

1.     Pierre and Julie

We were having drinks with my wife’s colleague, Charlotte, after work, when Charlotte told us that she had a villa for sale in southern France.

“Emily, with both you and Matthew approaching your forties, you need to spend more quality time off work and enjoy life while you are still young,” Charlotte said. “By having a villa in southern France, you will guarantee holidays for yourselves in the sun every summer. Now is the time to invest in a property abroad. Here, have a look at the photos of the villa. It is in excellent condition because I have always looked after it. I sell it only for 310,000 euro. Here is also the description of the property on the agent’s web site.”

Charlotte passed to my wife her mobile phone with the photos of the villa. She had also opened a page on the website of the estate agent where she had advertised her property.

Charlotte and Emily did not know each other for too long. Charlotte had moved from France to London with her new boyfriend only two months earlier and had started work in the accounts payable department of the company where my wife worked. My wife and her new colleague had become quite close in these two months, so we did not feel too patronised by Charlotte’s comments. She was older than us, in her early-fifties, which gave her some authority to advise us on such matters. And indeed, it made sense to invest in property. Emily was 36, and I was just about to turn 40, we had good savings. We had repaid our mortgage, so we did not have tight-jackets anymore.

I looked at the photos, and I liked the villa. The description on the website said that it was a traditional provincial two-storey house with 160 square metres habitable space. It had a bathroom on each floor, a kitchen-dining room, a living room and a bedroom on the ground floor and three bedrooms, a terrace and a study room on the upper level. A panoramic photo showed that the house had a patio overlooking a swimming pool with a tennis table under an apple tree a few yards from it, between the driveway and the front of the house. There was a small shed on the other side of the pool. The property was at walking distance from the town centre, at 30 minutes’ drive from the Mediterranean Sea and one hour and twenty minutes’ drive from Montpellier.

“It looks very nice, Charlotte,” my wife said. “Why do you want to sell it?”

“It is a shared property between me, my nephew and my niece. It is an inheritance from my parents to my late sister and me. Ever since she and her husband got killed in that terrible car accident seven years ago, I wanted to get rid of the villa as it reminded me of the tragedy. But I kept it as a place to unwind over the weekends with my nephew and niece. We are very close because I don’t have kids and they have lived with me since the death of their parents. Sometimes we had a hard time making ends meet with two of them in full-time education and only my accounts payable salary to support the three of us, but we stuck together and made it through. Pierre and Julie are grown-ups now and want to sell the house. They want to go to study in the US. I want to start a new life with James in London. They need money, I need money, so why not sell?”

“Charlotte, let us think about it. I mean, the villa looks great, but you know, buying a property in another country is a big decision.”

“You know what? Why don’t you visit the place? Go for a week and have a look. You can stay in the villa for free. If you like it, I will sell it to you,” Charlotte suggested.

Since we had not booked any summer holidays and it was already the second week of July, I told Emily, “Em, we can go for a few days next week. Why can’t the two of us have a getaway after we leave the kids with your sister in Norwich this weekend? Then we can go to France Monday to Thursday, and we will collect the kids as agreed the following weekend?”

Indeed our 14 and 12-year-old sons were going to spend a week with Emily’s sister in Norwich to hang out with their cousins after they broke up from school. Emily and I had booked days off from work that week to oversee the laying a new decking in our garden. However, the company that was supposed to do it had called earlier in the day to cancel. So it was an excellent opportunity for my wife and I to pop in southern France to do the viewing and spend two or three days in the villa, instead of just cancelling our annual leave or spending it at her sister’s place in Norwich, which I hated.

“Oh, no, it will not be fair to go there and bother Charlotte’s nephew and niece,” Emily said.

“If you go there during the week I doubt that you will meet them,” Charlotte said. “Pierre has just started a temp job in Montpellier that finishes at the end of the month, and he won’t leave his sister on her own in the villa. Pierre is sweet, he is only 22, but is a very mature young lad. However, Julie is a little bit of trouble. She was 12 when she lost her parents, and at that age, it affected her badly. The only person that you might meet at the villa during the week is James. He has to go to Montpellier sometime next week for a day to sort out the documents for the sale of my flat. We are just awaiting the buyer to confirm the date. Hi-hi, James is a retiree and has all the time in the world, while I still have to work! He might pop in the villa to get his power of attorney as we think we had left it with some other documents in the study room.”

Emily and I went home, deliberated Charlotte’s offer, and eventually decided to go and see the villa. Next day my wife told Charlotte that we were interested in her kind offer and I bought aeroplane tickets to Montpellier.

***

When we landed, Emily and I were very excited. It was the first time since our honeymoon that just the two of us were going to spend a few days on holiday by ourselves.

While we waited at the car rental desk for the car keys, I looked around. I felt the Southern culture all around us. The people were somewhat more casual, laid back about everything. I did not speak French, but I noticed the provincial dialect. Even the way men looked at Emily was different, somewhat more provocative.

I was not surprised that my wife was turning men’s heads. She always had. Emily is 5 foot 6 inches tall, with shoulder-length light brown hair, greenish-brown eyes, smooth white skin and B-size round-shaped firm breasts. She has a slim but not skinny body with almost perfect proportions, sporting a nicely shaped firm butt and long slender legs. Emily has always been polite and smiling, speaking with a soft voice and combined with her physical beauty, it makes her a target for men’s attention. However, I knew that she had never responded to flirtations because she was a very prudent woman, even shy by nature, and most importantly, we loved each other and had always had great sex. So when I saw these Southerners checking out my wife, I just smiled to myself, proud of being married to such a beautiful and sexy woman, and somewhat flattered.

Emily and I drove to the city centre and found a place to park. We spent about an hour and a half sightseeing by foot, just for the sake of our tradition not to visit a city without exploring it a little. We got back in the car, and by 6:30 pm we were on the motorway. After slightly over an hour drive, we arrived in Béziers. The villa was 20 minutes’ drive from here according to the sat-nav. It was just past 7:30 pm, and we decided to have a dinner in a restaurant that had good ratings on trip advisor. We got seated, and the waitress took our orders. She brought us the bottle of Chardonnay that we had ordered and poured a little of the wine into my glass for me to taste. After I nodded with approval, she topped my glass and filled Emily’s. Then she said something in French, which I guessed meant ‘enjoy’ and left us alone.

Emily and I clinked our glasses.

“To southern France!” I said.

“To us!” Emily replied.

“And to having fun!” I added.

“And to Charlotte who made it possible!” Emily concluded the toast.

We began indulging ourselves in the wine until twenty minutes later our food arrived. The two of us savoured the Southern cuisine and took our time to enjoy our meals accompanied by the nicely flavoured French wine. Here we were, only the two of us on this holiday, enjoying a quiet dinner in a nice restaurant and looking forward to spending more time together in the villa; it felt genuinely romantic, even erotic, and Emily and I were getting horny.

“Honey,” I said as I raised my glass of wine and looked at my wife, “I like this special spark in your eyes tonight. It might be just the wine or the southern breeze, but you look particularly sexy!”

Emily raised her glass too and leaving her shoe on the floor, she stretched her leg under the table, touching with her foot my knees and gently pushing my legs apart as she made her way towards my crotch.

With her gaze fixed on my eyes, her foot gently touched my cock through the trousers and feeling my growing erection, she said, “And what are you going to do about it, honey?”

I emptied my glass and said, “I will show you as soon as we arrive at the villa, darling!”

We finished our dinner, and I paid the bill leaving a good tip for the waitress. She rewarded me with a charming smile and wished us a wonderful time in France. Emily and I left the restaurant in an excellent mood.

It was just past 9:30 pm when we arrived at the villa. I parked in the driveway in front of the house, and we got off the car. There was still some daylight. Emily and I stood still for a few seconds and tried to absorb the place with all of our senses. It looked even better than what we had seen in the photos. Grass fields in all directions surrounded the house and the swimming pool in front of it. A pine parasol tree with two benches and a wooden picnic table under it, forty or fifty meters south from the house, was a pleasant surprise that had not featured in the photos on the website. The whole property was fenced off by a tree line two hundred or so metres away from the house, making it feel cosy and secluded. It was quiet, and one could only hear the grasshoppers chirping, occasionally interrupted by a bird’s chirrup in the surrounding trees. It felt safe, relaxing, and pristine.

“I love it!” Emily said.

She put her arms around my neck, and I placed my hands on her hips. We kissed.

“I love it too, Em!” I said as soon as we broke the kiss. “The pool looks very clean. We can have a splash in it tomorrow.”

I took both of our suitcases from the car boot and caught up with my wife just when she reached the front door.

“Ha! The door is not locked,” Emily said as she opened the door without having to use the key that Charlotte had given to her, and we entered the living room.

“Qui êtes-vous, bordel!” someone shouted in French.

“Oh, my God!” Emily squeaked. “Matt, someone is in here!”

“Fuck! Who are you?” I shouted when I saw a young man standing between a sofa and a glass and chrome coffee table in the middle of the semi-dark living room.

The guy removed the air pods from his ears and stared at us. He had pushed the couch slightly away from the table and was holding a cloth in his hand. He must have been cleaning the floor between the sofa and the coffee table, heard us only when we opened the door and stood up to check who we were. He was wearing only shorts. He was tall, with a muscular and slender body, broad shoulders and six-pack abs. The bloke had a brown, slightly curly, medium-length hair and brown eyes; he had not shaved in the last few days as I deduced from his short stubble beard.

The young man looked as startled as my wife and I were.

“Who are you?” I repeated my question as I calmed down a little bit.

“I am Pierre, I live here,” he replied in English without any accent whatsoever. “And you are?”

“Matthew and Emily. We are friends of Charlotte and potential buyers of the house. She invited us to stay for a few days,” I said.

“Ah, she hasn’t told me that you were coming. Sorry about the mess,” the guy said as he briefly looked around himself.

Indeed, there were two empty bottles and four or five empty glasses lying on the floor next to the TV table. Another open bottle, a glass half full with wine, and an ashtray with cigarette ashes in it were left on the glass top of the coffee table. Someone’s boxer briefs had found residence on the shelf below. I also thought that I saw a used condom thrown on the floor next to the leg of the table. The decorative cushions on the sofas were not arranged, and one was lying on the floor. There was an unfolded camera tripod perched on a storage cabinet at the wall with a mobile phone attached to it. All these clues told me that there had been some wild party recently and the hosts had not yet managed to clean after it.

“Charlotte thought that you were still at work,” Emily said.

“Yeah, I was supposed to, but I quit as both Julie and I wanted to spend some time at the villa. It will be our last holiday here before we sell the house,” Pierre said and then shouted something in French as he looked at a shut door on our right side where the ground floor bedroom was supposed to be if I remembered correctly from the floor plans on the website.

My gaze fell upon a crystal flower vase on an old mahogany telephone hallway table at the wall next to the TV table. A few faded flowers lay scattered on the floor, and instead of them, someone had put a mobile phone in the vase along with a container with some pills, which I figured out were not vitamins.

Pierre followed my gaze and quickly went to the table with the vase.

He pulled the mobile phone and the pill bottle out of the water and put them in his pocket without worrying too much that they were wet and said, as he came back to the coffee table, “Some of our friends are heavy drinkers I am afraid, and they had too much fun at the party last night.”

“Apologies for not knocking on the door before we stormed in,” I said as I felt that I had to apologise for our intrusion. “We did not expect anyone to be in and since we did not see any cars parked in the driveway—”

“That’s OK, no need to apologise, Matthew,” Pierre interrupted me. “I never park on the driveway in the summer as the asphalt gets roasted in the afternoon sun. I’ve parked our car fifty yards down the road, under the shade of the old oak tree. You have passed by it but did not know it was ours.”

Since whoever he had called did not turn up, he shouted again, and I distinguished the name Julie in his words. The door of the bedroom opened, and a young woman showed up.

The newcomer stood there and stared at us. She was wearing short denim shorts and a t-shirt without a bra because I was able to see her nipples protruding under the fabric of her shirt. She had a pretty face with long blonde hair and blue eyes, and a slender body. She was slightly shorter than Pierre, and despite that she was blonde while he was more on the brunette side, her facial features had some similarities with Pierre’s, which made me think that she was his sister Julie.

“This is my sister, Julie,” Pierre introduced her.  

“Hi, I am Emily,” my wife said as she smiled friendly and waved at Julie.

“Hi, Matthew,” I introduced myself.

Julie waved back at us without saying a word and went to the storage cabinet. I couldn’t help but ogle her tight ass when she turned her back to us and reached out to take the mobile phone from the tripod. Her shorts showed about two inches of her ass cheeks, just to confirm that the bum they were covering was very real, and a sexy one. The phone was hers as she tucked it in her front pocket, stretching the fabric of her tight shorts at the front to make room for it and thus making her butt shape at the back even more pronounced. She grabbed a carton with some juice from one of the shelves of the storage cabinet. She walked past Pierre, making him step aside to make room for her and slumped on the sofa. Julie pushed through the carton with the provided straw and leaned back on the couch. She crossed her legs and began drinking the juice, completely ignoring us and looking through the window on the other side of the room. I couldn’t help but notice how far up I could see along her legs, almost up to the folds of skin between her pussy and her thighs.

This girl is ridiculously sexy! I thought to myself. If I were fifteen years younger, I'd do anything to fuck her!

Pierre was looking at my wife without hiding that he was exploring her body too. Emily was wearing a white blouse and a black short pleated skirt which accentuated her assets, especially her sexy legs.

She felt uneasy and said, “Ahm, we were hoping to stay in one of the bedrooms.”

“Of course, Emily. I suggest that you take the one upstairs, the first on your right. It is the most spacious bedroom. You will like it,” Pierre readily offered.

“Thank you, Pierre,” I said and nudged my wife to go, “Come on, Em. Let’s unpack.”

I pulled my carry on suitcase towards the staircase. Emily followed me, pulling hers behind her.

“Em, let me help you!” Pierre said and took her suitcase from her.

I was surprised how quickly Pierre switched to calling my wife by her nickname the moment he had heard it from me.

However, Emily seemed to like it as she smiled at him and said, “Thank you, Pierre.”

“Have you had dinner?” Pierre asked us while we walked up the stairs.

“Yes, we had in Béziers,” I replied.

“Ah, OK. Join us for some drinks then. François, Julie’s boyfriend, is on his way from Montpellier and is bringing drinks and snacks. You are welcome to come down and have some with us if you would like to,” Pierre invited us.

“Thank you. Perhaps we will take showers and go straight to bed since it has been a long day,” I declined the invitation politely.

“Sure, but in case you change your mind, please feel free to join us. We will be at the pool,” Pierre said.

We got in the bedroom, the first on the right from the stairs, and indeed it was a large room with a super king-size bed in the middle.

Pierre put my wife’s suitcase next to the wardrobe, and before he left the room, he said, “The bathroom on this floor is the first door on the left from the stairs, in case you would like to take showers.”

The first thing that Emily did once we were left alone, was to take off her clothes and pull her large bathroom towel from her suitcase. She covered her body with the towel, took her toothbrush and toothpaste and went to the bathroom to take a quick shower. My wife came back fifteen minutes later, wrapped in her towel, and slapped me playfully on my ass while I was taking off my boxers. I smiled as I knew very well what this meant. I put my towel around my waist, grabbed my toiletry bag and hurried up to the bathroom. I took my time in the shower to wash off all the sweat from the day. I brushed my teeth and shaved as I prepared for some action in bed with my wife.

When I returned to our room, Emily had not put on her clothes yet. Still wrapped in her towel, she was peeking from behind the window at something in the front yard. It was already dark, and she had turned on the bedside lamp.

My wife gave me a sign to be quiet and join her as she whispered, “Julie’s boyfriend arrived and brought provisions. I think they are about to go to the swimming pool and drink all night.”

“Why are you spying on them, Em?” I asked her as I chuckled, “Hi-hi, you seem too interested in these French folks.”

“I am just curious about their lifestyle in the province, Matt.”

I joined her and saw another car parked in the driveway next to ours. Our new friends had just gone outside. Pierre brought a tray with two bottles of wine and empty glasses which he left on the ground near the edge of the pool. He was wearing only swimming trunks and was accompanied by another guy, also in swimwear. The newcomer was about the same age as Pierre, with short dark hair, slightly taller than Pierre. I figured out that that person was François, Julie’s boyfriend. Pierre filled in a glass of wine for himself and began drinking. He sat on the edge of the swimming pool and dipped his feet in the water. François took a glass and one of the bottles and walked away from Pierre, joking with him about something. Our semi-opened window shutters obscured the right side of the swimming pool, but we heard Julie’s voice coming from that direction.

Emily and I were hiding behind the window shutters and thought that we could not be seen in the dim light of the bedside lamp.

However, somehow Pierre saw us, probably because the lighting around the pool was very dim too, and he waved at us as he shouted, “Come down, Em, Matthew! Put on your swimsuits and join us for a drink at the pool bar! I’ve already brought glasses for you.”

“Shit,” Emily whispered as she abruptly moved away from the window.

“Well, we have to join them now, Em,” I said.

I put on my swimming trunks. Emily opted for her black string bikini set.

She was looking very sexy, absolutely gorgeous in her bikini, and I knew that she deserved to hear my compliment, so I told her, “Em, you will certainly make Julie jealous when she finds out how much you overshadow her.”

“Thank you, Matt! You’d better watch yourself around that hot French diva!” Emily said half-jokingly, half-seriously as we took our towels, put on flip flops and headed to the pool.

Pierre had managed to clean up the mess in the living room. He had even arranged the decorative pillows on the sofas.  

We went outside and saw François, who was standing in the pool, with his back leaning against the wall. There was an open bottle of wine and a pack of cigarettes on the pool deck behind him.

He was holding a glass of wine in one hand and waved at us with the other, as he said, “Hi.”

Emily and I replied in turn, “Hello.”

Julie was nowhere to be seen.

My wife and I joined Pierre on the other side of the pool.

Without standing up, he took the bottle and two glasses from the tray which he had conveniently left at his side. He poured wine for Em and me and handed the glasses to us.

“Cheers to my new friends!” he said and raised his glass.

“Cheers,” both Emily and I replied.

Just when Emily and I crouched down to clink our glasses with Pierre, I had a better look at the water in the middle of the swimming pool. Julie was sitting cross-legged at the bottom, holding onto her knees in front of her. She stretched out her arms and legs and came to the surface. Julie was topless! Her C-size boobs swung in the water as she made two breaststroke arm pulls to swim to us.

She stood up two or three feet away from the edge of the pool and asked her brother something in French. I figured out that Julie wanted to know how long she had managed to stay underwater because Pierre looked at his swim watch and told her something.

Visibly happy with her achievement, she punched the air, showing at full display her tits. I was taken aback by this stunning sight of bare female flesh, and it did not go unnoticed by my wife, who poked me subtly in my side.

Julie pointed at the bottle of wine and asked me, “Can you fill in a glass of wine for me, Matt? Your wife calls you Matt, am I right?”

“Ah, yes, sure. Yes, people call me Matt,” I replied, slightly mumbling the words, and I filled in a glass for her.

Julie waded through the water until she reached the edge of the pool in front of me. She looked me in the eyes as I kneeled and handed her the glass. Pierre’s sister took a sip, intently keeping her gaze on my face and a coy smile appeared on her face. I realised that she was toying with me and looked away.

Julie took another sip of wine and looked at Emily. My wife stared at her with poorly hidden hostility. Em did not appreciate that this young and provocative woman was making sexual advances towards her husband in front of her eyes.

My wife’s reaction brought a mischievous smile to Julie’s lips as if she wanted to tell Emily, Look, I am so much more powerful than you. I can have your husband whenever I want!

Emily’s face changed into a snarky smile. However, the young lady was undeterred by my wife’s passive-aggressiveness; she just took pleasure in winding her up and held her gaze.

Pierre told his sister something in French that sounded as if he was reprimanding her. She just gave her brother a 'whatever' smirk and handed her glass to me to hold it for her. Then she lay on her back in the water and began swimming backstroke. Julie swam slowly, rolling her shoulders and deliberately emphasising the rotation of her upper body with each arm stroke, making her tits wobble above the water. At the same time, she kept looking at Emily and me.

“My sister, she is very wild,” Pierre said as he left his glass on the tiles behind him. 

I put Julie’s glass on the tray.

I found Julie’s performance amusing, but Emily had a gloomier view, which she did not hide as she said, “Well, she is overcompensating for something.”

My wife then sat down on the edge of the pool, three feet away from Pierre, and put her feet in the water the way he had done. She took a sip from her glass of wine. I kept watching Julie, who had swum to François, and put her arms around his neck. She kissed him, and after that, they began talking about something. It appeared that for the moment, she had lost interest in Emily and me.

“You know, Em, you are right,” Pierre agreed with my wife.

Then he got up, refilled his glass and sat next to Emily, plunging his feet in the water next to hers.

“My sister blames herself for the car crash that killed our parents. I had come to the villa with Charlotte that fatal Saturday morning and my parents were driving with Julie to join us for the evening after she had finished with her swimming gala. Julie was an avid swimmer back then. I had quit the swimming club at 11 as I found it boring, but my sister loved it, not least because she had friends at the club. That afternoon Julie did not want to come with my parents but wanted to stay in Montpelier with her friends. So she and my mum had a heated argument in the car. Julie was in the back seat, and my dad looked over his shoulder for a second to intervene by telling Julie off. At that moment he lost control of the car. It was a miracle that my sister survived unscarred while mum and dad got killed.”

I joined Pierre and Emily and sat next to them.

“I see,” my wife said as she left her empty glass on the ground. “Very sad.”

“OK, enough with sad stories. Time for fun, come on, jump in the pool, Em!” Pierre said with a sudden influx of enthusiasm as he decided to change the subject.

“No, maybe later,” my wife declined shyly.

“Ah, firefly,” Pierre said and pointed across the pool.

“Where?” Emily asked him and looked at the direction at which he pointed.

Pierre left his glass on the ground and put his arm around my wife’s shoulder. He pulled her towards him and pointed with his free hand in the direction of the shed.

“There, next to the shed,” he told my wife. “Do you see it?”

“No, is it on the right or the left side of the shed?” Emily asked as she leaned forward, trying to locate the firefly without success.

I couldn’t see anything either.

“Straight ahead,” Pierre instructed Emily, and his hand slid from her shoulder down to her waistline. 

He put his arm around my wife’s waist and pressed his body tightly against hers as he attempted to nudge her to see in the direction of the firefly. Then he slipped into the water, pulling her with him. Emily squeaked but could not keep her balance, and she splashed next to the young man.

As soon as my lovely wife stood up in the water, Pierre laughed loudly, “Ha-ha, have I tricked you, Em?”

Emily brushed aside her hair that had flipped down over her face and slapped him friendly on the shoulder as she said, “You are a naughty boy, Pierre!”

I looked for a moment at Julie and François. They had stopped talking. Julie had turned around and was watching his brother with my wife as they were giggling in the water.

“Let’s swim to the other end,” Pierre suggested, and he swam away. He was swimming front crawl, and although I had some remarks about his stroke, he looked like an accomplished swimmer.

My wife followed him with breaststroke. She reached the edge where Pierre had stopped, six or seven feet away from Julie and François.

“Not bad, Em. Have you swam for a club?” I heard Julie praising my wife’s stroke.

It was the first time that she talked to my wife rather friendly than provocative.

“No,” Emily replied, “My dad taught me.”

Julie appeared disappointed with my wife’s answer as she turned her back to her and resumed her conversation with François.

Emily saw that I was still sitting on the edge of the pool with my feet dipped in the water, perhaps looking very lonely, and she decided to swim back to me. Pierre followed her, and he caught up with her just before she touched the edge of the pool. She pulled herself out of the water and sat next to me. Pierre got out of the pool too and sat by her other side.

“My sister and I were regular swimmers when we were kids,” Pierre told us as he put his hand on my wife’s thigh.

I was taken aback by the confidence that this young man had. Having met Em just two hours ago, he was hugging her and putting his hands on her legs in front of me. I felt jealous, but at the same time, I felt somewhat aroused. Even more, I began having a hard-on while I was watching this man touching my wife’s bare legs.

To my surprise, Emily did not push his hand away. She just looked at me, and when I smiled, she took it as an approval to let Pierre flirt with her a bit. She had never done this before, and I must admit that I was a little confused about what was going on.

“Julie, of course, carried on in the swimming club longer than me, until she turned 14,” Pierre continued his tale. “Afterwards, it was only this pool where she could practise her skills whenever auntie took us to the villa in the summer. I often joined my sister in the pool to do some sets too. Julie and I regretted that the pool was not bigger, but we still had a great time and have fond memories of our friends from the town and us, playing around and in the pool in the summer days. Since the age gap between July and me is not that big, and respectively that of our friends, when we grew older, our circles of friends somewhat mixed up. The boys and girls were looking forward to the weekends when Julie and I would come as that was the perfect opportunity for playing and flirting. We couldn’t truly have parties as auntie was very strict and kept Julie and me on a tight leash. That changed two years ago when Julie turned 18. She got a driving license, and that stirred me to get one myself. I bought a car. Despite Charlotte’s fear after what had happened with mum and dad, she let me and Julie drive on our own to the villa for the weekends while she preferred to stay in Montpellier. Our aunt always said that she needed some alone time in her flat over the weekends to rest because she was getting older, but of course, we knew that this was her time to meet with her boyfriends. Thus, since last summer, our villa has turned into a popular place for parties and fun.”

“Have you ever taken advantage of Julie’s friends?” Emily asked Pierre as she continued to ignore his hand on her leg, even when it slid a little bit up and between her thighs.

“No. And I have good reasons not to. For one, I do not want to damage my sister’s friendship with any of her friends if I begin dating one of them, and things do not turn out so positive. And also, they are a little immature for me; in fact, some of them were minors up to two years ago. Once I was about to begin dating one of her friends, nothing serious, just going out for a couple of dinners, and her friend caused a big scandal for nothing. Never again! My sister’s friends are too crazy for me.”

I was still unsure why my wife allowed Pierre’s advances, until she said, loudly enough so that Julie could hear her, “You and your sister are very protective of each other. I guess it will become harder when a real woman comes into your life, not one of her juvenile friends. Unless there is already one, Pierre?”

My wife put her hand on Pierre’s thigh as if he was a good old friend of hers. I figured out that she was getting back at Julie for her provocative behaviour earlier on by openly flirting with her brother.

Emily’s unspoken message to Julie was clear. You think you can rub it in my face by showing off your young body and flirting with my husband, well, I may be older than you, but I too have my charms and can easily seduce someone like your brother.

And my wife’s declaration of feminine power did not go unnoticed. Julie had stopped talking to her boyfriend and was watching her brother and my wife with great interest, listening to their conversation.

“No, I am trying not to get involved in a serious relationship for now,” Pierre replied and smiled.

“Yes, but when the right woman comes,” my wife began to say before she got interrupted.

“Then yes, but, she has to be pretty, sensible, sexy, smart and mature,” Pierre said and moved his hand away from my wife’s thigh, only to put his arm around her waist as he turned towards me, “I will fall in love with a woman like the one you have gotten yourself, Matt. If I meet someone like Em, then I will be all in for it.”

“Indeed, there will be only one last obstacle,” I said.

“What would that be?” he asked me.

“To get Julie’s approval, hi-hi,” I said and giggled.

Julie seemed to have had enough. She swam towards us and stood up in the pool in front of me.

She swept away the water from her face and asked me as she looked at me, “My brother thinks that a woman should be settled in her ways and always act mature, and he envies you, Matt, that you have a pretty and sensible wife. But I can put money on it that at least sometimes you crave for a wild, young and unpredictable woman, am I right?”

I didn’t know what to say and decided to ignore her question.

Julie grabbed her hair at the nape and began squeezing the water out. She titled her head backwards raising her elbows above her head. In the process, the young lady pushed her chest forward and upward, showing off her boobs, standing just two feet away from me. She made a step forth as if to keep her balance, and she came so close to me that she brushed her tits against my knees.

Julie continued her speech as she kept looking at me, “A woman that makes your blood boil, that makes you chase her, and you give all that you have, and you still don’t know if you can get her or not. A woman that makes you wonder what she wants from you. You’d love that thrill, wouldn’t you, Matt?”

I couldn’t hold her gaze and looked away. I felt her soft breasts pressing against my knees.

Pierre let go of my wife and leaned over her legs. He pushed his sister’s elbows gently away from me, making her step back.

He told her something in French.

“My brother asked me to put on my top as he thinks that I make you feel uneasy. Is that so?” Julie said as she stared at me and smiled.

“No, I mean,” I began mumbling.

“Julie! Put on your bikini top!” Pierre instructed his sister, this time in English, as he nodded with his head towards her bikini top which she had left on the tennis table along with her t-shirt and shorts.

“Pierre, if they want to buy a house in France, they have to get used to the French ways,” Julie said as she tilted her head once again and looked at me. “Matt, do you like the French lifestyle?”

Then she looked at Emily with a victorious smile flickering across her face.

“Julie!” her brother said sternly.

At that point, I remembered that Julie’s boyfriend must have been watching us, and I looked at him to see his reaction. He was still standing on the other side of the pool. He grinned at us and pulled a cigarette from the pack that was lying on the tiles behind him. He lit his cigarette and took a puff. François seemed not to care what his girlfriend was up to, and her performance rather amused him than worry him.

“I don’t mind them,” I managed to say.

“Ha-Ha!” Julie laughed loudly and then she said, “You see, Matt doesn’t mind them!”

She deliberately stressed the word ‘them’ as she made fun of me, having caught my slip of the tongue.

I felt the blood rushing in my head. I was embarrassed that I had so childishly let my thought about Julie’s tits get exposed.

I looked at Emily, and she shook her head disapprovingly. The good thing was that she smiled, perhaps led by the wisdom that boys will be boys.

Julie put her hands on my knees and looked at my wife as she said, “Em, do you like how we in the South have fun? Matt likes it.”

Before Emily could reply, Julie made her next move. I was shocked and failed to react when she slid her hands between my legs and placed her right hand on the bulge in my trunks, finding the base of my penis just above my balls. It was not too difficult to get hold of precisely what Julie wanted, because the shape of my stiff dick was distinctly discernible through the fabric of my swimming trunks. She rubbed my cock along the length of the shaft and stopped when she reached the tip, gently squeezing it.

The tingling sensation building up in my balls stirred me into action, and I finally jumped to my feet. I tried to hide my erection from my wife by turning slightly away from her and Pierre.

“Julie! That’s enough!” Pierre shouted as he stood up too.

“Because your husband seems to like it. My brother can certainly introduce you to our ways, Em. He likes mature women. I am sure that he won’t disappoint you!” Julie continued to talk without any shame as she ignored her brother’s warning.

“Get out of the pool, Julie! You drank too much! Put on your clothes, now!” he told her off.

Pierre’s face had turned red out of embarrassment and anger with his sister.

Julie pulled herself out of the pool and stuck her tongue out at her brother as she stood up. She looked triumphantly at my wife and then turned her back to us as she headed towards the tennis table where her clothes were left. Her ass was indeed tight, and one could not help but notice how sexy it moved when she walked.

Pierre shouted something at his sister in French. She raised her right hand and showed him her middle finger as she continued walking.

Julie took her clothes from the tennis table, and without bothering to put them on, she went into the house. François got out of the pool and waved goodbye as he hurried to catch up with Julie.

“You have to excuse my sister’s behaviour. She’s been through a lot recently,” Pierre said as he sat down on the edge of the pool and crisscrossed his legs.

“Doesn’t she hurt herself when she behaves like this?” I asked him as I sat next to him.

Emily moved to sit beside me. Perhaps she had decided that she had crossed some of her red lines by allowing Pierre to put his arms around her and sitting next to him was not going to help her reinforce those lines.

“Well, sometimes people have to hurt themselves to wise up,” Pierre said.

“Come on. Let’s swim,” I said and lowered myself in the water.

I swam towards the middle of the pool where it was perhaps three meters deep. I stopped there, turned around to look at Pierre and Emily and began treading the water.

Pierre jumped in the pool too and extended his hand towards my wife, “Come on, Em!”

My wife hesitated a little, but then she took Pierre’s hand and got in the water. Pierre let go of her, and they both swam to me.

“Let’s swim a few lengths,” I said when they reached me.

The swimming pool was 15 meters by 8 meters, so there was not much length available to swim at pace; however, swimming a few slow lengths were an excellent way to relax after a long day.

“Sure,” Pierre said, and we began swimming slow front crawl beside each other.

Emily joined us, this time she swam front crawl too.

I was not doing tumble turns at the two ends of the pool because they work better with momentum and the pool was too short to allow me to take speed to the wall and then to glide in a streamlined position after pushing off from it. There was simply no length left for actual front crawl swimming if I did a proper tumble turn at each end and my head was breaking the surface of the water at the usually expected five meters from the wall. Pierre probably assumed that I could not do tumble turns because he decided to show off by doing one each time he reached the wall. He focused on the execution, performing a couple of strong dolphin kicks each time. His dolphin kick was not good, and he would have benefited more from a strong and shallow kick, but I decided not to tell him anything.

After I made 12 lengths, I did a tumble turn at the wall, only to show him that I was able to, but as I pushed off from the wall and streamlined my body, I did not rotate to end up on my front again and instead I surfaced on my back. I began sculling as a way to relax, and I reached the middle of the pool. Soon Emily and Pierre joined me.

“I think we should go to bed,” my wife said as we all trod the water to stay afloat while we talked.

“OK, let me show you my way to slow down and prepare for bed,” Pierre said and crisscrossed his legs as he wrapped his arms around them at the same time.

He began sinking, releasing bubbles through his nose until he sat at the bottom of the pool. He stayed like this for about a minute, and then he stretched out his arms the way his sister had done earlier on and surfaced.

“Can you do it?” he asked me.

I shook my head and said, “I’ve never tried.”

“It is easy,” he told me and then asked my wife, “Em?”

“No, I just cannot sink,” Emily replied.

“Because you do not release bubbles. It is not natural at first, but you do it once, and then you become a pro. Let me show you,” Pierre said, and without awaiting for my wife’s agreement, he moved behind her. “We’ll do it together, just trust me.”

He put his hands around my wife’s stomach from behind her while still treading the water.

“Now crisscross your legs, and lean on me,” Pierre instructed her.

Emily followed his instructions and relaxed her head on his right shoulder, pressing her back against his chest. She managed to look at me and shyly smile.

“Just start making bubbles with me,” her young instructor said.

Pierre crisscrossed his legs and pressed his crotch against my wife’s bum. Emily practically sat on his lap. He began sinking, dragging my wife under the water with him. They both started to make bubbles.

And indeed they touched the bottom. After staying a few seconds there, with Emily sitting on Pierre’s lap, he took her hands, and they both stretched their arms. They pushed off the bottom of the pool and resurfaced.

“How was it?” Pierre asked my wife as he moved in front of her and put his hands around her waist.

They both kept kicking hard to stay afloat.

He brushed aside her hair that had flipped down over her face and smiled at her.

“Thank you, Pierre. It’s easy. I’ve never been able to do it, but you taught me,” my wife said.

“I am sure that Pierre can teach you many other things, honey, but it is time to head off,” I said.

I smiled, but my wife sensed the doze of sarcasm in my voice, so she freed herself from Pierre’s embrace.

“Yes, let’s go to bed. I am going to take a shower, Matt. Good night, Pierre,” she said almost abruptly and swam up to the ladder of the pool.

Pierre did not make an effort to hide his gaze as he ogled my wife’s bum while she was climbing off the pool. She got her towel and flip flops and went straight into the house without saying anything else. Emily’s hurried departure was a sign, perhaps, of her regret that she had let Pierre probably a little closer to her than she had intended to, and she worried about my belated reaction. 

“Your wife has a great body,” Pierre said as he finally looked at me.

“So does your sister,” I said.

“Ha-ha,” Pierre laughed, “Julie is nothing more than a pretty trouble, while Emily is an accomplished, beautiful woman.”

“Maybe you should swap your sister for my wife, Pierre!” I joked. “Good night!”

I swam to the edge of the pool, pulled myself out of the water, took my belongings and headed towards the house.

“You can use the bathroom on the ground floor, Matt,” Pierre said. “I’ll hang around to empty the bottle.”

“Sure, thanks,” I replied before I entered the living room.

I took a shower in the ground floor bathroom, and when I entered our room ten minutes later, Emily had just gone to bed.

“I took a quick shower. Please take a shower you too as we do not know how clean the water in the swimming pool is,” my wife told me.

“You’d know better, honey, since you went down to the bottom with your new boyfriend!” I teased her.

“Matthew, are you jealous?”

“No, I just noticed that you liked his company, that’s all,” I said and put on my briefs. “I did take a shower, honey.”

I wasn’t sure whether Julie’s display of her boobs or watching my wife flirting with Pierre had aroused me more, or perhaps they had amplified each other’s effect. Whatever the reasons, I was super horny.

I lay next to Emily and turned off the lights except for the night light. Emily had not put on her nightie, she was topless, and I reached out and put my hand on her breast.

“Maybe you should go to Julie and feel her boobs, Matt!” my wife said as she pushed my hand gently away.

“Are you jealous, Em?”

“I am, of course. What do you think?”

I had liked the performance that Julie had put out, but I had not called for it, and my wife knew it. I felt that she had no right to accuse me of any wrongdoing, especially after she had allowed Pierre to flirt with her in front of me. I knew my wife, and I knew that she felt guilty about her behaviour with Pierre and was attacking me pre-emptively before I raised the subject of her conduct once again. 

In truth, the sight of my wife in the hands of Pierre had aroused me even more than Julie’s bare boobs or her hand on my cock. The feeling of excitement by the thought of my wife cuckolding me was not new, I had this fetish, and Emily was aware of my inclination, but she had made it clear that she would never entertain it. It all happened one evening during foreplay when I gathered the courage to let her know of my fantasy. Emily listened to me without interrupting me. After I finished, she thought for a few seconds and then pointed out three reasons why she was not interested in it. The first one was that she believed that she had to fall in love with someone to sleep with them. Emily loved me and did not want to risk our marriage and relationship by developing an emotional attachment to someone else. She was afraid that it could destroy our marriage. The second reason was that she was concerned about my subsequent jealousy, which was a valid concern, one that I also had. While I was excited by the thought of her as a hotwife, I was very jealous at the same time, however difficult it was for me to explain that weird contradiction at the time. The third reason was that she suspected that my ultimate goal was to win her permission to sleep with other women, and she would never agree to that in any circumstances.

Since she had spelt out that evening very clearly her devotion to monogamy and her expectation that we stuck to our wedding vows, I had all the right to call out her behaviour with Pierre, and I had all the right to be jealous over it.

“And do you think that I was not jealous of you when you cuddled into Pierre?” I asked my wife.

“I did not cuddle into him, Matt. You were the one who could not take your eyes off his sister!”

“Come on, Em. Julie could have been my daughter! OK, I don’t think we will agree on this tonight. Maybe we should not talk about it and move on,” I suggested.

“Maybe you are right,” my wife said.

After a couple of minutes of silence, I called her, “Em?”

“Yes?”

“Are you still upset with me?”

“A little,” my wife said, but the tone of her voice had softened.

“Will you be still upset with me tomorrow?”

My wife giggled and then said, “I don’t know. Oh, as you don’t know me. Come here, give me a ‘good night’ kiss!”

I put my hand on my wife’s tit as I leaned over to kiss her.

She let me be, and we kissed, but then she pushed me away and said. “I said only a kiss, Matt. We wasted our time for sex by mingling with the youngsters at the pool. I am sleepy now. We have to leave it for tomorrow. Good night, honey.”

“Good night, Em,” I replied reluctantly and rolled onto my back.


2.     Breakfast with Pierre

When Emily and I woke up the next morning, it was already 9:30 am. We greeted each other with a smile, followed by a hug, and we went about our morning routines.

Both Emily and I had left behind our small argument about the events from the evening before. However, I had not left behind my mixed feelings about what had happened. The scenes where Pierre was putting his arms around my wife were as vivid in my head as they were yesterday. I was confused about how it was possible to get aroused by watching my wife flirting with another man and at the same time feeling so jealous. It was the first time that I felt genuinely jealous. And it was a very acute, palpable, painful feeling. At that moment I realised what jealousy meant for me. It was, in fact, fear. I was fearful that my wife’s affection for Pierre could grow into something more profound that could lead to me losing her. I loved Emily, and I did not want that to happen. However, just when I was about to delve into my fears, they got pushed aside by the feeling of sexual excitement. The image of my wife in the arms of the young man was the source of my growing lust. And as if my confusion around the potential of my wife turning into a hotwife was not enough, I could not get Julie out of my head. She had everything a man could desire. She was a young and pretty lady with a character; in fact, she was a beautiful blonde French woman, provocative and aggressive to the point of annoying and at the same time making you seek her presence, wanting to see and experience more of her. Then I remembered what I had said about Julie being my daughter, and I felt ashamed, especially when I considered how this looked through the eyes of my wife.

I thought, Emily must have thought very low of me when I involuntarily revealed yesterday that I had the hots for Julie.

But then I did some of the maths in my head, and I figured out that with a bit of a stretch of the imagination, so Pierre could have been Emily’s son and yet, she flirted with him.

Oh, fuck it, Matt! I told myself. Why are you so bothered about whose daughter or son someone could have been? It’s not like you or Em are related to Julie and Pierre; as for the age difference, both Pierre and Julie are well over the age of consent, and they can do whatever they want. Julie is a grown-up 19 years old woman who knows what she is doing. Why should you not enjoy looking at her tits if she shows them and not fantasise about even more of her?

When I came back from the bathroom, my wife had put on her new ruffle tie front top and short co-ordinate set from Boohoo. The set’s pattern was a large black polka dot on white background print whose simplicity and implied playfulness made it a perfect casual attire for a sunny day outdoors that Emily and I were looking forward to enjoying. Emily had kneeled with one leg on the floor and squatted with the other while tying up the laces of her white trainers. What a sight she was! All of a sudden, the vision of Julie became distant. My wife was the woman to be desired! Her hair had flipped upside down and was partially obscuring her face. However, one could still see enough of her beautifully balanced feminine facial features to be able to determine that she was a very pretty woman. Having looked at the deep cleavage of her top, revealing just enough of her boobs to hint at their perfect shape, but not showing too much, the observer could not help but want to see more of her! Her flat tummy had found its way between the front top and the shorts to show just the right amount of skin as if wanting to advertise a small sample of what its owner might offer the right person in the right circumstances. And then my wife’s legs! It was impossible not to forget of everything else and savour with your eyes the sight of these legs. Starting from the ankles, and appreciating the perfection of the calves and the knees, and then looking up at the sexy slender thighs until the fabric of the shorts, barely able to hide the jewel between these legs, interrupted this visual feast of smooth skin.

Emily’s voice woke me up from my trance.

“Are you going to put some clothes on you, Matt?” she asked me as she stood up and smiled at me.

My wife had caught me that I was checking her out, and she loved it. She liked to feel desired, and most importantly, she somehow knew that she had to win the small battle with Julie that the young French woman had challenged her to fight. My lustful look had just assured Emily that she was winning that battle, and she did not hide how much she enjoyed it.

“Do you like my new outfit, Matt?” she asked me as she spun around to show me her attire.

“I love it, honey,” I said, “You look fantastic!”

“Thank you, Matt! What shall we do for breakfast?”

“I suggest we drive to the local town and find something to eat there. Then we can visit Pezenas; Google says it is worth visiting for its art and history. What would you say?”

“Sounds good to me,” my wife agreed.

I quickly put on my blue shorts, a white t-shirt and white sneakers. I took the car keys and my wallet, and we left our bedroom.

We went downstairs, and just when we were about to open the front door, Pierre popped out of the kitchen and said, “Good morning! I drove to town this morning and bought some croissants. I hope you like espresso because I can make us some with the coffee machine. Come, join me for breakfast!”

“When did you wake up this morning, Pierre?” my wife asked him.

She was surprised how much energy the young guy had after a late-night drinking.

“I woke up at seven. To be more precise, Charlotte woke me up with an early call to check if everything was OK. You had texted her yesterday evening that we had met and I had quit my job; hence she worried. She might call you later to ask you about some accruals or something she has to do at work.”

“That won’t be a problem, perhaps I will give her a buzz to see how she is managing without me,” Emily replied.

We did not have other option but to join our host in the kitchen. I sat at the table and looked around, trying to visually examine the embedded kitchen appliances that they had to leave behind if we bought the house, and determined with satisfaction that all appeared to be in good order. I was pleased because I didn’t want the hassle of having to renovate the kitchen immediately after the purchase of the property. Emily sat in the chair next to me and put her hands under her chin. She seemed more interested in Pierre’s work with the coffee machine on the bar plot than the appliances. She watched how he filled the machine’s tank with water, removed the portafilter and placed ground coffee beans into it.

“I can’t function if I do not have a couple of espresso shots in the morning,” Pierre made chit chat while he busied himself around the machine. “A double espresso when I wake up gets me started, and then another one at 10 o’clock sets me right for the rest of the day. Now is the perfect timing for my second coffee infusion. Do you drink espresso in the morning?”

Pierre had put on a white t-shirt and straight fit sky blue shorts that made him look smartly dressed while at the same time, emphasised his fitness and agility. His white and blue Nike sneakers strengthened the impression that he was a sporty person.

Emily seemed to be too engrossed in eyeing up his body to register the question, so I replied on behalf of both of us, “I usually have a cappuccino, and Em likes latte, but occasionally we drink espresso too. I love its smell; it beats that of the other types of coffee.”

Pierre noticed my wife’s lapse of concentration, and indeed, he figured out what the cause of it was as he smiled to himself.

“Very true, it is the aroma that makes it great, not that much its taste,” Pierre agreed with me as he tamped the espresso grounds into the portafilter.

“Yeah, the taste is bitter,” I continued the small talk.

“And that’s why I put two spoons of sugar in my shot,” Pierre said and inserted the portafilter into the brew head.

He turned the machine on and placed a large espresso cup underneath it. The machine began making a slight whirring noise as it started pulling the espresso shot. A creamy and thick liquid began oozing into the mug.

Pierre turned around, leaned against the bar plot and looked at Emily and then at me, before he said, “Julie and I managed to tidy up the house this morning so you can do a proper viewing of the property.”

“Where are Julie and François by the way?” I asked Pierre because it seemed that his sister and her boyfriend were not joining us for breakfast.

“Oh, they left,” he said.

“Where did they go?” Emily asked, finally joining in the conversation.

“They went back to Montpellier,” Pierre replied briefly.

“Are they coming back?” my wife asked him as he turned around and stopped the coffee machine since the first double shot was ready.

“I don’t know,” Pierre replied and began preparing the machine for the second coffee. “Probably not. François starts work at 9 am so he had left when I woke up. Julie was pissed off with me all morning for reprimanding her for her behaviour yesterday. Just before you woke up, we had a chat about it, but my sister felt that I was patronising her, she had enough and left. Julie will be all right; she just needs some time to reflect, I guess. The only problem is that she took my car with her. I wished that we had come to a head about this yesterday evening while François was still here, he could have given her a lift in his car.”

“Where is she going to stay?” Emily asked.

“With François. She bothered to tell me that before she stormed out.”

“Where do you guys live in the city? I mean with Charlotte in London and selling her flat in Montpellier too as I’ve heard. Do you have your own place?” I asked.

“Julie and I rent a flat. Fortunately, we can draw money for the rent from the trust fund which auntie established for us with the proceeds from the sale of our parents’ house years ago. We used to live with auntie in her flat, but Julie and I moved out in early May when auntie decided to sell it. She wants to use the money from the sale of this house and the flat to help James extend and renovate his house in London before they start living together in it.”

“How much space do two people need? Couldn’t Charlotte have just moved in with him and leave her flat to you?” I asked Pierre.

“Ha! Good question, Matt!” Pierre exclaimed, and a shadow passed over his face. “James is a gold digger if you ask me. He has seven children from two previous marriages, for two of which he still has to pay child support but has no income. I think that’s why he talked auntie into marrying him. They only met in January. Auntie was married once before, but she split with her husband fifteen years ago. She and Jacques didn’t have children, Jacques blamed her for that and Charlotte was hurt so much that for years she avoided long term relationships. James, however, managed to turn her around, and I think his kind words blindside her. Please don’t tell my aunt, because it will only hurt her and she still won’t listen, but I think James is using her to get her money. He is not a good man. I know this for sure!”

“I hope you are wrong, Pierre,” Emily said, “Charlotte is my friend, and I don’t want to see her hurt. But James is retired, he must have at least a pension. He can’t be that desperate for money, can he?”

“Have you met him? James is not retired. He is only 52 years old! He got kicked out of his job over a year ago. The official version is that he has retired from work due to his deteriorating health; he has heart disease. However, the reason that he is out of a job is very different. He was a professor of philosophy at a university in London, and a student filed a complaint that he had made her have sex with him in exchange for helping her keep her grant. He has never admitted to these allegations however his superiors asked him to resign to avoid a bigger scandal.”

“Are you sure?” Emily asked Pierre as his allegations seemed a little bit far-fetched. “How did you find out about all of this?”

“Em, when someone proposes to your aunt when she is 53, three months after they met, you check these things. We were all in the villa on Labour Day in May. We had come to clean the house and the yard because the estate agent was visiting the following week to photograph the property. Auntie had gone to the shed to get the lawnmower and mow the grass. Julie and I were in the living room with James. I was busy tapping a shim into a void between the tread and the stringer of the last step of the stairs because it was squeaky. Julie had kneeled on the floor, cleaning a tough lipstick spot on the laminate with nail polish remover. James, as usual, was exempt from any physical work due to his heart condition and was sitting on the sofa. He was diligently reviewing some documents on his laptop, only interrupting his work to look at Julie’s ass. My sister was furious because she knew what he was doing, but there wasn’t much that she could do to stop him.

“By that time, there was no love lost between James and Julie. Neither was I fan of his. Julie and I talked to him only in front of auntie and only out of necessity. And we had good reasons for that.

“Just two weeks earlier, Julie and I were still living in Charlotte’s flat. James had moved in a month before. Ever since auntie had introduced him to my sister, he had been making secretly unwelcome sexual hints to her, which she had always rebuffed, but the incident that happened that evening was the final straw. Charlotte was late from work as they were doing some system tests. Julie was brushing her teeth in the bathroom before going to bed while I was still watching TV in the living room when I heard her shouting and calling my name. I ran to see what was going on, and she told me immediately what had happened, while James kept shaking his head, denying any of her words. He had gone to the bathroom, knocked on the door and asked Julie to pass him his shaver. When she opened the door, he put his hand on her bum, and she slapped him in the face.

“I was so furious that I grabbed James by his shoulders and shook him. I threatened to beat the crap out of him and tell auntie. He, in turn, threatened to accuse Julie and me of assault on him and sue us if we mentioned anything to Charlotte or if I put my hands on him once again. Eventually, Julie and I decided not to tell auntie of the incident; we moved out of her flat the following week and began renting.

“So, on Labour Day, I was repairing the squeaky stairs in the villa, while my sister was sweating, working hard to remove the stain from the floor. James was ogling her bum, and each time she scowled at him, he responded with a grin. That is when auntie popped her head through the front door and called me to help her remove some clutter from the shed so she could get to the lawnmower. I was adding some glue and shouted at her that I couldn’t help her, but James should go and give her a hand. She then asked James to go with her, and she sounded a little frustrated.

“James is very diligent with his laptop, but this time, perhaps because he had not expected Charlotte to summon him so abruptly, he rushed and left it behind on the sofa. As soon as he left the room, my sister dropped the cloth with which she was rubbing the stain and grabbed hold of James’s laptop before it got locked. She read his emails and the document that was still open. The document was the final draft of his settlement with the university which his lawyer had sent him to review. James was not going to receive any compensation from the university for resigning his post, and he was dropping his claim for constructive dismissal. In exchange, no charges would be raised against him concerning the student’s claim for sexual harassment which the university had settled out of court. At dinner, Julie and I confronted James about his troubles in front of auntie. However, he shrugged his shoulders and said that he had been set up by the student, and none of her accusations was true. He projected himself as the victim in all of it. Auntie believed him. That’s why she keeps telling people that he is a retiree. As I said, she is blindsided by him.”

The final coffee was ready, and Pierre stopped the machine. He put the cups on the table along with a jar with sugar cubes and three small coffee spoons.

“Pierre,” Emily said as she put a cube of sugar in her glass and stirred her coffee, “How come that you and Julie have such good English? One cannot tell that you are French when you speak English.”

“That is because we are not entirely French, Em,” Pierre replied and smiled, amused and flattered by my wife’s observation. “Our mother was French, but our dad was English. Dad was a business development consultant, and he moved between the UK and France whenever he was assigned a major project. Julie and I were born in Marseille. When I was four years old, we relocated to London. We came back to Montpellier when I was eleven. Switching between two different education systems was challenging for Julie’s and my education, but the benefit was that we became fully bi-lingual. Julie and I often prefer to speak English when we talk with each other.”

“I see, that makes sense now,” Emily said. “Being bi-lingual is a huge advantage in today’s global world.”

“Yeah, very true,” Pierre said, and then he changed the subject, “Do you have plans for today?”

“Not really,” I replied.

“Then why don’t you and Em first have a look at the rooms and the house after we finish breakfast? Afterwards, we can go to the beach. It is less than thirty minutes’ drive from here, but I am afraid that we need to use your car.”

“That should not be a problem, I can drive us to the beach,” I said.

“So, let’s say we leave by 11:30 am. We will arrive at the beach just in time for lunch at noon. I know an excellent seafood restaurant in a nearby hotel,” Pierre continued.

“Pierre, I love seafood, but it’s almost 10:30, and we haven’t finished breakfast yet. I don’t think I can have lunch so soon. Maybe we should go for late lunch after we come back from the beach at 2:30 or 3 pm,” my wife suggested.

“This is France, Em,” our host said. “They stop serving lunch after 1 pm. Let’s do something else! Let’s go straight to the beach, and on our way back we can pop by in a nearby café that I also like to visit, and we can have a snack and a coffee. We will come back to the villa, have some rest, get changed and we will have a proper dinner in the evening at one of my favourite restaurants in our town. They serve excellent seafood. You should try bouillabaisse; it is a special type of fish soup.”

“I don’t like fish soup,” Emily said.

She looked at Pierre and tilted her head to the side as she wanted to look childishly innocent and charming. She tried to sweeten Pierre after her blunt rebuff of his offer, but her behaviour looked more like flirting, especially when she started to play with her hair and added, “I prefer grilled seabass.”

“Oh, they have that, and it is delicious! So, we’ll have seabass,” Pierre assured my wife as he smiled at her, happy to accommodate her caprice.

“It sounds excellent, Pierre,” I said.

The three of us focused on eating our croissants and sipping the strong coffee made by Pierre when Emily got a call. It was Charlotte. Pierre and I could follow the conversation as my wife had left the audio volume of her phone up from the previous day when she had called our kids from the airport’s noisy arrivals hall to check upon them.

Charlotte asked my wife how we liked the villa, and Em assured her that all was perfect. Pierre’s auntie then asked Emily to explain to her how to book a recurring invoice from one of their suppliers. I thought that Charlotte was not very experienced if she asked such questions. I felt that any accountant should know how to book an invoice. But then, Charlotte was new in the company. She did not have the advantage of the younger folks to learn quickly, which usually compensates for their lack of experience. On top of that, Charlotte was French, so the way things worked in the UK must have still felt alien to her. Emily explained briefly to her colleague how to book the invoice.

“Thank you so much, Emily,” Charlotte said. “Can you check with Pierre if he has tried calling James? James flew to Montpellier on Sunday evening and called me yesterday at about 11 am to tell me that he was planning to visit the villa in the afternoon. I have not heard from him since then, and he is not responding to my text messages either. Pierre said that James had not visited the villa yesterday, and I am starting to worry.”

“No, I couldn’t get through to him, auntie,” Pierre immediately replied as he leaned over the phone that Emily had just put on speaker and placed on the table.

“Gosh! Can you drive to Montpellier and check if he is not in the flat? I worry about his heart, you know.”

“Auntie, Julie is in Montpellier. I will call her to go and check on him, all right?”

Charlotte and Pierre switched to French, and Emily and I could not follow what they were discussing.

“Yes, you do that, auntie,” Pierre said at the end in English, “Bye. Love you!”

“Bye, Pierre, Emily,” Charlotte said.

“Bye, Charlotte,” Emily replied and hung up the phone.

“Charlotte does not like that Julie is hanging out with François and is going to talk to her. Good luck to her! Julie is not in the best of moods for a lecture,” Pierre clarified what the last part of his conversation with his aunt had been about.

He texted something on his phone. I guessed that it was to ask his sister to check up on James and to alert her of their aunt’s impending call to discuss Julie’s choice of boyfriends.

When we finished breakfast, we left Pierre in the kitchen to clear the table and do the washing up. Emily and I went on our viewing tour. We took our task seriously and took our time. Ultimately we had come to the villa primarily to have a viewing of the property. First, we went upstairs and looked at each bedroom. The rooms were of decent size, and they looked in good condition. The study room was indeed the only room that could have made a better impression if it was not crammed with books and other clutter. We had already seen a lot of the ground floor, so our viewing there focused only on the bedroom. It was quite spacious with a king-size bed and very nicely decorated walls. Pierre and Julie had put an effort to tidy up and clean as much as they could.

We went outside and walked around the house. Overall we liked it. However, we had to think through the finances once again as it required a few repairs. We paid a visit to the shed, which was unfortunately locked. Then we walked around the perimeter of the property. We liked the views that the place offered. Having spent about an hour looking at the house and its surrounding area, Emily and I decided that we wanted to buy the property and agreed to make an offer of 260,000 euro.

We went to our room and put our swimwear, two towels and our flip flops in a beach bag that Emily had brought from London. We applied some sunscreen on the most exposed skin of our faces, arms, shoulders and legs, put the sunscreen bottle in the bag, grabbed our sun hats and sunglasses, and left the room.

“Em,” I said in the corridor, just before we headed downstairs, “About yesterday, I think—”

“Can we not talk about it, Matt?” Emily interrupted me.

“OK,” I said.

My wife then put her arms around my neck and gave me a passionate kiss.

When we broke the kiss, I said, “You are right, Em; since both of us are so not used to socialise outside our established circle of friends, when we meet strangers, we easily construe being courteous and friendly as being flirtatious.”

Emily paused for a second before she said, “Yeah, we see things through the lenses of our perception of the other’s intentions. Hence, things that we cannot undo we should do best not to discuss, don’t you agree with me?”

“I do. However, just for closure, can you summarise in one sentence what you think happened yesterday? I will only confirm whether I agree or not with your assessment. Then we will reverse roles, and no more discussion after that?”

“OK, then,” Emily whispered because she did not want Pierre to overhear us, especially if he had gone into his bedroom, which was on our floor. “What happened yesterday was that you met a very unorthodox young lady who tried to make a fool of you. You got tempted by her looks, her nudity and let’s admit it, her personality. I think you still love me and desire me, but yesterday for the first time, at least in front of me, you had hots for another woman, a purely sexual attraction, which you fought off, but you were taken aback by its intensity. Yes or No?”

I thought for a while and then I said, “Yes.”

Emily prepared to walk down the stairs, but I held her hand and pulled her back in the corridor, “Hold on, I have not given you my summary.”

“OK, go ahead,” she said.

Emily appeared a little bit nervous, but she still smiled invitingly.

“You met a handsome, and provocative in his own ways, young man whose attention you liked, at both physical and emotional level. His sister dared you to compete with her to prove whose feminine sexuality was stronger and that further fuelled the fire in you. You got carried away and allowed perhaps more than what you think you should have allowed. At times you let yourself entertain a genuine affection for Pierre. You still have hots for him, and you do not know what to do.”

“Matt, the way you—”

“A-a, we said ‘Yes’ or ‘No’.”

“It is not a binary answer. For the part,-- “

“Em, if you are honest, you know that you can answer with one word, just say it.”

Emily turned around and quickly walked down the stairs, almost ran, without answering my question. Her reaction showed me that she was infatuated with Pierre, but did not want to or was afraid to admit it.

I caught up with her at the front door where we bumped into Pierre. He was carrying something wrapped in a garbage bag and was just about to come inside.

“I went to the shed to take my goggles. Charlotte had put them there as I do not go to the beach that often these days,” Pierre explained. “Give me a minute to take the rest of my swimming stuff, and I will join you in the car.”

Emily and I headed to our car. We did not talk.

My mind was pre-occupied with thoughts about Emily’s actions the previous day, and her reaction to my assessment of the events. I was also thinking of how aroused I had felt watching another man hitting on her. Even as I was walking and thinking about it, I was feeling the excitement.

Emily was also not in a mood to talk. Perhaps she was also reflecting on her feelings.

When we got to the car, we opened the doors, and hot air hit us in the face. We left the doors open for a couple of minutes to let the warm air escape from the car cabin. We then got in the car, and I turned on the engine and the aircon. Emily sat in the passenger seat. She gazed in the distance, searching through her confused feelings for answers. After a couple of minutes, she reached with her hand and caressed the skin of my arm.

“I love you, Matt! I relate to you at all levels of my soul in ways that I can’t relate to anyone else,” she whispered as she stressed the words ‘at all levels’ and looked at me.

Her eyes conveyed to me her genuine love.

“I am glad that you think so. You are the love of my life, Em,” I said.

I hugged her.

“Matt,” Emily whispered as she rested her head on my shoulder.

“Yes,” I replied and gently squeezed her shoulder.

“Do you remember when I got that job at ‘Nesla Corp’? The role looked so attractive, I dreamt of it, I couldn’t sleep before each interview, and I was ecstatic when I got the job. But then, when I started in the new role, it turned out that it was not so glamourous. When the novelty of the new job began to wear off, I realised that I had no future in the company. I found out how much I missed working for my previous company, how much I missed the stability of my role of many years, the familiar faces and the people who loved me there. I was crying every evening and talking about what mistake I had made. Three months later, when I got my old job back, I told you that I would never repeat my stupid mistake of moving to a role only because I was excited to explore something new and to cause myself heartache again.”

“Yes. I remember.”

“That’s how it is with many other things in life. I do not want to make another mistake like the one I made with ‘Nesla Corp’. I was lucky that I was able to return to my old employer, but that may not always be an option.”

“True. However, do you remember when you went on that business trip to California to attend a conference on new ways of working? You loved it. You called me every evening to tell me how much you liked it, how much fun you had there and how refreshing it was to learn how to break routines as a way to improve your work.

“When you came back home, you were full of ideas. For weeks you used to tell me every evening how much you had improved the productivity in your department and how much you had felt re-invigorated. We both agreed that your visit to the conference was not only fun but had enriched you, charged you with energy and you had become better at what you did as a result of it. What is the conclusion when you compare this experience and the one with ‘Nesla Corp’?”

“I don’t know, Matt.”

“With ‘Nesla Corp’ you wanted to explore new horizons and moved to the new role, leaving your old company for good. So, to explore this new, more glamorous and exciting thing, you abandoned something well known to you that you had enjoyed for years and could have enjoyed for many more to come. The new role turned out not to be as satisfying in the long run as you thought it would be.

“With your trip to California, you went there with the notion to explore new ideas and enjoy the stay; however, you always knew that you would be coming back home. So you had fun and came back enriched, and as a result, you even got a promotion. So maybe that’s how we should approach other things in life when the opportunities present themselves.”

Emily did not say anything; she just cuddled tighter into me.

A couple of minutes later, Pierre joined us. He put his beach bag in the car boot and sat in the back seat.

“Matt, copy the address of the beach from my phone,” he said as he shut the door and passed his mobile phone to me.

“Thank you, Pierre,” I replied and entered the address in the built-in satnav.

“Have you been to the French Riviera, Em?” he asked Emily after I handed back to him his phone.

“No,” Emily replied shortly.

“It is crowded!” he said. “I will take you and Matt to a quiet place where I used to go as a teenager with my friends from the town. The easiest way is to drive to the nudist beach. We will park the car next to it, and walk along the beach until we come to my cove.”

“OK, you are our guide, Pierre,” I said, and we put on our seat belts.

I got on the main road and began following the satnav instructions.

Pierre tried a few times to strike a conversation with my wife, but she did not reciprocate. Emily was rather brief in her answers, despite that she still smiled politely. She had decided to put a distance between Pierre and herself after she had reflected on her interactions with the young chap.

That was until halfway in the journey when I decided to start some small talk.

“How serious is the relationship between Julie and François?” I asked Pierre.

“Not serious,” he replied. “Julie is not in love with him.”

My wife couldn’t resist the temptation to challenge Pierre’s assertion, or perhaps she sensed an opportunity to find a way to dig up some dirt on the young lady that had annoyed her so much the previous night.

Whatever the reason, Pierre’s statement put a mysterious smile on Emily’s face, and she interjected, “So she says, Pierre.”

“She doesn’t say it, I know it, Em! She does not love François,” Pierre insisted.

“He-he,” Emily laughed and asked Pierre with the confidence of someone who knew more than him how women thought, “Then why is she with him now?”

“Only to keep her company.”

My wife got amused by Pierre’s assertions. She began softening her stance on not engaging in conversations with the Frenchman and was becoming more talkative.

“When I saw them yesterday, it did not seem to me that they were kissing only to keep each other company, Pierre,” Emily said.

“Oh, yeah, my sister does have sex with François. But there is nothing deeper. Love does not equate to sex, Em,” Pierre shared his view on the matter.

“I am not sure about that, Pierre. Maybe that’s how it is with men. A woman has to have feelings for the man to sleep with him,” Emily countered his assertion with her viewpoint.

“Of course, she has to have feelings for him; she has to be attracted at some level to the man. She has to have hots for the man to have sex with him. But having hots for someone does not equate to love. You can have sex for fun with someone and still love someone else. Have you not had hots for someone while you still loved Matt?” Pierre asked my wife.

I saw my wife’s reaction out of the corner of my eye.

At first, she did not feel at ease answering the question, but then she decided to giggle as she said, “Hi-hi, Pierre! How many married women do you think will provide an answer ‘Yes’ to your question in front of their husbands?”

“Sorry, Em, I did not want to put you on the spot. I was just trying to say that, in principle, women can love someone and still be sexually attracted to other men. I doubt married women are an exception to the rule.”

“Married women think and act differently than single women, Pierre,” my wife said.

“OK, I am not an expert, but I think this way,” Pierre opined. “Married women are women, and they can get attracted to someone else other than their husbands. They may not openly admit it, but they do. That’s why not only husbands but also wives cheat. I think that if a man makes a married woman fall into him, he will get her in bed the same way as if she was a single woman. OK, maybe it is slightly more complicated with married women, but the same principles apply.”

“You are so wrong. It is much harder to have an affair with a married woman, and there are several reasons why it is so,” my wife said.

“What are the reasons?” Pierre asked her.

“Don’t you know the rules about married women?” Emily asked Pierre.

“Tell me, Em. What are the rules?” the young man prompted my wife.

“Come on, Em! Tell us,” I also encouraged her.

“Why do you want to know, Matt? Do you plan to cheat on me with some married colleague at work?” Emily joked.

“No, I do not plan such things. OK. I will pretend that I am not listening. Tell our young friend what the key to seduce a married woman is! I think this is what he wants to know.”

Emily dropped her flip-flops on the floor and put her feet on her seat. She hugged her knees as she turned sideways so that she could look both at Pierre and me.

She shook her head and smiled at herself.

“Come on, Em! What is the secret?” Pierre urged her to talk.

“Just for the record. I’ve always loved my husband and have never cheated,” she said and looked at me.

I smiled and said, “I know, Em. The question is just hypothetical.”

“Yes, in theory, tell us,” Pierre encouraged my wife once again.

She giggled, “Hi-hi! Gosh, I can’t believe I am doing this!”

Then she took a deep breath and said, “OK. Here is rule number one. Women are emotional. Therefore a woman has to have hots for you to stand any chances, but success is far from guaranteed. There is also rule number two. Women are spontaneous. Therefore you have to wait for the right moment. Again it may never come. Satisfying these two rules at the same time makes the chances for success low. And with married women, the same rules apply, but you need to decrease the expected success rate by a factor of ten!”

“Why so? Why is the success rate with married women so much lower?” Pierre asked.

“Because of rule number three. Women are explorative. To be considered, the guy has to trigger the woman’s interest in exploration. But when a married woman loves her husband, there would be very few things that she would not have explored, making the chances slim for any non-husband to trigger such interest,” Emily explained and giggled, “Hi-hi! I can write a sexual therapy book!”

“You certainly explained the rules well, Em, there is very sound logic behind what you have just said,” Pierre commented and smiled, clearly amused by wife’s interpretation of this specific aspect of female sexual behaviour. “So, hypothetically, if the right moment comes and the right guy offers you something new to explore, say sex for fun, you’d have sex with him and still love Matt, right?”

“I knew I should not have talked about this,” my wife said and sighed before she passed the ball back in Pierre’s court by bringing back the subject of his sister, “We talked about your sister, Pierre. Does she sleep with many men?”

“No. Julie has only had three boyfriends as far as I am aware, of course. My sister is very unorthodox in many ways, but she is not a whore. It’s more complicated with her because of her very high expectations of the people close to her. The same expectations apply to her intimate partners. Her first boyfriend was a guy from her school, Luis, whom she dated for almost a year and a half. She was in love with him, but his parents felt that Julie was ‘uneducated’ and ‘too wild’ for him and eventually, influenced by his parents, he broke up with her. Luis broke her heart. Then my sister started going out with Frank until she found out that he was sleeping with someone else behind her back. She began dating François but broke up with him three months ago because she felt that he was too dumb for her and was a bad influence on her. Charlotte thinks the same way about François. Julie then began dating Frank again, whom auntie generally approves of, but then after two weeks, she broke up with him too, because she felt that he was neglecting her. And he cheated on her once again. Julie then had a change of heart and has been dating François since early May. Oh, she told me that she had had a one night stand with someone in Marseille immediately after she had broken up with Frank the first time. Ever since Luis, her relationships have been on and off relationships. However, I would not qualify this as sleeping with many men.”

“I see,” Emily said. “Yeah, now that you said it. I can see how she could be easily leading a couple of guys on and making them fight for her while she gets what she wants from each of them. She is a pretty princess capable of that.”

“Oh, come on, Em. You are judging my sister only because she is pretty, and guys get easily attracted to her. I am sure that many men dream about you too, and they would do anything for you, just to get a glimpse of your smile,” Pierre said.

“Hey, I am a married woman, Pierre! I do not lead other men on,” Emily said as she looked at him over her shoulder and raised her finger.

Pierre made a funny face and laughed.

My wife couldn’t help but laugh too, as she said, “OK, that’s enough now.”

Emily had begun enjoying Pierre’s playful remarks once again, and a few minutes later, she completely surrendered to his ability to charm a woman with words when he made her a craftily designed compliment.

I was getting confused with the satnav’s directions, and Emily intervened after my second failed attempt to take the correct exit from the roundabout, “Matt, I think you should take the third exit, not the second exit as the satnav says. Look, the road on the right is brand new, they have not updated the map, and it shows four exits while I counted five.”

“Yeah, Emily is right. I remember the old roundabout, the map is not updated,” Pierre agreed with my wife. “Matt, do you know that your wife is not only a beautiful woman, but she is also a very clever lady? She is so observant of the details that she should have become a detective.”

My wife finally capitulated to Pierre’s attempts to engage her in a friskier conversation.

She giggled, put her hand on her chest, which she always did whenever she was flattered or pleasantly surprised, and said, “Pierre, thank you for the compliment. You are trying to make my day!”

“I can’t agree more with you, Pierre! My wife has always made me proud!” I said.

“Thank you too, Matt!” Em replied.

Her face was gleaming with joy.

“You are more than welcome, honey! You are our queen, right, Pierre?”

“Absolutely,” the Frenchman quickly agreed with me and briefly rubbed my wife’s shoulders as he added, “Em is our inspiration!”

Emily laughed, “Ha-ha! Boys, stop it. You are making me blush now!”

There it was, jealousy and excitement were fighting in me again. I knew that I had a hotwife fetish; however, in those two days, I found out how intense my obsession was. Seeing my wife flirting with Pierre was arousing, but witnessing her inner struggle and watching her futile attempts to reign in her desires, made the experience twice more exciting. At that point, I decided not to fight it anymore and to enjoy whatever my wife’s infatuation with the young lad was going to offer.


3.     On the beach

Five minutes later, we arrived at a car park near the beach. I parked the car, and we took the beach bags out of the boot. We swapped shoes for flip flops, put on sun hats and sunglasses, and were ready to walk to Pierre’s beach.

“Look,” Pierre said as he pulled a volleyball ball out of his bag, “We’ll play with the ball when we get to our beach. Do you like playing beach ball games, Em, Matt?”

“As long as it is not football, Pierre,” my wife replied.

We were standing on a hill and could see the coastline in front of us in all directions.

“The café is on the right, do you see it?” Pierre said and pointed at the beach that was on our right-hand side. There was a café, about five hundred yards away from us, at the end of a long strip of sand that was full with beachgoers.

“Unfortunately we need to walk through the nudist beach,” Pierre said as he led the way along a pathway that swerved to the left of the parking lot. The sea remained on our right side.

“Why ‘unfortunately’, Pierre? You should have said ‘fortunately’!” I quipped.

Emily slapped me on the bum and said, “You are one naughty boy, Matt!”

Pierre laughed, “Ha-ha, all boys are, Em!”

“Gosh, I should watch myself around the two of you,” my wife joked.

The path was meandering through low hills covered with dunes and the occasional grass. After about 300 yards it veered to the right, and we came closer to another sandy beach. We saw a signpost that we were entering a nudist area.

“It is a small beach, by the way,” Pierre said. “It shouldn’t take long to cross.”

Indeed, the beach was probably less than 200 yards long. About thirty or forty nudists were sunbathing, splashing in the water or swimming.

“I’ve heard that the naturists do not like people walking on their beach if they haven’t taken their clothes off,” I said.

“I am certainly not taking mine off only to cross from one side to the other,” Emily said.

“I don’t know whether they like it or not, Matt, but they scoffed at us each time we walked through this area when we were teenagers,” Pierre said.

We embarked on the adventure, trying not to make eye contact with the folks. My wife turned her head away every time we walked a little closer to someone naked. I also made an effort not to look at the naturists, especially the nude blokes. It feels somewhat intimidating to watch someone walking in front of you with their cock swaying in all directions. It’s so provocative that subconsciously it compels you to look at it, and in turn, it makes you think that you are invading its owner’s privacy. That’s the moment when you look away, unavoidably feeling, and probably looking, a little guilty. Perhaps, since I considered myself to be straight, the male nudity around me bothered me because I feared that I might discover under the upper layer of my sexuality something more nuanced, which could potentially question my self-identification. Or, it could have been that I was afraid that someone could openly accuse me of taking an interest in their genitals. The prospect of being humiliated in front of my wife, Pierre and everyone else on the beach, terrified me; so I looked away as soon as I caught myself staring at someone’s manhood. When I observed Pierre’s behaviour around the male and female nudists, I concluded that he was going through the same struggles as me, quickly looking away from the blokes the moment that cock swung in front of his eyes. I decided to focus my attention on the women, and, somehow, it helped me ignore the guys. Indeed, looking at the female nudity was much more comfortable, at least for me. It felt more acceptable, perhaps because society generally expects that men enjoy watching naked women. And more importantly, looking at nude gals was in line with my officially proclaimed heterosexual orientation.

As soon as we reached the end of the beach, we came across shallow rock pools that we had to cross or walk around. We decided to remove our flip-flops and carry them in our hands, instead of risking losing them in the cracks between the rocks. We began a challenging walk, alternating between rock-hopping over basketball-sized rocks and carefully choosing our steps on some wet and slippery rock ledges. We welcomed the small sand strips between the rock pools where we could walk on the sand near the water with waves splashing in our feet. Pierre took Emily’s hand so she could lean on him while she navigated between the rocks. After a hundred or so yards meandering through rocks and pools, we came to a significantly larger, knee-deep rock pool. There was no way to walk around it because of the tall cliffs surrounding it. We had to cross straight through it. It became clear that we would get our pants wet by the splashing waves coming over the edge of the pool. My wife stopped and hesitated; she was not sure what to do.

“We’ll change into our swimsuits when we get to my cove where there are suitable boulders to hide behind. I will carry you through this stretch of water, Em,” Pierre said, and without any hesitation, he grabbed my wife by the waist with one hand and placed his other hand under her bum as he lifted her.

Emily put her arms around his neck as he carried her through the water. I followed them and watched how Pierre enjoyed the feel of my wife’s bum and thighs. Her hair brushed his neck as she cuddled into him.

When we crossed the rock pool, Pierre put her on the ground, and she thanked him with a charming smile, “Thank you, Pierre. You are a true gentleman.”

We came at a rock face that seemed to be blocking our way, but Pierre led us to a crack in the cliff, wide and tall enough so that we could crawl through it. The naturally formed tunnel wasn’t longer than 10 or 12 meters, and a few seconds later, we emerged on the other side at the cove that Pierre had in mind.

The strip of sand was no longer than 30 yards. There was a rock pool at the other end of the small beach, followed by tall rock formations which separated the place from the rest of the coastline. There was a steep rocky hill at the back of the cove that made the strip of sand feel like it was our private beach. No one except us was at this place.

“You see, it’s completely secluded,” Pierre praised his beach. “It has a sandy beach with shallow water where one can play ball games. Twenty meters into the sea, the water is deep but calm, nice for swimming.”

Indeed, the bigger waves were breaking on the rocks at the two edges of the tiny beach. Only ripples were splashing on the strip of sand.

“Let’s get changed, just pick up a rock to hide behind!” Pierre encouraged us and pointed at a few tall boulders scattered at the base of the hillside cliff.

Emily and I went to change behind a massive bolder, making sure that Pierre could not see us from behind his shelter.

“What?” Emily asked me when she saw that I was staring at her as she put on her string bikini bottom.

I just loved to watch her naked ass.

“Nothing, you are very sexy!”

“Sexier than Julie?”

“Absolutely,” I replied as I put on my swimming trunks.

“Thank you, Matt,” Emily said and swung her body sideways to tease me, making her naked tits sway seductively.

She prepared to put on her bikini top.

“Pierre has been very kind to take us to his beach, Em. Don’t you think?”

“Yes, he is very kind indeed,” Emily agreed with me while I helped her tie the strings of her bikini top at her back and when she turned around, she took the sunscreen bottle from my hand and added, “Maybe we should pay for his dinner tonight. Let me put some sunscreen cream on your back and shoulders, Matt.”

“I am not sure whether he is looking to be repaid with a dinner. I think he loves spending time with us, and especially with you. This is his repayment,” I replied as I turned around so that Emily could apply the sunscreen on my back.

“You think so? Maybe you are right,” she agreed.

She spread the cream on my skin and handed the bottle to me to return the favour.

Having changed in swimsuits, Emily and I popped out from behind our boulder. Pierre had already changed into his swimming trunks and was standing in the shallow water. He was playing with the ball that he had brought by tossing it up in the air and catching it. My wife and I walked into the water.

When we were knee-deep, Pierre threw the ball to my wife and said, “Come on, Em, let’s play!”

My wife caught the ball and tossed it back to him. Then he flung it to me. We spread a little to form a triangle and began passing the ball randomly between each other.

A few minutes later, Pierre kept the ball in his hands and asked, “Who wants to be the monkey in the middle?”

“Not me!” Em said and shook her head as she smiled.

“OK, I will be the monkey in the middle,” Pierre said and tossed the ball to my wife.

Emily and I spread a little farther apart and formed a line parallel to the coast. My wife threw the ball in my direction over Pierre. It landed next to me, I grabbed it, and while Pierre ran towards me, I passed it back to my wife. He ran towards her only to see the ball flying high above his head in my direction.

After we had made him run like this for a couple of minutes, our friend shouted as he tried to catch his breath, “Now the 3 seconds rule applies. You cannot hold the ball for more than 3 seconds; otherwise, you become the monkey in the middle.”

“No, that’s not how you are supposed to play the piggy in the middle, Pierre!” my wife squeaked but hurriedly threw the ball towards me.

Pierre did not try to attack me for the ball. Instead, he spread his arms and began walking towards Emily, occasionally looking at me over his shoulder. He started to count to three. I threw the ball to my wife. She caught it, and Pierre began counting again as he ran in her direction.

Emily and I kept moving and passed the ball between each other a few more times. However, like a predator that had sensed the easy prey, Pierre persisted in walking only in my wife’s direction and never rushing towards me. His strategy paid off, and he managed to close on her.

Emily started to panic, and eventually, the first skirmish between her and the young man occurred. Pierre succeeded to punch the ball out of her hands just before she was able to throw it. Emily squeaked but managed to regain concentration. She ran and retrieved the ball from the water before her opponent could do so. She threw it hastily in my direction. I caught it, and Emily tried to move away from Pierre in an attempt to deny him the opportunity to intercept the ball when I passed it back to her. However, he had both stamina and skills. Despite that the water was knee-deep, the young man was able to move quickly, and he almost caught the ball when I threw it to Em. Emily managed to grab hold of it, but Pierre once again punched the ball out of her hands just when she was about to toss it back to me. It fell in the water. My wife and Pierre rushed to the ball and got to it at the same time, but she managed to grab it just before he could put his hands on it.

“Come on, Em, quick!” I shouted as I ran sideways to help her by opening space for her to throw the ball in my direction.

Pierre stayed in front of my wife, jumping and spreading his arms up, ready to intercept her ball the moment she threw it. He began to count from one to three very slowly, staring at my wife’s face in an attempt to intimidate her. Emily figured out that she would not be able to succeed with her throw while Pierre blocked the line of sight between her and me. Instead, my wife decided to move around him, keeping the ball with her. She managed to confuse her opponent by using an almost football technique of stop and go, and she successfully bypassed him, leaving him a couple of feet behind her. She was finally in the clear and was about to throw the ball. However, Pierre was very quick once again. He grabbed her from behind, around the waist and the body, encircling her arms in his grip. He pressed his chest against her back. With her arms trapped, my wife could not toss the ball and dropped it.

“It’s not fair!” she squeaked.

Emily’s face was red out of the excitement and her futile efforts to fight Pierre’s bear hug.

She attempted to stretch her arms to get the ball, but Pierre was holding them just above the elbows so she could not reach it. He pressed his chin against her shoulder. Emily realised that Pierre would not allow her to reach the ball if he was holding her so tight, so she changed tactics. Instead of stretching her hands forward, she reached backwards and managed to tickle Pierre in the sides. He began loosening his grip as he laughed.

“Now you see how it’s done, Pierre!” my wife teased him.

She lunged herself forward, and Pierre let go of her. However, the waves had pushed the ball a little further away, and my wife missed to catch it.

Our friend did not give Em another chance. He jumped forward trying to grab her shoulders. Instead, he managed to get hold of the strings of her bikini top behind her neck, and as she tried to pull away, they got untied. My wife did not stop her pursuit of the ball as the strings at her back were still holding her bikini top in place, despite it opened up its cups a bit. She got the ball. Just when she was about to toss it to me, Pierre managed to punch it out of her hands by stretching his right arm to the limit.

“Come on, Matt, quick! Quick to my rescue,” Emily shouted and giggled as she blocked Pierre’s way with her body, looking over her shoulder to see where he was. “Hi-hi, Pierre, you have to admit defeat!”

I ran towards the ball; however, Pierre lunged from behind Emily. He managed to kick the ball away from me, but it landed in the water much closer to Emily’s left side than to me. She just had to turn to her left, make three steps to get it and pass it to me. I stopped running and began waiting for that to happen. My wife indeed decided to do precisely that, but just when she bent forward to get the ball, Pierre’s hands found her back and slipped down until he got hold of the strings of her bikini top at her back. Whether he did it accidentally or deliberately, I could not tell, but he managed to untie the knot in a blink of an eye.

My wife squealed, “That’s an illegal move, Pierre!”

She stood up and placed her hands on her bikini cups to get hold of her top.

Pierre wrapped his arms around her waist from behind once again. His hands pressed against her tummy, just beneath her tits, still protected by her bikini top kept in place by her hands.

Pierre pressed his chin against her cheek and asked her, “Do you surrender Em?”

“No,” she said and bent forward once again.

She stretched her left arm, trying to push the ball in my direction, while still holding her bikini top with her right hand.

She missed the ball as the young lad swirled her around. Pierre lost balance and fell on his bum, dragging my wife with him. Instinctively, Emily spread her arms, and her right hand let go of her bikini top. She flashed her tits as she landed on Pierre’s lap. Pierre stood up immediately and pulled my wife up. His hands slipped up and landed on her breasts.

Pierre shamelessly cupped her boobs and said, “Do you give up now Em?”

“Pierre,” my wife squeaked again and laughed as she put her hands on top of his, “This is a disqualifying move!”

I had stopped playing and did not bother to get the ball. I was watching with growing excitement.

Emily was blushing. She looked at me.

“Come on, babe, I believe in you!” I shouted and smiled as if I was very engrossed in the game, and there was nothing wrong with Pierre feeling her breasts as part of it.

Emily realised that I was OK with her flashing her boobs and letting Pierre grope her. She left his hands on her tits and stretched her arms forward to get the ball. What a sight my wife was, leaning forward, pushing her bum against Pierre’s crotch while his hands were feeling her tits and his fingers were rubbing her nipples, hardened from the cold water and her arousal.

She finally managed to get hold of the ball and passed it to me. 

I caught it and said, “Well done, babe!”

Having accomplished her goal, Emily stood up straight, while Pierre continued to cup her boobs from behind. She looked at me. I did not bother to hide my erection.

She shook her head disapprovingly, and at the same time, she smiled at me, as she said, “You like it, Matt, don’t you?”

“What is there not to like, Em?” I replied as I grinned.

Emily looked over her shoulder at Pierre, who was still holding her tits, having pressed his chest and crotch against her back and bum.

“Now, will you let go of my breasts, Pierre?” my wife said with a calm and even voice.

Pierre let go of her and said, “OK, you win, Em!”

He moved in front of my wife. Emily put her hand over her mouth and laughed when she saw that Pierre was also suffering from erection. The massive bulge in his swimming trunks was a clear indicator of the strain the fabric of his trunks had to endure to contain his sizeable cock inside. Pierre did not say anything. He turned around and headed towards my wife’s bikini top that was floating a few yards away, pulled by the light current. I went to Em and put my arm around her shoulder. Emily still did not bother to cover her boobs.

She looked at me and smiled.

Then she said, “I think we had repaid him his hospitality on his beach, don’t you think?”

“Oh, absolutely,” I replied and chuckled. “Hi-hi! He should pay for our lunch and dinner!”

Pierre brought the bikini top, and Emily put them on.

The three of us waded through the water and got on the sandy strip. We chose a place to sunbathe, and I brought our beach bag. My wife put our towels down. She took the sunscreen lotion bottle and spread lotion on my shoulders and my back. After that, she handed me the bottle and turned her back to me so that I could return the favour.

In the meanwhile, Pierre had also brought his bag. He put his towel down next to Emily’s.

“Would you do my back, Em?” Pierre asked my wife when I finished applying the sunscreen lotion on her back and shoulders.

He pulled a bottle of sun protection oil out of his bag and handed it to her.

Emily hesitated for a second but took the bottle and Pierre offered his back. My wife began squirting and spreading the sun protection oil gently, almost hesitantly, on the young man’s shoulders and back, feeling with her palm his nicely shaped back muscles and even his triceps as she finished her work.

“Thank you, Em,” Pierre said as he turned around, picked up the bottle and put some sunscreen oil on his legs, arms, chest and stomach.

The three of us lay face down and put on our hats to cover our heads from the sun. Emily rested her chin on her crossed hands, closed her eyes and prepared to relax. I adopted a similar position to hers but kept my head higher up as I gazed at the arc of her back, her sexy bum and slender legs. I noticed that Pierre was doing the same, ogling my wife’s forms. When he realised that I saw him staring at Em’s bum, he smiled at me.

A few seconds later, Pierre sat up and said, “Em, your legs will burn. Let me apply some sunscreen oil.”

Without waiting for confirmation, he sprayed some sun protection oil from his bottle on the back of my wife’s right thigh. He rubbed the oil with his palm on her skin up to the seam of her bikini bottom. Without any hesitation, Pierre slid his thumb between the skin of Em’s buttock and the fabric of her bikini. My wife immediately detected his move, raised her upper body, and looked over her shoulder, preparing to turn around or to tell Pierre to stop, but it was too late. Holding the seam of her tight bikini bottom, he pulled it up and pushed it into her ass crack, revealing her right bum cheek. He confidently applied sunscreen oil on my wife’s butt. I thought that I was going to ejaculate in my swimming trunks; so exciting it was to watch my wife’s ass being groped just a foot away from me. A couple of seconds later, Pierre repeated the same procedure with my wife’s left thigh and ass cheek. Emily had decided to let him be, and lay down, resting her head on her hands. Pierre diligently spread sunscreen oil on her calves and ankles.

“It’s the hottest time of the day, Em, you can get sunburn on your lower back if you have not applied sunscreen cream,” Pierre said as he sprayed more sunscreen oil on the small of my wife’s back and spread it on her skin.

“Matt did my back,” Emily said.

“Well, he hasn’t done a good job as I see dry spots,” Pierre said as he sprayed more oil just beneath the strings of her bikini top on her back. “He’s been trying not to stain your bikini, but with the sun so strong, it is important to get proper protection.”

Pierre untied the strings of my wife’s bikini top at the back, moved them out of the way and spread the sunscreen oil. Emily seemed not to mind it as she shut her eyes again.

Pierre brushed my wife’s hair aside to uncover the skin of her neck and untied the bikini string around her neck. He squirted sunscreen oil and spread it on the nape of her neck and shoulders.

“Matt, shall I do your legs and back?” Pierre asked me as he stood up.

I did not know what to say because it felt very intimate to let another man apply sunscreen on my body. Sensing my hesitation, Emily opened her eyes and looked at me. A smile slowly worked its way across her face and into her eyes.

Pierre was still waiting for an answer, and since none was coming from me, Emily said, “Go on, Pierre. My husband is apprehensive of being touched by a man, but he would love it if you apply the sunscreen oil on his legs and back.”

“OK, that’s it! No, Pierre, thanks,” I said as I raised my voice.

“Oh, come on, Matt,” he said. “What if you have gone to a massage? You could have picked up a male masseur, couldn’t you?”

Without any hesitation, Pierre moved around Em and squatted at my side.

He squirted sunscreen oil on my legs and spread it. Fortunately, he did not pull my swimming trunks up in my ass crack. He squirted sunscreen oil on my lower back and rubbed it onto my skin. Emily was watching us and giggling.

“Why are you giggling, Em?” I asked her as I raised my head, a little irritated with her.

“I love it. Seeing men’s solidarity in action!” was her brief reply.

Pierre finished applying sunscreen oil on my back and stood up.

“Pierre, would you like my wife to return the favour on mine and her behalf?” I asked him as I tried to piss Emily off a little since she had mocked me.

“No, thank you, Matt. I’ve already taken care of my skin. I am local and know how to spread the sun protection oil effectively. I saw that you guys had not done it right, and I felt obliged to help you,” Pierre replied and went to his towel.

“I just want to lay down on a beach, let the sun hit my face, and forget about absolutely everything,” he said as he lay on his back.

Emily and I enjoyed the sun rays on our backs for about ten minutes, and then we had to roll over as the July sun at two o’clock in the afternoon was too strong. Emily kept her bikini top on her boobs with one hand as she lay on her back and adjusted her sunglasses with her other hand.

“May I?” Pierre asked her as he sat up once again and pointed with his sunscreen bottle towards my wife’s stomach.

“OK, since you are such a lamb, Pierre. Why not?” Emily said and stretched her hands above her head.

Pierre quickly squirted oil from his bottle on my wife’s tummy and placed his palm on her stomach, preparing to spread the oil. She giggled and put her hands on top of his hand.

“Are you ticklish?” Pierre asked her as he smiled.

“A bit,” Emily said as she giggled again but removed her hands so that Pierre could spread the oil.

Her stomach muscles were twitching slightly as Pierre’s hand caressed her skin.

“Sorry, my tummy has always been ticklish,” she said as she stretched her arms above her head to keep her hands off her belly and let Pierre do his job.

“I am the same, Em,” Pierre said. “I am very ticklish.”

He squirted a considerable amount of sunscreen oil just beneath my wife’s bikini top. He gently began rubbing it, slowly pushing Emily’s untied bikini top up her chest, slightly revealing her boobs. My wife reached down with her hands and put them on her bikini. Pierre slowed down his circular moves awaiting for my wife to make up her mind. Emily looked at me, and when she saw no reaction, she hesitantly removed her hands from her top and put them behind her head. Pierre took this as a permission to push her bikini top further up and spread the oil over her boobs. He finally removed the bikini from her chest as its presence there had become pointless and put it at Emily’s side. The sight of his hands cupping my wife’s boobs and her hardened nipples disappearing underneath his fingers made my hard-on almost unbearable, so I turned onto my side, facing Emily. This way, I had a better view of my wife’s tits massage, but also the bulge in my trunks became less prominent. After about ten seconds of groping my wife’s breasts, Pierre spread some sunscreen oil on her upper chest and then moved to take care of her legs.

I expected that he would go up to her thigh gap, but he did not. He stopped two inches away from my wife’s bikini bottom. Perhaps he thought that Emily would not allow him to cross that red line and thus ruin his success so far. Or, maybe, he couldn’t bear any longer the arousal his contact with my wife’s body was giving him, considering the hard-on he was experiencing too, presented through the bulge in his swimming trunks.

Pierre lay on his back on his towel and closed his eyes. Emily also seemed to have closed her eyes, although I could not see well through her sunglasses.

My wife was sunbathing topless for the first time in our married life, and, as far as I knew, in her life. I was lying next to Em and thinking. What a transformation my wife has gone through in less than 24 hours! She was reluctant to buy for herself string bikini in the first place, and I was the one who had to convince her in the shop that these were the norm these days and she would look odd if she turned up at the beaches in southern France in her traditional bikini. And here she is, lying on her back, displaying her bare tits whose skin is glistening from the sunscreen oil applied on her by the stranger sunbathing next to her. This transformation is only possible because of her infatuation with Pierre and my implicit encouragement.

I leaned over to her and whispered in her ear, “You look fantastic, Em. I like your new sunbathing style.”

She whispered back, without looking at me, “Stop it, Matt. You are making me self-conscious now.”

Then, after a pause of a minute or so, she turned onto her side to face me, removed her sunglasses and said quietly, “I am glad that you like me.”

She gave me a peck on the lips and sat up. She put on her bikini top and stood up.

“I am gonna have a heat stroke if I carry on lying in the sun,” she said and headed towards the sea.

She waded into the water and Pierre and I followed her. We did not swim, just stood in the water, chest-deep and talked about the lifestyle in the Mediterranean. We cooled down in the sea for about ten or fifteen minutes, and then we headed to the shore.

Emily was leading the way, and as she waded in ankle-deep water, Pierre bent forward, scooped up water in his hands and splashed it on her back. She turned around and kicked playfully towards him, splashing water on his face. Before he could splash her back, my wife ran ashore. Pierre chased her, and I ran after them too. The young man caught up with my wife. He grabbed her by the waistline from behind and pressed his hands against her tummy.

“I caught you, you trouble!” Pierre shouted as he pushed his body tightly onto hers and laughed.

Emily laughed too, reached with her hands behind her, found Pierre’s sides, and tickled him. He let go of her, and she ran towards me.

“Matt, save me, please!” she shouted as she giggled and cuddled into me.

Since she wanted to watch out for Pierre, who ran towards us, she turned her back to me, and we ended up in a front-to-back hug. I pressed my torso against her back and wrapped my arms around her waist, placing my hands on her stomach, just beneath her tits. As I hugged her from behind, I pushed my pelvis against her bum and enjoyed the feeling of her body rubbing against me.

“Stay away, Pierre!” she warned him and continued to giggle.

Pierre began reaching out with his hands towards her sides to tickle her. Each time he did that, he sent a quiver of excitement through my wife’s body as she swung in the opposite direction and stepped back to avoid his fingers. Of course, each time she was pushing her bum onto my crotch, so each time I was stepping backwards too. It was a childish game, but the three of us enjoyed it.

She continued to squeak every time Pierre lunged to tickle her.

“Tickle for a tickle, Em!” he said as he chuckled.

“Hi-hi! You started it first,” she giggled and swung her left leg forward as if to kick the oncoming Pierre, but she stopped her foot in the air, just in front of his crotch.

Emily leaned her back against my chest to steady her body, and a playful smile flickered across her face.

Pierre looked at her foot, pointed at him, and grabbed her leg by the ankle. Holding her leg, he moved forward until her foot touched the bulge in his shorts.

“Em, you know that this will not stop me if I want to tickle you,” he said, staring at her face and smiling.

“Are you sure?” Emily asked Pierre as she continued to smile and then she rotated her ankle, gently rubbing his cock through the fabric of his trunks, “My foot can cause a lot of damage there, think again, Pierre!”

Pierre pressed my wife’s foot tighter against his cock, whose shaft was very discernible at that point, and he said, “I love you tickling me there, keep going, Em!”

My wife decided that she had flirted enough with Pierre; hence she pulled her leg down and standing on her two feet, she said, “OK, I think it is time for a truce.”

“OK, truce then,” Pierre agreed and adjusted his stiff cock in his trunks.

I let go of my wife, who raised her finger jokingly at Pierre to warn him against tickling her.

“OK, I promise,” he said as he raised his hands.

Emily took my hand, and we began wandering along the beach with the waves splashing in our bare feet and ankles.

Pierre caught up with us and suggested, “Let’s go to the rock pool and watch the sea life, shall we? I used to spend hours watching the various crabs, small fish and stars trapped in the shallow waters.”

We spent the next thirty minutes or so exploring the marine life. Pierre was telling us the names of the creatures in French, and occasionally he was putting his arm around my wife’s hips. She did not mind it.

When he finished his marine biology lesson, we sat down on the wet sand near the water. Waves washed in our feet. We watched the horizon, and Pierre shared with us what he liked about his country and what he did not. I put my arm around my wife’s shoulders, and she cuddled into me. Pierre was sitting at her other side. He kept squeezing wet sand through his fingers onto my wife’s thigh and brushing it away by running his hand on her skin, starting from her knee cap up to the seam of her bikini bottom.

When he decided that he had enjoyed enough rubbing the soft skin of her leg, he suggested, “Shall we swim a bit, and then head off for lunch? Are you OK to swim in the sea, Em?”

“No,” Emily said. “This is an unsupervised beach.”

“Oh, I’ve swum here hundreds of times, but I am a good swimmer. I guess you won’t be joining me either, Matt,” Pierre said with a condescending tone of his voice as he decided that I was also afraid.

“Of course I will join you, I am an excellent swimmer,” I said.

“Oh, Matt,” please—”, Emily began begging me not to swim, but I ignored her plea, “In fact, I propose a competition between you and me, Pierre.”

“OK, where shall we swim to?” he asked me.

“Do you see that rock in the water, straight ahead of us at about 200 yards from here? Whoever reaches it and first comes back, wins!”

“Matt, this is very dangerous, look at the swell around that rock,” my wife tried to dissuade me.

“Well, you can climb on it or swim around it, that’s the rule. Whoever comes back on the beach first, wins,” I said.

Pierre thought that I was not a good swimmer, so he immediately accepted the challenge, “OK. So what will be the prize for the winner?”

After I had allowed him some liberties with my wife, he thought that I was a beta male. Because of my hotwife fetish, which was taking a firmer hold of me, that might have been true in some aspects, but at the same time I was still very much competitive, and I wanted to teach him a lesson. I felt that his confidence was bordering arrogance, and it was pissing me off.

I had not told him the evening before in the pool that I had been swimming in a swimming club in my younger years. I was a competitive swimmer until I turned sixteen, and then I quit because I did not grow tall enough to be able to compete successfully at higher levels. The pool at the villa was not long enough to show my skills, so Pierre was confident that he was going to beat me. However, I was very confident in myself. While I had neglected my fitness over the years in many ways, there was one thing that I had kept doing – going to the spa once a week, usually on Tuesday evening and swimming for an hour.

“No, no prize for the winner, Pierre. It will be something that the looser has to do,” I said.

“OK, that will be more fun. What should the loser do, Matt?” Pierre asked me, amused by my suggestion.

“Em?” I asked my wife.

“Keep me out of this, both of you. I think it is a bad idea,” Emily declined to propose the punishment for the looser.

“OK, it has to be funny and humiliating. I suggest that the looser walks nude from this beach to the signpost on the other side of the nudist beach,” I proposed and looked at Emily.

“Don’t look at me, Matt! I will gladly watch free male striptease. It will be you or Pierre putting up the show, not me,” she said and laughed, “Hi-hi. It would have been braver if you walked naked through the non-nudist beach.”

“OK, I accept Matt’s challenge,” Pierre said and stood up. “Ready?”

I stood up and said, “Go!”

We both ran into the water, and when it was at our hip lines, we dived. After the first fifty meters, it became clear that I was the more skilled swimmer, despite that I was older, and Pierre was way fitter than me, and slightly taller. I was a body length ahead of him. The fact that he had quit competitive swimming only 12 years old showed. His arm stroke was not good, he was not pulling all the way to his hips, and he was breathing too much. His head was too high in the water. Pierre saw that he was losing the race and doubled his efforts. Initially, that yielded results; he pulled ahead of me. However, I did not change my rhythm, and when we were reaching the rock, I was again alongside with him. Pierre was running out of breath, and he decided to climb on the boulder as a way to rest. This decision slowed him down as he had to find the best moment when the surge would allow him to approach his target safely. I chose to swim around the rock. It lengthened the distance that I had to swim by 40 or 50 yards, but I saved myself the fight with the waves around the boulder. The only thing that slowed me down and tired me a little more than I had expected was that I had to lift my head a few times above the water to check my bearings.

Once I had swum around the rock, I resumed swimming in the most streamlined way as I headed towards the beach. Pierre jumped off his tiny ‘islet’ and began swimming frantically when he saw me ahead of him. He caught up with me again as I was getting tired and had slowed down. So far, I had been trying to breathe every four strokes, but now my energy level began dropping off significantly, and I switched to breathing every stroke. I slowed down my arm strokes and transferred my leg kick energy into my arms, making my arm pull extremely powerful. I opted for a lighter shallow kick to concentrate on stretching my arms even further and pulling all the way down to my hips. Pierre did not have the long-distance competitive swimming experience that I had and was tiring himself down by slapping the water with his hands and not pulling his arms to his hips. He failed to keep his elbows high, and as a result, his hand entry into the water created additional drag for him. That’s why Pierre completely ran out of steam around 50 meters before the shore. I caught up with him despite that he had been probably three meters ahead of me at one point. When I overtook him, he gave up. I was exhausted but swam until my arms started to hit bottom. I stood up, and I walked the distance to the beach.

“Well done, honey!” Emily said and stood up, she put her hand on my shoulder and looked at my face as she asked me, “Are you OK?”

“Yes,” I managed to say, still trying to catch my breath.

Pierre finally succeeded in reaching the shallow waters. He stood up on his feet and wobbled as he made it to the shore. The young guy collapsed on his back. Two minutes later, he had caught his breath and stood up. The Frenchman did not say anything, just came to me and gave me high five.

Then he pulled down his swimming trunks.

My wife involuntarily covered her mouth with her hands when she saw his large cock swinging between his legs.

We collected our bags and the rest of our stuff. Pierre led the way back towards the crack in the rock face and provided my wife with yet another view angle on his bum and penis when he bent forward to pick up the ball and put it in his bag. Since I let my wife walk in front of me and behind Pierre, as we crawled through the crack, she had the pleasure to enjoy the sight of his balls and cock swinging between his legs from close quarters. When Pierre popped out on the other side of the rock, he stood up and gave his hand to Emily to help her out of the crack. Emily took his hand, but in the process of kneeling up, her face came so close to the semi-flaccid cock of her helper that in the ensued panic, she put her free hand between her face and his crotch and involuntary her palm brushed his penis.

“OK,” Emily said and turned crimson, forcing a smile in an attempt to hide her embarrassment as she stood up, “I think I will be leaning on my husband in the future until you put your clothes on, Pierre!”

Pierre did not know what to say other than a simple, “Sorry!” and he turned his back to Emily and me. He chose to walk in front of us in silence. The three of us made it to the nudist beach.

I caught up with Pierre and said, “At least here you are amongst equals!”

He smiled and replied, “Am I?”

I looked around and laughed, having understood the implied reference to the superior size of his dick, “No, you are not!”

Emily overheard our conversation and said, “It’s all about dick size for you boys, isn’t it? That’s why you are so insecure when you have to undress in front of others. Women are so much more confident in their bodies.”

“Really?” I said. “Em, are you saying that you won’t have a problem to strip naked in front of all these folks here?”

“Yeah, I’d like to see that,” Pierre said and laughed, “He-He, I bet you’ve never been a nudist, Em!”

“No, I haven’t. And I will not strip here,” Emily said with confidence.

“Why not?” Pierre asked my wife as he turned around to look at her and Emily caught a glimpse of his swinging cock.

Pretending that she was not looking at his manhood, she replied, “Because if I strip now, all these people will think that I am doing it in front of other naked people only to overcome my insecurities, as some sort of therapy. I don’t need that to be comfortable with my body.”

“I see, you don’t want to strip in front of other nudists because it will prove nothing,” Pierre recapped.

“Yeah, something like that,” my wife agreed with Pierre’s summary.

We had come to the end of the nudist beach, and Pierre pulled his shorts out of his bag. He looked at my wife’s face as he bent forward to place his foot through the leg of the shorts. This time Emily was watching him shamelessly as his penis swayed in the air.

“OK, do it tonight at the swimming pool, in front of Matt and me. We will be with our clothes on,” Pierre challenged my wife.

“Ha-ha,” she laughed, “You wished!”

“Why not?” Pierre said as he put his other leg in the shorts and stood up.

He pulled his shorts up and adjusted his cock inside.

“Because I already did. You saw me topless, Pierre!” my wife said.

“Only saw you?” I interjected, but both Emily and Pierre ignored my remark.

“What if I dared you to do more? You said that you were comfortable with your body. Accept the challenge! Or are you shy? You are shy, aren’t you? Oh, you are so shy!” Pierre goaded her.

“Being shy is not a vice, Pierre,” Emily replied and prepared to move on.

“No, it is not,” Pierre said and stood in her way. “However, hypocrisy is.”

“How am I hypocritical?” Emily squeaked, getting a little annoyed by Pierre’s accusation but still amused by his insistence to see her naked.

“You accuse men of being insecure and assert that you are much better, but you are not prepared to put your claim to the test,” Pierre said.

“I am not having this conversation here!” Emily tried to end the discussion. “Would you let me pass, Pierre?”

“Only if you--” Pierre began saying something before Emily interrupted him, “It is not going to happen here, Pierre!”

“OK, you said, ‘here’,” my wife’s tormentor said, glowing of satisfaction. “This means that you will do it elsewhere. Great, you will go skinny dipping tonight at the swimming pool!”

Emily pushed Pierre gently aside to get him out of her way and slapped him teasingly on the ass as she walked past him.

The famous café was only a ten-minute walk from the car park, and it turned out to be a beach bar. It was nearing 4:30 pm, so there were free tables. We ordered a bottle of Cotes de Provence Rose to share between the three of us. Emily and I decided to share a crab avocado stack salad while Pierre ordered a French salmon tartare for himself. While we were waiting for the waiter to bring the wine and the salads, Emily and I used the opportunity to visit the toilets and get changed.

Ten minutes later, the wine and the appetizers arrived, and Pierre raised his glass, “To dares!”

“Hi-hi,” my wife laughed. “You are keen on challenges, Pierre, but you are not good at meeting them. However, putting up a good show when you fail? I’ll give you that - you excel! So cheers to you!”

“Cheers!” I said, and we clinked our glasses.

“So you accept the challenge that we talked about?” Pierre asked my wife.

“No, I don’t,” Emily replied.

Emily’s stubborn resistance brought a playful smile to his lips.

“It’s about having fun, Em!” Pierre tried to convince her.

“And we’ve already had fun watching you parade nude on the beaches of France,” Emily said. “Let’s change the subject, please! When was the villa built?”

Pierre wasn’t thrilled to change the saucy topic but explained, “It was built in 1975. My parents and aunt did a major renovation in 2005 after my grandmother passed away, and they inherited the property. That is when they built the swimming pool. Mum and dad were in London, but they provided most of the money while auntie dealt locally with the permits and the builders. So, what have you decided about the house?”

“You know, Pierre, that if we are to buy the house, you guys need to clean up the study room,“ I said.

“Of course. But will you be buying the house? What have you decided?”

“Well, we haven’t decided yet. We like it, but we will be left with no money if we buy it cash. And I don’t want another mortgage. So, we may have to talk about the price,” I replied.

“You should talk to Charlotte about the price, Matt. She deals with it. However, it would be best if you hurry up. She told me this morning that two potential buyers were interested in the property, asking for house viewings. Properties like this go quickly.”

“Come on, Pierre! I thought we were friends; you should keep the other buyers at bay until we decide, and talk to Charlotte to take fifty grand off the price. That’s what friends do, right?”

“He-he!” Pierre chuckled, “Fifty thousand is a lot of money, even between friends, Matt!”

“Yeah, but we are big friends of yours, aren’t we?” I said and winked at him.

“Well,” he said with a playful smile, “You see, your wife has just turned down a challenge that I proposed, that is a big dent in a friendship, isn’t it?”

“Hi-hi,” I chuckled, “For fifty ground off the price, I am sure Em will accept the challenge! Won’t you, honey?”

“Who knows? Maybe! I don’t promise! Friends do favours, not deals,” my wife replied and put a coquettish smile on her face.

She drank from her glass and still smiling, she looked away from us.

“Oho, we are making some progress. Money talks, right? Hi-hi, I love it!” Pierre joked and drank from his wine before he continued with a more serious voice, “OK, jokes aside, I will talk to Charlotte. However, the villa will sell quickly. Properties like it are in high demand in this part of France. I am telling you as a friend.”

“Do you have many friends, Pierre?” Emily asked him.

Pierre told us that he did not have many friends in the city, but he had quite a few in the local town from his childhood years when he was spending the summers at the villa.

He got interrupted by a phone buzz. It was a phone call from Julie, and they spoke briefly in French.

“What is it?” Emily asked Pierre when he hung up the phone with a weird smile on his face.

“James is not in the flat. However, before Julie had managed to call Charlotte to tell her that, auntie called her. I am not sure whether you know that James met Charlotte at his ex-girlfriend’s place in Marseille when auntie was visiting her. Her name is Jeannine. Jeannine and Charlotte had been best friends since school until James started a relationship with my aunt and thus destroyed her friendship with Jeannine. Charlotte and Jeannine stopped talking to each other because Jeannine accused auntie of stealing her boyfriend, which in a way is true. Julie told me that auntie had overcome her pride, and about an hour ago, she had called Jeannine. Surprisingly, she had picked up the call. And guess what? When auntie asked her about James, Jeannine told her that he had been with her since yesterday and he would not be coming back to Charlotte. Then she hung up the call, after telling my aunt to stop calling James and leave him alone. Auntie is distraught of course, but do you know what? Good riddance of James,” Pierre explained and put on a broad smile, he shook his head and added, “I did not expect that Jeannine would turn into such a great helper to us, I didn’t!”

“Let me call her! Poor Charlotte!” Emily said as she pulled out her phone and called her friend.

Charlotte picked up my wife’s call immediately but was sobbing, and Emily began comforting her by telling her that people loved her and James perhaps did not deserve her if he had acted like that. There is no telling how boring it was for me and Pierre to listen to my wife trying to calm Charlotte down for more than 30 minutes. Emily shushed us a couple of times when we tried to talk because she did not want Pierre’s aunt to overhear us having fun. It seemed that Charlotte thought that the whole world was supposed to mourn her break up with James. At least Pierre and I were of the same mind when it came to watching the girls that were passing by in their swimwear. We caught each other checking out a blonde woman in her mid-twenties who had bought two ice creams and was taking them to the nearby beach parasol where her boyfriend was reading something on his mobile phone. She was wearing a G-string, so it was hard not to look at her ass. Fortunately, Emily was too busy talking to Charlotte to notice our ‘dirty looks’ at this random passer-by. I smiled at Pierre and showed a thumb up. He responded with a thumb up too and smiled back at me.

Then I pointed with my head discretely at another girl that was parading in front of us, and he said quietly, “Seven.”

Thirty seconds later, he nodded toward one of the waitresses who had come to serve a table next to ours.

I replied, “Six.”

Without discussing it, Pierre and I had found a game to keep ourselves entertained by one of us pointing at a girl and the other scoring her on the scale of one to ten.

After we had scored a dozen of women, I nodded toward my wife.

Pierre raised his hands and said as he smiled, “Really? You don’t already know?”

We got shushed by Emily, but I still shrugged my shoulders and said, “No, I don’t.”

“It’s a ten plus, Matt,” he replied and grinned at me as he finished the wine in his glass.

Finally Charlotte seemed to have calmed down as my wife hung up her phone.

We began chatting about the region and what one could sightsee. Pierre talked to us about the top tourist attractions worth visiting in southeastern France. He told us about the Verdon Gorge; the famous castles around, like the Carcassonne, Chateau d’If and the Sisteron Citadel; and Pont Du Gard, a famous Roman aqueduct. Emily and I were diligently checking on our phones each place the moment he mentioned it while we continued to savour the wine. It turned out that there were two attractions within an hour drive from us: the village St Guilhem-le-Desert, recommended on the internet as one of the prettiest villages in France according to UNESCO, and the Carcassonne town with its famous medieval citadel, La Cité.

“Matt, shall we visit St Guilhem-le-Desert or the Carcassonne today?” Emily asked me.

“St Guilhem-le-Desert is about fifty-minute drive eastwards from here, and the Carcassonne is one hour and ten minutes north-west from us,” Pierre said as he also checked google maps on his phone.

“Well, it’s 5 pm, Em,” I said, “By the time we get there, the entry to the citadel and the museums will be closed.”

“Matt is right; the citadel might be closed in the Carcassonne. However, for St Guilhem-le-Desert you don’t need to visit museums, it is just a picturesque village where we can go for a walk on its streets and maybe have dinner,” Pierre suggested.

“OK then, let’s visit St Guilhem-le-Desert,” Emily agreed.

When we finished our salads and the bottle, the waiter asked us if we wanted coffee, and we ordered espressos, going along with Pierre’s coffee preference. Emily also ordered a Crème Brulèe. While we drank our coffees, Pierre told us about his ambitions to study and how he planned to settle abroad. He then asked us whether we had kids and how old they were.

“I can’t believe they are 12 and 14! Emily, you look so young to have children who are in high school. Matt, you too,” Pierre made a compliment to Emily and me when we told him about our sons and how old they were.

“Thank you, Pierre,” Emily replied. “You know how to flatter people.”

“No, it is true, Em. When I saw you for the first time yesterday, I thought that you were 27 or 28 years old, and I reckoned that if you had kids, they would be in junior school at best.”

“Now you are soft-soaping me, you didn’t truly think I was 27,” Emily said as she smiled and subconsciously began playing with her hair.

She was looking at Pierre with a playful spark in her eyes. Emily said that she doubted Pierre’s honesty, but she liked the compliment. Perhaps without fully realising it, she was flirting with him once again.

“Well, honey, Pierre is not lying. You do look younger,” I told her.

“Gosh, now you are both making me blush,” Emily said.

“Pierre, my wife not only looks 27 years old, but she also has the energy of a 27 years old, in everything she does. In bed too,” I said.

“Matt!” Emily squealed, “You can’t talk like this. You embarrass me now.”

“Sorry, honey, it slipped through my tongue. But it is true,” I apologised.

“Well, I imagine she is a superb lover,” Pierre said, “I will never find out, but I trust you, Matt.”

“Never say never,” I said.

An awkward silence followed. Pierre drank the remainder of his coffee. Emily left her spoon on one side of her plate. It seemed that she did not intend to finish her dessert.

She finally said, “Matt, do you listen to yourself?”

“I mean, Em, it is true that we never know what hypothetically can happen in life. That’s why people say ‘never say never’,” I clarified.

“Yeah, I think you have drunk too much wine! Maybe I should drive,” Emily said, a little irritated by my comments. “Are we ready to go now?”

I paid the bill, and ten minutes later we were in the car.

As soon as I began driving, Pierre had a phone call, and we figured out that it was Charlotte. They discussed something in French for a while.

Pierre explained to Emily and me, once the call ended, “Charlotte wants to pull out of her flat sale, quit her job and move back to France. I think it is a mistake. Since the buyers have already made the deposit, she will lose money. Also, she does not need her big flat as both Julie and I will not live with her and she’d be better off if she sells it and buys a smaller one. She will have some money to cover various other expenses and some savings. Let me call Julie to make sure we are on the same page.”

“You might be right, Pierre. I think Charlotte should not rush things through. And certainly, she should stay at work until she finds a job in France. I do not want to lose a good colleague like her, but if she indeed has to return to France, she should find a job first,” Emily said.

Pierre called his sister. They talked for about twenty minutes until they seemed to have found a solution to their problem with Charlotte.

“My sister always finds a way out of a difficult situation, she will talk to our aunt and dissuade her,” Pierre said with satisfaction as he hung up the phone.

He kept talking about how much better off his aunt would be if she still sold her flat and found something smaller and cheaper. Ten minutes later we arrived in St Guilhem-le-Desert.

Pierre assumed the role of a tour guide and took us on a walking tour of the village.

He seemed to know a lot of the history of the place, and I asked him, “Pierre, how come you know so much about this place?”

“I worked as a tour guy for two summers in this part of France, and St Guilhem-le-Desert was one of the stops for my groups. Hence I had to learn a lot about the place. And in any case, I love history,” Pierre explained.

Pierre was an entertaining tour guide. He was able to intermingle the historical and architectural facts with puns, jokes and funny stories, which made Emily and I laugh a lot. We were walking side by side with Em between Pierre and me. A few times, when I was not holding my wife, Pierre put his arm around her waist under the guise of showing her some point of interest or helping her navigate through the crowd. Emily let him treat her to his gentlemanly manners and did not object his hugs.

On one occasion, however, we were walking on one of the narrow streets, when both Pierre and I attempted to put an arm around her waist at the same time, and of course, it didn’t quite work. We squashed Emily between us.

“I am sorry!” Pierre immediately apologised.

“Oops,” I exclaimed. “Sorry, honey! Pierre and I haven’t learned yet how to share you between the two of us.”

My words made the situation even more awkward than it already was. My wife blushed and pulled away from both Pierre and me, opting to walk in front of us.

Pierre tried to mend the mishap by coming up with an explanation, “Em, both Matt and I were trying to mind the cloister; hence we bumped into you.”

“Em, we’ll blame the street, it is too narrow, honey!” I joked as I caught up with her and wrapped my arm around her waist.

My wife decided that she had to laugh it out, “Hi-hi, I am sure that it’s the street’s fault, gentlemen! You have to learn to keep your distance around a lady when you walk with one on these narrow streets.”

“Ha-ha,” Pierre laughed as he caught up with us, but this time he did not put his hand anywhere near Emily. “You have a point, Em! It is too tight for two men with you at the same time.”

I burst into laugh, “Ha-ha, Pierre, what did you just say?” and then added, “Em, Pierre thinks that you are too tight for the two of us at the same time.”

“Oh, my God! Now both of you, stop it!” Emily reprimanded us and then she giggled, “Hi-hi! With your dirty minds, I ban both of you from coming to me within less than two meters distance.”

She pushed me gently away, only for me to catch up with her a few seconds later and put my arm around her shoulder.

We turned around the next corner, and Pierre asked us, “Shall we sit down for a coffee? We are at the famous Café on the Liberty square.”

He pointed at a square in front of us with a large tree in the middle of it. There were tables and chairs around the tree with customers sitting at the tables.

“It is too late for coffee for me,” Emily said, “But I would like an ice cream.”

Emily and I had ice creams while Pierre had a shot of espresso. He told us a funny story which had happened at the café with a couple from one of his tour groups. Just when Emily and I had stopped laughing, Pierre shared with us another hilarious tale from his visits to the village. I was not sure if he was inventing his stories or not, but they were genuinely humorous, and he was making sure that Emily and I laughed and enjoyed our time with him. We talked about the stupid things that tourists do, and after two more stories from Pierre on the theme, we were ready to go back to our car.

This time Pierre sat in the passenger seat to navigate me through some shortcuts that the satnav did not know about. Emily spent most of the one hour journey on the phone with her sister and our kids, asking them various questions about how they were spending their time in Norwich and telling them that she was having a great time in France. Of course, she did not mention that Pierre was one of the main reason for enjoying her stay so much.

We arrived at the villa a few minutes before 9 pm.


4.     Skinny dipping in the pool

Emily went upstairs to take a shower. She wanted to wash away the salt left behind on her skin by the seawater. I did the same in the bathroom on the ground floor but had to wait for about five minutes for Pierre to finish first as I did not want to abuse his hospitality and sneak into the bathroom before him.

When I walked into our room, I found Emily lying on her back in the bed. As soon as I shut the door behind me, she pulled the light duvet off her, and that was not to cool herself down. She was naked and was waiting for me. My wife bent her knees, and with her feet placed on the bed, she swung her legs from one side to the other a few times while her pretty face kept smiling at me. Keeping her knees slightly bent, Emily spread her legs apart, revealing her shaved pussy with its thin landing strip just above it. I loved the sight of my wife’s legs spread wide open, flashing the treasure between them, complimented by the surrounding nicely shaped hips and flat tummy. My wife put her hands on her round breasts and gently squeezed her hardened nipples between her fingers. I did not need more encouragement; took my sneakers off, removed my shorts and t-shirt, and jumped on the bed next to her. I hastily took off my briefs and kicked them in my feet. Emily let go of her breasts, and her hand found the head of my erect cock. She rubbed it gently and then ran her palm along the shaft of my penis until she reached my balls and gave them a tender squeeze. I raised my upper body a little, leaned over and started to caress her tits. We began kissing. Soon, after a brief visit to her belly button, my hand moved onto her pussy landing strip. After running my fingers along its length, I confidently moved my hand onto my wife’s soft vulva. We broke our kiss for a moment to take a breath. I circled her clit with my index finger for a few seconds, and then I slipped my hand further down along her crack, spreading her pussy lips apart until I found her vagina. It was wet and loosened. I inserted two fingers in it straight away and kissed my wife once again, without holding back on the tongue action.

“I love you, Em,” I said as we broke the kiss.

“I love you too, Matt,” my wife whispered as she pulled on my cock towards her labia, nudging me to lie between her legs and fuck her.

I complied with her unspoken request and positioned myself right in front of her pussy. Using my arms to hold myself up, I lay on top of her. We knew our anatomy so well, and we had been so well-tuned with each other, that we did not need to look down or use our hands for my penis to take the precise position for a smooth and pleasurable penetration of her vagina. I just needed to make one gentle thrust forward, so we locked eyes, and smiled at each other as if to say, here we go! I pushed my pelvis forward, guiding my cock towards the familiar place of her wet hole, anticipating at any second to feel the gentle touch of her pussy lips on the glans of my penis.

“Sorry to bother you,” we heard Pierre’s voice behind our bedroom door, accompanied by a gentle knock. “Charlotte is on the phone. Would you like to discuss the price of the house?”

“Fuck!” I said semi-audibly and rolled over on the bedsheets next to Emily.

My wife instinctively pulled the duvet over her to cover her body.

“Just a sec, Pierre!” she shouted and smiled at me as she shook her head.

I thought, how could this Frenchman choose this very moment, just when I was about to penetrate my wife!?

I was pissed off, and how wouldn’t I? I almost felt the tip of my penis make contact with the softness of my wife’s vulva when he shouted at the door.

The expression on my face must have betrayed my thoughts, as Emily whispered, “We’ll resume later, honey!”

I jumped off the bed, grabbed clean briefs and a t-shirt from my suitcase and put them on. I put on my shorts and sneakers and opened the door to be greeted immediately by the grin on Pierre’s face.

I went outside in the corridor.

“Thanks, Pierre,” I said and took the phone from his hand as I shut the door behind me.

“Hi, Matthew,” I heard Charlotte’s voice on the other end of the line. “You know what James has done to me, but I am selling the villa regardless.”

Charlotte was sobbing; hence I said, “Charlotte, I know. Perhaps we should not talk about the villa now. It can wait—just one thing. If James acted this way, he does not deserve you. Don’t shed any more tears over him.”

Thankfully my erection had gone down so I was not bothered that Pierre was looking at me intently, eager to find out what Charlotte and I would agree about the house. It didn’t matter whether he would see my hard-on or not, but I just didn’t want to give him the pleasure of finding out that he had interrupted Emily and me at the most pivotal moment.

“Thank you, Matt. But, let’s talk about the villa. I wanted to sell it anyway. Pierre tells me that you asked if I could reduce the price by 50,000 euro. Look, we can go down a little, let’s say to 305,000 euro, but further than that will be difficult.”

“Charlotte,” I replied. “I don’t want to kick you when you are down, but Emily and I talked about this in the morning. If you sell it to us for 260,000 euro, we will buy it with cash, straight away. There will be no mortgages, no chains, no more viewings, and no more discussions. I will make a deposit tomorrow, and we can exchange contracts at the earliest. You will have the rest of the money in your bank account next month, even next week, depending on how quickly our solicitors go through the technicalities in this country. You will know that you have secured 260,000 euro and will be able to focus on rebuilding your life, which you need more so now after James’s betrayal. Pierre and Julie will be able to move on with their lives as well. What would you say?”

There was silence.

Pierre’s face had turned pale, he was not keen to sell at a lower price and whispered as he shook his head, “No, Matt, that’s too cheap.”

“Matt,” Charlotte came back to me. “Let me talk to Pierre.”

I passed the phone to Pierre, and they began discussing my offer in French.

The door of our bedroom opened, and Emily popped out. She shut the door behind her and took my hand.

“How’s it going, Matt?” she asked me.

My wife had put on her black summer whisper-light ruffle dress that she had bought from her favourite French collection specifically for our visit to the villa. She looked beautiful and sexy. Her dress was fitting to her slender body, creating a focal point at her waistline and at the same time drawing sufficient attention to her bust with its deep cleavage. Her flat black shoes complemented her dress, highlighting her long legs and delicate ankles. Even in his heated discussion with his aunt, Pierre couldn’t help but stare at my wife, charmed by her stunning appearance.

“I’ve offered 260,000 euro, and Pierre and Charlotte are discussing it,” I said.

“Oh, 260,000 is a good price, we’ll buy it straight away,” Emily said.

Pierre finished his conversation with Charlotte and passed his phone back to me.

Charlotte told me, “Matt, unfortunately, the lowest Pierre will go down is 305,000 euro. I am sorry. He and Julie have made exact plans for their money from the sale. If you convince them otherwise, please call me. If it was up to me only, I am OK with 260,000, but I listen to what my kids say and will honour what they want.”

“I see. Thank you, Charlotte. Goodbye,” I replied without hiding my disappointment.

“Goodbye, Matthew.”

I hung up the phone and gave it back to Pierre.

“I am sorry, but much smaller houses are on the market for 400,000 and above, and they sell quickly in this part of France,” Pierre said.

“Don’t worry, Pierre, we’ll talk more,” I said.

“I hope you are not upset with me,” the guy said apologetically.

I assured him, “Not at all, Pierre. That’s the whole point of talking about this.”

“Ahm, do you still want to go out for dinner?” he asked.

“To be fair,” Emily said, “I am a bit tired. I am not too hungry, either. Perhaps we should postpone it to tomorrow.”

“I am not hungry too. Let’s just have a drink and a snack instead,” I said.

I lied that I was not hungry. I was hungry, but I was also horny, like hell. I just wanted to have a quick drink and get Emily in bed as soon as possible so that we could finish what we had started before we were so brutally interrupted by Pierre.

“You might be right. Let’s stay here tonight. It is already past 9:30 pm anyway. François bought a lot of food yesterday. The fridge is full. And we have plenty of wine,” Pierre agreed with us.

We went downstairs, and our host said, “Let me put some music on, and I will bring some port. Do you like port wine?”

“I’d like to try it,” I replied.

“Me too,” my wife joined me.

“You’ll love it,” Pierre assured us. “I’ve put a bottle in the fridge.”

He turned on the hi-fi system and passed the remote control to me as he said, “Feel free to choose a song, Matt.”

Pierre went to the kitchen to fetch the port wine, and I began scrolling through the songs.

“It’s a shame that I did not manage to convince Pierre to sell the house for 260,000 euro. Charlotte seemed inclined to agree,” I said as I sat on the sofa beside Emily.

“I know, right?” Emily concurred with me, “It is so disappointing.”

“Try to sweeten Pierre, honey! He has a soft spot for you,” I said and giggled, “Hi-hi! Use your charms to enchant him a little, and I will talk him into selling the house for 200,000!”

“Oh, yeah, if it worked that way!” Emily said as she shook her head and laughed too.

Pierre brought a bottle of port wine, three glasses and a cheese and fruit platter appetiser. He removed the cover of the platter and put the plate on the table. He filled a glass for each of us, and Emily and I tasted the port wine. Pierre sat down on the sofa across the table and drank from his glass too.

I did not remember to have drunk port wine before, but I liked the drink. It was fruitier and sweeter than the wines I had used to drink, and it was stronger; its alcohol content was way higher than that in dry wines. We sat and listened to the next track in silence. The sweet wine was going down nicely, and Pierre had to refill our glasses.

“How do you usually relax?” Pierre asked Emily and me and took a sip from his glass.

“Well, if we stay home,” I said. “We either watch TV or listen to some music, we have a drink or two. If we go out, it is usually on Thursdays; we meet friends or relatives over a drink in the pub. And you? How do the youngsters unwind these days?”

“When we go out, Julie usually hangs out with her friends. They often go to the cinema or a bar for a drink or two. I best relax having drinks with a couple of my friends at the sports bar. However, going out means spending more money, and we are recently a little short of cash. So more often, Julie and I stay home, and like you, we listen to music and have some drinks, or we invite friends and have a small party. When we are here at the villa, we sit by the pool or swim a little,” Pierre replied. “This is the beauty of a place like this one; you can relax, listen to music, and enjoy nature and the fresh air.”

Pierre stood up and opened the patio doors.

“And there are no neighbours to complain if the music is too loud or spy on you while you splash in the pool. The nearest house is at least 300 yards away, behind the hilltop. During the day, one can visit the beach or the local rural market. We have one of the best open markets in the country.”

“What else can you do during the day, Pierre? Are there must-see sights in the rural countryside?” Emily asked our host.

“Yeah, there are some interesting places to visit. I can take you to do some sightseeing tomorrow if you would like,” Pierre replied as he took a brief look at my wife’s legs and sat down on his sofa.

Emily had crossed her legs, and her dress got pulled up well above the knees, showing her thighs. Both Pierre and I were secretly checking her out.

The conversation continued around the activities one could do in the vicinity of the villa. Soon, we finished the bottle, and most of the platter had gone. Pierre brought a second bottle of port wine and again sat down on the sofa opposite Emily and me.

“Talking about places to see nearby, I can take you tomorrow to a ‘course libre’. It is our version of bullfighting. In France, we don’t kill the bulls after the fight as they do in Spain. I will tell you a funny story about my best friend Noel and me, going to our first and only running of the bulls,” Pierre said as he opened the bottle and poured wine in our glasses.

He told us how he and his friend had gone to help the organisers of the event direct the crowd behind the wooden fences, but they had ended up on the wrong side of the barricade and had to outrun the bulls to save themselves. He then went on and told us another funny story with his friends setting on fire the shed of their neighbours by mistake. Both Emily and I laughed a lot. I told a story from my childhood which Pierre and Emily liked too.

Meanwhile, we kept drinking, and the effect of this new drink on my wife began showing by making her giggle and laugh a lot more than usual. I was also feeling very jovial and lively, fully engrossed in enjoying the moment with no worries about anything else. Emily was very chatty and even began taking turns with Pierre and me telling various jokes.

“So, what about my challenge to you from the beach, Em? Are you up for it?” Pierre asked my wife unexpectedly, just after we finished laughing at a joke which I had thrown in.

He looked at her face in anticipation of her reaction, and his mischievous smile added to the impression that the port wine in his bloodstream was helping him get adventurous.

“No, I don’t think so,” Emily replied. “I know that you wanted to get me drunk with your delicious port wine to lower my inhibitions, but it is not happening, Pierre.”

She smiled coquettishly and drank from her glass.

“OK, Em. Dare me something, and I will do it. Anything! I will do it, and then you have to accept a challenge from me. Let’s play this game!” Pierre suggested.

“Thanks, but no thanks,” Emily declined as she put her glass on the table and giggled, “Hi-hi, I might be tipsy, young man, but I am not drunk.”

“Dare me anything, Em! I’ll do it,” Pierre encouraged my wife.

Emily shook her head and smiled as she said, “No, I told you. You will not trick me into playing this game.”

“Do you think she will ever do it?” Pierre asked me and winked at me.

“I don’t know,” I said as I grinned. “Ask her, not me!”

“You may ask, but never get an answer, Pierre,” Emily replied as she stuck her tongue out at Pierre.

The fresh air coming through the door and the relaxing music playing in the background added to the ‘feel-good’ sensation. An almost erotic vibe was oozing from the interactions between the three of us. I drank the wine from my glass in one go and put my arm around Emily’s shoulder. Pierre refilled my glass with wine. He topped up Emily’s glass as well. My wife drank from her wine, left her glass on the table and cuddled into me.

She rested her head on my shoulder and looked at Pierre, who also emptied his glass, and topped it up.

Emily kept her eyes on Pierre for a few seconds, and a smile flickered across her face. She began playing with her hair. The alcohol had numbed my wife’s senses and lowered her inhibitions as she did not realise that she was, in reality, flirting with Pierre in front of my eyes.

“What?” Pierre asked her and laughed, still holding her gaze.

“If I dare you to sell the house for 260,000 euro, will you do it?” Emily asked Pierre.

“No,” he said.

“So you were dishonest when you said that you’d do anything if I dared you,” Emily said.

“OK, do you dare me? Just say it,” Pierre urged my wife.

“Will you accept it?” Emily asked him.

“I don’t know. I make split-second decisions. Will you accept my challenge?” Pierre asked her quickly.

“I don’t know. I am an impulsive creature, as most women are,” Emily said without taking her eyes off Pierre’s face.

“Let’s wait for the moment then,” Pierre said as he finished his wine.

Emily moved her head from my shoulder onto my chest, and smiling playfully at Pierre she giggled once again, “Hi-hi, you wait for however long you wish to wait, young man!”

“Let’s open a bottle of champagne in that case,” Pierre said as he stood up, ready to go to the kitchen and bring the bottle.

“I am quite tipsy already, Pierre, no more alcohol for me,” Emily declined.

“Come on. You have to enjoy the French wines while you are in France, Em. What better opportunity to indulge a little bit in having fun and appreciate the place?” Pierre said.

“OK, but only one glass,” my wife agreed.

Pierre went to the kitchen to fetch the champagne, and I turned up a little the volume of the music.

“Come on, Em, let’s dance,” I invited my wife to a slow dance.

“I am a little dizzy, the port is a strong drink,” Emily said, but stood up and offered her hand.

“That’s why we need to move, the dance will help us sober up a little,” I said, and I lead her outside in front of the house.

We began dancing. It was almost 11 pm, and the dusk had turned into darkness. The light coming from the living room through the patio door and the dim light from the two lamps at the two edges of the pool lit up the front garden, creating a relaxing and romantic ambience. Emily was a little tipsy indeed, and she leaned into me, as she whispered in my ear, “This place feels so romantic, don’t you think?”

“Indeed, I’d say even erotic.”

“Hi-hi, I know, right?”

Pierre brought a tray with a bottle and three glasses filled in with champagne. He left the plate on the tennis table and handed a glass of champagne to Emily and another one to me. My wife and I took our drinks and carried on dancing.

Pierre took his glass and raised it, “To Em, the most beautiful wife I have ever met!”

“Gosh!” Emily squeaked. “Pierre, you make me feel uncomfortable in front of my husband!”

“Cheers!” I said, and we drank from our glasses.

The song finished, and another slow track followed.

Pierre left his glass on the tennis table and asked me if I would let him dance with my wife, “May I?”

“Sure,” I said as I let go of Em and stepped aside.

Emily handed to me her almost empty glass and put her hands on Pierre’s shoulders. Pierre placed his hands on my wife’s hips. I stepped back, left Em’s glass on the tennis table and leaned my back against the trunk of the apple tree as I prepared to watch them dance.

Pierre leaned his face towards my wife’s ear, and with his mouth almost touching her hair, he whispered, “Wow! Your moves are so elegant, flexible and graceful! It is an utmost pleasure to dance with you, Em!”

“Thank you, Pierre. You are a great dancer too,” Emily replied as she looked at me to check how I was feeling about the young lad showering her with compliments.

I raised my glass and nodded as I said, “You look great, honey!”

“Your frame is marvellous, and the way you tune with the rhythm is so sexy. Seriously, you dance beautifully!” I heard Pierre pressing on with his compliments as he was gradually leading my wife further away from where I stood.

Emily giggled, she liked his compliments. I had to give it to Pierre, he was making my wife feel like a million bucks, and she was showing her appreciation by moving her body closer to his.

I heard her saying, “Thank you, Pierre. I very much enjoy dancing with you.”

The last thing I heard coming out of Pierre’s mouth was telling my wife, “You’re truly amazing!” as they were now fifteen yards away from me.

Pierre kept whispering in my wife’s ear, touching the skin of her cheek with his lips. She kept giggling and responding to his compliments.

Pierre then told her something which made her shake her head and smile, and I almost read on her lips the word ‘No’. He continued talking to her, and she continued declining whatever he was asking her to do. A minute or so later, Pierre started leading my wife back in my direction as he again told her something that made her laugh. Emily leaned into him, pressing her chin on his shoulder and whispered in his ear, but I couldn’t figure out what she said.

A few seconds later the song finished, just when they reached the tennis table.

Pierre let go of my wife, and said, “I truly enjoyed it!”

Emily was glowing when she replied, “Me too, Pierre!” and smiled while she kept eye contact with him for a few seconds after he had let go of her as if she was contemplating something.

I joined them and left my empty glass on the table.

Pierre noticed that our glasses needed a refill and poured the remaining champagne as he said, “It feels romantic, doesn’t it?”

“It does indeed,” I replied as I drank my champagne in one go.

“I love it,” Pierre said, “You love it here too, Matt. We are romantic men, that’s why.”

Emily took her glass and raised it as she said, “Cheers to romantic men!”

“Cheers,” Pierre replied, and they both drank up their champagne.

“I’ve got another bottle in the fridge. Shall I bring it?” Pierre offered.

“No, thank you,” Emily replied, “I am already drunk.”

“Me too, I am done, thank you, Pierre,” I also said.

“OK, let’s not overdo it,” Pierre agreed and put the empty glasses and the bottle on the tray.

He took the tray and went into the house to leave it in the kitchen.

“What did he ask you while you were dancing with him, Em?” I asked my wife.

“Nothing,” she replied briefly.

I cuddled her and asked her again, “It wasn’t nothing as I saw you say ‘No’. Won’t you tell me?”

“He was trying to be funny.”

“Like how? What did he ask you to do that you declined?”

“Oh, Matt. He’s drunk, don’t you see it?”

“Well, not so drunk, I would say. I get it. You want to keep it secret from me,” I said.

I halted the hug, and I made myself look grumpy.

Emily took my hand and looked at my face as she said, “OK. He asked me if he could steal a kiss, and I told him ‘No’.”

“He kept asking you a few more times. He is very much into you, hon,” I said.

My wife looked at the pool and nodded in agreement.

“What did he ask you at the end?”

“The same thing,” Emily replied and let go of my hand.

“Was it? It seemed your answer was longer than just a ‘No’, Em. It must have been something else.”

“He asked me how he was doing with the three rules. As I said, he was fooling around a bit.”

I saw that Pierre was on his way back to join us, standing in front of the hi-fi system in the living room and looking to change the track; hence I hurriedly asked my wife, “And what did you tell him?”

Emily hesitated to answer. She looked me in the eyes and opened her mouth but then shut it without saying a thing.

Pierre joined us.

I picked up one of the scattered balls under the table and a tennis table paddle that was lying on the table. I began bouncing the ball on the paddle under the watchful eyes of Emily and Pierre for about a minute before I eventually dropped the ball.

“Well done, honey!” Emily squealed as she clapped to my success. “I didn’t know you were so good at table tennis.”

“Well done indeed,” Pierre said. “I counted 127 or 128 bounces for about a minute. I think 500 bounces in one minute is the record. However, you were bouncing the ball too high, Matt. Otherwise, you could have done even better.”

“128 is impressive, Pierre,” my wife defended me. “Matt has drunk quite a bit and yet did so many bounces in less than a minute.”

“I can easily do 200 in one minute,” Pierre said.

“OK, fine, you are the best, Pierre,” my wife said dismissively.

“OK! Challenge me! Dare me to do 200 in one minute.”

“200 is too many, Pierre. I saw how well Matt was bouncing and he got 128. I just can’t see how you’d do it.”

“OK, challenge me! Or are you afraid that I’ll do it?” Pierre teased my wife.

“OK, I dare you. Do 200 bounces in one minute!” Emily said and giggled, “Hi-hi, I am not sure how someone can count that fast.”

“Matt, film me with my phone, on slow-motion; otherwise we won’t be able to count the bounces,” Pierre said as he prepared the camera of his mobile phone.

Then he handed his phone to me and asked me, “Ready?”

I nodded and pressed the record button to film him performing his feat.

“Here we go,” he said and began bouncing.

He was good. I was looking at the phone and shouted, “Stop!” when one minute passed.

We replayed the video and counted 212.

“Wow, Pierre, well done!” I said.

“Well done, indeed,” Emily said too, impressed with Pierre’s skills.

“Thank you. Now, remember my challenge in return? I dare you to strip naked and swim 12 lengths, Em!” Pierre said.

“No,” Emily said as she smiled. “I’ve never agreed to do it.”

“I accepted your challenge, and I succeeded. Now you have to do yours.”

“I’ve never said that I’ll accept a challenge if you win. We never talked about this,” Emily objected.

“Well, but these are the rules with the challenges. Everyone knows them. You dare someone to do something, then if they succeed, they dare you to do something else,” Pierre explained.

Emily was standing up with her bum pressed against the long edge of the table, leaning slightly forward and holding the table with her hands behind her. She thought for a while. Staring at Pierre, she began somewhat swinging her upper torso back and forth, which she often did when her brain was working hard on contemplating doing something outside of her comfort zone.

“Dare me something else, Pierre!” she said.

“Look, you are not allowed to choose the challenge. That’s why it is a challenge, something that is a stretch for you, something that makes you step outside of your comfort zone. You have to feel uncomfortable to be a true challenge,” Pierre said, sounding as if he was an expert in the rules of the game of dares.

Emily looked at me, hoping for advice about what she should do.

“I don’t know, Em!” I said. “You put yourself into this.”

She looked around as if to make sure that no one else was around the pool other than the three of us.

“Pierre, you have to do something that you are not comfortable with as well,” she finally said. “You have practised a lot with the tennis ball if you have a tennis table in your front yard. It means bouncing the ball did not push you out of your comfort zone. I will accept your challenge if you accept my true challenge to you. Something that you don’t like. Sell the house to us for 260,000 euro, and I will do it.”

Pierre put his hands over his face and said something in French. It sounded like a curse.

“Erm, OK, 295,000. I will talk to my aunt, and you will have it for 295,000,” he finally said as he uncovered his face and looked at my wife.

Emily shook her head in disagreement, but then a playful smile flickered around the corners of her mouth. She decided to tease Pierre as she reached with her hands for the zipper of her dress at her upper back and unzipped it. She pulled down the straps of the dress, revealing her shoulders and upper chest for a few seconds, only to cover them quickly by pulling the straps up. My wife watched for Pierre’s reaction.

“290,000, Em. Matt and I will also go skinny dipping so you won’t feel uncomfortable on your own,” Pierre made a new offer to my wife.

“Ha-ha,” Emily laughed and said, “I am not sure if that will make me more comfortable at all. But my challenge to you is 260,000. Not 290,000.”

“OK, 280,000. I really cannot go any lower. I won’t be able to convince my sister to agree to less than this.”

My wife looked at me briefly, then stared at Pierre for what felt like a minute. The eerie silence was almost unnerving. Will Em do it? I wondered. The thought of her stepping out naked from her dress in front of the young man, propelled my erection.

“OK,” my wife said very quietly, and she pulled down the straps of her dress around her shoulders. She tugged the dress down to her waist, instantly revealing her boobs because she was not wearing a bra. Pierre stepped back; he was also overwhelmed by the sight of her beautiful breasts and the kinkiness of the moment. Involuntarily he put his hand over his groins.

Emily turned her back towards Pierre and me and pulled down her dress further, slipped it around her hips and thighs, past her knees to her ankles. I hadn’t realised that she had put on her new black G-string thong. I knew that she had bought it at the weekend especially for this holiday for me, but I did not expect her to wear it under her dress as she did not usually wear G-strings other than as an accessory in bed for our foreplay. The sight of her ass cheeks took my breath away.

My wife stepped out of her dress and put it on the table. She took her shoes off. Then, still facing away from Pierre and me, she bent down and removed her G-string, offering us a glimpse of her ass and shaven pussy from behind. She stood up and put her thong on the table too. For the first time since I had known my wife, another man was staring at her naked ass, just five feet away from her.

Emily walked towards the pool.

“Come on, Matt, we promised her that we’d go skinny dipping too,” Pierre said as he tapped me on the shoulder and hastily removed his sneakers.

He took off his t-shirt and threw it on the tennis table. The young man then swiftly pulled down his shorts along with his briefs and tossed them on the table too. I had already seen his flaccid dick and knew it was huge, but it was even more impressive in its erect state.

I quickly followed suit and removed my clothes and shoes. I was sporting an erection too.

Pierre and I caught up with Emily when she was about to enter the pool and had put her hands on the handrails of the ladder. Pierre jumped in front of her in the pool while I lowered myself from the edge into the water. The young gentleman extended his hand to help Em off the steps.

Once my wife stood up in the water, she let go of Pierre’s hand and asked him, “How many lengths did you say? 12?”

“Yes, 12,” Pierre confirmed.

Emily dived and began swimming slow breaststroke. Pierre immediately started swimming behind her. I decided not to join them but to stay in one place and watch. Upon their return, they passed in front of me, and I took a deep breath and squatted in the water, submerging my head. The light was dim, but I could still distinguish my wife’s pussy when she spread her legs to kick, followed closely by Pierre. The guy was deliberately gliding longer in the streamline position, delaying the recovery phase, to be able to observe my wife’s ass and labia for a little longer while under the water. Since Emily was swimming slowly, it took her five minutes to complete the 12 lengths in this 15-meter pool. When she finished, she went to the pool ladder. Pierre stood up and watched her ass while she walked up the steps.

Emily took one of the towels left behind on the pool deck the previous night and dried herself. She dropped the wet towel on the ground and walked to the tennis table, giving a chance to Pierre and me to ogle her bare ass in motion one more time. Pierre and I got out of the pool, grabbed a towel each from the same pile which Emily had used, and we followed her to the tennis table. Emily decided not to put on her G-string for some reason. Instead, she turned around, without any concern that she was showing her cunt and tits, and threw her thong to Pierre. He immediately dropped the towel with which he was still drying his balls and caught my wife’s present.

“Have I completed the challenge?” she asked the young man.

Pierre’s cock was refusing to stand down, and a smile expressing my wife’s feminine superiority over him appeared on her face as she looked at his erection, knowing so well that she was the one causing it.

“Ha-ha,” my wife laughed, “I’d better get dressed.”

“Yes, you completed the challenge,” Pierre’s delayed answer came as he quickly put on his clothes and sneakers, without bothering to dry his body thoroughly.

“Right!” Emily said, turned around, took her dress and swiftly put it on.

Pierre immediately stepped in to help her pull the zipper up on her back.

“Now you need to sell us the house for 280,000,” she said while he was fastening her zipper.

“Yes, I will,” Pierre confirmed.

“I think it is time for me and Matt to go to bed,” Emily said, put on her shoes and entered the living room.

I put on my clothes and shoes, and Pierre and I quickly followed her.


5.     No one should know

Pierre closed the front door behind us and turned off the lights in the living room while Emily and I walked up the stairs. He caught up with us when we got in the corridor in front of our bedroom.

“Good night, Emily, Matt,” he said.

“Good night, Pierre,” I replied.

“Good night,” my wife responded.

“I just wanted to thank you for the fantastic day that we have spent together. I thoroughly enjoyed your company,” Pierre said as he stood in front of Emily.

“Me too,” she said.

“Thank you,” Pierre expressed his gratitude once again and stepped closer to my wife.

He put his arms around her waist, pulled her toward himself and pressed his crotch against hers, rubbing his six-pack abs against her stomach. He leaned his face towards hers and tried to kiss her, but Emily quickly placed her hands on his chest and gently pushed him back. Pierre made a step back but did not let go of her. They locked eyes.

“You can’t do this in front of my husband, Pierre,” Emily said.

I watched them for a few moments and then I made up my mind.

“I forgot my mobile phone downstairs,” I said.

Despite my effort to speak up, I barely heard my words, so I repeated, “I forgot my phone in the living room.”

The enormity of what was about to happen was overwhelming. So much that it felt like my brain had lost its ability to manage speech.

“I will pop down quickly to pick it up,” I added.

Both Pierre and Emily looked at me, still locked in their embrace.

“Are you, are you sure, Matt?” my wife whispered.

I swallowed. Of course, I was not sure. I felt both jealous and turned on at the same time, and this weird mixture of feelings rendered me unable to provide a straight answer to my wife’s question. With my gaze fixed on Emily’s face, I stood still for a few seconds.

“I won’t be long,” I finally said. “Pierre may keep you company, Em; until I come back.”

I walked down the stairs, but when I reached the ground floor, I turned around and looked at Pierre and Emily, and it was just in time.

Pierre pulled my wife closer to his body, and this time she did not push him back. She put her hands on his shoulders, tilted her head to one side and slowly closed her eyes as Pierre’s lips touched hers. Emily did not part her lips; she only let him plant his over hers. Pierre pulled back his head a little and looked at her face as if the young man was trying to gauge my wife’s reaction.

My heart was racing, and I was sweating. I knew that there was still time to stop this, I just needed to shout a word, any word, and Pierre and Emily were going to pull away from each other. But I didn’t.

Emily opened her eyes and looked at me, giving me one last chance to say ‘No’.  I nodded ‘Yes’. She looked back at Pierre and gently brushed his cheek with her hand. Then she ran her fingers through his hair as she tilted her head once again to her side. Pierre moved in for a second kiss. This time Emily opened her lips slightly and let his lips intertwine with hers. They closed their eyes and touched tongues. Pierre was a gentle and skilful kisser. They kissed for what I felt was more than 15 seconds. The young man pulled up my wife’s dress at the back, found her naked butt and squeezed her ass cheeks. They finally ran out of breath and pulled away from each other. My wife placed her hands on his chest and gently pushed him away as if she wanted to say, you’ve got more than what you could have hoped for. Now, go away! Pierre let go of her, and Emily straightened her dress at the back as she looked at me.

“Matt, have you found your mobile phone?” she asked me.

“Yes, honey,” I replied and ran up the stairs.

All the time, my phone had been in the pocket of my shorts. We all knew that at no point in the evening, I had pulled it out of there. And yet we all had gone along with my pretext for leaving Emily and Pierre alone for a minute. It was just a convenient way to get out of sight and help my wife overcome her hesitation to do what she did and put her at ease at her emotional juncture.

“Good night, Pierre,” Emily said.

“Good night, Em,” Pierre replied.

I took my wife’s hand and led her inside our room. I shut the door behind us and turned on the lights.

“Turn them off, Matt, please,” my wife said nervously and covered her face with her hands as if all of a sudden she felt ashamed of what she had just done with Pierre and the bright light was making her shame visible. “Just leave the night light on, please.”

I knew that she was shaken because a kiss meant a lot to my wife; it had a special emotional dimension to her, way bigger than letting someone see her naked or touch her boobs. I turned off the lights, leaving only the night light on as per her instructions. Emily removed her shoes, took off her dress and put it on one of the chairs. Then she pulled the duvet to one side and got on the bed. She lay on her back without covering herself up. I took my sneakers off and removed my shorts and briefs. Then I pulled my t-shirt off over my head, and it joined my other clothes on the nearby chair. Standing at the foot of the bed, I put my hands on her knees and nudged her to spread her legs apart and bend her knees. I got on the bed and kneeled between her legs. I leaned forward, and while supporting myself on my right hand, I placed my erect cock on her mons pubis just above her pussy and began rubbing the shaft of my penis against her landing strip. Emily clenched her thighs around my hips.

“Em,” I said as I ran my left hand over her tits, gently touching her hardened nipples.

“Yes?” she whispered while I moved my hand down to her buttock and began caressing her thigh.

“Are you in love with him?”

“I don’t know. No, I don’t think so. It is just a crush.”

“Shall I call him to join us?”

“It is up to you,” she whispered.

I rose to my knees and got off the bed.

“No, don’t!” Emily said in a haste as she grabbed my hand and closed her legs.

“I thought you wanted me to call him.”

“No, please stay with me!” she begged me and pulled me back towards her.

“Excuse me!” we heard Pierre’s voice and a knock on our door. “Em, I came to return your thong.”

Emily and I looked at each other. I saw the internal struggle on her face, the inner conflict between sexual desire and the voice of prudence.

She let go of my hand and covered herself with the duvet, drawing it up to her chin. Sticking to my long-established routine to sleep on my wife’s left, I went to the other side of the bed, and I lay down next to her, sliding under the duvet.

“I love you, Em,” I said as I rolled to my right side and looked at her face.

“I love you too, Matt,” my wife whispered and then she shouted, “You can come in, Pierre!”

The door opened slowly, and Pierre’s head peeked into our room. He looked around and spotted us in the bed. After a short hesitation, he entered the room and shut the door behind him.

“I thought I’d return it, Em,” he said as he pulled my wife’s G-string thong out of the pocket of his shorts.

“We’re in the middle of something. Can you stay and put my wife’s knickers on her once we’ve finished?” I said as I pulled the duvet off down to my wife’s hips, revealing her naked tits and tummy.

“Matt! What are you doing?” Emily whispered as she looked shyly at Pierre.

Pierre leaned his back against the wall and prepared to watch us. Still lying beside Emily, I propped myself up on my right elbow, leaned my face towards hers and gently cupped her right boob with my left hand. We kissed, and my hand made its way under the duvet between my wife’s legs which she spread hesitantly. We broke the kiss, and I looked at her.

“It’s OK, honey,” I whispered. “Just relax and enjoy the moment.”

My wife did not say anything, but she opened her legs further apart. I continued exploring her pussy. I bypassed her clit and ran two fingers along her labia majora, feeling the warmth and softness of her pussy. After teasing her for a few seconds, I spread her pussy lips apart and slid two fingers in her vagina. It was soaking wet. I ran my fingers from her vagina up along her crack until I spread the moist over her clit. I rubbed it, and Emily rewarded my efforts with a moan. My wife cupped my face in her hands and kissed me again. I pulled my hand from between her thighs and pulled the duvet off her completely, revealing her naked body.

Emily broke the kiss and squeezed her legs instinctively. She looked at Pierre, who was staring at us. I saw in her eyes a mixture of anxiety, hesitation and lust. She was still undecided whether to let me fuck her in front of Pierre or not and what further consequences such an act would lead to.

“Em,” I said quietly but loud enough for Pierre to hear me. “Which cock do you want between your legs tonight?”

“Oh, Matt!” she sighed, “I can’t believe you are asking me to do this!”

“I know you want him, Em,” I whispered in her ear.

“Matt!” she said so quietly that I was not going to understand what she said if I was not reading her lips.

“I will still love you, whatever you choose,” I said.

Emily shut her eyes and put her hand on her forehead. She was torn apart between her crush on Pierre and her marriage vows.

“It’s about having fun, honey. It’s your chance to try something different. It’s only sex, nothing more,” I kept whispering in her ear.

She opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling. She bit her lower lip.

“Let go this one time and just indulge in the great pleasure. It will be like your business trip to California,” I said.

Her breathing was becoming increasingly rapid and urgent. Pierre was following what was going on and decided that this was the right moment to pull down his shorts and briefs in one swift movement. He couldn’t have found a better timing to advertise his erect penis.

Em looked once again at Pierre, and after keeping her gaze on his impressive cock for a few seconds, she looked at me and whispered, “Keep kissing me, Matt!”

She took my free hand and placed it on her left boob while at the same time she bent her knees and spread her legs apart. She tilted her left knee outwards and pressed it gently but firmly against my crotch, thus blocking my way to her groins.

I figured out that this meant that she had just given me the boob job and surrendered her pussy to her new lover. I was so excited that I had to let go of her breast and squeeze the tip of my penis to prevent myself from ejaculating. My wife was about to be fucked by another man for the first time in our married life! It was so overwhelming that I needed a few seconds to calm down. Once my urge to ejaculate somewhat subsided, I resumed massaging her boobs, still lying by her side. I gave up my rightful position between my wife’s legs to the guy who had flirted with her ever since we had arrived at the villa. It was something that I knew I might regret later on, but I also knew that I would regret even more if I did not let it happen.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed that Pierre stepped out of his briefs and shorts, peeled off his t-shirt and took his sneakers off. He came to the foot of the bed, and Emily spread her legs further apart. It was an invitation for him to fuck her. I could only imagine Pierre’s excitement at the sight of her pussy which she had just presented to him. He climbed on the bed between her legs and kneeled.

My wife looked briefly at Pierre.

“Be gentle and do not cum inside me, Pierre! I am not on the pill,” she instructed him.

He took his cock with one hand and pointed it at her pussy while he put his other hand on her inner thigh and rubbed it gently. My wife’s body trembled when she felt his hand on her upper leg, so close to her pussy.

Pierre lowered himself further over her, and his penis made contact with her vulva. Emily shivered once again when she sensed the tip of his cock, rubbing against her labia and making its way towards the opening of her vagina.

She put her arms around my neck, and we began kissing again. A few seconds into the kiss, she gasped in my mouth and moved her head slightly up, her front teeth made contact with mine. She let go of my neck, and I pulled away from her. She arched her back and covered her mouth with her hands. I knew what had just happened and looked down. I was able to see the action between my wife’s legs. Pierre had pushed his cock inside her pussy hole. My wife’s vagina was stretched to the maximum, wrapped around the head of Pierre’s massive cock. Without paying attention to me, he made another thrust forward with his hips, and the head of his penis finally disappeared inside my wife’s pussy.

“Oh, my God!” Emily cried and grabbed my pillow.

She covered her face with it, perhaps to hold on to something or just to hide her coming orgasm from me, or indeed from herself.

Pierre followed his success with another powerful thrust, and most of his shaft slid into my wife’s vagina. Pre-orgasmic convulsions went through her body. Her stomach muscles clenched. Her thigh muscles became more pronounced as she wrapped her legs around Pierre’s hips. Her bum and thighs obstructed the view of Pierre’s tightly pressed crotch against her groins, but I knew that he had penetrated her completely when I saw his next thrust and Emily moaned, “Fuck!”

Pierre stayed still with his back arched and his pelvis firmly pressed against my wife’s labia, giving time to her vagina to adjust to the size of his cock. Then he lay on top of her, firmly pushed his stomach against hers, leaving no space between their bodies, and pressed his chest against her tits, supporting himself on his elbows. I managed to squeeze my hand between the two of them and cupped my wife’s left boob. The moment I touched her hardened nipple, she began shaking uncontrollably. Emily threw away the pillow and put her arms around Pierre’s neck. They kissed. As soon as they broke the kiss, Pierre raised his upper body using his arms to hold himself up and began fucking her at full pace. My wife’s boobs wobbled back and forth in unison with his jolts. Emily started to moan with every thrust of her new lover’s massive penis inside her vagina. I let go of her tit, but she grabbed my hand, squeezed it and pressed it against her boob once again.

“Stay here, Matt!” she managed to say between her moans, mumbling the words. “You’ve got me into this; you can’t leave me now!”

Pierre increased the pace of his thrusts.

Emily’s orgasm hit her as she cried, “Oh, my God! Fuck!” and dug her nails in my hand, biting her lower lip.

Pierre’s strokes slowed down as my wife’s climax began to subside. He was a capable lover, more experienced than what I had expected of someone of his age. He was someone who cared for the pleasure of the woman he was having sex with, not only for his gratification. I had to give him that. And he had the stamina, not only the size. After all the cock teasing that he was subjected to by Emily for the past twenty-four hours, it was hard to believe that Pierre was able to hold his load for so long; not only to give my wife an orgasm but to continue fucking her afterwards and keep the show going. I was facing competition from a hugely competent lover; that was for sure.

For what I estimated as another three minutes, Pierre kept rubbing his penis slowly against my wife’s vaginal walls, smiling at her from time to time. My wife smiled back at him for the first time since he had penetrated her. She let go of my hand. Still lying on my side, I brushed aside her hair to expose the skin of her neck.

I kissed her neck and asked her, “How was it?”

“It seems we haven’t finished yet,” she said as Pierre knelt up, making sure not to pull his penis out of her vagina.

He put his hands under my wife’s buttocks, lifted and spread her legs. Then he pressed her hips to her body, pushing my wife’s thighs against her chest. With her legs pushed up in the air and bent back, he hung over her, placed his hands next to her shoulders, and leaning on her thighs for support, Pierre eased his weight down. After both he and Emily had settled into the eagle position, he resumed thrusting his cock in my wife’s vagina. The more he was increasing the rhythm of his thrusts, the heavier Emily’s breathing was becoming. Her tits were moving up and down in unison with the strokes of the cock working hard inside her pussy. She began moaning again and tried to wrap her arms around Pierre’s body. Her stretched legs and bum stood in the way, so she was not able to embrace him, and instead, she lowered her hands until she grabbed hold of his bum with the tips of her fingers.

Pierre reached a frantic pace of back and forth movements, which he occasionally interrupted by rotating his hips.

Sweat broke out on my wife’s forehead. She was moaning ‘fuck me’ nonstop. The massive cock, thrusting and rotating in her vagina, was way too much for my wife to bear, and she screamed as her enormous orgasm erupted. It must have been eighth or ten minutes since Pierre had penetrated my wife for the first time and begun fucking her pussy in earnest. However, his time had come up, and he started to grunt as he began unloading his sperm into my wife’s womb, clenching the muscles of his ass cheeks. Emily squeezed his bum, digging her nails in his flesh and instinctively pressed her labia tightly against his groins. Her lover seemed not to notice the pain caused by her fingernails as he made one final deep thrust and stayed motionless for a few seconds, enjoying the sensation in his genitals while he unloaded the rest of his cum in my wife’s pussy.

Emily’s and Pierre’s climaxes passed almost at the same time. However, Pierre did not withdraw his penis immediately but chose to take it out gradually by making smaller and less frequent thrusts. Finally, he pulled it out of my wife’s vagina. His cock was still somewhat erect, glistening from the extensive lubrication spread over it by my wife’s pussy. He sat up, let go of my wife’s legs and then got off the bed.

Lying on her back, Emily propped herself up on her forearms and looked at Pierre.

“Why did you empty yourself inside me, Pierre?” she asked him. “I told you that I was not on the pill!”

“Sorry, I got carried away, Em,” Pierre said and shrugged his shoulders. “I will give you one of the ‘morning after’ pills that Julie keeps in her drawer. Will that be all right?”

My wife did not reply but rolled onto her left side and looked me in the eyes as if she was trying to find out how I was getting to grips with the fact that she had just cucked me.

“How was it?” I asked my wife as I brushed away the accumulated sweat from her forehead.

She said only one word, “Breathtaking!”

I sat up and groped my wife’s ass for a couple of seconds. Then I gently pushed her hip and nudged her to lie on her back. Emily complied, and I spread her legs.

Pierre sat in one of the two chairs that were part of the furniture in the room. Using his briefs, he began cleaning his cock from the remnants of his sperm and my wife’s pussy juices.

I kneeled between my wife’s legs and spread them further apart. Her vulva was drenched in her pussy juices, sweat and bits of Pierre’s semen. Her gaping vagina was oozing sperm, streaking down into her ass crack and dripping on the bedsheets. The red marks on her inner thighs and tummy, left behind by Pierre’s body, were another reminder of how thoroughly my wife had just been fucked.

“Matt, use a condom, please,” she asked me.

I ignored her plea and penetrated her in one single thrust. Finally! I thought. I expected her vagina to feel loose after it had been ravished a few seconds earlier by the sizeable cock of our new French friend. Still, surprisingly it felt perfect, somewhat more “spongy” than usual, fitting nicely around my cock. I guessed that that was how the sloppy seconds felt.

I began fucking my wife immediately and reached full pace very soon. I made an effort not to cum too quickly because I wanted to match at least partially the performance put out by my competitor. Involuntarily, Pierre helped my efforts to bring Emily to orgasm quickly by additionally stimulating her senses as he went to her side of the bed, kneeled on the floor and kissed her while he also felt her tits. I started moving my pelvis in a circular motion as I knew that my wife loved the resultant additional pressure that my gyrating dick applied on the walls of her cunt. My efforts began paying off as she started moaning. Pierre stood up, took his now soft cock in his hand and presented it at my wife’s mouth to suck it. Initially, Em pulled her head away, but then she changed her mind and took the head of his penis in her mouth.

However, she did not suck him for too long because the fire in her vagina, caused by my hard-working cock, began dulling all her other senses.

She pushed Pierre’s cock away when she commenced shouting, “Fuck me, Matt! Harder!”

My wife shook in a full-body quiver as she reached her third orgasm for the night. This time her climax was driven by the pleasure waves emanating in her cunt under the treatment of my cock, not Pierre’s and to my satisfaction, it was a massive eruption and a worthy culmination of our first threesome. I felt the convulsions of her vaginal muscles around my cock and couldn’t hold my ejaculation any longer. I spurted what seemed to be the most massive load of sperm in my entire life. Emily’s climax began subsiding, and after a few thrusts, I pulled my semi-flaccid dick out of her vagina.

I lay down on my right side next to her. Pierre was standing a foot away from her and watching us.

“Can you now leave us alone, Pierre?” my wife asked him calmly.

“Sure, thank you, Em! You were superb,” he said as he took his clothes and put his sneakers on. “This was the best sex I have ever —”

I think that was when what we had just done hit my wife. Hearing the word ‘sex’ coming out of Pierre’s mouth made her absorb what had just happened.

“Can you just leave? Please!” my wife repeated her request as she raised her voice, interrupting almost rudely her new lover.

She squeezed her legs and covered her face with her hands.

Pierre opened the door, and before he left, he looked over his shoulder and said, “Thank you too, Matt!”

As soon as Emily heard the sound of the door shutting behind Pierre, she rolled to her left side. She briefly looked at me and covered her face with her hands. I put my hand on her shoulder, and she immediately cuddled into me, pressing her head against my chest.

“Honey, I don’t want you to blame yourself—,“ I began comforting my wife as I worried about the feelings of regret and guilt which were starting to take hold of her.

“Can we not talk about it now, Matt?” my wife interrupted me. “Just hug me, please!”

I hugged her tightly and said, “I love you, Em!”

There was a silence that lasted almost a minute, before Emily whispered, “I love you too, Matt!”

I caressed her hair.

“Matt!” my wife whispered my name.

“Yes.”

“You should have used a condom.”

“I will be happy if we have a third child, Em, if I have impregnated you.”

“We won’t know if the baby is yours or his,” Emily said as she looked at me.

She was right.

“Shit!” I exclaimed. “We will get you that pill first thing tomorrow morning, Em!”

“I need to pee,” Emily said as she pushed me gently away and sat up.

She had a quick look between her legs and saw the sperm oozing from her vagina onto the bedsheets.

She asked me, “Can I borrow your briefs, Matt? I don’t want to stain the carpet.”

I handed her my briefs, and she carefully wiped the sperm streaking from her pussy. She folded my underwear to cover the stained area and cleaned her inner thighs and her groins where there was still semen.

She folded my heavily soiled briefs once again and got off the bed.

“We’ll wash them tomorrow morning with the other laundry,” she said and put them in the plastic bag where she had started to collect our clothes for laundry. She took her G-string, which Pierre had left hanging on the arm of the chair, and put it on.

“Shall we take a shower?” I asked as I also got off the bed.

“Yes, but I need to pee first,” Emily said as she opened the door of our bedroom.

She stopped for a second and looked at me, still holding the door open.

Then she said, “Matt, no one should know about what happened here.”

“Of course,” I assured her.

“Neither my sister nor your brother, none of your friends! No one!”

“Absolutely!”

We popped out of our bedroom and saw Pierre, who was about to enter his bedroom. He had just taken a shower as he had wrapped a towel around himself and his hair was wet.

He smiled and said, “I will bring new bedsheets. I have spare ones in Charlotte’s room.”

Emily did not look at him but just went hastily into the bathroom.

“Is she all right?” Pierre asked me when my wife slammed the bathroom door behind her.

“Leave them in our bedroom, please. Thank you, Pierre,” I said and hurried up after Em.


6.     Jean-Sé

When we woke up the next morning, it was already 9:30 am. Emily and I had slept for almost 9 hours without waking up.

It was hot, and we had kicked off the duvet. My wife was sleeping topless, and the sight of her naked tits immediately reminded me of our sexual adventure the previous day. The enormity of what had happened suddenly hit me with full force. The woman lying next to me had felt another man’s cock between her legs!

The inner voice in my head embarked on a relentless onslaught. What have you done, Matthew? Why did you allow all of this to happen? Your wife can not be un-fucked. She will remember forever how her new lover’s cock feels, and she will always compare you with him; even if your lovely wife does not tell you that, she will think of him! Was it worth it? You know that nothing will be the same from now on, nothing! It will be so different, frighteningly different! It already is.

Indeed, I had woken up in a different world. Yes, that was my first morning as a cuckold and Em’s first as a hotwife. What we had done could not be undone.

Emily must have been having a ‘buyer’s remorse’ of sorts too because the moment she opened her eyes, she covered her face with her hands, took a slow and deep breath, and after holding her breath for a few seconds, she exhaled slowly through her pursed lips. She uncovered her face, looked at the ceiling for a moment and sat up. I couldn’t determine if she was feeling embarrassed, guilty, scared or ashamed or all of these together, but yes, she was going through a moment of epiphany about what we had done.

After my initial panic attack subsided, more rational feelings started to take hold of me. What was I feeling? I had one dominant emotion, which I defined as feeling jealous. When I had analysed my feelings the previous morning, I had concluded that my jealousy stemmed from the fear of losing my wife to Pierre. I had not been wrong. Indeed, after the deed was done, I worried that Emily would like him more than me. I was afraid that she would not respect me after she had had another lover, a lover who, by what I had witnessed, appeared to be as skilful as me, if not even more skilled and certainly more endowed.

I felt angry with Pierre that he had fucked my wife so well. I even hated him, hated him for taking what was mine. Jealousy, I concluded, was the feeling of anger which was driven by fear. It boiled down to the fear of losing my wife to her new lover. That was my insecurity at play. However, there was another fear, a fear of her reaction. I worried that she might regret what she had done and blame herself or me for that. A sharp pang of jealousy and a growing sense of guilt had completely eclipsed that feeling of arousal that had motivated my behaviour just nine hours earlier; the excitement of watching my wife getting fucked by another man had gone entirely. The sense of loss was so overwhelming that it almost physically hurt. I felt a protruding pain in my chest.

I told myself, I have to find a cure, quickly, or this pain will kill me! I am smart; I have to figure it out! I have to think!

Gradually I calmed myself down, and I began applying rational thinking to my problem. How could jealousy outdo so definitively my excitement of becoming a cuckold, when it was the exact opposite just before I let my wife get fucked? Jealousy killed the thrill. But why now? Why not yesterday? What changed? Ha, of course! I fucked my wife, and I released the sexual tension, my brain left room for my jealousy to grow stronger. Jealousy has always been there, very potent, but my lust had shielded me from it. There it is! I’ve found my cure: its name is lust! When I was horny and lustful, my excitement trumped my jealousy, and I was feeling all right. And how can I grow horny again? I can do that by remembering the scenes from last night. I do not want to, but I have to! I have to force myself to bring back the mental pictures of my wife getting fucked.

Once I had a theory, I decided to put it into practice. I made an effort, channelled my thoughts, and I began remembering how my wife took the other man’s cock between her legs for the first time, how she moaned, how her tits wobbled with every thrust. And there it was; I was using my imagery memory to fire up my lust, and it was working.

I looked at Emily again, and I saw in her my lovely wife, the one that I had always loved. At that moment, she was even more precious to me than before.

Yes, someone else has fucked her pussy, but so what? I thought. She has a great pussy, that’s why. And I can still fuck her; actually, I will fuck her even more, now that I have to wipe out any remnants left behind by her lover’s cock in her vagina. I have to push him out of her mind. I have to replace his scent on her skin with mine. Yes, I have just found my cure!

I was getting horny again, and my lust was trumping the feeling of jealousy. I had found out the kryptonite of my sense of jealousness. The more I thought of how my wife got fucked, the hornier I became and less jealous I felt.

“Good morning, Em,” I finally said as I sat up, took my wife’s hand in mine and looked at her.

She just nodded and tried to get up. I held her hand and did not let her go. She looked away from me.

“I love you, Em. I love you a lot. Even more than before,” I said.

Continuing to avert my gaze, Emily stayed still as if she wanted to assimilate what I had just told her.

“I love you, Em,” I repeated.

Then she turned her head towards me, slowly, almost hesitantly and asked me quietly, “Is that true, Matt?”

“Absolutely! I love you even more than before, Em.”

She didn’t say a word but cuddled into me. I put my arm around her shoulder and kissed the top of her head.

Then I asked her quietly, “Do you still love me, Em?”

She looked deep and long in my eyes and said, “I do. I still love you, Matt.”

I kissed her lips, just a peck as we had not brushed our teeth, but that was enough. We knew where we stood on the issue of our feelings towards each other.

“Let’s get dressed and go downstairs for breakfast. I am sure Pierre has made something for us,” I said as I rubbed her shoulder.

“Matt,” she called my name.

“What is it, honey?”

“I am not sure how I will be able to look at him.”

“Why, Em? Whatever happened, happened.”

“He’s fucked me! He’s done things to me that only you had done to me before.”

“So what, Em? You had fun; he had fun. I had too. The three of us had the pleasure to experience the most amazing sex we have ever had, right? We were happy, and we had a great time, that’s all. People do these things; it is part of our nature from time to time to explore something different, to break a taboo. Think of this holiday as if it was your business trip to California. We’ve just enriched our experience!”

“Yeah, you say that, but I am ashamed to look him in the eye. Just the thought sets butterflies in my stomach.”

“Well, there is only one way to confront that feeling. Go ahead with it and see what happens! I’ll stand by you, Em.”

“Thanks, Matt,” Emily said as she stared at her dress that was still lying on the chair where she had left it, and after a pause, she added, “I am not sure how this will go, I am not sure at all.”

She took a deep breath and breathed out a sigh as she shook her head.

“And how are you? How do you feel?” Emily asked me as she looked at me.

“Happy, proud of you and most of all in love with you!”

Emily did not say anything. She looked at her feet, and since she noticed that her nail polish had started to wear off, she raised her knees near her chin and wrapping her hands around her ankles, she began rubbing and examining her big toenail. It seemed that she was not in a hurry to get out of bed anymore as she moved to her next toe, and so on, she scrutinised the toenails on her left foot one by one.

I was not sure what to do as it looked like my wife was preoccupied with her toenails and was suddenly in no mood to talk to me.

When Emily turned her attention to her right foot, she finally asked me, still without looking at me, “How did you feel yesterday evening? How would you describe your experience of watching your wife getting fucked?”

“Intensely erotic, exhilarating, hugely arousing, an exquisite blend of pleasure, jealousy and fun. I found it extremely gratifying to see the sexuality of the most beautiful woman in the world on display!”

My wife remained silent until she finished the inspection of the toenails on her right foot, and then she said, “OK, let’s get up then!”

Emily finally looked at me and smiled. She got off the bed, and I followed her.

We performed our morning routines and got downstairs for breakfast. It was 10 am.

Pierre was in the kitchen, as I had expected.

He heard our steps and shouted, “Good morning! I’ve made omelettes. I hope you like omelettes, Em, Matt?”

“Morning, Pierre. We do,” I replied.

Emily and I joined our host in the kitchen. Two of the omelettes were already ready and served on the table. Pierre was standing with his back to us, just finishing the third omelette on the hob.

My wife and I sat at the table. I took one of the omelettes and placed it in front of me, assuming that Pierre had left them there for us. I took the other plate and put it next to Emily. I decided not to wait for Pierre to join us at the table and began eating. I expected some criticism by my wife for my table manners, but she seemed so engrossed in her thoughts, or perhaps she wanted so desperately not to draw attention to herself by talking to me, that she ignored me. Instead, Emily simply took her fork, fiddled with it for a few seconds, and then began eating as well. However, she was so uninterested in her food, that she did not even bother to use her knife to slice her omelette and was cutting tiny bits with her fork only. Em had put her left hand between her thighs and kept her eyes on her plate, avoiding to look even at me. Her apathy and slumping posture was a clear indicator of how depressed she was feeling at that moment.

Neither Emily nor I looked at Pierre when he turned around and sat at the table.

However, we could not carry on ignoring Pierre. It was rude and impractical; so I decided that I had to set an example for my wife.

I forced myself to look at Emily’s new lover, and it was very, very odd. I was looking at the man who had fucked my wife a few hours earlier. Pierre had had his dick inside her. He had pressed his cock against her cervix and had pumped his sperm into her womb. It was weird and humiliating.

Pierre also felt uneasy, and he looked away from me.

Fuck it! I thought. We had fun, that’s all. I have to overcome this; otherwise, how will my wife be able to cope with it?

I asked Pierre to pass me the salt and pepper, and this second time, when we looked at each other, it felt more comfortable. I held his gaze, and he smiled shyly. I smiled too.

Emily was looking at her plate and cutting her omelette into ever smaller pieces, stubbornly refusing to look at Pierre.

I seasoned my omelette.

“Em?” I called my wife and showed her the salt and pepper shakers.

She just shook her head.

I passed the salt and pepper back to Pierre and deliberately made eye contact with him once again. It was all right.

“Thank you,” I said and smiled at him.

“You’re welcome, Matt,” he replied as he smiled and winked at me.

It was not that bad. I had reached a point where I was perfectly OK to look at and talk to the man who had done my wife.

We resumed eating in silence while Emily continued to avoid looking at Pierre. She finished half of her omelette and put her cutlery aside, indicating that she had finished breakfast. Emily put her hands under her chin and watched me as I continued eating my food.

“Did you not like the omelette, Em?” Pierre asked her.

She did not look at him, just raised her hand and opened her mouth as if to say something, but she didn’t.

“She doesn’t eat a lot, Pierre,” I replied on her behalf.

Pierre stood up and took three clean glasses out of the dishwasher and put them on the table. He took a carton with orange juice from the fridge and opened it.

“Would you like some orange juice, Em?” Pierre asked my wife and put an empty glass in front of her, preparing to pour her some juice.

Emily covered her glass with her hand and shook her head, still refusing to look in the direction of her lover. Pierre left the container on the table and sat down. My wife was not communicative at all, and our host decided to do something about it. He took Emily’s hands in his and thus forced her to look at him.

“Em, nothing bad happened last night. We just had some fun, that’s all. It will stay only between the three of us,” Pierre said as he looked at my wife’s face.

She held his gaze and said, “Sure.”

She tried to pull her hands, but he did not let go of her.

“I hope you are not angry with me, Em,” Pierre said.

Emily looked at me, then at Pierre.

She sighed and then said, “I just need some time to come to terms, Pierre. That’s all. It’s not your fault.”

“Sure, I get it,” Pierre said as he let go of her hands and rubbed her shoulder reassuringly.

A ray of light found its way through the blinds of the window and lit my wife’s face. She was a gorgeous woman. Her yellow blouse made her hair look brighter, and the marine blue shorts that she had put on, highlighted the smooth white skin of her legs. She looked sexier than ever.

“If it will help lift the mood, I’ve decided that 260,000 euro is not that bad price for this place. I spoke to Charlotte, and she is happy with 260,000. Julie did not pick up the phone, but I will call her later once again,” Pierre said.

“That’s good indeed, Pierre,” I said. “Hm, did you check for the pill?”

“Which pill?” Pierre asked, but then remembered and said, “Ah! No, I will check right now.”

He left the kitchen and went upstairs.

“You are all right, Em?” I asked my wife and rubbed her hand as I looked at her and smiled softly.

She looked at me, and a faint smile flickered across her face, expressing a mixture of love and bitterness.

Then she said, “I am getting better. I think I will be all right. Thank you, Matt. As I said, I just need a little time.”

Pierre came back in the kitchen and said, “She’s not left them where I thought she was keeping them. When I call her, I’ll ask her where they are.”

“Don’t ask her, please,” Emily requested.

“Or we’ll just drive to town and buy one. It can be taken 72 hours after, right?” Pierre said.

Silence ruled again.

“Why don’t we drive to Carcassonne and visit the citadel? We can also visit a typical open market on our way. What would you say, Em?” he asked my wife.

“Yeah, I am fine with that,” Emily replied.

Despite that she agreed with the idea, she did not show much enthusiasm. However, I thought that getting outside might take her mind off her depressing thoughts and regrets, and it might make it easier for her to forgive herself her ‘infidelity’.

Hence I said, “Let’s do that,” got up from my chair, and ten minutes later, we were in the car.

I stopped at a pharmacy when we arrived in our local town, Nissan-lez-Enserune.

“Em, would you like to pop in and buy the pill?” I asked my wife.

“No, Matt! It’s too embarrassing. Will you go and buy it for me, please?” she replied.

“What if they want to talk to you?” I said.

“OK, the three of us will go in together, and I will ask for the pill. Shall we?” Pierre intervened and got out of the car.

Emily and I followed him. We entered the pharmacy, and since there were no other customers, we went straight to the till. Pierre asked the pharmacist, a lady in her early sixties, for the pill in French. She took a box from one of the shelves and asked him who the pill was for, judging by the fact that Pierre nodded toward my wife when he replied. Emily stepped forward, expecting that the pharmacist would like to speak to her.

However, the old apothecary showed Em the box but talked with Pierre in French.

“Don’t worry, Em, I’ve told her that you do not speak French. She is asking the standard questions which she needs to ask before she issues the emergency contraception. It is just a formality. I’ll answer them on your behalf,” Pierre assured my wife and continued answering the various questions that the pharmacist had.

Satisfied with the answers provided by Pierre, the lady put the box with the pill on the counter and told Pierre how much it cost.

Then I messed things up. Instead of letting Pierre pay, I took a banknote of twenty euro from my wallet and put it on the counter.

Pointing at Em, I said, “Ma femme,” as I tried to tell the pharmacist that I was buying the pill for my wife.

It appeared that my intervention confused the old lady because she withheld the box with the pill, looked at Pierre and asked him something. He replied, but it seemed that she was not satisfied with his answer as she shook her head. They argued for about a couple of minutes, and Pierre got pissed off because at the end he raised his voice and said three words in French, which even I understood, “Ménage à trois.”

Emily was already blushing, but the moment she heard the famous French expression which described what we had done, her face turned crimson red. The pharmacist did not ask anything else; neither did she look again at anyone of us. She just took my money and put the change on the desk along with the box with the pill, which I grabbed hastily, and we left.

“Why did you have to tell her that, Pierre?” Emily immediately confronted our friend as we popped out of the pharmacy.

“Because I had told her that you were my fiancée from England who did not speak French so I could answer her questions on your behalf. But when Matt, who was supposed to be your brother, stepped in and told her that you were, in fact, his wife, the stupid pharmacist did not want to sell the pill because she felt that I was obviously lying of being your fiancée and she could not trust my answers. She wanted us to go and see a doctor and come back with a prescription. When I asked her not to complicate our lives with doctors, the old cow explained how important it was to be telling the truth. She gave me an example that if I did not know the number of hours since you and your husband last had unprotected sex that would mean that the pill could be ineffective and I was very irresponsible to lie about these things. At that point, I lost my nerves and told her that I knew very well when you and your husband last had sex because we had a threesome. I had to shut her up,” Pierre explained.

“Oh, great! You shut her up all right!” my wife exclaimed with sarcasm and then asked him. “Why did you have to lie to her in the first place? Could you not have translated her questions and my answers, Pierre?”

“We got the pill, does it matter now?” he replied.

“I got very embarrassed. I have never been so ashamed in my entire life! Thank you, Pierre!” Emily said as she raised her voice.

“No one else was there, Em,” Pierre said, trying to justify his actions. “And why should we be ashamed of what we did? We should fight stigmas like this one.”

Pierre’s explanations did not wash with my wife. When we came back to the car, Emily got in the back seat and slammed the door, visibly upset.

Pierre realised that he had made things worse than they had already been and asked me, “Matt, do you mind if I sit in the back seat next to Em and try to patch things up?”

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “It is up to you, mate.”

Pierre opened the door and asked my wife, “May I sit next to you, Em?”

Emily scooted down the seat to make room for him.

He sat next to her and said, without making any attempts to touch her, “I am sorry, Em.”

Following Pierre’s instructions, I took a road that was going to take us from Nissan-lez-Enserune to a town called Narbonne, where we were going to visit an outdoor market before we drove to the city of Carcassonne with its famous citadel.

Pierre was a smart guy. He sensed that any attempts to melt the ice between him and Emily through flirts or jokes would not work at this stage, but rather backfire. Hence he decided to give her some space by starting conversations around more generic topics like the traditions of the open markets, the most famous rural market in the country and the vital role which the vineyards played in the international image of France. His strategy paid off as, gradually, Emily began to take part in the conversations.

When we arrived in Narbonne, I parked the car in a car park situated at the back of the outdoor market. Throughout our visit to the town, Pierre continued to keep physical distance from my wife. He put his hand on the small of Emily’s back only once, to guide her through the crowds as we crossed between two sections of the market. I adopted precisely the opposite strategy to his. I hugged her and talked to her all the time. I wanted to make my wife feel that nothing had changed and that she could regard her sex with Pierre as a one-off, a fond memory that she could lock away and carry on being my faithful wife that she had always been. It seemed that my strategy worked too, and combined with the hustle-and-bustle of the market, Emily livened up. She began smiling more often and even slapped me on the butt when I joked that she should be the one asking for tasters after a bloke behind one of the tills could not hide that he liked her very much and gave her three apricots to taste instead of one.

My wife finally smiled at Pierre when he took a sample of cheese from a stall and gave it to her to taste. She opened her mouth, and he put the cheese on her tongue.

She savoured it and said, “It is delicious, Pierre.”

“OK, I will buy some for the drinks tonight,” he replied and smiled back at her, feeling that he was gradually winning her back.

Pierre bought vegetables which he said he planned to use to make ratatouille. We went back to the car park and left our shopping in the car boot.

It was nearing 12:30 pm, so we decided to have lunch in Narbonne. We went back to the town centre and chose a restaurant which was a bistro, promising ‘Provençal classics with a modern twist’!

We sat down at a table on the sidewalk at the street and were about to order, when a guy who was walking across the street, saw Pierre and greeted him, “Salut, Pierre!”

“Ça va, Jean-Sé?” Pierre responded.

The stranger crossed the street and introduced himself as Jean-Sébastien. It turned out that he was a friend of Pierre’s. The guy was clean-shaven, with hazel brown eyes, and a messy French crop hairstyle. He was about 5 feet 8 inches tall, had a lean body and was probably two or three years older than Pierre. The newcomer was wearing white shorts, a blue t-shirt and red flip-flops. His English was not bad, although he had a strong accent. Jean-Sébastien decided to join us for lunch and took a seat at our table.

“Where is Julie?” he asked Pierre.

“She’s still with François. Sorry, Jean-Sé,” Pierre told Jean-Sébastien, whom he called Jean-Sé and then clarified for Emily and me, “Jean-Sé likes my sister very much, but she doesn’t like him back, I am afraid. I can’t do anything for Jean-Sé, despite that he is one of my best friends.”

“Well, that’s life,” Jean-Sé said and then we ordered as the waiter was standing a couple of feet away from us and was waiting impatiently to take our orders.

We all went for three-course meals and a bottle of white wine to share.

Jean-Sé asked Emily and me where we were from and what we were doing in France. The guy secretly checked out my wife, which I had got used to expect from these youngsters in southern France. Emily and I learned that Jean-Sé was not only one of Pierre’s closest friends, but they knew each other since they were kids. At the moment, Jean-Sé was without a job and lived with his mother in Nissan-lez-Enserune. When Pierre was at the villa, they spent a lot of time together. Jean-Sé’s parents were separated, and his dad lived in Montpellier. Whenever Jean-Sé visited his father, he used the opportunity to hang out with Pierre in Montpellier as well.

“I got your text about the party that you and Julie threw on Sunday evening, Pierre. It’s a shame that I was not in town; otherwise, I was going to come,” Jean-Sé said as he finished his main course and put the cutlery away.

I was sitting on Emily’s left side, Pierre was sitting on her right, while Jean-Sé was seated opposite her. Emily unbuttoned her blouse because it was hot, and it showed her sexy cleavage. Jean-Sé couldn’t help himself but look at it. He had been checking out my wife a few times since we had met, but it had always been just glancing. This time he kept his gaze on her breasts, and even put his hands under the table to be able to lean forward for a better view. My wife didn’t bother to hide from Jean-Sé that she had caught him staring at her cleavage and immediately buttoned up her blouse.

“Where were you?” Pierre asked Jean-Sé and then reached down under the table as he told him something in French.

Jean-Sé put his hands back on the table, looking somewhat shamefaced.

“I was with Laurent in Montpellier. At one point we thought that we were going to break the bank, you should have come with us,” Jean-Sé told Pierre.

“I don’t gamble; you know that,” Pierre immediately told Jean-Sé. “I may throw another party this weekend, will you come?”

“Of course,” Jean-Sé said. “Since when don’t you gamble, Pierre? Since you ran out of money?”

It appeared that Jean-Sé meant his comment as a joke, but perhaps because his English was not his mother tongue, it sounded nearly like an accusation.

“You know my opinion about gambling, so don’t even joke about it, Jean-Sé,” Pierre said almost angrily and then changed the subject, “I shall tell you how we finally got rid of James.”

“Hi-hi,” Jean-Sé chuckled. “You killed the bastard, didn’t you?”

Pierre’s facial expression told us that he did not appreciate the joke; hence Jean-Se quickly corrected himself, “Just joking, Pierre! I know how much you hate your aunt’s new boyfriend. I was kidding!”

Pierre and Jean-Sé talked in French for a few minutes before they switched back to English.

Jean-Sé told us about the purpose of his visit to the open market. It turned out that his mum had sent him to buy some products for her garden. He had done the shopping and left it with the trader at his stall to keep it for him until 1 pm, so in a way, as Jean-Sé told us, he was in a hurry. And that was odd because it was 1:15 pm when the waiter brought us the desserts, and Pierre’s friend did not start eating his dessert as a man in a hurry. He kept talking, with his hands under the table, and at the same time staring at my wife’s lips as she began licking the tiramisu cream from her spoon. The way she was moving her lips and tongue was indeed sexy, but it did not warrant the gaze that she was subjected to by Jean-Sé. When Pierre told Jean-Sé something in French, and his friend put his hands on the table with a guilty look on his face, I figured out that Pierre had just warned him not to ogle my wife. Fortunately, Emily was too pre-occupied with her favourite dessert to notice what had just happened and in turn, feel uncomfortable, so she carried on enjoying the tiramisu.

After being told off by his friend, Jean-Sé finally took his spoon and began eating his dessert.

“Since I am short of money these days, I had to come here by public transport, and I hate public transport. I was wondering if you can give me a lift to Nissan-lez-Enserune,” Jean-Sé asked Pierre.

“Well, we are going to visit the citadel at Carcassonne. Sorry, Jean-Sé,” Pierre told his friend.

“Oh, I can wait for you. I can hang around here while you visit it. I am going to take my shopping and pay a visit to an old friend of mine who lives nearby. You can pick me up on your way back. What time do you think you will be back from Carcassonne?” Jean-Sé asked.

“OK, we can pick you up at around 4 pm from the car park behind the market,” I told Jean-Sé, and then I asked Pierre, “Will that be enough time for us to go to Carcassonne, visit the citadel and come back, Pierre?”

“Yes, it should be all right,” Pierre confirmed, but he was not too happy with the imposition of his friend.

“Excellent,” Jean-Sé said as he put away his plate, having just finished with his dessert. “I am short of cash; hence I was wondering about the bill, Pierre, if I could borrow --”

“Look, I am short of cash too,” Pierre interrupted Jean-Sé.

“I will pay the bill, boys,” I said. “It’s not a problem at all.”

Jean-Sébastien did not make a good impression on me, and judging by the fact that Emily kept quiet most of the time, he had not impressed her either. In a way, my opinion about Pierre also changed. This was not only because he had a friend like Jean-Sébastien, who lived with his mum, and instead of working, he was gambling away his money and sat to dine with us when he knew that he had no money to pay for his lunch. But also because Pierre must have known that his friend was broke and yet he had let him sit at our table and order food, practically on Em and me.

Once I had paid the bill, and we had parted our ways with Jean-Sé for the time being, my wife caught up with Pierre and told him, “This friend of yours is a bad influence, Pierre.”

“I know, Em,” Pierre responded quietly.

“I agree with Em,” I said. “At his age, he seems to be wasting his life and things will only go from bad to worse for him if he does not pull himself together.”

“Believe me, Matt, I know that too well. That’s why I’ve been trying to talk some sense into his head, but he won’t listen,” Pierre said.

We got in the car, and this time Pierre sat in the passenger seat while Emily sat in the back seat again. During the whole journey to Carcassonne, Pierre continued to engage with my wife in an amicable and caring manner, but he did not flirt with her, neither made any sexual references. And it was working because Emily was getting more relaxed and involved in the conversation. Her feeling of guilt for letting Pierre fuck her seemed to be dissipating. Since Emily and I already knew about Pierre’s love for history and his previous tour guide experience, we were not surprised by his thorough knowledge of the history of the citadel that we were about to visit. During the thirty minutes journey to Carcassonne, Em and I learned a lot about the fortress, the Albigensian crusade and the Cathars in the 13th century. This way, when we arrived in the city, we were perhaps the most educated tourists to visit it that day. It became evident that Pierre had gotten back on the good side of my wife when we walked on the cobbled streets in the citadel. He was not only allowed to put his hand on the small of her back two or three times. Emily was happy to let him put his arm around her shoulder when we stood at one of the embrasures in the wall, overlooking the valley beyond, and discussed the natural beauty of the surrounding area.

After we finished the tour of the citadel, we bought ice creams, and while we were eating them, we watched a group of youngsters having fun by texting each other some jokes all the time.

When we got in the car to drive back to Narbonne, I started a conversation about the millennials’ obsession with YouTube and mobile phones. I won a giggle and a pat on the shoulder from my wife for admitting that I struggled to understand the millennials. Pierre gave an example of how a younger brother of one of his friends had used YouTube to cheat at school, putting a humorous spin on the story by telling us about the reaction of their father when he had found out about his son’s actions. When Emily laughed at Pierre’s account of the events, I knew that she had overcome her remorse over her recent transgressions.

I picked up from there with a joke about a father checking his son’s report card and my wife giggled, “Hi-hi, that’s why I check our kids’ progress at school, not you.”

I looked in the rear-view mirror and saw how Emily stuck her tongue out at me.

“I agree with you, Em. Women are better at sensing a lie than men,” Pierre commented as he looked at my wife over his shoulder.

“You are right, Pierre. Never lie to a woman,” she replied and giggled again, “Hi-hi! Women are also more inventive than men in their ways to exact a revenge.”

“That’s why I never lie to you, Em,” I said.

“I will never lie to you either, Em,” Pierre said too and winked at my wife as he looked over his shoulder once again.

“In that case, you will always be on my good side, Pierre,” my wife said and tapped him on the shoulder.

When we arrived at the car park behind the open market in Narbonne, Jean-Sébastien was already waiting for us. He had dropped on the ground two large bags with his shopping. The bloke appeared a little drunk, and I confirmed that when I opened my window to greet him and smelled his breath. Pierre got out of the car to help his friend put his luggage in the boot. He offered the passenger seat to Jean-Sébastien and moved to sit in the back seat behind him, next to Emily.

As soon as I began driving, I regretted that Jean-Sé had taken the passenger seat. I had noticed during our lunch that he was perhaps a bit hyper for my taste, but now it became too obvious. He was moving too much in his seat, and despite the seat belt, he managed to turn sideways, pushed his bum against the car door and practically leaning on the gear stick, he began a vigorous conversation with Pierre and Emily.

To be fair, Jean-Sé was fun to listen to. He turned out to be very entertaining, something that he had not exhibited that much at lunch. The guy began telling us how he wanted to buy chickens to breed in his back yard, but he did not have money, at the moment. He then went on to talk about his idea to start an ostrich farm, but other than cash, his only other problem was that the birds were too big and he worried that they would bully him in the farm. Jean-Sé had his moments, and this was one of those; he was hilarious. Emily couldn’t help but laugh at his ideas and the way he was talking about them. I even started to think that she had begun to like him. The only issue that I had with Jean-Sé was that he kept moving in his seat. He was pulling his seat belt to the limit as he was turning around to look at Emily and Pierre. On several occasions, he almost interfered with the controls of the car. I had to push him away each time, only for him to do it again, after a minute or so. I did not want to interrupt Jean-Sé who was on a roll and was explaining his hilarious idea about making hybrids between chicken and ostriches, so I let him be and slowed down as a precaution. At the same time, I kept looking in the rear-view mirror to see what was happening in the back seat.

Emily was sitting behind me. She had left her right shoe on the floor and had put her foot on her seat. My wife had raised up her knee near her chin and wrapped her hands around her ankle in one of her favourite sitting positions. She was giggling almost uncontrollably at the nonsense that Jean-Sé was talking. Her face blazed red from exertion, and her eyes were glowing brightly. Our new friend’s foolishness genuinely amused her.

“The eggs will be too big to be laid by a hen, Jean-Sé. How are you going to solve the problem?” she managed to ask him as she giggled once again.

She squeezed her ankle tighter, and while she swayed her leg sideways, she added, “Chicken won’t like it, Jean-Sé!”

My wife didn’t realise in her excitement that her shorts were riding up her inner thighs. They had bunched in her crotch and were revealing the groin area between her leg and her labia. My wife’s wardrobe malfunction had not escaped Jean-Sé’s attention, who was talking, but at the same time had firmly fixated his eyes on my wife’s thigh gap.

Pierre was laughing too and tapped his friend on the shoulder as he told him, “Jean-Sé, chicken and ostriches do not breed. You must be high, my friend.”

“If they don’t, they will. And I will tell you how,” Jean-Sé continued to argue.

I was preoccupied driving and at the same time watching what was going on in the back seat, to be able to pay attention to what Jean-Sé was doing with his hands. However, I saw something odd out of the corner of my eye. When I looked at him, I saw that he had undone the fly of his shorts and pulled out his cock. He was wanking with his right hand while gesturing with his left hand. Since he had pushed his bum against the car door, his crotch had stayed out of Emily’s and Pierre’s sight, and the two had no clue what he was doing with his right hand.

“What the fuck? Are you wanking in my car?” I shouted.

Jean-Sé immediately let go of his dick and zipped up his shorts. Everyone stopped talking.

“Get out!” I shouted as I pulled up the car on the side of the road.

Emily sat up, having just realised that she had offered the perfect inspiration for Jean-Sé.

“Matt, calm down,” Pierre said, “It’s not that bad.”

“He was wanking over my wife!” I said and shouted at Jean-Sé. “Get out!”

Jean-Sé got out of the car and slammed the door behind him. He stood up and turned his back to us.

“Look, Matt. Jean-Sé is a ‘wanker’. He suffers from satyriasis. It is a form of hypersexuality, and he masturbates several times a day. That’s why he does not have a job. He got caught at his workplace and got fired two months ago,” Pierre explained.

Emily put her hand on my shoulder and gently squeezed it, which was her way to tell me that all was OK and I should calm down.

I took a deep breath and told Pierre, “OK. Tell him to get in. But he should keep his hands away from his dick while he is in my car.”

Pierre lowered his window and told Jean-Sé something in French. The latter got back in the car, and without looking at me, he put on his seat belt.

We drove in silence during the next five minutes or so.

Then I told Jean-Sé, “Look, mate. I didn’t know about your condition, hence my reaction. I don’t know much about your disorder, but I am thinking here. Why haven’t you gone to the doctors and sought some help?”

He ignored my question initially, but after almost a minute silence, he said, “They don’t help. They just keep asking, ‘Are you using drugs?’ and all this sort of nonsense. Can we talk about something else? There is no need to dissect the psychology of the ‘wanker’, OK?”

“What is your favourite drink, Jean-Sé?” my wife changed the subject of the conversation and stretched her hand to touch his elbow.

“You are asking a Frenchman, Em,” Jean-Sé replied and smiled as he looked at her over his shoulder, visibly relieved by the change of subject and my wife’s compassion. “It is wine, but if I want to get drunk, I have to say it is Cognac, though it is not cheap these days.”

“And you seem to be drinking too much, don’t you, Jean-Sé?” Pierre said as he tapped his friend comfortingly on the shoulder.

Five minutes later, my passengers were chatting about wild parties. I noticed that Jean-Sé’s hand was rubbing his crotch. I grabbed hold of his hand just above the wrist, squeezed it and removed it from his dick without saying a word.

My action had little effect. A couple of minutes later, Jean-Sé’s hand found his crotch again. I let him be.

Jean-Sé continued to entertain my wife and Pierre with a story of how he got drunk and arrested. Even I laughed, but I shook my head when Jean-Sé snuck his hand in his shorts. This time I was not the only one noticing it as Pierre touched his friend’s shoulder and told him something in French.

Jean-Sé suddenly pulled his hand out of his shorts and shouted in English, “OK! Pull up the car!”

Pierre tried to calm him down, “Come on, Jean-Sé. We will be in town in less than fifteen minutes. Can’t you hold it until you get home?”

Jean-Sé shook his head and said, “You know that I can’t. The only way is if I drink, but do you have a bottle?”

Pierre shook his head.

I pulled up the car in the lay-by, and I looked at Jean-Sé. He was dead serious.

“OK, do what you have to do,” I told him and turned off the engine.

Jean-Sé got out of the car and went behind the bushes.

I sniggered.

Emily slapped me on the shoulder and told me off, “It’s not funny, Matt.”

I suppressed my laughter and said, “OK, let’s wait while our friend is tossing himself off! How is this not funny?”

Emily did not bother to respond to my comment. We waited in silence for about five minutes, and I said, “For fuck’s sake, how long does it take to jerk off?”

“Shut up, Matt! Can’t you be more considerate?” Emily reprimanded me.

After we had been waiting for another five minutes in silence, Jean-Sé finally came back. He got in the car and put on his seat belt.

“Done?” I asked him as I started the engine.

He shook his head.

“What the fuck?” I raised my voice and stopped the engine. “Why not?”

“I need an inspiration in front of me,” Jean-Sé said and grinned.

“Fine, take it, google porn hub or something,” I said and handed him my mobile phone because he seemed not to have a phone. “Just be quick; otherwise, you are walking home!”

Jean-Sé shook his head and said, without taking my phone, “It won’t work.”

“Why not?” I asked, genuinely confused. “Aren’t you a voyeur? Go out and get inspired by the girls on the porn hub site!”

“It won’t work. It just gets soft when I get out,” Jean-Sé said and began rubbing his erect dick through his shorts again.

“Yeah! But it gets hard when you are in my car! You are not doing it here, buddy,” I said as I grabbed his hand and pulled it away from his dick.

I started the engine, and just before I got on the road, Jean-Sé pulled out his dick and began wanking as he looked over his shoulder at Emily.

I stopped the car and turned off the engine once again, finally realising that he wanted to wank in front of Emily.

“All right, go to the bushes if you cannot resist the urge and take as much time as you need, but you are not wanking over my wife!” I said.

“It’s like a compulsive disorder, Matt,” Pierre intervened. “Jean-Sé gets aroused by looking at the object that has inspired him while the object is watching him.”

“You mean my wife, right?” I said as I shook my head.

Pierre shrugged his shoulders.

Emily had left her shoes on the floor, and all this time she had been sitting with her feet raised on the seat and hugging her knees, witnessing in silence the enfolding drama with Jean-Sé’s wanking problem.

At this point, she let go of her legs and took a pack of wet hand wipes from the back seat storage in front of her.

She pulled a bunch of wipes and handed them to Jean-Sé as she said, “Here, take these!”

He took the tissues and wrapped the head of his cock with them while Emily tucked the pack with the wet towels back in the seat pocket.

Keeping her knees bent and her feet on the seat, my wife spread her legs and pulled her shorts and thong to one side, revealing her shaved labia.

“Will this be enough, Jean-Sé?” she asked him.

He nodded and began vigorously stroking his cock, fixating his eyes on my wife’s pussy.

“Honey, are you sure?” I asked her.

“It’s not a big deal, Matt,” she said calmly. “Let’s get over with it and drive back home.”

Still pulling on her shorts and knickers for Jean-Sé with one hand, Emily reached out with her other hand and found Pierre’s. Holding his hand, she turned her head away and stared out the window as she began to wait patiently for Jean-Sé to jerk himself off.

I also turned my head away and watched the traffic outside. Soon, I heard Jean-Sé grunting, and a minute later, he finished. He wiped his dick with the napkins, opened the window and threw them away.

“I am done. Thanks,” Jean-Sé said with a calm voice, and he put his dick back in his pants as he added, “I will last at least half an hour, let’s go home. Thank you, Em.”

My wife let go of her shorts and Pierre’s hand.

“I am glad I was able to help,” Emily said and put her feet on the floor.

Despite all my protestations, I had found what my wife had done intensely arousing, and I had a hard on myself. That’s why, without further ado, I started the engine before someone else had noticed the bulge in my shorts. A quick look at Pierre’s crotch told me that he had also enjoyed the performance.

Jean-Sé belted up, and we left the lay-by.

“How do you feel as a model, honey?” I asked my wife as I looked at her in the rear-view mirror.

“Surprisingly, I liked it more than I thought I would,” she replied and smiled at me.

Jean-Sé heard that and looked at Emily over his shoulder.

“High Five,” he said and extended his hand towards my wife.

Emily stretched her hand to give him high five, only to withdraw it in the last moment as she said, “Sorry, Jean-Sé! After you wash your hands, maybe.”

Pierre chuckled.

“Stop it!” my wife squeaked and slapped his knee.

We dropped Jean-Sé off at his place in Nissan-lez-Enserune and arrived at our villa slightly past 4:30 pm.


7.     Comfort sex

We entered the living room, and Pierre got a call from his aunt. Despite that he spoke in French, I could tell by the tone of his voice that Charlotte delivered some bad news.

When Pierre hung up the phone, he looked at us, and he looked sad, and I would say, scared.

“What is it?” Emily asked him as she put her hand on his shoulder. “Are you OK, Pierre?”

“James has been found dead in his car. Police have just called Charlotte,” he said.

Emily rubbed his shoulder comfortingly and told him, “I am sorry to hear that, Pierre. Charlotte must be devastated.”

“She is. I didn’t like the guy, but I did not wish him harm,” Pierre continued.

“Do they know when he died?” I asked.

“Police think that he has been dead since Monday evening.”

“Really? Since Monday? Do they know what the cause of death is?” I asked for more details.

“They suspect that he had a heart attack while driving. A farmer discovered James’s car with his body inside yesterday morning, in a ditch just off a dirt road that we sometimes use as a shortcut between Nissan-lez-Enserune and the villa quarters,” Pierre explained.

“Why didn’t they tell Charlotte sooner?” Emily wondered.

“They informed his estranged eldest daughter yesterday. However, she did not tell them about Charlotte; probably, she doesn’t know of her existence. James hasn’t been in touch with his children for years and has not been on good terms with his ex-wives. Police only found out about Charlotte today when they examined the power of attorney document that they had found in his car.”

“But, Pierre, if James has been dead since Monday, why did Jeannine tell Charlotte yesterday that he had been with her?” I asked as I remembered what Jeanine had told Charlotte.

“I don’t know, Matt. It doesn’t make sense. Let me call Julie to tell her the sad news.”

Pierre went into the kitchen, and we heard him speaking to his sister in French.

Emily called Charlotte and conveyed hers and my condolences.

“How is she?” I asked Emily when she hung up the phone.

“As expected, Matt.”

We sat on the sofa, and I hugged my wife.

Pierre finished his call too and unpacked the shopping bags. He brought a bottle of white wine and three glasses in the living room.

“How did Julie take the news?” I asked him.

“She was shocked, I guess,” he said and shrugged his shoulders as he added. “My sister didn’t like him at all, as you know.”

Pierre opened the bottle.

“Did you ask her about the house?” I enquired about our potential deal.

“Matt! Now is not a good time to talk about this!” Emily told me off.

“No, that’s OK. I forgot. I’ll text her,” Pierre said and filled the three glasses with wine. “I guess we need it after this news.”

He drank from his glass and Emily and I followed suit.

Pierre sat next to my wife. I was still hugging her, but she did something that I did not expect at all. Emily pulled away from me and cuddled into Pierre. I assumed that she did it to comfort him as, indeed at that moment, he needed more comforting than me. But it still felt weird.

Pierre put his arm around her shoulder.

I thought. Well, that’s what happens when you share your wife. Once shared, she keeps sharing herself!

I did not like it. I did not like this becoming the permanent status quo. Emily had told me that she had to be in love with a man to sleep with him, but somehow I had not believed her. I had always thought that if my wife got fucked by another man, it would be just sex, no feelings, and no attachments. Well, I had been wrong; I should have believed her! Emily was exhibiting signs that she was getting much closer to Pierre than I had ever wanted. Sharing her with another man permanently wasn’t going to work for me. And I decided there and then that all this should stop the moment our holiday in France was over. Whether Emily felt the same way was another question. And this worried me, a lot.

“Em, do you know what makes me sad? Yes, it is sad that James is gone, but I feel sorry for my aunt. Charlotte had just found someone to love, however awful he was, but she did not see him for what he truly was. She lived in her bubble and was happy with James these few months. Now she is lonely again,” Pierre said, and his eyes became moist as he held back his tears.

My wife took his hand in hers and said, “Charlotte still has you and Julie. You are like her kids. She won’t be lonely as long as you keep in touch with her and make her proud, as you do today.”

She placed her head on his chest and began gently rubbing his knuckles, looking at his hand as if she wanted to channel all her comforting energy into that rub.

“Thank you, Em,” Pierre said quietly and kissed the back of her head.

He pulled his hand from her grip and used it to tip her chin up, turning her head to look him in the face. As he gazed into her eyes, he pulled her upper body tightly onto his and began slowly and hesitantly to lean his face towards my wife’s. Emily’s breathing became deeper and more frequent as she figured out that he was preparing to kiss her. She quickly looked at me to gauge my reaction.

I put my hand on her thigh and softly squeezed it. She took this as my blessing to let her lover kiss her. My wife looked back at Pierre, and they locked lips. She moaned softly as Pierre’s lips parted hers, and he slipped his tongue inside her mouth. Ten or fifteen seconds later, after her lover’s tongue had explored every corner of her mouth and had touched every surface of her tongue, Emily broke the kiss to catch her breath. A string of saliva connected their lips as if to remind them that their tongues yearned to meet again. Pierre did not let go of my wife and returned to her mouth with another passionate kiss. Still holding her with his left arm around her shoulder, he slid his right hand between her thighs and gently pushed them apart. His knuckles rubbed against my hand, and I had to let go of Em’s leg. Pierre’s hand made its way up my wife’s legs until it reached her thigh gap. Emily’s heavy breathing betrayed her growing arousal as she spread her legs further apart. Soon she ran out of breath and pulled away from Pierre.

Still trying to catch her breath, she looked at me and asked me, “Matt, what shall we do?”

Pierre was not removing his hand from between her legs; neither was he letting go of her shoulder. The guy was making it clear that he wanted to fuck her again. He gently squeezed her shoulder, pulling her towards him and planted a kiss on her neck, underneath her chin. His hand began rubbing my wife’s pussy through the fabric of her shorts. I was watching, and my erection was getting stronger by the second.

Pierre slid his hand from my wife’s shoulder onto the small of her back. Emily had unfastened the top three buttons of her blouse because of the hot weather, and her cleavage became the next object of Pierre’s attention. He began kissing the exposed area between her boobs. The young stud moved his hand from between her legs onto her chest. He undid another shirt button and pulled down her blouse over her left breast, making her boob pop out since Emily had not put on a bra underneath her shirt. Pierre’s lips found their way to the areola of her exposed breast, and he planted a kiss on her nipple. Still supporting my wife with his hand placed on her lower back, he nudged her to lie down on her back on the sofa as he kneeled between the couch and the coffee table to make room for her and gently removed the single strap footbed sliders from her feet. As my wife eased herself on her back and put her head on the decorative pillow, I scooted down the sofa to make room for her bum and took her legs on my lap. Pierre removed his hand from her lower back; he unbuttoned her blouse completely and pushed its sides apart, revealing her breasts entirely. Then, having no qualms about debauching my wife in front of my eyes, Emily’s French lover began feeling her tits.

“Matt?” Em called my name and looked at me as I had still not answered her question.

Pierre lowered his face over her chest and began sucking her hardened nipples.

I kneeled next to Emily on the floor between the sofa and the table as Pierre had done, and caressed her thigh as I said, “I guess Pierre needs some comforting.”

I untied the drawstring of her shorts, and she helped me pull them off by lifting her bum. Then I removed her knickers, again with her help. Finally, I put a pillow under her bum to raise her crotch in preparation for what was coming next. She lay there with her bare pussy in front of my face, ready to be taken.

I had not made up my mind yet whether Pierre or I should fuck her first when he decided on my behalf.

He let go of my wife’s tits, stood up, hastily removed his espadrilles and pulled down his shorts and briefs, revealing his erect cock as he looked at me. I nodded to let him know that I was OK for him to go ahead first, and I went to sit down in the armchair.

However, Emily seemed to have a different idea. She took Pierre’s cock and began wanking it. A grunt escaped his lips when my wife gently squeezed the head of his dick. She raised her head and put his penis in her mouth.

I could not carry on watching and do nothing; I had too much, so I stood up and took off my shorts and briefs. I went to the sofa and pushed my wife’s knees up and apart until she bent them and spread her legs. I climbed on the couch and kneeled between her legs. Instead of penetrating her, I grabbed hold of her hips, lifted her bum and began licking her pussy. She loved it. She started moaning, and thus Pierre’s cock slipped out of her mouth.

“Shall we swap places for a bit?” Pierre asked me as he smiled at me.

I let go of my wife’s ass and got off the couch. Pierre and I swapped places as he had kindly asked me. He took over from me the licking of my wife’s pussy, while I prepared to enjoy the feeling of her lips wrapped around the tip of my penis.

I seemed to be getting the hang of how to take part in these MFM threesomes, so I did not waste any more time but presented my cock in front of Emily’s face. She took it in her hand, and after wanking me for a few seconds, she put it in her mouth. She began sucking me, and it felt so good.

Pierre had taken to heart the task of performing cunnilingus on my wife. He was tapping her clit with his tongue for a couple of seconds, and then he was parting her pussy lips and licking her slit until he was reaching her cunt hole. He was spending some time running his tongue around her vaginal opening while occasionally inserting it inside her vagina. Pierre kept repeating this cycle for about five minutes. I was feeling the growing pressure in my balls to release my load under the skilful work of my wife’s lips and tongue on the head of my penis, complemented by the gentle rubbing of my penile shaft by her hands.

Pierre rose to his knees between Emily’s legs and pushed the head of his cock on the hole of her vagina. When my wife felt his penis grinding against her vulva, she let go of my cock and opened her legs further apart. Pierre made his first thrust, and my wife cried, as he penetrated her, “Oh, my God! Pierre!”

Another thrust followed, and the convulsions of my wife’s tummy muscles signalled the outburst of sensations caused by her lover’s dick as it stretched her pussy. Once the tip of his penis was in, Pierre began slow and shallow thrusts, which depth and frequency he was gradually increasing until my wife’s vagina could stretch enough to accommodate his cock comfortably. Once most of the shaft of his penis was inside my wife’s pussy, he began fucking her in earnest. Emily grabbed my dick again as she tried to give me head, but I stepped back. I did not want to blow my jizz in her mouth. I preferred instead to watch how Pierre fucked her and then fuck her pussy myself. Pierre was probably very excited as he began pounding my wife with force, leaning forward from time to time to squeeze one of her tits with his left hand while keeping his right hand anchored on the sofa’s backrest for support. He must have been hurting her as his fingers were leaving marks on her boobs. However, my wife was too overwhelmed by the fire in her groins to care about the pain.

The shaft of Pierre’s penis and his pubic bone rubbed up against my wife’s clitoris. Subconsciously, Emily was lifting her hips higher up to help her lover’s penis penetrate her vagina even deeper.

My wife’s first orgasm hit her with massive muscle convulsions as she cried out, “Oh my, Pierre, my pussy,” with her words interrupted by the constant shaking given to her body by Pierre’s thrusts.

When her orgasm began subsiding, Pierre slowed down too. He pulled his glistening cock out of her well-lubricated vagina and instead of stepping aside to let me fuck her for a bit, he put his hand on her knee and said, “Turn over onto your tummy, Em.”

He hadn’t finished yet. He’d been fucking my wife for at least five minutes and still had not cummed. Wow! I thought, impressed that he wanted to repeat his performance from the night before. I had found a proper lover for my wife; that was for sure.

Emily turned over, lay flat on her tummy and buried her face in the soft leather of the sofa arm. Pierre lay on top of her, supporting himself with one hand between her body and the backrest of the sofa while with the other, he carefully aimed his cock at her pussy, gently pushing her legs apart. Emily lifted her butt a bit.

The decorative pillow from under her bum had fallen on the floor when she had rolled over. I reached down and picked it up under the appreciative eyes of Pierre, who had realised that my wife needed to prop herself up to provide better access to her pussy. I took a second cushion from the armchair behind me, and I handed Em both pillows. She took them and put them under her crotch, lifting her butt further up. Pierre smiled and nodded to me to express his gratitude for my help. Then he found my wife’s vagina and penetrated her with one deep thrust. A loud moan escaped Emily’s lips when she felt the massive rod of pleasure ploughing inside her.

Pierre’s dick was long, and he had no problem performing good thrusts in this position. After a few slow and deep strokes back and forth, he resumed fucking my wife at speed. She began orgasming and started to bite the cushy sofa arm against which she was pressing her face, while her whole body began trembling in orgasmic waves of pleasure. Pierre’s crotch kept slapping loudly against my wife’s butt. Emily’s climax reached its crescendo when she shouted so loudly that I heard what she said very clearly despite the muffing effect of the leather that she was biting, “Gosh! It feels so good! Oh, Oh, Oh!”

My wife’s buttocks clenched, and Pierre thrust his penis deep into her pussy. He stopped moving and patiently waited until she gradually eased out of her second orgasm.

“Em,” he said as he pulled his cock out of her vulva, rose to his knees and while still positioned between her legs, he gently slapped her ass, “Can you stand on all four?”

I couldn’t believe that he had not finished yet!

“Only on your hands and knees, spread your legs a little,” Pierre instructed my wife to stay exactly the way he wanted her and praised her efforts once she had complied, “That’s it. Well done! Stay like this!”

Emily’s ass cheeks were red from the slapping that Pierre’s upper legs had given them while his penis had drilled her pussy hole from behind.

My wife tried to steady herself, but her arms and legs were shaking. She struggled to stay in the doggy style position and collapsed on her tummy. Pierre slid his hand between her and the sofa and pulled her up. Without letting go of her, with his hand under her stomach, he used his other hand to glide his cock into her gaping vagina. Soon, the slushing sound from his penis, rubbing against my wife’s well lubricated vaginal walls, resumed. I pushed aside the bottle and the glasses and sat down on the coffee table in front of Pierre and Emily. I watched at close quarters how Emily’s vagina tightly wrapped its rim around the shaft of her lover’s cock and with each stroke outwards, its pink skin was getting pulled out, only to go back inside with the following inwards thrust. After deciding that he had focused enough on his back and forth strokes, Pierre pushed his cock all the way inside my wife’s pussy hole. At the same time, he made slow circular movements with his hips as if he was trying to widen her cunt with his dick. The rotation of Pierre’s massive cock in Emily’s vagina had its proven orgasm stimulating effect on her body as she began shaking uncontrollably. Sensing his lover’s climax, Pierre resumed fucking her pussy with slow deep strokes of his phallus. Gradually, he gained pace, until he was thrusting at full throttle once again. My wife began slumping down, but he pulled her up, sliding his hand from her tummy onto her chest, pressing her tits against the rib cage. The slapping sound of Pierre’s crotch pounding against my wife’s bum filled the air, interrupted only by her constant moaning of the words “Oh! My God!”

Emily’s third orgasm was the most intense; her moans turned into whimpers while her entire body got ridden by several orgasmic spasms one after another. Pierre kept fucking her harder and harder until he grunted some words loudly in French, possibly praising her pussy or acknowledging how good it felt fucking her, and pushed his cock inside her vagina as deep as he could. He was most probably pressing his dick against my wife’s cervix when he began unloading his sperm. After he had finished, he resumed his strokes, gradually slowing them down in an already familiar pattern until he withdrew his penis from my wife’s cunt. Emily collapsed on her tummy. Her ass had turned red from all the slamming that it had been subjected to by Pierre’s crotch.

Pierre got off the sofa.

However, there was still no time for my wife to rest because I pulled her knee and nudged her to roll over on her back. She did. She was sweating profusely; her face was red. Her tits had marks all over them, left behind by Pierre’s fingers. I grabbed hold of her ankles and began pulling her legs towards the arm of the sofa.

She managed to raise her head and ask me, “Where do you want me, Matt?”

“Just put your bum on the sofa arm, honey,” I said.

Pierre was standing and watching us. He took his briefs and used them to rub clean his still erect cock.

Emily moved her legs and then her bum over the arm of the sofa. I walked in front of her, on the outside of the sofa arm, and spread her legs apart. She positioned herself further up and put a cushion under her lower back. I dragged the armchair close to the sofa so she could put her right foot on it for additional support and I held her left leg under the knee to help her keep her legs spread wide apart. Finally, I had unobstructed access to her pussy.

Using my free hand, I rubbed my erect penis up and down against her slit for a few seconds before I began grinding it against her pussy hole. I noticed how wet and loosened she was. Sperm, sweat and pussy juices had splashed all over her cunt; bits had spread onto her landing strip too. Her neatly shaved labia was red from all the pounding by Pierre’s pelvis, and her outer pussy lips were spread wide apart. Her small pussy lips had stayed opened and stretched like the pink petals of a flower that had just been ravished by a storm.

I penetrated my wife’s pussy in one deep thrust. It felt ‘spongy’ like the night before. I began fucking her straight away but deliberately held back my ejaculation by slowing down my strokes and pinching the base of my shaft several times because I wanted to last as long as I could. And it paid off as Emily began moaning and soon the pre-orgasmic convulsions of her muscles showed. She managed to grab hold of my hand and squeeze it tightly as she shouted, “Oh, Matt! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”

I got motivated further by her cries and doubled down on my efforts to thrust deeper and harder. Still, to delay my ejaculation, I forced myself to look at and think of different furniture in the room as a way of distracting myself from the sight of the pussy wrapped around my cock and the tingling sensation building up in my groins. Thus I lasted another two or three minutes by which time Emily began climaxing. I was not sure if her orgasm was more intense than what she had just experienced with Pierre, but I felt the vigorous conclusions of her vaginal muscles around my cock as I had never felt them before. I could not hold my ejaculation any longer and began unloading my semen with massive deep thrusts, while my wife shook in orgasmic spasms, continuously shouting my name.

Once our climaxes started to wither away, I gradually slowed down my thrusts, and a minute later, I proudly withdrew my still erect cock from my wife’s vagina.

Pierre was watching me intently, and he smiled when I let go of Emily’s leg and stepped away from her. He came to me, put his hand up and opened it for a high five. I looked at his palm and paused for a moment as I thought that just a second ago it was holding his cock and probably there was still sperm on it, but then I told myself. What the heck! We’ve just fucked the same pussy hole; we can’t get more intimate than that! I gave him the high five that he had offered.

“Not bad for a forty years old man, is it, Pierre?” I said, very proud of my performance, and smiled.

“Not bad at all, indeed,” he replied.

“You what?” Emily said as she sat up on the sofa. “Who kept the show running?”

She smiled at me and raised her still shaking hand for a high five. We high-fived each other. Then she repeated the same ritual with Pierre.

“Em! You are a sex goddess!” I said as I smiled softly at her.

“Very true, very true,” Pierre agreed as he grinned too.

“Can you bring me some toilet paper or some tissues, Pierre?” Emily asked her young lover when she looked between her legs and saw the sperm streaking down from her vagina into her ass crack and onto the sofa. “We’ve made quite a mess.”

“Don’t worry, I will clean it,” Pierre said, “Here, use my briefs, they are going in the washing machine anyway.”

Pierre handed my wife his briefs that he had used to clean his cock, folded with the clean side outside, of course.

Emily cleaned her vulva as much as she could and then she stood up.

Still holding Pierre’ briefs between her legs with one hand, she slipped into her sandals and said, “I am going to take a shower.”

“Use the bathroom on the ground floor, Em,” Pierre said, “I’ve left clean towels there this morning.”

Emily grabbed her clothes and went straight into the bathroom.

I looked at Pierre.

“Use the bathroom upstairs, Matt. Ladies and husbands go first!” he said with a smile. “I will wait.”

“Ha-ha,” I laughed at his joke, “Cheers, Pierre!”

I took my shorts and briefs and ran upstairs, holding my semi-flaccid dick in my hand as I tried not to let any remnants of sperm drip onto the floor.

Once I took a shower, I went to our bedroom. Emily was already there. Still naked, she had kneeled at her suitcase and was searching for clothes to put on.

When she heard the door shut behind me, she looked over her shoulder and asked me, “How do you feel now, Matt, as a true cuckold?”

I couldn’t figure out whether she was having regrets about what we had done and was questioning my role in it. Or, if she had accepted the done deed and was genuinely asking about my feelings.

Hence I answered cautiously, “I guess the same way as you feel like a hotwife.”

“I don’t know whether to cry or laugh, Matt. But you do realise that we have fucked up big time.”

“Oh, yeah, we fucked big time!” I played on the double entendre.

Emily got it and laughed, “Ha-Ha!”

I felt relieved that Em was not having regrets and was not blaming me.

“You may joke, Matt, but you do realise that I cannot unfuck Pierre, don’t you?” she continued.

“I do, and I am fine with it as long as our adventure finishes the moment we set foot back in London. Will you be able to end your infatuation with Pierre?”

Emily pulled her face moisturiser cream out of the suitcase. I had been wrong; she had been searching for it, not for her clothes. She opened the jar and squatted.

“Are you chafed?” I asked.

“A little,” she replied and applied the cream on her labia, carefully spreading her pussy lips but making sure not to let any cream go inside her vagina.

I repeated my question, “Will you be able to end it with Pierre once we are back in London or you are too much in love with him?”

Emily did not rush to answer. She put the lid back on her cream container and tucked it in the side pocket of her suitcase.

Then she stood up and said, “I am a grown-up girl, Matt, and I know how to get over someone even if I am madly in love.”

“So you will not leave me for Pierre?”

“I have no future with Pierre, neither has he one with me, Matt.”

“Do you still love me?”

“Of course I do. A woman has a big heart; it has room for more than one man. And do you love me?”

“Of course I do, Em.”

Emily opted not to wear underwear and just put on her ‘sexy’ shorts. These shorts were low waist mini short denim shorts, with a frayed hem and no leg, with sexy cut-off and cheeky back, which she used to put on only when at home for me as part of our foreplay. Which was a shame as they were thoroughly legit denim shorts, but, I guess, my wife was too conservative to wear them in public. The fact that she had put them on, when we were most probably about to go downstairs to join Pierre, told me that she had recently elevated his status from ‘public’ and ‘stranger’ to someone who was entitled to see her dressed in her most sexy shorts. My wife looked at herself in the mirror and examined a few still visible red marks on her breasts, left behind by Pierre’s fingers.

“Rough sex, ah?” I asked her.

“You betcha,” she replied, without looking at me, still focused on feeling with the flat of her hand a small pink bruise on her right breast. 

Once she was satisfied that her boobs had suffered no permanent damage, she put on her white double V-neck cami flowy top.

Looking at herself in the mirror, she combed her hair and put on lipstick. She left the lipstick on the side table next to her makeup bag; then, after some hesitation, she decided to apply eye makeup as well. When she was happy with her work, Emily packed up her makeup tools and put her makeup bag in her suitcase. Finally, she put on her sandals, tucked her mobile phone in the front pocket of her shorts and swirled around, enjoying the look of her outfit as she eyed her image in the mirror.

Since we had been changing our clothes much more often than we had anticipated when we packed our luggage in London, I was running out of clean clothes. So, to save some, I followed Emily’s example not to wear underwear and decided to bear ball it. I put on only my white loose-fitting straight leg men’s shorts and a blue t-shirt. I swapped my white sneakers for my blue loafers, which were my only alternative shoe option other than the flip flops.

“Honey, please put in this bag all shorts, t-shirts and underwear that need washing,” Emily said as she handed me a large plastic carrier bag with her clothes for washing already in it. “I am going to put them in the washing machine.”

I put all my dirty clothes in the bag, and Emily headed towards the small utility room next to the bathroom on the ground floor. I decided to keep her company and went with her. Pierre was not in the lounge. The utility room was tiny, practically only a nook for a washing machine, a tumble drier, a laundry basket and a small cupboard for washing powder and conditioners. Emily had to leave the door open when she bent down to put the clothes in the washer. Her denim shorts did what they were supposed to do, letting a good portion of her ass cheeks pop out. I couldn’t resist and put my hands on her bum.

Em looked at me over her shoulder and squealed, “Matt, what’s up with you? You seem not to be getting enough of me today!”

“Why? Do you have a problem with that, honey?” I asked her with a cheeky smile.

“No, not at all. You know that I am multi-orgasmic, honey,” Emily replied and then she giggled, “Hi-hi! I just wondered since we did it less than an hour ago, that’s all. Usually, you wait much longer before you ask for a repeat!”

“My hormones have been fired up, sperm competition, honey!”

“What’s that?” she asked me as she started the washing machine and stood up.

I couldn’t believe that my wife had not heard of it.

“Well, a man’s sexual desire goes up, and his abilities too, when he has to compete with another male. In this case, it is Pierre who has been raising the bar for me on a subconscious level.”

“Gosh,” she laughed and then joked, “Maybe we should take Pierre with us in London after all!”

“Hm, I’ll have a chat with him then,” I said as I decided to joke too.

“Ahm, no, now that I think of it. He’ll take his sister with him, and she’ll spoil everything,” Emily said as she waved with her hand dismissively and giggled again.

“You can’t stand her, can you?” I asked my wife with a little bit more serious tone of my voice.

“Not that I can’t stand her, but, I just. I don’t know. OK, let me put this way. I don’t have sperm, and therefore sperm competition does not work for me, so I don’t like her encroaching on my husband or provoking me.”

“Oh, that’s a shame. I thought that now that we have mastered the threesomes, we could try a foursome.”

“Don’t even think about it,” Emily said and slapped me on the ass. “I mean it!”

“I was just joking, honey!”

“Joking or not, the answer is ‘No’. You may be turned on by seeing me fucked by Pierre; I get that. But it does not work for me the way it does for you. I am very much jealous of Julie, so stay away from her, please!”

My wife was dead serious.

She left the plastic bag on the cupboard, and we went to the living room. Pierre had not only cleared the coffee table but had cleaned up the sofa; however, out of precaution, Emily chose to sit on the opposite couch. She looked at the cushy piece of furniture where two men had fucked her thoroughly less than an hour ago. The thought brought a faint smile to her lips.

How much my prudent wife has changed in less than forty-eight hours! I thought. The only explanation for her transformation is that she has fallen in love with Pierre, so much that she cannot stop herself. The good out of this is that she will feel guilty and won’t dare to blame me that I have pushed her to fuck him. This solves my problem of blame, but of course, my bigger problem remains - will she end her infatuation with Pierre as she claims she will? I guess I will find out very soon.

I sat down next to my wife.


8.     Interrogation

I was about to turn on the TV when I heard what appeared to be a noise from a car driving off. I stood up and looked through the window. Pierre was standing outside in the pathway between the house and the driveway. He was blocking my view, but I thought that I had glimpsed a police car.

“Was that a police car?” I asked him when he opened the front door and entered the living room.

“Ah, yeah, they wanted to check if James had visited the villa on Monday. By the way, the mystery with Jeannine has been solved. The police officers have spoken to her, and it turns out that James did not stay with her neither did he visit her; she lied to auntie out of spite. I am sorry that this whole thing spoils your holiday.”

“It’s no one’s fault, Pierre. Em and I did not know James, and you said that he was not a particularly likeable individual anyway.”

“Matt, you should not speak ill of the dead,” Emily scolded me.

“Sorry, you are right, Em,” I agreed.

Pierre’s phone rang, and he picked up the call. It was from Julie.

It was a very brief conversation, and when they finished, he said, “My sister has broken up with François. She is on her way to the villa, just off the motorway.”

“She’s broken up with him, again? Did she not resume dating him only in May?” I asked, a little amused.

Pierre shrugged his shoulders.

“Did she tell you why?” I kept asking.

“No, she just said that he was a ‘pig’. And I forgot to ask her again about the sale price of the house.”

Pierre sat down on the sofa opposite Em and me and texted something on his mobile phone.

“There it is, I’ve asked her,” he said after he finished typing.

“I hope she agrees to it. Em and I are keen to buy the villa.”

“She will,” Pierre assured me.

He sat back and first looked at me; then his gaze settled on Emily. There was an awkward silence which none of us knew how to break. We did not want to talk about the elephant in the room. The young man had fucked my wife twice in the space of 24 hours, and we were not very clear what that meant for the future. But how could we know what it meant? The three of us were in uncharted territory, so perhaps any attempts to find answers were futile, maybe that’s why it was pointless to discuss it.

Eventually, Pierre took the first step to break the uncomfortable silence.

“Would you like to see some photos?” he asked as he stood up and swiped his finger on his mobile phone.

“Yeah, absolutely,” Emily replied.

He sat on the sofa next to my wife and began showing us various photos of himself, his sister, Charlotte and their friends. He started with a few more recent pictures and then scrolled through the albums until he got to photos from past years.

“This is a photo from my birthday last year. Auntie still buys me a cake,” Pierre said as he showed us a photo of him blowing candles on a cake with a Christmas tree in the background.

“Were you born just before Christmas?” I asked him.

“You could say so. I was born on the 16th of December. The Christmas tree has always been up for my birthday,” Pierre explained and continued to scroll through the pictures.

“This is my first girlfriend, Marie,” he said as he pointed at a young woman in one of the photos.

She was sitting on the edge of the swimming pool next to another bloke. The guy had put his arm around her, and they were both smiling at the camera.

“Why is she with someone else, Pierre?” I asked him.

“Oh, this photo was taken last summer. I dated her four years ago for only a couple of weeks. Then we broke up,” Pierre clarified.

“Oh, I see. I thought for a moment that you were into sharing too,” I remarked as I grinned.

Emily rewarded me for my witty comment with a friendly but not so delicate slap on my knee cap.

“This is Natalie, she was Julie’s best friend,” Pierre continued as he ignored my cheeky remark and scrolled to a photo of a young woman, standing next to Julie. “Natalie had a crush on me for years, but only last summer I went on a few dates with her, nothing serious, we only got to kiss. However, I was going out at the same time with François’s older cousin, Isabelle; don’t judge me, she is married and lives a few blocks down the road. The thing is, I was never going to meet Isabelle if Julie had not introduced her through François, the same week when I started going out with Natalie. When Natalie found out about my affair with Isabelle, she made a scene in front of our friends, Isabelle, François and Isabelle’s husband, here at the swimming pool. To cut a long story short, Isabelle and I had to deny we were having an affair. Supported by François and my friends, we managed to convince Isabelle’s husband that Natalie was paranoid. Isabelle and I stopped seeing each other. I stopped dating Natalie, of course. However, the damage was done. Natalie felt betrayed by Julie for introducing Isabelle to me and humiliated in front of our friends. Natalie has never come here at the villa since then. The whole thing has destroyed the friendship between her and Julie. They catch up occasionally over a coffee; however, they are nowhere as close as they used to be.”

“That’s what happens when you mess around with your sister’s friends,” I said.

“Well, that’s precisely why I’ve never got involved with my sister’s girlfriends before and since then. Even last week, Julie tried to match me with a friend of hers, but I pushed back,” Pierre said.

“Wow, you are a lad in high demand,” Emily joked.

“Yeah, you could say so, Em. You could say so,” Pierre said and grinned, without hiding how pleased he was with her compliment. “I’ve always told Julie that her friends are too immature for me. My assertion pisses Julie off as she takes it as a criticism of her choice of friends, and I guess of her own immaturity. However, she does not realise that I protect our relationship as a brother and a sister, by not getting involved with her friends.”

“You should tell her that,” Emily said.

“I have. But do you think my sister listens?” Pierre said as he pushed his hand between the backrest of the sofa and my wife’s back and wrapped his arm around her waist. “She thinks that I am patronising her.”

I felt his knuckles against my hip because I had put my arm around Emily’s shoulder and had pulled her body tightly onto mine. I didn’t like his hand, pushing me away from my wife. That’s why I pulled Emily even closer to me and cuddled her. She put her head on my shoulder.

Pierre let go of her and asked us, in an attempt to diffuse the situation, “Would anyone like a cup of coffee? It is 6 o’clock, but we don’t go to bed early, do we?”

Pierre smiled and winked at Emily.

“Yes, sure,” I said, “a single espresso for me, with one sugar cube, please.”

“Same for me,” Emily added.

“Here, have a look at some crazy photos of my friends and me when we visited Cannes last year,” Pierre said and left his mobile phone with Emily before he went to the kitchen.

I felt like kissing my wife, and we kissed. I put my hand on her stomach and pulled up her cami top a bit. I caressed the skin of her belly until I reached her boobs and began feeling them.

“Honey, you are horny again, but I need some time off after the amazing sex we just had,” Emily said as she removed my hand and a coquettish smile flickered across her face. “When we go to bed tonight, you will be invited to play; do you think you can wait until then?”

When she said ‘we’, it struck me that she might have meant herself and Pierre and that, all of a sudden, made me feel as if I was lower in her pecking order than Pierre was. My playful mood suddenly turned somewhat sour.

“When you say ‘we’, do you mean you and him, inviting me to join you?” I asked with a brusque tone.

“Honey,” Emily said as she pretended that she had not noticed my change of mood and ran her finger over my lips, “You are the one who invited him in our bed, so it is up to you when the party should finish.”

“I thought you invited him, Em,” I said.

“Sorry, honey, my version of the events is different.”

“Well, regardless, you are the one who decides whether he fucks you or not.”

“Don’t put this only on me, Matt,” Emily said a little irritated. “You know too well that I only did it because I knew that you wanted it.”

“Yes, but you are the one who provides the pussy. Not me!”

“What you’ve just said is an insensible and vulgar thing to say, Matthew. You cannot objectify a woman like this, especially your wife!” Emily said as she pulled away from me.

It was evident from the scowl on her face that I had pissed her off.

“Don’t you realise how much you hurt me when you talk like this?” my wife continued.

“Sorry, Em. I am still going through the emotions. All this is very new to me, you know.”

“We all have to deal with our emotions,” Emily said quietly.

“Sorry, you are right,” I apologised once again.

“I meant just you and me, by the way.”

“Shall we look at his pictures?” I proposed in an attempt to change the subject of our conversation.

Emily took the phone, but its screen had become locked while we argued.

“Pierre, can you come and unlock your phone? The screen got locked,” Emily shouted.

“Just a minute, Em,” he shouted back from the kitchen. “I am trying to find the biscuits that we bought at the market. Ahm, the password is Julie’s date of birth, 060399.”

“OK, thanks,” Emily said as she unlocked the phone.

I moved closer to my wife and put my arm around her.

She did not pull away but looked at me and said, “Will you behave and be more considerate?”

“Of course I will, Em.”

We resumed scrolling through the photos.

Five minutes later, Pierre brought a tray with three coffee cups and a biscuit tin.

“Ah, this is my sister with Frank at Charlotte’s birthday. As I told you, auntie likes Frank. I don’t,” he clarified when he saw the photo that Emily and I were looking at and took his ‘rightful’ seat next to my wife.

“Judging by Julie’s track record, you might have to put up with Frank once again, now that she has kicked François out, again,” Emily used the opportunity to bitch about Julie’s approach to relationships.

“Speaking of the devil,” Pierre said as he looked outside the window, ignoring my wife’s not so subtle jibe at his sister.

We heard a noise coming from an engine of a car in the driveway.

A minute later, Julie opened the front door, toting two duffle bags, one per shoulder. The bags were too heavy for her, and she was struggling to carry them. One of the bags had begun slipping off her shoulder, and the handles had pulled down her loose yellow t-shirt, revealing her shoulder and part of her chest, just above the boob. Julie’s job was even harder because she was also carrying her lady bag and the car keys in her left hand and a shopping bag in her right hand. She pushed her butt back to shut the door, with her ass cheeks peeking out of her cheeky high waist grunge denim shorts. The door swung back, so she made a second attempt to close it, once again accentuating in the process the sexy shape of her bum, and this time she succeeded to shut the door.

I was so captivated by Julie’s beauty and her sexy female forms, that for a moment I forgot that I was expected to go and help her with her bags as one of the two gentlemen in the house. As soon as I realised my lapse, I stood up and rushed to give her a hand, but I bumped into Pierre, who seemed to have also decided to help his sister.

“That’s OK, I will help her,” Pierre said as he blocked my way, standing in the pathway between the armchair and the TV stand.

I went back to my seat and sat down while Julie and Pierre exchanged greetings in French as Pierre kissed her cheek and took her bags. I couldn’t see what was in the duffle bags, but it seemed that Julie had filled the shopping bag with her clothes.

“Hello,” she greeted Emily and me.

“Hi, Julie,” we both replied.

Pierre took Julie’s bags upstairs.

Julie left the car keys on the TV stand and went to the kitchen. She came back with a 150 mil can of diet coke, opened it and slumped on the sofa opposite Em and me. The young lady drank the coke in long gulps and left the empty can on the coffee table.

She sat back, crossed her legs and looked at Emily and me. The leopard print ballet flats that she was wearing not only matched well with her yellow t-shirt but helped emphasize the slender ankles and nicely shaped calves of her long sexy legs.

“How are things?” Julie asked us out of courtesy rather than a genuine interest in our wellbeing.

“Perfect,” I said. “Other than the sad news about James.”

“Sad news? Ha!” Julie squealed. “James was a bastard. The world is a better place without him; believe me. Pierre should have told you a few things about James before you began mourning him.”

“I’ve debriefed them about him,” Pierre interjected as he walked down the stairs.

He took a seat next to his sister and asked her, “Is that all your stuff?”

“Yeah, I am not going back to live in that dump. I told François that you would take your stuff too.”

I was perplexed why Pierre had stuff at François’s place.

So was probably Emily, as she asked, “Do you spend a lot of time at François’s place, Pierre?

Pierre did not seem in a hurry to answer my wife’s question. Instead, he finished his coffee, left his empty cup on the table and took a biscuit from the tin.

“Yeah, I bunk at François’s from time to time, after late-night parties. I have left a few clothes and a shaver at his place,” Pierre finally said, still munching, and then turned to his sister, “Did you receive my text message?”

“I’ve been driving,” Julie said as she took her phone from her pocket.

She read the message and squeaked, “What the fuck? There’s no way that we sell the house for 260,000 euro!”

“Look, Julie, Charlotte has agreed,” Pierre said.

“Charlotte doesn’t have a clue, Pierre. You don’t have that money to give away. You know that!” Julie said.

She calmed down and reread the message. The two siblings switched to discussing the matter in French.

Since it seemed that their conversation would go on for a long time, Emily stood up, and asked me, “Would you like a glass of orange juice from the fridge, honey? I am going to get one for myself.”

“Yes, that will be great, thanks, Em,” I replied.

Emily was halfway to the kitchen when she remembered something and came back to the table.

“Let me take away the empty coffee cups,” Em said.

She bent over the table, a few inches away from Pierre, and without realising, she propped her ass up as she began putting the empty cups on the tray.

“Pierre, Julie, would you like some orange juice?” she asked the two siblings.

Julie shook her head and said, “No, thanks.”

Pierre put his hand on the back of my wife’s thigh and slid it up between the skin of her buttock and the hem of her shorts.

He smiled at her and said, “A glass for me, honey.”

His hand on my wife’s bum and his reference to her as ‘honey’, could not have escaped the attention of his sister who stared in surprise at her brother’s hand feeling my wife’s ass cheek.

Emily got surprised too. She had not expected that Pierre would feel her ass in front of Julie, and more so refer to her as ‘honey’. This was the first time he had called her like that. My wife took his hand and gently pushed it away as she stood up straight.

“Have the two of you?” Julie asked, still unsure what to make of what she had just seen.

My wife’s face turned red. She stepped back. Pierre swallowed nervously as he figured out by hers and his sister’s reactions that he might have made a mistake showing off his new intimate relationship.

Julie looked at her brother and asked him bluntly, “Have you fucked her?”

“Well,” he managed to say as he looked at my wife, then at his sister.

Julie shook her head and said, “Now it makes sense why you want to give them a discount of 50,000 euro. For that amount, you could have fucked—”

Julie did not say what she was about to say because the expression on my wife’s face did not forebode anything pleasant coming at her, had she finished the sentence.

“OK, I don’t agree! I don’t agree to sell the property for 260,000,” Julie told her brother as she raised her voice.

Emily was so pissed off at Pierre for his indiscretion that she abandoned her idea of taking away the empty cups and bringing orange juice and instead sat down on the sofa next to me.

Brother and sister switched to French and argued for about five minutes.

If Pierre intended to convince Julie of his point of view, he failed because when they finished their discussion, she told Emily, “You may have gotten my brother, but you will not have the house. I decline your offer!”

“Why are you doing this?” Pierre asked his sister.

“She thinks that she can have whatever her heart desires; well, she won’t have the villa!” the words burst from Julie in an angry rush.

“Julie, don’t be so childish! We need the money soonest, and Matt and Em provide exactly that! Act like a grown-up, please!” Pierre pleaded with his younger sibling.

Emily was staring at the wall, resembling a guilty schoolgirl called in the headmaster’s office for reprimanding, while Julie and Pierre continued arguing.

“You fuck her, fine! Fuck her! But why do you have to fall in love with her and do stupid things because of her, why?” Julie asked her brother and threw her hands up in exasperation.

“Julie, you are such a bitch! You will agree to sell the house for 260,000! I’ve had it up to here with you and your moods!” Pierre told his sister as he raised his voice.

“Pierre, I can’t believe it! After what you put me through to save your ass!” Julie said with a crackling voice as she fought back her tears. “You throw me under the bus for her!”

“Why are you so upset? What’s the problem, Julie?” Pierre asked his rebellious sibling and stared her in the face.

“You let her lead you on to take stupid decisions!” she replied.

Pierre looked away from his sister and shook his head in feigned surprise at her allegations.

“Yeah, you are an idiot, Pierre!” Julie shouted. “Your obsessions always cost you money, a lot of money! That is the problem. You fall in love with a married woman and waste fifty thousand!”

“I am not in love with her! I just fucked her, for heaven’s sake!” Pierre shouted at his sister and then immediately realised that he had said something that he should not have said.

However, it was too late. Emily did not say a word, just stood up and ran upstairs. We heard her slamming the door of our bedroom.

“You create mess after mess, Pierre! You hurt yourself, but you also hurt the people around you. Even her!” Julie said and pointed at the seat next to me where Emily had sat. “You have led her on to fall in love with you. Look at her reaction! She is madly in love with you, and you will break her heart the way you have done with everyone else before her!”

“It’s your fault, Julie. Coming here and judging everyone,” Pierre said as he raised his voice once again.

“Yes, it’s everyone else’s fault, but yours!” his sister said. “Great! Thank you!”

Julie stood up and went into the ground floor bedroom, slamming the door behind her.

“She’ll come around,” Pierre told me.

I raised my eyebrows and said, as I stood up, “You know better, buddy, but I think I need to go upstairs and talk to my wife.”

“I messed up! Let me try to talk to Julie first and then I will come to apologise to your wife, Matt.” Pierre said as he sighed and stood up, preparing to follow his sister.

As soon as he shut the door behind him, I headed upstairs. On my way, I heard through the bedroom door Julie and Pierre talking in French. They were not shouting, which was a good sign that Pierre might be able to mend things with his sister and sell the villa for 260,000 euro.

I went upstairs and entered our bedroom. Emily was sitting on the bed with her arms hugging her knees to her chest. Her shorts had ridden up and emphasized her long legs, all the way up to her groins.

I got on the bed next to her, and I cuddled her.

After we stayed like this in silence for probably ten minutes, I said, “I am sorry that you got hurt, Em.”

“It’s OK. I will be over it,” Emily replied as tears began rolling down her cheeks.

I rubbed her back.

“I am sorry, Matt,” Emily sobbed as she searched for a tissue in her front pocket to clear her nose. “I was not supposed to fall in love with him. I am so sorry.”

Without letting go of her, I reached out with one hand to the nightstand and pulled some tissues from her facial tissue box.

“Here, honey,” I said as I handed her some.

She took them and cleared her nose. Still holding the soiled tissues, she put her head on my chest. I took the used napkins from her hand and put them on the nightstand.

I kissed the back of her head and whispered, “Do you think you will overcome it?”

“Yes, as I told you, I am a grown-up girl,” she said with a much calmer voice. “I am just pissed off that he told his sister.”

“Well, the way he said it—”

“He said it right, that’s what it is for him: just sex. And that’s how it was supposed to be for me. What I am pissed off is that he told his sister in the first place, not that he said it was just sex.”

“I don’t think Julie is going to start advertising that her brother had sex with a married woman, and publish your name or something.”

“I know. I just did not want to give that little arm candy the pleasure to mock me. She’s been fighting with me for no reason since day one, and now she must be so happy.”

“It’s the opposite; if anything, she looked quite distraught. Remember her behaviour on Monday evening, how she challenged you? Well, you won the challenge; her brother prefers you over her friends!”

Emily sighed.

“Maybe you are right, Matt. But I’m still upset with Pierre that he did not keep his word.”

“Well, that’s what happens when you get involved with younger men! They are immature,” I said and tried to laugh at my joke, hoping to prompt Emily to join me, but her stern face told me that it was still a stretch too far.

She got off the bed, took a Q-tips box out of her suitcase and stood in front of the mirror. She grabbed a Q-tip and patted it around the areas where the tears had smeared the eyeliner and the mascara. Within a minute, she had fixed her makeup, turned around and jumped on the bed next to me.

Her mood was visibly improved.

She smiled at me and said, “You didn’t think that your wife would let her little cry ruin her makeup, did you?”

“Of course not. With or without makeup, you are sexy and beautiful,” I said as I hugged her.

Pierre interrupted our conversation as he knocked on the door and asked, “May I?”

“Yes, come in,” I replied.

He opened the door and entered the room.

“I came to apologise to Em,” he said, without shutting the door behind him. “I am impulsive and do not think things through. I am truly sorry, Em!”

Emily looked at him and said, “That’s OK, Pierre.”

“It is not true that I am not in love with you—”

“Stop it, Pierre! You are not. Neither I am. It was just sex, OK?” my wife interrupted him rather aggressively.

Pierre hesitated for a few seconds what to say.

“It was just sex, and it will always have been just sex. Do you get what I am saying?” Emily said as she raised her voice. “I love my husband, and you and I have nothing in common. You should have never told your sister about us.”

“Why not tell her, Em? Fine, it was just sex! Or that’s what we will keep saying if that is what you want. But I am not ashamed to tell her or anyone else that I was fortunate enough to have made love to the most beautiful woman I have met in my life. Are you ashamed of me?”

“No, I am not ashamed of you,” Emily said, very quietly. “But for the sake of my marriage and Matthew, it has to be secret.”

Pierre did not say anything for a few moments.

Then he took a deep breath and told us, “OK. I will do my best to keep it secret. I’ve also patched things up with Julie. She promised not to tell anyone about us, and she always keeps her word, if that makes you feel more assured. She’s also OK with selling the villa for 260,000. I’ve just texted Charlotte, and she will instruct the solicitors from our side. Would you like to do the same from your side?”

“Oh, that’s good news. I will call our solicitors first thing tomorrow morning. Thank you, Pierre,” I said.

I was happy again. We achieved what we had come for; we had come to buy the villa, and we had just done that.

“Em, my sister recognises that she got off on the wrong foot with you and would like to make amends,” Pierre said as he sat on the bed next to my wife and took her hand. “She is too proud to tell you this herself, but she is in the living room and happy for the four of us to go out for dinner. Would you like us to go to the place that I told you about yesterday?”

“OK,” Emily said.

“Friends again?” Pierre asked her as he smiled and winked at her.

“Friends again,” Emily said and smiled faintly.

Pierre leaned forward and gently pushing me aside, he put his arm around my wife’s waist and pulled her towards himself. Then they kissed. When they pulled away from each other, he got off the bed and offered his hand to Emily to help her join him. He was about to lead her towards the door when my wife stopped. She turned around and extended her free hand to me, indicating that she wanted me to come with her. I got off the bed and took her hand, but instead of following them, I pulled my wife closer to my body. I put my hands around her hips and made her face me.

“I want a kiss too!” I said.

She did not say anything, just let go of Pierre and put her arms around my neck. We kissed.

After that, we went downstairs. Julie was sitting on the sofa and was scrolling through some photos on her mobile phone. When she saw us, she put her phone in her back pocket and stood up.

“Shall we?” she asked.

“Yup!” Pierre said as he took the car keys from the TV stand. “This time, I will drive.”

The four of us went out of the house. Pierre was about to lock the front door when a police car pulled into the driveway.

“Merde!” Pierre cursed in French. “Not the fucking police again! Just when we were about to pop out for dinner!”

Two police officers got out of the car and approached us. One of them showed us a police identification card and introduced himself as officer Fournier and his colleague as officer Caron.

Pierre and the policemen exchanged a few words in French and Pierre told Emily and me in English, “Nothing to be alarmed. The officers just need to collect some information about James’s whereabouts on Monday before he died.”

Pierre invited the two policemen inside the house in the living room.

Julie and Emily sat on one of the sofas. Pierre and I chose the sofa opposite of them, while the two policemen sat in the two armchairs at the opposite ends of the coffee table.

Fournier pulled a small pocketbook from his pocket as he prepared to take notes. He asked Pierre and Julie something in French and from their answers, I figured out that they had to confirm their names. Then he questioned the two siblings in French for about five minutes.

While Pierre appeared somewhat relaxed, his sister’s body language showed that Fournier’s questions made her extremely nervous – she was avoiding eye contact with her interrogator and was wringing her hands. Emily watched Julie’s struggle, and at one point, she decided to help her. Em put her hand on Julie’s knee as a comforting gesture. My wife’s touch helped Julie realise that she looked too defensive, and the young lady changed her posture immediately. She left her shoes on the floor, raised her feet on the sofa, brought her knees up under her chin and wrapped her hands around her ankles.

Wow, I thought, This girl must have taken lessons from my wife how to sit in the sexiest possible way! She sits precisely the way Em likes to sit!

Julie looked her interrogator in the eyes, somewhat provocatively, awaiting his next question.

Fournier, however, decided that he did not want to question her or Pierre any further but turned his attention to my wife and me.

“Can I confirm your names please?” he asked us in very broken English.

Emily and I told him our names.

“When did the two of you arrive in the villa?” Fournier asked us.

“On Monday, at about 9 pm,” I replied.

“Were Pierre and Julie here?”

“Yes, they were.”

“Was there anyone else in the house?”

“No, only Julie and Pierre.”

At that point, Fournier lost interest in Emily and me. He turned his attention back to Pierre.

The policeman and Pierre continued to talk in French, and gradually both of them were getting quite frustrated until they reached a point when they were both arguing without listening to each other and had to shut up.

Pierre turned to me for help, “Matt, since you are a lawyer, may I consult with you as I worry that officer Fournier might be implying certain things.”

“Really? Does he suspect you of something?”

“Well, he might, I don’t know. Can I consult with you?”

“Sure, Pierre, but I am not an expert in French law. Should you not request one?”

“No, I am innocent. I think your advice will be sufficient.”

“OK. Catch me up.”

“Officer Fournier finds it odd that Julie and I had a party at the villa on Sunday evening instead of Saturday evening or Friday evening. We could not come here before Sunday afternoon because Julie was volunteering on Saturday in the hospice; she wants to study medicine, and she needs volunteering hours. I used to work night shifts at a warehouse only Monday to Friday, but because I had served my notice to quit from Monday, they asked me to work my last shift on Saturday evening. So it made sense that we stayed in Montpellier for the weekend. I went to the gym on Saturday morning, hung out with François and then went to work at 4 pm. Julie spent the day in the hospice as planned. After my night shift on Saturday night, I slept until 4 pm on Sunday. Then my sister and I drove to the villa to spend a few days here while we can before we sell it. Julie and I arrived at about 6 pm on Sunday, and François joined us at about 8 pm because he had been to Marseille helping his dad with their boat repairs. We had a late-night party with a couple of friends of mine who live in the local town, and we know each other from our childhood years. I woke up late on Monday, at about 12:30 pm. All of our guests had left, including François who had to go to work. I went to Julie’s bedroom and woke her up. We went to the beach, had early dinner and were back at the villa at about 7:30 pm. Julie called François to come from Montpellier and stay with us for the night. Then you arrived at around 9 pm.”

“I don’t see anything out of the ordinary. You could suggest to officer Fournier to speak to your friends who attended the party, to François, to your ex-employer and to the hospice to validate yours and Julie’s alibis. In any case, I am not sure how your whereabouts during the weekend are relevant to the inquiry if James died on Monday,” I replied.

Fournier’s English was poor, but he had managed to keep up with Pierre and me because he asked Pierre in English, “Why did your sister call her boyfriend on Monday evening if they had already spent time together in the villa on Sunday evening?”

“Because I got horny on Monday evening and I called my boyfriend to have sex with me. Isn’t that a good reason, officer?” Julie interjected in English as she looked at Fournier almost aggressively.

The policeman decided to ignore her provocative language, while I couldn’t help but smile at her wit. There was something charming in her bluntness, and I liked her fighting spirit.

Pierre continued, “Officer Fournier has found out that James called auntie on Monday at 11 am and told her that he was preparing to drive to the villa. Officer Caron has spoken to the car rental company from which James rented his car and has learnt that James called the company on Monday at 1 pm to ask them to extend the rent by another day. James told the rep at the company that he was at the villa and intended to stay overnight here. So officer Fournier is convinced that James visited the villa on Monday and wants to know how Julie and I did not see him. What I am saying is that if James did visit the villa, Julie and I had already gone to the beach; hence we did not see him.”

“I think what you say is plausible,” I said and looked at Fournier as I knew that he was following my conversation with Pierre.

“Officer Fournier wants to search the house for James’s mobile phone as they could not find it on him. I am saying that we have tidied up the house and would have found it if he had left it here. Also, when they found James’s body, they discovered that he was not wearing underwear under his shorts. They think it is strange and ask me what I knew about this as if I am responsible for James’s underwear. People often do not wear briefs when it is so hot, right?” Pierre said.

“They need to show you a warrant before they can search the house. As for the underwear, I am not sure how it is relevant. I don’t have briefs under my shorts right now,” I assured Pierre.

Fournier proved that he had been following my conversation with Pierre as he said in English, “We have found James without briefs with his penis caught in the zipper of his shorts. Do you think he could have done it by himself and driven his car like that?”

“Perhaps he stopped the car to masturbate, but when he zipped up his fly, his dick got caught in the zipper and James bled to death!” Pierre said sarcastically.

“He died of a heart attack. However, the coroner found alcohol and sildenafil in his blood. Do you know what sildenafil is? Viagra. Why would James take Viagra if he knew that he had heart disease?” Fournier asked Pierre in English.

“I have no idea,” Pierre said and shrugged his shoulders.

Fournier continued talking to Pierre in French.

Julie was sitting with her feet up on the sofa and was hugging her knees. While I kept paying attention to the interrogation, I couldn’t stop myself from staring at her legs, all the way up to her bum, whose ass cheeks were peeping out of her short denim shorts. My wife was sitting next to Julie, in an almost identical pose, and one could not help but begin drawing parallels between the beautiful legs and sexy flesh that these two women had put on display.

I was not the only one ogling the two girls. Officer Caron was supposed to be helping his colleague, but he seemed more interested in my wife’s bum than the inquiry. Even Fournier was getting distracted by the assets that the two ladies were showing as he struggled to refrain from staring at Julie’s thighs. The poor guy ended up pausing mid-sentence a few times when he caught himself looking at Julie’s ass and had to force himself to look away.

Despite the distractions, Fournier was driving the interrogation in the direction he wanted. His questions were becoming more aggressive. Increasingly, his whole posture was taking the shape of the accuser, and Pierre’s of the accused, until they reached a point when Pierre raised his hands and said, “Arrête!”

Pierre turned to me for help once again, “What shall I do, Matt? Auntie has told the police that James and I had disagreements about the money from her flat’s sale. They think that since I knew that he had heart disease, I spiked his wine with Viagra when he was in the villa and this way, I caused his heart attack. They think that I undressed him, took his underwear, put his shorts back on him and left his body in the car to look like he had tried to have sex with a prostitute at the ‘sex’ toilets. The place where they have found the car is just 300 meters away from the so-called ‘sex’ toilets. These ‘toilets’ are at a lay by off the motorway on the other side of the wooded area.”

I immediately told Fournier, “What I understand from Pierre, officer, is that you have some theories, but no evidence, even circumstantial. It is very unprofessional to accuse the young man of something as grave as murder like that.”

Fournier decided not to argue with me but to talk to Julie once again.

He asked her something in French to which she shook her head and said briefly, “Non!”

He continued asking her questions in French, all of which Julie answered very briefly. The only thing that betrayed how nervous she was were her hands which were increasingly tightening the grip on her ankles. Julie kept pulling her knees closer and closer to her chest, thus pushing her bum cheeks even more out of her shorts. Since she had put her mobile phone in her back pocket, as her pert bum got further squeezed out of her hot denim pants, it began pushing her phone out of her pocket, until it popped out, falling on the sofa seat between her and my wife.

Fournier told Julie something in French and reached for her phone. Unfortunately for him, he could not get it as Julie’s legs were staying in the way.

Julie’s face turned white, and she said in English, “You can’t have it!”

“Why not?” the officer asked, choosing to speak in English as well. “Let me have a look at your mobile phone, Julie! I will give it back to you.”

Julie looked at her brother and then at me as if she was looking desperately for help, but did not let go of her legs. She did not make any attempt to put the phone back in her pocket, and nether she handed it to the officer. Her hands began shaking, and she looked like she was about to faint. It appeared that she was paralysed by fear and did not know what to do.

Fournier stood up and bent forward to pick up the phone.

I lunged across the table and snatched the phone just before Fournier could put his hands on it.

I handed it to Emily and said, “It’s my wife’s, sir. She was showing some photos to Julie and gave it to her just before you came. You can’t have it, I am afraid.”

My wife got confused by my abrupt actions but took the phone and put it in her front pocket. We all could see that she had another phone in her other pocket.

“Is it yours, madam?” the officer asked her.

She nodded, “Yes.”

“Can I have a look at it, please?” he demanded from Em to hand over the phone.

“No, unless you have a warrant to search my wife, officer,” I said.

“I need to look at it,” he insisted, ignoring my words, and stretched his hand towards Emily.

My wife began hesitating. She stared at him, and I could see the fear in her eyes.

“Do you want us to file a complaint against you for manhandling British citizens, officer Fournier?” I asked the policeman.

He looked at me and smiled in a failed attempt to hide his frustration with me, but he sat back in his armchair.

“OK, as you wish,” he said in English. “I will obtain a warrant and come back tomorrow morning. Please do not leave the house until we come back or otherwise it will be considered an obstruction of the investigation.”

“My wife and I have nothing to do with your investigation. We arrived on Monday at 9 pm; unless you believe that the first thing we did upon arrival was to kill James, whom we had not met! Why do you want to search us?”

“Ahm, Matthew, right?” he said in English. “I don’t know what your interest is in this. However, the reason I wanted to look at the phone is to assert a fact. Before we came here, we dropped by the neighbours in the villa next door and spoke briefly to them. On Monday afternoon, they were going on a stroll and were passing by. They saw this young lady, Julie, in front of the house, arguing with a man who fits the description of James. They saw her throwing at him her mobile phone, which he dodged and it hit the wall behind him. I just wanted to confirm if there were scratch marks or cracks on the phone.”

Fournier’s words startled me. If what he was saying was indeed true, that meant that Julie and Pierre were lying and therefore they could be murders.

However, I kept my calm and replied, “You’ve been making several accusations without any evidence, even circumstantial one. If you believe that Julie or Pierre murdered James by spiking his drink, then you need to have more solid evidence than just some deductions, don’t you think?”

“OK. We will come back tomorrow morning,” Fournier said and stood up.

Caron followed suit.

Our visitors left the house.

We did not move from our seats and waited until we heard that the policemen got in their car and drove off the driveway.

Emily took out of her pocket Julie’s phone and handed it back to her. Julie stood up and put it in her front pocket without saying a word.

“Julie, if we were to have a look at your mobile phone, would we find a crack, a crack caused by your phone hitting the wall the way the police officer described?” I asked Julie and looked at her.

She did not answer my question but looked at her brother. Pierre took a deep breath and exhaled slowly through his pursed lips, almost as if he had decided all of a sudden to practise some breathing technique. Then he told his sister something in French.

Julie looked at me and then at Emily before she sat down and said quietly, “You would.”

“Look, James was here on Monday afternoon, and we had a heated argument,” Pierre admitted. “However, we didn’t kill him.”

“What did you argue about?” I asked.

“Money. Julie and I do not want him and Charlotte to spend all the proceeds from her flat’s sale on his house in London. We could not agree, and he stormed out of the house. He and Julie continued the argument outside, and she threw her phone at him. He drove off, and we’ve never seen or heard back from him afterwards.”

“Pierre, I am not a detective, but my work involves a lot of deductive reasoning, and there are so many loose ends in the whole story. Why was James’s dick stuck in the fly zipper of his shorts? Where is his mobile phone? And why would they find Viagra in his bloodstream?”

“Matt, neither Julie nor I are murders. Look at me and tell me if you see a murder,” Pierre said.

I looked at him, then at Julie. Her eyes were moist with tears.

I said, “I don’t think you murdered him, but you do not tell us the whole truth.”

Pierre covered his face with his hands for a couple of seconds and then looked first at me and then at Emily, before he said, “Look! Matt, Em, trust Julie and me, please. I can assure you that James died of a natural cause. We can’t tell you everything because you will tell Charlotte, one way or another, and she will be devastated if she learns certain things. But we did not murder or in any way harm James. We did not spike his wine; we did not give him Viagra.”

For about three or four minutes, we stayed in silence, reflecting on what had been said.

Finally, I looked at my watch, and made a proposition, “I guess going to the restaurant is off now. Shall we prepare some dinner with the products that we bought earlier today?”

“Because the officer said that we should not leave the house?” Pierre asked.

“No, but are we in a mood to go out? I don’t think we are,” I said.

Emily concurred with me, “I’d rather cook something.”

“Let’s make ratatouille,” Pierre suggested with renewed enthusiasm. “Who wants to help me?”

“OK, I’ll help you,” Emily said as she stood up.

Pierre and my wife went to the kitchen. I stayed behind with Julie who seemed to liven up a little too so I decided to strike a conversation with her.

“Do you cook with your brother?” I asked her.

“Sometimes. I like to cook, but I prefer to do it on my own.”

“What is your favourite meal?”

“To eat or to prepare?”

“Both.”

It turned out that Julie was able to cook, and she was quite pleasant to talk to. I almost felt that she could be my friend, but when I looked at her legs and her ass, I realised that she couldn’t. My dick wanted to fuck her so much that it was impossible to be just friends with her.

I knew that Pierre and Emily were going to stay in the kitchen for a little longer because they had to cut up all the required vegetables. I figured out that my wife wouldn’t be checking on me so often, so I moved to sit next to Julie.

“OK, show me the photo of the mille-feuille with which you said you won the contest at school. You said that you have a photo of it, didn’t you?”

“You don’t believe me? OK, let me find it,” Julie said and began scrolling through her photo gallery while keeping her phone away from me so that I could not see the photos that she was scrolling through.

“Here,” she said as she smiled and showed me a photo of a pastry with berries which looked delicious.

“And this is the cake I prepared for auntie’s fiftieth birthday,” she continued as she showed me a photo of a cake.

“Oh, it looks delicious. I wish I could taste some of your specialities, Julie,” I said.

I could not resist the sight of her legs, just a couple of inches away from my hand, so I put my hand on her thigh. Julie stopped scrolling through her photos and looked at my face. She had registered that my hand had ended up on her leg, but she did not push it away.

“Matt, you want to fuck me, don’t you?” she asked me so bluntly that I instinctively removed my hand.

“Ahm, maybe I should go sit on the other sofa,” I mumbled my words and stood up.

Julie smiled and said calmly, “I didn’t tell you what to do. I just asked you a question.”

I sat back next to her and decided to ignore her question by changing the subject, “Did you know that your brother lied when he said in front of the police officers that I was a lawyer?”

“No, I thought that you had told him that.”

“Well, I had told him that I had a BA in anthropology and law. It is a qualifying degree, so after I graduated, I took the legal practice course, but I have never been a lawyer. I have always worked as an anthropologist. I like anthropology because sometimes one artefact can tell you so much about the culture of the society, about its creator, about its use; you can discover so much just by using the deductive power of your brain.”

“I did not know that. Is that why you said that you use a lot of deductive reasoning in your work?”

“Yes.”

“I am not an anthropologist, Matt, but I can still deduce that you are most afraid of looking stupid, more than anything else in the world. Am I right?”

“Why do you think so?”

“Because you were not afraid to confront the police officers in a very tight situation. You are not afraid to sit next to someone who, at the back of your mind, you think could be a murder. You are not afraid of losing your wife to someone almost twenty years younger than you; otherwise, you would not have let my brother fuck her. Yet, you are afraid to tell me why you put your hand on my leg out of fear that I might laugh at you. You almost lost your words the other night when you got scared that everyone would think that you were naive enough to fall in for my tits so quickly.”

I did not know what to say, so I was grateful when, at that moment, Pierre and Emily brought a bottle of wine with four glasses. Pierre opened the bottle and poured wine.

He sat on the sofa opposite Julie and me. My wife sat next to him.

“To trust and friendship!” Pierre raised a toast.

“Cheers,” I said, and we clinked our glasses.

Pierre turned on the TV and changed the channel to the BBC so that we could listen to the news. He put his arm around my wife’s shoulder. She did not object. I smiled at her, and she smiled back at me.

“I don’t like watching the news,” Julie said, “They make me worry about things.”

“What do you like to watch?” Emily asked her as she cuddled into her brother, who turned off the TV.

“Movies,” Julie said, and then she abruptly asked my wife, “Do you still love your husband?”

Emily was taken aback by this unexpected question and pulled away from Pierre.

“Emily, I am not trying to pick up a fight with you. I just wonder if you can be in love with two guys at the same time,” Julie clarified.

“Julie!” Pierre said, “Please.”

“Why not? I am just curious. For example, there was a time when I was having sex with Frank, and I thought of François, and later when I was with François, I thought of Frank. I want to know if I am unique.”

“Julie, you are not unique,” my wife said.

“Thank you, Em! Cheers!” Julie said and raised her glass.

We raised our glasses too and drank.

Eager to move on to another topic, Emily asked Pierre’s sister, “What type of movies do you like, Julie?”

“Criminal dramas, science fiction. I also like some of the superhero movies because I love how the good guys always triumph over the evil ones.”

We talked about favourite movies for about twenty minutes; then we discussed the new trends in the film industry. A pleasant aroma of a cooked meal was coming from the kitchen.

We heard the cooker’s alarm going off, and Pierre said, “Let me check the ratatouille.”

“I’ll come with you,” Emily said.

A minute later, Emily called us from the kitchen, “Come on, the dinner is ready.”

We ate in the kitchen; the ratatouille was not bad. Pierre opened a second bottle of white wine, and by the time we finished dinner, the wine had gone.

“Vermouth?” Pierre asked after he had put the dishes in the dishwasher.

“Why not?” I said.

He took a bottle from the fridge and poured vermouth in new glasses.

“Shall we go outside?” Pierre suggested. “Take a chair each.”

We went outside, taking our glasses and chairs with us. We sat around the tennis table and began drinking as we watched the sunset.

“It’s such a lovely evening,” Pierre said. “What a shame that they may arrest me tomorrow for a murder which I have not committed.”

“Why don’t you tell them the truth, whatever it is, Pierre? It can’t be worse than what they accuse you of?” Emily asked him as she put her hand on his knee.

“Because it will destroy Charlotte, Em. Probably Julie’s future too.”

“It can’t be that bad, Pierre,” I said, “Just tell us, and we will tell the police.”

“No, I’d rather go to prison for a crime that I have not committed than to break my aunt’s heart,” Pierre said as he drank up his vermouth. “Let me bring the bottle.”

He went into the house and turned on the hi-fi system. He came back with the bottle of vermouth and refilled our glasses. We talked about his and Julie’s aspirations in life, and it turned out that he wanted to study American History while Julie wanted to pursue medicine.

“May I?” Pierre stood up and invited my wife to a slow dance.

Emily left her glass on the table, stood up and embraced her dancing partner.

“Would you care for a dance?” I asked Julie.

“I don’t like slow dances, and I am not good at dancing,” she said as she took a sip from her glass. “Sorry.”

I sat back and watched her brother dancing with my wife. Pierre’s hands drifted to Emily’s hips. He pulled her closer and kissed her cheek, then he moved in for a proper kiss, and they kissed. I was watching them and was getting horny and yet there was some lingering jealousy that kept bothering me. From the corner of my eye, I saw that Julie was observing my face, trying to read my emotions.

“You know what? Maybe I should try,” she said all of a sudden and took my hand as she stood up.

I stood up too. Julie placed her arms on my shoulders, I put my hands on her hips, and we began dancing. She was an outstanding dancer. I felt the warmth of her body, and I loved the scent of her skin.

“You dance very well, Julie. Why did you say you didn’t?” I whispered in her ear.

“I don’t know,” she said.

I pulled her in closer to my body, so close that I felt her flat stomach rubbing against mine. I could no longer hide my hard-on, and I pressed my erect cock against her tummy. Julie seemed not to mind it.

She whispered in my ear, “What will your wife say when she sees you dancing so tightly pressed against me?”

“She is too busy with your brother to be able to see anything else other than him,” I said as I looked at Pierre and Emily.

And indeed, Pierre had moved from mouth kissing my wife into smooching her collarbone. Em had closed her eyes and tilted her head backwards, enjoying the sensation.

“Oh, yeah,” Julie said when she saw them and smiled at me.

At that moment, Pierre and Emily stopped dancing, and Pierre began pulling down my wife’s cami top. Emily’s feeble attempt to push him away failed, and he managed to slip its straps from her shoulders and down her arms. My wife’s tits popped out, and Pierre started to kiss her nipples.

Emily kept glancing at Julie and me, and while she enjoyed Pierre’s attention to her breasts, she kept trying to pull away from him because she was conscious that Julie and I were watching what she and Pierre were doing. Finally, my wife succeeded to pull up her top.


9.     Partying

The honking of a car horn made us look at the front gate of the property. Since the gate was kept open at all times, the car pulled from the road into the driveway; however, it appeared that the driver had no intention of slowing down. He slammed on the brakes just a couple of meters from the back of Pierre and Julie’s car, and bumped it, not a big bump, but just enough to make it jolt.

Julie ran towards the offender, yelling at him in anger.

The object of Julie’s rage got out of his car. Grinning from ear to ear as if he had won the Olympics, he greeted her, “Salut, Julie!”

The trouble maker was a tall man in his early twenties, with a slim body, brown eyes, brown wavy blowout hair and neatly shaved beard. He was wearing a yellow t-shirt, blue shorts and green and blue flip-flops, and the fact that he was wearing flip-flops while driving strengthened my impression of him as someone who cared little about the consequences of his actions.

His companions in the car were a young lady in the passenger seat and three blokes packed like sardines in the back seat. When the passengers got out of the car, I recognised that one of the three chaps was Jean-Sé.

The driver stretched out his arms to Julie as he tried to hug her; only for Julie to push him in the chest while she continued to shout at him.

Emily, Pierre and I went to greet our guests.

The way the newcomers spoke and walked made me suspect that they had been drinking, a suspicion that was strengthened by the half-empty bottle of pastis in Jean-Sé’s hand.

I looked at the damage of the two cars; the bumper of Pierre and Julie’s car was slightly dented, while the other car had a small paint scuff.

“It’s just a small dent, Julie,” I told her.

“Yeah, it’s nothing, Julie,” the guy responsible for it happily agreed with me, speaking English without a trace of French accent, and stretched his arms in another attempt to hug Julie; however, she dodged him once again.

The smell of alcohol on his breath revealed that Jean-Sé had been very generous in sharing the content of his precious bottle and had not discriminated against the chauffeur in his outpouring of generosity.

“Pierre owes me some money, he can keep them and fix his car, Julie,” the careless driver said.

“It’s my car, you idiot! I bought it from my brother last month. I’ve spent all my savings on it!” Julie said as she punched the bloke in the chest and turned her back to him.

She was so pissed off that she went straight back to the tennis table without even greeting the rest of the folks. Julie’s car was an old Renault Clio, so it was not worth a lot, but still, it did not mean that its owner should be happy for someone to leave dents and scratches on it.

Pierre introduced the reckless driver to Emily and me, “Emily, Mathew, this is Frank, Julie’s ex-boyfriend. His mother is English, and he is bi-lingual like me and Julie hence you won’t have a problem speaking to him in English.”

Frank nodded at Emily and me while Pierre continued with the introduction of the others, “And these are my friends - Marie, Laurent and Maxime. You have already met Jean-Sé.”

Oh, yeah! I thought. We have met him and what a meeting it was!

Marie was a tall slim brunette woman in her mid-twenties, with long dark brown hair, brown eyes and smooth white skin. She was wearing a white lace sleeveless A-line above the knee dress matched by white lace-up cork sandals. She looked elegant in her white dress, even formal.

Laurent and Maxime seemed to be the same age as Pierre. Laurent was a lad of average height, with short cut blonde hair, blue eyes, chiselled cheekbones and strong jawline, sporting a short stubbed beard. His white crew-neck t-shirt, blue chino shorts and white sneakers gave the impression that he had prepared for a special occasion. Maxime was a bit shorter, a little chubby guy with brown eyes, styling short spiky dark hair and neatly shaved beard. Compared to his friend, he had dressed more casual with a white and blue stripe t-shirt, black chino shorts and blue trainers.

Pierre’s friends seemed to have been visiting the villa regularly as they did not wait for an invitation to join our party. Frank took a sack out of the car boot, and they all headed straight towards the tennis table. Pierre’s friends might have self-invited themselves, but they had come prepared because their bag was full of food and drinks. Frank put on the table cans of beer, two bottles of white wine, two unopened bottles of pastis and some snacks.

“We are celebrating Marie’s birthday,” Laurent said as he helped Frank by putting some plastic cups on the table.

Jean-Sé was about to pour pastis from his bottle, but Pierre stopped him. He opened the other bottle of pastis and filled in the cups.

Everyone took a cup, and Pierre raised a toast, “To Marie!”

I liked the wines in France more, the pastis’s liquorice flavour was too sharp for my taste.

“Marie is turning 25 today,” Maxime announced as he wrapped his arm around Marie’s shoulder.

She pushed him away and said with a strong French accent, so strong that I barely understood what she said, “Shush! Never tell how old a lady is, Maxime!”

Pierre went into the house to turn up the volume of the music. Emily and I leaned our bums against the tennis table while the others coalesced around one of the edges of the swimming pool and began chatting loudly in French.

I put my arm around my wife’s shoulder and told her, “This is our last night here; we are going home tomorrow.”

“Very true, Matt,” Emily replied.

“How do you feel about it?”

“About what?”

“Leaving Pierre behind.”

“It has to be done.”

“What about tomorrow evening? Will you miss him?” I asked my wife.

“I don’t know. I guess I will find out tomorrow evening.”

“I guess you don’t need to wait until tomorrow to find out. Just break up with our friend right now.”

“Are you so jealous of him, Matt?” Emily asked me and took a long look at my face.

“It is not a question of jealousy, but a test if you truly can put me before him. Just finish it now! I hope you can.”

“If that is what you want.”

“Yeah, finish it now. One day sooner should not make a difference, right?”

“Right,” Emily replied with a sigh, glancing up at me once again.

We did not talk for about a minute before I asked her, “Did you take the pill?”

“I did, after, you know what.”

“Good.”

In the meantime, the party had picked up. Laurent and Jean-Sé were laughing at something that Laurent was playing on his mobile phone while Julie was having a chat with Marie and Maxime. Frank approached his ex-girlfriend with a broad smile on his face and tried to hug her.

She said, “Non!” and pushed him away.

Frank seemed not to get it and tried to hug her again, but this time she shouted at him, “Va t’en”, quite loudly, and pushed him in the chest with all the strength that she had.

Julie then did something that I did not expect. She chose me as her protector! To escape from Frank, Julie left her companions and came by my side. She took my hand and pressed her shoulder against mine. It felt fantastic but also awkward, with my wife cuddling to me at my other side.

To my surprise, Emily did not make a scene or in any way show her discontent when Julie looked for protection in me.

So much that when Frank followed Julie and stood in front of us, intending to harass his ex-girlfriend, my wife told him off, “Frank, didn’t you get the message? The young lady does not want you to bother her. Just leave her alone!”

Frank ignored my wife’s advice and started to talk to Julie. Julie had calmed down a bit and talked back to him. I was not sure what they were discussing since they spoke in French, but Frank was becoming agitated the more they argued and was coming closer and closer to Julie until his face was perhaps less than 20 inches away from hers. Without letting go of my hand, Julie was pushing her body ever more tightly against mine, obviously concerned about the proximity of her harasser to her; however, she still kept explaining something to him. Frank tried to brush the back of his hand down her cheek, but Julie let go of me and pushed his hand away with both her hands. When Frank attempted to touch her face again, I decided to intervene.

I grabbed his wrist, and told him, “Look, buddy. You have to find another companion to talk to. Go away!”

Frank stared me in the face for a couple of seconds and then he abruptly pulled his hand from my grip. When I thought that he would do something to provoke a fight, he backed off. He turned away, took a can of beer, and opened it before he joined Marie and Maxime.

Julie whispered to me, “Thank you!” and squeezed my arm.

Pierre came out of the house and joined me, Julie and Emily, bringing with him a tray with wine glasses which he left on the tennis table. Drinking wine in plastic cups was not acceptable even for these youngsters. Pierre stood at my wife’s other side but refrained from hugging her. He was keeping his promise not to reveal his new relationship to his friends.

Jean-Sé and Laurent joined our group, and we talked about football.

Ten minutes later, Marie, Frank and Maxime began laughing loudly at something that they were watching on Maxime’s mobile phone.

Pierre took my wife’s hand and invited her to join them, “Let’s find out what is it that they find so funny.”

I had to let go of Emily. She and Pierre joined the noisy group, followed by Jean-Sé and Laurent, while I stayed behind with Julie.

Julie and I leaned our butts against the tennis table and watched the folks in front of us as they clustered around Maxime and his phone.

“Frank seems keen to get together with you again,” I said to make a small talk, but also genuinely taking an interest in Julie’s ‘relationship status’.

“I know,” she replied briefly.

“So?”

“It’s not going to happen.”

Julie shifted her gaze away from the guys in front of us and stared into the distance.

I paused for a few seconds so that my next question did not sound like a part of a premeditated interrogation, and then I asked her, “Why?”

“He fucked Marie. That’s why I broke up with him,” she replied.

I was taking small sips from my drink, trying to come up with a smart way to find out from Julie if she would consider at all an intimate relationship with me. I couldn’t get out of my mind the way she had queried about my intentions when I had put my hand on her leg. However, the more I thought, the more afraid I was to ask her directly and the more I was convincing myself that I was fooling myself into thinking that I had any chance with this young beauty. On the other hand, I did not want to give up just yet. I left my cup on the table because the drink was not worth finishing. I decided to tread carefully, to try to lead Julie on into a conversation in which I could potentially gain more insights into her thinking and, perhaps, give her a chance to answer my question indirectly. I chose my next words very carefully, with a purpose.

“Well, sometimes we all make mistakes,” I said.

“I don’t like him anymore,” Julie’s blunt response came.

“I see.”

“Frank thought that he could get back with me whenever he wanted, only because I had broken up with him once before and we had gotten back together. Not this time. I won’t allow him to hurt me once again. Neither will I get back with François, I’ve never liked him too much anyway. I need a fresh start.”

Julie left her cup on the tennis table behind her and looked at our friends. They had engaged in a lively conversation, most of it probably fuelled by the alcohol in their bloodstreams, judging by the way some of them were gesturing and laughing.

“You know, sometimes, it is useful not to fall in love so that you do not end up with a broken heart. Sometimes, just having sex for fun is better,” I said.

“Ha!” Julie exclaimed, “Frank is not good in bed. He thinks he is good, but in fact, he cares only about himself and finishes too quickly. Maybe because most of the time he is drunk. If I am to go out with someone for sex only, it won’t be with him.”

“What about François?”

“What’s up with you, Matt?” Julie squealed and tilted her head as she looked at my face with a playful smile, “Why have you taken a sudden interest in my sex life? I am going to tell on you to Emily.”

I did not know what to say. She had seen through my little ploy to find out about her sexual preferences and intentions.

The look on my face must not have been too intelligent because Julie bumped her shoulder against mine and said, “Relax, Matt! I am joking.”

After a few seconds, she whispered in my ear, “François is better, but not good enough either!”

Then she giggled.

I looked at the folks that were chatting a few yards away from us. Jean-Sé was supplying them with alcohol nonstop as he was walking with his bottle amongst them and re-filling their plastic cups. He had somehow appointed himself to be the waiter of the party.

Pierre was standing next to my wife and talking to her all of the time, almost ignoring his friends. He had gotten slightly drunk. The alcohol had lowered his inhibitions, and my wife’s lover was not too bothered to keep his relationship with her on the down-low any longer. Pierre tried to put his arm around Em’s hips a few times, which she did not allow to happen by stepping aside and smiling shyly each time he made such an attempt. Most probably the others were noticing what was going on between him and Emily but pretended that they weren’t. Finally, my wife grabbed hold of Pierre’s hand that was trying to find her waistline and keeping it away from herself, she leaned her head towards his cheek and whispered something in his ear. He laughed and told her something amusing in response because Emily giggled. However, she still pushed him away when he tried to put his arm around her.

Eventually, Pierre seemed to have talked my wife into offering him her cheek for a kiss, so she tilted her head, but, instead of contending with a kiss on the cheek, he kissed her neck. He put his arms around her waist and pulled her body tight against his. Emily giggled once again when he whispered in her ear. She looked at me and waved. I waved back at her just when Pierre planted another kiss on her neck.

“Don’t you get jealous when you watch my brother with your wife?” Julie asked me.

“I do, but I also get excited. It is hard to explain,” I replied.

“Yeah, I’ve heard that cuckolding is hard to explain,” she said. “However, I’ve read somewhere that only if a couple truly love each other, they can do it and still be happy. Is it true?”

“I don’t know. I guess I will find out.”

Emily signalled to me that she wanted me to join her and Pierre, but I ignored her request and only gave her a thumbs-up. Pierre moved behind her, pressed his crotch against her bum and put his arms around her waist. He locked his hands in front of her belly, and they began dancing, slowly swaying their hips sideways in sync with each other and the tune. Emily seemed happy, and she chuckled when Pierre whispered in her ear, with his face so close that it looked like he was taking a whiff of her hair.

Jean-Sé moved in front of my wife, and he seemed to be talking again about one of his weird ideas as both Pierre and Emily laughed several times. My wife’s lover placed his chin on her shoulder, and as he peeked from behind her, he planted a kiss on her collarbone. Despite that Frank partially blocked my view when he decided to ask Jean-Sé for a refill, I still managed to notice how Pierre’s hand moved up from my wife’s tummy towards her boobs. Em intercepted his hand and held it in place, just in time before he could touch her breasts. There was no question in my mind that Pierre was horny and keen to fuck my wife once again. My bigger question, however, was whether she would let him screw her, or break up with him as she had promised me.

I kept an eye on them while at the same time, I continued my conversation with Julie, “Do you approve of what I have allowed to happen between your brother and my wife?”

“As long as no one gets hurt in the end,” she replied.

“No one should get hurt; it is only about having fun, Julie. That’s what we’ve agreed.”

“I see. Sex is about fun,” Julie chimed with me, but then she tilted her head to one side, and examined my face for a few seconds.

She smiled and said, “Or, I wonder if you allowed that to happen only as a way to get entitled to sleeping with other women, or other men?”

“Ha-ha!” I laughed as I put my hand on the small of Julie’s back, “I don’t think so. That won’t fly with Emily.”

“I betcha though there is an element of that, Matt!”

“No, there isn’t.”

“I think there is,” Julie insisted. “You aren’t a good liar, Matt.”

“Look me in the eye and tell me if I lie,” I said as our eyes met, and we held each other’s gaze.

Julie suddenly tickled my stomach, and I bent forward, trying to protect my belly as I laughed.

“You see, you laugh, so I was right,” Julie said triumphantly.

Emily was peeking at what Julie and I were doing over Jean-Sé’s shoulder.

Without pulling away from Pierre, my wife tapped Jean-Sé on the arm to move slightly aside so she could see Julie and me, and called me, “Matt, come and weigh in an argument that Pierre and I are having with Jean-Sé about the benefits of legalising weed.”

Julie’s smile broadened.

She finished up her drink and took my hand as she said, “Come on! Let’s join them; I don’t want to get you into trouble with your wife. She might assume that something is going on between you and me, which would be so incorrect, wouldn’t it?”

Julie and I joined my wife, Pierre and Jean-Sé at the same time as Laurent who immediately struck up a conversation with Julie. Jean-Sé and Pierre also joined their discussion. Unfortunately, Emily and I could not understand what they were talking about because they were speaking in French, so we just watched them and smiled politely. However, it became clear pretty soon that Laurent was hitting on Julie. She was giggling at his comments, and he was very jovial, occasionally touching her hands and tickling her a few times in the ribs while she responded in kind. At one point Laurent put his arm around Julie’s shoulder and talked her into walking with him to the shed. The two of them walked away, followed by Jean-Sé, who had decided for some reason not to leave them alone.

Emily and Pierre finally pulled away from each other.

Pierre took Emily’s hand and asked me, “Can I borrow your wife for a minute, Matt? I want to talk to her about Charlotte. I need Em’s advice on something as a woman.”

“OK,” I said, and Pierre led my wife away.

Since the group that I had just joined, hoping to talk to, had dispersed, I felt somewhat stranded. Standing on my own, I looked around me. Marie, Maxime and Frank were having a good time, talking loudly about something. Julie, Jean-Sé and Laurent were busy chatting and flirting at the shed, while Emily and Pierre were holding their hands as they were walking in the direction of the picnic table under the umbrella pine tree.

I went to the tennis table, opened a can of beer and began thinking about how much my relationship with my wife had changed in the last 48 hours. Then I remembered how on a few occasions I had felt excited about Pierre’s sister, even weighing up my chances with her, however illusory they had been, only for Laurent to come and shatter my hopes. I finished my beer and looked again at the parasol pine tree.

It was just in time to watch how Emily leaned her back against the trunk of the tree while Pierre stood up in front of her. His intention had not been to discuss his aunt with her because I saw how he put his arms around Emily’s hips and pressed his body tightly onto hers. After my wife rebuffed him a couple of times, she relented, and they began kissing.

I realised that Emily had betrayed me, abandoned me to make out with her new lover, and I felt lonely.

I thought to myself, Well, you reap what you sow, Matthew.

The more despondent I was feeling, the angrier I was getting. Then my anger triggered another reflex, the reflex to fight, which in turn brought more optimistic thoughts. OK, maybe I made a mistake, maybe I damaged my marriage. But then, if it was a mistake, mistakes can be rectified, can’t they? If that is the case, is my relationship with Emily truly unrepairable? One mistake should not mean that all is lost, should it? I can fix this. I should fight for what was mine, maybe what is still mine!

I had a sudden urge to get my wife back, a determination not to give up on her. I headed towards the tree in a hurry.

Just when I was about to cross the driveway, a car pulled in from the main road. I recognised François’s car, which he parked next to Frank’s.

As soon as François got out of his car, he greeted me, “Hello, Matthew.”

“Hi, François,” I replied, “How come you decided to visit?”

He struggled to understand my question. I was about to rephrase it for him to end the agony written on his face as he was trying desperately to decipher my words when the wisdom struck him and he finally realised what I had asked him.

“I came for my stuff. Where is Pierre?” he asked and looked in the direction of the pool.

He saw the people partying around the pool and further up, his ex-girlfriend, chatting with Laurent and Jean-Sé at the shed. When Julie noticed that François was looking at her, she stopped her conversation and gave him the middle finger. Despite that her gesture at François might have appeared unprovoked and even rude, I knew where she was coming from. She was true to her word that she wanted a clean start and did not need François’s interference when she was trying to move on and was perhaps working at that very moment on getting herself a new boyfriend.

François shrugged his shoulders, indicating that he had no intention to talk to her or to pick up a fight. He tried to appear cool about his break up with Julie, but it was a pretence because he looked sad and disturbed.

“Pierre is at the pine umbrella tree with my wife,” I told François and pointed in the direction of the tree.

François turned around and saw Emily and Pierre, who had stopped making out and were watching what François and I were doing.

François headed immediately towards Pierre. I followed him.

Instead of greeting Pierre and my wife as expected, François began talking to Pierre straight away in French with a tone that I felt was far from friendly, even hostile. Without raising their voices, the two men began arguing. It seemed to me that François was demanding something from Pierre and the latter was refusing to give it to him.

The folks around the pool lost interest in what was going on in our corner of the yard. Soon, they began minding their own business and resumed their conversations. I was not sure whether that was because François seemed not to be the most popular guy to hang out with, or because it was getting quite dark. Indeed, the people at the swimming pool could barely see thus far where we were, especially that they were in the much more brightly lit area around the pool and the front of the house while we, at the picnic table and the benches, had only one small lamp to contend with. Thus, in essence, the party split into two groups. One group remained at the pool while another one formed at the picnic table under the tree. Jean-Sé was the only one who decided to join our group. He left his empty bottle on the tennis table and grabbed the last unopened bottle of pastis with some clean plastic cups and two cans of beer on his way.

When he came to us, he left the stack of plastic cups that he had tucked under his arm and the bottle on the picnic table.

“Hello, François, what’s up?” he greeted his friend in English out of courtesy to Emily and me and handed one of the cans of beer to François while he opened the other one for himself.

“Salut, Jean-Sé!” François replied in French, but then he decided that he might be able to exert more pressure on Pierre if Em and I knew of his demands and switched to English, “I came to ask Pierre to give me back my money.”

Then he opened his can of beer and turned his attention back to Pierre. “I want them now! Along with my motorbike!”

Pierre replied in French, and he and François resumed arguing. Emily was standing next to Pierre, just a few inches behind him.

Since the quarrel between Pierre and François looked set to continue for a long time, I told my wife, “Come on, Em, let’s go,” and I extended my hand to lead her away.

Emily took my hand, but before she took a step forward, she stopped, and let go of it. She put her hands on Pierre’s right shoulder and placed her chin on them.

I heard her asking him with her mouth just an inch away from his ear, “What money and what bike, Pierre?”

Pierre paused his conversation with François and turned around as he took her hands in his. He and Emily stood face to face and looked into each other’s eyes. The look that my wife gave him was full of tenderness and warmth. That observation made me realise that she was, in fact, deeply in love with him. Perhaps my attempt to take my wife back was an already lost cause. The only good thing for me was that while Pierre looked at my wife as if he was looking at something precious, I did not notice the same depth of feelings in his gaze as I did in my wife’s. Yes, he was appreciative of what she was giving him, and undoubtedly, he wanted to have more sex with her, but it did not look like he was love-struck. Maybe, just maybe, I still had a chance.

Holding my wife’s hands in his, he gave her a peck on the lips, after which he said, “It’s a long story, Em. I had his motorcycle; he had lent it to me. I’ve lost the bike, but I am going to pay its fair value to François as soon as I get the money from the villa. I will also repay him my debt.”

“How much is your debt?” I interjected.

“Well, I have borrowed ten thousand euros from François. As I said, I will pay them back as soon as I get the money from the sale of the villa,” Pierre said and told his creditor, “Next month, François! Latest by the end of next month!”

François had just finished off his beer and crushed the empty can with one hand in a fit of anger before he threw it on the ground.

“I need my money now. And my bike, not money for it, I want my bike,” François slurred his words, and then he grinned, adding, “I won’t ask for your rent, your sister has already paid it.”

Just then, I noticed that he was drunk. He must have been drinking before he joined us because the alcohol of the beer that he had just had was too little and was too soon to affect his motions and speech.

“What rent?” I asked.

“Oh, ignore him,” Pierre said and waved with his hand dismissively.

“Don’t ignore me!” François raised his voice and pointed his finger at Pierre, “I want my money now, not next month, not next week, not tomorrow!”

François paused and stared at his friend for a few seconds.

He softened his tone a little bit, “Pierre, you know that those were not my money, the ‘big boy’ wants them now, and we can’t mess with him and his friends.”

“Come on, François. Take a seat and let’s have a proper drink,” Pierre said as he sat down on one of the benches, “I happen to have arranged with the ‘big boy’ to wait until the end of next month for me. He and his friends won’t mind waiting for your ten thousand too. I shall call him tomorrow morning and explain to him everything. Leave it to me. You will also get the money for your bike. The bike is gone, I have just told you, but I will reimburse you for it.”

It seemed that the English used by Pierre in his explanation was too much for François, whose face showed signs of the same agony that I had seen when I had talked to him at the car a few minutes earlier. Pierre figured out his mistake and repeated in French what he had just told his friend. It made a massive difference as François began to melt. He asked a few more questions in French, and after he had received what appeared to be assuring answers from Pierre, he finally relaxed.

Jean-Sé quickly opened the bottle that he had brought, picked up a cup from the stack, and poured pastis in it. He handed it to Pierre. He filled another cup and gave it to François.

François hesitated for a moment, but the temptation for a drink got the better of him. He took the cup and sat on the bench across the table from Pierre.

Jean-Sé filled two more cups, apparently for Emily and me. He did not forget to pour pastis for himself too.

“Come on, Em! Take a seat!” Pierre encouraged my wife to join him at the table as he smiled at her, moving down the bench to make room for her.

Emily prepared to sit down next to Pierre, but he grabbed her waist and pulled her towards him, making her sit on his lap. She smiled and looked at me as she leaned back on his right arm, which he kept wrapped around her waist to support her.

And here I was once again, beaten by my cuckold needs. The determination to take my wife back with me melted away the moment I felt my pants tighten at the sight of Em sitting on Pierre’s lap. I smiled at her and sat next to François. Jean-Sé sat by my other side.

“Look, Em and Matt helped a lot when they bought the villa. Matt has already transferred the deposit into my aunt’s account. They will pay the rest of the money when we exchange contracts. Here, cheers to Em and Matt! Bottoms up!” Pierre said and raised his cup.

We raised cups and drank the liquor. It burned my stomach. Emily couldn’t finish it, she slightly choked, but she did not give up, tried again and emptied her cup.

Jean-Sé decided to refill the cups, starting with my wife’s.

“No,” Emily said as she pushed his bottle away, “We will get drunk!”

“That’s the point, otherwise how can you truly have fun?” Jean-Sé said and he still filled in her cup.

He poured the rest of the pastis into his, François’s, Pierre’s and my cup.

He took a sip from his liquor and stared my wife in the eyes; then he grinned as he repeated, “That’s the point!”

“What better time for some fun, right?” Pierre gave support to the same notion.

He took his cup with his left hand while he kept his right hand around my wife.

“Yeah, let’s drown our sorrows,” François said quite loudly and drank in large gulps the whole cupful of pastis.

Then he looked at Pierre.

After staring at his friend for some time, he finally said, “What a day! Someone wants to beat the crap out of me for his money, and your sister broke up with me.”

Pierre’s right hand slid over onto my wife’s thigh, and his palm started to caress its naked skin.

Emily decided not to stop him, and instead took her cup and began taking small sips from her drink while she watched François who was shaking his head as he continued to complain of his ill fortune, “She broke up with me. She hurt me so much that I don’t want to see her, ever again!”

François was getting more drunken by the minute.

Pierre finished his drink and left the cup on the table. He put his left hand on my wife’s shoulder and began rubbing it.

“I know, my sister is like that,” he tried to comfort his friend.

His hand floated down from Emily’s shoulder to her midsection, and after a few seconds, it landed at the bottom of her cami top.

The three of us, sitting opposite my wife and Pierre, watched intently as his hand slid up under her cami top and cupped her left breast under the fabric. Emily let a barely audible sigh escape her lips when she felt Pierre’s confident hand feeling her mound of flesh.

The sight was too much for Jean-Sé to bear without doing anything about it. He slid his hand in his shorts and began wanking his erect cock.

François was staring at Emily, savouring the view. Then he quickly looked at me, perhaps still wondering what was going on between me, Em and Pierre. When François saw that I was enjoying watching Pierre groping my wife in front of our eyes as much as he was, he quickly figured out the situation and turned his attention back to Pierre and Emily.

François resumed indulging himself in self-pity over his break up with Julie.

“The worst is that she insulted me when we began quarrelling, you know, she threw a very mean and hurtful insult!” François continued to lay bare his soul in broken English and looked at me, “I am a highly sensitive person, and you know, Matt? You and I are both highly sensitive men. And that’s why we are being humiliated.”

“Yes, we are,” I tried to comfort the drunk lad.

“Come on, you and Julie insult each other all the time, calling you a ‘pig’ is no big deal,” Pierre dismissed his friend’s grievances.

“Not the ‘pig’, no. Your sister hurt me very much when she said that my dick was as crook as my brain,” François clarified as he knocked his empty cup on the table.

He began shaking his head, this time staring at Pierre as if he was expected to apologise on behalf of his sister.

“You mean curved, like bent?” I tried to clarify what François had just said.

“Yeah,” he agreed, looked at me and tapped me on the shoulder as if I was an old friend of his whom he could always confide in.

“It’s no biggie, mate. Many men have bent penises,” I assured him. “I don’t have one, but some men have a curve, and some women say that it may be advantageous in some positions, for the G-spot, right, Em?”

I looked at my wife. Pierre’s hand had moved to massage her right tit, and she had still not stopped him.

When she heard my question, she giggled, feeling a little bit put on the spot, but still said, “So I have heard.”

She was about to add some clarification to her statement, but Pierre’s other hand undid the top button of her shorts, so she grabbed hold of his wrist and said, “No, not here!”

“She said that was why I was crap in bed,” François continued, looking somewhat detached from his surroundings with his mind locked in on resolving his hurt feelings.

François began slapping his forehead with his palm which, instead of prompting sympathy, in a way made him look funny.

Pierre, Emily and I suppressed our laughs. Jean-Sé was so preoccupied with satisfying his voyeuristic needs that he was not paying attention to François whatsoever. Instead, he pulled his dick out and intensified wanking it without turning his eyes away from Emily. At this point, none of us minded him. 

“Is it, is it that bad?” all of a sudden François shouted and stood up, pulling his shorts all the way down to his feet.

He was not wearing any underwear, and his erect cock popped out. It was slightly bent upwards.

Emily let go of Pierre’s hand occupying the area of her pubis mons and covered her mouth with both hands as she tried to hide her laugh, staring with amusement at François’s manhood. Pierre used the opportunity to undo another button of her denim shorts, which resulted in the landing strip above her pussy getting exposed because Emily had not put on any underwear either.

“Take a seat, buddy,” I told François as I stood up and put my hand on his shoulder, nudging him gently to sit down.

“I am hurt, very hurt, Matt,” François whimpered as he sat down, without bothering to pull up his shorts.

“I know that you are hurt, but don’t despair,” I continued to comfort the young lad. “It happens. Look, my wife loves Pierre more than me, and it hurts me, but what can I do? She loves him. She loves him a lot. She has put behind a 15 year relationship for him.”

Emily removed her hands from her face and said, “Matt, stop it!”

“It is true, Em! You love Pierre more than me. That is why you could not break up with him as you had promised and you will let him fuck you whenever he wants.”

“No,” she shook her head as she stood up, forcing Pierre to let go of her.

She stretched her hands towards me, completely ignoring, or forgetting that Pierre had almost undone her pants and said, “Come to me! You know that I still love you, Matt.”

Because of the work of Pierre’s hand on her boobs, her cami top had ridden up, thus leaving her stomach exposed and pussy landing strip partly visible due to her unbuttoned shorts. I have always found that a semi-exposed pussy is more intriguing and sexier than a bare pussy that is shown straight away; hence my erection became very pronounced at her sight.

I quickly looked at each of the men at the table. I determined that they all were sporting an erection and could not take their eyes off Emily.

“Then why are you with him and not with me this evening?” I asked her.

She remembered that her shorts were unbuttoned and looked down between her legs. She put her hand in front of her to hide what was not supposed to be seen.

“Because it is our last night of fun, Matt, you know that!” my wife said as she looked at me. “You want me to have fun. You say that you want me to break up with Pierre tonight, but deep down you want me to have sex with him, you like the kink, and it’s as much fun for you as it is for me, admit it!”

The three guys were watching with interest the new drama that was unfolding.

“You do it only for fun? The fun of having some kinky sex, is that it, Em, and nothing else?” I asked her. “Not because you love Pierre?”

“Yes,” she replied. “It is just for fun.”

“Prove it!” I challenged her.

“What do you mean?” she asked me.

“Let François fuck you in front of Pierre and me. This will prove that you cuck me for fun only, not because you are in love with Pierre. Try a bent dick; you’ve never tried one, have you?” I said.

Emily’s jaw dropped. She was not sure what to say. Pierre also looked gobsmacked. I pushed François to make room for me so I could step away from the table.

I was not sure if François was keeping up, but when I nudged him, he stood up again and stepped sideways. He was not taking his eyes off Emily and almost tripped over his shorts, which he was stubbornly not pulling up. His 6 or 7 incher was staying hard, accentuating its curve.

“You see, I was right. You have sex with Pierre because you have fallen in love with him. You will never be able to break up with him if you love him so much,” I said, turned my back to her and began walking away.

“Wait!” I heard my wife’s faint voice.

I stopped, turned around and looked at her. She removed her shorts and put them on the table, revealing her ass and pussy.

“Do you have a condom?” she asked François as she looked at him.

François still couldn’t believe what was happening, and he did not answer my wife’s question but continued to stare at her pussy. Jean-Sé was, however, quick to react.

He hastily pulled out a condom from his pocket and handed it to François as he said, “Prends-le!”

François took the condom and stepped out of his shorts.

“You don’t have to do this, Em,” Pierre said as he put his hand on her naked ass cheek.

“I will do whatever I want, Pierre, this is my free night of fun,” she replied without moving her eyes away from François.

Emily then straddled the bench and turned her back to Pierre, in a clear sign that she was not prepared to discuss the issue with him. She squatted a little and ran her fingers along her pussy crack as if to check if it was ready for what was coming.

“Can you hold me?” she asked Pierre, and without waiting for confirmation or looking behind her, she lowered her bum to sit on his lap. Pierre held her butt and quickly straddled the bench. Then he sat cross-legged on it, offering her a comfy seat. He lowered his hand that was supporting my wife’s ass, and Emily sat on his lap, pressed her back against his chest and rested her head on his shoulder.

Pierre wrapped his left arm around her waist and put his hand on her tummy to support her body. He grabbed hold of her right thigh with his other hand as Emily spread her legs apart, using the table for additional support by putting her left foot on it.

François quickly took the condom out of its packet and unrolled it down the shaft of his penis all the way to the base. Then he literally ran to the other side of the table, straddled the bench in front of Emily, positioned himself between her legs, and pointed his cock with one hand towards her pussy, holding the table with his other hand.

“First, rub it a little,” Emily instructed him.

François listened to her and ground his cock over the length of her crack for a few seconds, but then he positioned the tip of his penis at her vaginal hole and pressed it firmly into it. He penetrated my wife with one powerful thrust and began fucking her at full speed immediately. In less than thirty seconds, François grunted and shoved his dick all the way up in my wife’s pussy. As soon as he ejaculated, he pulled out his cock from my wife’s vagina, stepped aside, took off the condom, filled with his sperm, tied a knot at its end and threw it on the table. Emily had not reached orgasm, but she had demonstrated to me that she could be fucked by someone else other than Pierre or me.

Having accomplished her challenge, she stood up and took her shorts from the table, when Jean-Sé shouted, “Stop, please, let me do you!”

Emily shook her head and prepared to put on her denim shorts as she bent forward.

“I’ve never been with a woman! I’ve always only masturbated. Just one thrust in, please!” Jean-Sé pleaded my wife as he took out another condom from his pocket.

Emily stood up, still holding her shorts in her hand. She looked at me.

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Part of the fun?”

Then Emily sat on Pierre’s lap the same way as she had done for François a minute before.

Jean-Sé almost fell to the ground when he tried to remove in a hurry his shorts and briefs without taking off his shoes, but somehow he succeeded. Then he took the condom out of the packet and unrolled it down over the length of his erect penis. Following François’s example, he went in front of Emily, straddled the bench and, holding his dick in one hand, Jean-Sé penetrated my wife. He grunted with pleasure when he felt the warm softness of her vagina around his entire cock.

Of course, he did not do just one thrust as he had asked for, but Emily knew too well that Jean-Sé was going to fuck her, so she let him thrust his dick in and out as many times as he wanted. Jean-Sé lasted way longer than François. Perhaps his constant wanking had made his penis less sensitive to the rubbing of my wife’s vaginal walls. Whatever the reason, he fucked her for a good three minutes or maybe even four, long enough for Emily to bite her lower lip and close her eyes as she reached orgasm at the same time as Jean-Sé released his semen. When he finished, he withdrew his still erect dick from her cunt, removed the condom and disposed of it safely, throwing it on the table following the example set by François.

Emily stood up, and this time she put on her shorts.

She looked at me and asked me, “You see? It is for fun.”

I went to her and hugged her as I whispered, “I love you, Em. You are a true inspiration! The whole thing was awesome.”

She did not say anything, but when I let go of her, she smiled as she said, “Matt, make sure to memorise all the details because there won’t be a repeat of what you’ve witnessed just now.”

François put on his shorts and mumbled something in French. I figured out that he wanted to say something like, “I’d better go now,” as he headed straight towards his car.

He got in the car and started the engine.

I was surprised that François was going to drive after drinking so much alcohol and that neither Pierre nor Jean-Sé were making any attempts to stop him; hence I asked Pierre, “Should we let him drive in this state?”

“Oh, don’t worry, he is driving to his cousin only, just three villas down the road. He will sleep there overnight,” Pierre said.

François reversed the car and drove off. Only at this point did Jean-Sé remember to put on his briefs and shorts. The four of us headed to the house.

Pierre, Emily and Jean-Sé went in the living room, while I stopped at the front door and said, “I will grab a beer and join you in a minute.”

I left my wife with Pierre and Jean-Sé sitting on the sofa in front of the TV and I went to the tennis table.

Laurent and Julie were standing next to the table and were chatting. However, it did not look like they were flirting any more.

When Laurent saw me, he asked me, “Where is Pierre? I want to check something with him.”

“He is in the living room,” I replied.

Laurent left Julie with me and disappeared into the house.

“You seem to be very fond of Laurent,” I told Julie, trying to sound as casual as I could.

“Maybe I am. Why do you think so?” she asked me.

“I watched you flirting with him.”

“Oh, did you?”

I did not reply. I took a can of beer, but instead of going back to the house, I decided to drink it at the table. I opened the can and took a long gulp.

Julie looked at me, and a playful smile flickered across her lips.

“What?” I asked her.

“Nothing,” she said, still smiling, but after a pause of a few seconds, she added, “Just because I find someone amusing, you think that I am flirting, is that so?”

“Ah, look, sorry, Julie. You can flirt, kiss, make love to Laurent behind that shed; it’s none of my business.”

“None of that happened, Matt!” Julie squeaked, “We just had a great time chatting about funny things. It seems that only sex is in your head.”

“Julie, I was just making a small talk. It’s none of my business if you and Laurent are becoming an item.”

“Laurent and I have always been just friends. We’ve never been more than that and will never be.”

“Why? I think he likes you.”

“I know that he likes me. But I decided a long time ago that we would be only friends and he knows it.”

“I see. I feel for Laurent,” I said.

“Why?”

“Because I’ve been there. I’ve been designated ‘friend only’, and-”

“You didn’t like it,” Julie interrupted me.

“I hated it.”

“Why? Is it not better to be a friend with someone that you like than being nothing to them?”

I was about to tell Julie that I thought that women labelling someone that was sexually attracted to them as ‘friend only’ was torture for that person when I got suddenly distracted by Marie and Maxime who began making out. It was more than a kiss; it was heavy petting. Maxime pulled Marie’s dress up until the triangle of her white G-string at the back got exposed and began fondling her ass cheeks. Marie’s butt was sexy, like very sexy; symmetric and round ass, with smooth white skin, an ass which softness was perfectly accentuated by Maxime’s fingers, sinking into its flesh.

Julie caught me watching the action and smiled, shaking her head.

“Are you a voyeur, Matt?” she asked me.

I replied, without thinking even for a second, “Oh, yeah! And you?”

Julie did not answer my question since she turned her attention to what Frank was doing. He must have felt like a third wheel hanging out with Marie and Maxime while they were making out because he left them, and headed in our direction. To Julie’s relief, her ex-boyfriend seemed to have wised up because when he came to the tennis table, he helped himself with another can of beer and turned his back to her and me. He began drinking and typing something on his mobile phone.

Julie leaned her bum against the table and while drinking from her glass of wine, she began watching Marie and Maxime too. I stood next to her and resumed feasting my eyes on the free erotic show.

Maxime started making progress to second base. He stood in front of Marie, wrapped one arm around her waist and pulled her in closer to his body. He brushed her cheek with the back of his hand and continued to run his fingers along her neck, down her collar bone and onto her chest until he placed his hand firmly on her breast and gave it a little squeeze. After spending some time groping her over the dress, he slipped its spaghetti straps from her shoulders. Marie had opted to go braless, and her A-size firm tits popped out as soon as Maxime slid the straps down her arms. He confidently placed his hands on her boobs; however, at that very moment, Marie accidentally looked at the direction of our table and caught Julie and me gazing at her. She immediately pulled away from Maxime and pulled up her dress.

Well, the show is over, I thought because from that moment Marie allowed Maxime only to put his hands on her hips and nothing more exciting, as they continued to talk and laugh.

I finished my beer and left the empty can on the table. It was just in time because someone in the house decided to play one of the slow tracks that I liked. I invited Julie to a dance. She smiled at me, left her glass on the table and put her hands on my shoulders.

Just when I was about to place my hands on her hips, Frank suddenly turned around and pushed me away. I did not expect his hefty shove, and I lost my balance, almost falling to the ground. Julie let go of me as she knew that she had no chance of helping me stay on my feet.

Frank grabbed her waist and attempted to kiss her. Julie tried to push him away as she had done before, but he was holding her tightly, and she did not succeed. When she realised that her attempts to free herself were futile, she slapped him in the face. Infuriated, Frank let go of her and raised his hand with an apparent intent to hit her.

I jumped between Julie and Frank and raised my right hand, threatening to hit him in the face.

“What? Are you going to punch me?” he said as he slurred his words and put his hand on me.

“If you haven’t noticed, I am not drunk at all, while you seem to be plastered. Think again what’s going to happen if I punch you,” I told Frank as I grabbed hold of his wrist and squeezed it very hard.

Frank screamed out of pain and let go of me. I released his hand. He massaged his wrist for a second. Then he stared at me, clenching his fists. I prepared to meet his attack with a punch in the face as I was determined to knock him down before he was able to hit me.

Julie tried to prevent a fistfight that seemed imminent as she shouted something in French. Laurent was just coming out of the house, and when he saw us, he ran towards us. He grabbed Frank by the shoulders and shouted, “Wow, Wow!” followed by some other words in French.

Frank seemed to back down. Laurent took him aside and began talking to him. They walked until they reached the edge of the swimming pool.

Julie touched my hand and said quietly, “Thank you, Matt, again.”

“No problem at all, Julie,” I replied.

I opened another can of beer while Julie took her glass of wine.

Just when I was about to relax, thinking that my confrontation with Frank was over, he shouted something in French in mine and Julie’s direction. I drank from my beer and left the can on the table, preparing for another clash with Julie’s ex-boyfriend. Laurent’s laughter, however, was a sure signal that I had no reason to be alarmed.

“Do you know what Frank has just shouted?” Julie asked me.

“No, you know that I don’t speak French.”

She leaned towards me and whispered in my ear, “Basically he said, ‘Yeah, let’s fuck Marie. She is so much better than the frigid bitch.’ Apparently, I am the ‘frigid bitch’. Frank is such a dickhead!”

“Just ignore him.”

Laurent tapped his friend on the shoulder and said something which made Frank laugh.

“Watch them. They will go skinny dipping,” Julie said and pointed at Laurent and Frank as they began taking off their clothes.

The two lads got naked, and Laurent jumped in the pool. Frank was about to follow his friend’s lead, but at the last moment, he changed his mind. Instead of jumping in the water, Frank turned around and ran to Marie and Maxime. He told them something and chuckled as he grabbed hold of Marie’s hands and began dragging her to the pool. Marie giggled and tried to release her hands from Frank’s grip. However, when Maxime joined efforts with Frank and started to push her towards the water as well, she surrendered.

Marie began walking towards the pool, led by the two guys and cheered by Laurent.

At the same time, she continued to plead with her kidnappers about something which Julie explained to me, “They want to throw her in the water because she is the birthday girl, but she is negotiating to take her clothes off first.”

Maxime and Frank listened to Marie’s plea as they let go of her, and she took off her clothes. Marie had a fit body. As I had already mentioned, she had tiny A-size boobs, but her butt compensated for that with a very pronounced shape. She was also able to show long slender legs, and from what I could see, she had chosen a Bermuda triangle pubic hairstyle for her pussy.

When Julie caught my glance, she slapped me on the ass and said with her usual playful voice, “Hey, your wife is not around, and you are already looking where you are not supposed to!”

“Really?” I exclaimed, “You’ve just told me to watch them, Julie! Sometimes you confuse me.”

“Hi-hi, Matt. Have you not figured out by now that I like it that way?” Julie giggled.

Maxime grabbed Marie by the waist and put his arm under her bum, while Frank lifted her legs, and they threw her in the water. Marie shrieked just before she splashed, but a couple of seconds later she was standing in the pool and laughing. Frank jumped in the water next to her and put his hands on her shoulders. He began talking to her while she was squeezing the water from her hair. Maxime took off his clothes and jumped in the pool, deliberately making a big splash.

“Right! You like it that way indeed,” I resumed my conversation with Julie.

“Is it too much for you, Matt?” she asked me and looked at my face.

I was not sure what to tell her. Yes, I liked her unpredictability, but it also confused me. She was toying with me, but to what end was she doing it?

My confusion brought a smile to her face. Yeah, she enjoyed teasing me.

I looked back at the pool and decided not to answer Julie’s question, but instead, I asked her, “Shall we join them in the pool for some skinny-dipping?”

“Hey!” Julie exclaimed as a frisky smile twisted her lips, and her eyes twinkled. “Look at you! Go ahead then, join them!”

“And will you come?”

“With them in the pool?” she asked me as she nodded toward the three blokes that had surrounded Marie in the pool, splashing water on her face while she was giggling and splashing them back.

“Yeah.”

“No! I don’t want them to see me naked.”

“Why not? I thought you were very liberal in that sense. The other day in the pool--”

“Then you thought wrong of me,” Julie interrupted me. “I show my body to very few people.”

“Oh. I see. In that case, I saw you topless that night by accident,” I said as I drank up my beer.

Julie also drank from her glass of wine as she watched the developments in the swimming pool. And there were some. The three guys stopped splashing water on Marie. Instead, Maxime put his arms around her hips and pulled her body tight against his. He and Marie began kissing while Frank and Laurent watched.

“Who said it was by accident?” Julie said, without looking at me, still focusing on what was going on in the pool.

“So will you join me later on in the pool, once they are gone?”

“Of course I will, why won’t I?” she replied and tilted her head to one side as she began exploring my face, and a mischievous smile flickered across her lips.

Gosh, I thought. This is your chance to score with this girl, Matthew, there won’t be another one. I wish I could kick these guys out of the pool right now!

Julie probably read my thoughts because her smile suddenly turned into a laugh as she squeaked, “Ha-ha, Matthew, I meant after I put on my swimsuit of course. What did you think?”

Right! I told myself. I cannot figure this girl out! She deliberately showed me her tits in the pool the first night, but now she is saying that she would only swim with me in the pool if she had put on her swimsuit. Go figure!

“Julie, you kind of send mix signals,” I finally told her.

“Do I?” she asked rhetorically and turned her attention back to the swimming pool.

At that point, it appeared that Julie had lost interest in talking to me and had decided to ignore my presence. She was watching what was going on in the pool and seemed not to care about my confusion. Her indifference made me think through my situation. What am I doing here? Making a fool of myself by thinking that I have a chance with this pretty young woman while my wife and Pierre are probably making out, or maybe even my wife is being fucked in the house.

All of a sudden, I felt very lonesome. I got butterflies in my stomach at the thought of Emily choosing Pierre over me and letting him fuck her behind my back. That would be a sure sign that I had lost her despite her performance at the picnic table. A sick feeling was building up in my stomach, and I decided that I had to go and check up on my wife and confirm my fears.

I was about to head off to the house, but Julie somehow guessed my intentions, and without looking at me, she grabbed my wrist and said, “Watch this, Matt!”

Maxime was still kissing Marie when Laurent came behind her. He squeezed his hands between her boobs and Maxime’s chest and began groping her tits while, at the same time, he glued his crotch against her bum.

Suddenly, Julie looked almost bored when she let go of my hand and pulled a cigarette out of someone’s cigarette pack left on the table.

I took the lighter left next to the cigarette pack and lighted her cigarette.

“We can watch group sex in a swimming pool for free. Marie will get fucked by three guys in a row,” Julie said as she puffed smoke and continued to watch the action in the pool. “They have done this before.”

Marie seemed determined to prove Julie right as she squatted a little bit, and a few seconds later, she gasped. Laurent had penetrated her. He began fucking her from behind while Maxime continued to kiss her.

“Have you been fucked by three guys in the swimming pool?” I asked Julie.

“Have you ever smoked, Matt?” she asked me, ignoring my question and puffed smoke once again.

“No,” I answered, “I have never smoked.”

Laurent seemed to have finished quite quickly as he let go of Marie and got out of the pool, swaying his still erect cock. He grabbed the towel left behind on the ground by Em the previous night and used it to dry his body. He put on his clothes and sneakers and disappeared into the house.

“Do you know that Marie used to date Pierre?” Julie asked me and looked at me.

“No,” I lied.

“He lost his virginity to her. In this pool. I haven’t watched it, of course, but he told me after that.”

Frank moved closer to Marie and Maxime, looked briefly at Julie and then pushed Maxime away. Julie’s ex-boyfriend stood in front of Marie and grabbed her bum. He lifted her as she interlaced her hands together behind his neck and wrapped her legs around his hips. She lowered her torso, impaling her pussy on his cock and began riding him while he helped her by keeping his hands on her ass and moving it up and down in unison with her thrusts.

“So, have you had group sex in the pool?” I asked Julie.

“Of course. Many times. Otherwise, what’s the point of having a swimming pool in your villa’s front yard?” she replied very calmly while she continued to watch her ex-boyfriend fucking Marie.

“With these boys?” I asked her.

“Yes, and some other.”

Frank did not last long. He let go of Marie, and without hiding that he was disinterested in her once he had satisfied his carnal desires, he walked to the edge of the pool and pulled himself out of the water. He used the same towel which Laurent had used to dry himself, put on his clothes, slipped into his flip flops and lit up a cigarette as he watched his friends in the pool.

In the meantime, Maxime took Marie’s hand and led her to the pool ladder. She climbed two or three steps, turned around and leaned her back against the ladder, supporting herself on her elbows anchored on the top step. She grabbed hold of the handrails with two hands and spread her legs. Maxime positioned himself between her legs and penetrated her.

“How many men at a time?” I resumed interrogating Julie.

“Nine,” Julie said.

“Have you fucked him?” I asked her and pointed with my head towards Maxime, who was puffing and sweating as he made his cock work hard in Marie’s pussy.

Maxime struggled to maintain a good rhythm though because the handrails were too slippery and his hands were constantly losing grip, making his whole body slide down after each upward thrust. Nonetheless, it seemed that he was doing a satisfactory job because Marie had closed her eyes and was biting her lower lip, trying to savour the sensations in her vagina. Maxime had managed to fuck Marie longer than his predecessors when his grunt signalled the release of his spunk into her pussy.

“Many times,” Julie decided to finally answer my question as she stubbed her cigarette in the black ceramic ashtray on the table, wisely brought out of the house by someone earlier on in the evening.

I was still reflecting on what Julie had just revealed about herself when she looked at me and burst into laughter.

She punched me in the shoulder and said with a crackling voice, “Did you believe me?”

I nodded and said, “Yes.”

“That I have had group sex in the pool?”

I nodded.

“With nine losers like these? Oh, my God! I was joking with you, Matt. I am not a whore!”

“So you haven’t fucked Maxime?”

“Of course not. The only person from the people in the villa whom I have slept with is Frank, well François too, but he’s gone. And we have done it one to one, in my bed. Hi-hi,” she continued to giggle. “I can’t believe how easy it is to pull you a leg!”

Frank was sitting on the grass a few yards away from us and was watching Maxime and Marie having sex.

He had been eavesdropping on Julie and me because he turned his face towards us and told Julie quite loudly in English, clearly to make sure I understood what he wanted to say, “Just because you don’t fuck several guys in a row, it does not mean you are not a slut, Julie! Tell your new boyfriend why you fucked François! You used your pussy to pay yours and your brother’s rent, didn’t you?”

“Shut up, Frank. Stop talking nonsense!” Julie told him angrily as she threw at him one of the unopened packs of chips lying on the table, and then she continued, “Leave my villa! I don’t want you anywhere near my property!”

“It’s true. François called me earlier today and told me everything. He told me that he had kicked you out of his flat because he got bored fucking you,” Frank continued his verbal assault on Julie.

“Get the fuck off, Frank!” Julie shouted as she lunged at him and began beating him on the head while she continued to shout something in French.

Trying to avoid her punches, Frank shielded his head with this hands and stood up.

“It is true. You never loved him; you never loved me. You will never love this old guy either,” he shouted as he grabbed hold of Julie’s hands and pointed with his head in my direction.

Julie kept shouting at him and tried to punch him, but Frank was not letting go of her wrists.

Pierre, Emily, Laurent and Jean-Sé popped out of the living room and stood in front of the patio door, trying to figure out what this commotion was all about.

Frank shouted, “François said that you were a frigid woman, and I can confirm that. You cannot orgasm.”

Marie and Maxime dried themselves using one of the towels that had found permanent residence on the pool deck and put their clothes and shoes on as they laughed, amused by the newly erupted fight between Frank and Julie.

“I can’t orgasm with you and François, because you are both rubbish in bed. That’s why!” Julie replied, this time in English. “Yes, you are both lousy lovers. Especially you!”

Frank was still holding Julie’s hands, and she was unable to hit him, despite her efforts, however, when she started to kick him, he had to let go of her. Frank ran away, and Julie chased him, but Pierre ran after his sister and grabbed hold of her.

Having wrapped his hands around her waist from behind, he began talking in her ear to calm her down. Julie seemed to listen to her brother as she stopped shouting and Pierre let go of her.

Frank got in his car and started the engine. Julie cursed him in French and showed him a middle finger.

Laurent took the empty sack from under the tennis table, and our guests waved goodbyes as they got in the car. Frank deliberately shifted into first gear and hit Julie’s car once again. She yelled something at him in French. Her ex-boyfriend shifted into reverse gear and drove in reverse until he got on the main road. Considering how drunk he had been at one point, it was remarkable how well he drove. Perhaps fucking Marie had helped him sober up.

Julie, Pierre, Emily and I gathered around the tennis table.

Pierre decided to comment on the abrupt end of the evening, “Well, a sure way to spoil a party is to make a quarrel. Frank still likes my sister, and I get that. That’s why he acted so badly. However, he shouldn’t have said the things that he said at the end. It was not gentlemanly.”

Julie did not say anything. She had calmed down and was typing something on her mobile phone.

I asked Emily and Pierre, “What have you been doing inside?”

I expected that one of them would simply tell me that they had fucked. Pierre read my thoughts and smiled.

“Not what you have expected, Matt,” he replied. “Jean-Sé kept us company in the living room, and Em and I could not—”

“Watch TV,” my wife interjected, interrupting Pierre.

“Yes, so, anyway,” Pierre continued. “Jean-Sé showed us a new online gambling site where he had begun playing online roulette. We spent the time while you were away, trying to stop him from spending the tiny limit left on the credit card that his mother had given to him to buy a birthday present to Marie. To no avail. The trouble was that Laurent joined us, and he also began gambling. When Laurent maxed out his credit card, Jean-Sé began pestering Em to lend them her credit card.”

“Did she?” I asked.

“No,” both Emily and Pierre replied at the same time, and Pierre added, “Of course not. I would never have allowed it to happen. But in any case, thank God for Julie and Frank’s quarrel; otherwise, I don’t know how we were going to get Laurent and Jean-Sé out of the gambling site.”

“I think it is time to call it a night. Tomorrow we will have another meeting with the police, and then Em and I have to head off to the airport. So we’d better go to bed, don’t you think?” I suggested.

I had used our busy schedule the following day as an excuse to suggest going to bed; however, the real reason was different. Watching all the action during the party had turned me on, and I was very keen to have sex with my wife.

“Matt, we will probably never see each other again after tomorrow. And who knows, I might be in jail tomorrow evening,” Pierre said with a bitter smile.

“Don’t say that! We may stay in touch, and for sure you will not go to jail if you didn’t do it,” I said.

“Em doesn’t want us to stay in touch, for obvious reasons,” Pierre said as he looked at Emily, “She has already told me that.”

“Well, we said that it was going to be only a France adventure,” Emily explained as she looked at me, and after that, she came by my side and took my hand. “Yeah, let’s go to bed indeed, Matt.”

“But,” Pierre said as he took my wife’s free hand and looked at me, “Can I, can I spend the night with your wife? For one last time?”

Emily looked at me; she was hesitating.

“I don’t know. Em?” I asked my wife.

“Gosh!” Emily exclaimed as she smiled shyly and was about to say something, but Pierre pulled her towards him, and I let go of her.

Julie was biting the nail of her index finger, which she had cracked perhaps in her fight with Frank and was watching the three of us with interest.

Pierre put his arm around my wife’s waist and said, “Matt, Emily and I will be in the bedroom next to yours, but the beds in this house as you know are squeaky so you can sleep in the bedroom on the ground floor if you think that it will be awkward to listen to us,” and then he winked at me as he added. “We may get raucous!”

I ignored his cheeky remark and took Emily’s hands in mine. I pulled her towards me, and Pierre had to let go of her. When I placed my hands on her hips, my wife smiled and locked her eyes on my face. I saw the same warmth and tenderness that I had seen when she had looked at Pierre at the picnic table. She still loved me!

She interlaced her hands together behind my neck, and I looked deeper into her eyes. I saw, beneath the warmth and tenderness, that unmistakable spark of sexual desire which I had learned to recognise in her eyes over all those years. I realised something profound about my wife’s behaviour in the past few days. She was a victim of her lust as much as I was a victim of mine. She was living in a fairy tale of extreme sexual indulgence, and she was not so much in love with Pierre, as she was in love with the opportunity which he was giving her to live this fairy tale. Right then, she saw me the same way she saw Pierre; both of us were a source of her kinky sexual pleasure. Those few days, we were tools for satisfying her heightened sexual drive.

“I love you, hon!” I said, happy with my conclusion that my wife’s behaviour was driven by carnal motives, other than pure love.

“I love you too, sweetie,” she replied.

I slid my hands from her hips down onto her ass cheeks and squeezed them, pulling her towards me. I pressed my body tightly onto hers and moved in for a kiss. Emily went for it.

I leaned my face towards hers, and she slowly tilted her head a little to the side.

We were about to make lip contact when I stopped and whispered as I pressed my erection against her mons pubis, “Put ‘her’ to good use, honey. ‘She’ is allowed to go to a wild party tonight for one last time before she gets grounded in London, so let ‘her’ enjoy it thoroughly. Let the good times roll! “

Emily replied in kind, “I will, my little sin enticer!”

She had never called me like that before, and these were bizarre words that she had just used, but I understood very well what she meant.

I smiled and said, “Guilty as charged,” and we kissed.

I am not sure why, but that was the most passionate, the most erotic and the most arousing kiss that I had ever had in my life. I felt pre-cum oozing from the tip of my penis, and I pulled away from my wife.

Still trying to catch her breath, she managed to say, “Honey, you are so very ready, are you sure you do not want to join us now?”

I declined as I let go of her, “It’s your night away, Em! Enjoy it!”

Pierre took her hand.

“See you tomorrow,” my wife said, and she let herself to be led away by Pierre into the house.

I followed them and stood in the middle of the living room as Emily waved to me once again goodnight, and she climbed up the stairs with Pierre to spend the night with him. A few seconds later, I heard the door of Pierre’s bedroom opening and closing.

I stood there and did not know what to do. I was certain of the role lust played in what was happening between Emily, Pierre and me. However, I was still unsure if I had done the right thing. For the first time, my wife was going to have sex with another man without me taking part. And of course, the very moment I thought that I should not have left my wife on her own with her lover, I felt jealous again.

What a rollercoaster of feelings and sensations this is, I thought.


10. Blackmail

“Are you considering joining them?” I heard Julie’s voice behind me.

I had somehow completely forgotten about her, and she almost startled me. She had followed me in the living room and watched me grapple with my emotions.

“It feels erotic. I can only imagine how hot it is to be fucked at the same time by two men who know what they are doing. It must be amazing,” she continued to talk to me.

I did not bother to respond to her. I was so torn apart by my jealousy, and at the same time by the sweet erotic feeling of knowing that right then someone else was enjoying my wife, that my brain was unable to comprehend what Julie had just said.

I sat on the sofa and began fiddling with the remote control of the TV, starting to contemplate joining my wife and Pierre after all. To my surprise, Julie sat next to me and put her hand on my shoulder.

“Don’t delve into it, Matt. My brother will take good care of your wife. He has slept with three of my friends, and all of them have told me that he is an amazing lover.”

I sighed and said, “That’s what I am most concerned about.”

What Julie had said about her brother’s past sexual relationships, made me think. So, Pierre lied when he said that he had never dated Julie’s friends. What else is he lying about? Perhaps Pierre is lying about James too and has murdered him after all.

“Why do you worry? Aren’t you good in bed too?” the young lady interrupted my thoughts.

“I am, but you know, I am not your brother’s age.”

“You know what they say, don’t you? Frequency of sex may go down with age, but quality goes up. Is it not true?”

“I think it is, actually,” I said and smiled.

I looked at Julie, and all of a sudden, my perspective of the world changed. Bogged down in trepidations about my wife sleeping with Pierre, I had forgotten that I had been very much into this young woman.

I put my hand on her leg. I looked into her eyes and began slowly sliding my hand between her legs, feeling the soft skin of her inner thigh.

“So you do want to fuck me, don’t you?” she asked me, without removing my hand.

“Yes,” I said and leaned towards her in an attempt to kiss her.

She dodged my kiss by moving her head backwards.

Julie’s and my face were not more than ten inches apart, and I was able to see tiny details of her face. She was blessed with naturally high cheekbones, slim face and narrow jawline and chin. Her skin was smooth and soft, tanned by the summer sun. Its perfect texture was interrupted only by a tiny scar on her left jawbone, visible only from this close distance, and indicating that the owner of this delicate skin was far from timid, and was someone who was not afraid to pick up fights. Her lips were evenly and naturally plump on both top and bottom, not too plump, but full enough to highlight the softness of their texture. My eyes traced the sweet outline where skin met mouth, then followed her straight nose until I reached her long and lean eyebrows, and then her eyes. Her blue eyes had extraordinary power over me at that very moment. I used to believe that blue eyes were ice cold, but I had been wrong. Julie’s eyes were warm and accommodating, enticing the observer to look deeper into their blue softness in search of the secrets of the soul they belonged to. I was mesmerised and could not take my eyes off Julie’s face.

I woke up from my trance when I felt her breath on my face as she parted her lips to ask me, “Why did you intervene with the police?”

“I wanted to help you.”

“Because you wanted to sleep with me?”

“No! I just did not want you to get hurt, Julie. I somehow believe that you are innocent and a good person. You have been through a lot of hardship, and despite that, you have kept your head up, for which I truly respect you. My instinct to help a beautiful soul in need kicked in.”

“An excellent answer,” she said and put her arms around my neck.

I placed my hand on her shoulder, and we kissed. Oh, my God! I was kissing this 19-year-old French lady, and I loved it. The fresh scent of rose and sweet aroma of jasmine on her skin left behind from her perfume, mixed with the feminine scent of her lipstick, drove my senses to overdrive. My joy of being able to finally have this beauty in my hands, to feel the softness of her lips and the warmth of her breath as my tongue conquered the depths of her mouth, made me zone out. I switched off detecting anything else that was not part of the kiss, able only to see through my half-open eyes her blonde hair flowing down her shoulders and hear the pounding of my heart in my chest and her heavy breathing. I let my hand float down from her shoulder to her chest, landing it on her breast.

Julie broke the kiss and gently pushed my hand away as she smiled at me. She knew exactly what I wanted. She removed her t-shirt herself and threw it on the table, revealing her boobs. The smooth white skin of Julie’s precious mounds accentuated their perfect shape, inviting my full attention. I placed my hands on her beautiful breasts, and gently squeezed them, trying to savour with my palms this elegant mix of firmness, warmth and cotton-like softness. My fingers indulged in the silky smooth texture of her areolas and gently hugged her hardened nipples, as she sat back, closed her eyes and let a soft moan escape her lips. After I had played with Julie’s tits for two or three minutes, I pressed my chest against hers, and we kissed again. I caressed her beautiful hair with one hand while the other slid down to her legs and wandered up her thigh until I touched her shorts.

We broke the kiss and Julie kicked off her ballet flats before she lay on the sofa on her back. She put her legs on my lap. I unbuttoned her shorts, and she lifted her bum to help me slide them down around her hips. I pulled them further down, past her knees and ankles and tossed them on the coffee table. My heartbeat rocketed when I saw her thigh gap, covered only by the flimsy fabric of her black G-string thong. I was determined to continue my progress, and I slid my fingers between the strings of her G-string and the skin of her hips. I began pulling her panties down. She lifted her bum a little bit to help me slide her thong down over her hips, revealing her neatly trimmed pussy. I supported her legs with one hand while with the other hand I slid her thong down around her thighs, over her knees until finally, I lifted her ankles to take it off completely. Her thong joined her t-shirt and shorts on the table. I spread her legs apart as I lay on top of her. We kissed again. I touched Julie’s pussy with my hand, and then, oops! She grabbed my wrist all of a sudden and pushed me away.

We both sat up on the sofa. I still kept my hand between her legs, although I had lost contact with her priceless pussy.

“What’s wrong, Julie?” I asked her, concerned that I might have frightened her somehow or done something wrong. “I thought you wanted me to.”

“I can’t do it here, sorry, Matt,” she said.

I was not sure what to do and probably looked quite perplexed because she decided to clarify.

“I hate this sofa!” she said. “Let’s go in the bedroom.”

Was I not relieved? I thought that I had done something wrong and ruined my chance to fuck this pretty French woman.

Julie got off the sofa and went into the bedroom on the ground floor, leaving the door open. I had the opportunity to watch her naked ass and confirm what I had observed through the stretched fabric of her bikini bottom the first evening at the swimming pool – it was perfect! I did not wait for an invitation. I went into the bedroom and shut the door behind me just when Julie jumped on the bed and spread her legs invitingly. I kicked off my loafers and removed my shorts and t-shirt. I threw my clothes on the nearby chair and got on the bed.

I immediately went between Julie’s legs and put my tongue on her clitoral hood. After I had teased her for a few seconds, I slid my tongue further down along her pussy crack until I found the opening of her vagina. She was wet, very wet, and so soft and warm! I slid my tongue inside her hole as much as I could and began tongue fucking her. I was licking her with zeal, and she rewarded my efforts with a sigh as she put her hands on my head, gently pulling my hair. I moved my tongue up and located her clit. I started to tap it gently with my lips and tongue while, at the same time, I slid my fingers along her pussy crack and inserted two of them in her vagina. I replaced the tapping on her clit with gentle suction with my lips, and I intensified finger fucking her vagina until she began moaning and arching her back.

I removed my fingers from her cunt and moved up her body. I started kissing her nipples, and after a few seconds, I kissed her on the mouth. At the same time, I rubbed my penis against her crack, until I found the entry of her vagina and gently pressed my penis tip against it. Julie was wet, but she was undoubtedly tighter than my wife. I thought that if I pushed my cock harder, it would hurt her and I had to slow down. So instead of thrusting my dick in, I rubbed the head of my penis around her vaginal opening, which was a little challenging undertaking, considering how aroused I was and close to ejaculation my cock was. However, I used a technique of mental distraction that I had developed over the years. I focused on thinking about the technicality of my job of making her loosen up further. Thus I deflected my thoughts from the ticklish sensation building up in my balls. I did not want to miss my chance to fuck this young woman because I blew my load prematurely. My technique worked for a few seconds, but then I sensed that I was going to ejaculate if I didn’t do something different. That’s why I removed my penis from her vulva and went down on her once again. She loved the cunnilingus and began moaning continuously.

I felt that it was the right time to make a second attempt at penetrating her pussy. I stopped licking her cunt and moved my body gradually up, licking her mons pubis, all the way up to her belly button where I put my tongue in for a few seconds and then my mouth reached her tits. I gently bit her hardened nipples a couple of times. Then I kneeled between her spread legs, and I looked into her eyes. She was gleaming and smiled at me. I lay on top of her, using my arms to hold myself up, and I pushed my crotch forward and upwards. The head of my penis found its way between the already familiar lips of Julie’s vulva, managing to position itself exactly where it should have been for the entry in her vagina. This time I did not spend time rubbing my cock but pressed it firmly against her pussy hole. It slid in very nicely. Her eyes widened, and she sighed a long, “Oh!” as I penetrated her with one deep thrust. Julie took my entire dick inside her. I began fucking her immediately because I knew that I did not have much time before I came. She was so tight and warm, and her vagina was contracting so intensely around my dick that it felt like my penis was being sucked by a small custom made human suction machine. I had forgotten what it was to fuck such a young, tight pussy, a vagina that had not yet gone through childbirth. The moment I thought of ‘childbirth’, it occurred to me that I should have put on a condom if I was fucking a young, fertile woman like Julie. This thought instantly made me so stressed that the build-up of cum that I had begun feeling in the base of my penis seemed to decrease rapidly until the sensation vanished completely.

I was in a pickle. I could not pull my penis out and tell Julie, Sorry, but I forgot to put on a condom. Let’s resume later. Even if Julie turned out to be understanding and accommodating, interrupting intercourse like that might not have worked for me. It had happened to me in the past to lose erection when I got my dick interrupted mid-journey and not being able to resume sex immediately. If that were to happen when I had my golden chance to fuck the young woman, I would have rightly labelled myself, and probably labelled by Julie too, as a complete loser. No, I could not let that happen, but I could not also afford to impregnate her. Shit! I thought. You fucked up again, Matthew!

I expected that my cock would go flaccid quickly after such passion killer thoughts. However, to my satisfaction, my dick did not go soft immediately. Perhaps my overstimulated prostate in the past few days was giving me an unexpected advantage. My penis kept erection, and I kept working on Julie, even increasing the pace, until she began convulsing in orgasm. She dug her fingernails in my back as she shouted something in French. Her orgasm subsided in a minute or so, and no one could blame me if I withdrew my cock at that point, however, I felt that my dick was still working. I was unable to reach orgasm, but my penis refused to soften either and was hard as ever, so I kept thrusting back and forth until Julie mumbled, “Oh, shit, I am coming again!”

I used a trick which always worked on Emily and rotated my dick inside Julie’s pussy. My motion immediately drove Julie to climax, and she clenched her legs around my hips, squeezing me with all the strength which her young muscles had. I felt my balls getting wet from her pussy juices, and at that point, I instantly began ejaculating. I felt the usual sensation of my sperm squirting out of my penis, and I knew that it was too late to worry about inseminating Pierre’s sister. I was doing it at that very moment. I thrust my cock all the way up, probably pushing it against her cervix, and I stayed motionless like this until her orgasm passed. I loved the feeling of her shaking thighs rubbing against my hips, and her tummy muscles convulsing against my stomach. I felt that my penis began to soften, and after such thorough ejaculation, it deserved some rest. Applying small shallow back and forth thrusts, I gradually withdrew it from her vagina. I lay on my back beside her.

I looked at Julie. She squeezed her legs and stared at the ceiling as she covered her mouth with her hand and tried to slow down her rapid breathing. I touched her tummy, and she shivered, still massively sensual. She turned her back to me to protect her belly, so I had the pleasure of rubbing her ass for a minute or so. I brushed her hair aside and kissed her nape.

She rolled onto her back and, without looking at me but staring at the ceiling, she said with a screechy voice, “You know how to fuck, Matt! I will begin dating now only 40 plus old men!”

“I am not 40 yet, Julie, but thank you! I appreciate it,” I said and extended my hand for a high five.

She did not notice it at first, but when she saw it, she gave me high five and turned on her side so that we faced each other.

“Your tongue is amazing, and you last so much longer than my ex-boyfriends used to last,” she said.

“Young guys finish quickly, but they recover quickly too,” I responded.

I knew too well that my assertion that young guys finished quickly was not correct as research had proven precisely the opposite. However, I wanted to bask in the glory of my success while I could and did not care if I was factually accurate.

“Well, they may recover more quickly, but quality matters more than quantity,” Julie said and giggled, “Hi-hi. I am going to take a shower.”

She got off the bed quickly, opened the door and after she assured herself that it was all clear, she ran to the bathroom. I slipped into my loafers, grabbed my clothes and followed her. I knocked on the door, and she opened it.

“Do you want me to wash you?” I asked her as I hang my clothes on the towel hanger.

“OK,” she said and laughed. “This will be a first.”

I literally washed her from her shoulders down to her feet, paying particular attention to her tits, tummy, ass and pussy. Why did I do this? I was just grateful to Julie that she had given me a chance, a chance that I was probably never going to have again in my life to fuck such a young and pretty woman. I also couldn’t get enough of her while I still had her with me. I wanted to imprint every shape and curve of her body in my brain; I wanted to cherish her image for the rest of my life. Just when she thought that we were done after I had rinsed her body, I nudged her to spread her legs and went down between them, quickly locating her clit with my tongue. What followed was the most neck-breaking cunnilingus I had given in my life, literally thinking that I would permanently injure my neck or shoulders. Still, I survived and gave this woman the most amazing orgasm that night, one that she had probably never experienced from oral sex. She was shouting so loud that I was getting concerned that Pierre and Emily could hear her. And Julie was squeezing my head between her thighs so tightly that my ears began ringing. I was delighted, however, that I had blown away this young woman with my performance. The way she looked at me when I stood up in front of her, with the shower still running and water flowing down her face, told me everything. I had surpassed her wildest expectations.

I stayed behind in the bathroom and took a shower. I dried myself and put my clothes on in the bathroom, just in case Emily had come down in the living room and saw me naked in front of Julie when I popped out. I had still not decided if I was going to tell her that I had slept with her lover’s sister and did not want to be caught red-handed. When I popped out of the bathroom and looked around, I found out that, thankfully, there was no one else in the living room other than Julie. She had already put on her clothes and was sitting on the sofa, texting on her mobile phone. I went and sat next to her.

“You did not use a condom. You need to go tomorrow to town to buy me the ‘morning after’ pill. That’s the gentlemanly way,” she said without looking at me, engrossed in typing her text message.

“It sounds familiar,” I replied as I sighed, but then I asked her with a much more cheerful tone in my voice, “Did you like the sex with me?”

“Matt, what do you think?” she said as she looked at me and smiled. “You’ve raised the bar very high for all my future lovers, that’s for sure!”

“I am glad to hear that. You were fantastic too!”

“I know,” Julie said confidently.

She sat back and closed her eyes. After a few seconds, she opened her eyes, sat up and said, “Do you want me to bring you some orange juice from the fridge?”

“I wouldn’t mind. Thank you, Julie,” I accepted her offer.

Julie left her mobile phone on the coffee table and went to the kitchen. I looked at her phone. It was chipped on one of the edges, and the screen protector had severely cracked with the central fissure starting from that edge.

Julie popped out of the kitchen, bringing two glasses with cooled orange juice.

“I need to light a cigarette,” she said as she left the glasses on the table and giggled. “Hi-hi! You are my first boyfriend who does not offer me a cigarette after sex; you are technically my boyfriend now, aren’t you?”

“I guess I am,” I said and smiled. “How often do you smoke?”

“Occasionally, at parties. I always smoke one or two cigarettes after sex. Charlotte smokes secretly, and she thinks that Pierre and I don’t know it, but we do. I know where she hides her stash of cigarettes in the study room, and I am going to steal some,” Julie said and went upstairs.

I took her mobile phone and got tempted to find out what she had just texted as I suspected that it was about her sexual experience with me. Her phone was locked, so I tried as a PIN her date of birth, which Pierre had told Emily to use to unlock his phone. However, it did not work with Julie’s phone. Then I thought of trying Pierre’s date of birth. If he used her birth date as his PIN, maybe she used her brother’s for her PIN. Pierre had told me that he was born on the 16th of December, and I knew that he was twenty-two years old; therefore, I typed 161296, and I got the ‘incorrect PIN’ message. 

I was about to give up when I had a thought. Well, Pierre is 22 but does it mean that he was born in 1996? What if I am doing the maths wrong and he was born in 1995?

So I tried 161295, and it worked!

I looked at Julie’s texts. She had sent a group message to three girls: Eloise, Valerie and Danielle. She had texted something in French with some stars at the end, and the word ‘sex’ with exclamation marks. I was so pleased that she had praised my performance!

I was about to leave the phone on the table because I expected that Julie would come back at any moment, but then I decided to quickly check if she had the same habit as my wife not to close the apps after using them, and I swiped up from the bottom of the screen. Julie was undoubtedly more diligent than Emily as she had left only the camera app open. Tempted as I was to find out more about Pierre’s sister’s interests, I tapped the small thumbnail icon on the camera screen to check the last photo that she had taken. It turned out that it was not a photo but a video, which automatically played. It started with someone aiming the camera at the sofa where I was sitting. I tapped in the middle of the ribbon to fast-forward the video, and my jaw dropped. It was a recording of a bald fat man fucking a young woman on the sofa, and when I looked more carefully, I recognised that the woman in the video was Julie.

“So you found it. Now what?” I heard Julie’s voice just behind me.

I was so startled that I almost dropped the phone on the table. She was standing behind me, holding a packet of cigarettes in her left hand and a lighter in her right hand. Engrossed in watching the video, I had not heard her walking down the stairs. Julie retrieved a cigarette and threw the pack on the table. She sat in front of me, lit up her cigarette, left the lighter on the table and pulled a smoke into her mouth.

“What do you make of what you saw?” Julie asked me.

“Nothing. You fucked someone, I guess James,” I replied, having paused the recording and still holding her mobile phone in my hand.

She did not attempt to take it back from me.

Instead, she decided to tell me what had happened, “My brother is a gambler. He gambled away all the money from our trust fund in less than a year. We don’t have money to pay rent for a flat. That’s why we have been living in François’s flat in Montpellier for free since early May, but we tell Charlotte that we rent a flat. Jean-Sé hooked my brother on gambling a year ago. He took Pierre to a casino in Montpelier to play roulette, but gradually my brother ventured into other games until he began playing Black Jack. He could not stop ever since then. He ended up with debts, including some money he took from François. To make things worse, Pierre decided to fix things by getting money from the loan sharks, thinking that he would win the money back from the casino. So he has ‘mortgaged’ with the ‘big boys’, as he calls them, his one-quarter of the villa behind my aunt’s and my back. My brother gambled away the money from the loan. If he does not repay the 80,000 euro that he owes, they will ‘repossess’ the villa. That’s why he was so keen to sell the house quickly, but he had to achieve a certain sale price. The price at which we are selling the villa to you means that he won’t receive sufficient funds to pay off even the loan from the loan sharks. I have to give my brother part of my money from the sale to get his ass out of trouble. I have already helped him a lot; I paid back some of his debts with my savings when I found out about his latest troubles two months ago. However, I will help him again, as long as he never goes back to gambling. He’s sworn to me that he will look for help for his addiction. The money which he tells Charlotte that he needs is not for education or going to the USA but for paying off his debts and going to rehab. If Charlotte finds out about all of this, she will not sell the villa, and most probably she will not be able to survive the shock.

“So, we had a party on Sunday evening. We went on drinking until 4 am. François was the only one who stayed sober as he had to drive on Monday morning to Montpellier for work. I was so wasted that I barely remember having sex with him in the ground floor bedroom, where you and I just did it. I stayed in bed when he left at 6 am, and I have no idea when and how the others have gone home.

“I was still sleeping when James woke me up at 12:30 pm. And the reason I remember the timing is because of the way he woke me up. When I opened my eyes, I saw him sitting in the chair next to my bed and watching me sleep. I quickly realised that he had been ogling my tits. It was hot, and I had put on my briefs only, lying on my back on top of the duvet. I shouted at him to get out and sat up as I covered my boobs with my arms.

“He stood up, grinned at me and said, ‘Time to wake up, it is 12:30, Julie’, before he left the room.

“You know that I couldn’t stand James. He has been chasing me ever since the moment he saw me. The guy wanted to fuck me since day one, making unwelcome sexual remarks and advances behind my aunt’s and my brother’s back, and his whole persona revolted me. I’ve never told auntie. Pierre knows, but he doesn’t want to worry her either.

“After James shut the door, I got up and put my clothes on. I was furious that I had allowed him his little victory, not knowing that he had prepared another nastier surprise for me.

“James must have arrived earlier, but I had not heard his car, neither Pierre, who was sleeping in his bedroom upstairs. The bastard must have gone quietly upstairs and sneaked into my room. I kept the last statement of the trust fund and the letters from the loan sharks in the upper drawer of my wardrobe because Pierre and I thought it was a safe place to keep in, along with my tampons and other feminine products, instead in Pierre’s room.

“James must have done a quick search and found these documents, because when I walked into the living room, he was sitting in the armchair and grinned at me as he said, ‘Julie, I have found out that you and Pierre have drained the trust fund and Pierre owes over 80,000 euro. How shall we tell Charlotte so that she does not have a stroke when she learns?’

“He waved the documents and told me that he had taken photos of them. I went to him, and he showed me copies of the letters and the statement on his mobile phone.

“I told him to mind his own business and not to tell Charlotte, but he said, ‘You know what you have to do, Julie; so that I do not tell your auntie!’

“‘What?’ I asked him.

“Then he put his hand between my legs, and I stepped back. I swore at him and began shouting. He went outside, and I followed him because I was outraged and barely controlled myself. That’s when I threw my mobile phone at him. Pierre woke up, ran downstairs and came out, asking us what was going on.

“‘Your sister will explain to you everything. I am going to Béziers to arrange for the seller’s technical certificate of the villa and will be back at 5 o’clock to find out what she has decided. Julie, you see, I am helping you sell the house, so think again,’ James said and went to his car.

“He called someone, and we thought that he was talking to auntie. As it turns out, his call has been with the rent-a-car company. When he finished his conversation, he drove off. Pierre and I went back into the house and spent three hours trying to find a way out. Pierre might be a gambler, and you may think of him as a licentious person, but he actually has a very strong sense of justice, and he has always looked at me as his younger sister that he has to protect. My brother was never going to agree with that prick’s disgusting request. We agonised for hours what to do. Yes, I must admit that at one point I even suggested to Pierre that we murder him, but of course, we dismissed this option. So when James returned at 5 pm, we did not have a plan.

“Pierre and I were waiting for him outside, very anxious and exhausted from all debating, as you can imagine, and hoping against hope that James would have somehow changed his mind and let us be.

“James got off the car and just said, as if he had all the right in the world to demand what he demanded, ‘Let’s go inside and see what we shall do with your problem.’

“We went inside and sat down around the table in the living room.”

Julie paused. The fingers of her hand that was holding the cigarette were shaking. She was reliving her ordeal and was visibly distressed. I went and sat next to her.

“Are you all right?” I asked her as I rubbed her shoulders.

“Yes, I am fine,” she said.

Julie stubbed out what was left of her cigarette in the ashtray and lit up another one.

Then she continued her tale, “Pierre might not always make rational decisions, but he is more patient than any man I know. We spent two hours negotiating with James not to do what he intended to. Then at about 7 pm, James stood up and said, ‘OK, either I fuck Julie right here, or I am leaving and telling Charlotte.’

“The bastard wasn’t bluffing, and Pierre seemed to have given up convincing him not to tell our aunt as he shouted at James, ‘OK, go and tell her! I don’t care!’

“However, when James was about to leave, I decided to let him do me. I just could not stand by and watch how James was killing our auntie, and Pierre’s last chance to sort out his life. It was a question to cover up Pierre’s troubles for a month or two until we got the money for the villa.

“I told James that I wanted to have something that I could use as leverage against him should he renege on his promise not to tell Charlotte about Pierre’s debts and sabotage the sale of the villa. I told him that I would let him fuck me only if we were filmed. Thus if he told my aunt about Pierre’s addiction and his money problems, I would tell her that he had blackmailed me into having sex with him and then certainly she would scrap any plans for living with him, and he would not be able to get his claws on her money.

“In the beginning, Pierre vehemently opposed it, but eventually he gave up trying to dissuade me from doing it. He put on his air pods and stormed out of the house to sit at the pool and listen to music while I did it. You can watch what happened next. Go on, watch the whole thing.”

“Are you sure?” I asked her.

She nodded and took a sip from her orange juice. Then she puffed at her cigarette.

I turned up the volume of her phone so that I could hear the audio and played the video from the beginning.

***

It started with Julie adjusting the camera on her phone. Then there was a glimpse of James as he pulled down his boxers. He was fat, like obese, probably weighing 19 or 20 stones.

James was obscuring the view as he stood between the camera and Julie, but it was clear that Julie was taking off her clothes while James was watching her and stroking his cock. At one point, he moved aside from the sofa to pour himself a glass of wine, so I saw Julie standing at the couch, completely naked and holding in her hand what appeared to be a bottle of lubricant.

She squirted some of it on her hand and rubbed it in between her legs.

“Oh, you borrowed it from Charlotte, didn’t you?” James commented with a somewhat jovial tone in his voice.

“Put on a condom!” Julie said sternly, without bothering to answer his question.

She lay on her back on the sofa and spread her legs. James seemed to listen to her because he took a condom out of a man purse that he had left on the coffee table. However, it looked like he was still unable to achieve an erection, so he did not put on the condom and instead left it on the table to be at hand.

James climbed between Julie’s legs, and breathing heavily, he leaned over her, supporting his body with one hand on the backrest of the sofa. His fat ass took central stage between Julie’s beautiful legs.

He tried to kiss her, but she pushed him back as she was heard saying, “No! Don’t even think about it!”

It was not very clear since the phone was attached to a tripod and was not operated, but it appeared that James spent some time feeling Julie’s boobs with one hand. He was getting tired in his stretched position, as I could deduce from his heavy panting, so he decided that it was time to penetrate her and he let go of her tits. James kneeled up, took the condom from the table and removed it from its packet. He huffed and puffed, trying to put the condom on his cock, but it looked like his penis did not stay erect, and he gave up.

He climbed off the sofa and stood up. He spent some time with his back to the camera, most probably wanking his cock and trying to get an erection so he could put on the condom. It did not work, and James threw the condom on the floor. He sat in the armchair that was in the shot of the camera.

“Oops!” he exclaimed as he looked at his limp cock and then smiled at the camera, “I am not used to do it in front of a camera!”

Julie sat up and said, “OK, that’s it. We are done!”

“No, we are not!” James immediately said.

“Well, I have enough to show to my aunt,” she said with a triumphant smile and stood up.

She headed towards the camera and prepared to switch it off, when James shouted, “Missy! If I don’t fuck you now, I will tell Charlotte everything. Even if you show this to her, I don’t care. You will ruin my future with Charlotte, but I will wreck Pierre’s and your lives too. The only thing I love more than money is fucking asses like yours. Think about it!”

Julie’s tits stayed in the close shot of the camera for at least thirty seconds while she was considering what to do. Then she turned around, went back to the sofa and lay on her back.

“Go on then! Let’s get over with it. I don’t have a whole day to lose with a weasel like you,” Julie said and spread her legs.

James took another condom from his purse, tore its packet and took it out. He stood with his back to the camera; hence once again, it was not clear what he was doing, but I assumed that he was wanking his cock while watching Julie’s private parts. Finally, James seemed to have had success putting on the condom because he climbed on the sofa and positioned himself between Julie’s legs once again. The already familiar huffing and puffing could be heard as he tried to penetrate Julie.

After he had spent probably over two minutes trying to get his cock in Julie’s vagina, she shouted at him, “It won’t go in if it is soft, don’t you get it?”

James cursed loudly, “Fuck it! Fuck the whole thing!”

He spent another minute or so bent over Julie, apparently wanking his cock, but his prick was still refusing to get hard, so James got off the sofa. Julie once again sat up. She hugged her knees and stared at the man without hiding her disdain.

James cursed once again, “Fuck it!” and then he pulled a container from his purse.

He took two or three pills from it, grabbed the glass of wine which he had left on the table and drank the pills.

He said, “I will get a hard-on in no time,” and then took a seat on the couch in front of Julie.

Julie got off the sofa and disappeared for a minute. A door could be heard creaking. Apparently, she had gone to the ground floor bedroom, because she came back with a duvet and sat down in the armchair. She covered herself with the blanket and began waiting. At one point, a voice could be heard coming from the front door. It seemed like Pierre had popped in as Julie looked over her shoulder and shouted something in French. She had most probably told Pierre to go away as I heard someone shutting the front door.

Since I thought that this recording was substantial evidence of what had happened, I did not want to miss anything important, and I scrolled forward carefully through the frames. Not much appeared to be happening though. Julie was looking through the window and waiting patiently for her tormentor to get an erection. James filled in another glass of wine from the bottle on the table and drank half of it.

I kept scrolling forward until I found the point when he stood up and told Julie, “I am ready.”

Julie dropped the duvet in the armchair. She took the bottle of lube that she had left on the table and re-applied lube on her pussy. Then she got on the sofa and lay on her back.

She was looking quite nervous but said with a calm voice as she spread her legs, “Put on a condom!”

James took a third condom from his man purse and this time he successfully unrolled it down the shaft of his cock. When he was ready, he climbed on the sofa between Julie’s legs and lay on top of her, supporting himself with one hand between her and the backrest of the couch while his other hand was busy at his crotch, most probably guiding his cock into Julie’s vagina. The movement of his butt marked the moment he made a thrust inside her. Julie squirmed and whimpered at the same time as she felt his cock penetrating her pussy. Then she covered her face with her hands and James began fucking her. About two minutes into it, he stopped thrusting and appeared to be trying to sit up. James struggled to raise his body. He groaned loudly, and it looked like he was holding his chest. It seemed that he tried to make another thrust inside Julie’s vagina, but instead, he collapsed on top of her.

Julie’s muffled voice could be heard on the video, “What the fuck? Have you finished?”

Since James did not respond, she asked him again, “James, have you finished?”

Still, no reply followed, and Julie raised her voice as she urged James to respond, “James! What the fuck?”

After ten or fifteen seconds, she shouted, “James, please move; you are suffocating me!”

Since there was no reaction, Julie began pushing him, but the guy was too heavy for her to be able to free herself. His head was lying on her left shoulder, his torso had completely covered her body, and only her legs could be seen wrapped around his bum. Julie kept trying to wriggle herself free of him for about two minutes, but it was all in vain. She started to shout out Pierre’s name as she kept pushing James, making futile efforts to release herself.

You could tell that she was getting out of breath as her cries started to become less frequent and weaker. She began sobbing, repeating her brother’s name and alternating the words ‘Help me’ with “Aidez moi”.

Julie was losing strength; she stopped crying and began wheezing. It seemed that she had given up as she stayed motionless and silent for a few seconds. Only an occasional rasping sound coming from her throat could be heard. She realised that she was going to get suffocated if she did not do something very soon because James’s body was pressing heavily on her chest. Julie decided to make a last-ditch frantic attempt to free herself. She managed to roll over on one side towards the backrest of the sofa and finally she was able to release part of her chest. Julie took a few deep breaths. Then she pushed James’s body with all the strength that she could muster and he fell on the floor, between the sofa and the coffee table, banging his head on the edge of the table. Julie sat up and began crying, looking down between her legs and holding her pussy.

Pierre then entered and rushed to his sister.

“Where the fuck have you been?” she shouted at him with a screechy voice as tears continued to roll down her cheeks.

Pierre put on the duvet around his sister and hugged her.

“I am so sorry, Julie. I put on the air pods and listened to music at the pool. I did not want to be listening to what was going on here. What happened?” Pierre asked his sister as he caressed her head.

“He’s dead. He died while he was fucking me!” Julie said as she sobbed.

Pierre let go of Julie, pushed the table away and kneeled over James to check his pulse.

“He is fucking dead, Julie,” Pierre said as he stood up. “How did it happen?”

“I don’t know,” she said with a croaky voice, still sobbing. “The bastard took Viagra because his dick wouldn’t stay hard. We waited for about thirty minutes, and he had an erection. Then he began fucking me and then he collapsed on me. I almost died trying to push him away from me.”

“I am sorry, Julie, very sorry. I knew that this was the stupidest idea that you’ve ever had, and I still let you do it! I am such an idiot! Fuck James! We can’t let anyone know that he died while he was fucking you.”

Pierre went to Julie’s phone and stopped the video.

***

“You have to tell the police the truth, Julie,” I said. “This video proves that you and Pierre are innocent, and James is a criminal. Blackmail is a serious criminal offence. You should not have gone along with James’s demands.”

Julie had long ago stubbed out her second cigarette in the ashtray. Tears were running down her cheeks. She just nodded.

I hugged her. The poor girl cuddled into me and began crying quietly with her face buried in my chest.

I caressed her hair and told her, “You are the bravest woman I have ever met, Julie! Everything will be all right.”

I heard a noise coming from the first floor and looked up at the top of the staircase. My wife, wrapped only in a towel, was standing in the landing area and was watching us.

“What’s going on, Matt?” she asked me.

“Julie has just told me what has happened with James and she is distraught,” I replied.

Pierre, dressed only in his boxers, showed up behind my wife. He ran down the stairs and sat by Julie’s other side. I let him hug her.

“I know everything, Pierre. You have to tell the police!” I said.

His face was pale and rigid, but he focused on comforting his sister.

He did not bother looking at me when he said, “But they will tell Charlotte!”

He continued brushing his sister’s hair aside and caressing her cheek.

“I doubt they will tell her the details; the police know how to deal with this in privacy. Don’t be stupid; you can’t hide it from them! And even if Charlotte finds out, so what? You have to face the music; you cannot continue to put your sister through this nightmare,” I told him.

“Honey,” Emily asked me, “Can you tell me what’s going on, please?”

“OK, I’ll come with you,” I said and left Julie in Pierre’s hands.

I went upstairs, and Emily and I went straight into the bathroom.

I shut the door behind us and told my wife, “It’s been about an hour and a half since you went on your fuck session with Pierre. I will tell you about James after you tell me how many times Pierre fucked you and how many times you orgasmed?”

“Is this the most important thing, Matt?”

“Yes, and the details of the positions, please!”

“Oh, Matt, for fuck’s sake! How do you define ‘how many times’ from a man’s standpoint of view? I can tell you how many times I climaxed. Six times. OK?”

“Did he keep fucking you for one and a half hours and only ejaculate at the end?”

“I haven’t counted his ejaculations, Matt. How could I if his penis was inside me? I have sperm leaking out of my vagina if that is what you are asking.”

“And was it leaking at the end of each intercourse?”

“OK. I am not sure how you define these things, so figure out for yourself what is what. Pierre penetrated me, fucked me and withdrew four times. If you define this as ‘times’, so yes, he fucked me four times. Pierre was not holding himself back and finished the first time; I can tell you that because I felt his penis throbbing inside me as he came and his semen was dripping from my pussy when I climbed off him. Whether he ejaculated each time afterwards, I don’t know. Probably not, or if he did, it was not an amount that I could have noticed. He did go flaccid after the first time, but then he maintained erection after the second and the third time. He had a rest between each session. Happy?”

“How did he fuck you?”

“Really? Fine! The first time he asked me to ride him. After that, we lay in bed and cuddled, and then he had a hard-on, and we did it in the spoon position. The third time he fucked me in the missionary position. The last time he made me stand against the wall and penetrated me from behind. Perhaps he ejaculated that last time, yes, he did because when he withdrew, there were some drops of semen on the floor, or they could have been remnants from his previous release. I don’t know. Happy?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what’s up with Julie?”

“First of all, you have to know that I fucked her.”

Emily immediately slapped me in the face.

She looked at me with one of the angriest looks that she was capable of.

Then she took a deep breath and said calmly, “It should never be repeated, ever!”

“And you should not fuck Pierre again, ever!”

My wife looked at me and tried to say something, she opened her mouth and then she stopped.

Finally, she asked me, “Do you still love me?”

I said, “Yes. I love you. And you?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Say it!”

“Yes, I love you!”

We kissed.

When we broke the kiss, I said, “I won’t sleep with Julie ever again. Will you promise the same for you and Pierre?”

“I will never fuck Pierre ever again.”

“OK, this is what has happened with James.”

My wife leaned her bum against the sink while I put the toilet lid down and sat on the toilet seat. She listened carefully to my tale about James, July and Pierre.

When I finished, she said, “Yes, they have to come clean with the police. I agree with you, Matt. If they don’t, we’ll tell the police.”

“Agreed.”

Emily hung the towel on the hanger and prepared to get in the shower.

“Hold on, honey,” I stopped her. “I have to take you now.”

I had recovered after fucking Julie because I had a hard-on watching my wife’s naked body and imagining how Pierre had possessed it just a few minutes earlier. Apparently, being a cuckold had its benefits; my refractory period was reduced by more than half.

I nudged my wife to turn her face to the wall and lean against it while pointing her bum at me. She stepped back a little further away from the wall to be able to leverage the weight of her upper body, hiked her left foot up on a small bathroom chair that was lying around, and bent over as she spread her legs.

I pulled my shorts down to my feet and began rubbing my erect cock against her pussy crack.

“Squat a bit, honey,” I encouraged her, and she did.

I managed to enter her with one thrust. She had definitely become looser after having been stretched recently by Pierre’s massive cock as I was able to slide my dick all the way up in a position that was usually difficult for both of us. Her vagina did not feel ‘spongy’ this time, but I enjoyed fucking her with fast shallow thrusts. Within three minutes, we both came.

I withdrew my dick and slapped her ass as I said, “You are mine again.”

“I’ve always been, Matt. You just shared me with a young stud for a couple of days, but I have always been yours,” she said as she entered the shower cabin.

Just when she turned on the shower, she popped her head out of the cabin.

“Matt,” my wife called me.

“What?”

“Did you use a condom with her?”

“Well, put it this way. I already know the pharmacy in Nissan-lez-Enserune where they sell the pill,” I said.

“Fuck it, Matt!” my wife cursed. “Do you know that if she has already started ovulating, the pill may not help?”

“Right!” I said, quite worried at that moment and opened the bathroom door to get out, but then I remembered something, and asked Emily, “Em, when we were packing our luggage on Sunday, you said that you would not be taking tampons since you were certain that you would not need them because you were just five days after your menstruation. How does that put you in regard to your fertility period and ovulation?”

“Shit!” was the only word my wife could say.

I shut the door behind me.

I went downstairs. Julie had calmed down. Pierre was sitting next to her and was about to pour juice in her glass. Julie and I smiled at each other.

“Julie, hmm, how many days are you after your menstruation?” I asked her.

“Hey! What type of question is this? Seven, eight. Why? I am not pregnant if this is what you are implying, Matt!”

“Great!” I exclaimed. “You might be now. Did you know that the morning after pill does not work if you have already started ovulating?”

The only word that Julie said was the same word that my wife had used, “Shit!”

Pierre spilt the juice that he had begun pouring in my glass.

“What the fuck?” he exclaimed and looked at me. “Did you fuck my sister?”

I said, “Well,--”

However, I could not finish my sentence because I was not sure what words to use to tell him the facts. Pierre stared at me, and his jaw dropped.

Then I shrugged my shoulders and said, “You fucked my wife!”

A shadow flitted across his face.

Julie tapped her brother on the knee and said, “Pierre, stop it now! We’ve messed much worse with James to worry that Matt and I fucked without protection.”

Pierre shook his head, took a deep breath and asked me, “Do you want a glass of juice?”

“Yes, thank you,” I said and took my glass that Pierre had somehow managed to fill up.

He went to the kitchen and came back with a glass for himself.

“I will tell the police everything tomorrow morning. I decided that I cannot fix one stupid mistake by making another. Even if they tell Charlotte, I don’t care. I have to come clean,” he said with determination as he poured juice in his glass.

“This is the right thing to do, Pierre,” I told him. “Who put James’s clothes on him and drove his body to the dirt road?”

“I put his clothes on him, while Pierre held his body,” Julie said.

“Did you deliberately zip up his dick?” I asked her.

“No. I must have gotten his dick caught in the zipper when I zipped up his shorts but I was so shaken that I did not even notice it. We did not know until the police told us this afternoon. When we came back home, we found his briefs on the shelf of the table. In the panic, I had forgotten to put them on him. It doesn’t happen every day that a man dies on your belly while he is screwing you!” Julie said.

She looked more relaxed, even relieved after she had relived her ordeal earlier on with me, and had regained her usual wit and provocative confidence when she spoke.

“Tell me what happened after you turned off the camera. How did you move the body to the car? How did you manage to drive it to the ditch without anyone seeing you? How did you come back?” I asked Pierre.

Pierre readily shared with me the details, “We put his clothes back on him. I remembered to take his man purse, but in the panic, I put his mobile phone in the vase as well his Viagra tablets. I did not want the police to find the photos of our documents on his phone or that he had used Viagra. It did not occur to me that the ditch where I intended to leave his car was so close to the ‘sex toilets’ on the other side of the woods; otherwise, it would have been more plausible to leave the pills with him in the car. James is very heavy. Julie and I barely managed to put his body in the back seat of his car. We fastened his seat belt tightly and yet during the trip, his body slumped. I was lucky that no one saw me driving with a dead person in the back seat, but this was mainly because I chose the dirt road. Julie followed me in her car. When we arrived at the place I had in mind, I put James’s car in the bushes, and we moved the body in the driver’s seat. We came back in Julie’s car. When we arrived at the villa, Julie had a bit of a nervous breakdown and locked herself in the ground floor bedroom, while I began cleaning the mess in the living room. We expected François to come back from work at any moment, and we did not want him to know what had happened. You and Em arrived before him and saw me as I was rubbing the floor. When you went upstairs, I cleaned the living room and hid James’s briefs, his mobile phone and the container with the Viagra pills in the shed. Next day I took his stuff with me to the beach and buried the items in the sand while I changed behind my boulder. Jeannine’s lie helped distract auntie; the last thing we needed was for Charlotte to ask Julie or me to go to the police to report his disappearance or to come over and start looking for James herself.”

Emily got out of the bathroom, popped up quickly at the top of the stairs and said, “Time to go to bed. Good night, Pierre, Julie. Matt, are you coming?”

Without awaiting replies, she turned around, and we heard her shutting the door of our bedroom behind her.

“Does she know about you and me?” Julie asked me.

“I told her,” I said.

“Shit! She must be mad with me,” Julie said, and a smile flickered across her lips.

It seemed to me that she was, in fact, happy that I had told my wife.

“She is not mad with you. She is a little upset with me, but we are OK. I had to promise to her to break up with you with immediate effect.”

Julie laughed loudly.

Then she said, “OK, we have just broken up, Matt!”

“Pierre, she asked me to tell you that she is breaking up with you too,” I told Pierre.

“Oh, whatever,” Pierre said as he flicked his hand.

Emily and I went to bed just before 2 o’clock and fell asleep almost immediately.

***

We woke up at 10 am, and half an hour later we went downstairs where Pierre and Julie were already waiting for us. We were still saying good morning to each other when officers Fournier and Caron knocked on the front door. Pierre opened the door, and he and Fournier talked for a couple of minutes in French.

Then Pierre explained to Emily and me, “They have come to tell us that they have now checked with their superiors and they have a legal basis to put any of our phones to a cyber kiosk to download the data. They do not need a warrant for that. However, I’ve told them that I want to tell them everything anyway.”

We all sat down around the coffee table, and Pierre told the two policemen in French what had happened. Julie unlocked her mobile phone and handed it to Fournier, and he and Caron prepared to watch the video.

“You should not be here while we watch it,” Fournier told us.

Pierre, my wife and I stood up to go to the kitchen; however, Julie took my hand and said, “Matt and I will stay. Matt has seen it; he is the one who encouraged my brother and me to tell you the truth.”

I hesitated for a few seconds, but since Julie was not letting go of me, I sat down next to her.

Fournier asked her something in French.

Julie replied in English, “Yes, I am sure. He has already seen me naked.”

The two policemen hesitated.

Then Julie hugged me and said without shame, “Matt fucked me yesterday, he can watch. I want him to be with me while we watch it!”

When she pressed her body against mine, I couldn’t help but think how great her tits felt rubbing against my shoulder. I sneaked a look at her thighs, which she had lavishly exposed by wearing pink sweatshirt shorts with white trims. I still wanted to fuck her.

Julie looked at Emily with the same provocative gaze with which she had treated her during our first evening at the pool.

My wife got pissed off. She was fuming but managed to hold her nerves.

“Let’s go, Pierre,” she said and took Pierre’s hand to lead him away.

Just before they disappeared into the kitchen, I saw how her lover wrapped his arm around her hips.

Seeing Pierre hugging my wife after we had said that it was over, was a moment of revelation to me. Whatever we promised to each other, Julie and Emily would always fight, I would always think of fucking Julie whenever she was around me, and Pierre and Emily were always going to have sex if they stayed together. We had to cut off contact with the brother and the sister if Emily and I wanted to preserve our marriage.

The two officers had also seen Pierre’s arm around my wife’s waist. Along with Julie’s revelation that she had had sex with me, it made them realise how unorthodox the relationships in the house were. However, they decided not to be judgemental and did not say anything. Perhaps that was because they had a bigger fish to fry, solving the case.

Fournier played the video on Julie’s phone and he and Caron watched it. Julie did not exhibit any signs of shyness or shame. She had confidence in her body and was not concerned that three men were watching a video with her having sex in it.

After Fournier and Caron finished watching, Fournier, as the officer in charge, made a call to his superiors. He spent about ten minutes on the phone, and after he hung up, he called Pierre and Emily to come back from the kitchen.

He explained to Pierre and Julie in French what his conclusions were.

When he finished, he encouraged Pierre to translate what he had said, and Pierre told Emily and me, “They will not raise murder charges. We are lucky that the autopsy has shown that James had a massive rupture of the heart and died instantly. Otherwise, Julie and I could have been charged with manslaughter in case he had a chance to survive his heart attack, and we did not call an ambulance. We will be charged with a misdemeanour for attempting to conceal the truth. Considering the circumstances, the fact that we were blackmailed, we will probably be given some minor community sentences. The final decision, though, will be with the judge. They will not arrest us, but we cannot leave the country until we are sentenced. As for you, you’ll get away with lying to a police officer yesterday about Julie’s phone only because you did the right thing to urge us to come forward with the truth later on. Officer Fournier will not include your obstruction of investigation in his report, but next time you do something like this, he warns that you may not be so lucky.”

The officers then had to take statements and prepare other lengthy documentation. They asked Pierre and Julie a lot of questions; there were some for Emily and me, and that meant, unfortunately, that we had to stay in the living room instead of packing our luggage. Only the presence of the two gorgeous ladies made my time bearable. Pierre and Emily kept their distance from each other, as did Julie and I. None of us wanted to aggravate the two police officers with anything deemed too promiscuous that could change their somewhat lenient view of the case. Of course, this did not stop me ogling Julie’s and my wife’s bodies.

Julie had brought from somewhere a silver exercise ball and was sitting on it in front of me. Her sweatshirt shorts were not only allowing her long legs to show their perfection but were also making her thigh gap even more pronounced each time she was spreading her legs as she rolled the ball back and forth. She was deliberately accentuating her movements whenever she was catching my glance, keeping a little longer her legs in the stretched position and coyly smiling at me.

My wife had put on her grey fluffy high waist knitted pleated mini dress, and every time she crossed or uncrossed her legs, she drew the eyes to her slender thighs. Pierre knew that the time when he had to say goodbye to my wife was coming very soon, and he barely took his eyes off her, trying to relish his time with her as much as he could. Fortunately, the resulting lapse of concentration did not cost him, despite that a couple of times Pierre struggled to answer Fournier’s questions.

Maybe he was lucky because the policemen were also constantly distracted. Julie’s nipples bulged out of her white t-shirt competing for attention with my wife’s boobs which were showing the right amount of flesh through her deep cleavage. Caron and Fournier used the opportunity to enjoy the double amount of sexy female forms. Perhaps that was one of the reasons why it took them so long to complete their visit. Nonetheless, we were relieved when they left the house at 12:30 pm and Emily and I hurried to our room to pack our luggage because our flight was at 4:10 pm from Montpellier. We had not had breakfast, and now we had to skip lunch, but we were determined not to miss our flight.

Twenty minutes later, Emily and I were standing at the car, ready to say our goodbyes to Julie and Pierre, when Pierre placed his hands on my wife’s waist. They moved towards each other and kissed. I looked at Julie, and she knew what I wanted. She came to me, and we kissed too. Julie and I pulled away from each other at the same time as Emily and Pierre did.

I extended my hand to Pierre for a handshake, but instead of taking it, he hugged me and whispered in my ear, “Thank you, Matt. Thank you for everything!”

“You too,” I managed to say, and we pulled away.

I thought that Emily and Julie would just say goodbye to each other or at best shake hands. Julie surprised me.

She stood in front of my wife and looking her in the eyes, she tilted her head to the side a bit and said, “You like it kinky, Em, don’t you?”

Before the rest of us figured out what she meant, Julie cupped my wife’s face, pulled it closer to her face, and their lips made contact. As if in a trance, Emily parted her lips and her upper lip nuzzled between Julie’s lips. Julie pressed her lips on my wife’s, and a couple of seconds later, when I thought that the two ladies would break the kiss, Julie used her tongue to push Emily’s lips further apart, and they touched tongues.

Watching them kiss, gave me a pretty good idea what I wanted my next threesome to look like.

The two women pulled away from each other and without saying a word, Emily and I got in the car.

We left the villa at 1 pm.


⁂ Epilogue

Charlotte, of course, learnt about the circumstances surrounding James’s death even before we landed in London. She was so distraught that she quit her job the same day and flew back to France. Emily and I did not get to see her at all.

Fortunately, our solicitors managed the purchase of the villa very efficiently and in two weeks we were able to sign the pre-contract to buy the property for 260,000 euro as agreed. Since Charlotte did not terminate the contract with her estate agent in time, on top of the notary fees, Emily and I had to pay the agency commission, despite that we could have argued that we bought the house directly from the owner. However, my wife and I felt that we did not want to cause trouble for our ‘special’ friends Julie and Pierre and, of course, for poor Charlotte, in such testing times for them, and did not dispute the commission.

Charlotte and Emily kept in touch throughout August, and we found out that Pierre and Julie received only suspended sentences with an obligation to carry out community service for forty hours. Pierre did not go to rehab for his addiction. However, he began receiving some cognitive behavioural therapy. He also got a job offer from a company that specialised in historic buildings restoration, and he started work with them in early August after he completed his community service. Julie was admitted to study first-year medicine at the University of Montpellier, beginning in September.

Emily and I planned to visit our villa with the kids during the bank holiday weekend at the end of August, just before the children started school. All was looking good, and in mid-August, we even talked about meeting Julie, Pierre and Charlotte over a coffee in Montpellier while in France.

However, things went haywire in the week before the bank holiday.

My wife had been feeling nauseous for a few days, and when she went to see her doctor, worrying that she might have gotten some stomach bug, Emily was told that she might be pregnant. The test that she did in the evening was positive. Emily and I sent the kids to watch TV in the lounge, and the two of us sat quietly in the kitchen, wondering what to do, considering the big unknown in this pregnancy. Emily, predictably, blamed me.

We were whispering accusations at each other when Charlotte called Emily, and we received another blow. Charlotte had somehow found out that Emily and I had had sex with Pierre and Julie and was furious, so furious that I could hear what she was shouting on the phone, despite that I was sitting six feet away from my wife. This assault was too much for Emily to bear, and she burst into tears. Crying and sobbing, she told Charlotte how horrible her day was anyway, having just found out that she was pregnant at 36, and how this had destroyed her career plans and her whole world.

Charlotte suddenly softened her tone and told my wife that she felt for her, but she believed that everything would be OK and that she should feel positive about her pregnancy. Considering how upset Emily’s former colleague had been with her just a few moments earlier, she showed incredible empathy with my wife. I wondered why this change of heart when Charlotte revealed the reason. She told Em that Julie had found out that she was pregnant three days earlier and had decided to keep the baby. That meant that Julie had to take a gap year from uni before she had even started. When I heard that, I felt a weird, airy feeling in my head, and my heart began to race. I did not want to listen to the conversation any longer. I was about to get up from my chair when my wife’s stern look told me that I had to stay and face the music. Fortunately, a minute later Charlotte and Emily said goodbyes to each other, and they hung up.

I faced the music.

That was the last time Emily and Charlotte talked to each other. We lost contact with Charlotte, Pierre and Julie.

Eight months later, in mid-April, I visited the villa for the first time since we had bought it, intending to hire builders to make the necessary refurbishments and repairs so that it was ready for our summer holidays. Emily and I also had in mind to start letting the villa to tourists for the holiday season. Having left my heavily pregnant wife at home, I was on my own in Nissan-lez-Enserune, trying to find a roofer because I had discovered that there had been a leak during the winter. I was about to enter a café when I bumped into Laurent, and we sat down for a coffee. I learned from him that Charlotte had married a well-off American estate agent from Miami, six years younger than her, specialising in the buying and selling of retirement homes. She moved to live with him in Miami, taking with her Pierre and Julie, and Pierre started working for Charlotte’s husband. Laurent and Julie kept in touch with text messages, and Julie texted Laurent two days earlier to tell him that she had given birth to a baby boy. Despite her pregnancy, she had prepared to sit the MCAT and hoped to start studying medicine in the autumn.

A friend of Laurent’s, Antoine, joined us at the table, just before I was about to leave. It turned out that he was the ‘big boy’ and when he learned that I had bought Charlotte’s villa, he asked me if I would sell it to him. He had seen the property and liked it a lot. When I asked him to make me an offer, he did. I immediately picked up the phone, and after a brief conversation with Emily, Antoine and I shook hands. I was selling the villa at a fantastic price, making a nice profit, and most importantly, I did not have to worry about its maintenance. Antoine and I swapped phone numbers to keep in touch through the deal, and I headed straight back to the airport, not having to bother finding a roofer since very soon the leak was not going to be my problem.

A week later, the day our baby daughter was born, I received the deposit in my account. Antoine called me to ask me if I had received the money. He was very kind and even congratulated me for the baby when I told him that I was on my way home, having just visited my wife and the baby in the hospital.

When I got back home, I received a text message.

I read it, “Hi Matt; this is your son.”

There was an attachment with a photo of a new-born baby.

I did not recognise the number, but then I got another message, “This is Julie. We never exchanged numbers, and Charlotte, well, you know. However, you see, if I want something, I know how to get it. Laurent gave me your phone number, and he’s got it from Antoine. Congratulations to you and Emily on your new baby!

“PS// Pierre sends his regards too. He says that since you have sold the villa, you may want to come over in the summer and look at what his company offers.”

I received a third message, “We can get the two babies to meet each other. After all, they are related, either half-siblings or cousins.”

***
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