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1. How I Lost My Virginity




Chapter 1

“So, are you coming to the end of term party Trish?”

My best friend Stacy tugged on my arm as I walked across the court. We had just finished netball practice for the day and all I wanted was a shower and to go grab some lunch. I turned and looked back her, glancing down at the floor as I contemplated my answer.

“I dunno Stacy. Harry’s not really the partying type and, well—” she cut me off.

“Jesus Christ Trish! You’re eighteen now! You need to live a little!” she snapped, before taking a breath and releasi0ng my arm “look, babe, I wanna hang out with you an’ have fun with you an’, well, everyone’s gonna be there.”

I glanced over my shoulder as my attention was momentarily drawn to some rowdy voices at the opposite end of the large sports hall. It was the boys rugby team, entering the hall for a conditioning session. I turned back to Stacy.

“I’ll talk to Harry, but he’s probably got a tournament or something.”

“Oh God! Does he still play those fucking video games? Babe, I know you two have been going together since forever, but is that what you really want? To spend the rest of your life being a fucking video game widow?”

“It’s not that bad… I love Harry, he’s my soul mate!”

“Is that what you think, or what he says? Girl, this party is gonna be a banger! Fuck the prom, this is at Will’s house, his parents are away and y’know how loaded they are. Have you ever seen his house? It’s huuuge!” she tugged my arm and turned my attention to the opposite end of the hall as we approached the doorway “Devon will be there.”

She waved to Devon, the tall handsome captain of the rugby team. Every girl had a crush on him. He was, like 1.8-1.9m tall and built like a man, not a teenager. I had to admit, he was cute, and actually not a dick like a lot of the rugby lads.

“Then, why don’t you ask him out?” I asked.

“Because Devon only has eyes for you, everyone knows that!”

My breath caught in my throat for a second… No, I have a boyfriend! I thought to myself.

I glimpsed over at him and found myself blushing. I quickly looked away again.

“Oh my God are you blushing?” teased Stacy “girl, you could do so much better than Harry. I mean, look at you, you’re peng!” she motioned to my body, I followed her hand with my eyes as she looked me up and down “you have a body to die for! I would fuck your brains out and I’m straight!”

“Stacy!” I blushed again.

“It’s true. You’re our top player, you’re going to fucking Loughborough! You’ve already been scouted by Team GB! I’m jus’ sayin’… if I had your potential I’d take full advantage of it, y’know what I mean?”

We were in the changing rooms now and the rest of the girls were already in the shower. I placed my bag down on a bench and turned back to Stacy.

“I’m just not the party type. Besides—” she cut me off.

“Besides, Harry is afraid you’ll get your head turned by a real man!”

“Stacy!”

“Trish. You haven’t even done it with him yet… you’ve been together, what, four years?”

“Four an’ a half.”

“You ain’t some nutty bible basher, so it’s not like you’re saving yourself for marriage or anything!”

“Stacy, can we change the subject?” I pleaded.

“No!” she turned me to face her, both hands firmly holding my shoulders “I have a theory... You’re scared.”

“Scared? What are y—”

“You’re scared of finding out that Harry is a terrible lay and that you’ll be stuck in a boring, sexless relationship with nerdy gamer for the rest of your wasted life!”

“Stacy! I know you an’ Harry don’t get on but that’s really cruel. Apologise!”

“Can’t apologise for tellin’ the truth hon!”


Chapter 2

The annoying thing is, that Stacy was right. I was scared! But not of what she said. I, was scared that I would be a disappointment. Harry was my first boyfriend. We were the first pair of friends in our class to go steady and have a serious relationship by year nine. By the end of year eleven, we were voted the most likely to marry. Now we’re at the end of sixth form and, well… I keep putting Harry off. Like, we’ve fooled around and made out plenty. He’s played with my boobs, and I’ve even given him hand jobs and blow jobs. But whenever it comes down to sex. I kinda panic. It’s like performance anxiety, or something.

“Babe, look. I just hit ten kay followers!”

I snapped out of my thought process and smiled at Harry’s excitement. He was a serious gamer. I don’t get it, I’ve never been interested in video games, I’ve always played sport for real. I did gymnastics from age four, swimming for the county by age thirteen and netball since ten. Netball was my life now. Well, that and Harry. But Harry was good, really good. He was smart too, really good at maths and computer studies an’ all that. But gaming was his first love. He sat in his big gaming chair and beamed at me. Every evening was like this, me sitting here, watching him as he played games on the network and streamed on one of the big gaming media channels. He was even starting to make some income off of it. Only pennies really, but he assured me that, as his channel grew so too would the ad revenue. Then, once, he won some tournaments corporate sponsorship would mean that he could become a professional gamer and make serious bank!

“That’s great babe!” I said less than enthusiastically. Harry turned back to his game

“Harry… can we go to the end of term party?”

“What d’ya wanna go to that for? It’s just an excuse for everyone to drink and get off with each other. We don’t need that, do we?” His attention was already back on the game.

“Stacy asked me to go an’… well, I wanna go an’ hangout with my best friend… and the other girls!” I’m the only one going to Loughborough an’ I won’t get a chance to see them for ages!”

“Bloody Stacy!” Harry muttered as he fiddled with his controller.

“Harry! That’s my best friend! I know you don’t like her bu—”

“She called me a loser!” snapped harry.

“She… she’s protective, that’s all.”

“Yeah, well I don’t wanna hangout with kids who think they’re better than me.”

“Okay fine! I’ll go on my own.” I surprised myself with that retort, maybe what Stacy had said earlier had affected me more than I thought.

Harry stopped and looked at me, a frown on his face “y-you’re not serious! What are you gonna do at that party on your own?”

“Have fun Harry! Which is the polar opposite of what I’m doing right now.”

I was as surprised as Harry was by my outburst. We hardly ever argued. I think maybe I was just too passive; I always did what he wanted and never wanted to rock the boat. In guess, after years of being in this relationship I didn’t know any other way. I grabbed my bag and my coat and left. Harry didn’t even stop me; I think he was in shock.

I got home and immediately phoned Stacy.

“Yes bitch!” Stacy shouted in a very excited tone down the phone “we are gonna rock the party!”

“I dunno about that Stace” I laughed “I don’t really see myself as a party animal.”

“You don’t have to be an animal Trish, y’just gotta not be a lame. Like that lame-ass boyfriend o’ yours!”

“Stace! What have I—”

“Okay, fine! He’s not lame… he’s long!”

“That’s the same thing!” I protested, but I was laughing too.

“So, whataya wearin’?” Stacy changed the subject.

“Oh, I dunno. Jeans an—”

“You are NOT wearing jeans to a party with me!” Right, that’s it. I’m comin’ over!”

And so, Stacy came over and we had a little pre-party party of our own. Which obviously involved pre-drinks, ‘cos no self-respecting girl goes out without some alcohol inside her, that would be way too real!


Chapter 3

Later that evening and myself and Stacy were at the party. Stacy wasn’t kidding, Will’s house was huge, three or four storeys, with grounds, not a garden, but grounds! Like a country manor! There was a marquee outside with a bar and a deejay playing dub step. Stacy and me were already a bit tipsy, we’d polished off a bottle of cava at my place while we were getting ready. We were dancing and laughing together, my short plaid skirt swishing as I swayed, the stringy cropped top Stacy had insisted I wear showed off my toned midriff. I wasn’t used to drinking and it had clearly lowered my inhibitions, I would never usually dance like this, dressed like that. But I didn’t even care that when I spun around my skirt floated up and showed off the baby blue lace thong I was wearing.

“Girl, we need to get you drunk more often!” Stacy cheered as she applauded my dance moves, and so did every on the dance floor.

I stumbled from giddiness and fell against someone.

“Woah! Steady Trish!”

I looked up to realise that I had fallen into the arms of Devon, the rugby captain. I blushed, feeling his strong arms around my waist.

“Oh Devon… I- I’m sorry.”

“You have nothing to be sorry for babe!”

Oh my God, I felt my stomach flutter as he grinned at me, was it the drink? He removed his hands from around my waist steadied me with both hands on my shoulders.

“Are you okay?” He asked.

“Uhh…” I seemed lost for words.

“She’s great!” interjected Stacy “She just needs someone who knows how to lead… y’know, like a dance partner?” She pushed us together and walked off into the crowd.

Devon’s hands were around my waist again and my hands were pressed against his strong chest, I looked up into his eyes “I..uh… I have a boyfriend” was all I could manage to splutter.

“Heh. I know… but, well, he’s not here, is he? ‘sides, we’re just dancing. Nothing wrong with that is there? I mean, he doesn’t own you, does he?”

“What? No! No, I’m my own woman!” I said trying to sound more assertive and less drunk.

“Hey, look, it’s pretty stuffy in this marquee, an’ the music is… well it’s a bit lame.”

“Oh?” I said inquisitively “y’don’t like dub step?”

“I mean, it’s alright, but I kinda like old stuff.”

“Oldies huh?”

“Yeah, I like eighties.” He smiled.

“Ohmigod!” I gushed “I love eighties! My mum has all these old vinyls an’ I stole all her Duran Duran LPs!”

Devon chuckled and took a hold of my hand “c’mon, let’s get some air and get you some water.”

He led me out of the marquee, and I didn’t resist at all. Just friend’s, that’s what he said.

Minutes later and we were both sitting on a bench by a small pond, the noise of the party behind us. I took a sip from the bottle of water and shivered. Devon put his arm around me and pulled me closer. I hesitated for about a second and then just melted into him, he felt so warm, his voice was soft, deep, soothing. Everything about him was the polar opposite of Harry. Harry didn’t play sport, unless FIFA counts. He mostly ate crisps and cola. I knew that Devon must eat a really healthy diet, the school rugby team was the pride and joy of the town, they had a lot of investment, and both the rugby team and netball team shared a sports nutritionist and strength and conditioning coach. Like me, Devon had been scouted and he had already been offered a developmental contract with a university rugby team in Hertfordshire. They took their rugby union seriously there; he’ll probably end up playing for Saracens or something.

“Duran Duran are alright” he said, breaking the all-too comfortable silence “but I like The Police, and U2 the best. Oh, and Queen… have you ever seen that Live Aid show they did? It’s—”

“Amazing!” I yelled embarrassingly too enthusiastically. Devon laughed as I covered my mouth and blushed again “sorry…”

“You don’t have to keep apologising Trish. You’re cool… like, I know you don’t know it, but everyone thinks you’re cool. You’re this sweet shy girl, who’s this super athlete with a rockin’ body an—”

I couldn’t help myself; it was like I was on autopilot. My lips crashed into his and seconds later our tongues were wrestling for matt superiority. We didn’t even break for breath, I climbed up and straddled his lap, cupping his face with my hands and kissing him like I was devouring the best tasting ice cream known to man. I felt his hands on the bare cheeks of my bum, under my short, pleated skirt and the kiss just grew hungrier.

That’s when I felt it. Pressing against my crotch, the bulge in his jeans. I thought he had a beer bottle in his jeans or something. I broke the kiss and shifted my weight, moving my hand down to move the ‘bottle’. It wasn’t a bottle; it was his engorged manhood… and it was bigger than a beer bottle. I had only ever seen or touched Harry’s cock before, I didn’t even know they could be this big.

“Devon… I’m sorry I—”

Devon cut me off with another hungry kiss and then stood up, picking me up with him.

Minutes later and we were in one of the guest bedrooms. Devon laid me down on the large bed and finally the reality of the situation hit me. I pushed him off me and, to his credit, he didn’t fight back. He sat up on the bed and looked at me with compassion in his eyes, which only made me want him more.

“Devon… I can’t!” I said, although I’m not sure who I was trying to convince.

“Hey” he said as he gently ran a big, strong hand down my upper arm, sending a shiver up my spine “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. Maybe I should go.”

“No!” I reached out and pulled him back as he shaped to get up “I… I want to Devon, I really want to, but Harry. I…” I looked away; I don’t know why but I felt ashamed “we’ve never…”

Devon looked at me, his face blank as he took in the situation.

“Oh… you’re a… you’ve never… I didn’t know!”

I buried my face in my hands and started to sob. Devon pulled me in and hugged me.

“I’m sorry Devon you must think I’m a prick tease, I’m not I just…” the sentence got cut off by an embarrassing hiccup caused by the sobbing.

“I told you. Stop apologising Trish. You are an amazing girl. Harry’s a lucky guy.” Devon got up and stepped back “do you want me to call you a cab?”

“Fuck off Devon!” I cried, tears streaming down my face.

“I-I’m sorry!” he pleaded.

“No…” I sniffed “I mean, fuck off being such a nice guy! You’re not making this easy for me!”

He stood and looked at me, cocking his head, a half grin appearing on his face as I dried my tears “I can stay if you like” he said softly.

I nodded as I wiped the last of the tears away “please.”

Minutes later I was sitting on the edge of the bed, pulling Devon’s jeans down and pulling out his huge penis. I held it in my hands and just stared at it in awe. I couldn’t fit that inside me, I thought. Not on my first time! I looked up at Devon, my eyes now full of lust.

“Devon, it’s so big! I’ve never… I had no idea!”

He just grinned at me and then I felt one of his big hands on the back of my head and I took his cock into my mouth. Now cock sucking was something I had experience with, not one this size but it didn’t take me long to become accustomed to his length and girth. I couldn’t take it into the back of my throat, like I could Harry’s, and it stretched my mouth, making my gag and dribble all down my chin. But Devon’s moans motivated me to keep going.

Pretty soon we were both naked and Devon was positioning me on the bed. He spread my legs and looked up at me, his face hovering centimetres from my warm inviting pussy. I looked at him, desperation etched across my face. I had bever felt this level of want or desire with Harry. But with Devon it was different. I was a completely different person.

He buried his face in my crotch and began licking around my vulva, I moaned subtly as he teased my moist opening. He was really good at this, it felt incredible.

“You’re so wet!” his voice was muffled.

I grabbed handfuls of his hair and shifted my pelvis as his tongue found my clit. An electric shock ran up my spine and I let out a yelp of pleasure. Harry had never gone down on me; he didn’t like it. I assumed that was normal. Sure, I had gotten myself off enough times but, now I thought about it, I don’t think Harry had ever given me a proper orgasm. Soon the room was filled with my moans and minutes later, my breath caught in my chest and my back arched up off the bed, my body quivering as Devon clung to me, holding my pelvis in position so that he could bring me to climax. I screamed; I didn’t know an orgasm could feel like this. I might even have blacked out for a few seconds, because when I opened my eyes, Devon was laying on top of me, caressing cheek and kissing my neck.

“Are you okay?” he whispered into my ear.

“I—I want you, Devon.” Was all I could say.

He lifted himself up and looked down at me “are you sure?”

“I’ve never been surer of anything in my life Devon. I want you to be my first. Please fuck me!”

I repeated my words for emphasis. This was no longer a conscious decision; it was pure chemistry. I had never felt an attraction or lust like it.

Devon pulled out a condom and I watched him put it on, we kissed again and then I laid back as he positioned himself between my legs. He tried to be gentle entering me, but I won’t lie. It hurt, I grimaced and held my breath. He paused to ask if I was okay, but I urged him on, I wanted him inside me. It must have taken a couple of minutes for the muscles of my vagina to relax around his cock, he was only about halfway inside me, he paused there. I looked into his eyes, the first man to ever penetrate me, and it wasn’t my boyfriend. It was the hottest guy in the whole school.

Devon moved in and out slowly. One thing I had learned recently is that breaking the hymen has nothing to do with the construct of virginity, and that every hymen is different, it can be broken by exercise, penetration doesn’t always break it. Perhaps the reason women have bled during intercourse in the past is because their partner was too rough. Devon wasn’t rough, he was incredibly gentle, which seemed in stark contrast to his build. I had no idea that sex could feel so good, I don’t know how but he really seemed to know exactly what I needed.

He was surprisingly patient and after a while I could feel his full length inside me, reaching parts of my body I never knew existed. I wrapped my arms around his back and pulled him in for a passionate kiss as she slowly slid all the way in and almost all the way out. After several minutes the sensations building up inside me were incredible and my moans were getting louder. I had never felt anything like this, my whole body was tingling and quivering. My voice became hoarse as he picked up the pace. Faster, harder, louder, the sex became a workout, we were both dripping with sweat, both panting, gasping… I was now screaming; I don’t know how loud, but I couldn’t help myself.

“Oh my God Devon, don’t stop!” I cried “Right there Devon, right there yess Devon YESSS!”

It felt like an explosion, I didn’t even hear Devon’s own ecstatic roar as he filled his condom deep inside me.

Moments later, he was still inside me, his huge cock growing soft, we were entwined in another passionate embrace, kissing each other like we would never see one and other again.

Eventually Devon pulled out and removed the condom. He looked down at me, there was something in his eyes that just made me melt and I smiled back. I had never felt this way in my life. I couldn’t describe it, but I just wanted to be close to him, climb inside his skin, to be a part of him. I guess this is what they mean by a pair bonding.

We didn’t stop there either. I wanted more. We were in that room for over an hour and by the end of it I had experienced sex in several positions I had no idea existed and more orgasms than I’d had in my previous eighteen years.

Eventually we got dressed and decided to return to the party. Which was still going strong. Not even thinking about it, we walked hand in hand back out to where the marquee was. A group of kids stood staring at us and then I heard a familiar voice.

“Oh. My GOD! Was that you two??!”

I looked up to see Stacy, standing with Will, whose house it was, she had a bottle of beer in her hand. Her eyes were wide and her face beaming.

“Stacy?” I said meekly, looking around at everyone’s faces.

“That was fucking EPIC!” Shouted Stacy.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, feeling my face flush hot.

“Trish! I think the whole county heard that! Oh my God! My girl has just become a fucking legend! People are gonna write poems about this!”

I couldn’t exactly deny that I had just had sex with Devon, so I just turned to him, reached up and pulled him in for a passionate kiss. A cheer went up. But then I heard another voice, one I didn’t expect to hear on this night.

“Trish. What are you doing?”

I turned around and there, holding a bunch of flowers was Harry, my boyfriend. I froze on the spot “Harry! What are you doing here? I blurted out.

“I… I felt bad about our argument so thought I’d pick you up and…” he trailed off as he looked at the flowers in his hand.

“Well, you’re too late loser!” laughed Stacy snatching the flowers from his grip and making an ‘L’ sign with her spare hand. “Your girl has a real man now. Laters virgin!”

“Trish…” Harry looked at me, his voice meek, he looked so feeble and small as everyone stared at him, sniggering breaking out all around.

But I didn’t let go of Devon, the guy I had just lost my virginity to, the hottest guy in school. The first man to make me feel truly like a woman. The gentle, Adonis who had awoken my sexual desire for the first time in my life. The bond I now felt with Devon, after just a couple of hours was nothing like anything I had ever felt with Harry in the entire four plus years we had been an item.

“I’m sorry Harry” I said trying not to sound too cruel “I guess I’m with Devon now. I hope you enjoy your video games!”

Devon lifted me off my feet and I wrapped my legs around his waste as we kissed. I didn’t even notice Harry as he slinked away from the party.

---


2. The Anniversary

“Babe, I have something I want to talk to you about.”

My wife Rebecca looked amazing; she always did. Blonde curly hair, big blue eyes, full pouty lips, she could have been a model, she looked that good. This was the eve of our fifth anniversary, and I assumed that she wanted to chat about our plans for the day.

“I have an idea, something that could be a lot of fun.”

There was a devious glint in her eye, I knew that look, it was the same look she always gave me before sex.

“Y’know how we were talking the other day, about how things have been a little, well… stale!” I nodded, we had indeed had this conversation, Rebecca intimated to me that she had been feeling a little frustrated with our sex life recently, she felt the excitement had gone out of our relationship “I want to try something to spice things up a bit.”

“What do you mean?” I enquired.

“I’ve been doing some reading and I’ve found something that I really want to try. You might be a little reluctant at first, but I think you’ll really like it if you give it a chance.”

I cocked my head and frowned “Okay, I’m not sure what to make of that but I’m listening.”

“I want to try orgasm denial.” Her face was beaming, she seemed to be really excited about this.

“I don’t follow…” I was confused, why would she want to deny herself an orgasm?

“It’s simple honey, I want to be able to tease you, make you really want me, but not let you get off.”

“Oh… you mean me!?!”

“Yes silly. You didn’t think I mean that I was gonna deny myself, did you? You’ve been doing a pretty good job of that already!”

There was a playful tone to her voice but that still hurt. It wasn’t like I had been trying to make my gorgeous wife unhappy, but work had been really stressful lately and I just hadn’t been in the mood for sex very often or had the energy to really satisfy her like she wanted.

“I’m sorry baby, you know how stressful work has been.” I pleaded.

“Yeah, I know so that’s why I thought this would be a lot of fun. We’ve never really been a super experimental couple when it comes to sex, so this could be something that really helps to elevate our marriage. What d’you think?”

The enthusiasm in her voice was undeniable, I could see and hear just how excited she was by this.

“Okay…” I said cautiously “what do you have in mind.”

“So, I was thinking that I want you to deny yourself of any sexual pleasure before our dinner tomorrow. Imagine how worked up you’ll feel while I’m sitting in the restaurant looking super sexy and all you want to do is have your way with me.”

I felt myself blush, I had never heard her talk like this before and I had to admit, that I was getting aroused.

“I bought you a little gift” she said producing a small package from behind her back “go on. Open it!” she demanded.

I looked at the small, wrapped box she had placed in my hand, was it jewellery?

“C’mon! Don’t keep me waiting!” she was almost bouncing with excitement.

I unwrapped the parcel and stared open mouthed at what was inside.

“Do you know what it is?” her voice was now soft, slightly husky “It’s a chastity cage.” She took the cage out of my palm and dangled it before me “put it on.” Her eyes were burning into me, an expression of wanton lust across her face.

“I—erm…” I didn’t know what to make of all this.

“I want you to lock your cock up darling.” She began undoing my trousers “Lock it up for me, and I’ll hold on to the key until after the date.”

I was equal measures confused and turned on as my wife slid my jeans and boxers down to the floor. She stood up and looked me in the eye.

“Put it on.” She whispered seductively “do it for me baby.”

She knew I couldn’t say no to her, I never could when she was like this. It took me a few minutes to work it out, but I managed to squeeze my cock and balls through the base ring. The cage was small, and my penis barely fit inside, it felt quite uncomfortable, and I caught my skin a couple of times as I tried to put the cage in place. The cage had an enclosed locking mechanism, not a padlock. Eventually I got it on. Rebecca turned the key and smiled at me. I blushed, it felt a little humiliating being locked up like this, but strangely arousing too, and I felt my penis strain against its confines.

Rebecca held up the two small keys between her forefinger and thumb and jingled them in front of me.

“There!” she said with an air of self-satisfaction “you’re all mine!”

I noticed a change in my wife’s demeanour, there was a deviousness about her mannerisms all of a sudden. She started tickly my ball sack with her fingernails and closed her lips around my bottom lip, sucking it in and nibbling it with her teeth. I moaned.

“See?” she said with a sexy croak in her throat “I told you it would be fun.

I had to admit that I was very turned on, I had always found my wife irresistibly sexy. So, when she pushed me to my knees, I didn’t hesitate to pull her panties down from under her skirt and place my mouth over her well-groomed mound.

Apparently, having me locked up was a big turn on for her too, and she led me to the bedroom. I spent the next hour going down on her, she moaned and squealed as I got her off, giving her multiple orgasms. I had never achieved that before but with my own pleasure denied by the cage I seemed to become far more compliant. Rebecca held me in place, moving her pelvis around and giving me instructions on how best to please her.

Afterwards I asked her to unlock me, but she refused, teasing me “not until our anniversary babe!” she giggled.


Chapter 2

Rebecca was pulling up her stockings, making a show of dressing herself in the sexy lingerie I had bought her as an anniversary present. The bra, thong and garter belt were lace, pale green. The stockings were sheer white. She looked incredible, like a lingerie model. She took care of herself, ate well, trained at the gym four times a week, she had a body like an athlete. I sat and stared, almost drooling. I had been locked in the cage since the previous afternoon and would have done anything for her to unlock me at this point.

She posed for me a few times in the lingerie set. I took some pictures with her phone. She kissed me tenderly “I love you.” She said softly.

She pulled on the dress; it was a short black satin prom style dress. Strapless, with a fitted waist and pleated skirt that finished above the knee. She looked spectacular. He hair and makeup were immaculate, the diamond earring I had bought her dangled down beside her perfect face. She gave me a twirl.

“How do I look?” she said, knowing full well that she looked mazing.

“Incredible…” I croaked “will you unlock me now?” I pleaded.

“Not until after dinner.” She giggled at the look of desperation on my face.

I groaned, actually it was more of a whimper. I pulled off my tee shirt.

“What are you doing?” she asked, cocking her head.

“I’m going to shower and shave, get ready for our date.”

Rebecca stepped up to me and placed her hand over the front of my joggers, feeling the metal cage beneath. “You don’t need to get ready.” She said, softly, but with a sternness to her tone that caught me off guard.

“What?”

You’re not coming with me.”

I sniggered, of course I was going with her, I had booked a table at a very exclusive restaurant, the chef had two Michelin stars and was world renowned. Rebecca fixed my gaze; her expression was serious.

“You’re staying here while I go on my date.”

I stammered a response “wh—I… I don’t understand…”

I love this new outfit and these earrings you bought me babe. I love that you booked a table at that very special restaurant, so I ‘m going to enjoy it while you stay at home and wait for me.”

“Okay, Rebecca this isn’t funny anymore, unlock me now and stop acting up!” I snapped.

She turned and smiled, pulling the keys out of her purse.

“This” she said, dangling the keys “says that I am in charge. If you want me to unlock you after my date, you’ll be a good boy and do as you’re told. I’m going out for dinner with a friend and then, if you’re lucky, we’ll have some sexy fun later. Trust me, it’s all part of the game.”

I started to protest again but she stepped forward and stopped me with a kiss, again nibbling on my bottom lip “I love you.” She said, and then her phone chimed “that’ll be my cab.”

What could I do? She had me by the balls, literally! I gawped as she sent a message to her friend to say that she was leaving and then I watched helplessly as she left the bedroom and swanned down the stairs.

“Oh, I’m taking your debit card with me so that you still get to pay for dinner.” She called back as she opened the front door.

I moved to the window and watched her walk up the path to the cab, parked in the street outside. She was talking on her phone as she climbed in, a big smile on her face. What was going on?

I spent the evening trying to distract myself and not think about Rebecca out having dinner with one of her girlfriends, on my card. I’m sure she must have something really fun planned, she seemed to like having me with blue balls, and she had promised to unlock me after dinner and that we would have some sexy fun. Still, I was confused and a little anxious. This was highly unusual. But she was right though, even though I wasn’t with her, all I could do was think about how incredible she looked in that dress, and how I wanted to rip it off her.

I was dozing off on the sofa in front of an old film when I heard the front door. I sat bolt upright and rose up off the sofa as Rebecca walked into the front room, she was giggly and clearly a little tipsy.

“H—how was your dinner?” I asked trying not to sound too desperate.

“Oh, it was wonderful babe! We had caviar, and foie gras, a bottle of lovely expensive wine and a couple of glasses of really expensive champagne! It was amazing! Thank you.”

She stepped up to me and placed a hand on the front of my joggers, like before. Her eyes burned into me “how’s my horny hubby?” her voice had a husky, playful tone to it.

“Will you unlock me now babe? This has gone on long enough.”


“Not yet!” 

She turned and walked over to the sofa. Don’t you want to know more about the date you paid for?

I frowned “I mean, you had dinner with one of your friends, it’s hardly a date.”

“Mm hm.” She was smirking, clearly thinking about her ‘date’ “don’t you want to know who it was?”

“I don’t really care honey. I just want this game to end now.”

She wrinkled her nose in that cute way she always did when she was in a playful mood. She shook her head “not yet.”

“Please Rebecca.” I protested.

“Thing is babe. My date is just parking the car. He’ll be here in a second.

“HIM?!?” I protested.

“Yes babe. Him! My date for the night was a perfect gentleman. He was funny and charming and…” she bit her bottom lip “soo sexy!”

I planted my hands on my hips, I could feel my face burning red “that’s not funny Rebecca. Stop this ridiculous game now!” I demanded.

She shook her head again “It’s not a game darling. I decided to celebrate our anniversary with a real man. One who knows how to please a woman and make her feel special, unlike you.” The doorbell rang. “that’ll be him honey. Go and show him in, will you? Oh, and if you want me to unlock your cage, you’ll be very nice and polite, okay?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, this had to be a joke, right?

“C’mon babe, don’t keep him waiting!”

She snapped her fingers and motioned in the direction of the hallway as the doorbell rang again.

Reluctantly I walked over to the front door and opened it. Standing before me, on the front step was my friend, our friend Andrew. He smiled at me in an annoyingly self-assured fashion “evening Chris. Thanks for dinner mate.”

My mouth dropped open. My wife had gone on a date with our friend Andrew, on my card! I couldn’t believe it. I knew that Rebecca found Andrew attractive, she had never made a secret about that. He was a very handsome man, but I never assumed that she would consider cheating!


Chapter 3

I closed the door behind us as Andrew stepped inside. I looked him up and down, Andrew was tall, several inches taller than me, he played Rugby and had the body to prove it. He looked like James Bond in the designer suit he had worn for his date with my wife.

“I’m in here Andrew!” Rebecca called out from the front room.

Andrew looked back at me and winked, then walked to find Rebecca.

I meekly followed behind, I was furious, what was going on here? Any doubts that this was all a big joke soon disappeared as Rebecca greeted Andrew with a long kiss, her hands stroked his cheeks, their tongues wrestled, and their lips smacked right before my eyes.

“Mmm… You’re a great kisser, I always knew you would be.” She said as she stared into his eyes and wiped a little of her lipstick from his lips “much better than my husband.” She peered over his shoulder at me “Babe, would you be nice and invite Andrew to stay the night?”

I gawped, my mouth opening but no words came out. What was she doing? She raised her eyebrows at me in a questioning manner, as if to say I’m waiting. Her hands ran down Andrew’s back and she placed a kiss on his neck, before glancing back at me.

“You can’t be serious?” I protested.

Rebecca let out a sigh “Babe, we talked about this. Behave yourself and do as I ask, okay?”

I shook my head and shrugged “fine. Andrew, would you like to stay the night?” I said with no conviction whatsoever.

Andrew turned to look at me “Sure man.” He made an exhibition of squeezing Rebecca’s arse, which made her squeal in delight.

“Oh Andrew!” She slapped his hand playfully “You’re so naughty! In front of my husband too!”

She had that playful tone in her voice I knew too well. They kissed again, slowly, passionately, then Rebecca took a hold of Andrew’s hand and led him past me towards the stairs.

“C’mon lover. Let’s go to bed.”

As they climbed onto the bottom step Rebecca stopped and turned back to me “don’t just stand there. I want you to watch. This way you can see how a real man makes love to your wife.”

I had no choice, I meekly followed them upstairs, they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. We entered the bedroom and Rebecca immediately started to remove Andrew’s jacket and undo his shirt, she slid it off hastily, revealing his toned sixpack and strong chest. She ran a hand over his skin and let out a lustful sigh.

“Oh my God Andrew… I’ve been wanting this for sooo long!”

I felt like a third wheel and just stood, frozen to the spot as my wife lowered herself to her knees and undid Andrew’s belt and fly. She looked up at him, they had eyes only for each other, it was like I wasn’t even in the room.

Seconds later she had his large cock in her hand, her eyes wide and full of hunger “It’s so much bigger than my husband’s!” she said with thirst and lust in her voice.

Seconds later she was sucking him off, I had never seen her like this, it was like watching a porn film. She stroked with one hand as her head bobbed up and down, making slurping and gagging noises. She moaned as she gave him head, it was like she was eating a delicious ice cream.

I stumbled across the room and slumped down on the chair by the vanity. I looked up as Rebecca stood and slid her dress down. Andrew was fully naked, his huge cock standing to attention, I don’t know why, but I couldn’t take my eyes off it. Andrew picked Rebecca up and then threw her onto the bed. She squealed in excitement; I had never seen her like this.

Andrew slid her panties down and threw them in my direction. Moments later and his face was buried between my wife’s legs. Her fingers tangled in his hair as she threw her head back and moaned.

“Oh yes Andrew! Oh my God, your tongue feels sooo good!”

I watched as he slid a finger inside her pussy, and she let a loud moan of approval. Before long Rebecca was squirming on the bed, panting lustfully. I had gone down on her myself before she had gotten ready for the date and several times the previous night. She loved having her pussy eaten out, I thought I was good at it, but it seemed like Andrew was a sex God, the way he satisfied my wife. Before long, her whole body tensed up and she had powerful orgasm. She screamed his name and ground her pussy into his face.

They didn’t stop there, Rebecca pulled Andrew up to kiss him and I watched as he positioned himself between her legs.

“Please Andrew. Please fuck me!” she begged “fuck me like only a real man can!”

I knew that was aimed at me; it was then first time my presence had been acknowledged since we entered the bedroom.

“Oh, Andrew you’re sooo big!” she was being deliberately more vocal than usual.

I watched as another man; a so-called friend entered my wife. Slowly, she panted and moaned as she felt every centimetre of his long thick member stretching her pussy and filling her up. He was balls deep and Rebecca pulled his face to hers and kissed him passionately. Slowly Andrew started to move his hips and they kissed like lovers. This wasn’t even sex; they were making love!

Rebecca moaned audibly as the love making continued, Andrew seemed to know exactly how to please my wife.

“Oh, fuck Andrew! That feels soo good!” she gasped “I’ve never felt anyone so deep inside me before!”

The long slow fuck continued for at least half an hour before I saw Rebecca’s toes start to curl up and her breathing became ragged. Seconds later she was having the most intense orgasm I had ever seen her have, her whole-body shook, and she wrapped her arms tight around her lovers back.

“Oh God yess Andrew ahhhhh!” she cried out his name as he gave her a body rocking orgasms.

I hoped that my humiliation would end now that she had gotten what she wanted but they didn’t stop. Andrew continued to fuck my wife, faster this time, she gasped and grunted and squealed with each powerful thrust and then, minutes later she had another orgasm. I had never seen anything like it.

I couldn’t believe how much stamina Andrew had. He had already given my wife three orgasm and hadn’t even shot his load yet. I could never do that!

They changed positions. I sat helplessly and watched as Rebecca climbed on top of Andrew, bending down to kiss him as her hips slid up and down on his large penis. After a while Rebecca looked up and stared straight into my eyes.

“I’m not going to unlock you tonight babe. You might as well go and make up the spare room. We’re gonna be busy in here.”


Chapter 4

A month had passed, and I was still locked in chastity. I now slept permanently in the spare room, being forced to listen to Rebecca and Andrew’s passionate love making every night and morning. It turned out that the pair had planned the whole thing weeks in advance. Rebecca had become so disillusioned with our sex life and had confided in Andrew. It was him who had introduced her to the concept of cuckoldry. I had never heard of such a thing. But Rebecca told me that it was best this way. At-least there was a history of friendship between us all, she said that made it better. I didn’t feel that way about it, it was degrading having no choice but to let my wife sleep with another man. But what could I do? She kept the keys to my chastity well hidden. I was at her mercy.

On this Sunday morning they had been going at it for over an hour, Rebecca loved to be vocal and announce her orgasms, screaming Andrew’s name. There was no way the neighbours didn’t know that my wife was getting fucked by her lover. Not by her husband.

I heard the shower start and meekly stepped out onto the landing. The door to their bedroom was open and I could see Rebecca sitting on the edge of the bed pulling on a bra and panties.

“Honey.” She called out to me.

I entered the room and looked at her. She was so gorgeous, despite how I was being treated I still loved her with all my heart.

“Yes dear?” I asked meekly.

“I’ve been thinking. Seeing as Andrew is here almost every night, taking care of his woman. I think it’s only right that he moves in permanently.”

I nodded my head in defeat. In the past month Rebecca had taken full control of our relationship. She had removed my name from our joint account. Had the mortgage rewritten so that it was solely in her name. Of course, I still paid towards it. Rebecca had my wages paid into our… her account. She paid me a monthly allowance, just enough to keep me ticking over.

She held out her hand and motioned for me to step to her. I reach my hand to hers and she smiled up at me.

“When Andrew comes out of the shower, I want you to ask him to move in with us. After that, you can make us breakfast. Then, while we sit and eat the meal you made for us you can go over to Andrew’s place and pack his things for him. We’re going to let out his apartment so you will need to give the whole place a deep clean while you’re there.”

“Yes, my love” I couldn’t even make eye contact with her, but I guess I was getting used to being ordered around like this by now.

“Oh, and your cage…” I looked at her hopefully, was she finally going to unlock me? “I promised that I would unlock you after our anniversary. Well, that’s next year so if you want me to be nice and let you out, you’ll be extremely good to us. Do I make myself clear?”

“Y-yes Rebecca.”

She released my hand and reclined on the bed. “Well, don’t just stand there. Breakfast won’t cook itself! Eggs, smoked salmon and avocado, fresh squeezed orange juice and coffee please darling.”

“Yes dear.” I meekly left the room. A year… a whole year locked in chastity while my wife and her lover get to fuck like rabbits whenever they want, while I tried to sleep in the next room.

“I love you.” She called out as I exited the bedroom.

“I love you too Rebecca.”

---


3. Cucked by a Size Queen




CHAPTER 1

Trina was a hot dark haired alternative girl, naturally slim body with subtle curves in the right places. Both arms were decorated with tattos, as were her back and thighs, she wasn’t what you might call a glammer puss, more into wearing DocMartens with no laces, fishnets with cut down denim shorts or a pleated skirt and band teeshirts. She prefered minimal make up, which would most likely be black eye liner and dark coloured lipstick with black nails. Not quite emo, or goth and not quite punk or rock chick, she walked a line between genres, which pretty much sumned up her character too. Edgy, non-conformist, not afraid to express her true nature, even if that meant not quite fitting in with other people. She liked that, being on the periphery. Not that she was shy, she most certainly wasn’t that. Although not an over the top exhibitionist she attracted attention because she was effortlessly cool and stood out from a crowd. Yes, her unorthodox style added to this, but she stood out simply because it was clear that she was so comfortable in her own skin - she carried herself with a confidence that walked a line between self-assured and cocky. She was twenty three, fresh out of university, having gained a degree in graphic design, which she now used in her capcity as a freelance illuistrator and concept artist. She was good, really good and had already worked on a couple of high profile video games. That was what paid the bills, her other work was more for her own artistic expression. She had a keanness for dark erotica. As it turned out, there was quite a market for this and she had decided to create a crowd funding page to promote her work. It was early days but it was already bringing in enough money to ensure that after paying rent on her single bed flat in central london she had enough disposable income each month to enjoy life.

Yes, Trina had it all going for her. Which is why her boyfriend Sean couldn’t believe his luck. As far as he was concerned Trina was the hottest girl he had ever seen. He fell for her the first moment he saw her. Unfortunately she was already taken at the time. It was in the last year at uni that they met at a mutual friend’s party. Sean immeditaly made a beeline for the hot alternative girl with a plastic pint glass of beer in her hand. He was surprised how effortlessly she flirted with him, there seemed to be genuine chemsitry from the off. But then her possessive now ex boyfriend butted in and broke up the introductions. The ex was a tall, long haired guy. Older, about thirty. It turned out that he was a tattoo artists and had done most of the work on Trina. He didn’t like Sean, he made a point to give Sean that look and cruished his hand when Sean offered his in greeting. It was the typical kind of ‘alpha’ male territorial bullshit Sean had seen many times. How could she be with such a possessive prick? he thought. Naturally Trina was led away and the inevitable public row broke out.

“Don’t worry about them” said Ana, the mutual friend who had invited Sean to the party in the first place “they’re always like that. Pavel’s really jealous… it doesn’t help that Trina will flirt with anything with a pulse, but she only does it to get his attention. I guess they must like the make up sex.”

Pavel Sean thought “sounds Russian” he said mindlessly out loud.

“What?” Ana frowned.

“Oh… Pavel, sounds like a Russian name.”

“Yeah, it’s not his real name, he just thinks it makes him sound cool. He’s not cool. Not if you ask me. But Trina says he has a really big dick so there is that I guess.”

“Hm…” Sean murmred “anyway!”

“Oh sorry… too much info?” Ana took his empty bottle “let me get you another.”

Sean followed Ana to the fridge. She handed him a bottle of beer and then looked into Sean’s eyes, cocking her head, she appeared to read something in his look “you like her don’t you?”

“What no… I mean… I …”

“It’s cool” she giggled “I’ll give her your number. Y’know, just in case fake James Hetfield over there finally gets the elbow.”

Sean looked up just in time to see Trina throwing her drink in Pavel’s face and storming off through the throng of people.

That was it. One week later Sean and Trina were on a first date and the rest, as they say, was history.

Sean sat on the sofa playing a video game. Trina was sitting sideways on the sofa, her legs rested over his lap. She was drawing something on her tablet when Sean let out an expletive as he failed on his fourth attempt to beat the end of level boss. Trina looked up and laughed at him.

“Babe, give it a rest. It’s only a game.”

“Yeah but this boss is really pissing me off!”

Trina placed her tablet down and shifted onto Sean’s lap, taking the controller from his hands and pulling him in to sensual kiss.

“Mmm…. What’s that for?” asked Sean

“Do I need an excuse to kiss my handsome boyfriend?” she said with that insanely sexy tone that never failed to melt Sean like hot butter.

Sean ran a hand up her thigh, settling it on her bum “I love you” he whispered as she kissed again.

He laid her down and undid the button of her shorts, sliding a hand down the front as she cupped his face and moaned into his mouth.

“Mmmm much better than video games!” she groaned as her boyfriend ran a couple of fingers through the folds of her pussy.

They had a very healthy sex life, but Trina could never get enough, she had an insatiable appetite and, although Sean tried his best to keep up with her, he always felt like he couldn’t give her enough.

They undressed each other and made love on the sofa. Trina rubbed her clit furiously as Sean slid his cock in and out. She finsihed him off in her mouth and then pointed down with a look of pure sex on her face. Sean obliged, he liked getting his girlfriend off and she always enjoyed his efforts, he certainly knew what to do with his tongue. This way he could give her multiple orgasms and hope that it would be enough to satisfy her appetite. He enjoyed pleasing her, the way her body would twitch and convulse, the sounds that she made as he pleased her. She was always a vocal lover.

An hour later and Trina was pulling her clothes back on. They lived in separate apartments and she needed to be getting home, an early start on a new project loomed and she needed a good night’s sleep. Sean picked up her tablet and took in the image on the screen. It was some kind of S&M scene. A naked woman on all fours, with her wrists and ankles chained. Either end of her were too large muscular men with leather hoods on. It shocked Sean. He had seen some of her private work and knew that she had an interest in this kind of thing, but this was far more explicit than he had seen before.

Trina pulled her cropped tee shirt down over her head and looked at Sean as he examined the artwork “it’s a private commission for one of my patrons.” She said matter of factly.

“People ask for this kind of stuff? Like, in detail” he was curious, not judgemental.

“Sure. I mean, it’s not always that explicit… but I think it’s kinda hot.”

“If you’re into that kinda thing I suppose…” said Sean handing her the tablet back.

“What?” she said inquisitavely, scanning his face with her eyes.

Sean looked back and shook his head a little confused by the open ended question. Trina just shrugged, then bent down and kissed him goodbye.

“G’night lover!” she said as she headed for the door.

Trina only lived a few streets down from Sean and was back at her appartment in about fifteen minutes. She threw her bag down on the sofa and then went in to the kitchen to pour out a glass of water. She took a sip and then walked over the the desk in the corner and turned on her Mac Book, switching on the large high res flat screen moniter. Within a couple of minutes she had a library of artwork up on the screen. These were some of her private commissions. She knew that Sean had seen much of her work, but he hadn’t seen these. The piece that was on her tablet was tame by comparison. It turned out that there was quite a market for fetish art, and her work was of the highest quality. There was a painterly quality to it which suited her more mainstream conept artwork, but that also gave the fetish images a comic art feel that really brought them to life.

She flipped through a couple of foilders and then found one titled ‘MMF’. It was full of images like the one Sean had seen, but many of them were even more explicit. Two males, having sex with one female in every image. Spitroasts, double penetration of every imaginable combination and every sexual position that three people could get into. She took a moment to look at some of her favourites. Something about these images always got her juices flowing, maybe it was because of this work that she always seemed to be horny whenever Sean saw her. She smiled to herself as she thought about her boyfriend. She did love him, perhaps not as much as he loved her, but she really liked having him around, and not just because he would do almost anything for her. She chuckled to herself as she shut the Mac down. She should feel lucky to have such a doting boyfriend. She had definitely been a wild child in her younger days, especially the two years she was with Pavel. Sean was a positive calming influence on her, he grounded her.

After doing her ablutions Trina stripped down and climbed into bed. She text Sean ‘night night bae xx’ then turned her phone off. She took a moment to reflect, early in their relationship she hadn’t been so enamoured. She knew that he was into her, her friend Ana had practically begged her to go on a date with him, the nice guy she needed after ‘charity shop James Hetfield’. To Trina, Sean would just be a rebound, someone to hook up with to forget her hot ex. So, when she dropped some of Pavel’s things off to him just after the break-up, it didn’t seem wrong to have one final night of lust with him. She had never been in love with him, but he was hot in a ‘too cool for school’ kind of way. A biker and tatooist with long hair and a really big cock. If she was honest with herself, that was the only reason she had put up with his insecure, controlling ways for as long as she did. She couldn’t get enough of sucking and riding his big dick. God she thought that makes me sound so fucking shallow! Still, she brought hertrself off thinking about her ex boyfriend before falling into a deep restful sleep.


CHAPTER 2

Despite Trina’s occasional fantasies about her ex boyfriend and the fetsih artwork, she was happy in her relationshiop with Sean. They had a lot of similar interests and she liked how into her Sean was. Sometimes she teased him that he was like a little puppy following it’s master around. He wasn’t what the internet might call a ‘simp’ he had some self-esteem at least. He just really loved his sexy girlfriend. Their sex life was good and he was always keen to try anything new she suggested. Yes, she had a kinky side and Sean was open minded enough to experiment with her, something none of her previous boyfriends had been interested in. That might have been because she always went out with macho princks, like Pavel. Tall, strong looking men with that ‘bad boy’ look. Usually because they were animals in bed, but that unfortunately meant that they were often hyper-controlling arseholes outside the bedroom. Typical insecure ‘alpha’ males, she mused. Not like Sean, the good guy who had stepped in and made her realise that relationships don’t have to be borderline abusive. He was a nice guy, safe… and good looking too, the kind of dark fringe you might see on the singer of an emo rock band, a couple of tattoos of his own and a body that that was lean, more like a swimmer than a rugby player.

But the problem was that Trina was young, she had her whole adult life to settle down and do the domestic Goddess thing. Despite how accommodating Sean was and how hard he tried to keep her sexual urges satisfied, it just never was enough. He even joked about it from time to time

“You’re too much woman for one man” he’d say.

She used to tease him back “maybe I’ll go get myself another boyfriend or three.” She never meant it, she just liked messing with him.

But recently she had been thinking about it more, and this was coming out in her artwork. Perhaps she had let Sean see that image on her tablet on purpose, just to sow the seeds? She wasn’t sure herself but as time passed she got more and more obsessed with the idea of being taken by two men. So, as the pair laid in bed one Saturday morning after some intense morning sex – not as intense as the previous night’s effoerts which involved handcuffs, a vibrating butt plug and some seriously dirty talk – but still, it was pretty good.

“Babe” she said as she nibbled his ear, her body warm from the afterglow of an orgasm “do you ever get irritated by me?”

Sean rolled over to look at his beautiful girlfriend, his eyes flitted over her face, the pale skin, the piercings in her eyebrow, nose and lip, the tongue stud that she chewed between her lips and he frowned “never!” he proclaimed.

“Oh that’s a fucking lie!” she giggled.

“Okay… I mean, sometimes you can be a total wind up and you do know how to hit my buttons, but no, you don’t irritate me. Like, I never sit and think ‘God my girlfriend is such an annoying pain in the arse’ or anything like that.”

Trina stroked his cheek and placed a gentle kiss on his lips that lingered for a few seconds “I love you.” She whispered through a gorgeous smile.

“Okay, you never say that” Sean grinned “what do you want?”

“Well… that vibrating butt plug did feel really good last night!” she giggled.

“You have a one track mind.” Sean chided.

“I know I do. I can’t help it. I do think about sex a lot… I dunno, sometimes I think I should get therapy or something, but then I tell myself it’s all down to my handsome, charming boyfriend.”

The pair kissed again, this time wrapped in an embrace, their tongues seeking each other’s out. Trina’s hand slid down under the duvet and found Sean’s semi-erect cock. He was an adequate size, long enough and thick enough and usually stayed hard enough to give her pleasure. But defintely smaller that Pavel’s. She pushed the thoughts of her arsehole ex out of her head… why should she still be thinking about him over a year after she dumped him so pupblicly? After that one night of animalistic break-up sex… Sean’s penis grew hard at her touch. Trina licked her hand and teased the head, her nose hovering milimitres from his, she gazed into his eyes with that all too familiar sexual fire burning behind them. She really was insatiable. Sean closed his eyes and moaned from the tingles running up his spine as she stimulated the sensitive glans.

“How much do you love me?” she enquired, this was unsual, she rarely asked this kind of question, she wasn’t your typically insecure, needy young lady.

“Mmm… right now there isn’t a number in existance to answer that.” Sean groaned.

He leaned in to claim a kiss but she pulled away and giggled. She loved teasing her man. Sean let out a moan of despair and then tried again, she moved away again.

“You have to earn it.” She whispered in a sultry tone.

“H- how?” Sean gasped as she ran her thumb up the underside of his glans, sending sensations up through his abdomen and making him squirm and moan.

“I want to try something new.” She said, her voice low and husky.

“Wh-what?” Sean was desperate for his girlfriend’s lips. As pleasurable as this was, it felt like torture and she knew it.

“Have you ever thought about a threesome?”

Sean opened his eyes, but she rubbed her thumb over the sensitive spot again, his eyes closed on instinct “uhhh” came his frustrated moan.

“Is that a yes?” she giggled.

“N-no! I- it’s just… oh God that… please stop it’s too much!”

Trina moaned from inside her throat, a moan that sounded almost like a purr “no chance!” there was vocal fry in her voice as she continued to tease and torture her boyfriend “I’m serious babe. Can you imagine how hot it would be to fuck me from behind while I’m sucking another guy’s cock?”

“Wh-what? N… Ohhhh!” Sean was struggling to concentrate on anything.

“We could find someone we both approve of. Someone we could trust. It’ll be fun!”

“Trina please…” Sean grabbed her wrist with one of his hands but she twisted his balls, causing some pain “Ow!”

“Uh uh… let me continue babe, you like it don’t you?” she teased “go on, say you like it.”

“I-I like it!”

“Do you want me to make you cum?” she purred.

“Y-yesss! Please!” Sean’s words were coming out in ragged gasps.

“So you’ll agree to at-least think about it? A threesome?”

Sean looked at her a mix of desperation and annoyance on his face, he knew he was being set-up. Trina removed her hand.

“I could just stop” she said bluntly.

Sean sighed and then momentarily composed himself “wh-what’s brought all this on babe? Are you being serious?”

Trina replaced her hand back on her lovers cock “I am… just think about it. It’ll be like all the other games we have played in bed. You always say that I’m too much for one man—”

“But I don’t want to share you!” he protested.

“You’re not usually selfish babe” she teased, then lowered her voice to a seductive whisper “just think about it. If we try, and we like it, we can get a girl the next time…. I know you’d like that!”

By now Sean was on the edge. Trina gave him the kind of sexy look that always melted him and made him submit to her desires, often to his detriment “okay…” he exhaled.

Trina started to rub his cock more furiously “I love you!” she said as she planted a deep kiss on him. She slid down under the duvet and finished him off in her mouth.

After sex the pair were sat downstairs in Trina’s flat eating breakfast that Sean had made. He was the better cook out of the two, she mostly ate take away when she was home alone. But Sean always said ‘those who cook for themselves will always be healthier than those who don’t’. Sat opposite each other at the small dining table. Sean shoved some scrambled eggs and toast in his mouth, the smell of fresh coffee filling the flat.

“I won’t do it if you’re uncomfortable babe.” Said Trina finally retuirning to the topic of sex.

“Hm?” Sean looked up at her, a frown on his face.

“A threesome.” Her tone was tentative, not wanting to sound too insistant or to upset her boyfriend.

Sean put his fork down and rubbed the back of his head “I dunno babe... i-it’s a lot to consider. I mean, I know it’s one of those things a lot of people are into but I really don’t know if I want to share you with anyone else. I… do I not satisfy you?”

“What?” Trina leaned over the table and grabbed her boyfriend’s hands reassuringly “Babe. You know you do it’s just… I dunno. I guess it’s like anything. You can only have so much of something before it becomes just… y’know—”

“Boring?” Sean chipped in.

“NO!” Trina wined “Babe, don’t be like that. Just give it some thought. It’ll be a bit of fun and if you don’t enjoy it, we won’t do it again. I just really want to try it and… you’re my boyfriend! I want to try it with you!”

Sean frowned as he examined her face “does that mean you’ll try it with someone else if I say no?”

Trina stared at Sean, then looked away blushing. She had just realised that the idea of having sex with two complete strangers wasn’t off the table for her. She bit her bottom lip “I- I don’t want it to come to that baby.”

“This really means a lot to you doesn’t it?”

Trina looked back up at her boyfriend, she nodded “yeah… it really does. I can’t explain it.”

“Why can’t we be like other couples?” Sean enquired.

“What does that mean?”

“They have conversations about trying things like bunjee jumping or where to eat out… not about having kinky sex with strangers.”

“Are you mocking me?” Trina was genuinely and uncharacteristically a little irrited by this.

Now it was Sean’s turn to reach over the table and take his girlfriend’s hands “No. It’s just that this is a very unorthodox request Trina. You know I would do anything for you, I love you! But this… this is a lot!”

“I know babe. I won’t pressure you… Oh God look at the time!” Trina sprang up staring at the digital clock on the wall..

“What?” Sean looked around in alarm.

“I’m gonna be late for Pilates!”

“Pilates!?!” Sean almost spat his coffee out.

“Yeah. Pilates is the reason I can get into all those positions you like.” She giggleed as she kissed her boyfriend on the head.

“Okay, I’ll drop you off.” Sean sunk his coffee and grabbed his car keys.

---

“Babe, you’re the best!” Trina threw her arms around Sean’s neck and planted a big kiss on him.

It had been several days since the question was asked and Sean had pondered long and hard. He was an open minded guy, he enjoyed experimenting with Trina, but it had always been between them. He enjoyed the intimacy with his girlfriend. Honestly, he enjoyed doing anything with her, whether it was walking in the park, riding bikes along the canal, partying on a Saturday night or just watching telly. She was great company, playful, happy-go-lucky, always cheerful and always filthy in the bedroom.

Trina kissed him a couple more times and then pulled back, looking him in the eye “are you sure?” she asked quetly.

“Hmm… I’m not hundred percent into it, but if you want to try it then I want to experience it with you.” He said softly.

“Sean, you’re the best boyfriend ever!” she kissed him again “I’ve already got some candidates “she said enthusiastically.

“I’m sorry what?” Sean was taken aback.

“Yeah” she said pulling her phone out and getting up an ‘alternative’ dating site “I took the liberty of starting a dating account on this swingers site.”

“Swingers??!” Sean almost spat the words out.

“Yeah… I mean, it’s more than that, it’s basically just a hook-up site for people with alternative tastes. Anyway, I matched with a few guys and there’s a couple here who seem legit.”

Sean gazed open mouthed “y-you’ve been chatting with other guys?”

“yeah!” she looked up at Sean and lowered the phone for a moment “babe, it’s just research. We don’t wanna hook-up with just anyone do we? We need to find someone who understands the arrangement and won’t be disrespectful, right?”

“I guess.”

Trina gave him a reassuring smile “don’t worry, I haven’t shared any nudes or anything like that. I just wanted to dip my toes in the water and see what it’s all about. I did a bunch of reading and there’s all these rules an’ stuff. Y’know, to make sure everything is safe and consensual.”

“So… what did you put on your profile?” Sean sounded nervous.

“The truth… look!” she showed her profile to him. There was a picture of her, from the neck down, posing in the mirror wearing a crop top and pleated mini skirt, knee high socks and D.M. boots, not uncommon attire for her. The profile said ‘Young horny couple seek male partner for first time bedroom fun. Must be genuine, honest and clean.’

“Wow” sean said in disbelief “that- That’s really something!”

Trina chuckled “Well, I did consider putting ‘must have massive cock’ but I didn’t think you’d be down with that.” She teased.

“Yeah, you’re definitely right.”

Despite his reservations Sean let Trina enthusiastically talk him into helping her choose their potential partner. They narrowed it down to two and Trina messaged them directly.

A couple of days later and Trina was showing Sean a string of messages between her and a guy named Andre. He was a little older, mixed race and very handsome. His profile said that he was 188cm tall, slightly taller than Sean. There was a topless picture of him, he looked athletic, lean and toned. A little more muscular than Sean, but Sean looked after himself, as did Trina, so he wasn’t fussed about a little extra muscle. The interactions seemed respectful enough. It turned out that Andre had done this a few times and he had insisted that they meet up for a drink. An ice breaker to finally decide if there was both chemistry and trust. He seemed very genuine.

So here they were, both Trina and Sean sat next to each other on a sofa in the corner of a nearby pub, Andre sat opposite, placing a half drunk pint of Guinness down on the table between them.

“Okay, Andre, so what do you think?” asked Trina.

“I think you two look like a great couple. Are you sure you want this?”

They had been chatting for a while and got to know each other a little bit. Sean was beginning to relax a little, Andre seemed like a really nice bloke. He was a P.E. teacher at a local school and played Rugby at weekends.

Trina wrapped her hands around Sean’s arm and looked at her boyfriend as she answered “Yeah… it’s all good. Right babe?”

“Yeah… I guess.” Confirmed Sean

“Look mate, I can tell you’re a little unsure. I get it.” Said Andre “this is your girlfriend and you feel… territorial. That’s normal, it’s your masculine instinct. But I promise you, I’m not gonna come between you too. You gotta compartmentalise this kinda stuff. There’s no room for sentiment… apart from in the moment, y’know?”

“Hmm… yeah” Sean looked at Trina who was staring at him almost pleadingly, the kind of look that always melted his heart and made him give in to her “Okay. Let’s do it.”

“Mwah!” Trina planted a big kiss on Sean’s cheek and then took his face in her hands made him look directly at her “I love you” She said in a reassuring tone “you have nothing to be nervous about.” Then she turned back to Andre “Okay man. How about tomorrow night? You free?” her enthusiasm was a little disarming for Sean.

Andre shrugged casually “Sure. I’m free.”

The trio had a couple more drinks, shared some jokes and some anecdotes and then parted ways.

“I’m super proud of you babe.” Said Trina, clinging to her boyfriend as they strolled back to his flat “I know you’re still a bit unsure but it’ll be fun.”

“Hmm… for you maybe.”

“No babe. For both of us! You still get to fuck me and, like I said, if we enjoy this, we’ll get a girl next. I know you want that... every man wants two women in his bed, right?”

Sean sniggered “yeah, I guess.” He still wasn’t certain, but he really wanted to let his girlfriend have her fantasy and Andre did seem like a decent bloke.

The following night and the trio were at Trina’s flat. A few drinks had gone down to loosen their inhibitions and they had each done a line of coke off her coffee table, Trina had scored the gear, Sean didn’t ussually indulge, but she had dabbled in the past, being the wild child that she was, so she knew it would help. Both Sean and Andre were sat on the sofa as Trina stood before them, some dark synthwave music filling the room, as she writhed and danced for them, stripping her clothes off. By now Sean was enamoured by his girlfriend’s sexiness and any reservations he had held beforehand were soon pushed aside.

Trina, now fully naked, stepped forward and sat on Sean’s lap, she cupped his face and kissed him deeply and passionately. Then she turned and pulled Andre in for a kiss, she moaned into his mouth, he was a good kisser. Not better than Sean, just different, and it was as much the taboo of kissing another man in the presence of her boyfriend that really turned her on more than anything.

After a few minutes of gentle foreplay, Trina rose to her feet taking a hand of each man to pull them up to their feet “Let’s go to the bedroom” she said seductively.


CHAPTER 3

Trina didn’t even shut the bedroom door, what was the point? She pulled Sean in for a kiss, rubbing her hand against the front of his jeans. Sean’s hands ran slowly down her sides and settled on her pert, sexy bum. She slid his tee shirt off and then undid his jeans and slid her hand inside his briefs to feel his engorged penis, her mouth never leaving his.

“Oh babe!” she said into his mouth “you’re super hard!” Trina let out a little gasp as she felt another pair of hands reach around and grab her perky pierced breasts “mmm....” she moaned as Andre’s large hands rubbed her boobs.

She felt him press against her back, he had removed his tee shirt and she could feel his milky coffee coloured skin against her pale tattooed flesh. She continued to tease her boyfriend’s cock as she turned her head and met Andre’s mouth with hers. This was already turning out every bit as good as she had imagined. Two hot guys, touching her naked body, kissing her, turning her on. She could feel the moistness between her legs and let out a satisfied moan as Andre kissed down her neck and nibbled her shoulder. Sean turned her back to him and reclaimed her mouth, her hand still working his penis just the way he liked it.

She broke away from the kiss and whispered as she looked into Sean’s eyes “take your trousers off babe.”

Sean stepped back and started to slip out of his jeans and boxers. Trina turned to face Andre and ran her hands down his chest and sixpack. She liked his body, he wasn’t overly muscular, just athletic. She had an inkling that Andre was well hung, she could tell by the size of his hands and, she had felt his bugle while he rubbed up against her. He was wearing a pair of grey cotton joggers, the kind that taper down to the ankles, his abs faded into that sexy v shape that disappeared under the waist band of his bottoms. She fixed his eyes with hers, there was a fire burning behind them. She slid Andre’s joggers down as she sank to her knees. Then she pulled down his briefs and there it was, right before her eyes. A big thick penis, about the same size as her 9-inch dildo. Her eyes grew wide, and she looked up at Andre, her whole face lit up with lust.

“Oh my God!” she gasped, wrapping both hands around his shaft “it’s huuuge!” there was no denying how impressed she was.

Sean looked on, standing behind his girlfriend as she enthusiastically wrapped her lips around another man’s cock, and started to bob her head up and down. There was no licking, teasing, no hesitation. She devoured him. Both hands still around the shaft as she went to town on it. Andre had his hands around her head and opened his eyes and looked straight at Sean.

“Jesus she’s good!” he gasped “oh my fucking God, your girlfriend is a—"

“Very lucky girl!” Trina interrupted, looking up at him and laughing, before swallowing his dick again.

She stayed on her knees, making gaging and slurping sounds as she took his big cock down her throat time and again. She couldn’t get enough of it, saliva dribbled down her chin, she couldn’t explain it but there was something incredibly hot about sucking a cock, especially a big one. But then she stopped for a second and looked back at Sean. She reached back a hand and motioned for him to come to her. Without thinking Sean got down on his knees and she pulled him in to a passionate kiss. It suddenly occurred to Sean that her mouth had just seconds ago been around Andre’s dick, and he pulled away. Trina didn’t bat an eye lid; she just returned her attention to Andre’s cock.

Sean tried to rub her pussy from behind, but she was sitting back on her heels so that she could take the large penis all the way down her throat, letting Andre literally fuck her face. Trina stopped and looked back at Sean, momentarily refocussing on the fact that there were two men in the room. She stood, one hand still around Andre’s shaft and walked over to the bed.

She climbed up onto the mattress and got on all fours. Sean climbed up behind her, finally he was going to get some action, he thought. Trina rubbed the crack of her arse against his shaft as Andre positioned himself in a tall kneeling position in front of her, she was glaring at him, her mouth open and tongue hanging out in pure lust. She shifted herself forward, away from Sean and used her tongue to hook Andre’s dick into her mouth again. Sean shifted forwards and started to press his cock into her wet vagina, but then Trina pulled away from Andre and looked back at him.

“I want you to make me cum with your mouth baby.” Her tone was seductive but insistent.

Sean hesitated, but then he parted her cheeks with his hands and buried his face in her crack. Trina let out a sensual moan and then took Andre into her mouth again. She was so turned on by the attention from both men that it didn’t take long for Sean to get her off, she came hard, spitting Andre’s cock out as her orgasm reached its peak.

“Oh my God babe, that felt sooo good!” she reassured her boyfriend who was now desperate to fuck his wanton girlfriend.

But Trina had other ideas. Without realising that she was seemingly rejecting her boyfriend, she pushed Andre down onto his back and straddled him. Her wet pussy hovered over his cock as she guided it into position with one hand. As the monster cock slid into her centimetre by spine tingling centimetre she groaned and moaned audibly, her body quivering from the sensations radiating out from her hypersensitive pussy. Sean stayed knelt on the bed watching as his girlfriend impaled herself on another man’s penis.

She didn’t even glance back at Sean, by now she had eyes only for Andre. She cupped his cheeks with her hands, her breasts pressing into his chest, and initiated a deep lustful kiss, her hips now sliding up and down on the 9-inch cock. Her moans made Sean feel inadequate.

“Er... babe” he said meekly.

But Trina was in a world of her own “Oh my God Andre your dick feels so good!” she cried out “It’s so fucking big! I’d forgotten how good a big dick feels!”

Suddenly Trina sat up and leaned back one hand rubbing her clit furiously and the other tweaking her nipples as she bounced up and down. Of course, Sean had seen her like this before, this was how she liked to fuck, she was an animal in bed. But he’d obviously never seen her like this with another man. He felt like a third wheel.

“Yes, Andre yes! Shit that’s so deep! Oh God Andre!” she cried “make me cum Andre, make me cum!!”

Baby? Sean thought, no he rationalised compartmentalise that’s what Andre had said.

“Yes, Andre yes!” Trina’s eyes were clamped shut her voice was breaking and quivering “Oh shit I’m... I’m fucking cumming!” she squealed loud enough for the entire block to have heard her. Probably not the first time, she was usually noisy with Sean too, but this seemed somehow louder, more enthusiastic.

Trina collapsed onto Andre’s chest her whole back heaving as she came down from an intense orgasm. Maybe now is my turn? Sean thought to himself as she reached over and stroked her back. But instead of acknowledging him, she pulled Andre in for another passionate kiss and then started riding his cock again.

“I want more Andre; I need more of your fucking amazing cock!”

It occurred to Sean that Andre hadn’t even cum yet and that he wasn’t wearing a condom either. I hope he doesn’t cum inside her he thought to himself. At which point he got off the bed, stepped back and watched as his girlfriend - the love of his life - enthusiastically bounced her arse up and down, her cheeks slapping against Andre’s pelvis and although her pussy was making loud squelching sounds, they were barely audible over her whimpers and moans. It was like watching a porn film.

“Fuck this!”” he muttered under his breath, grabbing his clothes off the floor as he huffed out the door.

He tried to convince himself that it would all be over soon, that Andre would go home and then he could have Trina all to himself again. He sat slumped on the sofa, head in hands, the sex sounds increasing in volume. He heard the bed creak and some shifting around as they presumably changed position and then Trina squealed out.

“Oh, shit Andre, that’s so deep! Oh yes right there, right there, that’s my spot!” she wasn’t letting up.

He guessed by the cues she was giving that they were now in prone bone, her favourite position, which allowed that really deep penetration she enjoyed so much. Sean could hear Andre huffing as his hips slammed into his girlfriend’s arse and each thrust was met by a pained gasp or squeal from Trina. He laid down on the sofa and sandwiched his head between two cushions.

“Oh, fuck Andre you’re gonna make me cum again oh yessss!”

Wow thought Sean. He knew she was multi-orgasmic, he himself had given her multiple orgasms with his tongue, and she always came a couple of times before he did. But it sounded like she was enjoying Andre far too much. Still, they would be finished soon, they had to be, he tried to convince himself.

The bed was creaking the mattress thumping as Andre rammed into Trina’s sopping wet pussy, she was now making weird animal sounds, like some kind of ragged cry “cumming… sooo… muuuuch!!!”

Sean pressed the cushions harder trying to block out the sound of his girlfriend having what sounded like one long drawn-out orgasm as another man pounded her like she owed him money.

Eventually the sounds stopped, and Sean could hear Trina catching her breath “fuck Andre I’ve never cum that much before!” she gasped between breaths.

That’s when the bed started to creak again, then Trina purred “ju-just take it slow baby. That’s it, slowly… oh my God it burns! Sean let out a fuck! Under his breath, he knew what this meant “holy shit Andre, you’re splitting my arse apart!” Trina yelped “that’s it, just… slowly… ohhhh Goddd you’re stretching me so much!!”

What the fuck?? Sean huffed. She was letting him fuck her in the arse now? Sean pressed the pillows tighter to his head trying to block the sound out. A few minutes later, as the pace clearly picked up, he could hear Andre’s voice rising, a growl emanating from his throat. Surely not, Sean mused.

“Oh, fuck yes Andre, your cock feels sooo good in my arse baby! Yes, that’s it… cum Andre, I wanna feel your load inside me!” Andre let out a roar and Trina squealed as he clearly climaxed inside of her “oh my God Andre, so much cum! Fuck you’re filling me up!”

Sean let out a little sob. This wasn’t what they had planned at-all. How had he let this happen? Fortunately, the sex noises subsided. For a moment Sean thought it was all over and Andre would leave, but then it became obvious that they were making out. Trina was far from finished with her new toy and she moaned hungrily into his mouth, her muffled words indistinguishable through the door. She was insatiable and when she was this turned on there was no stopping her.

Sean must have fallen asleep shortly after that because he awoke with start sometime later.

“Oh shit. Fuck, you’re still here!”

Trina was standing over Sean’s sleepy body on the sofa, naked, vaginal fluids running down the inside of her thighs.

“What the fuck Trina?!” Sean tried to sound angry more than upset, maybe it was because he was half asleep, but his question came out more like a mournful wine.

Trina knelt down on one knee and placed a hand gently over Sean’s mouth “shh, baby. Andre’s asleep... I think I wore him out.” she bit her lip to stifle a giggle.

Sean’s voice was muffled as he tried to speak. Trina took her hand away, placing one finger over her lips to say shh. Sean tried again “wh-what time is it?”

“I dunno, ‘bout four o’clock, I think. Honestly babe. I thought you had gone home.”

Sean frowned, open mouthed and shook his head in disbelief “Trina, what... this isn’t what we—”

She cut him off “keep it down!” she whispered “look, I know I got a bit carried away. I’m sorry, it’s just, I dunno. I was enjoying myself and—” she paused as she examined the pained expression on her boyfriend’s face, she narrowed her eyes as a sense of guilt came over her. “Look, babe. I’m really sorry, I am. I’ll make it up to you... I promise!” she kissed him on the lips “but right now, I really have to pee. I think you better just go. I’ll call you tomorrow, okay?”

Sean scowled “me? Why can’t Andre go?”

“Because he’s asleep and...” she bit her bottom lip “well, I’ve not finished with him yet, I think we’re just gonna stay and chill here for a bit tomorrow.” She kissed Sean on the lips, a quick peck “I really need to pee babe… don’t be here when I get back.”

With that Trina quickly tiptoed across the apartment to the bathroom. Sean sat staring into space for a moment. How can she be so blasé, he thought to himself? What was going on here? She had just cheated on him, there was no way her neighbours wouldn’t have heard her screaming Andre’s name… The sound of Trina emptying her bladder snapped him out of his brooding contemplation. He stood up and stormed out, making sure to slam the door loud enough to wake Andre and the whole building on the way out.
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