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Part 1: Katie and Paul




Chapter 1
“Hey Paul,” said Katie when I walked into the bar where we’d agreed to meet up.
“Hi,” I replied. “Sorry, I’m a bit late but…”
“Ah, don’t worry about it,” she said, throwing her arms around me and pulling me into a hug. “I’ve missed you. I haven’t seen you all week. Where’ve you been?”
“I’ve just been manic with work,” I said truthfully. “Want a drink?”
Katie already had a beer in hand but I bought her another one anyway and we walked over to join our friends at a table near the window. It was a warm summer’s evening and the sun shining through the window caught Katie’s wavy blonde hair, making it look like spun gold. She was a gorgeous girl, but we were only friends and that’s all we’d ever been and all we ever would be.
We’d been each other’s best friend for the past eight years since I was eleven years old and she was ten, growing up as next-door neighbours. Initially, I was her brother’s friend but he was two years older than me and once he started hanging around with boys nearer his age, I ended up being best friends with his little sister instead.
We were fifteen and fourteen when people started to think that we were boyfriend and girlfriend and Katie had always been the first to deny it - often vehemently. We were best friends, nothing more than that, even though she thought the world of me.
Two years later, with me at college and Katie just finishing school, we went out one night to celebrate her completing her exams and managed to talk our way into a nightclub. Those early experiences of drinking and partying led to us both getting drunk and we had our one and only kiss.
It didn’t go any further than that. It was purely a drunken mistake, Katie explained the next day. She told me that she couldn’t ever go there with me. We had a fantastic friendship and she didn’t want anything to ever overcomplicate it or spoil it. To be honest, I agreed with that. We both relied on each other as friends. We told each other everything. She said she didn’t know what she’d do if she ever lost me as a friend and I had to admit I felt the same.
I suppose we were too much like brother and sister for any sort of attraction or sexual chemistry to ever develop between us. Even when we both lost our virginity (first me, when I was sixteen with a girl from my after-school maths class and then Katie, spontaneously with a young guy that her mother had hired to decorate the house), there still wasn’t any sort of spark. Not even as we told each other everything and how exciting/awful it had been. Neither of us got turned on like some would have by the other describing the antics in detail (and there was a lot of detail.) We were both just curious about what had happened and full of excitement/sympathy for our best friend.
I passed my way through college and started my first step towards my dream job by landing an assistant journalist position. Katie was thrilled for me, but everything didn’t run quite as smoothly for her.
She didn’t get the grades she needed to go on to university and study to become a veterinarian, so she spent the summer enjoying the last of her student grant and trying out various part-time jobs in order to keep herself in the black until she figured out what to do with her life.
Which brought us to now, sitting in a bar with our friends on a warm August evening, drinking beer and talking the usual bullshit that people in their late teens talk about. Sex (or the lack thereof); music; gossip; what crazy antics we had got up to on our recent holidays and how totally hideous our parents were.
As the sun began to set on what had been a good night and a great catch up, a slightly-worse-for-wear Katie told me in a slurred voice that she needed to ask me a big question before we went home, but it needed to be in private. Because of financial pressures, she’d moved in with two of her friends including her ex-boyfriend, which was a bit awkward, so she asked if she could come back to my flat.
I said yes, of course. My flat was hers whenever she needed time or space away from things, and we spent a lot of time in each other’s company anyway, so having her around was nothing unusual. We were incredibly comfortable around each other. We always had been.
So, her obvious awkwardness when she sat on the sofa next to me at home was something strange. I first thought she was going to tell me something about Steve, her ex-boyfriend but when I brought his name up, guessing they’d had a fight or something, she shook her head.
“It’s going to sound a bit weird,” she started, chewing her lip nervously, “I want to ask you a favour, but I totally understand and won’t be upset if you say no.”
“Ri-i-i-i-ight,” I said slowly, wondering what the hell she was about to ask.
Katie seemed to take forever to pluck up some courage, nervously fiddling with her blonde curls in her fingers. Just because we had never gone any further than that one drunken kiss, didn’t mean I didn’t find her attractive. Any man would have. She was short, blonde and incredibly cute with her big green eyes and a pretty smile but wasn’t a skinny girl. For an eighteen-year-old she had great curves; impressive cleavage and a round, pert bottom. She’d enjoyed her fair share of male attention but had only ever slept with three men, only one of which was a real relationship - an asshole called Steve, who was her most recent boyfriend.
“I really need to earn some money,” she said slowly. “And a friend of mine has told me about this- sort of- job opportunity.”
I frowned. Where was this going? “What kind of job?”
“Modelling. I wondered if you’d come with me to the,” Katie paused, “...to the interview?”
“Why do you need me to come to an interview?” I asked. “Of course I will, but you’re right, it does seem a bit odd. You’re being a bit weird.”
Katie sat up straighter. “Oh, fuck it. You’re my Paul. I can tell you anything, right?”
I shrugged. “You always have?”
“It’s a company that does adult stuff. You know, nude pictures. Porn stuff…” She sat back, waiting for my reaction.
“Porn stuff? What, like dirty videos?” Katie just nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. “How dirty? What kind of porn?”
“Oh, nothing kinky. Not like gangbangs or any weird stuff. Just- well, you know, a guy and a girl and…” she trailed off as I stood up.
“This is crazy,” I said in disbelief. “I know you’re stuck for money and everything, but there are loads of other options before stooping to this kind of level. I mean, seriously?”
“My friend Sarah has done it, and she’s made over two grand in just two shoots. And she loved every second of it,” Katie replied defensively.
“But this isn’t you, Katie.”
“How do you know it’s not me?” she asked.
“Because you’re my best friend,” I said simply. “I know you better than anyone. You’re the gorgeous, funny, sweet Katie, not some sex-mad porn star.”
“Well that shows how much you know about me,” Katie stood up, raising her voice. “Sweet? You think I’m sweet? Well, for a start- I am sex-mad. In fact, that’s why Steve and I argue so much…”
I waited for her to carry on, but she suddenly sat down, as though she’d said too much.
“Well, go on then.” I prompted her, ignoring her ranting tone. “Carry on.”
She glared at me, getting some of her resolve back. “I want to do certain things in bed that Steve doesn’t. I want sex more than he does. He can’t keep up with me.”
This was something she’d never told me before. I’d always told Katie everything, so this sudden revelation stung a bit. Obviously, the earlier beers had loosened her tongue. They’d loosened my curiosity too. “Yeah right. What sort of certain things? What kind of guy can’t keep up with a girl?”
“I can’t get enough sex,” Katie said and I noticed for the first time that her face was bright red with embarrassment, even as drunk as she was. “I masturbate every day, sometimes twice. I always have, even if me and Steve had sex that day. I want to do things, experimental things. I’ve always had certain fantasies and I want to try them while I’m young.”
That honest confession shut me up. I didn’t quite know what to say. I suddenly saw Katie in a slightly different light, then immediately realised she was still the same girl. She was still my best friend. I sat down next to her.
“I don’t want to know what these ‘things’ are, but if you want to talk about them, you can.” I sighed loudly. “Wow. I thought I knew everything about you. When did we start keeping secrets from each other?”
“You have secrets?” Katie asked in a very quiet voice.
I laughed. “I wish I did, but honestly, my life is nowhere near as exciting as yours. I have my job and outside of that, you’re pretty much all I have. You and my other friends and family.”
“I want to do this,” she said, quieter again, almost a whisper. “Ever since Sarah told me about it, I’ve thought about it and want to try it. I need the money, but also, I just like the idea.”
“And you want me to come with you?” I raised an eyebrow.
“You’re the one person I trust to look after me,” Katie shrugged. “There’s no one else, and I can’t go on my own. I’d be too scared.”
“What about Sarah?” I had to ask. “She’s been there and done it. And she’s a girl. Surely…”
“I don’t trust her,” Katie interrupted. “She’s not a great friend if I’m honest. She’s selfish and a bit of a snob sometimes. She only hangs around with me when she’s got no one else. Please, Paul. Obviously, I can’t tell Steve. I wouldn’t ask if I had anyone else.”
We ended up having a hug and I agreed to at least go to the interview with her. What I didn’t realise is that it was scheduled for tomorrow. I made Katie the spare bed up in the small bedroom and then went to bed myself but found it hard to sleep, wondering what the next day was going to bring.




Chapter 2
Luckily, our hangovers weren’t too bad and we woke up feeling okay and relatively fresh after a shower and a bit of breakfast. Katie was clearly nervous as we got ready to set off to the company office where she was booked to meet someone called Rob, who would be doing the interview.
“I can’t believe you’re going through with this,” I said as we got in my car. I’d expected her to back out from nerves, but besides going a little quiet, she wasn’t showing any signs of changing her mind.
“Me neither, to be honest.” Katie gave me a tight smile from the passenger seat. She looked gorgeous, her wavy blonde hair loose around her shoulders and a light blue strappy dress showed off her tanned legs. A cute pair of sandals showcased her pretty feet and perfectly painted toes. Katie’s nails were one of her favourite things. She took care of her hands and feet, with a manicure or pedicure nearly every week.
I asked her what was expected in today’s ‘interview’ and Katie said she wasn’t entirely sure, but it was to see if she was suitable for either nude modelling or the adult film industry so she had to be prepared for some very personal questions and she’d been warned she might even be required to get naked if the interviewer requested it.
“Well, don’t worry,” I tried to reassure her. “I’ll be right outside if you need me at all. Within shouting distance.” I was prepared to take her for some dinner afterwards too and to give her a shoulder to cry on if she got turned down or anything negative came from it.
“No, I want you to come in with me,” she said as though surprised, “I’ll need you to hold my hand.”
“Are you kidding me?” I chuckled, thinking she was fooling around but the look on her face said otherwise. “Okay. I’ll come in with you and then leave when things get personal or whatever.”
“We don’t have secrets from each other anymore,” she reminded me. “But if it makes you feel uncomfortable, I guess…”
“We’ll see just how it goes,” I said, patting her hand as reassuringly as I could.
We reached the address we’d been given and I’m not sure what I’d been expecting, but it certainly wasn’t a run-down office block on the edge of town.
“Are you sure this is the right place?” I said as we got out of the car and walked hand-in-hand towards the main doors.
“That’s what it says on here,” Katie frowned at the letter in her hand. “Maybe it’s nicer inside.”
It was, but not by much. The reception was a small jaded room which needed painting and some new furniture. The woman sitting behind the welcome desk wasn’t much better, middle-aged, skinny and pale with a huge gap in her teeth and a pen in her hair. She directed us to room twenty-three on the second floor and then popped in another chewing gum and went back to texting someone on her phone.
When we found the right room, I stopped Katie’s hand just as she was about to knock on the door.
“Are you sure you want to do this?”
She took a second then nodded. “I really do. You only live once. Are you with me?”
“Always,” I said and she knocked on the door. Suddenly, I became aware that I was probably more nervous than Katie was.
“Come in,” said a deep voice. So we did.
The office was much nicer than the rest of the building we’d seen so far. A leather sofa was against one wall facing a large oak desk, sat behind which was an oldish guy wearing glasses. He had greying hair and was bald on top, but had a warm smile for Katie as we entered, closing the door behind us.
Another man was sitting in a chair next to the desk. He was short but powerfully built, in his late thirties but very handsome with a shaved head and a sparkling diamond earring. His skin was a little too tanned and his teeth a little too white, but I saw Katie give him a look up and down and they smiled at one another as the older man told us to take a seat.
“I’m Alan,” he introduced himself then gestured to the good looking man. “This is Rob. You must be Katie?”
Katie nodded and then put her arm around me briefly. “This is Paul. He’s come with me today, I hope you don’t mind. If it’s a problem…?”
“Is he your boyfriend?” Alan asked.
“No!” Katie said, a little too firmly, I guessed for Rob’s sake because she glanced at him as she spoke. “He’s my best friend. We’ve known each other since we were kids.”
“But you used to be together?”
“No,” she explained, “We’ve never… you know. We’re just…”
“You’ve never fucked. You’re just best buddies. Brother and sister almost.” Alan finished the sentence for her, and Katie nodded. “That’s cool. Maybe a bit strange, but if you’re both cool with it then I am too. What about you, Rob?”
Rob flashed his white teeth in a broad grin and winked at me for some reason. “Yeah, it’s cool.”
“So, you know why you’re here?” Alan studied Katie, looking at her over the top of his glasses.
I heard Katie take a deep breath at the side of me. “I’m here for an interview?” The two men raised their eyebrows, waiting for more. “To be an adult model or actress?” she finished.
Alan coughed into his hand. “Specifically you’re auditioning for a job in porn.” He said bluntly.
I looked at Katie and her cheeks had turned a little bit pink, but she took it pretty much in her stride. “Yes, that’s right.”
“So what makes you want to do this?”
“I heard the money’s quite good,” she said after a second to think. “I don’t mind showing off my body. And I like sex. I like sex a lot.”
“Really?” Rob spoke again in his deep voice.
“Yes, really,” Katie replied with a smile directed at him. I felt a minor surge of jealousy for some reason. I didn’t know why. I’d never felt like that with Steve. Perhaps I just felt protective of her.
“So do you have a boyfriend?” Alan asked as he scribbled some notes down on a pad in front of him.
“No. I did, but we broke up a few weeks ago.”
“And when was the last time you had sex?”
Katie glanced at me. I don’t think she had expected that question. “Um, two days ago.”
“Who with?” the old man peered at her over his glasses again.
“My, um, ex-boyfriend,” Katie said hesitantly.
“So you’re not together but you’re fuck buddies still?”
Katie cringed at that slightly. “I suppose so.”
“And you’re eighteen?” Alan asked, then continued when she nodded. “Well, that’s all fine.”
“We don’t get a lot of eighteen-year-olds,” Rob said, “Most women tend to be in their twenties, single mums or whatever, desperate for money, but we do tend to get the odd university student now and again. I have to say though, you’re very cute.”
Katie went bright red. “Thank you,” she managed to stammer. “You are too and…”
“So, I’m the agent,” Alan interrupted, explaining everything in a very business-like manner, “And Rob here is one of our male actors. He also serves as a sort of talent scout and helps me out with these auditions and such.”
For the first time, I noticed a camera and a video camera on the desk. Alan picked them both up, one at a time, checking that they had power before removing the lens caps.
“First of all, can you take off your dress for me?” Alan said, looking through the eyepiece of the camera.
“There’s a coffee machine in the canteen down the corridor,” Rob said to me. “We’ll be about half an hour tops. Don’t worry, we’ll look after her.”
“He stays,” Katie said, grabbing my hand. “If that’s okay?”
Alan squinted at her from behind his desk. “Are you sure? I don’t want him putting you off. You need to be relaxed and…”
“I’ll be a lot more comfortable and relaxed if he stays,” Katie said. She didn’t let go of my hand.
“Very well. I need him to move though,” Alan said, pointing the camera at Katie now. “He can’t be in the shot. I need to take photos and video to send to casting directors and it’s going to look a bit weird with a geeky kid sitting there next to you.”
Geeky kid? I was about to say something but Katie must have known because she squeezed my hand. Hard.
“That’s cool. Paul, can you stand over there?” She pointed towards the back of the office, behind the two men, so I got up and after she gave my hand one last squeeze, I went over and stood behind Rob. “So you need me to strip?” she asked.
Alan nodded. “Take off the dress first.”
Katie stood up and for the first time, she avoided my gaze. I had seen Katie in her bra and knickers before. She’d stayed over at mine and me at hers numerous times over the years but I’d never seen anything more than that, and to be honest, I had never really thought about it. So when she lifted the dress up and over her head, it wasn’t anything I hadn’t seen before, even if she did have a lacy white bra and panties on which were more revealing than the underwear I’d seen her wear in the past.
“Okay, turn around slowly for me,” Alan said and as she did a slow twirl, he took a few pictures with the camera. I noticed a red light on the video camera too, so he was recording all of this as well.
“Nice tits,” Rob said. “What size are they?”
“Thanks,” Katie looked down at her cleavage. “I’m a 36D.”
“Very nice,” Alan agreed. “You seem quite comfortable at the moment. Have you ever done anything like this before?” Katie shook her head, so he pressed on. “So would you mind taking your bra off for us? Then your panties.”
Katie reached behind her back and unclasped the bra. I looked at her, but she was still avoiding eye contact with me. Not quite knowing where to look, I turned around and looked out of the window to try and make it easier for her.
“Wow, you’ve got great nipples,” I heard Alan say. “Are they sensitive? Do you like having them played with?”
“Yes,” I heard Katie reply. “But not too rough. I like them being sucked and teased but no pain, or that sort of thing.”
“Okay,” the old man’s voice was still calm and professional. “So now remove your panties and then if you can turn around and bend over for us.”
I heard the sounds of movement behind me as Katie did what they asked.
“Nice little landing strip,” Rob commented.
“You’ll probably need to shave when we do a proper shoot with you,” Alan informed her.
“That’s okay. I’ve shaved it before,” Katie replied. “So do you think I’ll be able to get some work?”
“Spread your arse cheeks for me?” Alan asked. I couldn’t help but imagine what it looked like, but I didn’t turn around. The road outside was busy. Traffic streamed up and down the road in front and people were walking past the building in both directions, none of whom had any idea what sort of things were going on just a couple of storeys above them.
“I think you’ll be able to get plenty of work, depending on what sort you’re looking for and how good you are,” Rob answered for her. “You’re cute as a button and you have a lovely ass.”
“Okay, you can take a seat now,” Alan said as Katie thanked Rob for his compliment. I was still looking the other way, but after a minute or so with no speaking, I assumed Katie had dressed herself again, so turned around.
Katie was still totally naked.




Chapter 3
I saw Katie sit down, her large breasts hanging free. She did have lovely, slightly puffy, pink nipples. I started to turn back around but stopped as she made eye contact with me. Her gaze held me there, stopping me from turning away. Instead, I rested my back against the wall again and seemingly satisfied, Katie made herself comfortable and finally broke the stare just as Alan spoke again.
“So how many guys have you slept with in total?”
Katie blinked but answered honestly. “I’ve been with three guys properly, but I’ve done oral and things with quite a few others.”
“So you wouldn’t say you’re experienced then?”
“Not overly so,” she said, turning slightly pink again in the cheeks. “But I know what to do. I follow guidance well. I can learn new things. In fact, I like learning new things.”
Rob chuckled. “Well if you go down this route, you’ll be learning plenty, I can promise you that.”
Katie seemed to have a smile for Rob, no matter what he said. “I’m excited for that,” she said, openly flirting with him.
Alan wrote something on the pad again, having put the camera down. The video camera was still recording. “So you’re happy giving oral. Do you like receiving oral? Do you do anal?”
Katie’s eyebrows lifted slightly. “I love receiving oral. What girl doesn’t? But anal, well, I’ve not done it yet - but I’d try it.”
“And you’ve only been with a couple of guys besides your boyfriend, or fuck buddy- whatever he is now, so I’m guessing you’ve never been with more than one guy at a time?” Katie shook her head. “Ever been with a girl?”
Katie paused and to my surprise, she nodded. “Sort of,” she looked at me. “I’ve never done actual lesbian sex, but me and a friend once got naked together and touched each other. We were drunk.” The look on her face when she glanced my way made it feel like she was apologising for not telling me.
“Did you cum? Or make the other girl cum?”
“Oh, no.” Katie shook her head, making her pretty blonde curls bounce around her shoulders. I caught myself staring at her gorgeous, big breasts and forced my eyes up to my best friend’s face. “We just fooled around, touching and stuff, but it didn’t go that far. I did get really wet though.”
“Did you masturbate afterwards?” Alan asked bluntly. “While thinking about it?”
“I was only young,” Katie said after thinking about it, “But yes, I think so. Probably. I masturbate all the time, to be honest. Always have.”
“Really? Would you mind doing it for me now? What do you use? Toys or just your fingers?”
Alan kept firing questions at her, but to her credit, Katie didn’t flinch. “Usually, just my fingers but I do own some toys. Dildos and vibrators, that sort of thing. I use them sometimes.”
“Do you like them big or…?”
“Toys?” Katie clarified. “I have a couple of larger ones then some small bullet-type vibrators. They’re all fun.”
“What about guys?” Rob asked the next question. “Have you ever been with a well-hung guy?”
“Define well hung,” she asked.
Rob was rubbing the front of his jeans. They were tight and he had a huge bulge there. “Well, I’m a little bit over eight inches. Ever had anything as big as that?”
Katie licked her lips. “My first two boys were average and small respectively,” she glanced at me, so I knew she was going to confess something. “But my ex-boyfriend is quite big. Thick too. He says he is eight inches, but I’ve never actually measured it so I don’t know…”
“Want to see mine to compare?” Rob smiled at her. Katie nodded and he started unbuckling his belt.
“Ahem,” Alan cleared his throat. “Katie, we don’t have a lot of time if we’re going to get through everything we need to. So, while Rob is doing that, would you mind masturbating for me? Show me how you do it?”
Katie took a deep breath. It took an effort for her to pull her eyes away from the undressing Rob.
“Yes, I think so,” she said quietly, displaying some shyness for the first time.
“Just pretend we’re not in the room,” Rob added. He was down to just his boxer shorts now and the bulge in the front looked pretty big from where I was standing.
“Okay,” Katie was back to avoiding my gaze again. She shifted sideways on the sofa and opened her legs slowly, then slipped a hand down to her pussy. I couldn’t help but look, even though I knew I shouldn’t. She had a small landing strip of fine, dark blonde hair growing up from the top of her slit and over her mound. Her fingers parted her small, pink pussy lips and then her middle finger found her clit and she began to tease it as all three of us watched.
Rob slipped his shorts down and his large, thick, semi-erect cock popped into view. Katie’s eyes were drawn to it, and her finger worked her clit a little bit faster.
“Slip a finger inside,” Alan told her.
I suddenly realised I was hard. I looked down to see if my bulge was visible and to my horror it was, but Katie didn’t notice. She was too fixated on the now fully naked Rob; his muscled torso and legs and his porn star cock. Her free hand went to her breasts, stroking a nipple as she masturbated.
“I’ll come straight out with it,” said Alan. He was taking photographs of her again as he spoke. “You’d make a good model, but hardcore video is where the money is.”
Katie nodded but didn’t take her eyes off Rob’s cock and she didn’t stop rubbing her clit.
Alan put the camera down and picked up the video camera. “So, do you want to do a quick hardcore scene right now? As an audition? I can show it to the casting directors and see if they think you’ve got potential.”
I froze. Would Katie actually do this?
She nodded. “What do you need me to do?”
I realised I was holding my breath. Oh, my. She was going to do porn. Right here and now.
Alan was leaning forward, getting the camera closer to Katie’s wet-looking pussy and his glasses had slid down his nose. He pushed them up with one finger. “Ideally, I’d want you to start by sucking some cock. Let’s see how good you are at it?”
Katie looked at me and smiled for some reason. She seemed quite at ease, which surprised me. “Yes, I can do that.”
“Fantastic, then we can take it from there.” Alan stood up, still holding the camera. “Just do whatever you’re comfortable doing. Obviously the further we take it, the more material we have to show the big industry bosses and the more work you could get.”
I couldn’t believe that I was watching my female best friend of ten years laying on a sofa completely naked, legs open and playing with her pussy. It felt wrong, but I couldn’t tear my eyes from her and what was about to happen. Was I going to see her give head?
But then something unexpected happened. Alan handed the video camera to Rob, who leaned back and sat on the edge of the desk. Then Alan undid his belt and dropped his grey trousers.
Katie stopped playing with herself and sat upright as Alan slipped off his shirt and took down his silk boxer shorts. His body was nothing like Rob’s ripped physique. He was in his fifties at a guess, hairy and slightly overweight, and his cock was barely half the length of Rob’s, although it was still thick-looking. Whereas Rob was fully shaven, Alan had a small amount of iron-coloured wiry pubes. He stepped towards Katie who was staring at him with her mouth open in surprise.
Rob moved to the side so he had a good view of Katie. I had to step sideways because Alan was standing in the way. I was ready to walk over, grab her by the hand and drag her out of there when she suddenly cleared her throat.
“I thought you meant with Rob.”
“You see, the thing is,” Alan said, stroking his cock right in front of her face. “You don’t always get to pick and choose who you do scenes with. Sometimes you’ll get to do things with hot guys like Rob, but depending on the scene and the theme of the shoot, you could be asked to do all sorts. With old men, ugly guys, big cocks, small cocks, transsexuals, girls. You name it.”
“I don’t know,” Katie said slowly. I stepped forward, but Rob put a hand out to stop me.
“Let her decide for herself,” he whispered to me. I felt my blood growing hot as I stood there for a moment. She was an adult, she could make her own decisions, but she knew this wasn’t right, surely she wouldn’t…
“I guess I have to show the directors that I’m versatile,” Katie said and shrugged. Then she sat up and leaned forward.
Again, I couldn’t see what was going on from where I was standing and had to step back to where I was so I could see her with Alan’s cock in her mouth. Her hand went to his balls and began to stroke them as she got into it and Alan’s hand went to the back of her hair.
“That’s it,” he encouraged her as her head bobbed up and down on his cock.
She must have sucked him for a good ten minutes and when he finally let her come up for air, he had gone from being flaccid to being fully hard. His cock still wasn’t very impressive, no bigger than mine, if not a little bit smaller. It looked painfully hard, jutting straight upwards and certainly very erect for someone of his age. I wondered if he’d taken viagra or something.
“So am I any good?” Katie looked up at him with watery eyes. He’d gotten a little bit vigorous, basically fucking her mouth just before he stopped.
“You’re good enough,” he replied. “You can get better, but you’re young enough to learn with practice.”
Rob’s cock was hard now too. He was holding the camera with one hand while stroking himself with the other. Katie’s eyes found him and she stared at his cock for a moment, then returned to sucking Alan’s cock without even being asked. She never even looked at me. I might as well have not been there.
Alan stopped her. “Woah. Don’t go making me cum. Not yet.”
Katie wiped her lips with one hand, smearing her pink lipstick a little. “What do you want me to do now?” I wanted to go over and tell her to stop, but Rob was still standing in the way.
“Aren’t you enjoying this?” he said to me quietly. “Your friend is pretty fucking hot.”
With the tightness in my jeans, I couldn’t argue otherwise. Instead, I gave him a look and backed away again.
“Kneel up on the sofa for me,” Alan told her. “Let me fuck you and see how tight your pussy is.” I couldn’t believe my ears. Surely she wouldn’t go this far with such an old guy.
But she did. Katie stood up, turned around and climbed on the sofa, bending over and spreading her thighs. I could see her slit from behind. She was obviously wet, her pussy lips glistening in the fluorescent office lights.
Alan put his hands on her hips and shoved himself inside her in one smooth movement. I couldn’t believe she was letting this old man fuck her.
“Oh, oh...” Katie moaned as Alan started to get into a rhythm. “Yes. Fuck me. Fuck me harder.”
Was this really my Katie? My best friend since school, telling a man old enough to be her grandfather to ‘fuck her harder?’




Chapter 4
“Fuck me harder,” Katie repeated. Alan’s response was to grab her blonde curls, pull her head back and pound her hard from behind. His balls were making a ‘slap, slap’ sound against her, the only noise apart from Katie’s constant soft moaning.
“Don’t worry,” Rob said quietly to me. “You can have a copy of the video to wank off to later.” He laughed then turned back to video Alan flipping Katie over onto her back and telling her to spread her legs.
As he got between her thighs, I felt like I couldn’t watch any more and tore my eyes away. I turned and gazed out of the window again but I could still hear Alan grunting as he fucked her and Katie’s accompanying moans. She genuinely sounded like she was enjoying it. I tried to shut the sounds out.
“Paul?” She called out my name.
“Yes?” I turned around quickly. “Are you okay?”
“Why aren’t you watching me?” she asked. They’d stopped. Alan was standing back at the desk with the video camera in his hand. He pressed some buttons and then watched some of the video back. Rob was looking at it too.
“I felt a bit weird,” I said honestly.
“Didn’t it look good?” she asked, concern on her face as she closed her legs and sat up again. “Don’t you think I’m good looking enough?”
“You’re stunning,” I tried to explain. “I couldn’t stop watching at first. It was really sexy, but you’re my best friend and it felt weird.”
“I’m still a girl,” she said. “You’re still a man. You should find me a turn on. You should be horny and turned on by it.” The two guys had their backs turned to her. Had they finished? Had Alan cum? Katie seemed sad and alone, sitting there on her own, all naked and vulnerable.
“Of course I was turned on,” I reassured her truthfully. “I thought I was going to either cum in my pants or at least burst my zipper.”
Her eyes drifted down to my crotch and I realised that I was still hard, my bulge still visible. Katie’s eyes lingered there for a second and a huge grin crept across her face. “Oopsies,” she giggled and pointed at it. “Did I do that?”
I was about to say yes when Alan turned back towards us. His cock had softened, but he must not have cum yet because he said they hadn’t finished yet. He asked her to kneel on the floor in front of him.
“The video we have is good,” he explained, “But no shoot is complete with what we call ‘the money shot,’ if you know what that is?”
Katie nodded as she got down on the floor. Alan put his flaccid cock in front of her face.
“You need to make me cum. I can either do it on your face or your tits, whichever you prefer.”
Katie shrugged. “I don’t mind.” Then she started sucking him again, so I turned back to the window.
“Paul,” she called to me. “Please don’t turn away.”
I slowly turned back around. “Why?”
“I want you to watch,” she said with a shy smile.
“I think she likes it,” Rob chuckled.
“I do,” she confessed, her eyes meeting mine as she started sucking him again.
I was confused, but I did as she wanted, watching as she stroked his balls, sucked his cock then even licked down his little stiff cock and even took his balls in her mouth before going back and licking and sucking on the tip enthusiastically like it was a lollipop.
“Push your tits together,” Alan said suddenly, taking half a step back. Katie did just that, lifting her large breasts and holding them in front of him while he stroked furiously. “Open your mouth,” he ordered.
Katie barely had time before the first spurt of cum sprayed out, hitting her on the cheek. She stuck her tongue out and the second stream went in her mouth. She pulled a bit of a face when that happened and moved her head back slightly, so the third jet went over her upper chest and tits.
“Fuck,” Alan said in a tight voice. His fist was still pumping around his cock and another load of cum shot out, not as forcefully as the first three, but it still splashed on her chin and throat. She opened her lips and let him milk the last few drops into her mouth, then she sucked and licked the tip clean as he ordered her to. Finally, he stepped back and found his office chair and sat down in it heavily.
Katie got up and sat on the sofa, spreading her legs and started playing with herself again. Rob and I exchanged glances. I was wondering if he was going to fuck her now and I guessed he was wondering what I would say or do if he did. I suspected Katie wouldn’t have stopped him if he tried.
But he didn’t. He kept the video camera focused on her as her eyes met his. She raised her legs up, one finger rubbing up and down her wet pussy and then focusing on her clit. Her other hand was kneading her breasts, pinching the nipple as she masturbated, then her eyes moved to me and Katie orgasmed.
Her back arched and she moaned loudly. She shoved her fingers inside her for a second then had to move them as her legs clamped together hard and she groaned again.
“Wow,” she said after she’d got her breath back.
“Wow indeed,” Alan said. He’d also got his breath back and was now getting dressed again. Rob looked at the clock on the wall and did the same.
“We have another audition in a few minutes,” the good-looking guy said to me with a smile. “If you want to get your friend dressed? There are some wet wipes on the shelf there.”
Katie stood up as I walked over and passed her a couple of tissues. “So, what happens next?” She wiped her face and cleaned the cum from her breasts.
“I’ll need you to confirm your details on this form,” Alan said, sliding a piece of paper and a pen towards her.
Katie dressed quickly, then began to fill it in. “Did I do well? Will you get me some work, do you think?”
“Well, I definitely hope to do a shoot with you,” Rob said as he buttoned up his shirt. “I’d love to fuck you. You looked fantastic.”
“She was quite good,” a fully dressed Alan added, “Not fantastic, but as I said before, young enough to learn.”
“I have to confess I was hoping you might join in,” Katie said to Rob somewhat shyly, as she passed the completed documents to the old man. She went bright red as she said it though. Her bravado had perhaps faded along with her arousal, after her huge orgasm.
“I wanted to,” grinned Rob with his bright white teeth, “But as I said, we have another audition in a few minutes and we take it turns, you see? Alan will need a while to recover, so it’s my turn next.”
My jaw dropped. These people had such surreal lives. I wondered how many women Rob and Alan fucked in a week, or even in a day.
As Katie kissed Rob on the cheek and we left, we passed another woman outside. A curvy brunette, much older than us but still quite good looking, and I couldn’t help but briefly imagine what the milf was about to do when she went in for her interview.
She knocked on the door. “Come in, Nicola,” Alan’s voice came from inside. She gave us a look as though she was going to ask us something, then she went in, closing the door behind her.
Katie and I looked at each other, giggled and then we left. We didn’t know where this was all going to lead, but we were about to find out.




Chapter 5
We didn’t say anything until we got in the car outside. Then, as we sat down and belted up, we looked at each other again.
“So, now I feel weird.” Katie finally said, after what felt like an age of awkward silence.
“Me too.”
“I guess that I truly don’t have any secrets from you now,” she said. “You pretty much know everything. You’ve seen everything. I feel sort of strange. How do you feel?”
I started the car while thinking about what to say. “I feel kind of guilty,” I finally said, as we pulled away from the office. “What do you want to do now? Go somewhere to talk?”
“Yours?” she suggested. “We can have a coffee. I could use a shower as well if I can borrow yours?”
“Sure,” I said, “Good idea,” We needed somewhere quiet to talk and to digest what had just happened.
“Why guilty?” Katie asked as I drove. Home was only a ten-minute drive away.
“I should have stopped it or something. I don’t know.” That was true. I couldn’t quite put a finger on how I felt. Maybe it would take a while to sink in or something. “Or maybe because of how I felt while I was watching. Or I shouldn’t have watched?”
“That’s crazy,” Katie said. “I wanted you to watch. If you hadn’t, I’d have felt like I wasn’t attractive or something. And if you hadn’t got horny, I’d have felt downright ugly.”
“I shouldn’t have let you go through with it,” I repeated myself.
Katie got angry at that. “Paul, you’re my friend - not my dad. I wanted to do it, remember. And I enjoyed every single, fucking, minute of it! Okay?”
“All right, cool down,” I said apologetically, “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to sound like your parents.”
“It’s okay,” she said, “I’m sorry too. I shouldn’t have snapped at you.”
“You really enjoyed it?” I had to grin at her. “Slut,” I joked.
“I’ll tell you when we’re inside,” she grinned back and then stuck her tongue out at me.
When we were inside, Katie decided she needed a beer rather than a coffee and I joined her, even though we’d downed enough alcohol last night to last us a week.
“I’ll drink this, then go grab a shower if that’s cool?” she said, taking a long pull from the bottle.
“Of course it is,” I took a swig of my cold beer too. What had just happened this morning was starting to sink in now. I’d just witnessed my best friend getting fucked by a complete stranger- and an old man at that, right in front of me. “I can’t believe what happened, you know? It feels kind of surreal.”
“I know,” Katie laughed under breath, “I’ve just had sex while you watched. I can’t believe I went through with it. I almost chickened out.”
“Are you glad you didn’t?” I asked. “You said you enjoyed it, back in the car.”
“I’d rather it was with the other guy - Rob,” she confessed, “But I can’t pretend I didn’t like it. I came really hard. You saw that. Usually, a girl doesn’t cum unless she’s enjoying it?”
“Yes, but that was after,” I pointed out.
“Because I was so damn horny. I’ve never slept with anyone that old before and it made me feel slutty and naughty.” Katie grinned mischievously, “Although I did once suck a guy off who was maybe even older. But I was utterly wrecked on vodka that night.”
“What? You never told me that!”
“I’m sorry. I’ve kept stuff from you, but you know there are just some things a girl doesn’t tell anyone. Sucking a pensioner’s dick is one of those things. Besides, I bet there are lots of things you’ve not told me.”
“A pensioner? Seriously?”
“Yes,” she giggled. “It wasn’t my finest moment. I’ll tell you another time. So, come on - there must be things you haven’t told me.”
I thought about it hard, but there wasn’t. Katie had always been my best friend and I loved sharing things with her. Perhaps I hadn’t shared all the gory details of sex from her, but I’d always told her who I fancied, who I was dating and when I’d had sex with them.
I told Katie exactly that and she raised her eyebrows at me. “Really? Oh wow, I feel bad now.”
“Don’t feel bad,” I said. I didn’t want her to feel guilty. “It’s cool. So what else is there I don’t know? Is there anything else?”
Katie thought about it but said she couldn’t think of anything right now, then promised that if she remembered anything, she’d tell me. At least she knew that I wouldn’t judge her now. Then she flipped the conversation around to me.
“So... I admitted that I loved being a slut just now. Can I ask you a question?” When I nodded, she asked if I was sure and I told her to just go ahead and ask. “Did you enjoy it? Or was it just guilt?”
I stared at my best friend. Would she be offended if I lied and said no?
“I feel bad for admitting it,” I said eventually, “But yeah, I guess I enjoyed it.”
“I saw your hard-on,” Katie giggled. “You should have got your cock out and had a wank.”
“Oh yeah, right,” I chuckled. “I’m sure they’d have loved that.”
“What’s up? Embarrassed at the size of your dick or something?”
“No!” I spluttered. “It’s just that, well… it would have been inappropriate and…”
“Paul, I was being fucked right in front of you and another total stranger and you don’t think that’s inappropriate? Then you watched me make myself orgasm too.”
She had a point and I didn’t quite know what to say, so I just shrugged.
“Is your cock small or big?” she asked, folding her arms. “Come on, you’ve seen me. I want to know.”
“It’s maybe a bit bigger than Alan’s was,” I said defiantly, staring at her.
“Show me,” she said. “Come on, you don’t have to wank or anything in front of me. Even though I bet you’re desperate to cum. I know I would be in your position.”
“I’m not the sort of guy to just get his cock out,” I stared at her. “You know me better than that.”
Katie finished off her beer. “Oh, well, you’re no fun,” she pouted at me. “I’m going to have a quick shower if that’s okay?”
I necked my beer and decided to get a fresh one out of the fridge. “Help yourself. Towels are in the overhead cupboard,” I said over my shoulder and she skipped off upstairs.
Just a few minutes later I heard the shower running and shortly after, I heard Katie shouting my name. I called upstairs to see what she wanted and she asked if I had any shampoo she could use because she thought she had dried sperm in her hair. I tried to tell her where it was, but she wanted me to come upstairs and pass it to her.
I went upstairs but stopped outside the door. “You’re in the shower,” I pointed out.
“Paul, you’ve seen me naked and worse. Me in the shower is nothing now. Just come in and pass me the damn shampoo.”
I walked in, grabbing the shampoo bottle from the shelf under the shower cupboard and tapped it against the shower door, expecting her to open it a crack for me to pass it through but she opened the door fully.
“Thanks,” she smiled at me but didn’t close the door as she poured some into her hand and began to wash her hair. “Don’t go yet,” she said as I turned to leave. “Can I ask you something again?”
She was teasing me, I realised, so decided to play along. I turned back towards her and looked her up and down slowly, taking in her smooth bare thighs, her little landing strip of light brown pubes and her firm tits before finally making eye contact. “Okay.”
“Enjoying the view?” she asked with an arched eyebrow. Well, what did she expect?
“Not bad,” I answered with a teasing smile.
“Not bad?” she spluttered. “Well, I think that answers my question. I was going to ask if you thought I had a good body.”
“You have an amazing body,” I conceded with a laugh, trying not to let my best friend faze me which she was obviously trying to do. “If you weren’t my best friend and everything, I’d fuck you.”
“Are you hard again?” she squeezed the water and shampoo foam from her eyes and squinted down at my crotch and I realised that I was. I wasn’t sure if my erection had gone down at all since we’d left the audition and I told her so with a shrug. I wasn’t going to let her embarrass me like she was trying to. “Show me then. Come on Paulie, let me see?”
“No way,” I said. I wasn’t going to give my friend the satisfaction of teasing me like this.
“Too scared?” Katie laughed at me. “I promise I won’t rape you. I won’t even leave the shower. Show me and then I’ll let you go and I’ll finish showering.”
Scared? I wasn’t scared. It just felt a bit weird. Well, I wasn’t going to let her have the last laugh. Knowing it was just banter between friends, I unbuttoned my jeans and took them down along with my shorts. My trimmed cock popped out, harder than I’d realised it was and Katie clapped her hands together.
“Wow. Very nice Paulie. Not bad at all. If you need to wank, you can, you know?” she winked at me.
“You’re terrible,” I laughed. There was no way I was going to wank over her while she showered in front of me like the tease she was.
She waited for a moment as though I was going to do it, then when she realised I wasn’t, she shrugged. “Damn it. Maybe next time,” she giggled, “Okay. You can put it away and leave me to shower now if you like.”
I did just that. “Towels are on the rack there,” I pointed to her, not giving her another excuse to call me back and tease me some more.
I closed the bathroom door behind me. She was right though. I did need to cum, quite urgently. The whole experience, while being surreal and bizarre, had gotten me incredibly horny and as soon as Katie left and went home, a short time later after very little further naughty talk, I went straight to bed and played with my cock until I shot a huge load all over my stomach and of course, all I could think of was Katie being fucked.




Chapter 6
The next day, Katie and I texted each other during the day but neither of us mentioned either the audition or our brief flirtation in the shower. I wanted to talk about it, but at the same time, I didn’t want to be the one to bring it up. I dropped a few hints, but she was either oblivious to them or was ignoring it, so I didn’t push the matter. When she was ready to talk about it, she’d let me know.
The following day we barely texted at all, and the day after that was equally quiet, so when the weekend rolled around, I gave her a call to see if she was okay.
“Hey. How are you?” she asked when she picked up.
“All good. I haven’t heard anything from you, so I thought I’d give you a call.”
“Well, I was going to call you actually,” she said. I thought I could hear someone else talking in the background. “I wanted to ask you a favour.”
“Another one?” I chuckled, referring to the audition, hoping to spark a conversation about it although that probably wasn’t going to happen if she had company. “What’s up this time?”
“Nothing’s up,” she whispered back. “I can’t talk properly right now because I’m with a friend, but we’re going out downtown tonight and wondered if there was any chance that I could crash at yours.”
“Because of Steve?” I enquired. “Are things still a bit tense between you two?”
Katie was currently living at her friend’s house, and her ex-boyfriend was still living there too. Until she got back on her feet financially, there wasn’t much she could do about it.
“It’s not Steve, it’s Ellie,” she replied. Ellie was a long-time friend of Katie’s even though they were practically polar opposites. Whereas Katie was always cheerful, fun and easy-going, Ellie was serious, moody and took herself way too seriously for my liking.
“Of course, you can stay. No problem,” I said. Ellie could be prudish and judgmental and usually when Katie went out, she liked to get more drunk than was good for anyone, and Ellie hated it.
“Thanks so much. You know how uppity she gets,” Katie said happily, “I’ll call you when I’m in the taxi to make sure you’re up.”
“Cool,” I said and we hung up. I’d been hoping she might invite me out with her and her friends, but no such invite came. It didn’t matter. I’d brought some work home to do anyway. My mind had been on Katie way too much while in the office, and I’d fallen behind with some of my jobs as a result. I’d got a few beers and a pizza in the fridge. I’d have those, do my work and chill out until Katie arrived after her night out. Maybe then, we could finally talk and process what happened the other day. Plus, I wanted to know if Alan had been in touch since with any news about making a proper film with her.
The evening rolled by. Pizza was eaten, work was done and beers were drunk until finally, I received a text from Katie to say that she’d be getting a taxi in around an hour or so. It was almost midnight and I was tired, so I told her that I’d probably be asleep but I’d hide the key under the large plant pot with the conifer outside, so she could let herself in.
I undressed and got into bed, realising that my tiredness was exacerbated by probably having one too many beers, but even though my eyes were heavy and my body was aching, my mind wouldn’t switch off. I was looking forward to seeing Katie, even more so than usual, probably due to barely having spoken to her for a few days, but I knew that I should sleep and instead catch up with her in the morning. She’d be drunk anyway when she got in and in no fit state to have a serious conversation of any sort.
Sleep continued to elude me for a while until finally, I started to drop off but just as I did, I heard the rattle of keys in my front door lock, then the sound of it opening and closing, accompanied by a drunken giggle from Katie, most likely as she tripped over the doorstep or something. That would be typical Katie.
I thought about getting up and making her a strong coffee to sober her up, but my bed was too warm and I was too comfy. The possibility of her coming into the bedroom to see me was in the back of my mind too, but any thought of that disappeared when I heard another voice.
A different voice, not Katie’s. A male voice.
“What the hell?” I muttered under my breath as I swung my legs out of bed. As I did, I noticed that my phone had another message on it that I hadn’t read. It must have come through while I was dozing off. It was from Katie.
I’m bringing a friend back with me. I hope that’s okay. Let me know if not.
A friend? She’d have been more truthful if she’d said a guy. Even if I’d seen the text, I’d have read it to have been a female friend, also hoping to sleep over at mine, to avoid paying taxi fare.
I wrapped my dressing gown around me and was just about to open the bedroom door when I heard them coming upstairs already. Wow, Katie, you don’t waste any time, do you?
I put my ear to the door, listening to a loud bump, followed by them both giggling as presumably, one of them tripped over coming up the stairs.
“Are you okay?” I heard the male voice ask with a hushed voice.
“I’m fine,” Katie whispered back loudly in the way that drunk people do. “I just need to get in bed.”
“Yes, you do, but don’t think you’re getting any sleep,” I heard the guy say with another laugh.
“I have no intention of sleeping,” Katie replied flirtily.
“Good. Hey, are you sure your friend is okay with this?”
“Oh yeah,” Katie giggled. “He’s cool with stuff like this. Let’s just say it’s not the first time I’ve had sex with him nearby.”
“Oh, so you two-”
“No, we’ve never fucked. We’re just friends.” Katie wasn’t even bothering to whisper now, so the guy told her to be quiet.
“Shhhhh,” he chuckled. “You’ll wake him up.”
“He won’t care,” Katie said, her voice going a little quieter as they went through into the spare bedroom, stumbling their way there from the clumsy bumps and scrapes that I kept hearing. “He’ll probably just listen through the wall anyway.”
The guy said something but I couldn’t hear what. Everything became more muffled and then silent as I heard the spare bedroom door close.
At first, I didn’t hear anything else, so I did exactly as Katie had guessed I’d do; I moved close to the wall and put my ear flat against it.
There - I heard her - a quiet, soft sound which sounded like a moan and then another one until the sound repeated itself in a slow rhythm.
What was he doing to her? Fingering her? Licking her? He couldn’t be fucking her already, surely?
“Stop,” I heard her say, and the moaning subsided. Then I heard her speak again: “Get your dick out.”
There was silence for a while, then I heard his voice. It was his turn to moan now as Katie most likely sucked his dick or at the very least, gave him a handjob.
I don’t know how long I listened for, waiting for them to take the next step and actually fuck. It wasn’t that long but it was late; I was tired, so I gave up on listening and climbed back into to bed but I’d only been in there long enough to get warm when the telltale sounds of them having sex started.
It started with some murmured talking. I couldn’t hear what was said because I’d taken my ear from the wall but then a loud thumping noise began: the sound of the headboard banging against the wall that separated the two bedrooms.
I threw the covers off and went back to listening again.
“Fuck me harder,” I heard Katie say after a few moments of nothing but the repetitive knocking and the sound of the spare bed creaking as they fucked.
“Okay,” I heard him reply and then more banging of the headboard and squeaking of springs until just a minute or so later, I heard him grunt and then silence for a moment.
“That didn’t take you very long,” I heard Katie say and she didn’t sound happy. It had been maybe ten minutes in total since they walked through the door and maybe three or so minutes of actual sex. It was hard to tell exactly through the wall, but she sounded disappointed.
I didn’t hear him reply at all. Everything went quiet, so I presumed they’d fallen asleep but I was sure they’d be at it again later, so it was probably a good idea for me to try and get some sleep myself, now while it was quiet.
I managed to drop off but when I did get woken up, it wasn’t by the sound of them having sex again as I’d expected. It was by the sound of footsteps going downstairs. I needed a pee, so I quietly got out of bed, cracked the bedroom door open and as I looked out, I saw the back of the guy as he disappeared out of view down the staircase. I didn’t see Katie with him, so I looked sideways at the spare bedroom door. Closed.
I walked out onto the landing and heard the front door open and close. He’d gone. No further sex, unless I’d somehow slept through it. I went downstairs myself, checking that he’d dropped the catch on the door and then went back upstairs to the bathroom.
After emptying my bladder, full from the beers I’d knocked back earlier, I walked back to the bedroom but stopped halfway there. Should I knock on the door and check if she was okay? It might seem a strange thing to do, but I could say that I’d heard her friend leave and just wanted to make sure that she was fine.
I hesitated for a moment, but just as I decided that it was the right thing to do and took a step towards the spare room, I heard her voice. She was talking to someone. I stopped where I was in confusion. Had she brought more than one guy in with her? She couldn’t have.
I approached the spare room door, pressing my ear to it as I had done with the bedroom wall.
“I’m sorry for waking you,” I heard her say then after a pause, “I’m drunk and just wanted to talk to you.”
She was on the phone, I realised. Who was she talking to? It was the middle of the night.
“I’m at Paul’s. In his spare bedroom. Why? Because I met a guy and wanted to have some fun and let’s be honest, it’d be a bit weird if I’d brought him to your place, wouldn’t it?”
Your place. That narrowed it down to the two people that she lived with. Her friend Ellie and her ex-boyfriend, Steve. She’d mentioned in her earlier text that she wanted to stay over at mine because of problems with Ellie. So this had to be her, but why would she be calling her at this time?
“Well, if it makes you feel any better, he was useless. He came in about two minutes and then fell asleep. I tried waking him up for another go, but he couldn’t even get hard, so I told him to go home.”
Katie had kicked him out. Ouch. Poor guy.
“I didn’t get to cum,” she continued, “So I’ve been laid in bed playing with myself but it’s not working. I’m horny and I need cock.”
I had no idea that Katie and Ellie spoke as openly as this.
“I’d come over, but you know how Ellie is with me at the moment. If she hears us, she’ll go crazy.”
So this wasn’t Ellie. Which meant it must be Steve.
“Why am I calling you? Duh? Work it out. Why don’t you come over here? I can sneak you in and out. Paul knows I was bringing a guy home so he’ll be fine about it.”
There was movement on the other sound of the door, so I darted back into my bedroom. Just in time too, because I heard Katie come out of the spare room and head over to the bathroom. I listened from my side of the bedroom door because she was still talking to him.
“Great. Hurry up then. Text me when you’re here and I’ll let you in. Just be quiet, okay?”
I didn’t want Steve coming over here, but what could I do about it? I could confront her but then I’d have to admit that I’d been eavesdropping on her conversation. That might cause the kind of argument that ruins friendships.
I heard the toilet flush and the tap running for a while and guessed she was freshening herself up for Steve. When she went back into the spare bedroom, I sat heavily on the edge of my bed. Why was I so opposed to Steve coming over? The guy was an asshole and Katie deserved better than him, but who was I to judge? I’d learned lately that she had a high sex drive which meant she had needs. Needs that the guy she’d brought home tonight couldn’t satisfy. So why shouldn’t she make a booty call to get her rocks off? What was wrong with me?
Why did I have these angry feelings rising inside me? Wait. Was I jealous?
I didn’t have too long to wrestle with my emotions. I heard the familiar noise of Katie’s ringtone through the wall, followed by a sexy giggle from Katie and then the sound of her heading downstairs to let him in.
What did I do now? Did I stop it?




Chapter 7
“You’re such a naughty girl, Katie,” I heard Steve’s familiar gruff voice say.
“Be quiet,” Katie shushed him. I got up and put one hand on the door handle, about to accidentally bump into them while on my way to the bathroom but something stopped me. I don’t know what it was. I had no right to be jealous. I’d thought about Katie a lot recently - in ways that I didn't normally think about her - but that was just down to the experience we’d shared at the porn audition. That’s all it was. Something like that was bound to make me feel closer to her. This wasn’t jealousy, it was just protectiveness towards my friend. That’s all it was. So I had no right to be a jerk and cock block her, right?
As the sounds of their lowered voices disappeared into the spare bedroom, I walked away from the door and flopped down onto the bed. This was crazy. I just needed to get some sleep. Everything would be better in the morning. Steve would be gone and I could have a talk with Katie before she went home. I could try to work out these weird feelings.
“Fuck, yeah,” I heard Katie cry out as I got under my bed covers. “That’s what I need. Give it to me.”
The headboard started bumping against the wall again. They were fucking already. No foreplay this time. Steve obviously wasn’t the kind of guy to mess around. By the force of the banging and how loud Katie was moaning, he didn’t mess around sexually either.
Even though I was angry at how Katie had taken advantage of my generosity in letting her stay over, and I had this nagging feeling - similar to jealousy - inside me for whatever reason, I was also feeling slightly horny. I couldn’t deny that. Just hearing people have sex, despite the fact that it was Katie, got my cock hard. I was tired and needed sleep and masturbating often helped me to nod off, so I slipped my shorts down, took my cock in my hand and stroked it as I listened to Steve fuck Katie just a few feet away through the wall.
I heard the bed creak and shift a couple of times, which I imagined was them changing position. I imagined him fucking her missionary, then doggy-style, then Katie on top. It felt wrong to imagine my best friend like that, but I needed to cum so I could get some sleep, and before too long, I came all over my belly. Loads of the stuff too.
Making a mental note to empty my balls more often, I quietly got out of bed, opened the door gently and tiptoed over the landing to wash my hands and stomach so I could go to sleep with no fear of waking up glued to the bed, but when I came back out of the bedroom, I stopped in surprise.
The spare bedroom door was wide open. Not only that, but the lamp next to the bed was on, illuminating them perfectly. Katie was on her knees, face down into the duvet, with Steve standing next to the bed, his hands on her hips, driving his thick cock powerfully into her.
Steve was tall and very slim, but toned and fit. He was five years older than Katie, but looked older than that because of his thick dark beard and receding hairline, however, he was still an attractive guy. He knew it too, which gave him an air of arrogance and accounted for him being an asshole most of the time.
I stood as still as I could. I hadn’t switched the landing light on, so it was dark where I was. Had they seen me walk across and into the bathroom? If they had, it hadn’t stopped them, or made them close the door.
I continued to watch from the shadows as Steve flipped her onto her back, pulling her onto his dick and then lifting her legs over his shoulders, so her ass was raised up off the bed, her pussy fully impaled on him. Once he’d got her into position, he began fiercely ramming it into her again, making her cry out.
“Oh my fucking god,” she moaned, “I’m gonna cum again.”
Katie’s back arched and she groaned as her orgasm caused her to shudder, almost out of Steve’s grasp, but he managed to hold on to her, slowing down his thrusts until she’d finished cumming. Then he turned to me and winked.
Fuck. He’d seen me. I quickly darted out of sight and back into my room but as I did, I heard Katie call out after me.
“Paul?”
I cringed, turned around and walked back out to face the music. I’d been well and truly caught.
“I’m sorry,” I apologised, holding my hands up. “I went to the bathroom and when I came out, the door was open and…”
Katie was laid on her side now, with Steve behind her, his arm looped over.
“Don’t apologise,” she smiled at me mischievously. “We saw you go and Steve asked if we should stop, but I said no and told him about the other day and how you enjoyed watching, so we just carried on.”
Katie adjusted her leg as Steve moved, and I saw him put his cock inside her from behind, and he began to slowly fuck her in the spoons position as I stood there, wondering what to say.
“Okay,” I pointed towards my room, “I’m going to get some sleep, so I’ll leave you to it.”
Steve’s hands went to Katie’s large tits, cupping them and squeezing them as he slowly but deeply fucked her, making her eyes close for a moment as she savoured the feeling. For a moment, his cock popped out but before she reached down and put it back in, I saw that he was long and thick, much bigger than me and I couldn’t help but notice how stretched out Katie’s pussy lips looked from the angle I was standing. Katie hadn’t lied when she’d told Alan that her ex had a big one.
“You don’t have to go,” she murmured, before sighing in pleasure as Steve went deep into her again.
“Yeah, I do,” I replied. That increasingly familiar burning feeling inside me had returned. Some sort of jealousy, most likely because he was getting sex and I wasn’t, even though I’d just cum myself.
Katie looked over her shoulder at Steve. “Cum inside me. I want you to cum,” she said softly.
I turned away and went back into my room, closing the door behind me and when I got in bed, I pulled the pillow over my head to drown out the sounds of their lovemaking. This was like some kind of awful torture and the only way to escape it was to sleep. It took me a long while, but eventually I drifted off, after the sounds of them fucking had finally subsided.
When I woke up again, early morning sunlight was sliding in through the gap in the curtains and I looked at the time. A little before 8.00am.
Shit. Time to get up.
Then I remember that it was the weekend. No work today. Whenever that happens, it always feels like one of the best feelings in the world and today was no exception. I rolled over away from the sunlight to have at least another hour in bed but as I did, I saw Katie standing at the open door.
“Good morning,” she said with a rueful expression on her face.
“Hey,” I replied, rubbing my eyes. In my half-asleep state, I’d almost forgotten that she’d stayed the night.
“Listen,” she came in and sat on the foot of my bed. She was wearing a t-shirt, one of mine that she must have found in the wardrobe in the spare room. “I want to apologise for last night. I was really drunk.”
“It’s cool,” I said. “A bit cheeky to bring a guy back here without asking, but don’t worry about it. I accept your apology.”
“It wasn’t just some guy,” she said, her eyes not meeting mine as she lied, “It was Steve. You saw us. I bumped into him in the club. He’s gone now, by the way.”
I heard you with the other guy. I heard him leave and then you called Steve. I heard it all. Did I call her out on the lie? It might humiliate her and I didn’t want to do that.
“It’s cool,” I repeated, “Honestly, it is. Don’t worry about it. Just next time, give me a heads up on what you’re planning, okay?”
“I didn’t plan it,” Katie pouted at me, “I was drunk and really horny and it just kind of happened. I’m sorry if we embarrassed you when you caught us at it.”
“Watching you have sex seems to be becoming a bit of a regular thing,” I forced out a laugh, pushing down those weird feelings again as they resurfaced. I sat up, about to swing my legs out of bed and then stopped as I realised that I had an erection.
“You okay?” she said, then her eyes read my face and swept down to my lap, seeing my hard-on standing up through my shorts before I had a chance to pull the duvet over my groin. “Oops,” she tried to suppress a grin. “Sorry. I’ll go make a coffee and let you deal with that, shall I?”
“Sure,” I said, knowing that my face had turned red. I could feel the heat emanating from my cheeks. “I bet you need a strong one to get over your hangover. You did sound really drunk.”
Katie hesitated, as though she was waiting for me to say something else, then rather awkwardly turned away and went downstairs, leaving me wondering if I’d said something wrong.
I wasn’t going to make myself cum as she’d suggested, so instead I went to the bathroom and splashed my face with some cold water to wake myself up and calm down a little. The images of Steve pounding Katie last night were running through my mind, so it didn’t completely work but my erection subsided enough for me to feel comfortable wrapping myself in a dressing gown and I headed downstairs to the smell of freshly brewed coffee.
Katie had her back to me, standing by the table which had two steaming hot drinks on it. When she turned around, I saw that she had black streaks running down each cheek. Fresh tears rolled down her face as she sobbed out loud, and then covered her face with her hands.
“What’s wrong?” I said, taken aback at her sudden change of mood.
“Everything,” she whimpered into her hands. “Me. What’s wrong with me? I’m a fucking idiot.”
“Why? What do you mean?”
I took her by the hand and sat her down on one of the kitchen stools, then put her coffee into her hand and told her to drink.
“Last night,” she sobbed, “I was so stupid. I feel like a stupid slut today. What was I thinking?”
“Hey, it’s okay,” I tried to comfort her, sitting down alongside and putting a hand on her shoulder. “Are you talking about the sex with Steve? Or is it me seeing you, or…?”
“It wasn’t just Steve,” Katie mumbled, slowly managing to slow down her crying. “There was another guy. I don’t even remember his name.”
“Another guy?” I knew what she was talking about, but I didn’t want to embarrass her and make her feel even worse. I’d let her tell me, if she wanted to, in her own time.
“I met him in the club, not Steve,” she glanced up at me through mascara-streaked eyes, “I brought him here and we had sex, but it was terrible. He had a small cock and came straight away. I was so disappointed, so I told him to go.”
“Oh dear,” I chuckled, trying to lighten the mood a little, but that only served to make Katie narrow her eyes at me. “Sorry,” I apologised. “Go on. How did Steve come to be here then?”
“I was so mad and frustrated. I tried to make myself cum but couldn’t, and then like the stupid drunken slut that I am, I decided to call Steve and invited him over to fuck me.”
“I see,” I said, taking a sip of my coffee to hide the slight grin that was forming on my face. I was glad that Katie felt bad, but I wasn’t sure why. “And you regret it this morning?”
“Steve is a complete prick. I can’t stand him,” Katie moaned, rubbing her face, which made her smeared make-up even worse. “What was I thinking? I bet he’s loving it this morning, swanning around like the big man, knowing he can fuck me whenever he wants. I bet he’s telling all his mates about me. Oh, what have I done?”
I moved closer to her as she began to cry again, and then she leaned forward and into my arms. I held her close, letting her cry into my shoulder until she stopped shaking and sobbing, then she pulled away as I spoke.
“You just like sex,” I said honestly, “Who doesn’t? You’re young and highly sexed and want to feel loved and wanted and sometimes when you’re drunk that makes you do crazy stuff. It’ll all be okay, don’t worry.”
“Thank you,” she said after a moment. Her face was very close to mine. “Paul, why are you always so good to me? I don’t deserve you. I treat you like shit sometimes, yet you’re always here for me.”
“That’s because we’re friends,” I replied, suddenly feeling slightly weird for some reason. “We’re best friends.”
Her green eyes peered straight into mine, as though searching for something.
“Do you ever wonder what it’d be like,” she said softly, “If we were more than friends? More than best friends?”
I didn’t answer right away. This felt like some sort of moment, one of those important moments that you know if you get wrong, you might never get again.
“Yes,” I said eventually even though I didn’t know if that was the answer she wanted to hear or not. “Especially lately, since the interview…”
I tailed off, wondering if I’d overstepped the mark because Katie pulled away slightly, studying me for a moment.
Then she leaned in and kissed me.




Chapter 8
I don’t know why I said what I said, but I think it was something to do with the jealous feelings I’d been experiencing lately. But I was glad I said it because the kiss felt… just right. Like it was meant to happen. Like it’d been a long time coming.
I kissed her back. Her lips tasted slightly salty but it didn’t bother me, even though the possibility that it could be the tang of another man’s cum. My cock was pressing hard against the inside of my shorts as the kiss lingered, then I felt her hand move under my dressing gown, searching for it.
I didn’t stop her, in fact, I shuffled my hips towards her so that she found it. She wrapped her hand around my hard shaft, squeezing it through the cotton of my shorts, then stopped to help me take my dressing gown off.
“Let’s go to the bedroom,” I said, as she pulled it off my shoulders.
“Shhh,” she said, her eyes meeting mine before her lips took over again, silencing me with another kiss, before tugging my shorts down so I was completely naked.
“Is this okay?” I found myself saying, then instantly wished I hadn’t because it made me sound stupid.
“I told you to shush,” she repeated without any hint of a smile. Her expression was deadly serious so I didn’t say anything further. I watched her as she broke eye contact and looked down at my cock, which was painfully erect and pointing straight at her. “You do have a nice dick, Paulie. Not as big as I’d like, but not bad. Why is it so hard?” She finally gave me a small grin as she waited for an answer, but I was lost for words.
“We shouldn’t do this,” I stammered as she wrapped a hand around my cock and gently squeezed it.
“Why?” she tilted her head and looked me in the eye. She must have been able to tell from my voice that I didn’t mean what I’d just said. Her hand was slowly stroking up and down my cock. It felt so good.
“Because we’re best friends. It might ruin it.”
“Then let’s find out what it’s like to be more than best friends.” She looked back down at my now-throbbing penis. “I won’t let it ruin anything, I promise. I just want to suck you. Put it down to me thanking you for being such a good friend over the years.”
Her blonde hair was tied back in a messy loose ponytail so I had a clear view of her face as she dipped down and put her mouth around the tip of my cock. I felt her tongue swirl around it, such an exquisite feeling and then she slid further down, enveloping it totally in her mouth for a second, before riding back up until she had just the tip between her full, pink lips.
“Oh, my God,” I moaned as she went back down, sucking on my cock slowly while deftly cupping my balls with her hand. “That feels amazing. I’m going to cum really fast though. Can we slow down?”
“I do want to make you cum so bad,” Katie announced, “But okay, not yet.” She stopped sucking me but kept stroking my cock while biting her lip in thought.
I was still standing by the kitchen table with my shorts around my ankles while Katie sat on the stool next to me. I looked over at the open window. I was on the first floor but there was a block of flats opposite that faced directly onto mine. If anyone looked across from there, they’d be able to see us. “Can’t we take this into the bedroom?”
“Okay, if you insist,” Katie giggled and looked out of the window. “Are you scared of someone seeing? Who cares if they do? Life’s too short to worry about things like that.” Then she lifted her t-shirt up and over her head, throwing it on the floor. She was naked underneath.
“Katie!” I gasped, but before I could say anything else, she giggled and ran off in the direction of the bedroom. I watched her go, marvelling at her how her big tits bounced as she jogged away, then I followed her, almost tripping over my shorts. I’d forgotten they were hanging around my ankle. I kicked them off and then went into the bedroom.
Katie was laid on my bed and looked ridiculously beautiful. She’d taken the bobble out of her blonde hair, so it was fanned out on the pillow around her. Her legs were wide open and one hand was between her legs, resting on her thin strip of light pubic hair, her middle finger teasing her clit. It looked so hot that I froze at the doorway, unable to speak and barely able to breathe.
“What are you waiting for?” she whispered into the silent air.
I still couldn’t move and realised that nervousness had kicked in. This was a big deal. Katie and I were about to have sex. Everything might change after this. Our lifetime of friendship - it all depended on what happened next.
I found my courage, or perhaps pure lust kicked in, but whatever it was, it jolted me back into the moment. “I’ve been waiting for this all of my life,” I managed to reply softly, “I just didn’t know it.”
“Then come here,” Katie said, the smile slipping from her face and seriousness taking over. “I want you.”
I slowly made my way to the bed, enjoying the sight of her finger swirling around her swollen clit. Then I lowered myself over her, surprised to see her face move towards mine for a kiss.
Our lips touched and I felt something I’d never felt before. A feeling of warmth spread through me. This felt right. Nothing had ever felt more right. Then her hand was around my cock, guiding me towards her, and then I felt the end of it press against her before sliding inside.
I wasn’t a virgin. I’d slept with a handful of girls but never anything like this. Nothing with any meaning to it. Fucking a girl that I’d met in a bar was fun, of course, but this was Katie. The girl I’d known since childhood. My best friend, but also a girl that I’d fancied for years - even if I’d denied it to myself - and I had my cock buried deep in her pussy.
She was wet and it took me a moment to realise that the slipperiness of her pussy was likely a lot to do with the fact that Steve and maybe the other guy had already cum inside her. My dick was probably covered in their cum already but it didn’t stop me. I couldn’t help myself. Any thoughts about her already having sex with two guys the night before, or even things like taking time to pleasure her went out of the window. Some sort of animal instinct took over and I just went for it and fucked her.
It only lasted a few minutes - a few minutes of noisy, hard, raw sex - and only when I’d finished, barely pulling out in time to shoot my cum all over her stomach, did I stop to look down at her. Her large tits were flattened out because of how she was laid on her back and were covered in a light sheen of sweat, as was my own upper body and they wobbled beautifully as she fought to get her breath back.
“Wow,” she sighed eventually, “That was quite something.”
I flopped down onto the bed next to her, and for some reason, I was overcome with the urge to laugh. “It sure was,” I said before bursting into a fit of giggles.
Katie joined me, laughing to herself before rolling on to her side and wrapping an arm around me.
“I think I love you,” she murmured into my neck. “Don’t freak out, but I think I always have.”
“You’re just saying that in the heat of the moment,” I said, turning my head to face her. Her hair smelled so good like it always did.
“Maybe,” she whispered, planting a small kiss on my neck, followed by another one, and then another one along my collarbone. Her hand traced down my chest and lower abdomen and then found my cock, which amazingly was already stirring for another round.
Within minutes, we were fucking again, this time with Katie on top, her round breasts hanging down as she rode me. I found her nipple with my mouth, gently nibbling and licking them, making her cry out in delight before I rolled her onto all fours and fucked her like I’d never fucked a girl before.
The second time, she told me to cum in her - it was safe; she was on the pill - and again, when I did, my cock shooting deep inside her, I was overwhelmed by a feeling that I’d never felt before. This was more than just screwing some girl I fancied. This was something else. Was this… lovemaking?
We had sex on and off all day. It was crazy. We didn’t leave the flat, spending almost every minute together, eating, drinking, chatting, and then having sex. It felt so right - like it was meant to be.
Looking back, it was one of the happiest days of my life. The day when everything just came together - albeit in strange circumstances - but it was definitely the day my life changed.
It would change again, sooner than expected, and in a way I never thought it would.




Part 2: One Year Later
Chapter 9
That day when Katie and I first had sex; when we discovered and began to explore the feelings we had for each other, was a major turning point in both of our lives.
We spent every waking moment together that we could, and after just a few days, had one of those conversations that boys and girls have when they’ve been having casual sex so often that it’s kind of more than just casual sex - that chat when you confirm to each other than you’re boyfriend and girlfriend.
A week later, after what Katie described as a particularly awkward discussion with Steve at home, we decided that she might as well move in with me, and that’s what we did - and it worked out perfectly.
We did everything that young couples do. We dated - I loved taking her out and introducing her to my friends as my girlfriend now, rather than just my best friend. I became the envy of the group because I knew that several of my pals fancied Katie - who wouldn’t? She was gorgeous, and the fact that she was mine made me the proudest man on earth.
It didn’t take me long to realise that I was in love. I’d had crushes on girls before, but I’d never felt love before like I did now - never felt that all-consuming desire to be with someone all of the time; the inability to think of anything else except for that one person; the joy you feel when you see them; and the almost unbearable longing when you’re apart.
We did the ‘meet each other’s parents’ bit - which was easier than usual because we knew them anyway, with us being such good friends, but it felt different with being each other’s partner now and the sense of ‘belonging’ to the other’s family. We were constantly complimented on how well suited we were; a lovely couple; love’s young dream; and we continued to get closer and closer, and fall even deeper in love with each other over the next year.
We spent a full year together, a wonderful spring, a hot summer with copious amounts of sex, especially during the two weeks we spent in Spain on holiday, romantic autumn dining out as the nights darkened and then a perfect Winter with our first Christmas together as boyfriend and girlfriend.
When January came around, I was being asked when I was going to propose to her. Why should I delay? We were perfect together, it was obvious, my friends all told me, and so I decided they were right. I had just turned twenty, Katie was nineteen, so we were young, but we were also blissfully happy. We’d only been going out for a year, but we’d known each other for nine years, so it wasn’t like it was a spur-of-the-moment thing.
I bought the most expensive ring my wages could afford, gold with a brilliant single diamond and proposed to her during a surprise trip to Paris.
She said yes with the brightest glow in her green eyes and the widest smile that I’d ever seen on her beautiful face, and we celebrated by making love down a secluded Parisian alley before going back to the hotel where we called our family and friends to give them the good news. And then had sex again. All night.
Things couldn’t have been better. When we came home, our friends threw us an engagement party so they could join in the celebration and it seemed like everyone was just as happy for us as we were happy ourselves.
We set a date. We planned it all out. Everything was going to plan.
Until the phone rang one evening.
We were just in the middle of cooking dinner - we often cooked together - and Katie answered it, thinking it was probably one of our parents or friends, but when she asked who it was and they answered, I saw her face change to an expression of surprise.
“I’m sorry,” she said, glancing at me. “Things have changed since then. When you didn’t get in contact before? I thought I wasn’t suitable and you weren’t interested.”
Who was it on the phone for her to be having such an odd conversation?
“I understand that,” she replied to whoever it was after a moment, “But I’ve got a fiance now so it’s not really appropriate, but thanks anyway.”
I watched and listened as she tried to get the caller off the phone, until eventually, she half-shouted down the handset, “That’s impressive, yes, but I’m just not interested, okay? Goodbye!” and then slammed it down.
“Who was that?” I said, laughing at how mad she was. I assumed it was some sort of sales call.
“That guy - what was his name? A-A-Alan,” she stammered at me, clearly extremely flustered.
“Who?” I said, then remembered. “Alan? The porno guy?”
“Yes,” Katie said, puffing out her cheeks in anger. “The nerve of him. Getting in touch after all this time and expecting me to still be interested.”
“I’d forgotten about him,” I said, only half-honestly. I’d not thought about him in particular and I had forgotten his name, but there had been several times in the past year, especially lately, when I’d caught myself remembering those times. It’d been when Katie wasn’t around, and I’d been masturbating. My mind wandered back to that day in his office when I watched her get fucked by him, and similarly, I’d thought about her and Steve, and the night I’d seen them have sex. I didn’t know why, but it turned me on. Perhaps it was just the thought that my lovely Katie - who everyone thought the world of - had a secret naughty side. Whatever reason it was, I soon forgot about it and didn’t think about it too much, once I’d used those memories to get myself off.
“I forgot about it too,” Katie said, as she finished preparing the meal we’d made together, an awesome-smelling lasagne. “When they never called me after the audition, I just thought I wasn’t good enough for them. Like I was too fat or something.”
“You’re hardly fat,” I told her off for putting herself down. “Maybe the right part just never came up, until now.”
“Well, whatever reason, they can go fuck themselves, right?” Katie walked through into the dining room and sat down. “I was in a bad place then. I needed the money and wanted to experiment and explore myself sexually.”
“And now you don’t?” I asked as I sat down opposite her.
“No,” she said, but something in her voice wasn’t very convincing. “I’ve grown up a lot this past year. We both have. I’m happy - we’re happy. Aren’t we?”
“I’ve never been happier,” I said truthfully, and reached out my hand to put over hers. “I love you so much. Look, just take it as a compliment, okay? It’s nice to be wanted, right?”
“I guess,” Katie smiled at me. “You’re so good to me. I don’t deserve you.”
“Of course you do,” I replied and we ate the rest of our meal without the topic of Alan being brought up again, but something was bothering me about Katie’s manner for the rest of the evening. I knew Katie better than everyone and had learned to read her moods over the past year.
The phone call had clearly unsettled her and I needed to know why.




Chapter 10
The following day, Katie was sitting at our kitchen table when I got home from work. A mug of coffee in one hand, another in the other hand for me.
“Hi,” she smiled as she passed it to me, “Good day?”
“Yeah, I guess,” I replied, sitting next to her after I’d taken my coat and shoes off. The coffee was welcome, hot and sweet.
“You know Ellie?” Katie was always the conversation starter when I came home because I was usually tired and drained from work. “She’s flying off on holiday next week. Mexico. I’d love to go there.”
“Me too,” I sighed, “But until I either get a promotion or you get a better job, it’s about out of our reach financially.”
“I know,” Katie tapped her finger on the side of her cup. She always did that when she was thinking. “The bar work I’ve been doing doesn’t bring in enough money, so I need to do something to make more money. Even if it’s just in the short term.”
“Like what? Do you have something in mind?”
“Well…” She stretched her arms above her head, drawing the sweater she had on tightly around her breasts. She fake-yawned too, something she often did when she was nervous or feeling uptight. “That phone call last night made me think.”
“The porn guy?” I almost choked on my coffee. “Made you think about what?”
“He quoted me a fee,” Katie said, her pretty green eyes tentatively meeting mine. “When I said no, he raised it. To a lot.”
The comment she’d made to him - something like, “That’s impressive, but-” made sense now.
“A lot? How much, exactly?”
“First he said five-hundred, but then he doubled it.”
“A thousand?”
Katie nodded. “Yeah. For one film session. One. He said that he had a scene to shoot and the girl had cancelled on him. I matched the description of the girl in it perfectly, so I’d be an ideal fit.”
“I bet he did,” I shook my head, “Dirty old fucker. He just wants to see you get laid, or even to fuck you again himself.”
“It’s a lot of money though,” Katie got up, rinsing her coffee mug in the sink. “As you say, money is tight at the moment. It could help out a lot.”
“You’re honestly suggesting this?” I said, shocked that this conversation was even taking place.
Katie turned around to face me. “You were okay with me doing it this time last year. You went with me and-”
“But you were single then,” I pointed out, “We’re together now. Engaged women don’t do this sort of thing. It’s cheating.”
Katie stared at me, folding her arms beneath her breasts. “It’s not cheating if you know about it.”
“You’re my girlfriend, Katie. My fiancee!” I half-shouted at her, then immediately felt guilty when her eyes widened and her lips trembled slightly, so I softened my tone. “Do you really think I’d be happy with my girlfriend fucking other guys? No guy would.”
“It’d just be one time. One fuck. Think about the money. We could have a holiday. Spend it on the house. It’s just sex. We have sex nearly every night. I’d still be your girlfriend.”
“The answer is no!” I slammed my empty mug down on the table. “I can’t even believe you’re asking this. I’m going out.”
“What? No!” Katie put a hand on my shoulder but I shrugged her off and put my coat on.
“I need some time and space,” I said. “I’m going to the pub for a drink. I’ll be back in a bit.”
“Don’t go. Let’s talk about this,” she said but I’d already stormed out of the front door by the time she finished. Not just because she’d suggested that she fuck someone else or because she wanted to do it for money. Not because she’d sprung it on me when I’d just home from work or because she’d obviously been thinking about it since yesterday.
I was angry with myself because the thought of it inspired that weird feeling inside of me again. The same one that I’d got every time I masturbated on my own and the thought of Katie with Alan, or with Steve, popped into my head. A confusing feeling, arousal conflicting with jealousy, wrongness and rightness at the same time. A feeling that I didn’t want to acknowledge turned me on. A kind of desire I didn’t want to experience. It was a mixed feeling like I’d never had before and I didn’t like it and didn’t want it. But I couldn’t deny it was there.
The pub was empty when I got there, for which I was grateful. I needed some time to think and try to work my head out. I got a beer and sat myself in the corner of the room where I had some privacy. I pulled out my phone and brought up Google.
In the search bar, I typed: ‘The thought of other men sleeping with my girlfriend turns me on. Is this normal?’
To my surprise, I was faced with dozens and dozens of links. Mostly from men asking the exact same question as me, and the number of answers to their posts and the content of those answers was startling.
I wasn’t alone with the thought of my partner cheating on being a turn on. There wasn’t anything wrong with me, I realised. There was a whole community of men out there who shared these fantasies too.
As I read more, I found advice from several men who had taken it beyond the fantasy, and let their women fuck other guys. Sometimes they were there watching, sometimes they let the woman go out on their own and then just tell them all the details afterwards. Sometimes they were in a different room, listening to what was going on - just like I had that night with Steve last year.
Even more enlightening were the answers from women. Some of them were abhorrent to the idea. They liked their men to be possessive of them and were just there to try to understand why any man would even want to share his wife or girlfriend, a question which several guys were happy to explain in return. Other women liked the idea and actively went out of their way to find friends-with-benefits to sleep with. They saw it as having their cake and eating it. They got all the affection, security and pleasure that comes with being in a loving relationship while enjoying the permission to seek and enjoy the thrill of fucking new guys, all with the blessing of their other half.
Some guys even liked the humiliation of it, going as far as to let their wives and girlfriends deny them sex in various ways. That idea did nothing for me. I wasn’t huge in the cock department but I wasn’t small either and neither did I have a submissive side like these men seemed to. Even then, I didn’t judge them - if that was what floated their boat, then so be it - but it wasn’t for me. I was more like the men that I’d first started reading about - the men who just got a thrill from the thought of the woman they loved having sex with someone that wasn’t them.
I’d read enough. I finished my beer, lining up the empty glass next to the four others that I’d downed. I closed down the browser on my phone and looked at all the missed calls and texts that I’d been idly dismissing while reading. Four missed calls and two texts.
‘Paul, please call me back. I feel awful,’ said the first one.
‘You can’t avoid me forever,’ read the second, ‘Just come home. We need to talk.’
I waved goodbye to the barman and headed outside to flag a taxi down. I’d drunk too much to drive but even though I was drunk, Katie was right about one thing.
We needed to talk.




Chapter 11
“Katie?” I called out as soon as I walked through the door. “I’m home.”
As I took my coat and shoes off, she appeared at the top of the staircase. She was wearing her fluffy white dressing gown and looked like she’d been crying.
“I was worried about you,” she said, angrily wiping at her eyes.
“I can imagine. I’m sorry,” I apologised. “I just needed time to think.”
Katie didn’t reply. She just stared at me through watery eyes, then turned on her heel and walked away into the bedroom, so I followed her upstairs but when I got to the door, she pushed it closed from the other side.
“I think you should sleep on the sofa tonight,” she said through the door.
“Really?” I couldn’t help but retort. “You’re the one that wants to fuck someone else and somehow I’m the villain here?”
There was no answer. I just stared at the door in front of me and realised that maybe I wasn’t dealing with this in the best way, probably due to the alcohol I’d downed in the pub.
“Look,” I sighed, “We need to talk. I’ve done some thinking. I’m not angry, okay? Can I please come in?”
“Promise me you’re not angry?” I heard her say quietly.
“I promise,” I said and she opened the door and then walked away to lay down on the bed. She picked up the remote control from the bedside cabinet and turned off the TV that she’d been watching.
I sat on the edge of the bed next to her, wondering where to start when she spoke first.
“I want to be honest with you,” Katie said softly, “But I’m scared that you’ll get angry and dump me.”
“I’m not breaking up with you,” I replied gently. “I want to be more honest with you too, but if you’d rather go first, then that’s fine.”
“It’s not just about the money,” she said, avoiding eye contact with me. “A year ago, I wanted to do it. I wanted to explore myself and do something crazy and sexy and just get some stuff out of my system. I was disappointed when they never got back in touch with me.”
That took me aback. I wasn’t prepared for that. I knew she’d wanted to do it back then, but I thought that us getting together and falling in love had changed all that.
“Are you telling me that you still feel that way? That you still want to do it?”
Katie’s head turned towards me, but she still couldn’t bring herself to look me in the eye.
“Maybe. I don’t know,” she murmured quietly, “I’m not sure but after Alan called yesterday, I couldn’t stop thinking about it all night. I was angry at first, but then I realised that I wasn’t mad because he was expecting me to cheat on you. I was mad because he hadn’t called me back last year. When I realised that, it made me question myself and the more I questioned myself, the more I realised that I still felt the same way, like you just said.”
“Right,” I said, after taking a moment to take that in. “So us being together doesn’t make a difference to how you feel? Am I not enough for you? Is my dick not big enough? Am I not rich enough, not ‘bad boy’ enough for you?”
“No!” she said, her eyes meeting mine for the first time. She took hold of my hand, squeezing it hard. “It’s not that at all. I love you. I truly, genuinely, really love you. It’s just...”
She paused, trying to find the words and failing.
“Just what?”
I squeezed her hand back. Hearing her say that she loved me was something I needed to hear. Katie wouldn’t lie about that. Not to me. I might have been surprised by her about this, but I still knew her as well as anyone, if not better.
“I guess I just have this side to me,” she began, then paused to squeeze my hand again and then she took a deep breath before continuing. “I like sex. You know that. I always have. Sex with you is fantastic. We have a connection that I’ve never had with anyone else. I’d never risk that. I don’t want to lose you, so if you don’t want me to do this I won’t, but if you want me to be honest, then I have to tell you that the thought of doing it - of having sex in a porn film - well, it turns me on. I’d like to do it, but if you don’t want me to, then I won’t.”
“You’re my girlfriend and-” I began explaining but she interrupted me.
“I just thought that because you seemed to really enjoy watching me at the audition last time, and then you obviously got a bit horny when I brought Steve back that night - well, I thought, perhaps stupidly, that you might be okay with it. I thought I’d use the money side of things to help convince you, which was wrong of me. I’m sorry. Please don’t be angry with me.”
“I’m not angry with you,” I reassured her, “Look, you wanted to be honest and I’m grateful for that. But I want to be honest too, so let me speak, okay?” Katie nodded, letting go of my hand and she sat up straighter on the bed to listen to me. I cleared my throat and continued. “If I’m angry at all, it’s with myself. Well, it’s not anger as such. It’s confusing. This is hard to explain...”
“Try,” Katie said, her face lined with concern.
“I can’t,” I said after a moment. If I admitted to the idea of her doing this being a turn on, how would she react? She might not like it, even though I was going along with what she wanted. Perhaps she wanted me to reluctantly agree to it, rather than actually be enthusiastic about it.
“Why?” she said, taking one of my hands in hers. “You can tell me anything, you know? I understand that you’re possessive of me. I get it.”
“Because it’s weird,” I shrugged.
“What is?”
“The way I feel,” I answered lamely, “It’s confusing.”
Katie frowned at me. “You got turned on when you saw me have sex in the audition, didn’t you? And again when you saw me with Steve.”
“Yes,” I admitted.
“I opened up to you back then. I told you all my secrets, about me not being the sweet and innocent Katie that you thought I was. I let you in on that side of me; my slutty side.”
“I know you did, and I’m glad,” I replied. “If all of that stuff hadn’t happened, we might not be together right now.”
“That’s true,” Katie nodded, her eyes gazing into mine, “I told you all of that stuff; I chose you to go with me; because I trusted you. More than anyone. I still do. It’s only because I trust you that I can tell you about how I’m feeling now - how the thought of being in a porn movie turns me on.”
“I understand,” I sighed.
“Then tell me how you feel. How do you really feel?” she continued to squeeze my hand.
“The thought of you with other guys turns me on,” I said finally. It all came out in a rush. “Sometimes I still think of you with Alan, I remember it all vividly. The same with Steve.”
“Do you?” Katie seemed genuinely surprised at that. “After all this time?”
“I get myself off sometimes, thinking about it,” I continued, surprising myself at how easy it was to admit that. “So the thought of you doing this - being in a porn movie - it turns me on but I don’t like it. You’re my girlfriend and I love you so much - I shouldn’t be feeling this way. It’s wrong.”
“Do you think I don’t feel the same?” Katie took another deep breath before continuing. “I love you too. I’m so in love with you, Paul. Sex with us is fantastic, so why do I fantasize about other guys? Why do I sometimes miss being the old slutty Katie? I thought love was supposed to make you utterly devoted to the other person and not even look at anyone else. Why do I feel this way? I’ve beaten myself up too, feeling guilty and doubting myself.”
“I didn’t know you thought about other guys.” It hurt when she’d said that. It hurt deeply. “If I’m not enough for you, I get it. I’m punching well above my weight with you, I know that.”
“That’s not it at all,” Katie cut me off. “I love you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I just think my sex drive is higher than most people’s. I’m not saying I’m a nympho - well, maybe I am - but I just have this... need... this desire, I don’t know what to call it, but I really would like to sleep with some other guys. However, if it means losing you, then I won’t do it. You’re the most important thing in the world to me. The rest, I can handle just being fantasies if I have to.”
My cock was rock hard. I didn’t know why, but it was. “I don’t know what to say,” I shrugged. “This is all really fucked up.”
“Let me do it,” Katie suggested, squeezing my hand again. “If you don’t like it, we won’t mention this ever again. It’ll just be a one-off thing. Been there, done that, got it out of my system. We’ll forget it ever happened and move on.”
“I suppose the money will come in handy too,” I gave in, simply because I was lost for words.
Katie didn’t say anything. Instead, she reached down and undid my zip.
A minute later, my cock was in her mouth. I laid back on the bed and let her suck me but through the whole blowjob, I imagined her being fucked senseless by some hunk with a huge dick until just a minute or two later, I blew a load down her throat, which she swallowed without complaint.
We didn’t say much else. I got undressed, climbed into bed alongside Katie, took her in my arms and slept a long and dreamless sleep, not knowing what tomorrow would hold.




Chapter 12
“So how do you feel today?” Katie said the following morning when I joined her in the kitchen for breakfast.
“In general?” I asked as I put some bread in the toaster. “Or do you mean the stuff we were talking about last night?” Calling it ‘stuff’ made it feel a bit easier to talk about.
Katie raised an eyebrow, considering me, probably trying to work out my mood. She’d got up before me, and was already fully dressed because she was going to see her friend today for a coffee. She looked gorgeous, long wavy blonde hair loose around her shoulders, a tight t-shirt and even tighter jeans showing off her curves to perfection.
“No, I mean how do you feel about me calling Alan back and telling him I’m interested?” she clarified. “You seemed okay with it last night in the end, but I need to be sure before I tell him yes. If you change your mind, it’s going to be embarrassing to call it off at the last minute or something. I don’t want to mess him around.”
“I wouldn’t say I was okay with it,” I took a bite of my freshly buttered toast. “I just ran out of energy to argue about it any further. I guess if you want to do it and I don’t let you, then you’ll resent me, even though you’ll say you won’t.”
“I wouldn’t resent you, but I’d be disappointed, I guess,” Katie sat next to me at the kitchen table with her breakfast, a healthy bowl of muesli. She’d always struggled to keep her weight in check and was making an effort again to trim down, probably for this porn shoot idea.
“So, if I don’t let you do it, you’ll be disappointed, and if I do, I have to live with the fact that the girl I love most in the whole world has fucked another guy while she was with me,” I shook my head. “It’s a lose/lose situation. But I can’t win, whether you do it or not, so I might as well let you go ahead and see what happens.”
“And as you said, the money will come in useful. If you let me do this, I’ll treat us to something nice, like a holiday or something,” Katie put her hand over mine again, “I’ll make it worth your while, I promise.”
I looked at her and she gave me a mischievous smile and a wink, which made me laugh even though I felt really uncomfortable having this discussion. Not just because of the topic of my girlfriend being unfaithful, but also because of the arousing effect it was having on me again.
“Oh, you’ll make it worth my while, will you?” I said when I’d stopped laughing at her comical expression.
“Yes,” she grinned, then moved her hand underneath the table to my lap. I tried to move before she felt my growing erection but was too slow. “You’re… hard,” she commented. “Why?”
“It’s a morning glory,” I lied, rather lamely, “It’s been like that all morning.“
“No way is it a morning glory,” Katie’s eyes widened slightly. “I’d have noticed before now. It’s the thought of me being with someone, isn’t it? You admitted it turned you on last night.”
“Maybe,” I shrugged, feeling decidedly uncomfortable again.
“Your cock was rock hard last night,” Katie noted, “And you came really fast when I went down on you. Were you imagining it while I sucked you? Imagining me being fucked by someone else?”
“Stop,” I said, moving her hand from my dick, which she was rubbing through my shorts while teasing me. “This is difficult for me, okay? You have to give me time to get used to the idea.”
“There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” she said, forcing her hand back onto my cock. “I’ve read about it. It’s really common for guys to get turned on by their wives fooling around with other men. It’s called cuckolding. The women are called hotwives. There’s lots of stuff online that you can read about. It might make you feel better.”
“How do you know about that?”
“I looked it up last night,” Katie shrugged. “After you went to sleep. What you said about it turning you on intrigued me, so I had to Google it. I was surprised by how common it is.”
“I’ll have a read,” I said, not telling Katie that I’d done exactly myself. I don’t know why I kept it from her. Perhaps I felt embarrassed, even though I shouldn’t because she seemed to have a better understanding of it than I did.
“Good,” Katie stood up, taking the breakfast dishes over to the sink and filling it up with hot water. “I’m going out to have a coffee with Ellie now before she goes to Mexico. That should give you some time to think, then when I come back, if you agree, I’ll call Alan back.”
“So soon?” I said in surprise.
“Why not?” Katie washed the breakfast pots. “There’s no time like the present, plus I don’t want him to give that potential job to someone else. For all I know, he might already have done. So all this worry and argument might be for nothing yet.”
“Call him now, if you’d rather,” I said, on an impulse. I wasn’t one hundred percent sure about this still, but I didn’t want me delaying a decision to make her miss out, giving Katie another potential reason to resent me.
“Are you sure?” Katie said cautiously, but she was bouncing on her heels, obviously giddy about the idea.
“Do it. Now, before I change my mind,” I said quickly because doubts were already entering my mind.
“Fantastic!” she screamed, bounding over to wrap her arms around me and she kissed me hard on the lips. Then just as quickly, she bounced away to the telephone, retrieving Alan’s number from the display and dialling it.
“Is that Alan?” I heard her say as she walked through into the hallway with the phone. “This is Katie. You called me the other night, about a possible job that’s coming up?”
I tried not to listen. As much as the thought of this turned me on, it also felt wrong, like I was making some sort of crazy mistake.
“Yes, I did say no, but I’ve changed my mind,” Katie went on to say. “The problem is that I’ve got a fiance now and I wasn’t sure how he’d react, but it turns out that he’s okay with it, so if the job is still going, I’d love to take it.”
There was a moment where Katie was just listening before she spoke again and I was almost hoping that he’d say the job had gone and that she'd missed her chance.
“Great!” I heard her say, making my heart sink a little. “Let me write those details down. Can you repeat them?”
A minute or so later, she’d hung up and came running back into the kitchen.
“I’ve got it,” she grinned happily. The huge smile on her face made me happy, even though the reason for her happiness was such a conflicting one. “Tomorrow daytime at Alan’s other studio. He’s given me the address.”
“Tomorrow?” This was happening way too fast. “Wow, so soon?”
“You said to do it before you could change your mind. Will you come with me?” Katie was bouncing on the balls of her feet again. “Please? I’ll feel better with you there.”
I wasn’t working tomorrow, so I had no way of saying no. I nodded. “I can’t let you go on your own, can I?”
“You’re the best future husband in the world,” she kissed me again. “Right, I’m going to see Ellie before it gets any later. Don’t worry, I won’t tell her.”
With that, she kissed me again and disappeared out of the front door before I even had a chance to stop her.
Tomorrow. This had all come out of nowhere, but I’d told her she could do this. I couldn’t change my mind now. I’d seen her have sex before; on two occasions with two separate guys. I could do this. Couldn’t I?




Chapter 13
I barely slept and neither did Katie. Not because we were horny with anticipation and fucking all night - I should be so lucky - no, it was just nervousness that kept us awake. It was nerve-wracking for me at least, I wasn’t sure about Katie but I presumed that she was as nervous as I was, and that was why she couldn’t seem to settle in bed either.
Alan’s other studio was almost an hour’s drive away, so we had to be up early to get ready and set off in time, for which I was grateful as it gave us less time to have any awkward conversations or get even more anxious than I already was.
While getting ready, I hadn’t given much thought as to what Katie would wear and when I walked into the bedroom to tell her that we needed to set off soon, I stopped in my tracks. Of course, to me Katie was always beautiful - the sexiest woman on Earth - but when my eyes saw her that morning, wearing completely sheer black underwear, her makeup done to perfection; red lips and smokey eyes and her long, wavy blonde hair dripping over her shoulders in golden curls, I took a moment to appreciate just what a lucky man I was.
She’d obviously gone to a great deal of effort to make herself look as sexy as possible and a wave of jealousy surged through me as I realised that she didn’t go to this level of effort for me anymore.
“You look amazing,” I said in a slightly choked-up voice.
“Thank you,” she replied, turning away to look at herself in the tall mirror next to the bed. “Do you really think I’m sexy enough for this? How awful would it be if they turned me away? I mean, it's been a year since Alan auditioned me. Maybe he’s got some sort of image in his mind that I’m slimmer and better looking than I actually am.”
“He videoed it, if you remember,” I reminded her, “Although he never sent us a copy as he promised, I’m pretty certain that he’s watched it back more than a few times.”
“Do you think?” she replied. I wasn’t sure but I thought I saw Katie’s cheeks redden slightly.
“Yes. And I bet he’s shown it to quite a lot of people. He must have to get you cast in this movie,” I added.
Katie didn’t reply straight away and I could see that she was thinking about what I’d just said. “If I do this, a lot more people are going to see it, aren’t they?”
“Potentially even people we know,” I said. “Have you thought about that? Parents, friends, work colleagues.” I hadn’t thought about this myself until just now and wondered if we’d made a hasty decision.
“I was thinking the same thing myself this morning while getting ready,” Katie pulled on a black t-shirt and some jeans. Even dressed so casually, she looked fantastic. “But it’s too late to back out now. We’ll just have to hope that I don’t become world-famous, I suppose.”
She wasn’t the type of girl to be bothered by such things, but I was. This was my fiancee. As if letting another guy fuck her wasn’t difficult enough, I now had to possibly suffer the humiliation of all my friends seeing her naked and having sex. They’d know that my Katie had been with another guy unless I lied and told them that she’d made the film before we got together or something like that. Yeah, that’s what I’d have to do, but as Katie said, hopefully, none of them would ever see it. We didn’t even know how or where it was going to be distributed yet.
“Are you ready?” I asked her as she put her shoes and coat on. “We’d best be off if we’re not going to be late.”
“As ready as I’m going to be. Let’s do this,” she said with a nervous-looking smile.
We got in the car and made idle chat as we drove, trying to take our minds off what it was we were doing. It almost worked. Things felt nearly normal like we were just going for a weekend drive in the countryside, but in the back of my mind, I knew what was going to happen in just a few hours’ time.
Katie went quiet for a little while and wondered if she was having last-minute doubts as well. “It’s not too late to back out of this, you know?”
“We’re almost there now,” she tapped a finger on the sat-nav. “Even if I wanted to back out, which I don’t, we’ve come this far so we might as well go through with it. Or at least, go to the studio and see what it’s all about and then make our mind up.”
“I’m sure Alan wouldn’t be upset if you changed your mind,” I reassured her. “When we get there, I mean. If you don’t like what he’s got planned, he’ll let us cancel, right?”
“I don’t think he’d be happy with us messing him around,” Katie frowned, “But don’t worry, I won’t do anything I’m not comfortable with.”
She pointed to our right and I saw a large farmhouse-like building on the top of a hill. “We’re here, I think. That looks like the place.”
The studio was completely secluded, partly hidden from the road by a tall row of poplars. I almost missed the small turn-off that led onto the long road leading up to the building itself.
As we pulled up in the car park outside and I turned the engine off, Katie leaned into me and gave me a long kiss. “Thank you for letting me do this,” she said, gazing into my eyes, then kissed me again. “I know this isn’t easy for you, so I appreciate it. I promise I’ll thank you properly later.”
“I’ll hold you to that,” I grinned at her and she returned one of those glimmering smiles of hers.
There were several other cars parked in the car park, various flashy sports models and expensive four-wheel-drives, which distracted me enough to miss Alan stepping out of the front door to greet us.
“Hi Alan,” I heard Katie say, and swivelled my head away from the Ferrari I was admiring to see the old man standing next to a younger guy, who judging by his muscular frame and good looks, I presumed was one of the male ‘actors.’
“It’s been a while since I last saw you,” the balding producer said as she walked up to him. He took her hand and kissed it, then squinted at her through his glasses, “But you’re just as gorgeous as I recall.”
When I looked at the two of them together, it was hard to imagine that a year or so ago, this wiry old man had fucked the beautiful curvy blonde standing next to him. No one would have believed it - I wouldn’t have believed it - if I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes.
“And this is your boyfriend?” Alan said, looking over the rim of his glasses at me.
“My fiance actually,” Katie corrected him, beckoning me over. “Paul. You might remember him, he came with me to the audition.”
“But I wasn’t her boyfriend then,” I pointed out. “I was just her friend at that time.”
“So doing the audition brought you together?” Alan smiled, as he led us through the door into the house.
“You could say that,” Katie acknowledged, “Although it didn’t happen straight away.”
“Well, I’m delighted for you,” Alan took us down the hallway and into a small office, where he told us to take a seat. The other guy went to get us drinks. “And I’m delighted that you’re letting Katie do this, Paul, even though she’s your fiancee now.”
“It’s something she wants to do,” I shrugged and sat down. “I’m not the controlling type. We’ve talked and I’m fine with it, as long as I can be at the shoot to make sure she’s okay.”
“Yeah, that’s fine,” Alan nodded, “Just don’t make any noises or spoil the filming in any other way and obviously, don’t try to intervene or you’ll be asked to leave.”
He said it so firmly and with such finality that I didn’t reply. Katie glanced at me to check I was okay and when I smiled at her, trying to reassure her that I was fine even though I felt slightly annoyed with his tone of voice, she visibly relaxed and turned back to Alan.
“So what are we doing today?” she asked. I could sense her nervousness now, even if the others didn’t. “You said that someone had dropped out of a film?”
“The only reason I haven’t called you before now is that we took on several new girls just before we auditioned you and they filled all the spots we had. You were always my first reserve when one of them inevitably dropped out. It just took until now for an opportunity to come up.”
“I was going to say it’s a shame that Angelica cancelled,” said the handsome guy as he returned from wherever he’d gone with two glasses and a bottle of Champagne, which he duly opened in front of us. “But I have to say that Katie is every bit as attractive as Angelica, if not more so.”
“This is Hector,” Alan introduced the fit young man as he filled both glasses and handed them to Katie and I. “He’s one of the guys you’ll be filming with today.”
Hector was tall, around six feet or so, with short, dark hair and a Mediterranean complexion. I noticed Katie eyeing him up and down but then something that Alan had just said caught my attention.
“One of the guys?” I enquired, concerned at the use of the plural word. “Katie said it was one scene - I presumed with one man.”
“Sorry,” Alan raised his hands, “My bad. We’ve got several scenes to film but with this being Katie’s first time, she can choose to shoot the one scene, a simple boy on girl scene and if that’s all she wants to do, that’s fine.”
“Okay,” I replied, feeling slightly but not completely reassured.
“But if you want to consider the other scenes we need to get done, then, of course, you can,” he turned to Katie and added, “And you’ll be paid extra. That goes without saying.”
“What do these other scenes involve?” Katie asked, making me blink in surprise.
“One’s a threesome,” Alan said slowly, picking up an itinerary from a pile of papers on his desk. “That’s with two guys. There’s a girl on girl scene, then a scene with two girls and two guys and finally, one with a girl and three guys. No pressure though because the other girl that’s here is happy to do the multiple guy scenes. We can swap you around in roles.”
“I’m not sure I’m ready for any lesbian stuff,” Katie said awkwardly. “Can I just do the scene with one guy. I’m not letting you down or anything, am I?”
“Not at all,” Alan said, shuffling his papers back into a neat pile, then pointed to Hector who was standing beside the door. “Follow Hector. He’ll take you through to the changing rooms to start getting ready. There, one of the team will give you a script. Don’t worry about following it too closely. There are no acting skills required really. It’s very basic.”
Katie’s hand found mine and squeezed it as we left the office, following the hunky Hector back down the hallway into a sectioned off room, near where we’d first come into the building.
“This is the green room - a resting area where you can chill out,” he gestured towards the leather settee against one wall, next to which was a vending machine, water dispenser and a coffee machine. “Help yourself to drinks and snacks while you wait here.”
I realised he was talking to me. “I’m with Katie,” I reminded him.
“I know,” he nodded, his dark eyes appraising me for some reason, “It’s only while she gets changed. You’ll be allowed to watch the filming, but obviously, there are other people in the changing area so…”
“I’ll be okay,” Katie let go of my hand after giving it one last reassuring squeeze, and with that, Hector led her out of sight through a pair of heavy curtains that sectioned off the far part of the room.
I got myself a coffee and a chocolate bar from the vending machine and sat down on the sofa in an attempt to relax, but I couldn’t. It was hard to believe where we were and what we were doing but it was too late to stop it now.




Chapter 14
When Katie emerged through the curtains a while later, she was wearing a pair of tiny cut-off denim shorts that showed off her curvy thighs and a cropped white t-shirt, leaving her midriff exposed. It wasn’t the sort of attire she’d ever wear normally. In real life, she was too classy a girl, but something about her cheap appearance made my dick twitch in my shorts.
“I look like a hooker, don’t I?” she giggled and did a twirl in front of me.
“That’s kind of the idea,” Hector said, as he followed her out through the curtains.
I was glad they were back. I’d been sitting on my own for the last half hour, gazing idly out of the window at a motorway somewhere in the distance. I hadn’t seen or heard anyone else and had begun to wonder where everyone was when Katie finally reappeared.
“You do look sort of hot,” I admitted. She did. Her tits looked huge in the tiny top and the tight shorts clung to her ass as she turned around, showing almost everything.
“Do you want a drink before we go through to the studio itself?” Hector asked, looking first at Katie and then at me. When we both shook our heads, he beckoned towards the double doors at the side of the room. “Shall we go and have some fun then?”
Katie nodded and I got up and followed them through the doors and down a short corridor which opened out into a large studio set. There were several large cameras situated around the room, which was partitioned off cleverly into four areas. The first section was decorated like a luxurious bedroom with pale walls, a velvet curtained window which looked out onto the fields outside and a huge four-poster bed.
Another corner of the studio was converted to look like a flashy New York apartment with trendy decor, a large flat-screen TV and an expensive leather sofa.
The third part of the studio was made into a shower and bathroom. The walls were tiled in black and white around a stylish free-standing bath and the shower screens were - of course - clear glass.
Finally, the fourth area was like the interior of a nightclub, painted darker than the other three sections, with an authentic bar complete with a choice of drinks on the shelves behind it and low-level lighting to complete the illusion.
“The first scene is here,” Hector indicated to the bar and the several tall stools in front of it. “Take a seat. Are you sure you don’t want a drink first? To help with the nerves. They’re all real drinks.”
“I’ll take a vodka,” Katie replied as she sat down. “Make it a double. I need it.”
I didn’t join her. Sitting down only made her bare legs look even sexier, especially the way she crossed them as she waited for Hector to pour her drink.
“All ready?” I heard Alan call out behind us as he walked into the studio.
“As ready as I’ll ever be,” Katie answered, before knocking back the vodka and grimacing at the taste.
“This is your last chance to back out,” the old man said as he joined us at the bar. “Once we start and the cameras are rolling, it’s costing me money, so if you’ve got any reservations, now is the time to air them.”
“No,” Katie put the empty glass on the bar and turned to face him. “I’m ready. How do we do this?”
“I’ll introduce you to the first actor you’ll be working with,” Alan pointed at another guy who followed him into the studio. “This is Chris.”
Chris was another good-looking man. Not as tall as Hector, but beefier, with short-cropped blond hair and an air of confidence about him. He was wearing a smart black suit and tie. “Hello,” he said, taking Katie’s hand and kissing the back of it.
“Hi there,” my girlfriend replied, looking him up and down and turning slightly red in the face.
“So did Hector run the script past you?” Alan asked Katie while motioning me to move away to stand behind the cameras.
“Yes, but he told me I could just say it in my own words if that was easier.”
“The more natural it sounds, the better. To be honest, the dialogue isn’t the most important part of the scene anyway. People are just watching porn for the tits, ass and sex. So don’t worry about it too much.” Alan clapped his hands together, switching into his film director persona. “Right. You’re having a drink at the bar when Chris comes over and starts chatting to you. You make out, it gets a little heavy and that’s when we move to the next scene in the bedroom. Got it?”
Chris and Katie both nodded and Alan and Hector stepped away to join me where I was standing, out of shot. A host of other people had drifted in while they’d been talking, one of whom, an Asian guy, took control of the camera, moving nearer to my girlfriend at the bar.
A woman with rainbow-coloured spiky hair and glasses was here watching as well, as were several other people who seemed to be milling around while not doing very much. Were they assistants or actors? I hoped they worked here and that they weren’t just here to perve over my girlfriend having sex.
The reality of what was about to happen sank in right then: my darling Katie was about to have sex with a total stranger, and unlike last time when there was just me and her and two guys, this time it was about to happen in a room almost full of people.
The lighting changed in the room then, some of the lights behind us went out, while the lights over the bar brightened. “We’re rolling,” Alan announced.
Katie had been given another glass of vodka, which she sipped as Chris approached her again from out of shot of the camera. “Hi there,” he said, repeating the hand kiss just as he’d done a few minutes before.
“Hello,” Katie said. I could tell she was nervous, but most people wouldn’t have noticed. They chatted, Chris introducing himself as a businessman staying locally. Katie’s story was that she was supposed to be on a date, but the guy had stood her up. It was rather corny but I didn’t expect anything better. It was a porno, after all.
The brief scene ended with Chris leaning in towards Katie and kissing her on the lips, to which she had to pretend to be surprised and push him away. I was impressed with her first attempt at acting. She was fairly convincing, even to me.
Her pushing him away did nothing to deter Chris though. He kept on the charm offensive, moving closer to her, this time putting his hand on her ass, which she removed, again and again, every time he did it until eventually, she let him keep it there. The next time he kissed her, she didn’t push him away and this time his hand roamed upwards, over her bare midsection and onto the curve of her breast. I felt a jolt of jealousy in my stomach and then my breath caught in my throat as I watched their kissing become more passionate. They were clearly tongue-kissing and now Katie’s hands were on his body too, feeling his muscular frame through his suit as he openly squeezed and cupped her breasts.
My heart was beating hard in my chest. It was difficult to watch already and I knew this was only the beginning. Right then, Chris broke away the kiss and I exhaled. I hadn’t even realised that I’d been holding my breath.
“Should we take this back to my hotel room?” he quoted his lines. “It’s only over the street.”
Katie nodded and then Alan called out, “Cut,” and instantly the atmosphere changed, the tension in the room seeming to dissipate almost immediately.
Katie burst out into a fit of giggles. “I was so nervous. Did I do okay?”
“You were fantastic,” Hector called out and Alan agreed.
“Excellent,” he replied. “I’m very impressed, but this is where it gets a bit more serious. Are you ready? Do you need a break or anything before we move on?”
“I’d rather just get on with it,” Katie said quickly. “If I take a break, I’m just giving myself time to change my mind.”
“Let’s do it then,” Alan said, turning away and pacing towards the bedroom corner of the studio.
“Are you okay?” Katie walked over to me before following him. She sounded a little breathless as she spoke.
“Don’t worry about me. I’m fine,” I assured her, even though I wasn’t sure I was. “I should be the one asking you if you’re okay. It looked like it got a bit heated just then.”
“Chris is a really good kisser,” Katie admitted. “Did it make you jealous? I’m sorry if it did.”
“Katie, are you coming over?” Alan shouted over before I had a chance to reply.
“Yes, sorry,” she gave me an apologetic look and jogged over to join him and Chris by the side of the bed.
“So now, I just want you to walk into shot hand-in-hand, giggling like you’re both a bit drunk and horny, then just go with the flow, following the board, yeah?” Alan said as I walked over to watch the next stage of the filming along with all of the others in the room.
“What does that mean?” Katie asked, looking a little embarrassed at her naivety.
“The board,” Chris helped her, pointing to a whiteboard propped up at the side of the camera, out of shot. I couldn’t see what was written on it from where I stood.
“That’s the rough order of things we need to be included in the scene,” Alan explained. “Blow job, missionary, doggy, reverse cowgirl and facial finish. It’s a very easy and straightforward scene. Nothing too dirty for your first time.”
I was a bit taken aback at how matter-of-fact everything was, but Katie seemed to take it in her stride without any complaints. “I can do that,” she said, even managing to smile at Chris.
“Excellent,” Alan said then gave a signal to the camera guy. “We’re rolling. Let’s go.”




Chapter 15
The tension in the room had built up again, although I didn’t know if anyone else felt it apart from me.
As Chris took Katie’s hand and led her past me and into view of the cameras, my heart started to pound ridiculously hard in my chest. It felt so loud that I was surprised that no one heard it and turned to see what the hell it was.
When they stopped at the side of the bed, facing each other and Katie reached up to slip Chris’s suit jacket off his shoulders, I realised I was breathing heavily. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves.
Chris undid his tie and removed it while Katie worked at the buttons on his shirt, opening them up to reveal a rippling torso. I didn’t get time to be envious of him, there was too much going on and things were progressing way faster than I’d expected. She’d only just helped him get naked from the waist up when she started working on his bottom half, unbuckling his trousers and pulling them down along with his shorts to reveal a completely shaved, long, thick-looking flaccid cock.
He kicked them off and took over undressing Katie, lifting the white cropped top up and over her head while she kicked off her tiny denim shorts. He took a moment to admire her sheer black underwear before lifting her clean off her feet and tossing her onto the bed, which made her giggle in surprise.
Alan was nodding in appreciation while watching everything through one of the cameras and motioned with his hand for them to carry on, so Chris joined Katie on the bed, pulling down her bra straps and letting her 36D breasts spill free. He immediately cupped them in his hands, then put his mouth over one of her nipples, making Katie’s eyes close momentarily in obvious excitement.
As Chris sucked her breast, his hand moved to pull down her panties, exposing her freshly shaved pussy to everyone as she kicked them off and then she let him ease her thighs apart. My beautiful fiancee was completely naked, with a muscle-bound hunk next to her, his hands and mouth all over her body.
I looked around the room to see everyone completely focused on the bed and the two figures upon it. There were dozens of people; men and women and they were all getting to see my beloved Katie completely naked. It was bizarre. Those tits were mine; that pussy belonged to me; and yet here I was in a room full of strangers, letting them all see the most intimate areas of her body. Not only that, but they were about to watch her get fucked by a man she’d only just met.
That realisation hit me hard but before I had time to digest it, Chris moved towards the edge of the bed, put his head between her thighs and I saw his tongue meet her perfectly shaved pussy lips for the first time.
It suddenly didn’t feel right. It never had but now as he licked her, a huge painful pang of jealousy exploded within me. The tension in the room had turned into a feeling of wrongness and I got a powerful urge to say ‘stop’ but I didn’t. The only person that could stop this was Katie, but as I looked at her now, her head thrown back, eyes closed in pleasure as Chris’s tongue worked on her clit, I knew she wasn’t going to.
But just a minute or so later, Alan stopped it.
“Cut,” he called out. “Perfect, perfect. Let’s move to the blow job.”
I thought I heard a collective exhale from some of the crew as the tension bubble burst from the break in the action and as they moved the cameras into slightly different positions, one moving closer in, one moving slightly to the side, I looked around again.
A couple of people, including Hector, were watching me, presumably to see my reaction to what had just been filmed. I tried to appear cooler than what I felt, even giving Hector a small smile before trying to catch my girlfriend’s eye.
Katie was sitting up on the bed next to Chris and they were saying something quietly to each other. I couldn’t hear what, but it made Katie laugh.
“Okay. Positions,” Alan called out and Chris laid down on the bed while Katie stayed where she was. Then, when Alan said ‘action’ she wrapped one of her slim hands around his long, flaccid cock and leaned over to take it in her mouth.
As her red-painted lips went over the large tip, Chris shuddered, making Katie grin to herself before sliding her mouth down and over his shaft.
Another strong surge of jealousy kicked in again, but also a twitch of arousal from my own cock as she began to work his dick, soon getting him hard and after a few minutes, she moved away to hold it in her hands and gaze at it appreciatively. He wasn’t the biggest pornstar I’d ever seen, maybe smaller than both Rob and Steve, but still much bigger than my decidedly average dick.
She continued to stroke him and suck him until he reached full hardness and then Alan called out for them to stop again and get in position for their first penetration. This wasn’t how I’d imagined porn to be. I thought it’d be free-flowing and more natural than this. It felt very staged and not all like I’d expected.
“How are you coping?” Hector said quietly from beside me.
“I’m okay. I think,” I said, giving him the same forced smile I had shortly before.
“It’s gotta be weird, man,” he tilted his head, “Watching your girl with another guy. Especially one as pretty as your Katie there.”
“Very weird,” I conceded, “But it’s something she wanted to do and the money is good, so I guess I can take weird.”
“This is her first time, right?”
“In a film? Yeah but not in front of the camera. She-” I paused to find the right word, “She auditioned for Alan a year or so ago.”
“I saw that,” Hector grinned. “Alan fucked her, didn’t he? But Chris there, he’s got a much bigger dick than Alan. Be interesting to see how she handles it.”
“You saw what?” That took me aback but I quickly regained my composure, trying to act cool again. “The tape with Alan? Cool. Yeah, Chris is a lot bigger than Alan, but she’s had bigger before, so she’ll be fine.”
“So you’re packing, huh?” Hector raised an eyebrow but I was trying to listen to what Alan was saying to my girlfriend and the stud on the bed.
“Ha,” I laughed, “Maybe I am, maybe I’m not - but no, the guy I’m talking about is her ex. A guy called Steve. His cock is huge. Even bigger than your friend Chris here.”
“Cool,” Hector gave me an appraising look. “This is the adult sex industry though, man. This is porn. We have skills, you know? Especially my friend Chris.”
What did he mean by that? I didn’t have time to ask because just then Alan walked away from the bed, leaving Chris and Katie alone once more. Chris was stroking his dick, presumably to keep himself hard then stopped as Alan started the cameras up.
I watched, Hector alongside me, as Chris moved behind Katie, who was laid on her side, positioning himself and lifting her uppermost leg to put the large head of his penis against her pussy.
The sight of his huge cock, rock-hard, veins standing out along its length, the bulging shiny tip pressing against Katie’s tiny-looking pussy slit made my cock stiffen in my shorts. I daren’t reach down to adjust myself in case anyone saw. As much as it might be arousing me, it still felt wrong. That was my pussy. Katie was engaged to be married to me. This wasn’t right.
Then with one smooth movement of his hips, the head of it pushed against my girlfriend’s small pink slit and slid inside, causing her to gasp out loud. He withdrew and slid inside her again, deeper this time and Katie turned her head to kiss him over her shoulder.
I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. For the third time, I was watching Katie have sex but this was the first time it’d happened where she was my fiancee and the guy enjoying her wasn’t me.
The kiss didn’t last long though. Chris’s thrusts became deeper and faster. Katie began to moan and for a moment, her eyes met mine. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking but the expression on her face was one of arousal, so it was a surprise when she suddenly asked to stop.
Chris kept thrusting into her for a second, clearly lost in what he was doing but Alan called out, “Cut,” and Katie pushed Chris away, then darted through the crowd away from the bed.
I pushed past Hector and a couple of the crew, rushing after Katie as she ran towards the door, managing to catch her just before she reached it.
“Oh, you’re there,” she said, then burst into tears as I gathered her naked into my arms.
“What’s wrong?” I asked softly, trying to shield her from the crew who were walking over towards us.
“I can’t do it,” she sobbed. “I thought I could. I want to, I really want to, but now I’m here, it just doesn’t seem right. Something feels off. I’m so sorry.”
“Don’t apologise,” I consoled her, then turned to Alan and Hector who were standing behind us. “Can you get her clothes or something?”
“Here,” Chris said. He’d wrapped a white dressing gown around himself, presumably given to him by one of the crew and he had another in his hand, which he offered to me.
“Thanks,” I said, taking it and putting around Katie’s shoulders as she continued to cry against my chest. “Can you all give us a moment?”
“The green room is through there,” Hector pointed to a door to our left. “Take a few minutes. Get a drink or something, then come and let us know if she wants to carry on.”
“Take as long as you need,” Alan corrected the dark-skinned pornstar, giving him a look.
I ushered Katie through the door and down the short corridor into the area with the curtains and guided her to the sofa where I’d waited while she got ready and I got two coffees from the machine.
“How embarrassing,” Katie mumbled as I passed her one. “I’ve made a right fool of myself.”
“No, you haven’t,” I reassured her. “You’re new to this. I bet you’re not the first person who’s got last-minute stage fright.”
“Do you think?” she looked at me through damp eyes.
“I’m positive,” I said, stroking her blonde curls and kissing her on the forehead. “Look. If you want, I’ll get Hector or someone to fetch your clothes. You can get dressed and we’ll get out of here.”
“I’m not sure what I want,” Katie chewed her lip in indecision, her green eyes scanning mine. “I was so horny. Chris’s got such a good body and he really knows how to use his tongue. Then his cock was so hard and felt so good when I was sucking it, I got so horny, but when I looked up and saw you and all the people watching, I just panicked.”
“I understand,” I felt relieved. For two reasons, but I didn’t tell her that. First, I was worried that it was me that had caused her to stop. She’d jumped up the moment our eyes met, so I’d presumed that she’d quit the scene purely out of regret or pity for me, which I didn’t want. I didn’t want her to hold it against me in some way in the future, so the fact that it was down to the shock of seeing so many other people watching made me feel better.
The second reason I was relieved was because of my own reservations. No matter how much it turned me on to think of her having amazing sex with other well-endowed guys, now that we were here - now that it was about to happen - I just felt different. It didn't seem right, like my envy at seeing Chris with her had overpowered the horny side of it. Part of me was glad that she’d backed out.
“How are we doing?” Chris’s voice came from behind me and I turned around to see him sticking his head through the doorway.
“We’re just talking it through,” I told him.
“Do you want me or Alan to talk to you about it?” he offered.
I was about to say, ‘No, we’re fine,’ but Katie spoke before I could.
“Yes, if that’s okay?” Katie said, rubbing her eyes which only served to smear her mascara.
Chris came through, closing the door behind him. He still had his dressing gown on. “No problem,” he smiled at us.
“Could you give me a minute with Chris?” Katie said quietly to me. “I just want to say sorry to him. I don’t want him to think he’s done anything wrong. It feels a bit weird talking to him with you here. Is that okay?”
“I guess so if you’re sure?” I replied. I didn’t feel fully okay about it, but Katie was upset enough already, so when she nodded, I reluctantly took my coffee and walked over to the window which looked out towards the motorway.
“I have a headache,” Katie told Chris. What? She hadn’t mentioned that to me. “It’s got worse with the crying too.” When I turned around to look at her, she waved. “Could you do me a favour while I talk to Chris? Go to the car. There are some painkillers in the glove compartment.”
I raised an eyebrow at her. “Do you just want to talk alone with Chris? If so, you can just tell me. You don’t have to make up an  imaginary headache.” I knew I was being shirty with her, but I didn’t like this situation now and just wanted to take her home. If she wanted to apologise to her male co-star, she could do it with me there.
“No,” she said patiently, “I really do have a headache but yes, I’d also like to talk to Chris without you standing by me protectively like you are. I appreciate it, I do and I love you for it, but please get the painkillers and give me five minutes. I’m a big girl. I can look after myself. You don’t need to worry.”
Chris was avoiding my gaze, for which I was grateful. I gave Katie a thoughtful look and gave in to her request. She was right. She could look after herself. Was I being overprotective? I hadn’t meant to appear that way or controlling or defensive. I’d just gone to the window to give Chris somewhere to sit down, that’s all it was.
I glanced over my shoulder as I left the room to see them talking on the sofa, both garbed just in their white dressing gowns but by the time I came back, five minutes later, with the box of pills in hand, everything had changed.




Chapter 16
“How do you feel now?” I heard Chris say as I walked back into the room, then stopped dead in my tracks at what was before me as I opened the door.
When I’d left, there’d been just Katie and Chris in the room, but right now there were several more. The rainbow-haired woman was there, another tall brunette woman dressed all in leather and Alan and Hector too, all four of them standing by the sofa. Hector had his trousers halfway down his thighs, stroking his semi-erect cock while Alan had a camera in his hand, recording what was happening in front of them.
Chris was lying on his back on the sofa, his robe open with Katie’s discarded on the floor nearby. She was naked, sitting on top of him, bouncing slowly on his cock. Her pussy lips were stretched out around his cock as she moved up and down. My dick instantly went hard again even as my heart sank.
“Much better,” I heard Katie say. “I think I’ll be fine without so many people and Paul watching.”
I froze. So it had indeed been me that had put her off. She’d just been too kind to tell me. I backpedalled outside back into the corridor before anyone turned around and noticed me.
I closed the door slowly and stood there, thinking for a moment.
What did I do? My cock had hardened in my jeans at the sight I’d just witnessed but at the same time I felt betrayed. Katie had told me that she just wanted to talk to Chris. I’d taken her at her word, but it seemed like she’d just wanted me out of the way to try fucking him without me there.
I eased the door open a fraction and peered through. Katie was still riding him but I couldn’t hear what was being said by anyone, so I turned my head and put my ear to the gap instead.
“So you think you’ll be okay to go back to the studio and try again?” I heard Alan say.
“Yes,” Katie replied after a short pause, “As long as it’s a bit more private, like I said.”
“We’ll have just the minimum people in there with us. Have you ever sucked cock while being fucked?” I heard Alan say.
“I’ve never been with two guys at once, I told you,” Katie replied, then moaned, presumably because of Chris’s cock inside her.
“Well, why don’t you try sucking Hector now?” Alan continued.
“Okay, I’ll try,” I heard Katie say quietly. I wanted to look through the door but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. Instead, I just kept listening.
“We’ve got this threesome scene to film today,” Alan said, “And if you’re not up for it, then I need to know because this delay has set us back, so I need to know who’s shooting what scene. We don’t have time to work it out as we go along now, which was the original plan.”
“I understand,” Katie murmured, “Okay. I’ll try it then.”
Then she went quiet and I could guess what was happening. I forced myself to turn my head and look through the thin gap. Katie was still on top of Chris, her curvy ass rocking backwards and forwards on his cock, but now Hector was standing in front of her, his erect dick standing out proudly in front of him, half of it in Katie’s mouth.
I swallowed hard. This was so difficult to see but I couldn’t tear my eyes away for some reason. Katie’s hand reached up and wrapped around the base of his shaft and then her lips slid further down, taking more of him into her mouth. Hector’s head tipped back, pleasure on his face.
“So, shall we take this into the studio and continue what we came to do?” Alan said, finally turning off the camera. “Before you all get carried away and end up cumming?”
“Yeah, we should do that,” Hector grinned, reluctantly extracting his cock from Katie’s grasp and taking a step back.
“What do you want to do about Paul?” Chris asked as Katie swung herself off his lap.
I moved away from the door but heard Alan ask where I was. “Shouldn’t he be back by now?”
“Maybe he decided to wait out there to give me time to work my head out,” Katie’s voice came through the door.
“Leave him out there,” I heard someone say, a female voice that I didn’t recognise.
“We can’t do that,” Chris replied. “Does somebody want to go out, find him and let him know that we’re carrying on?”
“I’ll do it,” the rainbow-haired woman said. I quickly backtracked away, until I was standing outside of the building again with my phone to my ear like I was talking to somebody.
I saw her approach me from the door but pretended to be deep in conversation, so she had to wave to catch my eye.
“I have to go,” I said to the phantom person on the other end of the fake call, then simulated hanging up. “Hi,” I said to the woman waiting patiently for me.
“Paul, right?” she said with a smile. The blue eyes behind her glasses were pretty. She had very long lashes. “Alan’s sent me out to let you know that Katie’s decided to continue with the shoot. Do you want to come back in, or wait out here until she’s done?”
“Um, how long will it take?” I hadn’t expected that question. Who’d put that idea in her head, of me waiting outside?
“An hour, probably,” the woman said with a shrug. “It depends on how many scenes she decides to do. I’m Charlene, by the way.”
She offered her hand and I shook it. “Are you a…?”
“Porn actress?” Charlene nodded with a slightly shy smile. She was only short and despite her quirky-coloured spiky hair and glasses, I realised I was quite attracted to her. “Yes”, she said, “I’m new to this too. I’ve only done one film before, with a guy, but today is my first girl-on-girl scene.”
“Sure,” I tried to act cool like this was the most normal thing in the world. “Are you nervous?” I said, wondering why the hell I was making small-talk when I needed to get back in, to see what Katie was doing.
“Obviously, I’ve been with girls before,” Charlene continued, “But never in a room full of people and never in front of a camera. Joanne, the other actress seems cool though. She’s put me at ease about it.”
I wondered if Joanne was the other woman I’d seen; the brunette in the tight leather catsuit.
“So they didn’t have you lined up to do a scene with my Katie then?”
“Only if she was up for it,” Charlene’s lips curled up at the edges, “She’s very cute. I wouldn’t say no.”
“Thanks,” I said, then immediately felt foolish at thanking a lesbian for fancying my girlfriend. “I think I should better go in and talk to Katie about carrying on then.”
“They’ll have already started, I’d imagine,” Charlene said as she led the way back inside the building. “Alan’s a bit pressed for time.”
“Already started?” I swallowed hard again, trying to suppress a painful mixture of regret and arousal.
“Katie said she was okay with doing the scenes with multiple guys but not the girl-on-girl stuff,” Charlene informed me, “Which made Joanne happy because if Katie wasn’t going to do the MFM scenes, she was going to have to - and between you and me, she doesn’t like guys much. She does it, but she’s more into girls.”
“I see,” I said as I followed her down the corridor. My heart was thumping in my chest by now. We turned the corner into the curtained-off green room, which was now deserted.
“Okay, so if you want to wait here until they’re ready for the next break-” Charlene pointed to the seating area but I cut her off.
“Wait here?” I said, puzzled, pointing to the door leading to the studio corridor. “I need to be in there with Katie, don’t I?”
Charlene turned her face sideways slightly and eyed me strangely. “Katie wants to do the shoot without you there. Didn’t you know? I was under the impression that-”
“No, I didn’t know,” I cut her off again. I’d heard Katie say that it was easier without me there, but when Charlene came out to get me, I’d assumed that only extended to her ‘starting’ the proceedings; not that I was to be excluded for the entire shoot. I couldn’t say that to Charlene because I didn’t want any of them to know that I’d been eavesdropping through the door earlier.
“Well, this is awkward,” Charlene said, adjusting her glasses on the bridge of her nose. She didn’t know what to say and I realised that I’d probably just spoken a bit abruptly, so I apologised.
“I’m sorry if I snapped at you,” I sighed and saw Charlene visibly relax.
“Look,” she smiled at me, “You wait here. I’ll go in and have a word with them. She might be okay with it now?”
“That’d be good,” I replied and watched Charlene walk away as quickly as possible, probably happy to be out of the awkward situation she found herself in.
I poured myself a cup of water from the dispenser and sat down but couldn’t remain seated. Anxiety and annoyance were making me restless, so I stood up and paced around the room while waiting for Charlene to come back. I checked my watch. Fifteen minutes had passed since she’d left. She wasn’t coming back, was she?
I finished the cup of water in my hand and threw the plastic cup in the bin by the window. My throat felt dry again, so I got another cup and filled it. This wasn’t any good. I couldn’t just hang around like this with no idea of what was going on. I put the cup down and opened the door to the studio corridor to make sure that no one was approaching. When I was satisfied that the coast was clear, I walked slowly towards them, wondering if I was doing the right thing or not.
Then I stopped as I approached the second door at the end, the one that separated me from the main studio itself. I could hear them, or to put it more precisely, I could hear Katie. She was moaning, loudly. Then she shrieked, almost a sound of pain. It was too much. I pushed the door open and walked through.
At first, I couldn’t see what was happening. Alan’s back and the cameraman were standing between me and the action. Hector, Rob, Charlene and the leather-clad brunette were standing next to them, obscuring my view even further but as I moved to see what was going on, Charlene turned around, her eyes widening as she saw me.
She put a finger to her lips and quickly intercepted me as I walked over, taking my hand and leading me back towards the corridor.
“What are you doing?” I hissed at her.
“I could ask you the same thing!” she scowled at me.
“You were supposed to ask if I could be in the room,” I let her walk me back out of the studio to talk. “But you never came back. You left me waiting out there like an idiot.”
“I’m sorry,” Charlene fidgeted with her glasses again, obviously something she did when nervous. “I asked but Katie said she wouldn’t be comfortable with it. I assumed you’d gather the answer was no when I didn’t come back.”
“She said that?” I asked, incredulously. “She said she didn’t want me there?”
Charlene nodded. “She’s almost finished with this scene. You should talk to her before she starts the next one.”
“Next one?” I laughed in her face. “There won’t be a next one. In fact, she’s not going to finish this one.”
Charlene tried to stop me but I pushed past her into the studio.




Chapter 17
I intended to drag her from the bed or whatever I had to do but I was too late. As I strode towards them, I saw that she was laid on her back on the bed, her legs apart with Chris kneeling between them, finishing himself off by hand. Several streams of thick white cum spurted from the tip of his huge cock, landing on Katie’s pussy, belly and one particularly forceful jet even landed on one of her breasts.
I saw my girlfriend look up at me just then, which made Alan and the others turn their heads sideways, expressions of surprise on their faces.
“Cut,” Alan said, turning away again.
“That was lucky timing,” Rob said, speaking for him and stepping towards me. “Or you’d have ruined the scene.”
I ignored him and approached Katie who was wiping herself down with a wipe that someone had passed to her. “Come with me now,” I ordered. “I want to talk to you.”
“Give me a minute?” Katie’s blonde hair was mussed-up, a sheen of sweat covered her entire body and she was slightly out of breath as she answered with a slightly nervous tone in her voice. She knew I was pissed off with her. She tidied her hair up, then covered her nakedness with a robe that Charlene passed to her. The rainbow-haired woman had followed me back into the studio.
I took Katie by the hand and marched her towards the green room but Alan stepped in front of me.
“Is everything okay?” the old man frowned at me, then glanced at Katie over my shoulder.
“I want to talk to my fiance if that’s all right?” I glared at him.
“Of course,” he raised his hands and stepped out of my way. I knew I was causing a scene but I didn’t care. This was important. I didn’t look over my shoulder at any of them, I just led Katie out, down the corridor and into the green room.
“What the fuck?” she stormed at me as soon as we were alone. “Why did you do that?”
“Do I even have to explain?” I replied, amazed at her naivety. “You asked me to give you five minutes to talk to Chris. When I come back, you’re-”, I almost said something about her fucking Chris while sucking Hector, but managed to check myself, “-you’re in the studio having sex.”
“That’s why we’re here, isn’t it?” Katie looked at me with a confused expression on her face, as though I was the one who didn’t understand. “We came here to make a porn movie. Making a porn movie involves me having sex with other men. What’s the problem?”
“What’s the problem?” I repeated, dumbfounded at how she was talking to me. “You didn’t tell me you wanted to carry on. You pulled out the scene before - I thought you’d changed my mind. You’re my girlfriend. We’re engaged. Don’t you think you should have at least waited until I came back in so you could tell me you wanted to continue?”
“Well, maybe I should,” she admitted slowly, “But the thing is-”
“The thing is,” I finished off for her, “Is that you didn’t want me there. You wanted to fuck Chris without me there. I know because Charlene told me.”
“Is that so bad?” Katie said, exasperation in her tone now. “It was off-putting, you being there. I thought I’d just do it - get it out of the way. Get paid. I didn’t think you’d mind.”
“So you don’t mind everyone else watching?” I shook my head. “You can let all those strangers watch you get fucked by a complete stranger, but you can’t let me watch? The man you’re supposed to be marrying.”
Katie paused, choosing her words carefully. “That’s the problem,” she tried to explain, “I love you but that’s what makes it weird.”
“Then you shouldn’t have done it,” I concluded. “If it didn’t feel right, having sex with another guy, then you shouldn’t have gone through with it. But you did. And without me.”
Katie paused again. I thought she was going to say sorry, but she surprised me. “I do love you,” she repeated, “But I love sex too. I need this. We’ve talked about it. You know I want to do this. You know I need it.”
“You need it?” I screwed up my face in bewilderment. “What’s that even supposed to mean? Before Alan phoned the other day, you were happy. We were happy. What’s suddenly changed?”
“Nothing’s changed,” Katie sighed. “It’s just-”
“Whatever,” I cut her off. I didn’t want to hear it. “Get dressed and let's go. We can talk on the way home. I just want to get out of here. This isn’t what I expected it to be.”
“Go?” Katie stood up, fastening her robe around her waist as it slipped open slightly. “I can’t go. I told Alan I’d do two scenes.”
“Well, I’ll tell him you’ve changed your mind.”
“You can’t.”
“Watch me,” I said, but as I turned to walk through to the studio, Katie grabbed my hand.
“Don’t you dare,” she said angrily, making me turn around in surprise to face her.
“What?” I pulled my hand free. “I’m not letting you do this. You’re making a huge mistake.”
“I’m not doing anything of the sort,” Katie snorted. “You’re jealous. Jealous that they’ve got bigger cocks and that they’re better than you in bed.”
As soon as she said it, her angry face immediately changed to one of regret. “I’m sorry,” she started but I recoiled away from her as she reached out to me. “I didn’t mean-”
“No, you’re right,” I nodded at her sarcastically. “This is all about my jealousy. It’s nothing to do with our relationship. Because only your feelings count, don’t they Katie? They always have. It’s always been more about you than it has for me.”
“Don’t say that,” she said softly but I was walking away already.
“I’ll be in the car,” I said over my shoulder, not wanting to make eye contact with her. “If you care about us at all, you’ll get dressed, join me and we’ll go home and sort this out.”
With that, I left, walking down the long corridor and out into the car park where it was starting to rain. I got in the car, started the engine and began the wait.
Five minutes later, there was still no sign of her. Ten minutes passed. Perhaps she was dressed now but explaining to Alan why she had to leave. Maybe she was apologising to him.
I gave her another five minutes. Then another five. Where the hell was she? I picked up my phone and sent her a text:
I’m in the car, waiting for you. Where are you?
I had to wait a few minutes for a reply, but one did come eventually.
I’m talking to Alan, discussing things.
I resisted the impulse to get out of the car and storm back into the studio. I tried to stay calm and texted her back.
What’s to discuss? Let’s go home.
Her reply wasn’t what I wanted to see.
I’m not leaving here without doing the second scene. We’re going to do it now. I won’t be long. We’ll talk after.
She wasn’t actually doing this, was she?
Katie, you either come now or don’t bother coming home at all.
I didn’t want to give her an ultimatum like that, but she wasn’t giving me any other option.
Go home then Paul. If you’re the kind of man who makes threats like that then I don’t want to marry you.
What? Was she for real? Maybe she was right. If she was the kind of woman who ignores her partner’s feelings and wishes, then maybe I didn’t want to marry her either.
Fine. It’s over. Don’t bother coming home. Have a nice life.
I felt bad the moment I hit the send button but she was calling my bluff and I wasn’t going to let her play these sorts of games with me. She didn’t reply straight away, so I gave her ten minutes but still no text back. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening.
I wasn’t going to be the one to back down and text her again. I had two options. I could either just drive home and carry out my threat of splitting up, or I could go in there and try to talk to her or do… something. I didn’t know what.
I got out of the car and jogged through the rain to the door, shaking the raindrops out of my hair once I got inside and trying to make myself look at least presentable. I walked down the corridor and into the green room, thankful that there wasn’t anyone around. As I continued, approaching the studio, I heard Katie - she was moaning loudly - obviously having sex.
I stopped. She’d gone through with it, even though I’d told her I didn’t want her to. A feeling like a cramp hit me in the stomach, paralysing me for a moment but I forced myself to open the door to the studio - just enough to look through - and then I stopped again, almost doubling over like I’d been punched in the stomach when I saw her.
They were in the corner of the studio that had been furnished into a bathroom. Katie was standing, her body wet like she’d been in the shower but bent over at the waist. Chris was in front of her, his cock in her mouth and Hector was naked, standing behind her, his hands on his hips as he pounded her pussy from behind.
I watched for another minute, but the sight of her large breasts swinging beneath her as the two men expertly enjoyed her holes and the sounds of Hector’s balls slapping against her body and her moans, muffled around Chris’s large cock was all too much. The ache in my stomach was matched by an equally strong ache in my pants, my erection throbbing in excitement, conflicting with the emotional hurt that I was feeling.
I couldn’t watch any longer. Not only from the sight in front of me and how confusing and upsetting it was, but also the feelings of betrayal and resentment surging through me were tipping me over the edge. Before I did something I might regret later, I walked away, through the building, kicking over a few chairs and smashing the vending machine on the way out.
I got in the car, sent Katie one last text and then drove home.
We’re finished. Don’t come home. I’ll take all your stuff to Ellie’s place. I never want to see you again.
How it hurt to write that. I’d never - ever - felt my heart break before, but I knew I was doing the right thing. I couldn’t trust Katie. How could I? I felt like I didn’t even know her any more.
When I got home, I called a local locksmith and he came straight over and changed the door locks for me. That was it. Done.
Time to move on.




Part 3: The Aftermath
Chapter 18
Maybe I’d overreacted, maybe I hadn’t. Looking back, it’s hard to decide but it felt right at the time to split up. Katie tried to talk to me, wanting to discuss what had happened, but I felt she’d made a choice at the studio: a choice between them and me, and once she’d made that choice, I couldn’t take her back.
I met her at a nearby shopping centre a few days later to collect her belongings and that was it. I wanted to make sure she was safe and had somewhere to stay and reassured me that she’d be fine staying at Steve and Ellie’s once again. She made one last half-hearted attempt to reconcile with me but I could tell she didn’t really mean it. I could feel that there wasn’t any great desire in her to be with me. So that was it. We parted, both feeling sad but it felt like the sadness was more for the death of our friendship than it was for our break-up.
A few weeks went by, during the early part of which I was fine, but when I didn’t hear from Katie at all by the end of the month, I felt uneasy and worried for some reason. I checked her Facebook and other social media pages to discover that she’d removed me as a friend. I tried to find something out, anything, just something to put me at ease that she was fine; to get rid of this strange anxiety that was bothering me, but I couldn’t.
I tried to ignore it but the feeling wasn’t going away, so I decided to head over to Steve and Ellie’s, just to make sure that she was okay and put my crazy mind at rest. There were still a few belongings of Katie’s at my place, a small selection of clothes that she hadn’t collected last time because they were in the laundry basket, so deciding to use that as an excuse, I made the short trip to Steve’s the following day.
The weather was cold and it started raining heavily so I ran from the car to the front door of Steve’s flashy apartment, hiding under the small shelter that was above the door. My knock wasn’t answered by who I thought it would be. It wasn’t Steve, Ellie or Katie. Instead, it was a familiar-looking mixed-race girl with bright dyed-blonde curly hair.
“Hi,” she said as though she knew me. I did know her from somewhere but I couldn’t put my finger on where.
“I’m looking for Katie,” I said, looking over her shoulder into the house behind. “Is she home?”
“Katie?” the woman tapped her lip in thought. “Why would you think Katie’s here?”
“She lives here. Doesn’t she?”
“No. She did but not since she moved out to live with you,” the girl said with a puzzled look. “I haven’t seen her for quite a while. Is everything okay?”
“Ah, so you know who I am then?” I said, feeling awkward. Although I was standing under the small angled roof above the door, the wind was still blowing hard and sweeping the heavy rain into my back. “Can I come in for a moment? I’m getting soaked.”
“I’m not sure,” the girl replied, looking at me indecisively.
“Look, Katie and I split up a while back. I have some things of hers and wanted to return them but I haven’t been able to get hold of her. She’s blocked me on Facebook and…” I sighed, “I just wanted to make sure she’s okay.”
The girl took a long look at me, then finally stepped to one side. “Come in then. But you can’t stay long. I’ll see if I can help.”
“Thanks,” I said gratefully as I walked into the warmth of the hallway.
“You don’t remember me, do you?” the girl said, beckoning me to follow her into the kitchen, which I did. “Would you like a drink?”
“Coffee would be good. I’m sorry,” I apologised, “I’m terrible with names. You look familiar but…”
“We only met once,” the girl smiled. “I’m Sarah. Katie and I used to be really good friends at one time but we lost touch when you guys started dating.”
“Sarah, of course. I’m sorry,” I apologised again as she passed me a much-welcomed hot cup of coffee. “You’ve changed your hair, I think?”
“I’m always changing my hair,” she grinned at me. She had a gorgeous smile and as she sat down and broke eye contact with me, I looked her up and down. She had an amazing figure too. She was only short and slim but had curvy hips and large breasts for her height. Then as she looked back to me, I suddenly realised something. This was the Sarah that had done the porn films before Katie. The friend who had told her about them and planted the idea in her head.
For a moment, I felt a wave of anger ripple through me. If this ‘friend’ of Katie’s hadn’t had done what she’d done, Katie might never have done the things she did. We might not have split up. But as soon as the angry thoughts entered my mind, I quashed them down with better logic. The truth was that if Katie had never gone to the porn auditions, we would probably never have gotten together. But then again, maybe we’d still be friends. Maybe I’d still have Katie in my life, even if it was only as a friend.
“So what happened between you two?” Sarah said, pulling me out of the argument in my head.
“I don’t want to go into it,” I said, not wanting to feel bitter or angry at her. “I’m just trying to find her. If she’s not living here, maybe Steve or Ellie know where she is?”
“Steve and Ellie are in Italy,” Sarah said. “They’re not back for a few days. They’re dating now, you know?”
“No, I didn’t know that,” I said in surprise. Steve and Ellie were dating? Was that why Katie didn’t want to live with them, because of the awkwardness of her being Steve’s ex-girlfriend?
“I’ve been living here for a while since I got kicked out of my parents' house. I think Katie came around a few weeks ago - I must have been out of the time - but she hasn’t been living here. Did she tell you that she was?”
“When we split up, she said she’d be fine; that she was going to move back in with Steve and Ellie. I took her at her word. Shit, I’m more worried about her now than I was before.”
“Why don’t you just give her a call or text her?” Sarah asked.
“I didn’t think I’d have to. I thought she’d be here,” I explained. “I don’t want to either. It feels weird. I don’t know how I’d feel if she just blanks me. It felt bad enough when I realised she’d blocked me on her social media.”
Sarah took a deep breath. “I probably shouldn’t, I don’t like getting involved in other people’s affairs, but I can probably find out where she’s living if it makes you feel better.”
“I just want to give her stuff back to her as well,” I added, “So if you could do that, I’d be grateful.”
“Although we’re not as friendly as we used to be, we have some mutual friends,” Sarah smiled. “I can’t make any promises but I’ll see what I can do. Do you want to give me your number so I can get in touch with you?”
I took that as a hint for me to leave now I’d finished my coffee, so I gave her my number.
“Thanks, Sarah,” I said as I walked back out into the wind and rain outside again. “I’m sorry I bothered you but anything you can do to help would be great.”
“As I said, no promises but…” she smiled again, her full lips making a cupid’s bow, “You seem like a nice guy, so I’ll try my best.”
Katie had once described Sarah as snobby and selfish, but she seemed nice. Perhaps too nice to have made two porn movies, but then again, you wouldn’t have Katie down as the porn-actress type either. An involuntary image of Sarah naked, having sex with a faceless porn actor popped into my mind and I shook my head. I wasn’t going to go there. I wanted to find Katie and make sure she was okay.
That was all that mattered right now.




Chapter 19
Two days later, Sarah rang. I wasn’t sure if she would or not, but she did.
“Katie’s fine,” she reassured me down the phone. “If you want to drop her stuff at mine, I’ll see to it that it gets to her.”
“Good. I’m glad she’s okay,” I replied. I wasn’t lying, I was glad. But I needed to know more. “I’d rather drop her stuff off myself though if that’s okay.”
“Well, here’s the thing,” she said after a short pause, “I don’t know how much you want to find out. I don’t want to hurt your feelings or send you crazy or something.”
“I’m not going to go crazy. I’m over her,” I replied. Was I over her? “Really, I just want to get this stuff to her. It’s getting under my feet and I either take it to her, or it goes in the bin.”
“She’s dating someone,” Sarah said softly. “Well, more than dating. She’s living with him.”
Ouch. That stung. She’d moved on quickly. “That’s fast,” I found myself saying, “But Katie’s Katie, isn’t she?. She does these crazy things sometimes. Do you have the address?”
“She definitely does crazy things,” Sarah’s voice took on a sympathetic tone. “She never used to but… Look, I could tell you more but I’d rather do it in person. Are you busy later? I could come over to yours, or you could come over here. Steve and Ellie are still away. I’ll take the things over to - her new boyfriend’s place - but if you really want to go over there yourself, I guess I can tell you but I’d rather do it face to face.”
Why was she being weird? “Okay, I guess,” I replied after a moment. “I’ll come over to yours. What time?”
Sarah told me to come over in a couple of hours when she was home from work, which I hoped wasn’t the porn studio, but I didn’t say that. I would have let her come over here, but to be honest, since Katie had moved out, I hadn’t been the tidiest of people and I couldn’t be bothered to clean up and make the place presentable right now when I had other things on my mind.
That evening when I knocked on her door, she answered with another of her attractive smiles and beckoned me in.
“I’m a lot drier today than I was last time,” I chuckled. The weather outside was cold but at least it wasn’t bucketing it down like it had been the last time I was here.
“You were rather wet,” Sarah agreed. “Come in. I’ve already made you a drink. I saw you driving up the street.”
I followed her into the living room, admiring her shapely rear as I went. Sarah was working a snug pair of light blue jeans which showed off her curves nicely. The tight red t-shirt she was wearing amplified her ample bust too but I tried to not to stare.
“So what did you find out?” I asked, impatient to discover what was so important that she couldn’t tell me over the phone.
“It’s complicated,” she began, sitting next to me on the leather sofa. “Very complicated. So much that I don’t know where to start explaining everything.”
“Things were complicated between Katie and me just before we split up,” I said, trying to make it easier for her, “Compared to how difficult our situation was - which in turn, caused us to split up - I don’t think this can be anywhere near as complicated, so fire away. Just tell me.”
“I’ve found out a little bit of what happened between you,” Sarah looked at me. “Please don’t be angry. When I found out where she was, I had to work out how the hell this had all come about, so I made a few calls to some friends and it all kind of pieced together.”
“What did you find out?” I asked. This had to be about the porn.
“I know that she’s made some adult films,” Sarah said, blurting it out and visibly relaxing once she’d said it. Why was she so uptight? “I also know some people in the business and they’ve filled me in on what happened.”
“You know some people in the business,” I repeated her words with a smile on my face. She didn’t know how much I knew and it was obviously making it difficult for her, so I again tried to help her out. “I know you’ve also done some adult films, Sarah. Katie told me. It’s cool. I’m not judging you. The money is good. I know all about it.”
Sarah visibly relaxed even further. “Phew. I wasn’t sure how much you knew or how you felt about it. I thought you’d ended it with Katie because she’d done the shoot and thought you might hate me for it. It was me that probably got her into doing it, although I didn’t mean to.”
“All of that has gone through my mind,” I admitted, “But look, we are where we are. It was Katie’s decision to do what she did. There’s no use in blaming you, or myself, or anyone else. I just want to make sure she’s okay and get this stuff over to her. So, you don’t need to do a big inquiry into why we split up or anything like that. It’s cool, I promise.”
“Okay, if you’re sure?” Sarah held my stare. “She’s living with Rob. The porn actor. You met him, right?”
Rob? The good looking guy with the huge dick. My heart sank and from the way I saw Sarah looking at me, I knew the blood had drained from my face. I was over Katie, wasn’t I? Why did I suddenly feel so low? And so jealous?
“Of course I know Rob,” I nodded, trying to act casual and not bothered. “He seemed an okay sort of guy. Do you have his address? I just need to drop this stuff off… and…”
Sarah’s hand took mine and squeezed it. “You’re not over her, are you?”
“Yes,” I insisted, “I’m fine. I’m glad she’s got someone and…”
Again my words trailed off as her hands squeezed mine again. “If you say so. I don’t believe you though. I know what happened. I spoke to my friend, I think you met her, Charlene? Bright multi-coloured hair?”
“Charlene, yes,” I recalled her; the rainbow-haired girl who’d tried to be nice to me. “What did she tell you?”
“She told me that you changed your mind about how far you wanted Katie to go, but Katie ignored you and went against your wishes. It caused an argument and that was that.”
“Pretty much,” I nodded and took a deep breath. My eyes were stinging and I didn’t know why.
“Katie’s headstrong,” Sarah lowered her head to meet my eyes and get my attention. “She doesn’t always think things through. She’s impulsive. I’m sure she didn’t mean to hurt you.”
“Whatever,” I inhaled deeply again and scrubbed at my eyes. I wasn’t going to cry in front of Sarah. “It’s done now. I guess I just need…”
“Closure,” Sarah finished off the sentence for me. “Well, if it’ll help, here’s the address.”
She pushed a piece of paper towards me on the coffee table in front of me. I took it and put it in my pocket.
“Thanks,” I said, genuinely grateful not only for her help but also for the comforting words she’d offered me. “I’ll get out of your way then. Let you get on with your evening.”
“Anytime,” she replied looking at me in surprise as I stood up to leave. “You don’t have to go. You haven’t even finished your coffee yet.”
“I’m sure you’ve got better things to do than try to make a stupid stranger feel better,” I smiled weakly. Rob. She was with Rob. A handsome guy with a massive dick. Why did she have to go to him?
“I don’t, actually,” Sarah took my hand and pulled me back down onto the sofa. “I’m not seeing my boyfriend tonight. Steve and Ellie are still away until tomorrow. I’ll make you a bite to eat. Talk to me for a bit. I’m bored if I’m honest. Entertain me. Let’s see if we can take your mind off things. Unless you’ve got something better to do?”
I didn’t have anything better to do apart from driving over to Rob’s house for some sort of explanation. An explanation I didn’t deserve. So I stayed. Sarah made a great spaghetti dish and we watched some TV and chatted loosely about life until the conversation slowly turned back around to what we’d been speaking about previously.
“If you don’t mind me asking,” I said, feeling more comfortable in Sarah’s company now we’d spent a couple of hours together on her sofa in front of the TV, “How did you get started in the porn business? Don't take this the wrong way, but you don’t look the type.”
“Neither does Katie,” Sarah shrugged and popped a piece of the popcorn she’d made in her mouth. “Unless you’re one of the bimbo types with fake tits and pumped-up lips, no one really looks like a pornstar these days. Loads of girls do it secretly on the side. It’s good money.”
“But how did you get into it?” I asked, genuinely curious. “Are you still doing it? You mentioned a boyfriend, I’m guessing you quit after you got with someone.”
“Charlene got me into it,” Sarah explained. “She met him in a nightclub and he told her all about it. She wasn’t interested at all but took his number, hoping she might at least get to see him again. When she told me about it afterwards, it caught my interest. I’ve always had a really high sex drive. I love sex and porn is something that I’d kind of fantasized about. Then one day, I just thought ‘hell to it,’ called him and he lined me up for an audition. That was that. I met Alan and Rob and a week later I was making my first porno.”
“I went to the audition with Katie. Did you know that?” I asked. “She had to fuck Alan. It was pretty degrading, looking back but she didn’t seem to mind. That was the first time that Katie had ever really surprised me.”
“I had sex with Alan too,” Sarah grimaced. “Not my finest hour but I was desperate for the cash that they’d told me I could get. I made good money from it, so I can’t complain, looking back.”
“So you’ve stopped now? How many shoots did you do?”
“When I met my boyfriend, I stopped, yes, after making four movies,” Sarah looked sideways at me, “You’re really interested in all of this, aren’t you?”
“Maybe it’s helping me get my head around it. I don’t know,” I shrugged.
“This might sound weird,” Sarah gave me an odd smile and leaned into me, passing me the popcorn and reaching for a laptop that was perched on the arm at my side of the sofa. “You can say no, it’s cool, but do you want to see?”
“See what?” I asked.
“My porno movies,” she took the laptop, put it on her knee and lifted the lid. She pressed the power button and the screen lit up. “They’re not easy to find online, they’re only available in other countries  - I asked for it to be that way - but I have access to them via a special website that Alan gave me the details for.”
“I don’t know… I’m not sure, I’m...” I stammered and felt myself blushing for some reason.
“Sure you do,” Sarah laughed out loud at my discomfort. “Hey look, if you don’t want to - if it makes you feel weird, don’t worry about it.” She started to close the lid on the computer but I stopped her.
“It is kind of weird, but okay - maybe it’ll help somehow. Go ahead.”
“Are you sure?”
“Don’t you feel embarrassed?” I asked her as she started to type away on the keyboard, going to a site called ‘Cerulean Previews’ and then logging in with what I presumed was a unique log-in Alan had set up for her. It took a moment to load then showed a screen with a shortlist of four or so videos.
“I might squirm a little, watching them with someone I barely know,” she giggled, “But I watch them all the time when I want to get myself off.”
“Really?” I leaned back and stared at her.
“Hell yeah,” Sarah was still laughing at me. “I’m fucking hot. Have you not noticed?” She pointed down to her breasts and then her ass and legs.
“I can’t say I noticed but now you point it out,” I chuckled and she punched me playfully in the shoulder.
“So do you want to watch, or not?” She said, her finger hovering above the keyboard, ready to hit the play button on the first video.
“Let’s do this,” I grinned.
She pressed play.




Chapter 20
“This is the first one I did,” Sarah said as the picture filled the screen. She was laid on a beige couch reading a magazine in just a pair of denim shorts and a crop top which showed off her ample cleavage when the camera panned to the door where a guy knocked with one hand while holding a parcel in the other.
The view switched back to Sarah getting up and opening the door only to have a conversation about how the delivery guy had got the wrong address. She skipped through the rather cheesy conversation of her flirting while giving him directions to the correct recipient while he stared at her legs and cleavage with bulging eyes, leading to them kissing and then her leading him back to the couch where the porn got going.
As Sarah dropped to her knees, undid his zip and pulled out a huge, thick cock which she began to suck on hungrily, I felt her watching me for a reaction but I managed to stay cool, refusing to take my eyes from the screen to meet hers. She sucked his cock from semi-flaccid to fully erect in just a few minutes and I raised my eyebrows at the size of his impressive dick.
“He’s a big boy,” I heard myself mutter.
“A bit over eight inches,” she confirmed. “I’d never seen one that big before. It was quite a shock but I think I managed not to show it.”
“If I’m asking for too much information, you don’t have to tell me,” I probed, “But have you been with a lot of men before this? You say you love sex but was this the first time you’d done anything like this?”
“Besides the audition, yes,” Sarah replied, “I’d been with four guys, but all through relationships, some short and some long. I’d never even had a one night stand, but I’d always really enjoyed sex and fantasized about all kinds of things.”
“Like what?” I asked. The scene on the laptop screen had moved on to the guy undressing Sarah and I watched avidly as he pulled her top up and over her head to reveal a perfectly shaped pair of tits. Her nipples were a dark chocolate colour against her light mocha toned skin.
“I always wanted to be watched,” Sarah confessed. “The thought of someone watching me have sex turned me on. That kind of led to me fantasizing about being a threesome, ideally with two guys, one of whom is a total stranger, then I even began to imagine being with a room full of guys and more than that. There probably isn’t a sexual situation that I haven’t imagined at one time or another.”
Now the guy pulled down her shorts and panties to reveal a completely shaved pussy with small pink lips that he opened up with two fingers so the cameraman could get a shot right into her. As he moved down and began to run his tongue up and down her slit, I felt my cock growing hard inside my pants and I had to adjust myself slightly against the uncomfortable feeling.
“Are you enjoying this?” Sarah asked with her eyes still on my groin area. “Just wait and see how good he fucked me.”
After making Sarah moan loudly with his tongue for a couple of minutes, it was time for the penetration shot and the cameraman moved in close again as the guy lifted one of Sarah’s legs onto his shoulder and guided the chunky head of his cock inside her, making Sarah gasp.
“Doesn’t matter how many dildos or whatever you’ve had shoved up you,” Sarah explained, “When you first feel a dick as big as that go in you, you’re never quite prepared for it. He literally makes me cum almost instantly. Watch.”
I did watch and witnessed it happen, as she said, just minutes into the fuck. After she’d had that first orgasm, he didn’t stop. He turned her over onto her front and took her from behind, leaving over her and kissing her as she turned her head to meet him.
“It was so good,” she sighed. “I knew I’d made the right decision because it was essentially the best fuck I’d ever had. I couldn’t wait to make another movie after this one.”
We watched the conclusion to the first movie, with the guy making Sarah get on top of him on the sofa and ride him until pushing her off and shooting his cum all over her gorgeous tits. Then she put the next movie on, this time skipping through the ‘story’ parts to get straight to a scene with her and two men, one of whom I was surprised to see was Hector, one of the porn actors that I’d met in the studio with Katie and the other was a slim, bald black guy.
This time Sarah was dressed in a burgundy cocktail dress, which the two men wasted no time in stripping from her, followed by the sexy black bra and panty set she wore underneath. The Mediterranean-looking Hector had his fingers in her, pumping them in and out violently while the black guy produced a slim but long snake of a cock and then rammed it down Sarah’s throat.
“I’d always fantasized about rough sex,” Sarah explained, “So when Alan said he had this scene in mind with two guys and me and that he wanted it to be really rough and ready, I thought ‘why not?’ It’s good to push your boundaries and try new things.”
They certainly pushed her boundaries. Sarah seemed to be struggling to handle the long dick in her mouth, gagging and spluttering on it while Hector got his own substantial penis out and began to drill her pussy hard. At one point, she had a really violent orgasm, trying to push the two guys away while she recovered but they were both straight back on her, this time switching ends but neither Hector nor the black guy were any gentler than the other had been. Sarah’s mouth struggled to fit around Hector’s girth and the long black dick sliding in and out of her was obviously hitting parts that other smaller guys had never hit before because Sarah was moaning and gasping and cursing through most of it until eventually they both pointed their dicks at her face and covered her chin, cheeks and mouth with stream after stream of sticky white cum.
“I’d never orgasmed like that before,” Sarah said quietly. She looked flushed. I wondered if she was as horny as I felt right now. “I’d never had anyone cum on my face before either. I expected it to be icky but it was actually quite a turn on. It made me feel real… slutty, I guess.”
“Don’t take this the wrong way, but you look really slutty,” I laughed gently, hoping not to offend and I was pleased that Sarah didn’t seem to be offended at all.
“Wait until the next video,” she giggled. She was still flushed and tugged at the collar of her top. “I do anal. The guy almost broke me.”
“Don’t you feel embarrassed at all?”  I asked her as she played the next video. “I mean, I’ve seen you naked - and in intimate detail. The cameraman likes to get in close, doesn’t he? Seen you give head, get your pussy licked. Seen you get fucked and orgasm. You seem so cool about it.”
Sarah shrugged and then stretched, pulling the red fabric of her t-shirt tight across her tits. I couldn’t help but stare at them and she saw me and giggled. “Watch the video. You can see them properly there.”
“I’d rather see them in the flesh though,” I joked, then watched the screen as she once again fast-forwarded to the sex. This time Sarah was naked on a bed, masturbating, rubbing her clit with one finger while caressing her breast with the other hand. I had to shuffle uncomfortably on the sofa because my cock was now almost painfully hard at the sight of Sarah’s incredible body laid out like that, getting herself off while some guy filmed her. “Did Alan do all the filming?”
“So far, yes, so...” she said and as I turned to reply to her, she smiled at me mischievously as my jaw dropped in surprise.
Sarah had taken her top off and was undoing her lacy white bra.
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“Woah,” I said, then sat back and just admired her perfectly shaped breasts as they came into view. She threw her bra to one side and cupped them in her hands. “I was only joking,” I chuckled.
“You like them though, right?” She lifted them up and then let them drop. The way they bounced as she did so looked amazing and only made my erection even harder.
“They look really firm,” I took a deep breath and leaned forward for a closer look. “Katie’s are big but yours are something else.”
“I’m a 34E,” she said, looking down at herself. “Do you want a feel?”
Was she teasing me? Or was she being genuine? There was only one way to find out. I reached out and took her breasts in my hands, cupping them first, then giving them a gentle squeeze. “Fuck,” I groaned at how good they felt.
Then she leaned in and kissed me. I glanced sideways at the laptop and saw her being fucked on the bed, this time in the ass. I lost it and kissed her back hungrily. Her hands were at my belt and mine at hers and then within seconds, my cock was in her mouth.
I looked down at her pretty face and for a second I felt a twinge of guilt. This was Katie’s friend. I shouldn’t be doing this. But Katie hadn’t given me a second thought when fucking those guys at the studio, even when I’d asked her to stop. So why should I feel guilty?
“Stop,” I told her and she did, looking at me in surprise. “I don’t want to cum yet.”
Then she smiled. “Good. Fuck me then.” She laid back on the sofa and I helped her take off her jeans and pretty white panties and as soon as she spread her thighs, I lay between them, looked down and guided myself into her. She was soaking wet and tighter than I’d imagined. Her pussy seemed to almost suck me into her and I couldn’t help but just bang into her as hard and as fast as I could. I needed this. Sarah was stunningly beautiful, sexy as hell and as dirty as a guy could want, bucking her hips upwards to meet my downstrokes and soon, sooner than I’d have liked, I had to pull out of her to cum all over her thigh.
“Wow,” that was good,” Sarah sighed from next to me after we’d both gotten our breath back. “Don’t get me wrong but I thought maybe you had a tiny dick or that you were just bad in bed. You know, with Katie wanting to do the whole porn thing, but you’re pretty good.”
“Thanks,” I broke into a huge smile. That was exactly the sort of thing I needed to hear.
“You don’t have to go home tonight if you don’t want to,” she told me. The latest porn movie had finished and she leaned over and switched the laptop off.
I just smiled and let her take me upstairs, where we fucked again, this time in her bed with her doing most of the work on top and then we talked for a while before drifting off into an exhausted sleep, but we weren’t too tired to fuck one more time in the middle of the night. This time, I did her doggy over the edge of the bed and struggled to cum as I’d emptied my balls twice in the last few hours, so I went on for quite some time until eventually cumming all over her ass cheeks. Afterwards, both covered in sweat, we collapsed into a much deeper sleep. Way too deep because I didn’t hear the alarm on my phone and instead was woken up by a deep, familiar voice.
“What’s going on here then?” said Steve from the doorway of Sarah’s bedroom. Ellie was looking over his shoulder. He was smiling but Ellie looked genuinely shocked to see me in bed with Sarah.
“Shit,” I cursed in horror at being caught and I heard Sarah say the same beside me.
“I forgot you were home this morning,” she apologised, jumping up from the bed and taking the cover with her, so I had to cover my groin with my hands.
“I’ll be out of here in a minute,” I said, “If you’ll just let me get dressed.”
Steve and Ellie gave me a look. Steve’s was a look of amusement while Ellie’s face was hard to read. When they’d gone, Sarah turned to me.
“Don’t worry. I’ll make sure they don’t say anything to Katie,” she whispered.
“It doesn’t matter if they do,” I shrugged. “As I said, I’m over her. Can you get my clothes from downstairs for me?”
“It matters to me though,” Sarah reminded me, “I have a boyfriend. I don’t want him to find out about this. About me and you.”
“Ah, sure,” I nodded. “Is this the first time you’ve done this? You know…”
“Cheated?” Sarah asked, her lips pursed. “Yes, it’s the first time I’ve cheated on him. Thanks for pointing that out,” and she turned left to collect my clothes.
I felt terrible for offending her, I hadn’t meant to. “I’m sorry,” I said when she returned with my clothes. “I didn’t mean anything by that. I’m flattered if anything.”
She didn’t say anything at first. She just watched me get dressed and then apologised.
“I’m sorry,” she’d wrapped a dressing gown around her and was sitting on the edge of the bed with an awkward look on her face.
“You’re sorry?” I was confused. “Sorry for what?”
“You don’t think that… this - me and you… meant anything, did you?” she grimaced, “I didn’t mean to give you the wrong idea.”
“No,” I shook my head, maybe a little too vigorously because she didn’t seem convinced. “It’s cool,” I reassured her. “It was just a thing that happened. I won’t say anything.”
“Thank you,” she looked relieved. “It was fun though, wasn’t it? It was a lot of fun.”
“I’ll be honest,” I tried to make her feel better, “It was the best sex I’ve had for years. But I know that’s all it was. Just sex. Good sex. Very good sex.”
Sarah giggled again. She was adorable when she did that. I took a moment to appreciate her. Her mocha-coloured skin, gorgeous long-lashed eyes, her dyed-blonde curls and perfect body. I’d got seriously lucky to have spent a night with her.
“Thanks,” she grinned at me. “You have Rob’s address. Are you going to see Katie?”
“Yeah, I think so.”
“Well, there’s one thing I should ask of you,” Sarah said as I got ready to leave. “My boyfriend is the mutual friend I mentioned. He’s quite close - you could say - to Katie. So, if you meet him, please don’t mention anything about her doing porn and promise me you won’t mention my porn movies.”
“He doesn’t know?” we walked down the stairs to the front door, talking as we went. Luckily, we didn’t bump into Steve and Ellie, for which I was grateful. I didn’t need any further awkward encounters with Katie’s old friends and former housemates.
“No. Like I said, I stopped it when we got together. He doesn’t know about Katie either and I don’t think she’d like him finding out.”
“Okay,” I said, slightly puzzled by the whole thing. “I won’t say a word, I promise.”
Sarah leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “Good luck with Katie.”
“Thanks, Sarah,” I replied. “For everything.” Then I left, to head home, get changed and find my way to Rob’s house. It was time to find closure.
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Rob’s house was an hour’s drive away, so I didn’t have a lot of time if I was going to do this. I went home but only for a shower. It didn’t feel right, seeing Katie with the smell of Sarah’s sex still on me. If I was going to see her, it was going to be hard enough anyway, for a multitude of reasons; us splitting up; her now being with Rob; me having sex with Sarah added a new layer to that and I had to try not to show any guilt on my face. Katie knew me better than anyone and if I gave anything away at all, she’d be the one person to pick up on it.
My nerves were shot when I eventually found the address, a large detached house tucked away at the back of a pretty suburban estate with tree-lined streets. My heart was pumping hard in my chest as I knocked on the door, hoping that Katie answered and not Rob. I was in luck, for once.
“Paul?” she said in surprise as she opened the door.
“Hi,” I tried to smile but my face felt like it had frozen with fear. “I brought you some stuff you’d left.”
She looked at the carrier bag of stuff in my right hand. “Thanks. I noticed that some things were missing. Come in, please.”
“Some of it was in the wash when you came around, “I explained and then followed her into a beautifully decorated hallway and through into the sitting room with a large corner sofa and a huge TV. “Nice place,” I complimented her and she shrugged.
“It’s all Rob’s, not mine,” she told me to sit down and went to get me a drink. “He’s not here at the moment,” she said when she came back and passed me the steaming hot cup of coffee. “I’m just staying here for a while.”
“For a while?” I asked gently, not wanting to appear too nosy. “I was told you and Rob are dating now.”
“I was wondering how you knew I was here,” Katie sat opposite me. I couldn’t stop looking at her. She’d cut her blonde hair into a shorter bob, which really suited her and she was wearing her makeup differently, more subtle than I remembered. She was wearing a black jumpsuit and just looking… more classy, I guess. Rob must be good for her.
“You told me you’d be at Steve and Ellie’s, but when I tried to drop your stuff off there, they told me you weren’t living there.”
“And they knew I was here?” she wrinkled her forehead. “I didn’t tell them where I was going. People talk, I guess.”
“Well, to be honest,” I hesitated. How much did I tell her? “Steve and Ellie were on holiday. It was your friend, Sarah, that told me.”
Katie’s mouth twitched. “Sarah? I haven’t spoken to her for a while but that makes sense. Did you talk to her about the - well, you know? What happened between us.”
“I didn’t talk to her much,” I lied. “I was worried about you and she said she’d find out if you were okay and then she came back to me a couple of days later and told me you were seeing Rob and living with him.”
“If you were worried, why didn’t you call me?” Katie asked.
“I looked you up online and saw that you’ve blocked me,” I explained honestly. “I thought you must not want to hear from me. I didn’t want to bother you unnecessarily.”
“I did that in anger,” Katie said her words slowly and carefully. “I’m sorry. Remember, Paul, you’re the one that dumped me. I don’t have any hard feelings towards you. I was bitter at first, but I did understand your reasons afterwards when I stopped and thought about it.”
I didn’t know what to say to that. “Well, it seems to have worked out okay for you,” I commented eventually.
Katie squinted at me for a second. She could tell something was up but she didn’t push it any further. It was none of her business, I supposed. “I’m not ‘seeing Rob and living with him,’ not in the way that it appears. I’m living here but only until I get a place of my own.”
“You’re not dating him?” I asked, feeling suddenly warm inside.
“No,” Katie replied slowly, “I can’t lie to you. I owe you too much, so I’ll tell you the truth. We’re having sex, but it’s more of a fuck buddy type arrangement. We’re friends, you could say, friends with benefits, but that’s all it is.”
“Oh, I see,” I felt glad that she wasn’t in a relationship with him but at the same time, the knowledge that she was fucking him was still a blow to the stomach.
“How about you?” she flipped the tables on me, “Are you seeing anyone?”
“No,” I said quickly. Maybe a bit too quickly. What was I doing? Did I want Katie back? After everything she’d done, I shouldn’t. I had to suppress my feelings for her. “No, I’ve been seeing a couple of girls, just dates but no, I’m not seeing anyone.”
“Good for you,” Katie smiled but it didn’t look like a genuine smile. When Katie smiled, she lit the room up. This time, she looked like she was forcing it, for whatever reason.
I wanted to talk to her. I wanted to know what she’d been up to. If she was still involved with Alan and the studio. If she was okay. But instead, an awkward silence settled over the pair of us until eventually, I went to take a sip of my coffee only to find the cup empty.
“Right, I better go,“ I found myself saying. “It was great to see you.”
“Yes, I have things to do,” Katie said, standing up as I did the same, “It was nice to see you too. You still have my number, right? Maybe we should keep in touch more. We can still be friends, can’t we?”
“Of course we can,” I said, feeling a surge of happiness fill me with those words. “That’d be great. I’d like that.”
“You’ve been my best friend for so long,” she gave me a smile, a sad smile but it was still enough to make my dick twitch and my heart beat a little faster. “I miss having you as my best friend. The friend I can tell anything to.”
Again, I was speechless for a moment. I felt the same as she did, but I also felt more. I missed her loving me. I missed our relationship. But I couldn’t tell her that. Did she feel the same, or did she just miss me as she said, just as a friend? A best friend. Was that all I’d ever been to her?
“I know,” I replied with a sigh. “We messed it up good and proper, didn’t we?”
“Yes,” Katie said, then walked forward quickly and gave me a crushing hug. I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her back. Her hair smelled good. It brought back memories that I wasn’t comfortable feeling, so I took a step back. “I’ll call you sometime,” she said with that same sad smile.
“Make sure you do,” I said, as I left. “I’ll look forward to it.”
With that, I left the house and walked towards the car. I wanted to look over my shoulder to see if she was looking out of the window, watching me leave, but I daren’t, in case she wasn’t. My heart wouldn’t be able to handle it, either way.
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I don’t know if I expected Katie to ring me or not. When she didn’t call the day after or the day after that, I was tempted to call her instead but was put off by the awkward silence that we’d endured during the final few minutes of my visit to Rob’s house. What if I called her and simply didn’t know what to say? That would be the final nail in the coffin for our relationship and friendship.
One thing I’d learned from seeing her again was this: that I wanted her in my life. Whether it be as a friend or more, I wasn’t sure, but she’d been a significant part of my day-to-day life for so long that no matter what she’d done, I couldn’t deny that she’d left a large hole behind her, now that she wasn’t around.
Then, on the third day since I’d seen her, she called. I was at work and was awaiting a call from a colleague, so I answered the phone without realising it was her.
“Finally,” I answered rather snappily, thinking it was the call I’d been waiting over an hour for.
“It’s nice to speak to you too,” Katie’s voice came down the headset, making me quickly look at the screen to make sure it was her.
“Katie, sorry! I didn’t know it was you. My buddy at work was supposed to get back to me over an hour ago. I thought it was him.”
“I thought you were angry that I haven’t called sooner,” Katie said but I could tell she was joking with me.
“No, I’m sorry. How are you?”
“I’m fine,” she replied. “It was really good seeing you the other day.”
“Same,” I said, happily, then I got suddenly nervous that I was going to run out of things to say. I decided to tackle the problem straight away.  “I’m sorry that we had an awkward silence towards the end. It was a bit weird, seeing you for the first time in ages, after everything that happened and-”
“You don’t have to explain,” she interrupted. “I felt the same way. I hadn’t seen you in so long and in that time, I’ve thought about you often and wondered what I’d say to you when I finally did see you again and then at that moment, we both just froze, didn’t we?”
“Pretty much,” I agreed. It felt so good to hear her say that; that she’d thought about me often. I’d thought about her every day, although I didn’t say that. I didn’t want to rush anything or make her feel bad.
“I know you’re at work and waiting for a call so I won’t keep you,” she continued, “But I thought it’d be nice to have a proper catch-up. On neutral territory this time. It must have been strange for you, talking to me at Rob’s house.”
“Sure,” I said. “I’d love that. When and where?”
“Great,” Katie cleared her throat before carrying on, “So, John’s just got engaged and he’s having a party at a pub near where he lives. I thought it might be fun if we went together. Just as friends, of course.”
“Of course. I’d love to,” I replied. “Will it be okay with it being your family though? We’ve split up. Won’t it seem a bit odd, us going together.”
“Paul, we’ve been friends since we were kids. Yes, my mum and dad and John all know that we dated and then split up, but they still ask about you. It’ll be fine, trust me.”
John was Katie’s brother. I’d been friends with him as long as I’d known Katie. John was a couple of years older than me and when he started hanging around with more boys his age, I’d ended up being best friends with his little sister, Katie, instead. That was how we’d met. John had always been a friend to me too, although at a distance. We’d never been close, but Katie’s parents had always been good to me, so it’d be nice to see them again, even in these slightly different circumstances.
“They won’t get the wrong idea, will they?” I found myself asking before wishing I hadn’t.
Katie was quiet for a second. “There’s no wrong idea to have. I’ll tell them we’re just there as friends and that’s all there is to it. Stop worrying. So, can I take it you’re coming?”
“Are you inviting Rob?”
“No,” Katie’s voice took on an exasperated tone, “I told you. Rob is nothing to me, not in that way anyway. He’s just a fuck buddy. We’re not dating. He’s just a friend, okay?”
“I’m sorry,” I apologised.
“And stop fucking apologising,” she chastised me down the phone. “The party is this Saturday. I’ll text you the details. Don’t stand me up.”
With that, she hung up, which was good timing as the work call I’d been waiting all morning for finally came through.
“Finally,” I answered it, and my workday went ahead as normal after that, just with me in a better mood than I’d been in for weeks.
Saturday came around almost too quickly. I went out the day before, got my hair cut and bought some new clothes so I looked fresh and smart for Katie’s family. She’d text me the name of the pub: The Rose and Crown, which she’d arranged to meet me outside, so we could go in together. I repeated to her that I was a bit nervous about how her family might receive us arriving together, seeing as we’d split up but again she told me not to worry about it.
“Hi,” I said as Katie got out of her taxi. I was standing outside the pub and had been for the last fifteen minutes. I should have known Katie would be fashionably late as always.
“You look nice,” she commented with a smile. She looked nervous, for some reason. Why would she be nervous?
“Thanks. I don’t scrub up too bad, I guess. You look better than nice. You look gorgeous,” I complimented her. She did. Her shorter-than-usual blonde hair was scraped back from her face, showing off that subtle but perfect makeup that she was doing these days. Smoky black eyeliner made her green eyes pop out and her lips looked delectable painted in a shade of light pink. She was wearing a dark purple knee-length dress which fitted her curvy figure well.
“Do you think?” She did a quick twirl. “I’ve got into dresses lately, although they still feel a bit too ‘girly’ for me.”
“Shall we enter?” I said, giving her my arm to hook hers around and let her lead me into the pub, which was crowded with people, several of whom I recognised as various members of her family.
“Hello Paul,” said her mum as we walked past. “It’s nice to see you.”
“You too,” I replied, pleased that no one seemed to be upset at me over mine and Katie’s split. Her father saw me as well and waved and smiled. “Do they even know we’ve split up?” I asked Katie jokingly.
“Yes, silly,” she had to shout to me over the music which was getting louder as we approached the front of the crowd, near the DJ. “I told them that we’d split up amicably and my mum said that she hoped we could stay friends, so she’ll be happy to see us like this.”
“Hey sis,” said John, Katie’s brother when we finally broke through to the bar where he was standing. “Thanks for coming. Hi, Paul. I didn’t expect to see you but it’s great that you’ve come.”
“We go back a long way,” I reminded him. “Once Katie invited me and told me what it was, I wouldn’t have missed it for the world.”
“Let me get you guys a drink,” John said and asked the barman for a couple of beers. John was a good guy. Tall, good-looking with blond hair like his sister.
“Where’s your lovely fiancee?” Katie asked him when he passed the beers to us and he looked around.
“I don’t know. She’s here somewhere. Mingling, I think,” John stood on his tiptoes, trying to look over the crowd. “Oh, look. She’s here now.”
He pointed over my shoulder and I turned around just as she walked over to us.
“Katie needs no introduction, but Paul, meet my fiancee.”
My jaw dropped.
Standing in front of me, looking just as surprised as me, was Sarah.
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“Paul and Sarah know each other already,” Katie said, breaking the momentary silence. “Don’t you?”
“I wouldn’t say we know each other. We only met briefly the other day,” I replied quickly, then explained to John, “She’s living at Katie’s old place and I bumped into her when I dropped some stuff off there.”
“That’s right,” Sarah said, just as hurriedly. “It’s nice to see you again, Paul. Thanks for coming.”
Katie looked at me, then at Sarah, then back to me with a curious look on her face. Shit. Did she know something was up?
“Anyway, congratulations,” I said, reaching inside my jacket and pulling out the card that I’d bought them. “I put a voucher inside as an engagement gift. Hope you like it.”
“You didn't’ have to do that,” John put his arm around my shoulder. “Thank you.” If he’d picked up on anything between Sarah and me, he showed no sign. “Go enjoy the party. I’m going to take my beautiful wife-to-be for a dance if you’ll excuse me.”
Sarah was wearing a little black dress and looked stunning. As John took her hand and led her away, she gave me a little glance over her shoulder that I read as, ‘Keep your mouth shut.’ I fully intended to. I didn’t want anything to mess things up any further than they already were.
John was marrying Sarah. Everything clicked into place suddenly. Sarah’s mutual friend with Katie was John - her fiance and Katie’s brother. He didn’t know about her porn past but also, the reason why she’d told me to not mention Katie being involved with the studio was that he was her brother. Of course, he’d be upset. But Sarah had found out where Katie was living from John, so he must have known that she was living with Rob. Which meant that he didn’t know that Rob was a porn actor. Wow. This was complicated.
“Why didn’t you tell me that Sarah was John’s girlfriend?” I said as quietly as I could into Katie’s ear.
“I don’t know,” she shrugged. “It didn’t seem important at the time. Do me a favour. Don’t mention anything to him about the… you know? Regarding both me and Sarah.”
“He doesn’t know anything about it. I gathered that. I won’t say anything,” I reassured her. “I take it he doesn’t know the guy you’ve been living with these past few months is a pornstar either?”
“He doesn’t and he doesn’t need to either,” Katie raised her eyebrows. “He’d be devastated if he knew his fiancee used to be in porn and he’d be even madder if he knew that she’d got me into it too.”
“Your secret is safe with me,” I put a finger to my lips and grinned and her serious face broke into a gorgeous smile.
“It better be, or I’ll kick your ass,” she threatened. “Speak of the devil,” she said, looking down at her phone which was buzzing in her hand. “Rob’s ringing. I’ll just take this. One minute.”
She put the phone to her ear and walked away, leaving me at the bar alone for a moment.
“Well, this is awkward,” Sarah said from beside me. I hadn’t seen her walk over. She looked beautiful, her dyed-blonde hair hanging down in ringlets, contrasting against the dark skin of her elegant neck.
“Tell me about it,” I took a deep breath. “Why didn’t you tell me you were engaged to her brother?”
“I didn’t want you to feel any worse than you already did when you came to see me,” Sarah replied, looking around to make sure that neither Katie or John were around. “I wanted to help you. I could sense that you were hurting and something inside me wanted to help you for some reason. If I’d told you I’d just got engaged to her brother, you might have retreated even further inside your shell and refused to let me help.”
I didn’t buy that. I suddenly had the feeling that she’d just wanted to fuck me and telling me about John would have made me run a mile before sleeping with her. She’d admitted to having a high sex drive and I now got the vibe that I was just another conquest of hers. But I couldn’t say that. I liked Sarah. I’d never say anything hurtful to her. She’d been a great help so far.
“I guess,” I replied neutrally. “We fucked the other night. What if Katie or John can tell?”
“How can they tell?” she laughed. “You’re being paranoid. Just play it cool. The other night was fun but that’s all it was a bit of fun. Let’s put it behind us. I love John and want to make things work with him. Also, remember, don’t say anything-”
“About the porn movies,” I finished for her, “I know. He doesn’t know. Katie asked me to keep quiet as well and I said I would.”
“Good,” Sarah ordered a gin and tonic from the bar. “How’s it going with Katie? I take it she was happy to get her stuff back?”
“We’re rekindling our friendship,” I arched an eyebrow at her. “That’s all.”
“So you’ve not fucked her yet?” Sarah replied with a sly grin, taking a sip of the gin.
“You two seem to be getting on great,” Katie said, appearing next to us as stealthily as Sarah had sneaked up on me earlier.
“She was just saying it’s nice to see us being friends again,” I almost coughed on my beer, hoping Katie hadn’t heard any of that.
“I guess I should say thanks for playing a part in getting my best friend back,” Katie said across me to Sarah.
“No problem,” Sarah smiled. “I think you two should get back together. You always did make a cute couple.”
“How many of those have you had so far?” Katie pointed to the gin and tonic in her hand.
“Quite a lot actually,” Sarah grinned. Then ordered another one. “So, are you going to get it back on or what?”
Katie turned to me and rolled her eyes. “Sorry. Sarah never could handle her drink,” she apologised. It was then that I noticed her eyes looked damp and her mascara looked slightly smudged like she’d been crying.
“Are you okay?” I asked, feeling concerned.
“Rob’s been a dick to me,” she shrugged. “It’s no big deal. Don’t worry. I can handle it.”
“Are you sure?”
“I’m fine, honestly,” she didn’t look fine but I knew not to push her too hard.
“Would you like to dance?” I asked, trying to cheer her up.
“I thought you’d never ask,” she smiled, and taking my hand, she led me to the dancefloor.
The night went smoothly. Everyone was having a great time, especially Sarah, who by the end of the night was so drunk, I thought she was going to fall over at one point. She dragged Katie away from me for one last dance, for which I was grateful because I needed a rest and a quiet moment to myself to reflect on everything.
I never got the chance.
I saw Katie and Sarah talking while dancing, then as soon as the song finished, Katie stormed towards me, grabbed my shoulder and dragged me to a quieter corner where she confronted me angrily.
“Did you fuck Sarah the other night?” her green eyes were flashing with fury.
I looked over at the dance floor and saw Sarah now slow-dancing with her future husband to a ballad the DJ had put on to signal the end of the party. Sarah saw me too and mouthed the words, ‘I’m sorry,’ with an apologetic smile.
“Sarah told you?” I guessed.
“No. I knew. I could just tell,” Katie informed me. “I managed to get her to tell me just now but I could just tell, the moment I saw you together. Call it women’s intuition.”
“I’m sorry,” I apologised, taking her hands in mine. “It just happened. I had no idea she was engaged to your brother or I’d not have gone anywhere near her when she tried it on. Please don’t say anything to him. She does love him, she told me.”
“I’m not going to say anything,” Katie hissed at me. “I don’t want to break my brother’s heart. But what happened to me and you? I thought we didn’t keep secrets anymore.”
“We’ve only just started talking again,” I replied, “I would have told you eventually when the time was right. I wanted to rebuild our friendship first.”
“Is that all you want?” Katie looked down at the floor. “Friendship? Well, forget it. I’ve had enough of men. Rob’s brought a new girl home tonight and asked me not to come home. He’s a bastard. All men are the same.”
She wrestled her hands out of my grip and turned to leave but I stopped her. “So where are you staying tonight? Have you got somewhere to go?”
“Yes,” Katie glared at me over her shoulder. “Sarah’s going to John’s, so I’ve asked Steve and Ellie if I can stay there tonight and they said yes.”
“Okay. That’s good,” I said. “You could have stayed at mine, you know?”
“I might have,” Katie almost spat at me, “Until I found out you lied to me about sleeping with my brother’s girlfriend. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going to go look after Sarah until John comes back. Good night.”
John didn’t drink, so had been taking some of his family members home, leaving Sarah here while he did so. I watched Katie walk away towards Sarah, putting a steadying hand around her friend’s shoulders and guiding her to a nearby seat before she fell over.
I’d fucked everything up. I felt like punching my hand into my face but I didn’t. I took one last look at the two women who had somehow turned my life upside down, the right way up and then upside down again in the last week, and then walked out of the pub, into a taxi and home, feeling sorry for myself the whole way.




Chapter 25
I had some beers in the fridge and I cracked one open, throwing myself on the sofa and trying to find something on Netflix to take my mind off what a total idiot I was.
At some point, I must have fallen asleep because I was awoken by loud banging on the door. I looked at the clock. It was almost 2.00 am. Who was knocking on my door at this time?
I got up, swaying groggily and made my way to the door, looking through the peep eye hole to see a dishevelled looking Katie standing on the other side.
“Oh my god,” I muttered, opening the door as quickly as I could.
“I know I was a dick,” Katie stood there lamely with a large bag by her side. “But I’ve got nowhere else to go.”
“You weren’t a dick,” I said softly, “I’ve been a dick. Don’t worry. Come in. What’s happened? I thought you were staying with Steve and Ellie.”
Katie shuffled through the door, dragging the bag behind her into the hallway where she promptly burst into tears.
I took her into my arms and just held her until she stopped crying.
“Everything’s screwed up,” she sobbed. “After you left, Sarah was being a smug bitch with me. She didn’t say it out loud but I know she was kind of rubbing it in that she’d slept with you.”
“I’m sure she wasn’t,” I comforted her. “She was drunk. You’re probably reading too much into it.”
“Rob’s dumped me for a new girl,” Katie carried on sobbing.
“I thought you weren’t together?”
“We’re not,” Katie wiped at her eyes, “But it made me feel like shit, him telling me not to come home so he could fuck his latest tart. I must mean absolutely nothing to him.”
“That was mean of him,” I agreed. “I’m surprised you’ve been living there, to be honest. Guys like that always turn out to be dicks.”
Katie gave me a look through mascara-streaked eyes. “He’s a good fuck, Paul. That’s why I’ve been living there if I’m honest. He’s got a big cock and knows how to use it. What’s the matter? Does that make you jealous? I doubt it. You just see me as a friend.”
“A best friend,” I said after a moment. I almost said I wanted her to be more than a friend once more, but now probably wasn’t the right time, with her being so upset.
“Then I get to Steve and Ellie’s to find out that they’re together,” she wailed, starting to cry again. “Even Steve’s moved on from me and with Ellie, of all people. How can Ellie be better than me?”
“That’s why you’re not staying at Steve’s?” I asked.
“When they told me, I got upset,” Katie put her palm to her face, “I don’t know why but I just snapped. Rob being a dick, you lying to me, Sarah being so fucking smug, my brother showing off because he’s got engaged, it all just got me and I flipped.”
“Oh, dear.”
“I told them both to fuck off, then phoned Rob and had a rant at him too.”
I laughed despite trying not to, “I’m sorry,” I apologised. “I shouldn’t laugh but you never change, do you, Katie? Always headstrong and impulsive.”
“So Rob told me to come and get my stuff and find somewhere else to live. Which I did, then I came here because I couldn’t think of anywhere else to go.” She burst into tears again. “What’s wrong with me, Paul? Why does everyone go off me?”
I pulled her in close again for another hug and let her cry it out onto my shoulder, even though it was covering my brand new shirt in black mascara.
“I never went off you, Katie,” I told her, once she’d finished sobbing against me. “I know we fell out, but I’ll always be here for you, I promise. Why don’t you go to bed and get some sleep? We'll have a proper talk in the morning and work something out.”
“Your bed?” she looked up at me, blinking the last few teardrops from her eyes.
“Yes,” I shrugged. “I’ll sleep on the sofa downstairs. You can have the bed. I’ll be fine.”
She looked like she was going to say something but didn’t. Instead, she just nodded at me before walking up the stairs. She stopped halfway and looked down at me. “Thank you.”
“Do you want me to bring your bag up?” I asked, pointing to it.
“Leave it there,” she sniffed, “It’s just my stuff from Rob’s that he told me to take. Mostly clothes that need washing, if I’m honest. He said he was sick of me anyway because I’m so messy, leaving my clothes everywhere.”
“Okay, Go get some sleep,” I told her. “As I said, we’ll talk some more tomorrow. And don’t worry, we’ll work everything out, I promise.”
Katie gave me another grateful smile and then disappeared upstairs. I felt for her. No matter what had happened between us, I still had feelings for her. I still cared about her and seeing her like this was heartbreaking.
I picked up her bag and took it through into the kitchen, out of the way. It was late but I wasn’t tired now, so I decided the least I could do for her was to maybe sort her stuff out. I could put her clothes through the washing machine, so at least she had some clean clothes to put on tomorrow. I opened the bag and pulled a bunch of clothes out, sorting them into whites and colours and then put a load in the machine and pressed start.
There was other stuff in the bag too. Her make-up, her laptop, a handbag, a hairdryer and a few other things like that, which I left in there for her. I made myself a coffee to stay awake and sat at the dinner table, waiting for the washing machine cycle to finish so I could put the other load in and pondered on how I should handle things for Katie tomorrow. I decided the best thing to do would probably be to speak to Rob for her and see if I could patch things up, but I’d let her decide.
When the washing machine light came on to say it was done, I took out the first load and put them in the dryer while the second load went in. As I did, I glanced at her bag again and saw her laptop sticking out. Then I had a thought. A wicked thought. A thought I quickly suppressed but when I sat back at the table, I couldn’t stop thinking about it.
I walked quietly upstairs, opened the bedroom door and looked through. Katie’s clothes were discarded on the floor and she was in my bed, fast asleep. I carefully closed the door and tiptoed back downstairs, then slid her laptop from her bag, setting it up on the kitchen table.
If Sarah had been given access to her videos, maybe Katie had too. While we were apart I’d tried searching Google to see if I could find the porn video she’d made that day but I didn’t know where to start. I had no idea what the movie was called or where it would be located online or even what stage name Katie had used in the credits if that was a thing. But perhaps I could find something out from her laptop.
I knew I shouldn’t be doing this, but curiosity had taken me over. I looked through the laptops video and camera roll folder but there wasn’t anything on there apart from a few cute photos of us, which made me smile. I tried to remember the site that Alan had given Sarah access to. What was it now?
It came to me. Cerulean Previews. That was it.
An online search led to the site and I clicked on it, hoping that maybe she’d left it logged in. If not, I’d have to try and guess her username and password.
To my delight, it went straight in. I felt like letting out a ‘whoop’ and punching the air but managed to keep myself contained, even though my hands were shaking with excitement as her profile loaded up.
Eight videos were staring at me.
Eight.
Wow. She’d been a busy girl. I wasn’t sure if she’d kept on working with Alan and making videos after we’d split up, but because she was living with Rob, I’d presumed she’d made at least a couple.
With trembling fingers, I clicked on the first one.




Chapter 26
The first video was the one they’d shot the day I walked out of the studio. I fast-forwarded past the short conversation with Katie and the blond-haired ‘businessman’ Chris, to the part where he was kissing her in the bedroom and then stripping her off. It was hot to watch while bringing back some painful memories at the same time, but I persevered, purely to see if they’d completed the scenes which had been interrupted, first by Katie’s doubts and then by me storming in. They had and it wasn’t noticeable. Somehow they’d edited, or perhaps the entire scene with Chris. I watched him lick Katie’s pussy and then she sucked his cock and I felt myself getting inevitably hard at the sight. I had a much better view on screen through the lens of Alan’s camera than the view I’d had on the day. Alan zoomed in close so that you could see his tongue slipping up and down through her small pussy folds. Then he mounted the bed and I watched, transfixed as he slid his erection into her, then as he fucked her hard and fast until pulling out and shooting his load all over her pale belly.
By the time it moved on to the second scene, this time introducing the darker-skinned Hector as a housemate who ‘accidentally’ walked in during them fucking in the shower. Chris moved aside for his friend to bend Katie over and enjoy her tight pussy next, during which Katie gave Chris a blow job until Hector pulled out and came on her back this time, while Chris finished on my then-fiancee’s pretty face.
The video finished and I sat there almost in shock, even though I’d known more or less the contents of what had happened and what they’d filmed that day. I was trembling, although whether it was from fear of Katie coming downstairs and catching me, or from pure excitement, I wasn’t sure.
To my surprise, there was a ‘behind the scenes’ short video of Katie riding Chris in the green room where I’d left them, while she sucked Hector. I remembered catching them doing that - their way of boosting Katie’s confidence and getting her back in the studio. None of them finished. The video was only a couple of minutes long and was just Alan filming some ‘extra’ fun, as he worded it while talking over the top of the camera.
The other six videos waited for me to click on them, but I didn’t know whether I should or not. I’d known roughly what the first two contained, but as to what she’d done in the rest of them, I had no idea, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know.
If I didn’t look, I knew I’d regret it and curiosity would bother me forever. Fuck it. I clicked on the second video.
Again, I had to fast-forward through the setup but paused to have a look at the guy that she’d presumably be fucking this time. He was white, good-looking with dark hair and a manly jawline, tall and far too slender for the size of his cock, which Katie wasted no time in putting in her mouth. Bigger than both Hector and Chris, this dick was what I came to expect from a ‘proper’ pornstar. Long and thick and shaved bald, I felt a huge pang of jealousy because it was obvious how much Katie was enjoying playing with it. They were both totally naked and rolling around on a black satin-sheet-covered bed which contrasted against Katie’s pale flesh.
The video consisted of much the same as the previous one; a standard ‘vanilla’ porn movie. He licked her pussy, although this time, I got to see Katie orgasm, pushing his face from between her legs as she did so, only for him to get between her thighs and begin to pound her pussy instead.
It was hard to watch. I expected Katie to struggle to take his length but she didn’t even flinch. He rammed it in and she seemed to welcome it, wrapping her arms and legs around him and enjoying every moment until he instead made her lay flatter, opening the angle between them so that the cameraman, presumably Alan, could get a better shot of the penetration and then shortly afterwards, the cumshot, this time giving her perfect breasts a shower of cum.
Were they all like this? Or had she done some ‘harder’ movies? There was only one way to find out.
I was going to click on the fourth movie, but instead, I skipped a couple of movies and clicked on the sixth one. If I wanted a sense of what she’d done, I figured that she’d perhaps got a bit more daring and risque with each movie. I didn’t want to click straight onto the last one, but I thought that jumping on a couple was a good idea. Then, if it was good, I could watch the most recent two.
I don’t know if I wanted her to have done harder porn or not. If it had been just another typical boy and girl scene or even a two boy, one girl threesome like the first film, would I have been disappointed or happy?
But it wasn’t. That was immediately obvious. Katie was in a nightclub, probably a set in the studio like the one I’d seen before, and she wasn’t alone. This was a group scene. The leather-clad brunette was there, the one I’d seen at the studio - what was her name now? Joanne, something like that - and she wasn’t the only one. There were three guys. A black guy with an athletic physique and two beefier white guys, one shaven-headed and the other a more hirsute man who could have been a hells’ angel with his beard and tattooed body. Another woman was there too, a statuesque redhead with an admirable bosom popping out of her strappy dress.
By the time I’d slowed the fast-forward to the normal speed, the six of them were already progressing it to an orgy, either stripping off themselves or undressing someone else. The amazon-like brunette, Joanne, was giving the black guy a wonderful looking blow job while removing her dress to reveal that she was completely naked beneath. The redhead was being slowly undressed from her strappy number by the older bald guy and the big tattooed guy turned his attention to my Katie, who looked as beautiful as always in a tight black catsuit.
My Katie. I needed to stop calling her that.
She helped the biker out of his denim jacket and jeans, then slid down his shorts to reveal a hairy but suitably chunky and lengthy dick, which she seemed hungry to suck. Her catsuit came off once he was hard and soon she was on her hands and knees while he became the next man I was to witness fuck her.
How many men had fucked her since we split up? I couldn’t help but wonder.
It didn’t stop there though. To my complete surprise, as the biker finished fucking her and moved to cum on his face, Joanne appeared in shot, moving between my ex-fiancee’s legs and sticking her tongue into her freshly-fucked pussy.
Was I dreaming? I realised I was barely breathing as I watched another woman make Katie orgasm with her tongue. As the black guy moved into position to be the next man to fuck Katie, I felt my cock throbbing in my shorts and knew I needed to cum, or I’d be here watching these videos all night, which wasn’t a good idea for my sanity.
I tugged my shorts down and made myself comfortable, taking my cock in my hand and slowly stroking it as I watched the rest of the video which involved Katie licking the redhead’s shaven pussy while the older guy became the third guy to fuck and then cum on Katie’s face.
I was close to cumming just as the video ended, so I quickly stopped and moved the mouse pointer over the seventh movie.
“You don’t want to watch that one,” Katie’s voice said from behind me.




Chapter 27
I’d been caught. Shit. How many times did I have to fuck everything up with Katie?
“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling foolish, guilty and embarrassed all at the same time. “I couldn’t resist. I…”
“It’s okay,” she replied, just staring at me with an unreadable expression on her face.
I realised I’d still got my erection in my hand, so I quickly pulled my shorts up and tried to explain.
“I put your clothes in the wash. I was trying to help you out a bit but then I saw your laptop and…”
“How did you know where to find the videos?” Katie asked. She didn’t seem angry, which was a good thing.
“Sarah showed me hers,” I said without stopping to think. “That’s kind of how we ended up sleeping together. She wanted to show me. It was her idea.”
“So, let me get this right,” Katie said, moving to sit next to me on the sofa. “I’m guessing you spoke to Sarah about me doing porn, probably explaining how and why we split up. Of course, you knew it was her that had got me into porn and she ended up showing you her videos, got you horny and then seduced you.”
“Basically, yes,” I nodded. “I know it sounds like an excuse or a cop-out but that’s more or less how it happened. I’m sorry.”
“You remembered the website. Saw my laptop and an opportunity to find out what I’ve been up to since we split up.”
“Yes,” I replied honestly. There was no point in denying it. Not if I wanted to keep any chance at all of salvaging mine and Katie’s friendship.
“You could have just asked me,” she said softly. I’d have told you. I’m not ashamed of it like Sarah is.
“I was more concerned with trying to repair our friendship first,” I replied.
Katie looked at me with those big green eyes. Her blonde hair was all messed up. Her makeup was smeared and she was just wearing one of my t-shirts. I could tell she had nothing beneath because her nipples were poking through the white fabric.
“I guess we’re even, now that you’ve fucked Sarah,” she said, unexpectedly. “I shouldn’t have been angry at you.”
“You were angry because she’s your brother’s fiancee,” I conceded. “Even though I was single at the time and I didn’t know she was with your brother.”
“I was angry because I was jealous,” Katie said, surprising me again. “I still have feelings for you. Then I got mad with myself because I knew I had no right to be angry at you after everything I’ve done.”
“I still have feelings for you too,” I said, my heart beating fast in my chest again. “I was heartbroken when you chose the porn movie over me, but my feelings for you have never really gone away, even though I’ve been trying to convince myself that they have.”
Katie closed her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she apologised. “I got carried away with the whole porn thing. Like you say, I’m headstrong and impulsive. I don’t think before I do things. I hurt you and I’m so sorry.”
“I’m sorry too,” I replied and when she opened her eyes, she had to blink away tears. “I should have been more understanding and patient with you.”
“You’re too good for me, Paul,” she smiled. “I don’t deserve a best friend like you.”
“No. I’m not,” I disagreed. “Is that all I am? I was more, once.”
“Too fast,” Katie slowed me down. “You’re going too fast. You need to let me work things through in my head. Today has been a lot to process.”
“I know,” I was about to apologise again. I needed to stop being so apologetic, so I changed the subject slightly. “So, tell me why I shouldn’t watch this video.” I moved my hand to the laptop but she didn’t stop me.
“Because that’s my dirtiest one,” Katie replied. “You might not see me in the same light after watching it.”
“Your dirtiest?” I couldn’t help but prompt her to tell me more.
“I get tied to a metal frame in a dungeon, fisted and fucked by ten different men, all of whom cum in my pussy or ass.”
“What? You did anal?”
Katie laughed, that rich sound that I loved. “Paul, I did anal a long time before that video. You clearly haven’t watched them all, have you? In that video you almost clicked on, I do double-vaginal penetration, double-anal penetration and at one point I have four men inside me plus a cock in either hand.”
“What do you mean by double penetration?”
“Two cocks in my pussy at the same time. Same thing with the anal.”
“Is that even possible?” I asked. My voice came out as a sort of squeak, but Katie didn’t mention it.
“It took a lot of lube, but yes.”
“No way,” I swallowed hard. This was hard to hear.
“Since we split up, I’ve become a complete whore, Paul. This is why you’re too good for me. You deserve better.”
“I don’t want better,” I said, sadly. “I want you.”
“Still?” Katie asked incredulously. “Doesn’t it put you off?”
“No,” I adjusted myself. My erection had gone soft at first when Katie first caught me, but since she’d said that - the things she’d done - I’d got hard again at the thought of her being such a slut. “It turns me on, if anything. How many men have you slept with then - since we split up?”
“You really want to know?” Katie pulled a face like she didn’t want to say.
“I wouldn’t be asking if I didn’t.”
“Twenty,” she answered, then winced in shame, “Twenty-two if you’re including Chris and Hector, which was technically before we split up. And twenty-five if you include women.”
“I saw you with those two women in one of the other videos,” I said in a tight voice.
“Did it turn you on?” Katie was looking at my groin. “You were wanking off pretty fast when I came in.”
“What do you think?”
“Why don’t you watch another video and I’ll do it for you?” Katie suggested in a low, sexy voice.
I wasn’t going to say no to that. “Which one do you recommend?” I asked, in as casual a tone as I could manage.
“Let me,” she leaned over me and double-clicked on the fifth video. “I’ll skip to the best bit,” she smiled at me as she fast-forwarded. When she pressed play again, I was presented with an outdoor scene. Katie was dressed as a schoolgirl and was accompanied by a Chinese or Japanese guy with bulging pectorals, a young slender black girl and a much older tall guy with a shock of white hair, standing in a clearing in a wood.
“The weather was nice that day, so Alan drove us out into the forest, to a little picnic area that he’s filmed in before. If you’re wondering, the pensioner guy is Geoff, Rob’s dad. He’s part-owner of the company along with Alan. He took a liking to me, so Alan invited him along to watch a shoot with me in.”
I didn’t reply because the scene rapidly progressed with the Chinese guy wasting no time in relieving Katie of her white blouse and short skirt, her white cotton bra came off but he left her stockings and tiny white panties on while turning his attention to the black girl who presented him with some rope.
“This was fun,” Katie whispered. Her hand pulled my shorts back down and I didn’t stop her.
The Chinese guy and black girl tied Katie’s hands together, then led her to a wooden picnic table where they proceeded to lay her on it, opened her legs and then the black girl pulled Katie’s white panties to one side and began to lick her clean-shaven pussy while the Chinese guy got his cock out and fed it into Katie’s willing mouth.
“I came so hard,” Katie told me as she began to stroke my cock with one hand while watching herself have an orgasm on the black girl’s tongue. “She was so good at licking pussy and Chang’s dick was so thick and fun to suck.”
I always thought far-eastern guys had small penises but Chang didn’t. I watched as he replaced the black girl between Katie’s thighs and shoved himself roughly into her, then began to pound her mercilessly, making her large round tits bounce back and forwards with his rhythm.
Then the black girl came back into shot, naked from the waist down. Her pussy was trimmed into a neat rectangle of tight afro pubes, I noticed, as she climbed up onto the table before lowering herself down onto Katie’s face.
“I love pussy almost as much as I love dick now,” Katie said, her hand now pumping my cock fast. “Tell me when you’re close to cumming.”
I was close already but I didn’t tell her. I could hold out for a while yet but then Chang slowed down and pulled his cock out of Katie and a stream of sticky white cum oozed out onto the wooden table.
“That looks so hot,” Katie murmured, then lowered her mouth over the end of my dick. Fuck, that felt good. “I want to fuck Chang again soon. He’s so cute.”
Then the old guy stepped into view, his smallish dick in hand. I thought he was just going to wank and cum onto Katie’s pussy but the cum seeping out of her puffy hole didn’t deter him. In one movement, he leaned in and shoved it into her, gripping her hips and fucking her fast and hard.
“You have to give Grandpa Geoff credit,” Katie took my cock out of her mouth for a moment to look back at the laptop screen. “To say he’s in his seventies and his dick is shrivelled up these days, he can still fuck a girl.”
Then she went back to sucking me but I had to stop her. Seeing her be so slutty to let some really old guy fuck her drove me crazy and brought me to the point of cumming. “I’m going to cum,” I said, urgently. “Stop.”
Katie looked up at me, then sat up and stripped the t-shirt off, so that she was fully naked. I looked at her perfect breasts. How I’d missed them, I realised as she straddled me.
“Do you really want me?” she said, so softly that I could hardly hear her.
“Yes,” I said simply.
“Then I’m yours.” With that, she kissed me and I felt something lift from me. All my troubles, my stress, my worries, my sadness, they all disappeared as she kissed me and lowered her pussy down onto my cock.
I didn’t last long. She only had to rock backwards and forwards on me for a couple of minutes and then I exploded inside her. To my shame, when I looked at the laptop, Grandpa Geoff was still going, so he’d actually lasted longer than me.
“Come back to me, Katie,” I said. “I’ll accept you for who you are. I love you and love is everything. It’s all that matters. Let’s make a go of it again.”
“Even though I’m a bisexual insatiable nymphomaniac who does porn movies?” Katie said, with tears in her eyes. “I won’t give them up, you know? I want to keep making them for as long as I can. You should see how much money I’ve made.”
“I don’t care what you are, how much money you’ve got. I don’t care how many movies you make or how many men and women you fuck. I love you for who you are. You’re my Katie,” I replied. She was still sitting on my cock. I could feel my cum oozing out of her pussy around my softening erection.
“Oh, Paul,” she smiled, truly smiled, a grin that reached her eyes. “I love you too.”
We kissed again, for what felt like an age and yet wasn’t long enough.
“Did you notice what else was in my bag?” she asked suddenly and when I shook my head, she climbed from me and went over to it, rummaging through the contents before coming back with a small box in her hand.
I knew what it was the moment I saw it. She opened it. Her engagement ring glittered in the light of the laptop screen. “I never got rid of it,” she said, looking at me.
“Why don’t you put it back on then?” I said, hopefully.
“You do it,” she said, giving me the ring and offering me her hand, “If you really mean it.”
I took her hand and noticed she was trembling as much as I was. I slid the ring onto the third finger of her left hand.
“Let’s do something crazy,” I said. “Let’s just go out and get married. Like next week or something. Before your brother. Let’s just do it.”
“Fuck, yes,” she laughed. “Let’s do it.”
We did, and we never looked back.
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Thanks again, for buying and reading my books, it’s really appreciated!
Until next time,
Paul
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