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Julia 07

Julia receives an invitation to attend a Retirement Ball for her ex-lecturer and decides to attend, even though she won’t know any of the other attendees. Once there, she meets two charming young men who both vie for her affections, each trying to persuade her to choose him over the other. But as the night progresses, she realises her choice doesn’t have to be a simple either-or decision.

Later that evening, after doing something she’d never have believed herself capable of, Julia realises she hadn’t made the most of the situation. This may be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to lose herself in the ecstasy of surrendering herself to two men at the same time.

Could she live with herself if she did it? Then again, could she ever forgive herself if she didn’t…?
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Chapter One

Julia reversed into a space on the hotel carpark and stared at the red-brick building. She’d walked past it dozens of times during the three years she’d spent in the city as a student, but had never really appreciated its classical architecture before. This would be the first time she’d ever been inside.

She grabbed her holdall and garment bag—containing her new dress and currently her most expensive item of clothing—and headed for reception.

On checking in she discovered her room was in the newer part of the building, which housed a conference centre. The room was clean and tasteful with twin beds and a small bathroom, probably purpose-built for conference attendees. She had no doubt the older rooms in the main part of the hotel would be a lot nicer, but this one had come at a special rate thanks to the deal the university had made.

It felt strange to be back in Nottingham, but Dr Ritchie was finally hanging up his lab coat. He’d been Julia’s favourite lecturer during her degree: a mad-professor character with a dry sense of humour. She’d enjoyed her studies, and he’d written her a glowing reference when she’d applied for her first job as a new graduate. She was a little apprehensive because tonight she’d have to tell him she’d left the scientific world and moved to work in the financial sector.

The invitation letter had said that only ex-students who’d contributed to Dr Ritchie’s long-running organo-metallic project were being invited, the numbers limited to one student per academic year; effectively there’d be little chance of her knowing any of the other attendees. Considering the six months she’d endured since ending her relationship with Robert, Julia thought being surrounded by complete strangers would be the perfect way to spend an evening.

Since it was a sunny afternoon and she had a couple of hours to kill, she wandered through the city to check out some of her old haunts before heading back to the hotel at around five-thirty.

After ordering a glass of wine from room service, she relaxed in a hot bath. She dried herself, slipped on a black thong, and did her hair and makeup before getting dressed. Her black dress clung like a second skin, emphasising her slim waist and the swell of her hips. The black straps crossed on her chest before going over the shoulders so she couldn’t wear a bra, but her boobs were fairly small and still pert. A pair of black high heels, black hold-up stockings and a faint dusting of glitter on her back and shoulders completed the outfit. She checked her reflection in the mirror one final time, then made her way down to the function room.

Pre-dinner drinks were being served in a small bar just to the side of the function room. Dr Ritchie stood by the door, a broad grin on his face. He hadn’t changed much in nine years. His hair was still quite long and his tinted glasses gave him the appearance of a veteran rocker.

His face broke into a wide smile when he saw her. “Ah, Julia, lovely to see you.”

Taking his hand, she smiled back. “Thank you, it’s lovely to have been invited.”

He indicated to the woman at his side. “My wife, Deidre,” he said, squeezing Julia’s hand before releasing it. “This is Julia, one of my favourite-ever students.”

Julia shook the woman’s hand and smiled again, a little embarrassed by the introduction. The woman was quite a bit younger than her husband and looked very glamorous in a revealing dress.

Dr Ritchie spoke again before his wife had a chance to say anything. “What are you up to, nowadays?”

Julia grimaced. “I’ve actually sold my soul and moved into the world of finance.”

Dr Ritchie laughed and nodded his approval. “Good move. There’s bugger-all money in being a scientist, that’s for sure.”

As more guests arrived, Julia moved away to allow them to approach Dr Ritchie. She took a glass of champagne from a waiter’s tray, and made her way towards a group of other guests in formal dress. Most people tended to give their first name and the year they were on the project, so Julia introduced herself as Julia 07.

She recognised a couple of other lecturers but none of the other students, which wasn’t surprising. One thing that she hadn’t considered was the ex-students’ age range; since the project had been running for well over thirty years, some were in their mid-fifties others in their early twenties.

Dr Ritchie got everyone’s attention and asked them to go through to the function room as dinner was about to be served. The crowd headed through, and Julia found herself on a table with Dr Ritchie and his wife, another lecturer, and six other students. She sat next to a lady in her forties who introduced herself as Vicky 94. Over dinner they chatted about their time in Nottingham and the university itself. Vicky revealed she’d stayed in science, and had taught chemistry before being promoted to head mistress a couple of years earlier.

When Vicky confessed to being recently separated, Julia offered the appropriate condolences, but of course this reminded her of Robert. One of the senior managers in her firm, he’d told her he’d separated from his wife and moved into a small flat in town. He’d described how much he missed his children, and she’d offered him sympathy and support. After going out a few times, they’d become lovers. He’d explained that he couldn’t see her at weekends because that was when he saw his children, and he didn’t want them exposed to his new partner too soon. Like a fool, she’d believed him. Several months later, she’d overheard colleagues talking about Robert and his family moving into a huge country house that was too far away for him to commute every day.

Julia had been both devastated and infuriated. She’d ended the relationship immediately, but soon realised that all her peers knew about their affair. Worse—they’d pretty much known about it from the start and apparently assumed she’d only been with Robert to improve her chances of promotion. What sort of woman did they think she was?

Julia pushed him out of her thoughts. She was here to have a good time. The dinner was excellent, and the dessert probably contained more calories than Julia usually ate per day. One of the other tables was noticeably more raucous than the other two, with a lot of giggling taking place. There were two young guys who seemed to be the main cause of the laughter. Julia watched with more than a little envy—she could do with being cheered up.

When dinner was finished, Julia excused herself and went to the loo. On her way back she stopped at the bar and ordered another cup of coffee. Slipping onto a tall stool at one of the high tables while she waited, she noticed the two guys from the raucous table coming out of the function room. They approached her.

“Hi,” said the fair haired one. “Do you mind if we join you?”

“Not at all. Please…” She nodded at the other stools at her table.

Both men smiled and sat down. The blond held out his hand. “Mark 10.”

“Julia 07.” She transferred her handshake to the other man, who had black hair and dark brown eyes.

“Paul 11.”

When the barman delivered Julia’s coffee, Mark ordered himself a glass of red wine and Paul asked for a beer. Julia asked for a glass of Prosecco for after her coffee.

Mark looked at Julia. “I can’t believe old man Ritchie kept you on his table instead of letting you mix with us young single guys.”

She smiled. “From what I heard, your table was having a lot more fun than ours.”

Mark nodded. “Paul was showing naked pictures of himself, and all the women found them hilarious.”

Julia smiled, looking from one to the other. “Did you two just meet tonight?”

Paul shook his head. “No, we did the first two years of our degrees together. But he was such a nightmare I decided to do a year in industry before the honours year just to get away from him.”

“That’s what he tells people.” Mark leaned closer and half-whispered, “I happen to know he couldn’t keep up with us bright things and had to re-sit his entire second year.”

“He’s delusional. It’s one of the side-effects of his anti-obesity drugs.”

Julia laughed out loud. Neither of the men looked like they’d ever struggled with a weight problem.

The waiter returned with their drinks, then Paul returned to the attack. “Mark’s never forgiven me for leaving him here on his own during his final year. He struggles with relationships—even his imaginary friend ignores him.”

“That’s such a lie. I was Mr Popular. I had loads of friends—boys and girls. All the girls fancied me. Paul was going through his gay phase, then. I think he still is.”

Paul shook his head. “See what I mean? Delusional. Watch this.” He turned to Mark. “Knock knock.”

Mark sighed, looking resigned to another joke at his expense. “Who’s there?”

“Nobody, you’ve got no friends.”

Their banter went on until Julia had tears in her eyes. The misery of the last few months was pushed from her mind. These two were putting the wind back in her sails.

Paul leaned closer. “Mark thought you might be a lesbian.”

“Really?” She turned to look at Mark, who for once was lost for words.

“I’m not suggesting that’s a bad thing,” Paul went on. “I sometimes think I’m a lesbian trapped in a man’s body.”

Julia shook her hair back from her face, fluttering her eyelids at him. “Well, I can assure you I’m not a lesbian.”

Paul smiled wickedly. “Maybe Mark could go back and talk to the more mature lady from our table who he bonded with, and then you and I could establish if you’re telling the truth about your heterosexuality.”

Mark looked aghast. “You want me to leave you here while I go and chat to Winifred 78?”

Paul nodded. “Yep. Off you pop.”

Mark looked at Julia, then at Paul. “But then you’d be with the belle of the ball, and I’d be with the crone of the crypt.”

Julia burst out laughing, but for all her sympathy for poor Winifred, she had a warm glow after being referred to in such a way. She leaned closer to Mark. “Don’t you think that’s unfair?”

“Yes, but only to you. I’d be leaving the best-looking woman here with a man who has the emotional capability of a six-year-old, and a penis to match.”

She looked at Paul, expecting a witty response, but caught him looking down at her legs where her dress had ridden up. She wondered if he’d caught a glimpse of her stocking tops.

Heat bloomed in her crotch at the thought of these men vying for her attention. She allowed herself to flirt properly for the first time in ages and it was wonderful to feel her inhibitions melting away. “So, what do you think would be a better solution than going to chat with Winifred?”

Mark shrugged. “I think I should stay here and make sure you don’t get bored.”

Julia smiled. “You’re very kind.”

Paul ordered another round of drinks, and the three ex-students chatted about their respective jobs. Mark worked in research and lived in Kent, while Paul was in the quality control department of a pet food manufacturer in the Midlands. When they asked about working in finance, Julia confessed that she found the backbiting and malicious one-upmanship of her peers tiring. She cut herself off short as they gave her the typical concerned looks which usually came right before the suggestion that she change jobs. Since she didn’t want to dampen the mood, and she had no intention of telling them why her colleagues’ behaviour had become so vindictive, she brushed the matter off with a half-truth about being too busy to worry about it most of the time. Paul nodded sympathetically, confessing that he’d been so overworked himself that he’d almost forgotten to respond to the invite altogether.

“We were lucky to get the last twin room,” Mark muttered. “A total ‘multi-tasking’ fail, there.”

Julia noticed some of the other guests were leaving. She excused herself to go and thank Dr Ritchie. As she slid down off the stool, she saw both men’s eyes wandering down her body. It gave her a thrill.

After saying her goodbyes, Julia returned to the bar and saw another glass of Prosecco waiting for her on the table. She also noticed both men glancing down as she slipped back onto her stool.

“So,” she said, picking up her new glass of bubbly. “What were we talking about earlier?”

Mark said, “You were trying to think of a subtle way of telling Paul that you’ve decided to take me back to your room.”

“Was I?” Julia frowned as if she couldn’t remember that part of the conversation, then turned to Paul and raised her eyebrows.

“I think you were going to explain to Mark that you wanted to take me back to your room so that you could help release the lesbian trapped inside me.”

Julia laughed out loud, then shook her head slowly.

She’d reached a crucial part of the evening. In the same way as the two men sitting opposite were giving her alternatives, she seemed to have two different voices in her head. One told her she should thank the men for their company and head off to her room.

Alone.

The other voice was telling her that all her colleagues thought she was a slut anyway, so she should live up to her reputation and have a little fun.

“Oh,” she said with a sigh, “this is such a lovely evening. Nice dinner, fine wine, very pleasant company—but what a conundrum...”

The two men stared at her but didn’t interrupt.

Julia held the back of one hand to her forehead like a Downton Abbey drama queen. “When two handsome gentlemen vie for one’s affection, a lady finds it hard to decide which one she should spend more time with.”

Mark and Paul exchanged glances but, surprisingly, neither attempted a wisecrack.

Julia took another sip of her drink and held eye contact with each of them in turn. “Perhaps we should all go to your room. A closer study might help me with my decision.”

Both men leapt to their feet, making Julia laugh again. She downed her Prosecco and stepped between them, linking a hand into each’s arm. “Lead the way, gentlemen.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Two

Less than five minutes later, they were all inside Paul and Mark’s hotel room. It was very similar to her own: twin beds, beech dresser and small bathroom. The men seemed a little less confident than they’d been downstairs, almost reticent. But Julia experienced an overwhelming feeling of power. A sense of total control. Now it was her turn to shine. After telling the men to each sit at the end of a bed, she leaned nonchalantly against the dresser, facing them.

She looked from one to the other, holding a finger to her mouth as she made a show of studying them intently. “I think one of the sexiest things about a man is his eyes.”

The men looked briefly at each other, then back at her.

“I like brown eyes. There’s something warm and sincere in them.” Julia leaned forward a little, peering closely, then leaned back, looking at Mark. “Paul’s eyes are a nice shade of brown.”

Mark didn’t reply.

“However,” she went on, “Mark’s got a really sexy smile. A man’s smile is one of the most appealing things to a woman. But then… Paul’s got very kissable lips.” She stared at them for a few seconds, then turned to Mark. “Have you ever kissed him?”

“What? No!” He looked horrified.

Julia shrugged. “Just wondered. I think I’d like to kiss those lips…”

She then explained that good shoulders were very important when comparing men and instructed them to remove their jackets. They complied, also removing their bow ties.

Julia admired their crisp white shirts, biting her lip for a moment as she appreciated the view. “Mark’s shoulders are particularly nice,” she announced. “Do you work out?”

Mark shrugged. “A bit.”

“But you’ve got fair hair, and I’ve always preferred dark-haired men.”

Stony-faced, Mark glanced over at his friend.

Julia smiled. “Yes, Paul’s got lovely dark hair, hasn’t he?”

There was a moment of silence as Julia let them squirm in their discomfort. She squeezed her legs together, enjoying the warmth she felt.

“Chests are another thing we like. I love lying against a man’s chest.” She nodded, confirming the fact. “I prefer a broad chest, with not too much hair. So, why don’t you take those shirts off and let me have a look at yours?”

Again the men complied, still seated, each undoing the buttons and then dropping the discarded shirts onto the floor at the side of his bed.

They both had good muscle tone. “Paul’s chest hasn’t got any hair at all, and as I’ve already said, I do like a bit of hair. Mark’s got just the right amount.”

Mark allowed himself a grin.

“But unfortunately the colour’s still wrong.”

His grin disappeared.

She acknowledged that both had nice flat stomachs and good abs, so were equal on that score. “Thighs are important, too. Men’s thighs can be very sexy. Why do you think so many women watch football?”

The men gave each other a questioning glance, then stood, unfastened their trousers, and pushed them down to their knees before sitting back down. Mark wore white boxers, Paul dark red.

Julia leaned forwards and ran a finger down each man’s thigh, first Paul’s, then Mark’s. “Very impressive,” she admitted. “Oh, decisions, decisions. As usual, it all comes down to the main piece of equipment.”

The men exchanged more worried glances.

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to see what’s on offer within your shorts.” As they went very still, staring back at her, she shrugged apologetically. “Sorry, but before I can make a decision like this, I need to see which of you would make the better partner for a sexual encounter.”

This was her first admission that sex might actually be on the menu tonight. The fact wasn’t lost on Paul. He immediately raised his bum off the bed and pushed his shorts down to below his knees.

Julia smiled down at his cock, impressed. Then she raised her brows at Mark as if to ask whether he’d withdrawn from the competition.

Mark looked at Paul’s tackle, then back at Julia’s face. His gaze wandered down her body in the tight black dress, then back up to her eyes. She smiled at him, knowing that he didn’t want to miss the chance of sleeping with her.

Mark sighed, lifted his backside slightly and ditched the shorts.

Julia stood up, away from the dresser. Both men were starting to get erections. Her heart raced. It was difficult keeping her voice steady. “What a lucky girl I am. Okay, you’re both going to have to lie back and let me make the comparison, now that all your best features are exposed.”

The men lay down.

“I’m going to have to go into the bathroom and think about it.”

Once she’d shut the door behind her, Julia quickly removed her dress and thong. She could hardly believe the situation she was in. While two strange men lay practically naked on adjacent beds in a hotel room, she was preparing to join them wearing only hold-up stockings and her shoes. What’s more, she was going to have sex with both of them. She didn’t have a decision to make—she’d made her choice over an hour ago.

Taking a deep breath to steady her nerves, Julia opened the door and walked back to stand by the dresser. The men’s expressions were a picture, and she noticed their cocks twitching at the sight of her.

She shrugged. “I couldn’t choose, so I’ve decided to be a greedy girl and have you both.”

Mark and Paul looked at each other briefly, then back at Julia. Neither spoke, but both seemed more than happy with her decision. They stripped entirely and moved higher up the beds until they were both lying flat.

Julia stepped forward to stand between them. “I’m going to have you one at a time. To decide who goes first, it’ll be whoever has a birthday closest to mine.” She looked to Paul first.

“August.”

“March.”

She reached down and placed a single finger on Mark’s stomach, tracing small circles to the side of his navel. “I’m afraid you’re going to have to be patient. My birthday’s in September.” As she climbed onto Paul’s bed, she spotted Mark’s disappointed expression. “But you get to watch the fun while you’re waiting.”

As Julia straddled Paul, the room fell silent—both men seemed to be holding their breaths. She wrapped her fingers around Paul’s cock. There was no need for foreplay; he was rock hard, she was soaking. She brushed his cock back and forth between her folds, coating the head with her juices. Then she eased it inside and lowered herself slowly onto him. She closed her eyes and let out a long sigh, relishing the feel of the first man she’d been with for months. She squeezed herself around him and held still for a few moments to enjoy the sensation, allowing herself to stretch. Then she opened her eyes and looked down. Paul pushed his hips up, obviously enjoying being buried deep inside her.

Julia rocked back and forth slowly. She saw him catch his breath and moved her hips a little faster. Her intention wasn’t to use him to get herself off, but to please him, give him something to remember.

Aware that Mark was watching from just a few feet away, she made sure to put on a good show, undulating her body and releasing low murmurs of pleasure as she moved on Paul’s cock. As she increased the speed a little, he groaned.

She smiled at his reaction. “Hmm, do you like that?”

Paul nodded, bit his lip. She leaned back, gripped his thighs, and started to thrust a little faster. Looking down at herself, she knew she looked good. Her breasts were firm and high, her stomach flat and toned, her thighs pale and smooth above the stocking-tops. With each thrust of her hips Paul’s cock vanished, only to reappear slick with her juices.

Glancing over at Mark, she saw him stroking his own cock, already fully erect. A thrill ran through her, knowing she’d be getting to ride him when Paul was through. This thought gave her the final push to the verge of orgasm. She leaned forward, grinding herself down to maximise the pressure on her clit as she rocked her hips and took herself closer to the edge.

Suddenly, Julia felt vulnerable. She’d dictated the entire proceedings since they’d arrived in the bedroom, and she desperately wanted to keep the initiative. She dropped her head forward so her hair covered her face just before the dam broke. Her moans were breathless, interspersed by sighs and little cries as she moved faster, riding the waves that swept through her entire body, setting nerve endings tingling.

Paul gripped her hips and started to move her a little faster on him, obviously getting close to his own release.

Julia clenched herself around his cock. “Come in me. I want you to come in me.”

Paul let out a groan, pushed his head back into the pillow and arched his back, lifting her off the bed.

“Ooh, that’s it. That’s what I want.” She jerked her hips and sucked in air through gritted teeth, enjoying the feeling of each spasm of his cock, taking delight in every pulse that fired more cum inside her.

Julia slowed the rhythm of her thrusts, milking him dry.

Eventually she stopped moving and held Paul’s gaze. He was breathing heavily—almost panting, even though she’d done all the physical work.

Placing her hands on his chest, she leaned down and smiled at him. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Then she pushed herself up and climbed off the bed, hoping her legs would support her for the two steps it took to get to Mark.

Julia straddled Mark and gripped his cock. It was probably slightly bigger than Paul’s: definitely a little thicker. The head was slick with precum. Julia rubbed her thumb over it, watching Mark twitch with each stroke. Then she squeezed a drop from his slit onto her thumb and finger and, holding eye contact, slipped her fingers into her mouth. She narrowed her eyes slightly, smiling at his expression of lust.

As she moved herself up and into position, Julia felt the warm trickle as Paul’s cum started to ooze out of her. She briefly wondered if she should wipe herself, but decided against it. She was familiar with the phrase ‘sloppy seconds’—and that’s exactly what she was offering. If Mark disapproved of his friend’s juices running down his cock, he didn’t mention it. She held him upright and impaled herself with one swift push. His cock slid in easily, going deep and making her whimper.

Mark stroked her breasts and pinched her nipples, making her cry out. He pushed up into her, bucking his hips up from the bed. Then his hands gripped her hips, pulling her down to meet each of his thrusts. He was already close, which was only to be expected. He’d had to wait and watch while she and Paul had fucked each other. He was probably aching to come. Julia was aware of Paul now sitting up on his bed to get a better view.

Determined to give Paul a good show of his own, she reached up and played with her boobs, teasing and pulling at her nipples. Then she started to rotate her hips, working up to her second orgasm.

“Ooh yeah, keep pushing.” She was surprised at herself, but something about the novelty of the situation lit a fire in her. “Just keep pushing that fucking thing into me.”

Mark did exactly as instructed, ploughing into her hot core over and over until she came. She cried out, screamed, scratched his chest, shook her head and bounced on him with abandon. Her momentary vulnerability had disappeared and she let go completely.

Sex talk started spewing from her lips. “Fuck me, fuck me. Come on.”

Mark’s fingers dug into her soft flesh. His breathing was ragged and he mumbled with each thrust before letting out a grunt, the tendons in his neck straining.

Julia felt him throbbing. “Yeah, come on. Add your cream to the mix.”

Mark let out a cry and pulled her down onto him, pressing his cock even deeper inside.

She cried out again, little aftershocks from her orgasm sending tingles all through her body.

Eventually they both slowed. They stared into each other’s eyes, and then she pushed herself up and walked to the bathroom. It took a few moments to clean away their liquid donations, and then she replaced her thong and dress. Julia checked herself in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, giving her a healthy look. She looked good.

I’ve just fucked two men.

The situation felt surreal. Dream-like.

Back in the bedroom, neither man had moved, both lying on their beds, both still completely naked. They looked disappointed to see she’d got dressed.

“I’ve had a lovely time, but I think I should go back to my room now.” She bent to kiss Paul, then Mark. “I’ll see you both at breakfast.”

Paul went to the door, holding the handle but not opening it. “If you get restless in the night…”

She smiled. “I may just take you up on that.”

Paul pulled the door open, keeping his nakedness tucked behind it. She smiled back at them once more and made her way to her own room.

Once inside she stripped naked and ran a bath, adding the entire small bottle of bubbles. Sinking into the hot water, she lay back and closed her eyes. She couldn’t believe what she’d just done. She imagined what her married ex would say if he knew. He’d had sex with a girl he worked with. Lots of people did that. But she’d just fucked a stranger while his friend watched, and then she’d fucked him, too. Robert would call her a whore. A slut.

But that wasn’t true. She’d spent a lovely evening with two very nice men, and then—

A thought struck her—were either Paul or Mark seeing someone else? Had she just caused someone’s boyfriend to be unfaithful? Neither of them had mentioned anyone special in the hours they’d spent chatting downstairs in the bar, so she shrugged the fleeting concern away. It wasn’t her problem. She’d never see them again. Or would she?

She smiled, imagining their innocent expressions over the breakfast table.

Or she could see them sooner.

Paul’s offer started to run amok in her imagination, sending images through her mind like clips from a film. Her naked body splayed out on a bed, her flesh being explored by four hands, tasted by two mouths. She had two cocks to please her, one to suck while the other plunged deep inside her.

Julia opened her eyes, breathing hard.

Did I just have a threesome?

She considered, then decided she hadn’t. She’d had sex with them one at a time. Admittedly, there wasn’t much time in between, but they were definitely separate experiences. The fact that each man had watched from the adjacent bed had definitely added something to the experience, though.

Would I like a threesome?

The answer to that probably lay in the warm, tingly sensation in her stomach. Although she’d fucked Paul and Mark, she felt like she’d missed out on the touching, the strokes, the petting, the closeness which usually accompanies sex. She closed her eyes and allowed herself the fun of fantasising about it.

Eventually she climbed out of the bath, dried herself, then went into the bedroom and slipped on a long black negligee. She looked at the door, wondering if she dared walk the short distance to their room. Wondering if she should knock at their door and present herself to them.

Could she live with herself if she gave her body to two men, letting them use her to do… whatever they wanted? But then again, could she live with herself if she didn’t? This could be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

Julia looked at her reflection in the mirror, her nipples taut, pushing against the fabric as if crying out to be sucked and bitten. She slipped off her negligee and pulled on the other piece of nightwear she’d brought with her: a lacy tie-around teddy and matching silk black thong. She checked her reflection again. She could slip her jacket on in case she met anyone in the hallway.

She looked at the door again…

Oh, what’s a lady to do?

───Ξ───
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Chapter Three

Julia closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then let it out slowly. Her entire body tingled. If she let this opportunity pass, she’d probably regret it for the rest of her life.

Decision made, she pulled on her jacket and stepped into a pair of flat shoes. Slipping her key card into a pocket, she stepped out into the corridor. At their door she knocked quietly, glancing up and down the corridor. Thankfully there was nobody else around.

The door opened and Mark, wearing just a pair of pyjama bottoms, smiled at her. As he stood aside, Julia stepped into the room. It still smelled of sex.

Paul got up from his bed, wearing his boxers and a white t-shirt. “We were hoping you’d come back.”

“I was worried you two may have ended up abusing each other if I didn’t.”

Mark laughed. “No, I’m pretty sure that wouldn’t have happened.” He pulled her jacket open and his eyes lit up to see the flimsy black teddy beneath. “So, why did you come back?”

Julia bit her lip, too shy to voice her desires.

“I think I know,” Paul said.

Mark nodded. “Hmm, but is it what we want?”

She frowned, suddenly unsure of herself.

Paul ran his eyes over her from head to foot. “Yeah, I know what you mean.” He nodded at her feet. “Shoes are important. I find women’s shoes incredibly sexy.”

Julia stared at him open-mouthed.

Mark took over. “Yeah, earlier you wore fabulous shoes. High-heeled with an ankle strap. Very sexy. These…” He tapped his bare toe against her flat black court shoes and slowly shook his head. “These aren’t sexy at all.”

“Agreed,” Paul said. “Take them off.”

Julia shucked them, revealing her neat pedicure.

Mark smiled and nodded. “That’s a big improvement. You’ve got sexy feet.”

Paul walked slowly around her, frowning. “Your dress earlier was fabulous, too. It clung to your curves and showed off your body.” He pulled at the lapel of her jacket. “This is hardly going to raise our blood pressure.”

They were getting their own back for her teasing earlier, and Julia couldn’t help smiling. She looked at Mark and saw the twinkle in his eyes. The men were enjoying themselves, and she had only herself to blame.

“Let’s see if you look any better without the jacket,” Paul said.

Julia slipped it off her shoulders and dropped it onto the floor. Standing in just a black silk thong and see-through teddy, she knew her breasts were clearly visible. Her erect nipples pushed out against the delicate material.

Both men murmured their approval as they circled, inspecting her from every angle.

Now back on safer ground, she shook her hair back and allowed herself a smile. “Is that better?”

Mark nodded. “Much better. You should have walked from your room to ours wearing just that.”

“With your shoes from earlier,” Paul added.

Julia laughed. “I was worried about meeting Dr Richie in the corridor. I might have given him the wrong impression.”

Paul raised his eyebrows. “Or the right impression.”

Yes, I’m a slut.

Mark scratched his chin and stared at her face. “I can’t speak for Paul, but I really like when women wear makeup.”

“Me too,” Paul confirmed. “Your makeup earlier was really sexy, especially around your eyes.”

Julia sighed. “I needed a bath after my last visit…”

“Yeah, I imagine you did.” Mark said with a chuckle. “But earlier, when you were wearing lipstick, I kept wondering what it’d be like to kiss your mouth.” He stepped close and placed his finger under her chin, then raised it until she was looking up into his eyes. “But even without the lipstick, your mouth is still sexy.”

Julia opened her lips slightly, inviting him to kiss her.

He traced his fingertip along the outline. “Hmm, they feel so soft,” he whispered. Julia slowly closed her eyes as Mark leaned in and kissed her.

The heat between her legs intensified.

Mark broke the kiss and stepped back. “Paul, do you want to…?”

“I’m not sure. I think Julia’s the only woman I’ve ever had sex with but not kissed. Maybe I should keep it that way.”

She blinked—it was true. She’d fucked him, but hadn’t kissed him.

“But earlier tonight she said you’ve got kissable lips,” Mark reminded him.

“Yeah, but then she just used my body for sex.”

Mark turned to him. “Did you feel used?”

Paul nodded. “A bit.”

“Me too. She was sort of wham-bam, thank you, man.” Mark looked back at Julia and sighed. “Her lips are really soft, though.”

Paul shrugged. “Maybe I’ll have sex with her mouth, then.”

A shiver ran down Julia’s spine. Unable to come up with a reply, she simply held Paul’s gaze and ran her tongue between her lips.

Mark snorted. “Well if you’re going to have sex with her mouth, so am I.”

Paul frowned. “But not at the same time.”

“What? God, no. We’ll take turns,” Mark clarified. “While you’re in her mouth, I’ll go in somewhere else.”

“Good idea. And while you’re in her mouth—”

“Are you two going to chatter among yourselves all night long?” Julia untied the belt of her teddy, pulled it open and let it slide off her shoulders to the floor. “Or are you going to fuck me again?”

Mark and Paul smiled and stepped closer, trapping her between their bodies. Julia was only five-three in her bare feet and the men towered above her by almost a foot.

They stroked her breasts, stomach, hips and bum. Paul dropped to his knees and peeled her thong down her legs, then both men quickly stripped. Julia reached up and kissed Mark again, feeling his hard-on pressing against her tummy. Paul moved up close behind, his hands cupping her breasts and his cock pressing against the small of her back. She turned between them, pulled Paul’s head down and kissed him. For all his earlier joking, he didn’t hold back as he bit her lip and tweaked her nipples.

Mark placed his hands on her shoulders. As she glanced back into his eyes, he gave her a wicked smile.

Oh…

He applied a little force, and she dropped to her knees between them. Both men moved to face her. Now eye-level with their cocks, she took one in each hand, looking up into their faces. It was a situation she’d expect to find demeaning, but, right here and right now, this was exactly how she wanted to be treated.

She licked her lips, then took Mark’s cock into her mouth. It tasted of her juices from earlier. Although she’d bathed, the men clearly hadn’t bothered. They’d probably sat on their beds and discussed the slut they’d just fucked.

After running her tongue along the underside of his shaft for a few moments, she took him deep into her throat, making him cry out. Julia released his cock and smiled at his shocked expression. She repeated the feat with Paul, keeping him in her mouth for longer. While she sucked him and cupped his balls with one hand, she wanked Mark with the other.

She alternated between them, sucking one for about ten seconds before returning to the other. Then she rubbed the two cocks against each other, laughing as the men jumped apart.

“Right, just for that…” Mark bent and picked her up off the floor, plonking her roughly onto his bed. He positioned her on hands and knees so she was facing them with her rear end pointing at the wall.

The men looked at each other and seemed to come to an agreement. Mark stepped in front of Julia, and Paul moved behind. She knew what was about to happen, and the anticipation was almost unbearable.

Paul slid his hand up the inside of her thighs. When his fingers grazed over her wet, swollen sex, Julia shivered. He swiped the tip of his cock through her labia, then pushed his full length inside her with a single lunge, making her squeal.

Holding Mark’s gaze while Paul fucked her, Julia opened her mouth invitingly. Mark didn’t hesitate, feeding his cock between her lips.

Julia moaned and gagged as the men prodded her from each end.

If Robert could see me now...

Thinking about her married ex-lover at a time like this was ridiculous, but she liked the idea of him holding hands with his wife and watching TV in cardigan and slippers while she was naked between two young studs, getting nailed at each end.

Paul settled into a rhythm, thrusting slow and deep. Julia used his momentum to slide her mouth forward and back on Mark’s cock. Paul reached under her and scratched her tummy, then pulled at her nipples. Mark followed suit and raked his fingernails down her back and sides.

In heaven, Julia closed her eyes and succumbed to the sensations. Neither man seemed to be getting close—probably because they’d both come once already—and they continued fucking her in an unhurried manner. She felt the first tell-tale shivers of orgasm deep in her centre. The shivers increased and tension started to build like a rubber band slowly twisting.

The pressure built a little more and Julia’s legs trembled. She groaned around Mark’s cock. Paul’s fingers dug into her hips, but he didn’t alter the speed or intensity of his thrusts. He just kept pushing her higher and higher.

Julia sucked deep breaths through her nose while keeping Mark’s cock deep in her throat. She moaned again, her pitch rising with each stab of Paul’s cock as he took her closer and closer...

The dam finally broke. Julia had no choice but to pull her head back and release Mark’s cock from her mouth. She screamed, sucked in a huge lungful of air and screamed again.

Paul fucked through her contractions. She could feel her muscles clenching around him but his cock carried on at the same beautiful rhythm. An aftershock made her squeal, and then she giggled and eased herself forward and away from him. She was hypersensitive and needed a few moments.

She glanced over her shoulder. Paul’s face was beaded with sweat and his dark eyes implored her to let him back inside.

She got off the bed and pulled his face close to hers. “Thank you,” she whispered, before kissing him roughly on the mouth, nipping at his lips with her teeth.

She turned to Mark. “Lie on the bed.”

Mark complied immediately. Julia straddled him, then impaled herself on his thicker cock, lowering herself down an inch at a time.

Once she had him all in, Julia looked up at Paul, who by now must have been going stir-crazy. Julia was angry at herself for not letting him finish. “Come here and fuck my face.”

His eyes opened wide, his expression almost apologetic.

“Don’t worry, I know you’re close. I want you to come in my mouth.”

The angle wasn’t as easy as it had been when she was on her knees, and it took her a couple of attempts to get him into her throat. Once there, she started to move, bouncing herself up and down on Mark’s cock and throwing her head back and forth on Paul’s. She pinched her own nipples and relished the freedom of acting the slut.

Paul grunted and a hot flush warmed her throat. Julia squeezed his balls and was rewarded with another groan as he fired more cum into her throat. She placed her hand at the base of his dick and slowly pulled her head back, keeping the tip in her mouth and licking it clean. Then she released it, smiling up at his grateful expression.

She’d slowed to a grind on Mark’s cock while concentrating on Paul’s orgasm, but now started to pump her hips faster. “What about you?” she asked Mark in a whisper. “Have you got something to give me yet?”

He nodded. “But not… like this.”

“Not like what?” She clenched and pumped her hips.

Now Mark had the pleading expression. “I don’t want to come like this.”

Jesus. Men!

She feigned surprise. “You don’t want to come?”

He nodded his head rapidly. “Yeah, yeah course I do. But I’d rather…” He frowned again.

Julia stopped moving. “Tell me what you want, Mark.”

“I want what he had.”

“Of course you do.” She resumed her hips thrusts, but slowly. “So, here’s what we’re going to do. I’ll fuck you like this for a little while…” She scratched her fingernails across his chest, leaving four red lines visible through the smattering of hair. “If you can hold on long enough, I’ll be able to come again.”

Mark didn’t look confident about being able to delay his finale.

Julia smiled. “It’s not a problem if you can’t. Just tell me when you’re going to come, okay?”

He nodded and took a deep breath.

Rather than bouncing on his cock like she had earlier, Julia rocked her hips and pushed down to get friction from his pubic bone on her clit. As soon as she’d found the right angle, she sighed, and her eyes fluttered. Her orgasm was seconds away, and she sobbed when it hit her.

“Oh fuck… Ahh.” She took a deep breath, then started to move on him, lifting herself up and dropping down on his cock, time and again. She was still experiencing tiny quakes as her orgasm ebbed away, but this was Mark’s time.

She gripped the headboard above him and bounced faster. “Ready yet?”

He looked in pain, breathing hard.

“Come on, you must be getting close by now.” She leaned down, kissed his face and pushed her tongue into his mouth. She wondered if the taste of Paul’s cum turned him off. “Come on, Mark. I’ve swallowed Paul’s, so let me have yours.”

Eyes squeezed shut, Mark pushed up into her a couple of times. “Now!”

Julia lifted herself off him, scrambled down the bed, took him into her mouth and wanked the base of his cock.

Mark pushed his head back into the pillow and groaned as his hips snapped up off the bed, sending a powerful jet of cum into her mouth. She had to keep swallowing—he fired three more spurts, flooding her. When Mark’s cock was finally spent, Julia released him. His eyes and mouth were both wide open, his expression more shocked than grateful.

Julia smiled and laid his shrinking cock against his body. “Happy now?”

Mark sighed. “I’ve never come like that before.”

Julia giggled and moved up the bed, then kissed him. Mark pushed his tongue into her mouth, which both surprised and aroused her.

She moaned into his mouth, then opened her eyes and smiled at him. “You dirty boy.”

Mark chuckled, then looked up at Paul. “Lock the door—just in case she tries to repeat her disappearing act from earlier.”

Julia’s heartbeat increased as she looked up at Paul. “Do you think you’ll be able to make it worth my while staying longer?”

“I’m sure I will.” He nodded towards Mark. “But I think you may need to strap a splint to his dick, from the squeals he made when he came.”

Mark laughed shakily, making Julia secretly proud that he’d enjoyed his latest orgasm so much.

Paul dragged the other single bed across the room, aligning it with Mark’s, and lay down on it. He pulled the covers back and got in, and Julia rolled onto his bed as Mark pulled down the covers of the one they’d just used. Soon all three were lying in the make-shift double bed, Julia spanning the gap.

They lay in silence for a minute or two, then Paul said, “What did you think of Doc Ritchie’s wife?”

Mark nodded his approval. “She’s MILF-tastic. I’m not surprised he was always in a good mood.”

Julia laughed. “I’d expected someone his own age, maybe a retired teacher or something.”

Paul elbowed Julia. “Me and Mark had decided that if we couldn’t get you back here, we were going to try and talk her into coming back for a threesome.”

“But she must be twice your age.”

“I don’t care. She was the second sexiest woman there.” He smiled. “Quite a distance behind the woman in first place, but still very sexy.”

Julia glanced at Mark, then back at Paul. “And you two cads would have abused the lady on the night of her husband’s retirement dinner?”

Mark sniggered. “We’d have let old man Ritchie watch. Might have given him a stiffie.”

“Don’t be horrible.” Julia thought about her old lecturer and his sexy wife. “I wonder if she was ever one of his students?”

Paul bounced his eyebrows cheekily. “I can imagine him bending her over one of the lab benches, or sneaking her down to the reagent store for a quick knee-trembler.”

They all giggled, then they quietened down for a bit. As the men relaxed, Julia thought about how the night had unfolded. If someone had told her yesterday that she’d be having a threesome with two younger men, she’d have laughed in their face.

Whatever her colleagues might assume, Julia usually had high moral standards. Many of her friends at school and university had regularly gone out and had one-night stands, but she never had. There’d been a couple of long-term relationships at Uni, and later, when she’d worked in the chemistry department of a research facility, she’d lived with a guy for a couple of years. Her love life had been neat and monogamous.

Until Robert.

She took a breath. “The last guy I slept with was married.”

Both Mark and Paul turned to look at her, though neither spoke.

“He was a lying bastard. He’d moved into a small flat and told me he and his wife had separated. After chatting over coffee at work a couple of times, he asked me out for a drink. Fed me a sob story about missing his kids and being lonely…” She sighed. “I was such an idiot believing him.”

Paul shrugged. “Some men will say anything to get into a woman’s pants.” He frowned. “So he hadn’t separated from his wife?”

“No. The family had moved into her parents’ old house—some mansion in the country that was too far for him to commute every day. The trouble is, everyone at work knew we were seeing each other, and they also knew he was still married. They thought I was just sleeping my way to the top. Happens a lot in banking, apparently.” She looked from Paul to Mark. “So now everyone thinks I’m a slut, and the fact I’m currently in bed with you two kind of confirms it.”

Mark shook his head. “All women dream about being in bed with me. Some would even put up with Paul being here, too.”

Paul scoffed. “Dream on.”

Julia giggled and stroked both men’s arms. “Don’t start that again. I’m glad I’m here with both of you.” She sighed, enjoying their warmth. “I didn’t come here looking for a man, and I doubt I’d have done this if either of you were alone.”

The men looked surprised by this revelation, and she shrugged. “I’m kind of off men at the moment, but the opportunity of two at once may never happen again.”

They giggled, then eventually all three of them fell into a satiated sleep.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter Four

In the middle of the night, Julia awoke when someone gently eased her legs open. The room was dark, save for a strip of light from under the bathroom door. The bed was empty on both sides.

Firm hands parted her thighs, and a warm wet tongue lapped over her sex. Julia shuddered, reaching down to run her fingers through thick hair. A tongue pushed into her hole, then danced over her clit.

She closed her eyes and raised her hips to meet the warm mouth, pulling Mark or Paul’s head to her. There was something delicious about not knowing who was doing the teasing.

He slid a finger in while he sucked her clit, and Julia rocked her hips. When he added a second finger and curled them up against her inner walls, she came with a grunt, pulling at his hair while grinding her crotch against his face.

The bathroom door opened, casting a rectangle of light over the bedroom. Paul stood naked in the doorway. It’d been Mark who’d made her come.

Julia pushed the covers off and saw Mark smiling up at her. She pulled him up and kissed him, licking all around his lips and face to clean up her juices. “Lie on your back.”

Mark obliged and she moved down between his knees. Bending over him, she dangled her hair onto his tummy and slowly dragged it across his skin.

His cock was semi-hard and already leaking precum. Julia licked the tip clean, then watched his face as she took him back into her mouth.

Paul climbed onto the bed behind her. She reached a hand back and stroked his thigh, then scratched it with her fingernails. She wanted him to fuck her while she sucked Mark.

He got himself into position and entered her without preamble. Julia moaned and pushed back onto him. His hands gripped her hips as he fucked her, and Julia began to bob her head on Mark.

Paul rested one of his hands on her bum cheek and then, without warning, pushed his thumb up her arse.

“Ahhh!” Julia turned to look over her shoulder at Paul. He eased his thumb out, flashed her a smile and carried on fucking her.

Julia returned her attentions to Mark, taking his thick cock back into her throat. Just a few moments later, Paul reinserted his thumb and prodded it in and out while his cock ploughed into her sex.

Julia groaned again, arching her back. It’d been a while, but she was no stranger to anal play.

What the hell—why not do the full house?

She released Mark’s cock and knelt up, looking back at Paul. He smiled sweetly and wriggled his thumb, which was still in her butt.

Julia nodded. “Okay, but pull out for a second.”

Paul did as he was told. Julia moved up the bed and straddled Mark, who was oblivious to what Paul had been doing and still didn’t know what was about to happen. She positioned herself over Mark’s cock, then slid down onto him, taking a couple of breaths as she felt herself stretching around his thick girth, then looked back at Paul. His cock was still slick with her juices.

She nodded. “Take it slow at first, okay?”

Paul inched forward on the bed and pressed against her sphincter. Then he pressed a little harder.

Julia experienced a moment’s pain and resistance, but then felt herself opening up. Paul pushed in slowly. The feeling of being completely filled made her groan.

One of her long-term exes had liked anal, but Julia had never experienced anal while being taken vaginally. The sensation was mind-blowing. As the two men pushed into her—sometimes together, sometimes not—it was if her entire body was being massaged from the inside. Her legs trembled and her toes curled under. She knew this would make her come in a matter of seconds.

Mark’s expression made her smile. She wondered how it felt for the men, feeling their cocks moving against another, each in a warm wet place, separated only by a thin membrane.

“Ohhh…” Julia sighed, then reached behind and stroked Paul’s thigh. “Please don’t stop. Just keep doing this to me for as long as you can hold out…”

Mark reached up and began pinching her nipples, and Julia tumbled into the most all-consuming orgasm she could remember. Her whole body shuddered and twitched, lightning raced across her vision, and every nerve ending short-circuited at once. As she screamed and sobbed, Mark kept pulling and stretching at her nipples, thrusting his cock into her from below while Paul reamed her arse from behind.

“I’m going to come again.” Her voice was a hoarse whisper, and then her body spasmed once more. Mark cried out from below, and she felt his cock twitch; he was coming inside her.

“Paul, fuck me harder. Finish in there.”

His fingers dug into her hips as he pounded her, going deep and hurting her in a beautiful way.

Julia groaned and gritted her teeth, pushing back to meet each thrust. Mark’s cock slipped out under the onslaught from behind, and Julia felt his cum seeping out and down her thighs.

Everything was deliciously dirty. Julia knew that Paul was getting close to putting the icing on the cake. Paul groaned and stopped thrusting. His cock twitched as he unloaded.

Julia closed her eyes and felt his warmth deep in her guts. She murmured encouragement, wiggled her hips, and he resumed his thrusts as he rode the final tremors of his orgasm.

Paul’s cock softened and he pulled out, leaning his chest on her shoulders as he got his breath back.

Julia was wedged between the men, helpless as Paul’s cum oozed out and dribbled down the back of her thighs and mingled with Mark’s, which was already starting to cool.

She wriggled between them. “Guys, I need a shower.”

Mark frowned. “But you’ve already had a bath.”

“A lot’s happened since then.”

“You can have a shower in the morning,” Paul said, putting even more weight on her as he straightened his legs and lay full length.

She sighed, then decided to be blunt. “I’m dripping cum from both holes.”

“Good.” Mark wiped his finger over her chin. “At least you managed not to dribble from here.”

Julia turned to look at Paul. “You need a shower, too.”

He smiled. “If you’re making another pass at me, you should know I’ll need to sleep before I can perform again.”

“Fine. Why should I care?” She stretched her legs out and the three of them shifted to lie in a line, Julia slightly closer to Mark to avoid the gap between the beds and Paul’s dirtier cock.

* * * *

Julia must have slept, but it didn’t feel like it had been for long enough. There was light around the edge of the curtains, so it was definitely morning. Both men were asleep. She climbed out of bed and headed for the bathroom. After turning on the shower, she had a quick pee and checked her reflection in the mirror. She felt and looked like she’d been ravaged all night long. It made her smile.

She stepped into the shower and closed her eyes as the steaming water drummed down onto her head and body. The shower door opened, and Mark stepped in. Julia started to shake her head when Paul joined them. The shower wasn’t big enough for two people, but three made it almost impossible for any of them to move.

Paying no attention, Paul reached behind her, took the shower gel from the hook, and squirted some onto his chest. He squirted some into Mark’s face, making him swear, and added a final dollop to Julia’s breasts. She laughed and started to wash herself. The men helped. Pretty soon, all six hands were rubbing soap into Julia’s boobs, bum, and between her legs.

Julia was sore and tired—and really would have enjoyed a shower alone—but she was carried along with their enthusiasm. Standing between them, she closed her eyes as they groped and fingered her. She reached down and wanked their cocks, which were both getting harder by the second.

It was impossible to do anything other than fumble in the confined space, but when Paul’s finger started to work her clit, Julia bit into his shoulder as an orgasm tore through her.

Her legs started to shake, and she dropped to her knees. Both men saw that as an open opportunity. Mark presented his cock in front of her, and she took him onto her mouth. A few seconds later, she sensed Paul trying to get in on the action.

She snorted. “Not until you wash it properly.”

He laughed and added a large squirt of shower gel to his hand, then washed his cock thoroughly. Watching him do it turned her on, and gave her an idea. Once the soap was rinsed off, she took him into her mouth and pleasured him, then did the same to Mark again.

She continued this for a few minutes, then sat back on her haunches. “Okay guys, give me what you’ve got.”

Both men frowned. “What do you mean?” Paul asked.

She didn’t reply.

“Let’s go back to bed,” Mark suggested. “I want what he had.”

Julia shook her head. “Sorry babe, but I only do that once.”

Paul asked, “So, you want to suck us in here, rather than going back to bed?”

“I sucked you both enough last night. One of you go and get your phone.”

Mark and Paul looked at each other for a second, then Mark left and came back a few moments later with his phone.

The water was pummelling Julia’s face. “Turn the shower off.”

Paul reached round and shut it off, then looked down at her. “What now?”

“Now you pretend you’re washing your dick again.”

“You want me to jack off?” He sounded incredulous.

She nodded. “I want you both to jack off. And I want you both to come on my face.”

The men glanced at each other. “Why?” Mark asked.

“Why d’you think? I’m horny but sore. You’ve just fingered me and made me come, and now I want you both to come. On me.”

The men started to jack themselves off.

Julia scraped her sodden hair back from face and smiled up at them. “Let’s make it a race. Who can come first?”

They both smiled and wanked faster.

Julia put on a pout and played with her boobs, first stretching the nipples as far as she could, then crushing the mounds together between the palms of her hands.

Mark made a growling noise in his throat, and Paul responded by jacking himself faster still. Julia could tell they were both close, so she stopped playing with her tits and knelt up straight, tipping her head back. Mark growled again, but Paul was the first over the line, a thick rope of white erupting from him and arcing onto her forehead. His second spurt landed on her cheek just before Mark sent his first jet into her hair, his second landing on the opposite cheek to Paul’s cum.

When both men had finished, Julia crawled around in the tight space until she was facing the same way as them, between their legs. “Mark, give me your phone.”

Mark retrieved it from the soap dish and activated it, then passed it down. Julia chose the camera app, reversed the lens direction so she could take a selfie, and looked at the screen. Once she was happy that her cum-covered face was in the centre of the shot, with her bare breasts in the lower part and the still semi-hard cocks showing over her shoulders, she clicked two or three shots.

“Right, you two go and get dressed. Leave your phone on the ledge by the mirror.”

The men left. Julia turned the shower back on and washed her hair, face and body. Once she’d dried off, she picked up Mark’s phone and walked naked back into the bedroom, where the men were moving things back to their original positions.

Once Mark had unlocked his phone again, Julia sat on one of the beds and forwarded each of the photos to her own number. Then she deleted the photos, deleted the sent messages, and checked to see if there was a file of recently deleted photos. There wasn’t.

She smiled and passed the phone back. “Thank you.”

He clicked through his photo gallery and frowned. “Where are they?”

Julia found her thong and pulled it on. “I’ve deleted them.” She next pulled on her teddy.

Mark shook his head. “So why did you take them?”

“I wanted to see what I looked like with all your cum on my face.”

Paul dropped onto the other bed. “I’d have liked to have seen them.”

Julia smiled. “You both saw what I looked like. I didn’t.” She stood up and pulled on her jacket, then stepped into her flat shoes. “Right, I’m going to put some clothes on, then maybe we could all meet up downstairs for breakfast?”

They both nodded.

Paul opened the door and looked out into the corridor. “All quiet.”

She laughed. “I don’t care. I’m single and allowed to do what I want.”

As she headed back to her own room, she wondered if Robert was eating his cornflakes and reading the financial pages of his Sunday newspaper.

Maybe one day she’d send him the pictures of her in the shower, just to prove she wasn’t missing him.
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Party Crasher

I turned to Jamie. “Lie on the bed.”

He sat on the bed, shuffled back a few feet and lay down in the middle, watching the pair of us. “Don’t you think you two should take something off now?”

Pru lifted her dress up and off over her head. Underneath, she wore a lovely white bra and panties set. Her body was fabulous, her tummy flat and toned, the swell of her hips feminine, and her bum pert and peach-shaped. She stepped out of her boots, revealing dainty feet with dark red toenails, then looked at me and raised her eyebrows.

I slowly unbuttoned my top and slipped it back off my shoulders. I knew Jamie and Pru were both watching, but it wasn’t a problem. I was happy with my own body, and had often been complimented on my natural skin tone. After kicking off my ankle boots, I stripped down to bra and panties. When I’d dressed for the party, I’d put on my sexiest black underwear in hope of ending up in Jamie’s bedroom.

I’d just never imagined there’d be another woman here with us.

I could feel both their eyes on me, and I shook my hair back and smiled at them. Pru bit her lip, and I could see a bulge in the material of Jamie’s shorts.

Deciding to take the lead, I knelt on the bed and hooked my fingers in the waistband of Jamie’s boxers.

He placed his hands on mine and frowned. “Don’t you think you two should lose a little more clothing before you strip me completely naked?”

I paused, then turned to Pru.

She grinned down at Jamie, then flashed her eyes at me. “What do you think, Emma? Should we show him our tits?”

With a smile, I knelt up and unclipped my bra. Pru watched me, and stared at my already-hard nipples for a couple of seconds before removing her own balconette. Unsurprisingly, her boobs were perfect: high and firm. Her nipples were pale pink in stark contrast to my dusky brown ones. Pru climbed on the bed beside me, and we both knelt over Jamie. This time, when I hooked my fingers in his waistband, his hands remained on the bed. I eased the boxers down his thighs

────

[image: A picture containing woman, clothing, person, tennis  Description automatically generated]

Emma’s delighted when her housemate tells her that sexy postgrad-come-barman Jamie is hoping to run into her at an upcoming student party. She’s hoping he’ll be more mature than the undergrads she’s dated so far.

When they meet again, Jamie’s just as cute, charming and funny as she remembers. She knows that before long, they’ll be doing a whole lot more than just flirting.

Then Pru crashes the party. Blonde, gorgeous and confident, she’s every rival’s nightmare.

Emma’s unwilling to give Jamie up without a fight, but she’s not prepared for Pru to be such good company. She’s certainly not expecting to find another girl attractive.

Yet as the night progresses with a move to Jamie’s place, it turns out that Pru isn’t the party crasher after all…

Party Crasher is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

Rolled

She took a sip of wine. “Can I ask you something?”

He sat forward “Yeah.”

“It’s about me being with Bromley…”

“Oh.” He looked deflated, as if resigned to the fact he wouldn’t be getting any after all.

“I’m just curious about your feelings. What goes through your mind when you’re out here and I’m in the bedroom with Bromley?”

He cast his eyes to the floor. “I try not to think—”

“Come on, don’t hold back. For the first time in ages, we’re actually talking to each other like we used to. We’ve had a lovely evening.” She adjusted herself in her chair, moving her legs to reveal more of her thighs. “I’ve even dressed up for you…”

He glanced at her legs, then held her gaze. “I think about how you must look on the bed.”

“How do you mean?”

“You know, your face, your body.”

Janine was puzzled. “I’m not sure I—”

“I think about your expressions, your body language. I imagine you lying down on the bed and looking up at him.” He shrugged, embarrassed.

“You mean when I’m lying on the bed and watching him undress?”

Adam nodded.

“What about when I pass him the condom and watch him roll the rubber down onto his cock?”

“Do you help get him hard?” His voice was little more than a whisper.

She shook her head. “No. By the time he unzips his trousers, he’s got a hard-on.” She saw him swallow, bite his lip.

“And what about you? Does he need to…?” He pushed a shoulder forward in a childish shrug, as if ashamed to use the word foreplay.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I’m always wet enough.”

He nodded, took a gulp of wine.

Janine was enjoying herself. She was wet now, just talking about it. “He dribbles, too. I can see precum all over the head of his cock. It glistens until he rolls the condom on.”

Adam was silent, his eyes a little glazed.

Janine uncrossed her legs, placing both feet on the floor. “When he kneels on the bed, I open my legs for him, like this.” She allowed her knees to fall open. “Do you like me opening my legs for another man?”

He frowned, nodded his head slightly.

She smiled. “At last, you’re being honest. Good.”

Adam put his wine down and slid off the sofa, crawled on his hands and knees across the rug until he was by her feet.

She raised her bum high enough off the chair for him to remove her panties. “Can you imagine my expression when he runs the head of his cock through the wetness of my slit?”

────
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When Janine allows Adam to talk her into visiting a casino to celebrate five years together, she never imagines that a night that starts with so much fun and flirting could end in such despair and debt. Adam doesn't just lose all the money they’d saved, he takes out credit they cannot afford to pay back.

They work extra hours and struggle for a month to save up enough for the first payment. Then, it appears, the casino manager has another way the struggling couple could make the interest payments.

Outraged, Janine immediately rejects the indecent proposal. But, despite the sleaziness of the suggestion, she’s flattered someone would be prepared to consider giving up that sort of money just for…her, and the thought of allowing a complete stranger to use her body pushes buttons she didn’t know she had. 

And why does Adam seem so keen she should do it…?

Rolled is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

Operation: Cuckold

“Come on, Sissy. Get up here now.”

Harry obeyed.

Roy held his huge cock in his hand. “Right, now jerk me off into your wife’s pretty face.”

Harry’s mouth dropped open. “What?” He turned to look at Michelle, who stared back at him with unfocussed eyes. Her hair was clinging to her face.

Roy grabbed Harry’s arm and pushed it towards his huge cock. “I said beat my fucking meat. Your wife wants to feel my hot cum all over her face.”

Harry hesitated for a split second too long.

Roy slapped him round the head. “Come on, Sissy, I’m itching to blow, here.”

Stunned, he reached out and wrapped his hand around the dick. It was hot, wet and slippery. And bigger than anything he’d ever held before. He gripped tighter.

“That’s it. Now, wank me off.”

Harry started to slide his hand up and down on Roy’s cock. It felt surreal.

“Yeah, that’s it. Work it like that, but faster.”

Without taking his eyes off the cock in his hand, Harry started to pump his wrist faster. He’d had lots of practice at this over the years, but only ever on his own small cock. He looked up to his wife’s face. She was watching him, smiling. He moved his hand faster, gripped a little tighter.

Michelle shook her hair back from her face, licked her lips. “Come on, drench me.” She leaned closer and held her tongue out.

────
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Harry’s having problems rising to the occasion and discovers Michelle’s been using porn to help take care of things herself. 

He suggests she lives out her fantasy of a one-night stand, but is shocked by how much he gets out of it. As they repeat the experience with other men, pretty soon neither can stand the idea of going back to what they had before, even though Michelle pushes Harry right out of his comfort zone. 

A cuck and bull story about a very happy hotwife. 

Operation: Cuckold is available at Amazon. 

───Ξ───
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