this seem more than shocking though she'd seen him naked before. This was different. Being in front of other people was something she'd never experienced.
 
   Marco made a joke of being unable to tear off the jeans from his ankles, no doubt trying to keep things light. 
 
   Leo poured himself another drink. He was doing nicely when it came to boosting his alcohol levels, above and beyond the evening meal's bottle of wine. He smiled at Marco's fooling around, and quietly ran his own eyes over Marco's body, thinking how strange it was that it was completely waxed, even between his legs. 
 
   Strange how it made Leo feel more comfortable, seeing Marco naked now. the apprehension was gone, replaced by certainty. The confirmation that he didn't have a cock that was 10 inches long. Possibly even a little smaller than his, in fact, Leo thought, though it was difficult to say for certain.
 
   Leo admired Marco's confidence. The guy just lay back now between the two girls, completely nude, and the hand that had been edging its way up Caitlyn's inner thigh now leapt up to grab her right breast - quite a reach for him, the way she leaned away from him.
 
   She didn't stop him from fondling her breast, pulling down her stripey purple top a little to get a little more of her flesh in his fingers, maybe seek out her nipple. Leo's fiancée just gazed down at Sofia, who was reaching over to grab Marco's cock, coaxing it up to semi-hardness. 
 
   Caitlyn sat up, and though Leo didn't see any signal pass between anyone, his fiancée seemed ready to take a bold step herself. 
 
   She flashed a quick glance up at Marco's face as she leaned over his crotch, and issued another nervous giggle, then she took hold of Marco's cock herself, Sofia instantly obliging her by withdrawing her own hand.
 
   Leo felt strange, he felt his heart racing, his blood flowing so quickly around his body that he would have sworn he could hear the rush of its flow through his ears. And now his fiancée ducked down and took Marco's hardening cock inside her mouth. 
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   Leo tried to caress Caitlyn's thigh a little more, to be supportive, let her know he was still okay with this. And actually, he found that he was okay with it. At least, there was something seriously hot about seeing Caitlyn all bashful and blushing yet taking the brutish erection of another man between her lips.
 
   "Hey, you are a lucky guy," Marco said, leaning back.
 
   "Thanks, I guess," Leo gave a nervous laugh.
 
   Caitlyn seemed to be having a whale of a time, holding Marco's cock and now bobbing up and down on his shaft, having to hold back her loose ponytail to keep it from getting in the way.
 
   Sofia was stroking her man's upper thigh and brushing over his balls as the athletic Spaniard pushed up her little lilac top to reveal her pert breasts, tanned like the rest of her, her nipples hard and ready to be taken in his mouth.
 
   Now Leo was well and truly out in the cold. He continued stroking Caitlyn's thigh, even reaching up under her skirt, though he had to sit right on the edge of the couch just to get that far up her leg. He felt faintly ridiculous holding his now-empty Champagne glass. He felt like a theatre critic who didn't speak the language of the play he was supposed to be reviewing.
 
   Leo tried desperately to suppress all the paranoid thoughts now rearing in his head again - was she enjoying Marco's cock so much she wouldn't want his again? Was this going to make her think twice about committing the rest of her life to him? 
 
   Instead, he tried to think about how hot it was seeing Caitlyn performing like this, seeing her oral skills from a different angle, and how perhaps after this, things might even heat up in the bedroom when it was just he and Caitlyn. 
 
   And of course, there was the thought that possibly, now that Caitlyn had Marco's cock stuffed down her throat, he would get to once again sample some of the delights that Sofia had to offer. 
 
   Marco leaned over again, and said: "Enjoying the show, Leo?"
 
   "Of course!"
 
   Actually, Leo was now wondering what he was supposed to do. What was the etiquette in this set-up? Marco seemed confident to just reach out and take whatever he wanted - and Caitlyn had taken that as a prompt to do just the same herself. What did he do? Did he just get up, walk over to Sofia and start making out with her?
 
   "Hey - pass me the Champagne, will you, Leo?" Marco asked.
 
   Leo held up the bottle, thinking there was no way the guy was going to be able to drink from a glass lying back like that, two girls fondling his cock.
 
   Marco grinned appreciatively, reaching out to grab the whole bottle, and take a big swig.
 
   Caitlyn was pumping his cock, but then he yelled out, and she suddenly leaned back - he'd swigged the bottle too quickly, and it fizzed up to spurt out all over his face and his chest.
 
   That actually made Leo laugh, and the girls too once they realized what he'd managed to do. 
 
   Marco was yelling in Spanish, because the Champagne was cold all over his chest, and coughing and spluttering since some of it had gone the wrong way while he'd been drinking. 
 
   The girls were giggling, Sofia especially. Leo wondered if Marco's inepitude with the Champagne was part of his act, though it all seemed genuine enough.
 
   The naked Spaniard took another swig - carefully now - of the Champagne, and then sat up to hand it directly to Leo, saying: "I think I had enough of that, no?"
 
   And then, smooth as smooth, he reached over to partly-suggest, partly assist Caitlyn in removing her top. She was willing enough, revealing a bright red lacy bra, as Marco turned to help Sofia out of her own top, the blonde wearing nothing underneath whatsoever.
 
   Caitlyn shuffled up away from Marco now, towards Leo, smiling at him, perhaps checking that he was okay after her extended blowjob with another man. 
 
   "We should get that off, too," Marco said, stretching over to unfasten the brunette's bra, and she helped him remove it to expose her pale breasts and those cute tan lines, with her pink nipples so stiff and begging for attention.
 
   She sat back again, allowing the Spaniard's hand to reach around and hold one naked breast as she watched Sofia duck down to take her man's cock in her mouth, Marco's erection seeming that much bigger between the petite blonde's lips.
 
   Leo pulled his shirt up and over his head, figuring if he didn't do something soon, he might be too afraid to ever do anything at all. 
 
   He felt consumed by that same blend of excitement and fear he'd felt the moment before diving into the cold water of the swimming pool at the villa. Now it was up to him. Jump in, suffer the ice cold water for a few agonizing moments before warming up, or stay out in the warm sunshine, and be socially excluded.
 
   Leo stood up, fingers going to his belt to signal his intentions, and suddenly Caitlyn sat up straight, almost bouncing to the edge of her seat, ecstatic that her man was getting in the game. 
 
   He started to unfasten his belt, but Caitlyn pulled him to her, eagerly taking over the duties herself.
 
   "Here," her girlish grin and lusty eyes were as sexy as her bare breasts. 
 
   After seeing her with someone else's cock in her mouth, the genuine excitement on her face as she peeled down his own pants was perhaps the most heart-warming and downright thrilling thing Leo could remember. 
 
   It made him so hard, more so even than the obscene sight of Sofia bobbing up and down on Marco's cock beside her.
 
   His fiancée even licked her lips as she waited for him to pull his clothes completely off now. 
 
   Caitlyn brushed a strand of her long bronze-colored hair around her ear, stole a quick glance at what was happening between Marco and Sofia, and then she was taking Leo's hardness inside her hot, wet mouth. 
 
   He brushed his hand over her hair as she sucked the end of his cock, squeezed the base of his shaft with a hand, then withdrew him and pumped him a little as if to show him off in front of the other two.
 
   Now they watched Marco manhandling Sofia, pulling her off his cock, pushing her onto her back so he could explore her bare breasts with his mouth. Marco pulled away and lunged over Caitlyn's back to reach for the Champagne bottle from the corner, prompting Caitlyn to pull Leo's cock out of her mouth and flash the Spaniard an accusatory glance that suggested he was crazy.
 
   Leo merely smiled. However crazy Marco was, the guy had somehow persuaded a fairly conservative American couple to join the ranks of the free love parade, so you had to hand him some credit.
 
   Caitlyn seemed to enjoy bobbing up and down on Leo's hardness, and her fiancé had a hand on her head to help with her rhythm. She always had seemed to enjoy oral sex on him, though she'd avoided being on the receiving end. 
 
   They'd never really talked much about it before - perhaps this vacation was the opportunity.
 
   Leo looked across to see Marco licking Champagne from Sofia's handfuls of breasts, reaching down to touch himself while he did, pumping his own erection until his blonde girlfriend took over, her hand seeming small as it clasped his shaft. 
 
   Now the Spaniard leaned back, almost triumphantly since his cock was so hard in his girlfriend's hands, and handed Leo the Champagne bottle, saying: "Getting thirsty yet, amigo? You don't want to get dehydrated, right?"
 
   "Right," Leo grinned, taking the bottle from him while Sofia ducked down again to take her boyfriend in her mouth. 
 
   The Champagne was warming up a little, though still felt welcome as a little Dutch courage. Suitably refreshed, Leo leaned over to replace the bottle on the corner table, and Caitlyn turned to check out what the other couple were up to, beaming at the sight of Sofia with Marco's cock buried in her mouth.
 
   Marco now looked over at Leo and gave a little nodding signal that indicated quite clearly that perhaps it was time to switch partners.
 
   Leo gave him a little nod in return, and his heart rate seemed to quicken again. He took a small step back as Marco leaned in behind Caitlyn, his hands now snaking around her stomach, up over her breasts.
 
   Here it was: moment of truth. 
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   Leo felt the temperature in the room jump a few more degrees, and it was as though his legs now carried him over to stand in front of Sofia, without his brain actively telling them to. 
 
   Marco slid over to press against Caitlyn, who looked over with wide eyes at her fiancé approaching Sofia.
 
   Was she okay with this? 
 
   There was that blush again, that oh-so-sexy blush as Marco began fondling Caitlyn's breasts, pressing her back against the corner of the couch, and she watched Sofia sitting up on the edge of her cushion, then take Leo's cock inside her mouth.
 
   Leo moaned as the petite blonde's lips wrapped around his hardness, tight, different from Caitlyn though familiar from their previous time together. 
 
   Marco was kneeling up on the couch now, one hand briefly lodged between Caitlyn's thighs to touch her underwear, though then he was directing his cock to her mouth again, and Caitlyn brushing her hair out of her face before taking him back within her lips.
 
   "They're both good at this, right?" Marco said to Leo, and the girls giggled, perhaps at the decadence of their full assault on each other's menfolk.
 
   Marco now reached down to caress Caitlyn's pussy through her underwear and fishnets, and then as Leo watched, he was unzipping her skirt, and she was helping him slide it down her thighs, which he then leaned down to kiss, making Caitlyn smile. 
 
   The Spaniard had to get up from the couch to help pull off her skirt and her fishnet stockings, making light of his achievement with some kind of remarks in Spanish that seemed to make Caitlyn laugh, even though she didn't speak the language.
 
   Maybe it was Marco's springy erection dancing around as he pulled off her clothes that amused her. 
 
   It seemed to amuse Sofia, too, who wanted to watch as her boyfriend now parted Caitlyn's thighs and knelt down on the floor between them, making appreciative noises as he dived in to plant kisses either side of her crimson lace panties, Caitlyn herself looking down on him with that blend of surprise, terror and delight.
 
   And that sexy blush of hers, pink throughout her pale cheeks as the question appeared across her features: are you really going to do this?
 
   Sofia continued to suck Leo's cock as he watched the Spaniard nuzzle into his fiancée's panties. The blonde's hands tucked behind her back as she bobbed on his shaft, which seemed just a touch too large for her diminutive size. 
 
   Leo was watching the burning desire steal over his fiancée's face as she looked down upon the Mediterranean lothario, now pulling aside her sodden underwear to kiss her pussy unimpaired. 
 
   Was Caitlyn really now into this? She'd always pushed him away. 
 
   But now as Marco ran his tongue along her groove, flicked her pussy lips with his tongue, took her clit inside his mouth, she tilted up her hips to press herself up to his face. She did enjoy it, after all.
 
   Marco was feasting on her pussy, and she was loving it judging from her moans, the thrilled smile plastered all over her face, her breathing as deep as though she were in the middle of a full workout. 
 
   Did this mean she would start seeing some of these sexual activities as normal, something normal people did? 
 
   The Spaniard's slurping wet kisses over his fiancee's snatch shocked Leo more than a little, though it thrilled him in equal measure. This guy he hardly knew at all was sampling his lover's pussy, in a way she'd never really allowed him before. 
 
   A few things were going to have to change after tonight. At the same time, there was something beautiful about seeing her have this done to her, seeing the pleasure flowing through her system.
 
   Leo almost overlooked the fact that a cute little blonde right in front of him was sucking his cock so feverishly.
 
   Now, Caitlyn looked over at her fiancé, turning her whole head to see if he had noticed what Marco was doing with her, her eyes widening, eyebrows raising as her gaze connected with his. In the briefest of glimpses between fiancée and fiancé, she seemed to be both imploring him to confirm her suspicions that this was utterly unbelievable, and also perhaps conceding to him that things he'd tried to get her to do were actually quite pleasurable if she could get past her own self-imposed boundaries.
 
   And that was what tonight was all about, getting past boundaries. 
 
   Marco now knelt up, pulling back from Caitlyn's pussy, her underwear half-covering her pussy once again. The brunette simply lay there, legs and arms akimbo, not quite sure what was next, what she should be doing, startled like a deer in the headlights.
 
   As he saw the Spaniard lean forward to reach for Caitlyn's panties, pulling them down her thighs, Leo felt his heart pounding again, heard it in his ears. Wow, this was really it. This was the next step, the big one. The one he'd been wondering whether he could handle. 
 
   This wasn't just oral sex, a few people fooling around with their mouths. This was what even Bill Clinton would term cheating.
 
   Penetration. Right in front of him. He would be unable to even pretend that it had not happened.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   Unasked, Caitlyn passed over a condom to Marco, who accepted it, then tore it open. Leo felt a jolt of shock flash through his heart. 
 
   They'd talked about this, they'd discussed it at length. He knew he could stop her, technically. It would look a little ridiculous now, though. Leo saw quite clearly it would be humiliating to have to stop things now. He had to remind himself that Caitlyn had had other partners before, it wasn't a big issue. Leo himself had had other partners before, too, of course, before Caitlyn.
 
   She seemed so grown up, somehow, so authoritative. Caitlyn handing over that little piece of rubber in a packet to another man. She was in control. 
 
   She wasn't asking Leo for permission now, she wasn't waiting for Marco to reach over to grab a condom, she fetched it herself, gave it to the Spaniard, and while he removed it from the packaging and started rolling it down his cock, she was shuffling back on the couch, finding a suitable position for him to penetrate her.
 
   She was blushing again, of course, as she wriggled back into the corner of the couch, up against the armrest, thighs parting to open her pink flower for the Spaniard. 
 
   Leo felt jealous of the Spaniard for being able to move up between those milky thighs now, to fuck her with her sexy, innocent blush spread across her pretty face.
 
   Yet at the same time, though he felt shock running through his system, there was also something electrifying about this for Leo. He couldn't quite understand it. 
 
   The loss of control, perhaps, the crossing of the boundaries. 
 
   The fact that he was going to get to watch his beautiful Caitlyn making love from a completely different point of view. 
 
   And after all, this was just sex, right? He knew Caitlyn played with a vibrator from time to time, sometimes they'd played with it together. She'd said before that Marco was just like a big sex toy. 
 
   A vibrator with a Spaniard attached. 
 
   With the condom in place, there wouldn't even be any fluid transfer down there.
 
   Marco began fondling Caitlyn's breasts again as he edged his hard cock up and above her open pussy. Leo could see his fiancée looking down, focusing on the proximity of that big rigid member.
 
   And then, a little gasp from Caitlyn, and the head of Marco's cock slipped inside her pussy.
 
   Leo felt his breath forcibly leaving his body all at once - another phantom kick in the stomach, winding him. 
 
   Yet at the same time, his own cock hardened even further within Sofia's mouth as the blonde kept up her sustained attack on him, watching Caitlyn look up at Marco now, disbelief in her eyes that this stranger had the tip of his cock inside her pussy.
 
   Marco just nodded, letting out a quiet moan as he started to move further, pushing into her.
 
   Leo could not deny it was irresistibly sexy to be a bystander as Caitlyn was fucked like this, uttering sweet little yelps as Marco pumped into her, looking down on this unfamiliar dick pushing inside her with a mixture of horror, disbelief and raw lust, her body rocked by his pumping motion, her head bouncing in time.
 
   She broke out into a broad smile now, revealing her pearly whites at her new lover as she warmed up to this latest boundary transgression, and the initial shock subsided.
 
   Leo nearly lost it inside Sofia's mouth merely at the sound of his fiancée's gasps, moans and yelps continuing as Marco thrust into her. Leo now urged the blonde French girl upwards, stopping her, needing to cool things if he was going to sustain all this. 
 
   Sofia had shown no signs of tiring, she had been entirely focused on Leo's cock while her man had begun to penetrate this other girl she hardly knew. It made Leo wonder if her focus was part of a coping strategy to handle the thought of her boyfriend with someone else, or whether she was just dedicated when it came to sex.
 
   The blonde was willing enough to stop, though, complying with his urging of her to stand so that he might remove her skirt and panties.
 
   While Marco seemed happy enough to do whatever he wanted - and Caitlyn seemed to be following suit, too, Leo still had his concerns about what was correct in this situation, what was the etiquette. 
 
   Now that Marco was plunging his cock into Caitlyn's pussy, though, it seemed all protocol could fall by the wayside.
 
   With an inviting smile cast in Leo's direction, Sofia now perched on the edge of the sofa, parting her legs to expose her hairless mound and glistening pink folds.
 
   Leo could not resist crouching, kneeling, then kissing his way along her smooth tanned thighs to seek out that tasty little pussy of hers. Sofia collapsed back, holding on tight underneath her knees as he nuzzled into her pussy, lapping at her free-flowing juices. 
 
   Now it was his turn to focus on her, and perhaps indulge himself some more in what Caitlyn had kept from him for most of their four years together, right in front of her.
 
   As had been the case during their previous time together, the blonde was certainly not reluctant at all to let Leo sample her pussy. She stretched her legs wide, her hands now reaching back against the sofa to cope with the powerful sensations flooding her body as Leo explored her folds, sucking her pussy lips and delving his tongue inside her. 
 
   He was moaning a little as he tasted her, enjoying the tangy, sharp flavor of this girl, but also perhaps putting a show on for Caitlyn, showing her how much he loved making her sigh and groan with his mouth.
 
   Caressing her soft skin with his fingers, he began sucking on Sofia's clit, and soon her groans were becoming yells and near-screams, and she was pushing her hips up to force herself against his mouth.
 
   When the blonde hit her peak, Leo was surprised to find her juices spurting from her pussy, something that startled him a little, as he hadn't thought it had been quite like this the last few times. He did his best to control the flood, lapping up her come to appreciate her fresh flavor.
 
   "Bravo!" 
 
   Leo picked himself up to find an appreciative audience - Marco and Caitlyn had halted their own engagement to check out the show next to them.
 
   "You are good at that, my friend," Marco said. "She is not doing that very often, the squirting, no?"
 
   Leo found himself laughing along with the two girls, and looking at Caitlyn, who was giving him a tilted-head inquisitive look, as though she was trying to work him out. Did he really enjoy that? 
 
   "I am going to have to take a break," Marco was saying now, holding up his softening cock, and removing the condom, which Leo thought appeared empty.
 
   "Tired, Marco?" he asked, playfully. "I thought you were an old hand at this."
 
   Marco grinned. "No, amigo. Too much wine for me - I must release the pressure."
 
   "Did you finish already?" Sofia asked him.
 
   "No, but I almost did - these American girls, you know?" Marco said, making his girlfriend and Caitlyn giggle.
 
   The Spaniard scampered off, leaving Leo to pull himself up to his feet, not entirely sure what was next. 
 
   "Hey," Caitylin threw him something, which he caught more by instinct than design.
 
   A condom.
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
   His fiancée signaled with her eyes over towards Sofia, who appeared to be mirroring her position now, lying back against the arm of the chair, legs parted. 
 
   Was Caitlyn really instructing him to fuck this other girl? 
 
   He had to look back at his fiancée again, to double check. She just grinned at him suggestively, laughing a little, flashing her eyes to encourage him. 
 
   The French girl offered him a sexy smile of her own as he turned to her, parting her thighs a little wider to provide him easy access. Her eyes were on fire, and it was quite clear she was after what Leo had refused her before.
 
   Well, in for a penny, in for a pound. 
 
   Leo turned, his back now to his fiancée as he tore open the condom packet and withdrew it, rolling the contraceptive down the hard shaft of his cock. It had been a while since he'd even used one - he didn't tend to with Caitlyn since she was on the pill.
 
   One last inviting smile from Sofia, and he positioned his latex-clad cock down, rubbing it gently over the blonde's outer pussy lips, as if giving her one last chance to say 'no' - or even Caitlyn one last chance to say 'no'. 
 
   Then he was easing forward, the tip of his cock touching the smoldering heat of the French girl's pussy lips, and he was gliding inside her, his shaft seeming all the larger since he was familiar only with the more average size of Caitlyn's body.
 
   The blonde's pussy was tight. She gasped as he filled her, and he felt the head of his cock nudging up against her cervix a little before he was entirely inside her. 
 
   She was so wet, but their motion together was slower than Marco's rapid-fire pounding of Caitlyn, and she seemed to like it that way. 
 
   With her deep, deep breathing, the French girl's groans were more like gasps as he pushed himself into her and withdrew, pumping forcefully though in a relatively measured fashion, her whole body writhing as he filled and then emptied her each time. 
 
   Sofia was so sexy, so glamorous, with her all-over tan and fine golden hair. It was so strange to be making love to someone other than Caitlyn, perhaps stranger still that Caitlyn was next to them on the couch, watching.
 
   After a few moments, Marco returned, carrying another bottle of wine, which he placed on the central table now, before stepping over to Caitlyn. Leo turned briefly to see that his fiancée had taken the Spaniard back inside her mouth, and was hardening him back up while he reached over to place a hand over her pussy.
 
   Then Marco suggested moving to the bedroom, which seemed like a much better idea than remaining on those couches.
 
   "You want me to take over?" Marco said to Leo, as they followed the girls into the bedroom. Leo nodded and the Spaniard clambered up on the bed, straddling his own girlfriend's thighs now, accepting a condom offered by Caitlyn, who lay beside the French girl, amused at Marco's continuing energy.
 
   Now Leo pulled himself up up on the bed and knelt between his fiancée's thighs, taking the condom she offered him along with a warm smile.
 
   "You having a good time?" she asked him as he slid the fresh rubber down over his hardness.
 
   "Yes," he said, though in a considered manner rather than jumping into full excited affirmation. "You?"
 
   She grinned. "It's weird, huh? Being with other people?"
 
   "Very weird."
 
   "But you're not... freaked out?" she looked at him, perhaps a note of fear in her face. "We're okay, right?"
 
   He nodded, smiled, his tone reassuring her. "We're fine. Trying something new. It's fun. Weird, but fun." 
 
   Now he glided into his fiancée's pussy, which felt familiar and yet somehow different, though he couldn't for the life of him say why. Perhaps because another man's cock had just been inside her, perhaps because he had just been inside another girl. Perhaps simply because of the condom, which wasn't normally necessary except that they had to be safe in this new situation.
 
   As he filled Caitlyn entirely, she looked up at him wide-eyed, surprised. Perhaps feeling it was different for her now, as well. 
 
   Having had another man's organ so recently inside her, she could appreciate her man with new evidence, no longer taking his size and shape for granted.
 
   And as Leo began pumping into her, that sexy pink flush returned to her face. 
 
   She was yelping again as he fucked her harder and harder, trying to look down at his cock as it plunged inside her, her head nodding as he pounded her, her long ponytail swinging back and forth as they moved together.
 
   Sofia was being similarly vocal as Marco rode her, but for a while Leo concentrated on fulfilling the desires of his beautiful Caitlyn. 
 
   He was so turned on by her, from her cute tan lines to the little patch of soft brown hair on her mound, to her pretty face and that broad smile that seemed more assured now, now that she was sure her man was okay about how this was all going.
 
   As the night steadily progressed in the bedroom, the others seemed happy to let Marco direct things. Marco and Leo switched partners a few times before exhaustion finally started setting in, and as things moved on, it seemed easier and easier to make the switch, the four of them becoming increasingly comfortable and even familiar with each other.
 
   There was no real envy between any of them - though there were plenty of differences between them all, it didn't make any individual better or worse, just different. 
 
   Marco was the more athletic of the guys, and as he entered each girl in turn, he'd work himself into something of a frantic pace, but Leo operated at a more leisurely pace, with more sensual caressing of each girl as he made love to her, his slightly larger cock giving the girls a different kind of pleasure.
 
   At last as the end appeared to be drawing on, the pace was noticeably slowing - even that of Marco himself.
 
   The guys were lying on their backs with the girls matching each other in cowgirl positions, with Caitlyn straddling Marco and Sofia straddling Leo. 
 
   Leo held the blonde girl with his hands on her hips as he gyrated his hips in time with hers, the dancing motion generating an irresistible friction of her tight, hot little pussy stretched around his hard cock.
 
   He could see Caitlyn doing her best to keep her hair out of her eyes as she rode Marco at a more rapid pace, resembling a jockey racing for the line. 
 
   Now Sofia suddenly pushed up, and raised herself a little above Leo, and he felt a warm spray over his groin and thighs. He was a little surprised and confused at first before he realized what it was. 
 
   The blonde glanced at Caitlyn and Leo to see if they had noticed, almost slightly embarrassed at what had just happened. 
 
   She wasn't giving up. The French girl repositioned herself and sat back down on Leo's hardness, moving again, her pussy so very, very wet.
 
   Then while he was still inside her thrusting into her, she started spurting again, her hot liquid streaming over him. This time, Marco and Caitlyn had seen. 
 
   Marco nudged Leo with an elbow, saying: "You can't stop making her squirt, huh, Leo?" 
 
   "It seems that way."
 
   He looked up see that the two girls were similarly laughing about it, with Sofia seeing the funny side though she was now blushing profusely.
 
   With the very last of their energy before sleep overcame them, the girls now ushered their men to sit on the edge of the bed, side by side, with Caitlyn slipping off Leo's condom and taking him into her mouth, and Sofia doing likewise with Marco.
 
   It took only a few brief moments before Marco was emptying his seed in the French girl's mouth, and a little longer before Leo finally exploded with his fiancée's lips around his cock.
 
   It wasn't the biggest bed in the world, but somehow managed to fit four just about okay, though none of them were particularly fussy as the exhaustion finally consumed them all, the alcohol combining with the powerful endorphins circulating through their systems to offer the ultimate sleeping aid.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   In the morning, Leo woke feeling surprisingly rested, and not at all hung-over, despite the volume of alcohol he had consumed the previous night. 
 
   He was considering the biological possibility that his strenuous exertions could have burned off all that booze, when he suddenly realized he was presently lying in bed with a naked man.
 
   Marco was dead to the world - flat out on his stomach, head buried in the pillows, one leg lodged against Leo's, one hand even resting on Leo's back. It wasn't something Leo had been expecting, but having lain so close to the guy last night while they were both being ridden by the two girls, it wasn't something that freaked him out particularly. Just startled him a little.
 
   A quiet giggling shook any traces of sleep from him, and he turned to find the two girls in the doorway, dressed in faded t-shirts over tiny little bikinis, highly amused at the scene before them.
 
   "So sweet," Caitlyn was whispering to Sofia.
 
   "Sleeping like babies," Sofia held a hand up to cover her mouth as she giggled.
 
   Leo rolled his eyes, and extricated himself from Marco's clutches, pulling himself up off the bed. The Spaniard remained, snoring now, apparently without a care in the world. He was not going to be waking up any time soon.
 
   Leo ushered the two girls out of the bedroom, grabbing his underpants as he followed them out. No point waking the guy - that would just be mean.
 
   Door closed safely behind them, the girls broke into peels of laughter.
 
   "You were so cute together," Caitlyn pouted.
 
   Leo shook his head with a tut-tut on his lips. "How long have you been up?" he asked them.
 
   "Ages," his fiancée said. “We’ve already been out and about.”
 
   “We’ve been shopping and sunbathing on the beach,” Sofia grinned.
 
   "And," Caitlyn's eyes blazed, "guess what we got?"
 
   Leo rolled his eyes again. He was not good at guessing games. "I don't know... croissants? More wine? A grocery bag full of pot?"
 
   "No," Caitlyn said, looking highly pleased with herself. "We got tickets to Venice!"
 
   Leo applauded. The girls had been busy that morning. Venice – it seemed insane that they could actually be intending to visit such a place. Could you really just get there on the train? That was Europe for you – only a train ride to another city could get you to a completely different world. Another country, another language, another culture, another world heritage site like nothing else on the planet.
 
   He was excited at the thought that they could actually see the city of canals.
 
   "When are we going?"
 
   "Tonight," Sofia said.
 
   Caitlyn explained: "We're going on the night train - it's like, a 10 hour journey, but it sets off at 9pm, so we'll just sleep through most of it." Stepping over to her fiancé now, she slid one hand up over his bare chest, while the other snaked down to seek out his stiffening cock. “We don’t have to sleep the whole way, though,” she added.
 
   "Sounds great," he said, kissing her briefly, before Sofia approached and Caitlyn made way for her. He said, before the French girl took his mouth in hers, "So are we having breakfast?"
 
   "We are. It’s all down by our little patch on the beach," Caitlyn said, grabbing a couple of towels and ushering him over toward the door now. “We’ve been sunbathing a couple of hours – got bored, so Sofia suggested we come get you.”
 
   “I don’t know how I’m going to make sunbathing more interesting,” he said.
 
   “Oh, we’ll find a way.”
 
   Leo felt a little guilty just leaving Marco asleep in the room, but Sofia insisted he would be happier sleeping off the previous night’s booze, getting up in his own time. They left a note as to their whereabouts, and Sofia found Leo a spare pair of Marco’s swim trunks – a little on the small side, but better than nothing – as well as an old t-shirt and a pair of flip-flops to borrow. 
 
   Then they were out the door, down in the elevator and wandering across the Promenade des Anglais, the six-lane road running all the way along the seafront, lined with hotels and palm trees, and then down to the beach. There were a few morning clouds in the sky yet to be burned off by the sun, but it was going to be another scorcher.  
 
   “So how are you feeling about last night?” Sofia was asking him as they sauntered down the beach, which comprised white pebbles rather than sand, though for sunbathing purposes that wasn’t much of an issue – as the various sunbathers scattered all around bore witness. 
 
   “Well,” he said, breathing in the salt-tinged air, “it hardly seems real, if I’m honest.”
 
   “I can understand that.”
 
   “It was one of the most amazing experiences ever,” he said. 
 
   “For us, too,” Sofia said, smiling warmly.
 
   “Actually, I’m surprised at how good it was – I mean I always thought a situation like that would end up being too much pressure. You know – for me to perform.”
 
   Caitlyn now closed in on him and linked her arm in his as they walked, saying: “You certainly performed, sweetie. Satisfying two horny girls like that?”
 
   Leo chuckled, “I did have some help. So where are you guys all camped out?”
 
   Camped out was definitely the right term. Down quite close to the water they had pitched a huge yellow beach umbrella, positioned low to the ground so it was virtually a wall, while a wind-break also gave them privacy from most of the rest of the beach. It was quite a settlement.
 
   Still relatively early in the day, there weren’t too many other sunbathers out there anyhow. Well, it was nice to have their own space. Settling down, from within their little den, Leo found he couldn’t see anyone else at all other than the two girls, who now lay out on their towels and removed their t-shirts – and then their bikini tops.
 
   “Is it all right to go topless out here?” he asked, a little wary that these girls might suddenly find themselves hauled off to a police station. 
 
   “It’s France – you can do practically what you like,” Caitlyn said, and now crawled over to him, to force him to remove his t-shirt.
 
   “It’s true,” said Sofia, now moving up to lie on his other side. 
 
   “Okay, but if you’re going to ask me for help applying the sun cream… these trunks are going to get very tight,” he warned.
 
   “Well then they’ll have to go!” Caitlyn declared, and suddenly Leo found himself being attacked by both of them, with his fiancée distracting him by tickling him, while their beautiful French friend managed to drag his trunks down his legs.
 
   “You’re crazy!” he protested, but it was no good – they had the perfect strategy to strip him. “They’ll arrest me for sure like this!”
 
   “Nobody can see,” Caitlyn said, taking his shorts and sitting on them, with no intention of giving them up.
 
   With all these barriers up, Leo hoped they were safe. In the unlikely situation that a policeman happened to be strolling by, they could at least insist that they’d taken care to seal themselves off from the rest of the public. Nevertheless, there was a fair few feet to the waterline, and anybody could simply walk by and see.
 
   The girls now teamed up to rub sun cream over his entire body, while also topping up their own sun block, and Leo found his worries melting away as they caressed him, effectively giving him a wonderful massage as they covered his skin in coconut-scented cream.
 
   They left his groin to last, and when she arrived there, Caitlyn took particular pride in ensuring every inch was covered, and seemed to think he had to be fully erect to make sure the cream was applied correctly over his cock. 
 
   "Wow – that can’t be legal in public," he said, his fiancée appearing to have no intention of stopping her attention on his hardness even when it was fully coated in the slick cream.
 
   "We've been bored," Caitlyn whined before slipping the tip of his manhood inside her mouth.
 
   Leo groaned, and now Sofia was leaning over his face, her full lips closing on his.
 
   Sofia’s kiss was so sweet, and as Caitlyn licked his shaft, her hands exploring his loins, he found his concerns about public decency laws melting away. 
 
   The blonde beauty broke away from him to watch her new friend as she now sank down on Leo’s cock, and as Caitlyn enveloped him in her wonderfully intense mouth again, he saw Sofia bite her lip.
 
   To Leo's mild surprise, Caitlyn gave way, kissing her way over Leo's inner thighs and the base of his cock, and Sofia now stooped to slip the tip of his cock in her mouth.
 
   Caitlyn smiled at her, as they now both attacked Leo's hardness, switching it about between them at will, licking him, kissing him, tonguing the end of his hardness, stretching their lips over him to suck him and tease out increasingly forceful moans before he remembered the need to keep quiet.
 
   "Oh God..." he gasped, as their doubling down on his cock brought new sensations he'd never thought in a million years he'd experience – from having his shaft lodged between the velvet-soft cheeks of two different girls, virtually fucking two different faces at once, to having four sets of lips sprawling all over him and two tongues licking him.
 
   After a while, Caitlyn shot Sofia a glance, and as though they had some kind of pre-agreed signal system worked out, Sofia stood up and suddenly dropped her bikini bottoms.
 
   "I want to see her fuck you, sweetie," his fiancée said quietly, making way to allow the blonde girl to climb on top of him, fire in her eyes and her little pink nipples so stiff, revealing her desire.
 
   "Here?” he said, a trifle alarmed, but added: “Uh... whatever you say..." His throbbing cock was taking over his rational decision-making process, he could tell, but he felt defenseless against it as Sofia's silky thighs nuzzled against his hips. 
 
   The pretty blonde looked back to watch Caitlyn grasping hold of Leo's cock, peeling a condom down his shaft with the help of her mouth.
 
   Caitlyn now gripped his shaft tightly, and parted Sofia's pert buttocks with one hand, while manhandling her fiancé with the other, to stroke the tip of his cock around the other girl's hairless pussy, then slip it in between her tender folds.
 
   Sofia uttered a little gasp as she felt him enter her, and now she pushed back and downwards, filling herself entirely with his length.
 
   He couldn't see her face, but Caitlyn was watching closely now as Sofia shuffled her hips to begin fucking him, and as she began to accelerate, he felt one of Caitlyn's hands holding the base of his cock.
 
   "How does it feel?" Leo looked up now, to find his fiancée leaning over his face, smiling.
 
   "Oh, so good..." he said. “Are we safe?” 
 
   "Nobody can see. You like her sweet little pussy?" she asked him, and he could see that she was holding Sofia's bikini bottoms.
 
   "Oh yes..." he said, and Sofia smiled down at him.
 
   "She's been waiting for this all morning," said Caitlyn, and now leaned over his upper chest, stroking Sofia's abandoned swimsuit over his skin, up his neck and across his mouth and nose.
 
   Leo felt the dampness in the fabric, and inhaled a long, deep lungful of air laced with the French girl's very personal scent.
 
   It seemed to fascinate Caitlyn to watch Sofia with her fiancé, riding him like a pony, accompanied by the wet sounds of her bouncing up and down on his stiffness. Yet, inevitably, she could not simply step back and observe for long. 
 
   "My turn!"
 
   Caitlyn seemed to tag the French girl as though they were a wrestling team in the ring, and then they switched, Caitlyn letting out a guttural moan as she slipped her bikini bottoms aside and sank down on her fiancé, before remembering that they all needed to keep quiet as much as possible.
 
   "You like having the two of us at once?" Caitlyn smiled as she started up a rhythm on Leo, and Sofia moved to between Leo's legs to hold his cock in place as the other girl writhed on his shaft.
 
   "It's intense," he said. "I'm not sure I'll be able to keep up with both of you."
 
   Perhaps taking inspiration from Leo still holding her swimsuit up to his face, after a while the French girl clambered up to present herself to his mouth, to replace the tiny scrap of cloth with her live and soaking pussy. 
 
   As Caitlyn continued to fuck him, Sofia was facing her, watching, and she now started gyrating her hips to graze her sensitive folds over the other girl's fiancé. 
 
   Leo couldn't see what was happening, but it was hot to know that the girls were facing each other, spectators as well as participants. He was loving having Sofia use his face again, his senses saturated by her. He hungrily feasted on her abundant juices, adoring her tangy flavor and her musky scent as blended with the coconut of the sun block - it was such a thrill.
 
   The last thing he heard before Sofia tightened her thighs against his ears to block out the sound was his own fiancée saying to her: "I want to see you come on his face."
 
   Leo lost track of what Caitlyn was doing on his cock as he now felt the pressure to keep up with Sofia's accelerating motion on his face, wedging his face and nose as far in between her thighs and buttocks as he could, his tongue full out to delve and flick inside her hot pussy.
 
   When she came, he felt it rather than saw it - the girl trembling up there on top of him, her pussy quivering against his lips. After a few moments, she leaned back reveal all to his fiancée, and Leo felt her warm fluid flooding over his mouth and chin. 
 
   Somehow, Leo held it together, though he had to hold Caitlyn firmly by the hips and slow her motion in order to avoid losing himself inside her.
 
   Caitlyn was quick to see what he was doing, and now lifted off him, offering him a breather. Sofia also demounted, allowing Leo to sit up. While Sofia reached over to a picnic basket to retrieve a bottle of orange juice, his fiancée now moved up beside him to kiss his lips, her own lips parting to allow her tongue to slip inside his mouth.
 
   "You really make her wet," Caitlyn breathed as they parted for a few moments. "I can taste her on you."
 
   The pretty brunette smiled to see his cock twitch at that, and then she leaned in for another kiss, sucking on his lips, licking the traces of Sofia's moisture from around his mouth and chin.
 
   "You like it?" he asked.
 
   "Never thought I would..." she said, "But I guess... it's... kind of dirty..."
 
   Sofia smiled, and now offered Leo the bottle of orange juice, which he gratefully accepted.
 
   Then Caitlyn was lying down on the beach towel beside Leo, opening her legs for him with no attempt to be subtle. Sitting beside her, the French girl watched him kneel up, take his fiancée’s knees in his hands and slide his hardness into her pussy.
 
   "How does it feel?" Sofia asked her.
 
   "Oh it feels so good!" Caitlyn said brightly, Leo beginning to stir his cock inside her once more.
 
   He was now craning his neck up to peer out over the top of the windbreaker, to check that their activity was unnoticed. There didn’t appear to be anyone in the immediate vicinity of their beach camp, and the handful of people who might have been in earshot with the right wind direction did not appear to be looking their way.
 
   Attention returning to the immediate penetration at hand, Leo found that Sofia was now lifting a leg over Caitlyn’s stomach to straddle her, even while Leo was still inside her. He heard his fiancée catch her breath as the pretty blonde smiled down on her and placed her hands delicately on her breasts, coaxing them gently as Leo rocked the two of them with his thrusts into the bronze-haired girl.
 
   "Is this okay?" Leo heard Sofia asking Caitlyn quietly.
 
   Caitlyn smiled sweetly, placing a hand up onto Sofia's tanned behind. "Oh, I love it. You're so beautiful, Sofia. So soft."
 
   Sofia touched her cheek, then trailed her sensual hand down over Caitlyn's neck and chest, back to her breast before gently kneading her pale flesh like dough, her palms grazing the American girl’s little hardened buds.
 
   "You know," Sofia said now, "when we went back to your villa together, he didn't fuck me?"
 
   "He didn't?" Caitlyn looked confused. 
 
   Leo sighed with a touch of exasperation, although after what had happened the previous night and already that morning, he wasn't so worried about his fiancée getting upset or angry at him for refusing to go all the way with Sofia the night before.
 
   Sofia gave him a mischievous glance back over her shoulder, and then said: "He teased me all night by letting me touch him and suck his beautiful cock, but he didn't let me fuck him once. Not until last night when you were there."
 
   Caitlyn said: "Why ever not?" And now she was reaching up to touch Sofia's breasts, exploring the French girl's cleavage with a look of wonderment on her face.
 
   "He was worried you might change your mind - even after he knew you were letting Marco take you all the way," said Sofia, arching her back to encourage Caitlyn's exploration of her chest.
 
   "Oh, he's always overly concerned about me," Caitlyn said, but gave Leo a genuine look of pure love, recognizing and appreciating his care for her. Then she added: "Well, I think it's about time he made up for it." 
 
   Sofia looked back over her shoulder again and grinned at Leo.
 
   "Well go on then, sweetie," his fiancée said, "she's right there in front of you. You have some making up to do."
 
   Leo pulled out of Caitlyn, and Sofia pushed back a little, pressing herself between the pale girl's thighs, allowing him to slide inside her instead. He held the French girl's hips as he rocked her back and forth to match the motion of his own thrusting into her.
 
   Lying under her, Caitlyn was gazing into the blonde girl's eyes as she was pounded from behind, focusing her hands on the French girl's smooth chest and her stiff little nipples.
 
   With Sofia worked up to a good extent, Leo slid out, and returned his cock to his fiancée's pussy. Alternating between them, Leo was able to use the intervening pauses to good effect to moderate himself and hold off his own climax for longer, even while continuing to drive both of the girls further towards their own peaks.
 
   The two girls seemed to enjoy sharing him, but also seemed to enjoy the contact between themselves, the luxurious friction of smooth skin as their bodies glided over one another as one or other of them were rocked by Leo's penetration, and the exploration of their hands over each other's bodies and their breasts.
 
   Sofia was gently resting her breasts against Caitlyn's, lying down on her to nuzzle into her neck and cheek, breathing in her scent, caressing her soft skin with her lips. 
 
   She edged closer to Caitlyn's mouth, as though seeing what she could get away with, but then it was the American girl who surprised her by starting to kiss her back, taking her bottom lip in hers and sucking gently on the French girl's face.
 
   Leo was quite taken aback at this, and had to lean a little to see, but he thought he'd never seen anything so beautiful as when these two girls broke briefly apart, their eyes opening so that they could gaze at one another passing a look of pure desire between them, before Sofia dipped back down, her tongue slipping out to lick Caitlyn's lips before delving inside them.
 
   The two girls played with each other for a while, leaving Leo almost like an outsider, though he had his pick of which pussy to slide into at any one time.
 
   Then Caitlyn's moans began to get quite insistent, even though she was doing her best to stifle them, and Leo saw he needed to focus his attention on her. Sofia now rose to lean back and kiss his mouth as her hips writhed in time with his, so that she was rubbing her pussy against Caitlyn's belly as the orgasm tore through the American girl's frame.
 
   Doing her best to keep quiet, Caitlyn sounded as though she were in real pain as her body trembled underneath both her fiancé and their new friend. 
 
   Leo slipped back inside Sofia, and the French girl now shook her hips as though performing some kind of belly dance. Caitlyn's hands were on her waist, appearing to help the blonde in fucking her fiancé.
 
   "Come inside her, sweetie," she pleaded in a whisper, and Leo was not going to hold back now. He exploded inside the French girl's sweet little pussy, even as a climax rocked through the petite girl's body.
 
   As a wave of energy seemed to sweep through all three of them, Caitlyn seemed to be reacting as well, with Leo wondering if it was because he and Sofia were pushing down on her as their big moment arrived.
 
   Looking up at them in near astonishment, Caitlyn said breathlessly to Sofia: "I can feel you coming."  
 
   As Leo withdrew, pulling back to remove his sheath, the girls were kissing again, tenderly, Caitlyn holding Sofia at the waist, Sofia gently fondling Caitlyn's breasts, then holding her neck and caressing her cheek with a thumb as she sucked on her lips.
 
   Caitlyn's blush was full on - she really was on fire, Leo thought, but he was also beginning to wonder how he was going to keep that fire ablaze when all this was over, and they were back home in New York.
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Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   The train to Venice was not ideal, but then with the girls booking last minute they'd known they were not going to get exactly what they wanted.
 
   Leo now lay with Sofia on one of the bottom bunks of a cabin that hosted four single berths, listening to the sound of his fiancée being royally screwed by their Spanish friend, which seemed to echo the constant rhythm of the train as it pushed on through the Italian countryside.
 
   Despite the cramped space, the snug little place was clean and perfectly pleasant. And it was hardly a bad thing to be crushed up against such a beautiful blonde, particularly one naked other than a little pair of scarlet satin panties.
 
   The ideal would have been a bed big enough for four, of course, a situation the train company could hardly have anticipated for its customers. For the journey back, Sofia and Caitlyn had managed to book two sleeper cabins that offered larger double beds, but they hadn't had quite the choice for the journey to Venice.
 
   Leo was enjoying being there with Sofia, lying beside her as she continued to sip her wine. He was leisurely caressing her bare skin, talking, licking her supple breasts and her stiff little buds.
 
   Their bunk was given privacy by a curtain that had been put in place by the train steward as he had set up the beds while they'd been having dinner in the dining cart. On returning, none of them had been able to find how to draw the curtains back or tie them up - there was no option but to have the situation as the train company had intended: separate bunks, all given visual privacy from each other. No audible privacy, however.
 
   So now as Leo and Sofia were taking things very slowly, they lay there in the bunk listening to Marco and Caitlyn just a few feet away, making out like wild beasts. The Spaniard was really going for it with Leo's fiancée, and Leo supposed he should have expected it.
 
   "Do you want to?" Leo flicked his head towards all the racket, asking Sofia if she wanted to follow suit, though knowing they could be heard if the other couple happened to quieten themselves for a moment.
 
   "No," she shook her head, smiling. "I like it like this."
 
   Leo's fingers trailed down to the French girl's thighs, and slipped between them to find the intense heat emanating through the soft satin of her underwear.
 
   "I thought we were supposed to be taking things easy so we'd have energy to tour Venice in the morning," he said.
 
   "Marco does not take things easy when it comes to sex," Sofia giggled. "He is like the on-off switch, you know?"
 
   Leo grinned. "Caitlyn seems to be enjoying it."
 
   His fiancée was yelping like an animal in distress right now, which gave Leo that strange flutter within his stomach again, that innate reaction to knowledge another man was fucking her, which he could do little about despite his conscious mind accepting the situation was okay, was no threat to their relationship.
 
   They could not see what Marco and Caitlyn were doing, but could hear flesh sliding against flesh, and the air in that close little cabin was thick with the earthy scent of sex.
 
   Leo kissed Sofia, tasting the wine on her lips and tongue.
 
   "They'll be asleep soon, I'm sure," the French girl whispered, "then they'll have time to recover before the morning."
 
   Leo nodded, and kissed his way down her velvet neck, enjoying the waft of her perfume as his fingers slipped under the thin red satin of her panties to snake over her soft mound.
 
   "He likes sleeping," Leo said, making them both chuckle.
 
   Sofia lifted her hips off the bed, and now slipped her underwear off down her thighs, Leo helping her remove them. He found himself catching his breath at the exquisite sight of her bare pussy, a shiver of excitement passing through his whole body now at the thought he was about to explore it.
 
   The French girl pushed herself up to the end of the bed, setting Leo between her legs now so that it was clear what she wanted.
 
   As he looked up at her, she gave him a impish grin, shrugging at the unsaid suggestion that she was being presumptive. Leo smiled broadly, and now held up her panties to his face, breathing in the scent of her arousal from the thin satin, to flaunt his craving for what she was offering. That made Sofia laugh, and her laugh sent another shiver of delight through him, all the way down to tingle in his erect cock.
 
   Now as he dropped Sofia's panties, Leo found the French girl parting her oh-so-pink pussy lips with two fingers, while her other hand tipped a little of the rosé wine she'd been drinking down over her mound and into her glistening folds.
 
   Leo let out a moan at the prospect of tasting her as flavored by the grape, and now dipped down to catch a dribble of the liquid as it spilled over, threatening to find its way onto the white sheet beneath her.
 
   The slight saltiness of her skin blended with the wine to make him feel as though he were partaking of a luxurious appetizer prior to a world class gourmet meal. His tongue tracked up over her outer lips and down into the cool vale of her pussy, chilled by the wine that now adorned her. He tasted her juices along with the rosé - strong, yet so well balanced against the sharp tartness of the wine. The perfect accompaniment. 
 
   Now it was the French girl's turn to let out a low, long moan as Leo gave in to the powerful appetite within him, feasting on her pussy like a man bewitched.
 
   He looked up to smile at her, even as he continued to lap at her juices, and she now carefully tipped the wine glass again, showering her crotch with perhaps a little more of the grape than she'd intended, making herself giggle.
 
   Leo just smiled, and moved up to defend the purity of the bedsheets from the wine trickling down Sofia's golden skin, before she tried a second refill of her pussy to greater success, leaving her glass empty.
 
   "I do make a mess," Sofia giggled.
 
   "Nothing I can't handle," said Leo.
 
   Marco was now pounding Caitlyn in the bunk next to them - they could hear his flesh colliding with hers at every thrust - and along with the Spaniard's walrus grunts, this sent both Leo and Sofia into fresh bouts of laughter.
 
   Leo could even feel the trembling from Sofia's laughter in her pussy as he supped at her copious moisture, but as be enveloped her clit in his hot mouth, it wasn't long before she was trembling again from an entirely different cause, this time not laughing but gasping for breath, her hands clenched into the mattress either side of her body as if to keep herself grounded.
 
   When she finally opened her eyes to look down into Leo's, trying to communicate a little of the overwhelming contentment she felt, they both realized that things had fallen silent in the next door bunk.
 
   Leo raised a curious eyebrow. Sofia shook her head, though that only made Leo wonder what question she'd thought him to be asking by his expression, and only made him crease up again, which prompted sniggering from Sofia.
 
   They stopped each other, fearing the others would hear them, and be offended.
 
   Then they heard Marco snoring - the full timber mill - and that just made them laugh all over again.
 
   The curtain eased back, and there was Caitlyn.
 
   "Hey," she whispered, forehead crinkled in bemusement. "What are you guys cackling about?"
 
   Sofia smiled, "Marco snores like a rhinoceros, no?"
 
   "I guess I'm going to have to go up on my own bunk if I want to get some sleep," she nodded, then added: "But you guys have been giggling like schoolgirls all night."
 
   "Sofia spilled some wine," Leo said.
 
   "In my pussy," the French girl added, giggling merrily, and apparently not shy about showing Caitlyn.
 
   "I see you're all cleaned up now," Caitlyn said, apparently not shy about looking. Highly curious, in fact, Leo would have said.
 
   There was a moment where his fiancée just looked, and Leo so wanted to know what she was thinking. Then she caught herself, and blushed furiously.
 
   "I... should try to get some sleep..." she said, and the hint of disappointment in her voice made Leo's heart sink. 
 
   Sofia glanced at Leo, and he suspected she had noticed Caitlyn's pause, or the slight sense of regret in her voice. She said, "Are you okay Caitlyn?"
 
   Caitlyn smiled, now appearing to worry she'd intruded on their time together. "Oh fine, fine," she insisted.
 
   "Everything okay with Marco?" Leo asked. 
 
   "Yes, yes, of course," his fiancée said. "I mean, you heard, right?"
 
   "It sounded like fun," Sofia beamed. Then she added: "But you're going to find it difficult sleeping now."
 
   The French girl flicked her head and eyes towards the human chainsaw in the next bunk, and Caitlyn smiled, nodded in agreement. 
 
   "I guess I'm just excited to see Venice," she said. "Only now I'm worried if I don't sleep I won't really get to enjoy our trip so much."
 
   Sofia sat up now, and said: "I know, why don't the three of us go get a... what do you call it... a nightcap?"
 
   "Oh no, no," Caitlyn said.
 
   "That sounds like an excellent idea," Leo grinned. "Then you'll sleep like a baby."
 
   "No, but you guys are having fun..."
 
   "And we'll continue to have fun with you," he insisted, and the little lights in his fiancée's eyes made him feel wonderful again.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   All three of them threw on clothes - little more than t-shirts and sweatpants - and quietly slipped out of the cabin to leave Marco completely unawares, happily snoring away without even a twitch at what was going on.
 
   There was a slight thrill as they wound their way down the narrow corridors of the sleeping cars back through to the dining car. The train was thundering on through the night, the Italian countryside streaming on by outside the windows though the could not see a thing in the darkness. 
 
   The dining car was mostly empty, just a couple and an older man sitting by the bar, and another couple sitting at a table at the other end of the carriage. It wasn't exactly the Orient Express in terms of luxury, but the tidy blue curtains and basic white tablecloths made it smart enough, while the mock-candles shed a cozy light on each table.
 
   "We're going to need something stronger, if we're wanting to help with the sleep," Sofia said as they took a table in the middle of the carriage, the barman-come-waiter heading over to take their order.
 
   "Good idea," said Leo, sitting opposite the two girls.
 
   "I'm going to have a brandy," Caitlyn said. "That should knock me out. But you two don't need to - I mean, you two haven't..."
 
   "Haven't what?" Leo asked in a hushed voice.
 
   "I interrupted you guys before you... you know..." she said, and the waiter cut her off with his request for their order.
 
   Sofia ordered brandy all round, and as the waiter headed back to the bar to fetch them, Caitlyn told Leo he ought not to overdo it on the drinking.
 
   "Because I'm pregnant?" he said with a suggestive grin.
 
   Caitlyn rolled her eyes. "Because you haven't completed the deal with our friend yet," she said.
 
   "How do you define 'completing the deal'?" Sofia laughed. "Because he completed my deal before you interrupted us. It's me who still needs to complete his deal..."
 
   Caitlyn flashed her eyes at her fiancé, which he interpreted as pride. "He's getting good at that," she said. "I'm only regretful I didn't really let him do that with me before we came on this vacation."
 
   "The important thing is you've learned your lesson," said the French girl as the waiter returned with a small tray of drinks. 
 
   They all looked on as the ambivalent steward presented them with three bowl glasses in which were contained measures of the amber liqueur.
 
   "Mmm... that will do the trick," said Caitlyn as they all sipped the fiery alcohol.
 
   The brandy did indeed hit the spot, and as they discussed their hopes and plans for their tour around Venice, with the Americans grilling Sofia for where they should go and what they would see, since she was a previous visitor to the city. 
 
   Their glasses were quietly refilled with the conversation slipping into an easy flow, adding to the affect of their earlier wine to lead them a little way further into the slurring merriment that might be rightfully termed 'tipsy'.
 
   It was getting late, but Leo and Sofia weren't in much of a rush. Only Caitlyn seemed to be looking at her watch periodically, wondering if she wasn't keeping them up unduly.
 
   "You guys should get back to it," she said as the waiter ambled over to their table to check if they needed a fresh round. "I can keep myself company for a last one."
 
   "We're okay," Sofia said, stroking Caitlyn's arm gently as if to reassure her. "We'll go back when you're ready."
 
   "I feel bad keeping you up. You'd both be asleep by now after the most wonderful slow screw."
 
   "There's still plenty of time for that," Sofia smiled.
 
   "Isn't my Leo wonderful in bed?" Caitlyn slurred, and now nudged affectionately into the girl beside her.
 
   "Wonderful," Sofia said, making Leo's ears burn. "You are a very lucky girl."
 
   "Aren't I? So however did you manage to keep from fucking him that first night?" 
 
   Leo looked around, a little afraid others might hear. No one seemed to have noticed, which might have been explained by the fact that from what he could hear, the other members of this late-night assemblage in the dining car were French speakers.
 
   "It was difficult," Sofia said, "but you know, your fiancé made me come so many times in other ways, I was able to cope."
 
   Caitlyn smiled, and now she was caressing Sofia's arm, saying softly: "I wish I could have seen. You're so beautiful, Sofia. To see him make you come..."
 
   "Come back with us now, then."
 
   "You wouldn't want me getting in the way."
 
   "We would love you to get in the way."
 
   "I don't know if we'd all fit on your bunk."
 
   "We'd just have to lie close. You can watch him make me come."
 
   "I'd really love that."
 
   "You could make me come if you liked."
 
   They all heard the little gasp from Caitlyn, but it wasn't out of revulsion or horror at Sofia's suggestion. Leo himself nearly sprayed out his final sip of brandy at the suggestion from Sofia, though he loved the idea.
 
   He felt himself sobering up now, even with all the brandy in his system. His fiancée was flushed a profuse scarlet, and turned to him, almost startled to recall that he had been sitting at the table with them all along, and that now she'd been caught out in an indiscretion. 
 
   "You want to come back with us, sweetheart?" he asked, acting calm like it was just an offer to join them for dinner as he tried to reassure her that what Sofia suggested was not completely insane.
 
   "It's just... I've never been with..."
 
   The French girl stroked her cheek, and tucked a stray strand of her hair around her ears, saying very softly, "It would just be us - Leo and me. No pressure at all."
 
   "I guess."
 
   "You could just be with us, like before at the hotel. Nothing else need happen."
 
   Caitlyn took a deep breath, and another glance around to see that no one was watching, as though any witnesses might somehow threaten her reputation. She said: "Let's go."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo excused himself to the bathroom as they returned from the dining car, but in the little communal toilet at the end of their sleeper car he found it difficult to concentrate on relieving his bladder with the thought of what was to come.
 
   Caitlyn was really outdoing herself - he was still finding himself continually impressed at how she was challenging her boundaries. It now excited him to think of her being with Sofia, of course: he could think of nothing more beautiful. 
 
   It also made him nervous, of course, with that standard sense of personal inadequacy he still recognized in himself from when his fiancée was with Marco, despite his overriding knowledge that Caitlyn wanted him more than anyone, and was intending to marry him as soon as they were able.
 
   This time, there was that ridiculous but vaguely possible notion within him that in experimenting with Sofia, his fiancée could somehow be 'converted' in such a way as to threaten their marriage on sexuality grounds. 
 
   He laughed at himself as his bladder finally began to drain - whether or not Caitlyn found Sofia as sexually enticing as he did, that was not going to change his fiancée's enjoyment of men, as proven by himself and Marco in recent days.
 
   Returning to their room, his cock already at half mast at the prospect of what might happen, Leo eased back the door to find that Marco was still snoring away. How did Sofia ever get any sleep?
 
   He ducked his head in between the two hanging curtains obscuring the other bunk, to see Sofia sitting up between Caitlyn's legs, having clearly been lying on her, perhaps resuming the kiss they'd enjoyed that morning on the beach as Leo had fucked the French girl in his fiancée's company.
 
   "Hey," Sofia was beaming, wearing only her little red satin panties and matching bra, while Caitlyn now wore only a pink thong and her pink t-shirt.
 
   "Hey," Leo whispered, and there were smiles all round, with Caitlyn appearing not the least bit wary of being with the French girl. "Room for another one?"
 
   "Yes, but you'd better take your clothes off out there," his fiancée replied. 
 
   "Okay, don't go anywhere," he joked, and in the moment before he allowed the curtain to fall back down, he saw Caitlyn pull Sofia back down for another smooch.
 
   Leo removed his sweatpants and t-shirt, having to be surprisingly cautious in the narrow space between the bunks to avoid in any way disturbing Marco. Then as he climbed into the end of the bunk, he found the girls had switched positions, with Sofia now underneath as they parted again. 
 
   "How's it going?" he whispered, scooching up to sit beside his fiancée in the close confines of the bunk. 
 
   "Good," Caitlyn grinned, sitting up to kiss him, her hands rising to touch his face, before one arm snaked around his head to pull him in for a passionate embrace.
 
   Leo breathed in his fiancée's new perfume as he sucked on her lips and his tongue tangled with hers, his own hands now sweeping over the smooth skin of her back, her butt, and one of her thighs.
 
   It was only brief, and then he was reaching over to kiss Sofia, tasting that same brandy sweetness on the French girl's lips and tongue as was lacing his fiancée's mouth, loving the difference in her perfume - sweet, warm compared to Caitlyn's fresh, citrus new scent.
 
   "You left your underwear on?" Sofia said, hauling herself up now to usher Leo back, to lie down in what little space he could find.
 
   "Well you did as well." 
 
   Caitlyn gave him some space to stretch out on his back, then as Sofia reached for his boxer shorts, his fiancée came in for another passionate kiss, her bronze-colored hair falling over his face as she pressed her mouth to his, her hands either side of his head on the mattress to support herself.
 
   Having dispensed with his underwear, Sofia was now slipping her own panties down her thighs, and then as Leo continued to kiss his fiancée, the beautiful blonde was slipping Caitlyn's panties off over her behind. 
 
   Then, the French girl giggled quietly, and removing her bra, used it almost as some kind of lasso to rope Caitlyn in, away from Leo, so she could kiss his fiancée herself.
 
   Leo grinned, and began to kiss his way around the smooth golden skin of Sofia's exquisite body as the two girls knelt up as much as the low bunk could allow, their hands sprawling all over each other as they locked lips. 
 
   There was so much silky hair between them, Sofia's angelic blonde, Caitlyn's devilish bronze locks, but it all just leant a flowing gracefulness to their pairing, Leo felt like just sitting back and admiring them simply as a human art form.
 
   Sofia now pulled Caitlyn's t-shirt off, to leave the three of them without a stitch between them, and both girls resumed kissing, Leo noticing just how stiff their nipples were as they gently brushed bodies against each other, Sofia's hands holding Caitlyn's face as they kissed so tenderly, Caitlyn's hands dropping to the French girl's hips, before seeking out the other girl's breasts.
 
   "You're so beautiful," Caitlyn said breathlessly in one brief pause between them. "So soft, I can't believe it."
 
   "You like being with me? Like this?"
 
   "It's incredible. Absolutely incredible."
 
   It seemed an age where Leo was just happy to be a spectator, observing the two of them exploring each others' curves, appreciating the sensual nature of their touching, adoring the sounds of their exhilarated breathing and taking real satisfaction in the pure delight imprinted in their faces.
 
   They did not go too far - quite clearly Sofia was taking things very slowly with Caitlyn so as not to frighten her, while the brunette was happy just to experience real unrestricted contact with Sofia in a very calm and sensual way, her kisses lingering on the French girl's lips, her hands focussing on her sweet breasts and hardened buds.
 
   Then at last, as though communicating through some kind of psychic connection, the two girls parted, and turned to Leo as though worried they were shutting him out, smiling and laughing with a touch of self-conciousness about their being together. 
 
   In the close confines of that tiny single bunk, changing position meant a lot of skin-on-skin contact, which only seemed to heighten the experience of it all. The girls split up to focus a little attention on Leo, with Sofia now kneeling by his head, then sliding closer to allow him to kiss over her stomach and upper thighs, while Caitlyn moved between his legs.
 
   Sofia's soprano laugh rang out as Leo kissed his way around one of her thighs, tipping her over and ushering her further up to the end of the bunk so that he could brush his face over her pert behind. 
 
   A little louder than she'd meant, the noise caused the three of them to suddenly freeze, fearful that it had awoken Marco.
 
   A heartbeat later, and the rattling roar of the Spaniard's snoring continued, prompting smiles all round. But the pause made Leo wonder if what they were doing might be somehow against protocol - it felt almost as though they were creeping around behind Marco's back, although ostensibly they were merely allowing the guy to sleep.
 
   Sofia now lay on her side, almost in a fetal position, though a little crushed up against the end wall of the bunk, giving Leo an unusual angle from which to find her pussy with his mouth. 
 
   She was already fragrant with arousal as he French-kissed her soft pink snatch, his tongue delving into her tender folds to seek out her juices. 
 
   Caitlyn was now kissing her way around his belly, and seemed to be keeping an eye on what he was doing with Sofia. The French girl now moved her leg over so that as Leo continued to caress her pussy with his tongue, his head was now between her thighs, and Sofia could now look down at him more easily - and at Caitlyn.
 
   But the brunette was now distracted by her fiancé's hard cock, which she grabbed a hold of, slipping the end inside her mouth to make Leo moan long and deep. As a direct consequence of the vibrations of his voice on her sensitive pussy, Sofia moaned as well, in a curious chain of response.
 
   Caitlyn wasn't distracted for long, however, with the lure of new experiences proving more enticing, not to mention Sofia's seductive looks down at Caitlyn as she sucked Leo's cock and he feasted on the French girl's pussy.
 
   Drawn in, Caitlyn slithered up her fiancé's body, and he had sufficient awareness to make way for her now, so that she could crawl up between Sofia's open thighs, the French girl sitting up to reach for a kiss, locking her arm around Caitlyn's neck as they connected with the urgent passion of new lovers.
 
   Leo was loving seeing them together, and that blush lighting up his fiancée's face again as she constantly shocked herself by stepping over more and more boundaries away from her conservative roots. 
 
   He was now caressing his fiancée, skirting his hands all over her body while dotting her back and behind with kisses, encouraging her as she now kissed her way down the French girl's neck, doing her best to keep her long dark hair out of the way as she reached Sofia's breasts.
 
   Caitlyn seemed to be enjoying herself, judging by all the smiles that were directed Sofia's way as she took time to explore the softness of the French girl's skin with her lips, and experiment with her tongue and mouth on her breasts and nipples.
 
   It warmed Leo inside, but he felt like something of an outsider, and turned away to focus his kisses and his caresses around the back of Caitlyn's thighs, to her behind and that delectable pussy that was currently going untended.
 
   As his fiancée ventured a little further down towards Sofia's belly, perhaps getting used to her first contact with a girl in this way, and perhaps the growing scent of Sofia's arousal drifting up from between her thighs, Leo found that his fiancée was most certainly turned on by all of this. Her pussy was as wet as he'd ever seen it, proving ample temptation for his own tongue.
 
   She had a different flavor to the French girl, which was so subtle he'd not really noticed it before, and perhaps was hard to distinguish without such a direct and immediate comparison.
 
   Now it was Caitlyn's turn to revolve in that tight little space, and Leo wondered if this meant her experiment with Sofia's pussy had not been successful, or whether his own tongue on his fiancée's wetness had proven too much of a diversion for Caitlyn.
 
   But she looked down at him with a huge grin, which said to Leo that she had been having a great time with Sofia.
 
   "You feeling left out?" she said quietly, kneeling by his head now as Sofia also looked on in apparent concern.
 
   "Not at all," he whispered in reply, though he wasn't displeased that Sofia now ducked down to take his cock inside her mouth, using her hands to aid her lips and tongue in coaxing him back up to full hardness.
 
   Back at full hardness, the two girls laughed with each other, then ambushed him with their legs swinging over him in one synchronized movement, Sofia straddling his lap, Caitlyn straddling his face.
 
   As his fiancée's pussy eased into place over his mouth, he felt Sofia manhandle him into place, and suddenly his cock was enveloped by an irresistible heat as she took him deep inside her. 
 
   Could it get better than this? His glowing fiancée grinding her sweet snatch into his face while the beautiful French girl rode on his hard shaft, both girls seeming to mirror the circular, sensual motion of their hips on either end of his body. He could hear them giggling again, and then trying to quieten each other so as not to wake the sleeping bear in the other bed. 
 
   Then he heard kissing, and the angle at which Caitlyn was sitting on his face strongly suggested the two girls were exploring each other's kiss once again. 
 
   It didn't stay that way - her angle kept changing on him, and he could see that Caitlyn was periodically ducking down to venture around Sofia's chest, fully appreciating the French girl's supple breasts and her flat stomach, loving the sensation of brushing her face against her velvet skin even as she continued rocking back and forth on Leo's cock. 
 
   Then Sofia's angle would change, as she leaned forward to explore Caitlyn's body, and Caitlyn would lean back on her fiancé's face to cover him and block out the light. 
 
   It was as if the two girls were teenagers at the end of a first or second date, tentatively going to first and second base with each other - except that while they were nervously trying these new things between each other, they were also sitting on a naked guy, one grinding her pussy on his face, the other riding his erection.
 
   Beneath them, Leo was just trying his best to hold on, his hardness squeezed by Sofia's irresistible tightness, while most of his senses were saturated by his fiancée's magnificent wetness.
 
   It was Sofia, eventually, who broke off, giving Leo a much needed break to prevent him from exploding everywhere.
 
   "I'll be back in a moment," she said, slipping out to find a bathrobe so she could depart to the bathroom.
 
   "Don't be long," Caitlyn said, pushing her head out through the curtains for a last-minute kiss before Sofia departed.
 
   Leo heard the door close behind the French girl before Caitlyn dismounted from his face.
 
   "How are you doing?" he asked her as she turned, then planted a huge kiss on his mouth, no doubt tasting herself on his lips.
 
   "Isn't it amazing?" she asked in a whisper, then lowered her voice even further to add: "It's even more sexy than being with Marco. I can't really explain it."
 
   "Good," he smiled warmly. "It's pretty hot from where I am, too."
 
   She grinned and chuckled excitedly, licking his face now before kissing his mouth once again. "Leo?"
 
   "Yes?"
 
   "I think I'm ready."
 
   "Ready?"
 
   "To try it with her."
 
   "Oh." Leo's heart seemed to pick up its pace quite considerably.
 
   "I almost was before, but then I just... I guess I was afraid..." 
 
   "You don't have to be afraid," Leo said. 
 
   "No," she beamed, and now she was lying on her front, pushing up her shapely derriere for him, even wiggling it to make clear what she wanted.
 
   Leo did not need to be asked twice. He moved into place between her legs, down on one knee, lining himself up in front of her pussy, which he had been underneath so recently.
 
   Caitlyn groaned long and low as he slid very slowly inside her. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   They heard the latch click as the door opened to admit Sofia once again, and then the beautiful blonde was slipping in through the curtain, delighted to find Leo stirring his hardness slowly into Caitlyn from behind, as she took up a position lying directly alongside the American girl.
 
   The two girls kissed again sensually, making Leo wonder just how they managed to be so soft and graceful together, making his own attempts with either of them seem so amateurish and even brutish by comparison.
 
   Pumping slowly within his fiancée's pussy, so as to keep his own stamina going, Leo watched his fiancée now kiss her way down Sofia's neck once again, and over her breasts, and he wondered if she was going to be bold enough to continue on this time, to fully satiate her curiosity.
 
   Sofia stroked her hair, and moaned deliciously as Caitlyn licked her breasts and sucked her stiff nipples. 
 
   But then she was continuing on down, kissing around the blonde's toned stomach, and Leo was carefully edging backwards himself to give her room.
 
   Very slowly, with no pressure on her to rush, Caitlyn kissed her way over Sofia's mound, breathing deeply as she ventured closer and closer to the heart of the French girl's arousal. She was inhaling Sofia's strong musky scent, growing acclimatized to the environment between her thighs, and did not appear put off by the strangeness of it all.
 
   Leo slowed his own thrusting to almost a complete halt, holding Caitlyn's hips firmly to try to limit the motion of her body as he simply stirred within her, so that he did not disturb the tender scene.
 
   From his angle, he couldn't see exactly what she was doing as she flicked her hair out of the way for the last time and took that final step over the edge. But Leo could read the response from Sofia's face, the eager encouragement in her eyes, the way her eyes closed and mouth opened to emit a deep sigh as Caitlyn's lips and tongue began their experiment with her slippery folds, soon joined by her fingers. 
 
   After a few moments, he saw Caitlyn look up at Sofia and lick her fingers, saying: "I could get used to this."
 
   "Oh, you make me feel so good," the French girl beamed back, "you are like an expert already."
 
   Caitlyn happily ducked back down, this time nuzzling into Sofia's pussy with greater abandon, no longer wary of the taste of a highly aroused female, and even wiggling her butt at Leo to get him to thrust into her again, moaning to spur him on as he forced himself back into her tight pussy again, each thrust shoving her face against Sofia's open flower.
 
   Sofia looked up at Leo with a big wide grin plastered over her face, celebrating their joint seduction of his fiancée, who now pushed down her butt so she was flat on the bed as he penetrated her, his thighs either side of hers to lock her legs together and tighten her flesh around his hardness. 
 
   Leo leaned forward and a little over to the right so he could get a better view of his fiancée feasting on the blonde. Caitlyn turned and flashed him a grin as he pressed his whole body down on her to continue fucking her pussy.
 
   "I finally understand why you like this," Caitlyn laughed. 
 
   "Good! And to think it only took the joint seduction of another girl."
 
   The other girl in question was finding it difficult to get enough oxygen into her petite frame, with Caitlyn's hands now sprawling all over her heaving breasts. 
 
   But before she could rise to what Leo suspected would prove a fairly earth-shattering climax, Caitlyn stopped, and encouraged the French girl up, while she herself managed to turn over while still underneath Leo, to stretch out on her back.
 
   Leo was quick to catch on to what she wanted, and sat up to allow her space to turn. Then once she was ready, he re-entered her, this time in the missionary position.
 
   Sofia now leaned over to kiss Caitlyn and double check she understood precisely what the American girl was after. 
 
   "Come on me," Leo heard his fiancée whisper to the French girl. "Come on my face."
 
   Sofia smiled, and as she knelt up, she briefly reached over to kiss Leo, and he could see the excitement light up her sapphire eyes at the prospect of coming via Caitlyn's mouth. Kissing his mouth so sweetly, she placed a hand on his shoulder and used him as support while she lifted her leg up and over his fiancée's head.
 
   Now Caitlyn gazed up in wonderment at Sofia's pretty pussy. Leo was sitting back to watch, even while he continued to stir his hard cock inside the brunette's pussy, as Sofia placed her hands on Caitlyn's breasts, and allowed the dark-haired girl to reach around her thighs to pull her gently down so the French girl's pussy touched against her lips.
 
   "Feels good?" Leo asked, rising up to kiss Sofia again as his fiancée began to explore her pussy beneath.
 
   "Very good," the French girl smiled, placing a hand delicately and affectionately on his neck as she responded to his kiss. She was kneeling over Caitlyn without applying pressure, without yet stirring her hips, leaving the American girl to take it all at her own pace. 
 
   Sofia tilted her head back and sighed at the sensations flooding through her body, and Leo could see how hard her nipples were.
 
   Then Caitlyn was pulling their new playmate down, encouraging her to apply more force, and Sofia began a very slow rocking movement, grazing her pussy over the other girl's mouth and nose, though still relatively gently compared to how she had been with Leo in such a position.
 
   Leo now thrust forward into his fiancée to match Sofia's motion, and found that his pounding into Caitlyn was enough to move her against Sofia's pussy. With Sofia now holding Leo's head, sucking passionately on his lips and tongue, the three of them moved together in an unbroken triangle. 
 
   It was almost too much for Leo, and after a while he slipped out of Caitlyn's pussy needing a breather. Sofia took advantage, dropping down to take his hard, glistening shaft in her hot mouth. He had to warn her to take it slow, making it clear with his glance that he was dangerously close to the edge.
 
   Sofia smiled up at him and withdrew his organ from her mouth, and instead of a vigorous sucking, merely took up a licking that Leo knew was effectively the French girl tasting his fiancée's wetness on his flesh.
 
   It didn't last long - the French girl felt herself veer over the edge, and could do little else but sit back, pressing against Caitlyn's eager mouth as the powerful intensity overcame her. 
 
   Leo squeezed his hard length back inside Caitlyn's pussy now, feeling himself close to the end, and placing his hands on his fiancée's mound to support his body as he pushed into her, grinding the heal of one hand against her clit. 
 
   When the end came, it started with Sofia, the French girl doing well to stifle a cry as her body rocked with shuddering release, her pussy flooding the girl beneath her with her characteristic yet nevertheless constantly surprising volume. 
 
   Lapping furiously, it seemed to Leo that knowing she had made the French girl come all over her face was enough to push Caitlyn over the edge herself, and she was trembling around her fiancé's hardness, leading him on to give in to the extraordinary energy flowing through him, his explosive climax coming as he pumped his thick fluid inside Caitlyn's quivering pussy.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   It was early morning when Leo awoke to the sensation of his cock being bathed in warm wetness, and the sound of animalistic sex nearby.
 
   "Hey, sleepyhead," Caitlyn's voice came from between his legs, and he looked down to see she had somehow wedged herself down the end of the bed to rouse him from slumber with her mouth.
 
   "How long you been awake?" he asked with a yawn, his cock now swelling as his fiancée licked and stroked it.
 
   "Not long," she said. "I think Marco was a little put out to wake up and find you had both us girls lying either side of you, so Sofia's..."
 
   Caitlyn flicked her head in the general direction of Marco's bunk, the source of the cacophony of grunting and groaning, and beamed up at him.
 
   "What time is it? We getting close to Venice?"
 
   "Six - we're due in at a little past seven, so we're not far now." 
 
   Caitlyn took a couple more gulps of Leo's cock, and then clambered up to straddle his hips, dipping his hardness into her already slippery pussy. 
 
   "You didn't feel like joining those guys?" he asked her with a grin, as he held her firm by the waist and glided fully inside her. Marco and Sofia were not letting up in the vocal expression of their lovemaking.
 
   The pretty brunette smiled, and said quietly into his ear: "I'd rather be able to walk properly when we're touring Venice."
 
   Leo wasn't going to object to her choices - it was a nice way to wake up, teased up to full hardness before being slowly and sensually fucked by his beloved.
 
   "Did you have a good time last night?" he asked his fiancée now, keeping his voice low, even though it would take unbridled shouting to be heard over the noise in the next bunk.
 
   Caitlyn's eyes lit up, and he noticed that sexy blush returning to her face. She said: "Oh, it was so amazing, Leo."
 
   "I'm glad you thought so," he beamed at her.
 
   "Was it wrong? My being with her?"
 
   "Of course not - what could be wrong about it?"
 
   "No - I mean, not the whole girls-being-with-girls thing. The fact she turned me on so much, when I'm... you know... marrying you."
 
   Leo's brow crinkled. He said: "Marco turns you on when you're sleeping with him, doesn't he? So what's the difference?"
 
   "I'm not marrying a girl."
 
   Leo was a little confused. "What are you saying?" he asked her as she now leaned back on his cock, her motion on him changing to a more overt bouncing movement. As he leaned up, he could see his flesh sinking and reappearing from her open pussy with each bounce.
 
   "I don't know," she said. "I guess it was just so different with Sofia. So good... but so different."
 
   "So what's the problem? You know I have no problem with you being with her."
 
   "I know. But when we're married..."
 
   Leo was still confused. He said: "It's not as though you don't find men sexually attractive any more, is it?"
 
   She leaned forward again, and kissed him passionately, her hips pumping his cock hard within her. "That's definitely not the issue," she said. "It's just... I'm not sure how to put it... when we're married, I know you'll cover all the bases in terms of men, but what if I decided I didn't want to close myself off to... you know... someone like Sofia?"
 
   Leo thought for a moment, then said: "I still don't see what you're worried about. We still need to talk about exactly how we want our marriage to be - especially after this vacation."
 
   "I guess so."
 
   "We both need to be open about what we both need," he added. "I mean this vacation's been fun, right? We might want fun vacations when we're married."
 
   "That would be nice."
 
   "I don't see a problem with a slightly more open situation than perhaps we might have planned before this trip."
 
   Caitlyn's smile stretched right across her face. She pushed him up and now turned over to present him with her rear end, which he needed no prompting to respond to, lining up his cock before thrusting into her. 
 
   Pushing her down into the sheets, he fucked her as hard as he was able, and the two of them were now rivaling Marco and Sofia's earlier vocal display, though the other couple now appeared to have concluded their coupling.
 
   "Oh Leo, fuck me, fuck me..." she was gasping as he slammed into her, and occasionally looking back at him to smile, perhaps appreciating his supportive stance on her new feelings for Sofia. Perhaps simply because his hard cock felt so good squeezed inside her wet pussy.
 
   Caitlyn now flattened her body down against the mattress, slipping her legs together and backwards under Leo even as he remained inside her. He did pop out, but saw what she was suggesting, locking her legs together now with his knees before prizing apart her buttocks to penetrate her again with his swollen manhood.
 
   He fucked her in a slower, somehow more forceful motion with her pussy tighter around him, and wasn't long before they were both reaching a highly satisfactory conclusion to their discussion.
 
   It was time to find the shower prior to their imminent arrival in the city of Venice. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   Venice was extraordinary. Oh sure, they'd seen it on TV and in magazines countless times, but that did not quite prepare them for the full reality.
 
   It was just so strange: beautiful, but strange. Stepping out of the railway station onto a wide piazza, they found the street in front of them full of water. It took some getting used to - much like the whole vacation had, Leo thought. A beautiful experience, and so different to the norm.
 
   They waited a little while on the piazza as Marco purchased travelcards for the vaporetto waterbus, and they were just gazing at the scene in front of them. The buildings were so old, painted in bright pastel pinks and peaches, yellows and whites under their warm terracotta roofs. 
 
   In front there was a pretty little domed church fronted by Greek columns, to their left a large white footbridge over the canal. 
 
   And instead of bus stops or taxi ranks - there were piers, with little boats chugging along the street.
 
   It was like some kind of movie set, and Leo had no doubt his impressions of this place were flavored by the sense of mystery and excitement from watching adventures like Indiana Jones.
 
   Leo had heard stories about the water in Venice not being very clean, but it had a pleasing blue color, reflecting the cloudless sky overhead, while the scent in the air was just the kind of thing you'd expect at the beach.
 
   Marco re-appeared with the same grin on his face as when Leo had first seen him - full of excitement for their day in this amazing city.
 
   "We should go straight to the Piazza San Marco first," he suggested, "and take a look around - then we can decide what we want to do."
 
   "Sounds good," Caitlyn said, just itching to get on one of those vaporettos, and Leo was just the same. To say they had been on a boat on the Grand Canal of Venice - that was something. Even if it was just the Venice equivalent of a public bus.
 
   Caitlyn linked her arm in Marco's and Sofia offered her arm to Leo, then they were heading over to the jetty for the start of their tour through Venice.
 
   The vaporetto was actually a pretty good way to see the city to start with. The Grand Canal was shaped like a reverse "S", with the station at the top, and the Piazza San Marco at the bottom. Taking the slow bus from stop to stop all the way down, they were able to see a lot of beautiful buildings and sights, including the Ponte Rialto, an ornate footbridge over the Grand Canal that Leo recognized from pictures.
 
   In fact, he felt like he recognized a lot of the city, thanks to all those movies and pictures. St Mark's Square - Piazza San Marco - was similarly recognizable, and though relatively full of tourists, still proved interesting wandering around, taking in the impressive St Mark's Basilica, Doge's Palace and the Campanile.
 
   During the morning, they toured around the square and then through to find the Ponte Rialto again, this time on foot, finding there were little shops lining the bridge itself. 
 
   But then they just started rambling, finding quiet tucked away streets off the beaten path and away from the main tourist hotspots. They even managed to discover a nice little restaurant where they could have lunch in a serene little walled courtyard - very civilized.
 
   Checking out the guidebooks over slices of pizza, Caitlyn decided she wanted to check out some of the glitzy stores they'd passed on the way from Piazza San Marco to the Ponte di Rialto, and then perhaps take in one of the art galleries. Leo preferred the idea of just exploring some more, weaving through the maze of little streets and canals.
 
   So after lunch, Sofia went with Leo and Marco with Caitlyn, to take two different approaches to their afternoon's touring.
 
   And actually, Leo found that with just Sofia, he could take things a little more easily. It had been an exciting morning, but he realized they'd been taking it on in at a frenetic pace, driven by the energy and enthusiasm of Marco, and to some degree Caitlyn as well.
 
   Leo didn't feel the need to dash everywhere, to ensure they saw every possible sight before they went home.
 
   "I like it better with you," Sofia said as she picked up the difference between touring styles. "There's no need to run everywhere, see everything."
 
   Leo held her hand as they wandered down little back streets, occasionally rewarded with wonderful little views, and sometimes little interesting churches or stores. 
 
   "How was Marco this morning?" Leo asked Sofia once they were suitably alone. "Caitlyn said he was a little out of sorts this morning."
 
   "Oh he was okay - just a little hungover, I think," she said. "He sometimes gets in a mood when he has been drinking."
 
   "I suppose we were a little unkind not to include him last night."
 
   Sofia smiled at him. "You're a very considerate person, Leo," she said. "I think Caitlyn is a very lucky girl to be marrying you."
 
   Leo shrugged, "You know, the truth is I'm just emotionally lazy."
 
   "Emotionally lazy?" Sofia laughed. "I've never heard it called that before."
 
   Leo nodded. "It's so much effort having arguments and having people angry at you - it's so much easier just to try to be nice to people. Even if it means a little effort to compromise."
 
   Sofia sighed, dreamily, and said: "I can see Caitlyn is going to be very happy when you are married."
 
   "I hope so," he said. "But I think you've turned her head now, Sofia."
 
   "Turned her head?"
 
   "I get the feeling after you've had your magical way with her, she's not going to be happy being with just me the rest of our lives."
 
   "You think that?" Sofia suddenly seemed quite bashful - Leo had not seen anything like it in her thus far. As though she'd been caught out in a schoolgirl crush.
 
   "Yes, I do."
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   They were so very tired on the return journey from Venice, and it was clear even the usually highly energetic Marco was happy to take things relatively easy.
 
   The four of them were so buzzed from their trip around the almost magical Italian city.
 
   On the journey back, they had been able to book two double rooms rather than a single four-berth cabin, but as the train began to ease out of the station back across the lagoon to the Italian mainland, the four of them remained together in one of the rooms, with their supply of rosé wine, where the double bed seemed enormous compared to the tiny bunks they had slept in the previous night.
 
   As they tucked into their alcohol, the guys simply lay back against the cabin wall, Sofia sitting between Marco's legs and leaning back against his stomach, Caitlyn doing likewise with Leo.
 
   Inside, as the wine began to flow, Marco was asking Caitlyn what she wanted to do for the remaining few days of the vacation.
 
   "I just want to spend them with you guys," she said, curling a strand of blonde hair around Sofia's ear. There was a touch of sadness in her voice, no doubt from the reminder that their time left together would be brief.
 
   But Leo also caught the sense that his fiancée meant she wanted to spend more time with the French girl, and for a brief moment he wondered how Marco might take that idea.
 
   The Spaniard inferred that she had meant both of them, however, replying to her: "Well, that is excellent, because we want to spend them with you as well."
 
   Caitlyn smiled at him, and Leo thought he detected a slight blush on Caitlyn's face from her close call - and looking across at Sofia, even thought he detected a slight flush in her face as well.
 
   "I'd be happy just chilling out by the pool or on the beach the rest of our stay," Leo said.
 
   "After seeing Venice, I feel like we don't need to see much else - any more would be overwhelming," Caitlyn agreed, and now turned to kiss her man.
 
   Whether it was all the wine or the fatigue catching up with her, Leo thought his fiancée appeared to be almost in a kind of trance as she kissed him, now pulling on his shirt and unfastening his buttons.
 
   "Your fiancée is never satisfied, huh, Leo?" Marco grinned at the sight of the brunette's tongue slipping into her lover's mouth.
 
   Leo pulled back from her for a moment, a trifle breathless. "I think she's inspired by you and Sofia, Marco," he said.
 
   Sofia was leaning back into the Spaniard's embrace now, her head on his shoulder as his hands slipped under her top to seek out her breasts. It was very relaxed, but as Caitlyn now removed Leo's shirt, Marco pulled off his girlfriend's top, revealing that while Leo had nothing on underneath, neither did Sofia, allowing her lover's hands to return to cup her breasts with his fingers brushing directly over her hard little nipples.
 
   Caitlyn grinned at her fiancée, her eyes silently teasing him for staring at another girl's breasts, something that might ordinarily land him in trouble if she'd been a conventional fiancée. Almost as though trying to entice his eyes back to her, Caitlyn now pulled her own top up and over her head, revealing that she matched Sofia in the circumstances of her missing bra.
 
   Now Caitlyn snaked an arm around Sofia's neck, pulling the blonde to her for a kiss, the two girls giggling as the closed in on each other, having to pull their hair out of their faces as their lips tangled.
 
   "Anything she can get, huh?" Marco joked at the sight of the two girls kissing, their hands now running all over each other's bodies, each in clear wonderment at the softness of the other.
 
   "I know I would if I was her," Leo smiled back at him, but he thought he noticed a hint of something under the surface of Marco's expression that might have been irritation of all things.
 
   Sofia was kissing Caitlyn back with every bit the intensity the brunette was showing her, but now Marco pulled her gently but firmly to his mouth to take over, the French girl doing nothing to prevent him stealing her back, to leave Caitlyn merely to kiss her way down Sofia's breast, to instead take the French girl's nipple in her mouth.
 
   For a few moments, Leo was out in the cold, left caressing his fiancée's back and shoulders as she explored the blonde's chest.
 
   But then the girls turned, kneeling up and giggling as they switched over like some kind of bedroom aerobatic team, Sofia now scooching over to settle in front of Leo, Caitlyn stepping between Marco's legs before reaching for his pants.
 
   "That's more like it, right?" the Spaniard said as Caitlyn unfastened his fly and urged him up so she could drag down his shorts.
 
   "I won't try to stop them," Leo said in reply, his grin echoing Sofia's as she now removed the rest of his clothes to reveal a hard cock springing up in front of her.
 
   Both Marco and Leo found it easier to stand to step out of their shorts and underpants, but the girls simply leaned forward in that position to take their hard cocks into their mouths, not allowing them to return to a seated position.
 
   Standing, Leo found he could look down on Sofia taking his own shaft inside her mouth, and also Caitlyn taking Marco's hardness inside her mouth, something that seemed less outright weird now it was a more familiar sight, but still made his heart flutter a little. It was still his fiancée sucking the cock of another man, after all.
 
   Sofia appeared to be enjoying licking and sucking on Leo's erect cock, as though it were dessert simply delayed from the evening meal they'd enjoyed back in Venice shortly before fleeing for the station.
 
   Marco now reached out and grabbed Sofia's hair - not really hurting her, but taking rough control of her bobbing up and down on Leo's cock in a little more brutish fashion than Leo felt entirely comfortable with. The Spaniard laughed, but thankfully relinquished his hold after a moment or two.
 
   "She is good, no?" he asked Leo. "Certainly seems to enjoy you in her mouth."
 
   Leo nodded down to Caitlyn, "I'd say you have quite a devoted follower as well," he said, stroking Sofia's hair now as if trying to soothe her after being pulled about by her boyfriend.
 
   Marco simply closed his eyes and groaned at the sensations Caitlyn was stirring in his loins.
 
   Leo felt Sofia laughing at the noise her boyfriend was making, even as her mouth was filled with his cock. Caitlyn withdrew, amused by his groans herself, and now pulled Sofia round to her for another sensual smooch that made Leo regret being born masculine, it was so graceful and delicious.
 
   As the girls kissed now, they reached forward to remove each other's skirt, Leo and Marco gazing on as the sexy sight of the girls' panties was revealed. The sight even distracted Marco for a moment or two from his girlfriend passionately sucking on Caitlyn's face, but the Spaniard now flicked his head to urge her to come back to him, and she was not going to refuse him.
 
   Caitlyn gave her fiancée a funny look, as though they had uncovered something curious about their new friends that she could not quite put her finger on. Leo shrugged, as if to say who were they to question anything, beginners that they were.
 
   Still standing, as though he was more powerful to do so, Marco ushered Sofia over to kneel before him and take hold of his swollen shaft. She did so willingly, but the Spaniard now also urged Leo to give her his own cock as well.
 
   "You think she can handle two at once, Leo?" he joked.
 
   Sofia turned her head and smiled up at him before taking Leo's cock inside her mouth now, her lips stretching around his girth as she slowly sank on his shaft. The French girl lay back on the pillows, seeming happy enough to be pumping two cocks at once as the men knelt beside her, one shaft in each hand, as she alternated between sucking one and then the other, keeping both men on the boil.
 
   While the French girl focused on keeping two large erections satisfied, Leo saw Caitlyn kissing her way warily along Sofia's smooth, smooth thighs, perhaps wondering if Marco was going to stop her and direct her to do something else as well. The Spaniard was seemingly either occupied fully by the sight of his girlfriend pleasuring two men with her mouth, or else he was pointedly ignoring the sight of the brunette closing in on his girlfriend's pretty little flower.
 
   If it was possible, Leo felt his cock thicken still further and begin to throb at the sight of his fiancée now resting her head on Sofia's mound, then stroking her tender pink folds with her mouth and nose, before her tongue slipped out to taste the French girl's pussy.
 
   Caitlyn looked as contented as Sofia to be there between her thighs, lapping at such a beautiful girl's soaking groove.
 
   "I guess she has learned to really do whatever she wants, huh?" Marco said to Leo now, having noticed what was going on but apparently feeling he had less right to order Caitlyn around.
 
   Sofia, it was, who now moved to change their formation, perhaps feeling the responsibility to keep her boyfriend happy. She now fastened her mouth on Leo's cock, but turned to present her firm little behind to Marco, who was only too pleased to place his hardness to the place Caitlyn had just been licking, then ease forward to penetrate the blonde's tight little pussy.
 
   Caitlyn nuzzled up to Leo as Sofia bobbed up and down on his cock in time to Marco's thrusting into her behind, and he kissed her, running one hand through her silky brown hair as he tasted Sofia's tangy juices on his fiancée's mouth, the thought that she had just been wedging that mouth in the French girl's pussy only made him kiss her all the more fervently, his cock pulsating within Sofia's mouth.
 
   Caitlyn giggled, and went over to Marco, to push herself in between himself and Sofia, and now take the Spaniard's cock inside her mouth. Leo was thinking about how it was a funny way for Caitlyn to get another taste of Sofia's pussy, but then he realized there was another pussy now directly in front of him, which he could now penetrate.
 
   Now it was his turn to pound into the girl sucking on Marco's cock, directing her rhythm on the other man's hardness as he delighted in the tight heat enveloping his own shaft.
 
   They were going to be exhausted by the time they returned to Nice.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   Returning to the villa in the morning, Leo found to his dismay that a message from his company requested his contribution to yet another conference call that day.
 
   The others - even Caitlyn this time - were understanding about it.
 
   "You're not angry?" he said to his fiancée, exasperated and a little surprised she should be so calm about this second intrusion into their vacation.
 
   Caitlyn shrugged, "Your last conference call was the best thing that could have happened, as it turned out."
 
   "I guess it did mean you met up with Sofia and Marco."
 
   "And this time I know I have them to hang out with while you take your call."
 
   So after a pleasant lunch, the rest of them left Leo at the villa for his second transatlantic business meeting, with the plan of going to hang out at the beach, or at Marco and Sofia's hotel if things got heated between them.
 
   That thought left something of an ugly taste in Leo's mouth, at the fun he would be missing, but there was nothing he could do - his job was paying for much of this vacation.
 
   Even as he fielded the call, during quiet moments he couldn't help imagining what the three others were getting up to.
 
   He could only console himself with the fact that there were still a few days left of the vacation.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   The plan had been for the three of them to return after a few hours with some food for supper at the villa, but once Leo's meeting finished, he was frustrated at the vagueness of their schedule.
 
   He lounged around on his own, sunbathing and swimming in the wonderful pool, but as suppertime approached and it had been four hours or so since the others had left, he began to worry.
 
   He supposed that they had simply been caught up in their own hedonistic desires, and lost track of time, so he did his best to keep calm.
 
   Nevertheless, he was almost tearing his hair out at the prospect of a waste evening by the time it came to seven o'clock, and finally the sound of life came from the villa's front door.
 
   "Where were you?"
 
   It was a natural question to ask, but as Sofia and Caitlyn wandered out to find him catching some of the last rays before the sun went down, Leo thought perhaps a better question was where was Marco?
 
   "Sorry!" Caitlyn said, as Sofia went to the fridge to unload food and wine.
 
   "What happened?"
 
   "Unfortunately, a little too much," she looked a little flustered.
 
   "Go on, tell me. Where's Marco?"
 
   "There was a misunderstanding."
 
   "Go on, tell me."
 
   Caitlyn explained how the three of them had had a pleasant time on the beach before deciding to head back to the hotel for a while before they would need to return to the villa.
 
   "I was the only one not drinking, because I knew I'd be driving us all back up here," she said. "But I think Marco had a few glasses too many."
 
   Back at the hotel, Marco's drinking had continued in apparently good spirits, with Sofia mostly keeping up as well, but as they all became a little more amorous, the Spaniard had appeared more interested in being with Caitlyn than in including Sofia in their fooling around.
 
   "He just wanted to fuck me," she said, as the French girl now came outside bearing a tray holding three glasses and a chilled bottle of wine. "But he just kind of cold-shouldered Sofia."
 
   "He'd had a little too much to drink," Sofia said dismissively.
 
   "Well," Caitlyn raised her eyebrows, taking a glass and holding it for Leo to now fill. "The way it looked to me, he was fucking me like he was teaching you a lesson."
 
   Sofia had laid next to them on the bed, watching, asking Caitlyn how she felt, stroking herself but only talking to the other girl.
 
   "It felt strange," Caitlyn said. "I mean, I'm not sure I was really enjoying it - he was pounding me kind of hard, which I guess is Marco's way, but it was more like he was trying to subjugate me, somehow."
 
   "Why was he so upset?" Leo asked.
 
   "I think about what happened on the train," his fiancée said. "He started talking to Sofia in Spanish, and kind of yelled at her when she reached over to stroke one of my breasts."
 
   Leo looked to Sofia, and she said: "He felt put out that we all slept together after he went to sleep that night before Venice, and then on the way he wasn't too pleased that Caitlyn wanted... well..."
 
   "To fuck you," Caitlyn said to her, and that sexy blush of hers was back.
 
   Sofia returned a smile, but an apologetic one. "I suppose even though we seem like experts in all this, we have never met anyone like you guys. Marco was feeling a little threatened by you, Caitlyn."
 
   Leo was surprised, not least that it was the European couple with issues about trust and fidelity.
 
   "I just kind of let him fuck me for a while, hoping he'd get over whatever it was he was hung up on," Caitlyn said. "And he just ordered me around, this way and that, fucking me from behind, on top, ignoring Sofia, like she was his sister or something."
 
   "Did you say something to him?" Leo asked, sensing that there was no way his fiancée would have been able to let this strange behavior fly.
 
   "I tried to be diplomatic, suggested maybe it was Sofia's turn and so on," she said. "But he just kind of shrugged, and turned me over again to fuck me from behind."
 
   "So? What did you do?"
 
   "As he was fucking me, I reached over to stroke Sofia, and you know, kiss her a little. God she was so sexy."
 
   "And what did Marco do?"
 
   "He told Sofia to get lost."
 
   "And let me guess, that's when the row really started?" Leo sighed.
 
   He looked over at Sofia, so beautiful with the orange twilight burning in her golden hair, and he felt his heart sink. Was this the last they'd see of her? Was this it for their magnificent vacation? An early, ugly end?
 
   Interpreting his expression, Sofia said: "He'll be okay. He'll cool down, once he's slept off the wine."
 
   "So you guys left him at the hotel?"
 
   "He stormed off," Caitlyn said. "Sofia says we're best off to just give him some space when he's like this."
 
   "We'll go see him in the morning," the French girl said, appearing very calm.
 
   Leo nodded, and said: "Well, not too early - Marco likes his sleep, right?"
 
   They all chuckled a little at that, but it was Sofia's calm that really let Leo and Caitlyn settle, confident that all would be well once the Spaniard had had time to sober up, sleep and perhaps think about things. As for himself and the two girls, it was time for a bite of supper.
 
   "Has he ever been like this before?" Leo asked, the conversation over dinner never quite managing to escape the elephant in the room.
 
   "Not really, but I guess before things were more straightforward. We stuck firmly to boy-girl, boy-girl, you know?"
 
   "You think Marco doesn't like the idea of you being with another woman?"
 
   "I think he's always been confident in his ability to keep me happy compared to other men, but he does not compare to a woman, you know? So I suppose that threatens him."
 
   Leo said: "Do you think we should take a break from it all tonight, if he doesn't feel comfortable with it?"
 
   Sofia said: "He'll be fine. He needs to learn he shouldn't turn into an ogre when we have guests."
 
   Dinner over, Leo volunteered to clear things away, and on a second trip to pick up the remaining plates and glasses, came back outside to find Caitlyn and Sofia on the outdoor couches together, giggling as they explored each others' lips.
 
   He didn't feel entirely comfortable if all this was against Marco's wishes, but he did also think the Spaniard was a little ridiculous for opposing the idea of his girlfriend having sex with another woman if he was happy for her to consort with other men. If it was a homophobic thing, there was no excuse in Leo's eyes.
 
   He sighed, and while Caitlyn tore off her top, and then reached to help Sofia do the same, Leo cleared away the rest of the dinner things, taking them in to the kitchen without voicing his concerns. 
 
   On his return, he decided it was up to Sofia to make decisions for her relationship with Marco, not himself.
 
   Outside, the girls were wearing nothing but panties now - Sofia standing in a pure white cotton thong, Caitlyn now crouching in front of her in a pair of pink briefs, and it was clear Leo was somewhat surplus to requirements right now.
 
   Free of interference from the Spaniard, Caitlyn was pressing her face against the soft material of Sofia's underwear, pulling on it, kissing around it, nuzzling into the fabric itself to get close to the French girl's pussy. Sofia was smiling as she stroked the other girl's hair and the hand she was using to explore her thighs and stomach.
 
   It was a beautiful sight, and though he felt excluded, Leo felt a strong desire to keep back, avoid interrupting them, allow his fiancée to do as she wished with this exquisite creature in their midst.
 
   They were not the slightest bit distracted by him as he sat by the edge of the pool, dipping his toes in the cool water, and simply watched as Caitlyn edged down the other girl's panties so she could kiss over her mound and then nuzzle against Sofia's pussy, using her underwear almost as a chin rest.
 
   Then down came Sofia's panties entirely, and Caitlyn was lapping at the French girl's pussy with no restrictions, Sofia almost sitting on her face as the brunette gorged on her wetness.
 
   Caitlyn was loving it, and reveled in making Sofia come with her mouth, the blonde squirting her juices over the pretty American girl's willing face.
 
   Afterwards, Sofia laughed and ran for the pool, diving into the crystal water to glide under the surface before emerging between Leo's legs. Caitlyn took the land route, however, and while the French girl stood in the water to reach up and pull down Leo's shorts, Caitlyn stood over him, leaned down and tilted up his head for a passionate kiss.
 
   He couldn't help moaning as Sofia now took his hard cock inside her mouth, but if possible it was equally as thrilling to him to suck on Caitlyn's lips and tangle his tongue with hers, able as he was to taste Sofia's copious juices in his fiancée's mouth.
 
   "Can you taste her?" Caitlyn asked breathlessly as they finally parted.
 
   "Yes," he said. "I love it."
 
   "Do you think I'm bad to make her come like that?"
 
   "Oh I think you're a bad girl."
 
   She grinned and whispered: "I think I can be even more of a bad girl if we move to the bedroom."
 
   Caitlyn helped Leo up now, and he took hold of Sofia's hands to pull her up from the pool - the petite blonde weighed surprisingly little - and the three of them were soon in the bedroom, Caitlyn directing her fiancé to lie down.
 
   He did as she asked, only to find once he had done so that she was standing at the foot of the bed wrapped up in Sofia, both girls' hands sweeping over each others' bodies with fairly free abandon.
 
   After a moment, they both laughed, and pounced on Leo, Caitlyn quickly stirring him back up to full hardness before they took it in turns to suck on him.
 
   Leo could only moan and lie back as the two girls sandwiched one of his legs, embracing it and each other as they played with his cock, kissing each other each time they transferred his cock between them, stroking it over their velvet cheeks as they did so.
 
   It made him feel a little like a sex toy for these girls - but how could he complain about that?
 
   Then as Caitlyn was continuing to lick and suck his hardness, Sofia broke off, and now moved down to the other girl's behind. Caitlyn flashed Leo a thrilled glance as the blonde now caressed her buttocks, and then began kissing her way over towards her pussy.
 
   Leo saw his fiancée raise her backside up as best she could, and then it was clear as she emitted a long, low groan that the French girl had found her mark.
 
   Caitlyn was distracted. Leo saw that Sofia was sliding her fingers into her as well as using her mouth to entice the groans from his fiancée. The pretty brunette was now using his cock more as something to hold onto, clinging to it as she was fucked by the French girl.
 
   He saw her completely let go of his shaft as the climax tore through his fiancée's body, and Caitlyn was looking up at him as the force of it shook her body, beaming brightness towards him, and he thought showing almost a touch of appreciation that he was okay with this.
 
   Afterwards, it was clear it was on her mind, asking him: "You don't feel threatened by this, do you? By me being with Sofia?"
 
   "Of course not," Leo said, though in truth he wasn't entirely sure how he felt about it.
 
   Certainly, he enjoyed seeing Caitlyn with the French girl. The fact that it obviously made his fiancée happy to be with her, and excited to play with her. That blush sprawled over Caitlyn's face now virtually any time she looked at the pretty blonde, and he got the feeling that dirty thoughts were passing through her mind about Sofia quite regularly.
 
   It was surprising, though, how quickly his fiancée had become so taken by Sofia. It did almost seem to transgress the agreed boundaries for their vacation fun, moving beyond purely a physical relationship with the other girl, into a developing emotional connection.
 
   He could understand it if this aspect was Marco's concern - there was no doubt that Caitlyn had lusted after the Spaniard and his impressive energy, but she had never really seen him as anything other than a physical presence to enjoy. With Sofia it was different.
 
   "You are a very nice boyfriend," Sofia said, beaming at him as she now hopped onto Leo to straddle his chest.
 
   "Fiancé, you mean?" he said, and now felt Caitlyn's hands rolling a condom onto his hard cock, before guiding his shaft to Sofia's pussy as the French girl sat back in his lap.
 
   "That's what I meant," she grinned. "You are very supportive and encouraging."
 
   With his rigid length fully enveloped by her hot pussy, Sofia now pulled him up so they were both sitting upright, the blonde's arm slinking around his head to pull him to her breast as she now bounced on his cock, her pussy slick with juices.
 
   "Maybe he's your boyfriend as well now," Caitlyn said, and Leo saw her just watching them now.
 
   "That would be nice," the French girl smiled, and kissed him on the lips before pushing him back to the bed, urging his fiancée to join them.
 
   Caitlyn climbed over to straddle his chest just in front of Sofia, although facing the French girl. Then, as she leaned forward to pull the blonde into a beautiful kiss, she edged her behind backwards, presenting Leo with her pussy, which he was only too delighted to pull back onto his mouth.
 
   It was becoming quite a familiar taste that vacation, almost as familiar as their ubiquitous rosé wine, but Leo thought he'd never grow tired of the flavor of female arousal. It was complex, but simply knowing it was the sign of arousal made it sexy as hell.
 
   Continuing to feast on her pussy, he felt a new sensation now as Sofia continued to rock herself on his cock. Caitlyn was now licking Sofia's pussy and particularly her clit while the French girl rose and fell on her fiancé's shaft. Leo felt the occasional tongue-lash on his own flesh, and it wasn't long before his cock was bathed by Sofia's copious juices, with the combined efforts of Leo's thrusting and Caitlyn's tonguing bringing the French girl to yet another orgasm.
 
   Now Sofia lifted herself up and signaled for Leo to come out from under Caitlyn's legs. She pulled the brunette so that she was now lying on the bed on her back. Sofia looked behind at Leo, and wiggled her butt as she crouched between Caitlyn's legs, trailing her hair all over Caitlyn's chest as she moved down to wedge her mouth between the American girl's thighs.
 
   The sight of his fiancée being taken to a forceful orgasm by Sofia's talented lips was too much for Leo by half. Seeing her blushing, panting, writhing like that brought him way outside the boundaries of his self control, and as he pounded into Sofia's firm backside, his climax erupted, and his hot seed was pumping out inside her to fill that thin latex sheath.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   The next morning, the three of them slept late, exhausted by their nocturnal explorations of each other, but after a swim and a shower, they piled into the rental car to drive back down to the coast, assuming Marco would be sleeping late as well.
 
   Outside the hotel, Caitlyn suggested it might be better for Sofia to go in alone, and perhaps talk it all through with her boyfriend.
 
   "We can just head into town for a couple of hours," she said. "I know I'd love to do a little shopping."
 
   Leo rolled his eyes at that suggestion, but Caitlyn sighed and said: "You can hang out at the beach if you'd prefer."
 
   A little later, Leo was lying back on his beach towel, close to the edge of the water, enjoying the radiance of the sun on his skin and the fresh salty air. He couldn't help but remember what had happened the last time he'd been here on the beach, with Sofia and Caitlyn, in less relaxing circumstances.
 
   For around half an hour now, he'd been chilling out, trying to stop dwelling on everything, and failing miserably. It wasn't so much that Caitlyn had been intimate with another man on numerous occasions that now occupied his thoughts so strongly - in many cases he now saw that as nothing of any real significance, just a little fun. 
 
   What was playing on his mind was the emotional bond his fiancee - and himself to a great extent - seemed to have developed with Sofia. She was such an enchanting young woman, Leo could hardly see how they could have avoided it.
 
   How would it affect things in the long-term? Was it going to change the nature of his marriage with Caitlyn? Would they be able to get back on that plane to the States and simply let go of her, relegate her to just another wild part of an insane vacation in the South of France?
 
   As he lay there, he also naturally wondered how Sofia was getting on in talking to Marco just then. He assumed the fact that she was still in there, and hadn't run out to find him on the beach, had to show some kind of positivity.
 
   But now came a voice that was familiar - yet it was not Sofia.
 
   "Leo - there you are."
 
   Marco, of all people, had come out to see him.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   The Spaniard dropped himself down now beside Leo, wearing a pair of crimson shorts and a simple white t-shirt.
 
   "Sofia sent me out to find you," he said, his voice sounding relatively casual.
 
   Leo smiled, trying to be both diplomatic and reassuring to Marco. "You sorted things out with her, then?"
 
   "I think so," he said, but sighed. "It's very difficult for me, you know? Seeing her with someone like Caitlyn."
 
   "Difficult?" Leo asked, trying not to sound judgmental, wanting to understand Marco's underlying motivations.
 
   "All my life, I am told that kind of thing is wrong, it is not the natural way," he said.
 
   Leo frowned. As influential as social upbringing was for anyone, he found it hard to feel sympathetic where it was used as a pretext to justify discrimination.
 
   He said to the Spaniard: "But what about you having sex with another woman? Allowing your girlfriend to have sex with me - did people not tell you that kind of thing was wrong as well?"
 
   Marco shook his head. "I think where I grew up, it's kind of assumed you will have sex with more than one woman. Men get married, they have mistresses, no? With Sofia, though, we always said if that was going to happen, we didn't want it to mean secrets between us."
 
   Leo sat up, and gazed out across the Mediterranean sea. Could you blame someone for their upbringing? For views that were indoctrinated into them by society?
 
   It was a complicated argument, and Leo supposed that he had things simplified in his head because his parents had never really attempted to instill beliefs in him, other than basic concepts like the dangers of small children crossing the road unaccompanied.
 
   "I guess things are different in our social circle," Leo said. "People are people - why should it matter what gender they are?"
 
   Marco was silent a moment or two.
 
   Leo said: "But you've sorted things out with Sofia?"
 
   "I think so." There was a mournful note in the Spaniard's voice, which made Leo wonder if he was entirely happy with the solution they had come to. He said: "I'm sorry, Leo, I should not have acted the way I did."
 
   Leo patted him on the back, "Hey, I know how it is. Even for someone who's done this a lot before, it's got to throw up some strange new feelings, huh?"
 
   "You're right."
 
   "I mean, after everything that's happened this weekend, I still see Caitlyn fucking you and part of me feels weird, you know? Look, there's another man sticking his dick in my fiancée!"
 
   "Yes, it is still very new for you and Caitlyn."
 
   "Where's Sofia? Still back at the hotel?"
 
   "She is. She sent me out to get you, see if you wanted to come back to the hotel to join us for a little... how do you call it in America... make-up sex? Until Caitlyn gets back from her shopping."
 
   Leo laughed. Wasn't make-up sex supposed to be between two people that needed to make up? Still, with the limited time left on their vacation, he wasn't going to say no if they wanted this.
 
   He said: "Yeah. Sure, why not?"
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   "So, you sorted things out?"
 
   "Yes, for now," Sofia said as she pulled Leo through into the bedroom, leading him by the hand. "There's no point in spoiling a lovely vacation, is there?"
 
   "Of course not."
 
   Leo didn't feel like prying, though he got the faint impression things weren't entirely settled in the case of Marco versus Sofia, so he just left the matter, deeming it something from which to keep his nose well away.
 
   Sofia put her arms around his neck and pulled him in for a kiss, filling his world with her golden presence before asking: "So when Caitlyn comes back, we are going to go hang out at the villa again?"
 
   "I'd like to," Leo replied between kisses on her soft, sweet lips. "I feel we've done enough of the tourist stuff, particularly if we were aiming to mainly relax and unwind on this vacation."
 
   "I suppose we've not helped you to relax or unwind too much this vacation!" the blonde grinned and now stepped away to fall back onto the bed.
 
   "What do you mean?" Marco now said, entering the room with a large bottle of rosé wine chilled in an ice bucket, while also managing to clutch three wine glasses. He said: "I think sex is very relaxing. It makes you feel good, no?"
 
   "Absolutely," Leo said, but held back from accepting one of Marco's glasses.
 
   Marco looked confused.
 
   "Perhaps I should refrain," Leo explained, "One of us will need to drive if we want to go hang out at the villa this evening, right?"
 
   Marco shook his head, handed a glass to Leo and started pouring, saying: "Caitlyn can drive, right? She is last one here, we are waiting for her to finish shopping, no?"
 
   "I guess so," Leo said. He gratefully received his large glass of wine, and thought if Caitlyn did not want to drive that evening, they would just have to stay down here for the night.
 
   Wine in hand, Leo and Marco joined Sofia on the bed for a brief toast and then a few sips of what turned out to be a relatively dry rosé.
 
   As he sampled the grape, taking his time partly to settle himself and reassure himself that everything really was fine with the European couple before they got into anything, Marco and Sofia discussed what they should bring to spend the next few days at the villa. Leo did feel the atmosphere between them had chilled out considerably since the previous day's volatility, and took that as a good sign.
 
   It felt different being with only Marco and Sofia, since for all their time fooling about together, Leo had never been with Marco when Caitlyn was not present.
 
   After a little more wine, Marco sat up by Sofia's side and leaned over her for a tender kiss, his hand slipping under her top to cup one of her breasts. It seemed so affectionate that Leo could only imagine they had talked through Marco's problems.
 
   Watching them, Leo felt a little like an intruder again, as though he really wasn't supposed to be there. They needed time to make up, properly.
 
   Perhaps realizing he was being excluded, Sofia broke off from Marco's kiss to give Leo a flick of her eyes signaling that if he wanted, he could join them. In particular, her glance directed him in between her thighs.
 
   Leo felt his chest suddenly heat up. How sexy it was for a beautiful woman to demand oral attention like that.
 
   He did as she wanted, moving between her legs and pushing up her little black skirt, before kissing his way towards her sensitive area, and nudging aside her little white panties to expose her pretty little pink pussy.
 
   Sofia's delicate folds were smoldering as he teased them with his tongue and gently nibbled on her flesh, breathing in the spicy scent of her arousal enhanced by her sweet perfume, and tasting that irresistible tangy flavor as his contact encouraged her moisture.
 
   Marco had removed his shorts, and his girlfriend was now reaching inside his boxers to seek out his cock.
 
   The Spaniard reached over to pull Sofia's top up and over her head, and Leo now did likewise with her skirt and panties, drawing them down over her legs to leave the golden-tanned beauty naked between them.
 
   Sofia groaned as Leo now launched a full oral assault on her pussy, easing apart her thighs and lashing her with his tongue, covering her with his lips and mouth, enveloping her sensitive clit in his heat. She looked down briefly, running her fingers through Leo's hair as he feasted on her juices, with Leo seeing now that Marco was quietly pulling off his underwear.
 
   He looked up, and saw the Spaniard flash him a wink as he now knelt beside his girlfriend's head, presenting her with his obscene engorged organ.
 
   The blonde girl slipped it into her mouth, looking up at Marco hungrily as she began to bob her head on his shaft.
 
   Leo was happy enough dedicating himself to Sofia's pleasure, lapping at her succulent pussy and sucking with increasing vigor on her clit.
 
   After a while, Sofia pulled herself up and away from him, and in a brief break from sucking on Marco's cock, she gestured for their guest to remove his clothes as well. It took Leo almost no time at all to comply, and then Sofia urged him up to her end of the bed, so that she could now kneel in between two erect cocks, taking it in turns to pump one and suck on the other, before switching to keep each of her male suitors hard and happy.
 
   "She does like the cock," Marco grinned with a flash of white teeth.
 
   "That she does," Leo nodded, though with the atmosphere suitably thawed between them, it wasn't the place for suggesting to the Spaniard that his girlfriend was also apparently quite fond of the pussy.
 
   "I think she likes your cock very much," Marco said, and Leo felt a little odd, not really knowing how to respond to something like that from a guy.
 
   Marco nodded to the bedside table, where there was a box of condoms sitting out unopened. "I think she likes your cock best in her pussy," Marco said, and Leo looked down to see Sofia looking up at him with a broad smile even with Marco's manhood lodged firmly between her lips.
 
   Leo crawled over to fetch a condom, open the packet, then roll it down over his rigid length. When he turned back, Marco had moved so that he was sitting at the end of the bed up against the headboard, his girlfriend sucking his cock in front of him, her rear pushed up, in suitable position for Leo to explore.
 
   Lining up behind her, Leo briefly ducked for another taste of her pussy, which was certainly wet enough to accept his cock already. Then he picked himself up, kneeling up to her before easing the tip of his cock inside her.
 
   Sofia's pussy was so swollen and tight as he held her hips and pulled himself fully inside her. Satisfying two guys at once certainly seemed to be pleasing to Sofia, who moaned as Leo began moving inside her, as Marco now gently held her head and appeared to be fucking her face.
 
   The two men were using her as a piece of meat between them, but she seemed to be absolutely loving it.
 
   Sofia now decided to turn over so that Leo was sliding his cock inside her from more of a missionary position, and Marco was once again kneeling by her head, feeding her his hardness in a more leisurely fashion. Leo slowed his pace to suit, thinking that a constant pounding was going to wear the petite blonde out.
 
   But he now slipped his fingers down to coax her clit while he continued slowly penetrating her, and saw Marco now massaging her breasts while she sucked on his cock.
 
   Despite their attempts at soft caresses of her flesh, it seemed to Leo that the male-dominated threesome was so much more brutish than when Sofia had been with only Caitlyn and himself. There was twice the testosterone around, and it had an affect on the vigor of their threesome.
 
   After some time, it was clear the Spaniard was craving pussy. He lay down beside Sofia on the bed now, leaning up against the pillows and the headboard, and urged Sofia up and onto his lap. She didn't need much prompting, straddling him and guiding his cock between her thighs before sinking down on him.
 
   Leo had to stand beside her head for a little attention on his own shaft, but as she writhed on her boyfriend's cock, she was able to bob up and down on Leo's manhood in time.
 
   As they continued, the three of them found a position where Leo could lie on the bed once again, Sofia stretching her mouth around his swollen organ as Marco thrust into her pussy from behind.
 
   Leo had no idea how long they continued, the two men seeming to flip the pretty blonde between them to take it in turns to enjoy her mouth or her pussy, one or other of them occasionally opting for a kiss or to bury their face between her thighs.
 
   At last, however, Marco withdrew from Sofia's pussy to shoot his streams of white come all over her breasts, her belly and her mound, pushing Leo to come inside her willing mouth.
 
   There wasn't long before Caitlyn returned from her shopping excursion, but there was time for the three of them to share a rather crowded shower, to clean themselves up while continuing to enjoy the contact between them, which slippery soap only made feel all the more wonderful as they writhed together, the two men sandwiching Sofia between them to offer her one last orgasm before preparing to head back up to the villa.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   On the final morning of their vacation, Leo woke early as usual, his mind never being able to entirely shut down for much more than six hours at a stretch, and certainly not able to fight through the brightness of the villa's bedroom to remain asleep.
 
   Hauling himself out of bed, he saw that Caitlyn was lying next to Marco, having spent the night between himself and the Spaniard, but there was no sign of Sofia.
 
   Putting on his pair of swim trunks in case the neighbors were around, he ventured outside to find the beautiful blonde swimming lengths of the pool, her golden curves so graceful in the crystal water, her hair tied back in a ponytail, her tight body contained by her sleek, dark blue onepiece swimsuit.
 
   The French girl seemed to like her early morning workouts in the pool, and Leo now felt he shouldn't disturb her if she was trying to get her exercise before anyone else woke up, so he fetched a cool glass of orange juice from the fridge and for a while just watched her, admiring her beauty and finesse.
 
   But as she turned to swim on her back, she naturally spotted him, and her face broke out into a bright smile.
 
   "Hey!"
 
   "Hey yourself. Having a nice swim?"
 
   "Making use of the facilities while I still can," she said, halting her swim to instead wade over to the edge of the pool. "How are you doing? You feel ready to go home?"
 
   "Well, I'd rather stay here with you guys," Leo said, easing himself down to perch on the edge of the pool next to the French girl.
 
   Sofia reached up for an early morning kiss, which Leo was only too willing to provide. She was so pretty, so bewitching - how could Caitlyn ever have thought that he could have simply fucked her during this vacation without some kind of emotional bond forming?
 
   True, the bond Caitlyn herself seemed to have formed had been a little surprise, but perhaps they'd both been naive to think that spending time with Sofia and Marco could ever have left them unaffected.
 
   "Then it would not be a vacation, though, right?" Sofia smiled, and moved to between Leo's legs, resting her arms along his thighs now.
 
   "I guess not," he said.
 
   Looking down at her, he felt a deep yearning need for her that definitely went beyond the physical attraction. Just having her around seemed to fill him with brightness, and spending time with her was the ultimate relaxation, even when they kept their hands to themselves.
 
   He'd never felt this way about anyone except Caitlyn before, but it was wrong, wasn't it? He loved Caitlyn, he was marrying Caitlyn. Nothing had changed with his fiancée - or at least, if it had, this vacation had only strengthened what he felt for his soon-to-be wife.
 
   "I'm going to miss you, Leo," Sofia said now, her hands gently stroking his thighs. "And Caitlyn, too."
 
   "We're really going to miss you, too, Sofia," he said.
 
   It felt funny to leave Marco out of the sentence, but the simple fact was the bond they had developed with Sofia was not the same with the Spaniard. Perhaps his outburst at his girlfriend for fooling around with Caitlyn had damaged the connection, but perhaps it was only ever the French girl who would attract such strong feelings from them.
 
   Sofia smiled and nodded a touch mournfully. "I would love to see you again some time, if it's possible when you're married."
 
   Leo stroked her face, running his hand gently over her cheek and then her hair, which was already drying with the heat of the sun, despite the early hour.
 
   "I would love that. I know Caitlyn would, too."
 
   He leaned down to kiss her again, but it was definitely bittersweet now. Would they see her again? Would they feel different about taking this kind of no-holds-barred vacation again once they were married?
 
   Without even really thinking, he blurted out: "Will you come to the wedding?"
 
   He hadn't even talked it over with Caitlyn, and after he'd said it, he wondered if he'd get in trouble with her for making the offer undiscussed. Perhaps when they got back to America, she would just want to forget about it all. Perhaps having Sofia turn up at their wedding would remind her of these strong feelings she was having on the vacation, and spoil the wedding.
 
   Perhaps she'd look at Sofia and then flee the wedding, leave him at the altar.
 
   "I mean, I know it's a long way to go..."
 
   "I'd love to," Sofia beamed. "You think it would be all right with Caitlyn? You must have the guest list already worked out..."
 
   "I think she'd love to have you there. And Marco, of course."
 
   There was a pause between them, and Sofia's hesitation spoke volumes to Leo about whether, under the carefree tone they had projected these last few days, there were unresolved tensions remaining between her and her boyfriend.
 
   "It would be fun," the French girl said at last. "A trip to America - yes, I think I would like that very much. And I think I would love to see you both very much as well, especially on your happy day."
 
   The sudden frequency of the L-word made Leo feel flushed in the cheeks. Was there something to it?
 
   Sofia pulled herself out of the pool, now, desperate for a drink after her workout, though she politely declined Leo's offer of his little glass of juice, which was not quite up to the task. A tall glass of ice water was what she craved, which she had to venture into the kitchen to fix, taking some huge gulps before topping up the glass once and wandering back out to the poolside and Leo.
 
   "Are you looking forward to it?" she asked, sitting down next to him on the tiles.
 
   "The wedding? Absolutely. I just hope Caitlyn is as well."
 
   "Why do you say that?"
 
   Leo sighed. "I know she loves me, of course," he said. "But I get the feeling what she's found being with you... she might feel she's closing part of herself off by marrying me."
 
   "I don't believe that's true," Sofia said. "I mean, neither of you have to feel you're closing anything off by getting married - right?"
 
   "I hope she sees it that way," Leo nodded. He said: "I know I wouldn't want to restrict Caitlyn in any way. Seeing her with other people has actually been pretty hot, you know?"
 
   "It's different, isn't it?" Sofia laughed.
 
   "And if she wanted to be with someone like you, who makes her so happy, I'd want that as well. Just so long as she still wants me, you know?"
 
   "Of course she will. I'm sure she'll see it that way as well, Leo. You guys both like having fun - but you're each other's best friend, and that's not going to change."
 
   "No, I guess not. I only wish you could stay with us after the wedding, though," he said.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   "You want to go inside?" she said, "into the living room at least?"
 
   He shook his head, but picked himself up to stand and approach her. "There's no one around - we've not seen any neighbors all vacation. And it's early."
 
   She smiled, lust burning in her eyes, and put her hand flat on his chest before touching her lips to his, her tongue slipping out to taste his juice-tinged mouth, as Leo's hands now glided over her swimsuit, which was pretty much dry by now, other than between her thighs, where Leo had no intention of allowing her to dry out.
 
   There was something extra sexy about holding Sofia and kissing her in her swimsuit, pecking his way down her neck before nuzzling into her breasts through the thin synthetic material. He thought maybe it was the fact that it was a one-piece swimsuit, which seemed somehow formal and professional-looking compared to a bikini, and made him feel he was somehow corrupting this blonde swimmer, who had come to the pool just to swim.
 
   The clean scent of chlorine on her skin just seemed to emphasize the notion that he was sullying someone pure.
 
   Sofia had no objections to his touching her, of course, or to his kissing her through and around her swimsuit. Sweeping his hands over her body to explore the texture of her flesh as squeezed within the swimsuit made her moan softly.
 
   He dropped to his knees and was kissing around her inner thighs, and then up around her mound before grazing over the moist fabric covering her pussy.
 
   "Oh God..." she moaned as he pushed into her smoldering groove, through her swimsuit, his tongue pressing against the material and attempting to penetrate her, as he tasted the sharp tang from the pool water and perhaps the beginnings of her own personal wetness.
 
   She parted her legs a little more to allow better access, but now he smiled up at her, and kissed his way around her thighs to attack her from behind, bidding her to bend at the hips to reveal her pussy again.
 
   Sofia laughed, and offered him a pose, stretching her legs wide out to the side and bowing to lay her hands flat on the floor, appearing like a gymnast or ballerina before him.
 
   It felt so filthy to now caress the backs of her thighs and her buttocks with his cheeks, and then bury his face in her pussy again, this time nudging the thin band of lycra and polyester to the side to reveal her glistening pink folds underneath.
 
   Delighting in the sizzling heat and musky flavor of her soaking pussy, he teased out adorable moans from the pretty blonde, and it soon became too much for Sofia to cope with in that position.
 
   "Come over here," she said, straightening up and turning to hold out her hands for his. "I am going to collapse like that."
 
   "It is a little precarious," Leo agreed.
 
   "It has been a while since my last ballet class," she giggled, and now led him over to the chairs, where she allowed him to position her as he wanted.
 
   Leo had the blonde goddess sit at the end of the couch, parting her legs so that he could slip the moist material of her swimsuit aside and resume kissing and licking around her pretty pussy, satisfying the strong craving he had for her nectar.
 
   "Oh Leo, I am going to miss this," she breathed as she ran her fingers through his hair. "You are so good, so gentle."
 
   "Maybe we could sneak you back in our luggage," Leo grinned, and made the French girl laugh.
 
   "I'm not sure it would work," she said. "You can't get a bottle of Coca-Cola through the airport security these days."
 
   "I suppose not. But perhaps if you were naked, the customs officers would see that you're not a threat."
 
   "That would be fun for them," Sofia giggled. "I'm not sure they'd let me on board, though!"
 
   "Come for me," Leo said now, "I want to see you come again."
 
   Her smile faded as he now focused more purposefully on her pussy, slipping a couple of fingers inside her as his tongue and lips concentrated on flicking over her clit, and Sofia was soon gasping almost uncontrollably, her body heaving as she fought for breath.
 
   Leo opened his mouth wide to completely engulf her clit and the flesh around it, and her moans became little yelps as he began to suck with ever-increasing intensity, coaxing her along with his lips and tongue.
 
   She shook like a leaf in a tornado as the climax exploded through her petite frame, and to Leo's delight and amusement, there was the little spurt of her juices to fully announce her orgasm - something he'd never encountered with another girl before, but which seemed to underline the fact that there was something quite unique about this beautiful blonde, almost magical.
 
   "Are you making fun of me?"
 
   Breathless, she looked down to find Leo grinning like a madman as he cleaned her up with his tongue.
 
   "Of course not!" he declared.
 
   "I have never done this before as much as I have on this vacation," she said. "You know, it was a rare thing before you and Caitlyn came along. Now, it happens every day."
 
   "Well I love it," Leo said, and then had to catch himself before he uttered the L-word about Sofia herself.
 
   Goodness, what was that about?
 
   "I have something else you might love," Sofia said, and now turned over to present her rear to him, kneeling on the chair and even pulling her swimsuit aside to offer herself to him.
 
   "I'd better go get some protection," he said.
 
   Sofia shook her head. "Just fuck me, Leo."
 
   He did as she asked, slipping into her irresistible tightness, her abundant juices easing his passage into her warm depths. The beautiful blonde gripped tightly onto the back of the chair as he began to thrust into her, his hands holding her firm either side of her waist as he steadily upped the power of his penetration.
 
   Her swimsuit slipped back in almost an attempt to block him, but there was no stopping his pounding into her, her body shaking and pulsating with the waves of energy flowing through her.
 
   Those yelps came again, and he suspected she may even have been enjoying another orgasm, some kind of aftershock following her forceful quake, but then Leo himself found himself losing control.
 
   He had barely enough time to pull his hard cock from the glorious confines of her pussy before his thick white come was pumping out from his shaft, spurting over her back onto her swimsuit, and in creamy splashes over her buttocks as he directed his throbbing cock over her.
 
   As the tsunami finally subsided, he massaged his cock into the wonderfully soft flesh of her behind, made slick by his own emissions.
 
   "I wouldn't have minded, you know," Sofia said. "If you'd come inside me. I think we all trust that we're all clean."
 
   Leo shrugged. "I think it's the potential for pregnancy that would complicated matters," he said.
 
   "Perhaps it would be for the best if you did get her pregnant."
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo and Sofia turned to see Caitlyn stepping out from the door to the villa now, wearing her tiny bikini and carrying a cup of coffee. For a brief moment, Leo wondered how long she'd been watching them. Then his brain reviewed what she'd just said, and descended into confusion.
 
   Taking a seat on the chair next to them as Leo withdrew from Sofia, Caitlyn said: "She could have your child, sweetie, and then as its mother could come to the States to be with us."
 
   Leo perched next to his fiancée and kissed her. "They call that an anchor baby," he said. "It's probably not a good idea to bring another life into this world just to overcome the immigration system, is it?"
 
   Caitlyn shrugged with more than a touch of sadness, and said: "It's a ridiculous system anyway. People shouldn't be able to keep others out of a place like America."
 
   "That's the society we live in unfortunately."
 
   "I mean, our ancestors stole the land in the first place, right? What right do they have keeping other people out now?"
 
   Sofia took a step over to plant a kiss on Caitlyn's mouth, and said: "I am not in a very good state to sit with you," giving a little twirl to show Leo's affect on her back and behind.
 
   "You can sit on me if you like," the bronze-haired girl grinned.
 
   "Maybe later," Sofia kissed her again, and veered away to dive gracefully into the pool again.
 
   With that, Leo looked at Caitlyn for a heartbeat or two, before the two of them cracked into broad smiles, launching up and forward to tear headlong into the pool themselves.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   Under the blazing hot Mediterranean sun it was refreshing to splash about in the cool water all morning, but there was definitely an unspoken melancholy since all of this was now coming to an end.
 
   Along with that underlying bleakness, which they all tried to ignore, Leo had also noticed a tension developing between Sofia and Caitlyn over the past few days.
 
   While the three of them chatted and swam and knocked a beach ball between themselves, Leo could detect it now, the feeling that ever since Marco had made peace with Sofia, the blonde was being purposefully cautious when it came to Caitlyn. 
 
   Had the European couple made some kind of a deal? Warning Sofia off from Caitlyn, to ease their own relationship? If so, Leo thought Caitlyn was not entirely happy about it, although she was polite enough to keep her feelings to herself.
 
   Finally, Marco at last emerged from his slumber. By the time he emerged from the bedroom, Sofia and Caitlyn were busily rustling up a fine brunch in the kitchen. Leo took advantage of Marco's awakening to head back into the bedroom where he could get much of the packing done. He wasn't particularly hungry, anyhow. A little nervous, the tension in his stomach did not help his appetite.
 
   Packing almost finished, he headed outside to the sound of laughter, which lightened his mood a little.
 
   Out by the pool, Marco was seated in one of the chairs with Caitlyn standing between his parted knees, apparently giving him a lap dance. The Spaniard appeared to be teaching her how, with plenty of touching to guide her. 
 
   Sofia just sat by herself on the other couch, laughing at the display.
 
   "Leo - you are just in time for dessert, huh?" the other man said, grinning as Leo went to sit over by Sofia.
 
   "Looks like," he replied, as Sofia turned and now picked herself up before straddling his lap, her eyes full of lust.
 
   Caitlyn's lapdance ended with her sitting back in Marco's lap, the man's hands trailing all over her body as he pulled her to him and kissed her cheek. 
 
   Leo glanced over and saw that sexy red flush spreading over his fiancée's face. She was enjoying herself - whether or not she was still smarting over being kept away from Sofia, she looked as though she was determined to have fun anyway.
 
   "You got your packing done?" Sofia asked as she pressed herself down on Leo's hardness, which his trunks did little to hide. She was still wearing her bathing suit, though now smelled of sun cream.
 
   "Mostly," he said, but was cut off by a sweet kiss, pulling his attention back to the blonde, despite the fact that his thoughts were straying to what was going to happen when they got back to the States.
 
   "So we have plenty of time for some fun before we have to leave?" Sofia smiled brightly, and Leo wondered if Fate was going to grant them only this last few hours together.
 
   Sofia giggled, and seemed to try to distract him from the heavy questions on his mind by thrusting her chest in his face. Her nipples were pushing through the fabric of her swimsuit like little pebbles.
 
   He laughed, but now heard Caitlyn beginning to moan quietly, and looked over to see her lying back on Marco's lap and part of his chest, her legs straight up in the air, with Marco reaching around a thigh to bury a finger inside her, her bikini pulled casually to the side.
 
   The Spaniard did not waste time, that was for sure - but Caitlyn seemed to be basking in it with all her purring and groaning, kissing Marco as though he were her Prince Charming.
 
   Sofia now dismounted, moving to a place on the couch by Leo's side, where she could pull down his trunks to free up his hard cock.
 
   "You like watching her with someone else now, don't you?" Sofia said as her fingers closed around his shaft. "I think at first, it was a little difficult for you, but now you seem more comfortable with it."
 
   Leo let out his own groan as she started to pump his shaft, squeezing him in her fingers. "It's still strange," he said in reply. "I mean, it was hot from the start to see her having sex from a whole new angle, but now I'm a little more settled about it."
 
   "You don't feel so threatened?"
 
   "I suppose not. Funny to think how I told myself I wasn't going to be jealous ever, but the feelings are still there a little, deep down. I just know not to take notice of them."
 
   Marco was really fucking Caitlyn with those fingers, her moans turning to cries. She glanced across at Leo, giving him another of her isn't-this-totally-crazy expressions as the Spaniard slipped two more fingers inside her to intensify his assault on her dripping pussy.
 
   Leo smiled in return as his pretty blonde companion now swept her hair over to one side, out of the way of her face so she could take his swollen manhood inside her hot mouth.
 
   "Oh God..." he groaned now, caressing Sofia's shoulders and back as his hardness was enveloped in her exquisite heat.
 
   He found he could reach under her, his hand brushing over the material of her swimsuit, and find the sweet little mound between her legs, and even slip a finger underneath the narrow band of fabric to find the soft wetness beneath.
 
   But now both he and Sofia were surprised as Marco lifted Caitlyn - the man was not the biggest guy in the world, but he was clearly strong - and laid her on the couch next to Leo, still on her back, where he could begin licking her pussy.
 
   Caitlyn was giving another rendition of the Cheshire Cat as the Spaniard held her hips and clamped his mouth over her pink flower.
 
   "Feels good?" Leo said to her, managing to slip his closest hand under his fiancée's top now, to cup her breast while the other man tongued her snatch.
 
   "Oh God, yes," she breathed, and the look of exhilaration on his lover's face was almost as thrilling to Leo as the sensation of the beautiful French girl bobbing up and down on his cock.
 
   Yes, it was hot to see her having sex with someone else. But perhaps one reason he did not feel threatened by Marco was that he had offended her those few days previously, which made Leo feel all the more as though she was just using him sexually, safe from any real emotional bond.
 
   Did he feel threatened by the thought of Caitlyn with Sofia? Well, not when he thought about it. But was that simply because he had a feeling born of archaic instinct that as a woman, Sofia was no risk to his relationship with Caitlyn?
 
   Maybe it was the fact that he had feelings for Sofia as well that softened his fears for her being with Caitlyn.
 
   Sofia lifted up, jolting Leo out of his thoughts again, only for him to see that Marco was now standing by the end of the couch, his erect cock in Caitlyn's willing mouth, the Spaniard's fingers returning to fill her pussy again as she sucked him.
 
   Leo could smell the spice of female arousal in the still, warm air, and it stirred a craving inside him. As Sofia lifted herself off the couch, he licked his finger that had been within her pussy, tasting her tangy juices.
 
   He ushered Sofia down now, to lie like Caitlyn with her legs apart, so that he could kneel between them on the tiles, pull aside her swimsuit and devour her glistening folds.
 
   Sofia let out a deep moan as he tangled with her pussy lips and nuzzled at her clit, but now he saw her looking over towards the other couple, and Leo could see out of the corner of his eye - and of course hear - that Marco was now driving his cock into his fiancée's pussy.
 
   He actually had her up on the armrest of the chair, her legs straight up so that her feet rested on Marco's shoulders. It was a good position for the Spaniard's apparently natural inclination towards fucking like a jackhammer, pounding with an impressive vigor and speed into the flushed, gasping brunette.
 
   Leo slid his fingers inside Sofia as he sucked on her clit, his tongue swirling around the sensitive little button, and the French girl stroked one of his ears and the side of his face, smiling down at him as if to reassure him that he didn't need to try to keep up with Marco's pace, that she adored his more sedate pace.
 
   "You are a very lucky man, Leo," he heard Marco say, the Spaniard and his short attention span now taking a seat back on the other couch for Caitlyn to crouch between his thighs to continue sucking his cock.
 
   "You too," Leo said, and he shifted on the tiles to give his knees a break, which Sofia appeared to take a signal that he wanted back on the couch.
 
   "Ah, but you are marrying this one," the Spaniard said, resting his hands on Caitlyn's head as it rose and fell on his shaft, her mouth coating it with wetness, her lips tight around his girth. "She is a real frisky one."
 
   "Isn't she?" Leo said, finding his brain not managing to really spur a quality conversation with the stunning Sofia around.
 
   The French girl directed him back on the couch, and now perched on the edge of the seat, facing away from him, but twisting to kiss his mouth. He touched her face as they sucked on each others' lips and tongues, loving the way her perfume filled his lungs as he breathed. But now she lifted one of her legs, and reached back for his hard cock, to slip it around to lay it up against her pussy.
 
   "Do you think you will like marriage, Leo?" Marco asked.
 
   "Yes, absolutely."
 
   Leo squeezed his hips forward to slide his cock into Sofia's burning little pussy. In this position, he and the blonde were lying along the couch, Leo gliding in and out of her from behind in a kind of spoon formation, his hands clasping her breasts as he thrust into her.
 
   "You think you will take these wild vacations again when you are married?" the Spaniard kept up his pop quiz.
 
   Caitlyn glanced over her shoulder, and raised an eyebrow at her fiancé, perhaps now seeing him fucking the other girl, or perhaps silently echoing Marco's question to him.
 
   He said to Marco: "Yes, I think so. Sweetheart?"
 
   "It's been so much fun," she said, now rising to climb onto Marco, straddling his lap. "I think we'd have to."
 
   "You think you will find another couple if we are not around your next vacation?"
 
   "I guess..." Caitlyn said, now sinking down on Marco's cock, her hands flat against his chest as she took him inside her.
 
   "And that will be okay for your marriage?" Marco pried.
 
   "I don't see why not," she said, now picking up the pace as she fucked him, almost as though she was trying to keep him from asking awkward questions.
 
   Leo could see the Spaniard's tanned phallus pounding into his girlfriend's pale pink pussy, her comparatively light skin stark against his deep golden hue. Her whole body shook from the force of coming together with Marco at each thrust.
 
   Would it be different if they tried a vacation with other people? The possibility seemed exciting, but also somehow daunting. A whole fresh set of fear and paranoia to contend with, perhaps.
 
   Leo tried to keep his mind on the task at hand, slipping his hand down to touch Sofia's clit as he continued to drive his hardness into her. She was so incredibly sexy, and he suspected the act of fucking her in her formal blue one-piece bathing suit was going to imprint on his fantasies from then on.
 
   It did seem dirty, inspiring thoughts of defiling a beautiful Olympic swimmer or a member of the college swim team.
 
   Sofia had been in no rush to take off her swimsuit, so perhaps she found something naughty about it, too. Now he was working her up into quite a state, even as Marco and Caitlyn's fucking trumped them in the noise stakes.
 
   Leo kissed her neck as he felt her body trembling now, a tidal wave sweeping through her, as he felt his hand and cock bathed in her juices.
 
   As the orgasm ultimately subsided, however, the French girl cracked up into laughter, which confused Leo for a moment before he realized she was amused by Caitlyn's animalistic yelps.
 
   When the other couple finally calmed down again, Sofia was sitting beside Leo, joking to him: "I think the neighbors will be talking about us for years to come."
 
   Leo was laughing too: "And not just our neighbors - probably heard you guys down on the seafront."
 
   Caitlyn looked a little crestfallen, but along with Marco, did see the funny side. Almost as a kind of security blanket, she dismounted and went over to sit in her fiancé's lap.
 
   "We'd better be a little quieter, huh?" she said to him, pressing her behind back against his hard cock as Marco wandered over to Sofia now, peeling off his condom.
 
   "You think?" Leo grinned.
 
   Sofia stood to finally remove her swimsuit, Marco sitting down to watch her reveal the full beauty of her golden curves, giving him a little lap dance as she did so. Then Leo was watching her slipping Marco's cock inside her mouth, to return him to full hardness before turning round to sit back in his lap, where she could line up her boyfriend's manhood to glide inside her pussy.
 
   Caitlyn had stood up to grab a drink from the coffee table, and was gulping down the rest of her orange juice as Sofia began to bounce on Marco's cock. She watched closely as the Spaniard's cock moved within the blonde girl's tightness.
 
   Briefly, Marco popped out of his girlfriend's pussy and she had to guide his cock back inside her, but it prompted Caitlyn to break her daze, and feel the need for attention herself.
 
   She leaned over the armrest now, offering her rear end to her fiancée. Leo didn't need asking twice. He stooped briefly to kiss her pussy, tasting the synthetic sharpness of Marco's condom still on her tender folds, but making her squeal in delight with his contact. 
 
   Then he stood to feed his swollen organ into her pussy lips to fill her from behind.
 
   In that position, Caitlyn was almost leaning over Marco as Leo fucked her. She twisted her body so she could look back at her fiancée as he penetrated her, and the way she was blushing so delicately, and biting her lip to keep from making too much noise, thrilled Leo to the core.
 
   "You look to me as though you are going to be fine when you are married," Marco observed, the European couple now changing position so that Sofia leaned over the couch and her boyfriend could penetrate her from behind in the same way Leo was doing with Caitlyn.
 
   "Thanks," said Leo breathlessly.
 
   Caitlyn said: "Leo has such a wonderful cock, of course we're going to be fine!"
 
   Leo grinned at that. His girlfriend sensed he was going to exhaust himself continuing in that athletic position, and now broke off from him, urging him to take a seat once again, where she could straddle his lap.
 
   Marco now dropped to nuzzle his face into Sofia's pussy, to vibrate her sensitive folds and her clit with his mouth, his style characteristically vigorous, even as he shoved two fingers inside her. 
 
   Sofia seemed to be responding to him with breathless gasps, but as he looked over, it was clear there was plenty of moisture to lubricate the Spaniard's forcefulness.
 
   What an afternoon. It was a suitable end to an extraordinary vacation.
 
   Before they ultimately parted for a brief dip in the pool before a final shower, the couples switched back for Marco to get one last taste of Caitlyn, and Leo to get one last taste of Sofia. 
 
   Sliding on fresh condoms to fuck each other's girls that last explosive time, Leo entered Sofia from behind, Marco taking Caitlyn in a missionary position, though with the brunette lying along the armrest of the chair again.
 
   For a final time on that glorious vacation, Leo felt that strange mix of feelings as he watched another man's cock plunging into his blushing, gasping fiancée. Such a turn-on, yet so counter to his upbringing and his internal prejudices about monogamy.
 
   Then the four of them were coming in one big movement, Caitlyn and Sofia shuddering around the big hard cocks that defiled them, Marco and Leo grunting and groaning as they erupted inside the tight pussies that quivered around them.
 
   Explosive was how Leo would have described it, and a last benefit was the flood of endorphins through them all and the euphoria that came with it helped them all overlook the sadness that this was the last hurrah for their vacation, the close to this chapter of their lives.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   It was always going to be a disappointment to get back to normality - it didn't take a genius to realize that was going to happen as soon as they boarded that airplane for the nine-hour flight back across the Atlantic into JFK.
 
   For Leo, it seemed remarkable just how quickly they came down to reality, and with such a big bump.
 
   Back in New York, they were both caught up in work from the moment Monday came along, and even when they returned home during the evenings those first days back, the wedding arrangements seemed to absorb their spare time.
 
   Everything back in their normal lives just seemed so drab by comparison. The food was so bland, the wine insipid - even when Leo tried to surprise Caitlyn with a nice bottle of French rosé, in the hope of stirring fond memories.
 
   A few weeks after getting back, it almost began to seem as though the whole thing had been a dream.
 
   Then one night, Caitlyn just seemed to break down. As she continued putting together the final invitations for their Big Day, she just burst into tears.
 
   "Hey, hey," Leo said, going to her, hauling her in for a hug, the sight of his fiancée in such distress feeling like a dagger in his heart.
 
   She held onto him, head over her shoulder, moistened cheek wedging against his. 
 
   "I miss her," she said, a real blubbering mess, but she was past caring about her appearance. "I miss her, Leo. I really miss her."
 
   "Me too," he said, squeezing her in his embrace, rubbing her back. He was never really sure what to say when Caitlyn was actually sad - she was such a strong person, it rarely happened, but when it did he felt inadequate for the task. All he could do was hold her, try to calm her down, show her he was there for her.
 
   When she was missing somebody, though, being there for her was just not enough.
 
   Ever since they'd come back, missing Sofia had been the elephant in the room. They'd both sought to ignore it, or push it away, even at the sacrifice of sitting back and reminiscing about the incredible experience that their vacation had been.
 
   Now, though, the memories flooded back with a vengeance, and Leo felt it just as acutely as his fiancée. The sense of loss, the sudden withdrawal of that sense of completeness they had both felt being with each other and the beautiful, magical French girl.
 
   "We'll see her again," he said to Caitlyn now, the only thing he could say. "We'll just have to have vacations in Europe more frequently."
 
   "I guess," she said, but Leo knew full well it wasn't enough.
 
   It happened a few times, during those months leading up to the wedding. Each time she'd get into a quiet, brooding mood, avoiding conversation or even eye contact, and he'd get the sense she was going to burst. He was there for her each time, but each time felt that continuing sense of inadequacy. Each time, he wondered if he was enough for her any more.
 
   Did she even want to marry him?
 
   It was an awkward question, one he felt talking about would just make her feel worse, so each time she descended into the depths, he'd just wait it out - doing his best to cheer her up, but really, just waiting until she'd worked her feelings through.
 
   It was about a month before the wedding when it really all came out, but as often happened in their relationship, Caitlyn suddenly drew strength from somewhere unfathomable, and purposefully set out to tackle her problems.
 
   And in complete surprise, this particular evening after another hard day at work, it all started with an apology to Leo.
 
   "Sorry? For what?" he said, more than a little bewildered at her sudden and unsubstantiated remorse.
 
   "Constantly unloading on you the whole time," she said. "It's not fair. There's nothing you can do. I got my own silly self into this mess."
 
   "With Sofia?"
 
   "Yes. We both said we'd keep away from the emotional stuff, didn't we? When we were talking about trying things out with them. Marco and Sofia."
 
   "We did quite well, I thought," Leo said.
 
   "You did quite well. I was so taken by the newness of being with Marco, I didn't even put a guard up against the possibility that Sofia would turn out to be so..."
 
   "Beguiling?" Leo offered, as his fiancée struggled a little for words.
 
   "Exactly."
 
   Leo was laying on the couch at this point, but he pulled himself up as his fiancée went over to the window of their tiny apartment in an unfashionable building on the Upper East Side. Coffee mug in hand, he joined her there to gaze out through the open blinds at the rows of windows on the other side of the street.
 
   "And I've done nothing but feel sorry for myself ever since we got back," Caitlyn said.
 
   "Oh, no..." Leo didn't quite know what to say.
 
   "Couldn't have been easy for you."
 
   "Well, that's what I'm here for," he said. "Sickness and in health, huh? Good times and bad."
 
   She put the coffee mug down on the windowsill now and embraced her fiancé. "I'm so lucky you put up with me," she said, squeezing him tight.
 
   "I think it's mutual," he said, attempting to be light-hearted.
 
   "You know I love you, don't you, Leo?" she said, deadly serious now.
 
   "Of course I do."
 
   "I want you to know that. I don't want you thinking that just because I have this silly schoolgirl crush on a pretty French blonde, I've somehow changed my mind about all this."
 
   Leo couldn't help letting out a relieved sigh - before he could really stop himself.
 
   "You were worried, weren't you?" Caitlyn asked, picking up on his reaction, when he really would have preferred she wouldn't have.
 
   "I... I... I had my concerns," he said, trying desperately to be diplomatic. "I mean... I love you so much, I so want you to have everything you could possibly want. But I knew that would mean if you wanted to be with Sofia rather than me, there would be nothing I could do to stop you."
 
   Caitlyn kissed him. "I'd never want to be with someone else and not you. You're my soul mate. I've always known that."
 
   "But you do want to be with Sofia as well."
 
   "I don't know. Sometimes I think I do, sometimes I think there's no way that could work. Do I love her? Do I just have a really stupid crush? I know I can't stop thinking about her."
 
   "Some people do have loving relationships with more than one person, you know," Leo said. "Maybe we just need to keep open minds."
 
   "Even after we're married?"
 
   "Even after we're married. I mean, we tried a physical thing with another couple and we liked it, right? It was fun. I think maybe part of all this is that we feel we're now in danger of closing ourselves off from something like that."
 
   "But we're not, are we?"
 
   "Not at all. Only, all this effort you're putting in to organizing this wedding, it's kind of assumed in the institution that this is all about just you and me from here on."
 
   "It's not just me organizing it."
 
   "Mostly," he grinned. "We just need to avoid seeing it as this hugely restrictive thing. It doesn't have to be that way."
 
   "I guess."
 
   "It's just about you saying to me that you'll always be there for me, and for me to say I'll always be there for you. Regardless of what else happens, of who else we meet in the future, who else we might want to have fun with."
 
   That made her smile, Leo thought for the first time in a long time. She said: "You know I can't wait? To be with you for the rest of my life."
 
   "Me too. It's going to be wonderful," he said, kissing her. "And who knows, maybe if we can't be with Sofia or Marco, we'll find other people to have fun with along the way - on vacation or whatever."
 
   "You think it'll be okay?"
 
   Leo said: "We just need to be honest with each other, always talk to each other about what we think and what we need."
 
   "God, I never thought I'd be the kind of person to go to one of those key parties," Caitlyn joked. "So tacky and awful."
 
   Leo smiled. "And random. Besides, I don't think I have anything in my wardrobe from the 1970s."
 
   "Wasn't it incredible what happened in Nice?" Caitlyn said. "Wasn't it just wild?"
 
   "With Sofia?"
 
   "With Marco as well."
 
   She sidled up to him now and wrapped her arms around his neck to kiss him. 
 
   "You let a perfect stranger spend the night with me," she said, looking into his eyes, flames flickering in hers, and for the first time since they'd returned from France, a delicate blush was infiltrating her cheeks.
 
   Merely at the sight of her like this, Leo felt a tingling sensation between his legs.
 
   "He wasn't quite a perfect stranger," he said in between responding to her kiss. "I had met him beforehand."
 
   Caitlyn grinned, and began unbuttoning her shirt. "But you hardly knew him at all," she said. "And just because I wanted to, you let me go off with him. Just him and me in his hotel room all night."
 
   "I just wanted you to be happy," Leo protested, but he was loving how turned on his fiancée was getting talking about it like this, as she pulled off her shirt and reached behind herself to unfasten her white lacy bra.
 
   "So you just let him strip off my clothes and shove his big, hard cock down my throat," she said, reaching under her skirt now to drop her panties.
 
   Leo kissed his way down her neck, and then explored her breasts, those little nipples so stiff even before his lips closed around them to draw them into the heat of his mouth.
 
   Caitlyn said: "You know, I felt so dirty when you called me, and I was talking to you while Marco was eating my pussy."
 
   Leo's hands slipped under her skirt, and swept over her soft, round behind, but his fiancée pushed them out of the way now, so she could unfasten his belt, and drag down his pants and his underwear to reveal the hardness she felt like she hadn't seen for so very long.
 
   "I was so wet when we were talking about Marco fucking me," she said, sinking into a kneeling position as Leo's impressive erection was fully exposed, and taking it into her cool fingers. "You seemed so nervous - I could hear the shake in your voice - but you were telling me to fuck Marco and it was so hot."
 
   She brushed the tip of his cock around her soft face, and then slipped it inside her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth as she pushed forward to take him within her irresistible heat.
 
   "It wasn't just you - I was with Sofia at the same time, remember?" he said as she now started up a rocking motion of her head on the end of his cock, one of her hands assisting with a slow pump of the base of his shaft.
 
   Trying to tease her with a taste of her own medicine, he said: "You just let me go off with a beautiful blonde all night. Just like that."
 
   Caitlyn broke off and laughed, "But you didn't even fuck her."
 
   Leo groaned as he felt her take his cock back into her mouth and suck him. He said: "No, not that evening. But I could have. You let me. As far as you were concerned when you put the phone down, I was fucking her."
 
   Caitlyn said: "But you didn't. What, you thought I'd fuck Marco and then change my mind about letting you go all the way with Sofia?"
 
   "I've seen you change your mind before."
 
   "You're so sweet."
 
   "That was probably what Sofia was thinking when she was sucking my cock that night," Leo said, and felt his fiancée giggling while his shaft was still in her mouth. "And when she was rubbing her soaking pussy all over my face."
 
   "Mmm... Now I'm jealous," Caitlyn said.
 
   "You are?"
 
   "Yeah, I wish Sofia could rub her soaking pussy all over my face," Caitlyn giggled again, then she added: "come on, show me what she did - get on the floor, slave!"
 
   Leo chuckled, and removed his shirt before hitting the carpet, turning to lie on his back, as his fiancée crouched by him, lifting a leg over his head before gently touching down to cover his mouth with her pussy - and his head with her skirt.
 
   For a brief moment, he was in darkness, though with the sensory delight from tasting her slick groove and inhaling the spicy scent of her arousal, he hardly noticed.
 
   It amused Caitlyn, however, who now lifted up her skirt to uncover him again, saying: "Was it like this?"
 
   He had to lift her gently with his hands on her butt to reply, saying: "Apart from the skirt."
 
   Caitlyn's hands briefly fiddled with the catch and the zip at the side of her skirt, and then it was off, leaving her naked other than her sexy thigh-high stockings, which Leo wasn't going to encourage her to remove.
 
   "I bet it was such a turn-on," she said, placing her hands behind her on his chest to support herself as she began to rub her glistening folds over his mouth, nose and chin, coating his skin in her moisture, "Having that sweet little pussy rubbing all over your face."
 
   She edged forward to look down at him, as Leo did his best to keep up with her motion on his face with kisses and licks, to add to her enjoyment.
 
   "I'll bet she was frustrated when you told her you wouldn't fuck her," she said, one hand now holding the top of his head as she essentially fucked his face. Leo was in no position to reply to her one way or another.
 
   "I bet I know what happened," Caitlyn said, and then turned around so that when her pussy returned to his mouth, she was also able to take Leo's throbbing hardness in her hands and in her mouth.
 
   Focusing again on fellating him, her movement on his face was now muted, giving Leo more chance to feast on her pussy at his own pace.
 
   Taking advantage of his new burst of freedom, he said: "This is just how it was. She was just some girl I hardly knew, and you let her do this to me."
 
   Caitlyn just wiggled her butt in amusement, grinding her pussy into his mouth again as she sucked forcefully on his cock.
 
   "I think when she was coating my face in her pussy juice, it was dirtier than just some guy sticking his dick into you," Leo teased.
 
   Caitlyn turned around again, and this time she was straddling his lap, and without much ceremony slipped his rigid shaft into her smoldering pussy. Her cheeks were scarlet as she sank down on his length, and it only made Leo's manhood throb harder inside her.
 
   "Are you sure?" she asked. "You must have been feeling pretty weird to be thinking that I was away riding some guy's pole like this."
 
   She played up her moaning to dramatic and taunting effect as she sat up and rode him as though this was some kind of rodeo, and he was an angry bull. Remembering how forceful Marco liked his sex, Leo had the impression this was exactly how it had been in that hotel room, at least for part of it.
 
   "It was quite a turn-on for me, too, actually," he said in between heavy breathing.
 
   "Well, perhaps we'll have to find another man for me to fool around with over here as well," Caitlyn said, and Leo had to admit she was winning this battle - her very suggestion of another man suddenly brought back all those strong feelings of anxiety, fear and unbridled sexual arousal in him.
 
   "Hmm... Like that idea, do we?" she grinned, and must have felt his cock twitching inside her.
 
   She quickly ran out of steam attempting to mimic her fucking by Marco, but Leo now ushered her up, and over onto all fours, where he could slide back into her from behind, clutching her hip with one hand as the other inserted his rigid shaft, loving the sight of the pink flush in her face and her gasping for breath as he took over control of their love making again, albeit at a slightly more sedate pace than Marco would have.
 
   "Would you be able to handle another guy fucking me like this?" Caitlyn asked breathlessly as he pounded her, making her body shake and her breasts quiver.
 
   "Of course," he said. "Didn't I handle it the last time? I like watching you fucking from another perspective. Watching someone else make you squirm and moan."
 
   "Someone making me squirm and moan with their cock buried deep in my pussy?"
 
   "Absolutely. You have such a hot little pussy."
 
   As if to demonstrate, he attacked her at a Marco-style pace for a while, really hammering into her as though there was some kind of time limit to their fucking.
 
   "Maybe I'll have to arrange a date with someone, once everything with the wedding's out the way," Caitlyn said, and though her words appeared somehow only semi-serious, with what had happened on the vacation, Leo now thought the idea of being with other people may have become more prevalent in his fiancée's sexual fantasies.
 
   "I'm sure that would be fine," he said, trying not to sound nervous, as he might have done early on in their Nice vacation.
 
   As if asserting his confidence, Leo pushed her forward now on the carpet, so she was flat to the floor, and he could slide up to grip the top of her thighs between his, sandwiching his big hard pillar between her buttocks.
 
   "Oh!" she exclaimed at the ferocity of his treatment. Then as he prized apart her cheeks and located her pussy with the tip of his cock, she said: "And maybe we could find a nice young lady some time, who might like to make use of your enormous... hard... oh..."
 
   He pushed into her, her pussy so tight around his cock, his thrusting driving her into the carpet, making her moan and yell as she had that final afternoon at the villa, when Marco had been fucking the daylight out of her.
 
   As Leo felt his orgasm beginning to brew, Caitlyn was shaking and shuddering and quivering all over the place, and she was gasping and groaning and, of course, blushing away as he finally let the energy consume him, to blast his hot seed inside her.
 
   By the time they were in recovery, both Leo and Caitlyn felt so much better, physically and mentally.
 
   And they were both back in the right frame of mind to look forward to an incredible wedding.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   The wedding was held in a wonderful venue on the south shore of Connecticut, which had superlative views across the water to Long Island - goodness knew how Caitlyn's parents had afforded it, but they always had been a cut above Leo's family, he thought.
 
   Leo had known it would be an enjoyable day, of course, since Caitlyn and everyone else involved had put so much effort into organizing it, but in the nervous days running up to the event, he had assumed that on the day itself his experience would be tempered by the anxiety from wanting everything to go smoothly, and the fact that he was on show more than any other guy there. 
 
   Yet when the day came, to his surprise and delight he wasn't anxious at all.
 
   Everybody had said your wedding was supposed to be the best day of your life - and Leo had never thought that such a thing would turn out to be true. And yet it so definitely was the best day of his life thus far.
 
   From waking up in the morning, after a fun and informal rehearsal dinner the evening before, the husband-to-be felt an immense sense of calm. Everything was taken care of, his groomsmen and best man had everything under control from his perspective, and when they arrived at the venue it was all set up and ready.
 
   Even the weather was perfect, though it was a winter wedding. The sun was out, the clouds tucked quietly behind the horizon - everything was brightness and warmth.
 
   Standing up at the front as the ceremony got underway on an outdoor terrace offering superlative views of the rolling Atlantic surf, Leo did have a few moments where he wondered if Caitlyn was as calm as he was feeling. He felt such love and trust for her, however, he never once doubted she'd be here at the appointed time.
 
   The fanfare began, and there she was, looking absolutely stunning in an elegant white dress, beaming as her proud father accompanied her down the aisle.
 
   Leo felt the emotions welling up as soon as she stepped up to his side, and as he lifted her veil and looked upon her beaming face, he felt the most sensational contentment - as though every challenge, every hardship, every sadness he had ever experienced in life had been worth it, because they had all led up to this magical occasion.
 
   When it came time for the vows, Leo had to fight to hold back the tears, he was so happy that someone as bright and beautiful and interesting as Caitlyn had consented to be his wife. 
 
   It was only when they walked down the aisle as man and wife that they spotted the pretty blonde girl sitting among the invited guests. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo heard his new wife gasp with barely-concealed glee at seeing their friend, who appeared to be on her own surrounded by Caitlyn's family - there was no sign of Marco.
 
   By the state of her mascara, they could tell Sofia had shed a few tears as well during the ceremony.
 
   Smiles passed between them all, and Caitlyn squeezed Leo's arm as they walked by, her excitement at seeing the pretty French girl again. Her presence just seemed to add the icing on the cake of a perfect day. 
 
   Yet with the busy reception and the huge number of people that wanted to be with them and talk to them and congratulate them, there wasn't much more than a moment they could catch with Sofia all day.
 
   At one point, Leo saw his new wife manage to catch a few moments with Sofia, but he himself was caught up in a circle of uncles and aunts, with no possible way of extricating himself. 
 
   "How is she?" he asked Caitlyn when they eventually reunited just prior to their first dance.
 
   "She's good," she said, and he caught the faintest hint of pink in her cheeks. "She broke up with Marco, though."
 
   "Is she okay?"
 
   Caitlyn shrugged, "Seems to be. They just kind of drifted apart after the vacation, apparently. She said she'd tell us more later."
 
   "Later?"
 
   Caitlyn flashed him an insolent grin. "I invited her up to our room tonight once everything's over," she said.
 
   "Naughty wife," Leo teased, offering her a warm smile as the DJ now called them over to begin their first dance as a married couple.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

*
 
    
 
    
 
   "Of course they won't stop her coming in," Leo said of Caitlyn's paranoia as they lay in the huge bed in the honeymoon suite, the new husband now wearing nothing but a pair of black under shorts, the new bride in her white lace basque and white silk panties.
 
   "Are you angry at me for inviting her?"
 
   "Of course not - you know I want to see her too."
 
   It had been this way for half an hour since they'd finally decided to call it a night and head up to their suite. They both felt so buzzed - it was three in the morning, and there was no way they were going to get any sleep. But they were also on edge, wondering if the beautiful blonde French girl was going to join them after all.
 
   "She wouldn't come all this way and then decline your invitation," Leo said, kissing his beautiful bride, and gently caressing her breasts through the luxurious lace.
 
   "But you're not pissed at me for wanting her to join us on our wedding night?"
 
   "No, I'm not. I want this to be your best day ever, don't I?"
 
   Then there was a quiet knock at the door, and Caitlyn caught her breath, and looked at Leo all wide-eyed.
 
   Leo felt the butterflies fluttering inside his stomach. He clambered off the bed and went to the door, peering through the peephole to find the stunning blonde standing patiently in the corridor outside.
 
   He squeezed the door handle to open it with a disturbingly loud click, and on pulling the door ajar, he saw Sofia's face light up as she laid eyes on him.
 
   "Hey!"
 
   "Hey yourself!"
 
   She stepped up to kiss him on the cheek, which seemed like a very formal greeting considering what had happened the previous summer, but Leo gave her a second glance and a raised eyebrow questioning this, and the bright French girl instantly caught his meaning, and a second kiss came on the lips, proving much more lingering.
 
   "I don't want to be... presumptive," she said, smiling almost bashfully as he stepped back to admit her into the suite. "You're married now!"
 
   "You can be as presumptive as you like," he said, closing the door quietly behind her. "Just as long as none of the friends or relatives find out."
 
   "Nobody saw me coming up here," she said, but then was interrupted by the sudden emergence of Caitlyn from the bedroom, dashing out to fling herself into Sofia's arms.
 
   Leo smiled as the two girls smooched passionately, and he embraced them both, kissing each girl in turn on the cheek even as they were locked together themselves. The familiar scent of Sofia's sweet perfume was so powerfully evocative of their time together in Nice, it made Leo shiver all over just to breathe it in for a moment.
 
   Was it so wrong that it felt so good to be with Sofia, even now he and Caitlyn were only just married?
 
   "We missed you so much," Caitlyn said, slipping the thin straps of Sofia's dress over her shoulders now, the French girl allowing it to simply fall to the ground, leaving her dressed in only a pair of black lace thongs. Leo wondered if she'd removed her bra before coming up here, to make things easier, knowing the chances were high that she'd be stripping off while she was with them.
 
   "I missed you too," she said, her hands pulling Caitlyn's face back to her for another tender kiss, before Leo led them through to the bedroom.
 
   "I'm sorry about Marco," Caitlyn was saying, and then she darted forward to climb up onto the bed, lying back with an inviting expression to the others.
 
   "Yeah, is he okay?" Leo asked. He now lay down beside his new wife as Sofia boldly crawled between his bride's legs, to kiss her once more on the lips.
 
   "We decided we wanted different things," she said, and now urged Caitlyn up so she could help her out of the basque. "I received some good news that he wasn't so happy about."
 
   "Good news?" Leo prompted her.
 
   Sofia dispensed with Caitlyn's bridal underwear and now leaned forward to touch her lips to one of the new bride's nipples, coaxing a sharp intake of breath from the pretty brunette.
 
   "My company accepted my request for a transfer to New York," Sofia said, a huge grin spreading across her face.
 
   Caitlyn squealed so loud it was virtually a scream, and grabbed the blonde, hugging her tight and rolling over the bed as though the two women were wrestling. 
 
   The three of them were all laughing, Leo feeling an incredibly warm feeling filling his chest. Was it really true? Would it be possible for them to see her regularly?
 
   "Marco wasn't too happy about it," Sofia explained, her features returning to a more neutral expression out of respect to her former beau. "I guess it wasn't very fair to him, but then I never really thought my company would grant my transfer request."
 
   "It is a long way away from his family," Leo said. He was happy to give the two women space to reconnect, running his hands over Sofia's back as she tended to his new wife's breasts and those stiff little nipples of hers that were begging for attention.
 
   Sofia said: "We have... grown apart. Since we were on vacation with you, well, I suppose it was happening a while before our vacation."
 
   Caitlyn groaned as the other girl took a nipple into her hot mouth. Leo kissed his way around Sofia's back, with his hands also sweeping over her smooth, golden skin to take in the breathtaking beauty of the French girl. It felt so wrong to be intimate with two beautiful women while the rest of his family and friends were sleeping in other rooms in the hotel. But he was so turned on.
 
   He was also happy that being with Sofia did not seem like a problem for himself and Caitlyn now their carefully worded vows were all said and sealed.
 
   "Oh God, so you're really coming to live here? Here in the States?" Caitlyn sounded as though she was almost pleading.
 
   "Yes," Sofia grinned briefly, before switching to Caitlyn's other nipple.
 
   "That will be amazing," Leo said, now moving around to gently rub his cheeks over the French girl's pert behind, and down to her upper thighs, detecting the subtle aroma of the beginnings of her arousal as he ventured closer to her pussy.
 
   "Marco didn't want you seeing us again?" Caitlyn asked.
 
   "I don't think so."
 
   Leo nuzzled into the black lace of Sofia's underwear, happy to leave the questioning to his new bride. Sofia's personal scent drove him wild, and grazing his nose and his lips against her panties, he detected the early traces of her moisture through the luxurious but tiny scrap of lace.
 
   "It's funny that out of all of us, he was the one that ultimately felt threatened when we were together."
 
   "I think he wasn't so confident in our relationship before we met you two. And then we met you, and it was quite different from the other couples we'd been with."
 
   Leo pushed Sofia's underwear aside to reveal her pretty hairless slit, which he gently explored with his fingers, teasing out her moisture. Then he slipped her panties off, over her cute derrière and down her thighs, and Sofia helped him by lifting her knees as he removed them.
 
   Now as he ducked down to taste her sweet pink pussy, the French girl let out a low, quiet moan.
 
   "Feels good?" he heard his bride asking, as he buried his face in the other woman's pussy.
 
   "So good," Sofia moaned again. "You are a very lucky wife, Caitlyn."
 
   "You know that he's yours as well, don't you? If you want him."
 
   "I find I want him very much," Sofia said, making Leo's heart swell and his loins tingle. "I want both of you very much."
 
   Leo pressed his mouth against the blonde's sizzling velvet folds, sucking and licking her with free abandon, perhaps to indicate he wanted her just as much. What a thrill it was to have her back, to have the possibility of seeing her often, the gods or Fate or just plain good fortune allowing her a way to come to New York.
 
   "You could come stay with us. When you come to live here," Caitlyn said, and perhaps realizing she was being a little presumptive, added: "If that was what was best for you."
 
   "I would love to stay with you," Sofia said. "As long as it's no trouble…"
 
   "Of course it's no trouble."
 
   Leo felt the butterflies of nervous excitement filling his belly at the thought that they could all be living together. His head whirled with that same old mixture of delight and fear - the intense joy at the potential to be with this exquisite angle as well as his wife, intermingled with that underlying sense that there were risks to such an arrangement.
 
   "You'd like that, wouldn't you sweetie?" his wife asked him now. "Sofia staying with us for a while?"
 
   "Of course." He moved up beside her now, placing a hand on her cheek as he kissed her mouth, showing her his love and his approval.
 
   There would be some adjustments to be made, but after everything they'd been through and the most wonderful wedding, he knew he'd never stop loving Caitlyn and vice versa, even with someone else to share their love.
 
   "We might want to get a bigger apartment if things become permanent," he smiled.
 
   Sofia had settled between Caitlyn's thighs, and now slipped off the bride's panties. "I wouldn't want to cause any problems," she said, gazing in wonder at the brunette's freshly exposed pussy.
 
   "Oh, you wouldn't be," Caitlyn said, gasping as she felt the other girl kiss her just beside her pussy, then run her tongue up through her slick groove. "It would... give us the chance to move somewhere slightly bigger."
 
   Leo was exploring the soft skin of his new wife's chest, his head spinning a little from everything that was going on. He hadn't even really got to grips with the fact that Caitlyn was now his wife, and now they were talking about completely transforming their lives with potentially a new apartment and a shared live-in lover.
 
   As Sofia now enveloped much of Caitlyn's pussy in her mouth, he felt his bride's hand sneak up between his legs, tracking down the hardness lying dormant between his thighs.
 
   He broke off from her kiss, and she gave a quick flick of her eyes down to his loins to indicate what she wanted. He grinned. How could he resist such a demand? 
 
   All flushed from having a beautiful French girl sucking on her clit, Caitlyn looked eagerly up at him as he shifted his knees up to her head, kneeling up to present his swollen manhood. She smiled, licking her lips as she took it in her hand, pumping him a few times before she pulled him closer to him, her lips parting to envelope his sensitive tip. She moaned, and he felt the vibrations of her voice in his hardness.
 
   "You know I'll never stop needing you," she said now, and all Leo could do was nod, the sensations from her hands and her tongue so overwhelming.
 
   What she said did calm the butterflies a little, however. She was his wife, and they'd both taken vows to be true to each other to the end - even if their vows had been carefully written with their more open sexual philosophy in mind.
 
   He stroked her cheek tenderly, showing her he understood, and he reciprocated, even if he found it all difficult to put into words.
 
   "Doesn't my husband have a beautiful cock, Sofia?" Caitlyn now said, holding up Leo's package for the benefit of the blonde, who grinned, and broke off from her oral wrestling with Caitlyn's pussy to crawl over for a closer look.
 
   Leo smiled at Caitlyn, more so for her experimentation with the sound of calling him her husband, than the fact she now held out his cock for the French girl to lick.
 
   "It's really beautiful," Sofia said, and now Leo had two beautiful women kissing and licking his rigid shaft.
 
   They were a couple of best friends playing with a favorite toy, giggling as they passed it between themselves to take turns sucking his length into one or other of their mouths, or as they teamed up to lick him, perhaps one at the tip, one at the base or either side of his hardness, and then they would even somehow manage to engage in a passionate kiss with each other in which the tip of Leo's cock was involved.
 
   Then Caitlyn knelt up to whisper in his ear: "How about fucking your new wife for the first time?"
 
   She beamed, and then went down on all fours, offering up her behind for him, as Sofia now found a place in front of her, where the new bride could explore her fragrant pussy while her new husband slid his cock inside her own snatch from behind.
 
   As he thrust inside his new wife, Sofia looked up at Leo to offer him a captivating smile, so happy to be with the two of them, so grateful they would allow her to spend such intimate time with them on their wedding night.
 
   Caitlyn crawled forward to kiss Sofia's mouth, and press her body against the blonde while Leo continued to fuck her, the French girl reaching underneath to find and tickle the bridal clit, until the brunette was whining and shuddering as two hot bodies brought her to a sensational orgasm.
 
   "You seem like you like being married," Sofia joked, as Caitlyn regained her breath.
 
   "So far, I love it," she grinned, and now moved to allow Leo to collapse on the bed - his pounding of her pussy had really taken it out of him after a very busy day. "Hey, you should see what it feels like to fuck him now he's married."
 
   Caitlyn now guided the other girl into place to straddle her husband and ease his hard cock inside her pussy. Sofia faced towards Leo's feet, but as Caitlyn now took up position to offer her own pussy for his oral attention, she could reach forward to nuzzle her head up against Sofia's cheek, resting her chin on the French girl's shoulder and wrapping her arms around her to cup her breasts.
 
   Leo loved having the blonde riding his cock as his wife perched over his face, rubbing her pussy over his mouth and nose.
 
   But curiosity pulled his wife away, to lie between Leo's legs and watch his cock pumping into the French girl's pussy. Leo felt the occasional lashing of her tongue as she now licked Sofia's slippery folds around the continuing copulation, and also tasted the French girl's juices all over his cock. It made her giggle to face the challenging goal of accessing Sofia's clit with her tongue when it was a moving target.
 
   Sofia almost slowed to a complete halt as Leo felt her orgasm approaching, and he knew that while she loved the sensation of his hardness filling her entirely, this time it would be Caitlyn's hot mouth that took her actually over the edge to her orgasm. Being still, other than the slight flex of her hips to stir Leo inside her, allowed the other girl to fix on her little button.
 
   Leo felt her juices pouring out as she came, something that clearly delighted Caitlyn.
 
   "I think you should fuck your wife," Sofia said as she dismounted now. "You haven't come inside her yet, have you? As her husband?"
 
   "No," Leo said. "Not yet."
 
   Caitlyn now crouched over Leo's cock, and slipped it back inside her gloriously hot pussy, as Sofia kissed her and at the same time managed to move around to rest her pussy back on Leo's face.
 
   He felt as though every sense in his body was on fire, every nerve ending was trembling as his final release came for the night, his head bathed in female arousal, his erect cock squeezed by a tight pussy.
 
   When he eventually came inside his new wife, it was most amazing orgasm he'd ever had. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   About the Author
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Max Sebastian lives in London with his wife and child, and has been writing erotica for more than 10 years, winning awards including Literotica.com’s Best Erotic Couplings Story, Reader’s Choice Sci-Fi & Fantasy Story and Best First-Time Story.
 
    
 
   Breaking into the world of indie publishing in late 2011, with his first full length erotic novel Anarchy of the Heart arriving in 2012, his writing explores various erotic fields, from the sweet to the spicy, including new adult coming of age stories, ménage stories, revealing voyeurism/exhibitionism, scandalous wife-sharing, sensual femdom and light BDSM. His stories particularly favor sexy, independent and empowered females and the strong, sensitive males who can help find their happy ever after.
 
    
 
   You can find Max online at maxsebastian.net, on Twitter @MaxSebastian, on Facebook at facebook.com/writermax, and on GoodReads at goodreads.com/maxsebastian.
 
    
 
   And, readers are always very welcome to contact Max by emailing Max@MaxSebastian.net.
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   Also Available from Max Sebastian
 
    
 
   Submitting to Her
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "On your knees..."
 
    
 
   Aiden Jones is horrified when a young woman gets his long-awaited promotion because corporate is fast-tracking female college graduates to fill some kind of gender quota in the company. 
 
    
 
   He stubbornly makes life difficult for his new boss, leading resistance among the sales team. But when she grows tired of it, and offers him the choice between the end of his career and submitting to her absolute control, there is nothing he can do but accept her authority. 
 
    
 
   Zoey Schoenberg has had a crush on the company's top salesman ever since she started as an intern on the fast-track program. 
 
    
 
   Now that she has absolute control over him, she's going to really make the most of it - and show him just how thrilling a truly female-led relationship can be. 
 
    
 
   But Zoey has a dark secret in her past that could threaten everything...
 
    
 
    
 
   Submitting to Her – A Full-Length Femdom Romance by Max Sebastian
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   More Erotica from Max Sebastian:
 
    
 
    
 
   Wives with Benefits: Retribution - When Alice discovers another woman's underwear in her husband's jacket pocket on return from a business trip, she immediately seeks refuge and consolation from a no-holds-barred girls' night out. She's warned him before that if he ever cheated on her, she'd immediately seek retribution with the first gorgeous available man she could lay her hands on - but now it's actually happened, will she be able to go through with it?
 
    
 
   Two Anonymous Souls - He's on his bachelor party, and she's on her bachelorette party. Hardly the best time for a fling. Drawn to each other, connected by their last minute concerns about marriage, and certain a late night rendezvous can remain just between them, two anonymous souls open their hearts and reveal their true desires, hoping for one last chance at happy ever after...
 
    
 
   Waiting in Line [for the new iPad] – An overnight stay outside the Apple Store, ahead of a major product launch, becomes a magical experience when Dylan Winfield takes a chance and strikes up a conversation with an attractive girl waiting next to him in the line. 
 
    
 
   In Her Service - Toby has served the Templeton family all his life at their leafy English country estate, but the flirtatious attentions of the beautiful young Lisa Templeton have almost cost him his job several times. Now as she returns to visit her grandfather a grown woman, with fiery lust in her eyes, it could mean the end of his career in the service...
 
    
 
   A Kiss is Just a Kiss - When Harry wins the lead role in the senior production of Romeo & Juliet, he's surprised to find school beauty Samantha Williams cast as his Romeo. With a production director insistent that they kiss for real on stage, to fully portray their characters' love, neither of the young actors are quite prepared for the power of that first kiss, and how deeply it will affect them...
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