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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."
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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.
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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 - "
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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?"

 


 


 


OceanofPDF.com


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."
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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, 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, 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. 

He already 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 then
refuse to listen, and then 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, it had 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.

Leo felt himself a little calmer, and now
it 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 now 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. 
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