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The Lodger

Trucker Jon has a good thing going. He might spend the week in his cramped cab, but his weekends are spent in the warm comfort of Gemma’s bed. Life couldn’t be better—until Gemma announces that she’s taking in a lodger.

He’s worried at first that their blissful routine may be disturbed, but it turns out that drama queen Amy happens to be a blonde stunner with a body to die for.

When Gemma confides that her attempts to comfort Amy went a little far one night, after Amy’s latest boyfriend drama, other previous indiscretions come to light, too. Jon gets the impression that his lovely girlfriend is giving him carte blanche to sleep with the flirtatious lodger to even up the scores.

Jon knows that only the most unscrupulous of men would accept such an offer, but who's he to deny Gemma her absolution? Besides, the lodger is so incredibly hot…
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Chapter One

I’d just filled up with fuel and was heading back towards the motorway when four young women in micro-skirts and ridiculously high heels stepped off the pavement, forcing me into an emergency stop. The hiss of airbrakes startled them and they looked up with wide eyes at my forty-tonne rig, obviously seeing it for the first time.

I glared down through the windscreen, shaking my head to let them know they should check the road before crossing. One of them gave me a big smile and wiggled her arse. Through the open window, I heard another one saying something about them almost making the driver shed his load. With a chorus of laughter and clatter of high heels, they continued on their way towards the café and toilets of the motorway services.

Selecting a low gear, I slowly drove past the carpark, down the slip-road and back onto the main carriageway. I had another six hours’ driving time on my tachograph and needed to drop this trailer in Felixstowe, then pick up another in Luton. Hopefully, I’d get well on the way to Newcastle before I ran out of hours and had to stop for the night.

Through a combination of bad traffic and poor timing, I didn’t get as far north as I’d hoped and ended up at a truck-stop near Milton Keynes. I locked up and headed for the shower block for a shit, shave and shower. Twenty-five minutes later, I dropped my bag back in the cab and went to the cafeteria.

I saw a few familiar faces among the other drivers when I walked in, a couple of them nodding as I passed.

The woman serving the food looked a lot tastier than anything on the counter. She had shaggy black hair and thick eyeliner. I ordered pasta with a side salad.

“Nice to see you’re looking after your body,” she said, passing the plates.

I glanced down at the swell of her tits and hips filling out the uniform so nicely. “I’d rather be looking after yours.”

“Give over, yer dirty bugger.” She feigned outrage, but I could tell she’d liked the attention. She wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. A dozen or so silver bangles hung round her wrist, and there was a tattoo of a rosebud on the inside of her forearm.

“Anything else?” she asked, raising her eyebrows slightly.

“Yes please.” I gave her another smile and made my way down the line to the miserable octogenarian pouring the tea.

I’d found a table and was eating when my phone vibrated in my pocket. I checked and saw it was a text from Gemma, saying she was home now, so I could call her whenever I liked. One good thing about being a driver—you dictate when you’re free to talk to people.

I finished eating and wandered back to the truck. After closing the curtains of the cab, I changed into the t-shirt and shorts I use as pyjamas and slipped into the bunk behind the seats, then phoned Gemma.

“Hi Jon, how’s your day been?” Her voice was breathy and intimate, and I imagined her sitting with her legs up beneath her on the couch in her cosy living room.

“Could be better. It took longer than it should to drop off at the docks, and then traffic was a bitch, so I’m an hour away from where I wanted to be.”

“Oh, dear. Where are you now?”

“I’m on the M1, just not as far along as I’d hoped. I’m near Milton Keynes.”

“Oh, well. Are you all settled down for the night?”

“Yeah, just eaten and now tucked up in my bed.”

“Hmm, I wish I was there.” She gave a sexy giggle which made me smile.

My ex-wife had used a similar sexy giggle when we’d first got together, but after a few years the giggling stopped—and so had the sex. I eventually realised other men were getting the benefit of both the giggle and the sex while I was driving across Europe to pay the mortgage on a house I only slept in about five nights a month.

“Anyway,” Gemma said. “I have some news.”

“Oh?”

“Hmm. I’m getting a lodger.”

We’d been seeing each other for a couple of years. I’m on the road from Monday to Friday—sleeping in the cab five nights a week—and spend most weekends at Gemma’s.

I’d always made sure I paid for all the food and drink we had at weekends, but now wondered if I should be paying rent. “Really? Do you need the money?”

“No, I don’t need the money. It’s just a favour for a girl in our office. I won’t charge her any rent because I know she’s saving up for a place of her own.”

I wriggled down in my bed. “So why does she need you to put her up?”

“She’s having a bit of trouble at home. Reading between the lines, I think her relationship with her boyfriend is a bit rocky—off one minute, on again the next. Amy’s been a bit down, and her mum’s not helping the situation.”

“Amy, is that her name?”

“Yes. She’s a lovely girl, just a bit fragile at the moment. Her doctor’s given her antidepressants. Her mum blamed it all on Ryan, the boyfriend. When she found out Amy was seeing him again, she went ballistic.”

I wondered how much this would affect our relationship. “So will she be there at weekends?”

Gemma laughed. “Are you worried you won’t get the same treatment as usual?”

I smiled. “Maybe.” I usually made it to Gemma’s on Saturday morning, having driven through the night. She’d wake me after just a couple of hours—but in the nicest possible way.

“I think she’ll be spending most weekends out. That’s what you do when you’re twenty-one.”

“Glad to hear it.”

“So, where are you off to tomorrow?”

“Newcastle, then Glasgow, and then back down to Hull.”

“Ooh, I like a man who gets around.” I got the sexy giggle again.

I often wondered why she’d never married—I’m sure she must have had plenty of opportunities. At forty-one, she was three years younger than me, and still had a good figure. She’d lived with a guy a few years back, but then he’d left her for somebody else.

She cleared her throat, and I realised I’d not replied to her flirty aside. “Sorry?”

“What time will you be setting off in the morning?”

“I’ll be on the road by four, hopefully get there before the traffic builds up.”

“God, I don’t know how you do it.”

“I’ll show you on Saturday.”

I was rewarded with one last sexy giggle before we said our goodnights. I set the alarm for 3:20 and turned the light off.

In the dark, I slipped my hand inside my shorts and stroked my dick. I let my mind wander, first to Gemma sitting in her cosy room in her work blouse, skirt and tights, sipping a glass of wine. Then I remembered the four girls I’d almost run over earlier. I’d bet a week’s wages that all four of them would have been fucked by now. They were dressed to the nines and setting off for a night out, maybe on a long hen weekend. I started to pump my dick as I thought of the four of them in a nightclub, being pawed by men who knew they were up for it. I’d like to get one of them in my cab and give her a good reaming. I’d shed my fucking load, alright.

Then I remembered the woman behind the food counter, her smile and her body. She was a lot more my type than those silly tarts.

I licked my lips and visualised her instead. We were round the back of the services, under the orange glow of carpark lights. Her uniform was open at the front, her firm tits held in place by a black lacy bra. She had the top half of my dick in her mouth, one hand wrapped round my shaft and the other busy gusset-typing between her legs. The constant hum of motorway traffic was a backbeat to her bracelets, jangling in a steady rhythm as she jacked me off.

I reached down for the sports sock I keep by the bed for these occasions. Rolling it down over my cock like a loose, woolly condom, I imagined her telling me again that I was a dirty bugger. Pumping ever faster, I imagined her tongue working the underside of my cock. I spilled my goods, letting out a long sigh.

I lay still as my breath steadied and my heartbeat slowed to normal, then squeezed out the last drops and dropped the soiled sock on the floor. Time for sleep.

* * * *

Friday evening traffic’s a bitch no matter where you are. I usually time it so that I’m parked up and sleeping between four and ten. Not always possible if my transport manager arranges a drop or pickup at that time, but it’s what happens more often than not.

This week I’d picked up a load from Plymouth and was heading back north. I pulled into a layby on the side of the A38, overlooking Dartmoor, and got my head down for a few hours. I was back on the road by ten-thirty and drove through the night. I parked up at the drop in Leeds at four in the morning and dozed for an hour as I waited for their forklift drivers to arrive and unload me. Once that was done, I went back to the depot, cleared out my cab and washed the tractor unit. Then I drove my car to Gemma’s, arriving just after nine.

She greeted me with a smile and a hug. I went for a shower. In the bathroom I noticed a lot of new makeup, which I assumed was the lodger’s. I’d spoken to Gemma several times throughout the week, and she’d told me that Amy had moved in on Thursday. I dried off and climbed naked into bed.

I woke as Gemma slipped into bed beside me, her bare leg rubbing against mine. There’s nothing like waking up to a soft, warm body after five solitary nights in a cab, and my dick was hard before she’d slid her hand under the quilt.

“Mmm,” she said as she wrapped her fingers around me. “What’ve you been dreaming about?”

I eased her onto her back and slipped inside, hearing her sigh as my cock slid all the way home. She often told me mine was the biggest she’d ever had, but I assume she was trying to stroke my ego. I reckon if it was that big, my ex-wife wouldn’t have been so eager to sample quite so many others.

“Ah, that feels good,” Gemma whispered as I started to fuck her with long, slow thrusts. “That’s just so…”

I sped up a little, revelling in the softness of the mattress and her tits, the smoothness of the sheets and her legs. The snugness of her bed and her cunt.

“Oh, Jon.”

When she came, her nails raked my back and her inner muscles gripped my dick. I ploughed on through her contractions, feeling her wetness dribbling onto my balls. Her nails dug into me again, and it hurt. I pinned her arms above her head and held myself up as I pounded her, watching her tits shake from the force of my thrusts. Her eyelids fluttered and she let out muted little whimpers.

With a final lunge, I buried myself as deep as I could and unloaded, flooding her. She let out encouraging moans as she wriggled beneath me, and I finally dropped on top of her, satiated. This was the best way to start the weekend.

I took another shower, then headed downstairs while Gemma took her turn. By the time she’d joined me, I’d made us both a cuppa.

“So,” I said, as I selected a biscuit, “how’s it going with the lodger?”

Gemma smiled. “It’s going well. She’s a lovely girl, and it’s nice to have a bit of company during the week.”

I nodded. “Where is she now?”

“She’s away with Ryan. It’s his big sister’s birthday, so they’re going to be staying with her.”

“So she’ll never be here at weekends?”

“She was here last night. She went out with some friends and came back late. She went over to Ryan’s at eight this morning. His sister lives in Windermere, so they’re spending a couple of days in the Lakes.”

We walked through to the living room. By the side of the couch were a pair of shoes.

Gemma picked them up and put them by the door. “These are Amy’s.”

I stared at them; they were red patent leather with an open toe, four-inch spiked heel and an ankle strap. “Nice.”

Gemma shook her head. “I don’t know how she manages to walk in them.”

Yeah, probably more for wearing when she’s on her back. “Does she always wear shoes like that?”

“Not at work, but she’s always well-dressed. All the men in the office act like puppies around her.”

“Puppies?”

“You know, fawning over her and following her around.” Gemma sat next to me on the couch. “Only it’s not their tails that are wagging.”

“Is she good looking, then?”

She laughed and slapped my arm. “Never you mind, you dirty old sod. She’s less than half your age.”

I smiled as I sipped my tea, remembering the four girls in their short skirts and high heels, their ‘shedding his load’ joke and dirty laughs. I looked back at the red fuck-me shoes by the door, feeling a lot more intrigued about Gemma’s lodger than I had been.

The weather was fine, so we did our usual thing. Gemma’s a member of the National Trust. She enjoys visiting stately homes and wandering around the well-kept gardens, taking photos of plants she likes and then using an app on her phone to identify them. She spends a lot of her spare time tending her garden. After a week cooped up in my lorry, it’s nice for me to get a bit of fresh air, too.

This week we visited a place in Shropshire. We had a quick coffee and cake to keep us going, spent a few hours enjoying the walled gardens and azaleas, and then found a nice country pub to eat in on the way home.

Back at Gemma’s place, we had a nightcap before heading upstairs. I lay on my back and Gemma sucked me for a short time, then rode me until she came. She ran out of energy after her orgasm and I had to get on top to achieve my own finale. As I spooned with her, I smiled to myself, content. I smelled Gemma’s hair and cupped her tits with my hands.

Then I thought about the red fuck-me shoes now sitting outside Amy’s door on the landing.
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Chapter Two

On Sunday morning I mowed Gemma’s lawn while she weeded her borders and dead-headed the plants in the tubs. We went out for lunch, had a lazy afternoon on the patio, then watched a movie. I headed up to bed at nine as I’d be setting off at two the next morning. Gemma joined me later, and I cuddled her until I got up. As I left her house, I noticed a little blue car parked on the road by the gate. I glanced up at the spare room and saw the curtains were closed. Amy must be back.

I drove to the depot and got into my truck. I headed east and was across the Pennines before sunrise.

By the time the week was over I’d visited all the countries in mainland Britain, calling at Swansea, Bristol, Watford, Nottingham, Derby, Fleetwood, Edinburgh and Sheffield. Five nights alone in my cab meant I was more than ready for my weekend of luxury in Gemma’s comfortable bed and comfortable body. As I pulled into her drive on Saturday morning, there was no sign of Amy’s car, which suited me fine. After a warm greeting, Gemma nipped off to the post office while I grabbed a couple hours’ kip.

I woke when I heard the back door bang. My cock rose at the thought of our usual ritual of afternoon delights. I squeezed it a couple of times and waited patiently. After a few minutes, I heard the door bang again, and then the sound of women’s voices. But no sound of footsteps approaching the bedroom.

Sighing, I willed my cock to shrink back to normal so I’d be able to walk. I got out of bed, dressed in clean jeans and t-shirt, and padded barefoot down the stairs. From the hall I could see a tall, slim blonde facing the fridge. She wore a long, tight-fitting skirt that hugged her pert little arse.

Gemma smiled as I walked into the kitchen. “Hiya, I was just going to come up and wake you.” Her expression suggested she was just as disappointed as me. “Jon, this is Amy.”

Amy turned around to look at me.

Fucking Hell.

She gave me a big smile, showing perfect white teeth. “Hi.” She held out her hand.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, completely enclosing her dainty little hand with my big paw.

She was willowy, and her face gorgeous with big sparkly-blue eyes behind trendy, grey-framed glasses. Prominent cheekbones and a pointed chin gave her an elf-like appearance. Her blonde hair was parted on one side and pinned back over her right ear.

She turned to Gemma. “Sorry for interrupting, but I just need to pick up a few things and then we’re off to Liverpool. One of Ryan’s mates is at Uni there, and he’s having a party.”

While the two of them chatted, I let my eyes wander down Amy’s body. Her skirt was literally to her ankles so I couldn’t get a glimpse of her legs, but the way the material hugged her arse and thighs showed her great figure. Her shoes were grey leather ankle boots with stilettos. I like to see women in sexy shoes, and the image of Amy in those boots and nothing else was a nice one.

As Amy ran up the stairs to get whatever she needed, Gemma leaned closer to me. “It’s a good job she wasn’t ten minutes later, or she’d have arrived during our middle-of-the-day shag.”

I nodded, secretly wondering if the young lodger would have been shocked by the grunts and groans her landlady made during sex.

As Amy gracefully skipped down the stairs with a rucksack over her shoulder, the doorbell rang. “That’ll be Ryan,” she said, walking to the front door.

A few seconds later, she ushered her androgynous beau into the kitchen and did the introductions. Like his girlfriend, he was tall and thin. His blond hair was combed back and held in place with gel. He had a full-sleeve tattoo on his right arm and a metal stud through one eyebrow.

After they’d gone, Gemma looked at me. “What do you think?”

My cock stirred. “About going back to bed?”

“No, you clot. About Ryan.”

I shrugged. “What about him?”

“Did you like him?”

“I only saw him for about twenty seconds—I’m hardly in a position to have an opinion one way or the other.”

“Do you think he’s good-looking?”

I laughed. “Does it matter what I think?”

“He looked nice enough, didn’t he?”

Either she was being over-protective, or she was now wondering if Amy’s mum had a good reason for disliking him.  So far, I was with Amy’s mum. “He looks like Amy, and probably spends just as much time doing his hair and make-up.”

She laughed and slapped my arm. “Trust you. Anyway, there’s a new place in town that I thought we could try for lunch, if you fancy it. Then we could drive to the garden centre as I need a couple of things.”

I nodded, then went upstairs to get my shoes on.

The food at Mimi’s was good, though the portions would never satisfy a grown-up. Since the garden centre was quiet, we were back at Gemma’s house by mid-afternoon. She pottered in the garden while I replaced a sidelight bulb in her car, then we sat and watched telly for a while.

By eight o’clock my stomach was rumbling—Mimi’s spatchcock sparrow was never going to keep me going for long. Gemma said she wasn’t very hungry, but when I ordered a takeaway she decided to have something, too. We were tucked up in bed by eleven, and I was tucked up in Gemma by five past. She wriggled and jiggled as I squeezed her nipples and plunged her depths, and again I wondered why she’d never married. I’d certainly landed on my feet when I met her.

Gemma woke me with a cuppa on Sunday morning, but refused to let me park my truck in her loading bay. Instead, she’d thought of another place to visit, and we spent almost two hours wandering through orchid-filled greenhouses before stopping for lunch on the way back. Since I’d be leaving early in the morning, I headed up to bed before nine. I heard Amy arrive back a bit later, but was asleep by the time Gemma came to bed.

I crept downstairs at two, grabbed my bag of clean clothes for the week, and drove to the depot.

Southampton docks, a warehouse in Bristol and numerous pick-ups and drops in and around London kept me in the south of the country for the first couple of days of the week. Throughout, I kept thinking about Amy: her sexy shoes, her big blue eyes, her willowy frame and pert arse.

I was passing Cambridge by the time I ran out of hours and had to stop for the night on Tuesday. I phoned Gemma for a chat as usual, but she cut the call short.

When I called again on Wednesday, the conversation felt a little strained. She wasn’t chatty. Usually I got the feeling she was whispering in my ear. Tonight was different, somehow.

“Everything alright?” I asked.

“Yeah, it’s fine. Sorry about last night, but Amy was having a bit of a meltdown when you phoned.”

“Oh dear. What was that about?” I suspected Ryan had overplucked his eyebrows and then blamed it on Amy.

Gemma sighed. “She called at her house and her mum accused her of being a bad role model. Apparently, her younger sister’s started acting up and her mum’s blaming it all on Amy.”

“Right.” I chewed my lip, wondering why Amy’s fallout with her mother would be affecting Gemma like this. Something felt wrong. “So, is she alright now?”

“Yeah, she’s okay.”

There’d been a pause before she answered. “You sure?”

She laughed, but it sounded forced. “I opened a bottle of wine and we sat in the kitchen and bitched about her mum. She cried and ranted, and we worked through a second bottle.”

“Probably not the best thing for a girl on antidepressants.”

She sighed. “Yeah, I never thought of that at the time. But then all of a sudden, she started acting all weird.”

“Weird? You mean raving?”

I waited, wondering if she was trying to decide whether it’d be fair on Amy to tell me about her hysterics. “No, not that. She kissed me.”

I caught my breath. “Sorry?”

“Amy was crying, and I had my arm around her shoulder, comforting her. She turned her head to look at me, and our faces were so close, and… And she kissed me.”

I couldn’t speak for a few seconds, but my mind was reeling in chaos. “Where?”

“On the lips.”

I thought about Amy’s big blue eyes, sparkling more than usual because of the tears. I imagined her slender body shaking as she sobbed, and Gemma holding her close, pulling her into a motherly embrace. Enveloping Amy in her softness.

“Jon?”

“I’m here. What did you do?”

“I was too shocked to do much of anything, really, but…”

“But?” I heard her take a breath. She hesitated for a few seconds.

“I kissed her back.”

I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. What I did know was that my dick was growing inside my shorts.

“The two of you kissed?”

“Mm hmm.” The intimate sexiness was back in her voice, or maybe that was just my own interpretation. “Are you angry at me?”

“No, of course not.” My left hand had somehow found its way inside my shorts and was slowly sliding the skin of my cock up and down. I needed details but didn’t want to sound too eager. I had to let her tell me in her own time.

“Are you jealous?”

Her question unnerved me. At first I thought she was asking if I was jealous because she’d got to grips with the woman I’d been thinking about all week. Fortunately, I realised what she’d meant before I said something stupid.

“No, love. I imagine things were emotional, and that you were both just caught up in the moment.”

I could hear Gemma’s breathing. Even without seeing her expression, I knew there was more to it than she was letting on. I pumped my dick a bit faster.

“Jon?” Her voice was a silky whisper, like a tongue running over my earlobe.

“Hmm?”

“Amy spent the night in my bed.”

You jammy bitch. “Oh?”

“And we did more than kiss.”

I closed my eyes, my left hand moving faster still. I’d need to reach down for my wank-sock any minute. “And what did you do, exactly?”

Finally, she gave her sexy giggle. “Maybe we should wait till the weekend, then I can tell you to your face. I’d rather be sure you’re not scowling.”

“Yeah, that’s probably best.” I’d be much happier for her to tell me while my dick was buried up her snatch. “But I promise, I’m not scowling.”

Another giggle. “Well, I suppose I’d better let you get some sleep. Where are you off to tomorrow?”

I was getting so close to blowing my wad that I couldn’t remember. “A few different places, all up north.” I used the light of the screen to locate my wank-sock. Once I’d grabbed it, I trapped the phone between my ear and shoulder while rolling it on.

“Well, I feel better now I’ve told you. Chat tomorrow?” She did sound more like her old self than she had at the start of the call. Confession and absolution over the phone.

“Yeah. Bye.”

“Night night.”

I dropped my phone on the pillow and changed hands, now using my right to pump and twist my sock-sheathed dick as I pictured Amy’s lithe body moving against Gemma’s curves. Before I’d had the chance to imagine what they’d done to each other, I was spurting my goods into the sock. I imagined filling it up like an icing pouch, then piping my cum all round Gemma’s nipples and watching Amy lick it off.

I lay still for a couple of minutes, then chucked the sock on the floor and stared into the darkness of my cab. I doubted Amy would’ve been as honest with Ryan about what had happened; young people tend to be too possessive. I wondered if Gemma and Amy would share a bed again before I got back at the weekend.

There were so many thoughts crashing through my mind, I doubted if I’d be able to sleep at all.
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Chapter Three

When I spoke to Gemma on Thursday night I deliberately didn’t mention Amy, even though I was really curious about how the two of them had reacted after their night together. Was it all embarrassed glances and silence, or did they have another fiddle before showering together?

Gemma told me about one of her neighbours crashing his car into his own brick gatepost that evening, and I told her about a driver I’d met earlier who claimed he’d won ten grand on a scratch card. Just as we were winding the conversation up for the night, she asked me if I’d changed my mind about being jealous.

“No,” I said.

Gemma took a breath, and I could tell she’d turned more serious. “I know that you’ve said that before. I mean last year, when... you know.”

She was referring to when one of the men from the accounts department asked her to accompany him to a formal dinner.

“Gemma, we’re both grown-ups. Whatever happened then is your business. Same with Amy. I think it’s nice that you gave her comfort and had a little fun in the process.”

She giggled then, and we said goodnight.

I thought back to the previous year, remembering how she’d been against going to the dinner—or at least pretended to be against it. I’d insisted, saying there was no reason for her to sit at home every night just because I was on the road. Afterwards, she’d told me she’d had a nice time, but there’d been something in her demeanour that made me wonder exactly what part had been nicest. A few weeks later she’d recommended a restaurant we should try, and seemed embarrassed about having been there before. I didn’t pursue it, but I was pretty sure she’d gone there with the accountant.

Friday was a nightmare of traffic jams and roadworks. An upgrade to a smart motorway may have been the intention, but there’s nothing smart for the drivers gridlocked for hours on end. I had a shorter sleep than usual in the afternoon, so needed to take a forty-five-minute stop before my drop to obey the tachograph rules.

When I got to Gemma’s on Saturday morning, neither woman’s car was there. The house was quiet. I showered, closed the blackout blind and curtains, and slipped naked into bed.

The feeling of someone lifting the quilt at the bottom of the bed roused me from my slumbers. I felt soft kisses moving up my legs, and smiled to myself. My flaccid cock was enveloped in the soft, wet warmth of a mouth, and it didn’t stay flaccid for long. She released it, then kissed her way up my stomach and chest.

When Gemma’s head emerged from the quilt, she kissed me hard, pushing her tongue into my mouth. “Hello, you,” she said in a thick, breathless whisper.

“Hi.”

Cool fingers wrapped around my dick. “Got something for me?”

“Mm hmm.”

She manoeuvred herself and held my cock at her entrance. I placed my hands on her hips and pushed her down onto it, relishing the heat of her tight, welcoming hole.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered. Her tits crushed against my chest as she moved against me.

“And have you got something for me?” I asked, nibbling her ear.

She sighed. “You’re already in it.”

“I meant have you got something to tell me?”

I felt her smile against my neck. “You’re supposed to wait until I can watch your face.”

“I’ve waited long enough. Besides, how can I scowl while you’re doing this to me?”

“Mmm…”

I pushed down with my hands and up with my hips, poking as deep as I could. She grunted, so I did it again.

“If you keep doing that, I won’t be able to tell you anything.”

“Sorry.” I stopped pushing and ran my hands over her back. “Tell me.”

“We were in the kitchen and she was upset. Somehow, we ended up kissing.”

“And?”

“I didn’t know what to say, then she kissed me again. I guess it got more heated.”

“Heated?”

“Passionate.”

I shivered. “Tongues?”

She nodded. “When the second kiss broke, she led me upstairs. I didn’t stop her.”

“Where did you go?”

“In here. We kissed again, wrestling the clothes off each other.”

I closed my eyes. There was a strong chance I’d be blowing my load before she got to the good bit.

“We got into this bed. She’s so tiny and soft compared to you. We moved together—”

“Who was on top?”

“Amy.”

“Was it weird to kiss a woman for the first time?”

She paused, and I lifted her head to look into her face. “Was it the first time you’d kissed a woman?”

“No.”

I definitely wanted more of those details, but not now. “So, what happened next?”

She moaned. “What happens next is that I’m coming on your cock.”

I pushed up into her again, and squeezed her arse cheeks in my big hands.

“Oh…” She bit into my shoulder and I felt her tighten around my dick. Her legs trembled.

I held her close until her muscles relaxed, and she began moving slowly on me again.

I grew impatient. “You were saying?”

Gemma took a breath. “We kissed as we moved. The friction of our naked bodies rubbing together brought us both off.”

I scratched her back as I pictured the scene.

“After that, we explored more.”

“Explored?” My voice was hoarse.

“We kissed each other. All over.”

“Tits and minges?”

She lifted her head and smiled down at me. “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Of course I am. Did she lick you?”

“Yes.”

“Did you lick her?”

“Yes.”

“Did you both come again?”

She rocked her hips faster, which had the same effect as a racing driver shaking the champagne magnum on the podium. My spunk seemed to bubble and froth in my sac.

“Yes, we both came again. Amy first, on my tongue. Then me, on hers.” She kissed my ear, which she knows I like. “Then she used my vibrator on me and made me come for a third time.”

The cork popped and my champagne came spraying out, splattering her insides. My legs locked straight, and I cried out with the release.

Gemma sat up and bounced on my dick. I shuddered as my next spasm fired more spunk deeper into her bisexual cunt. She scratched my thighs, and I fired a third dollop. Then a fourth. By the time I’d stopped coming, I’d probably lost a pound in weight.

“Don’t move.” She closed her eyes and rocked herself on the softening flesh of my dick, grinding her clit on my pubic bone.

I brought my hands up and cupped her tits, moving my thumbs over her taut nipples. I watched her face, caught in a half-frown as if concentrating on finding her way through a maze. She sighed, then moaned quietly. She was almost there—must have been able to sense her release just around the next corner. I pinched her nipples gently. She opened her eyes and looked at me. Then she came, breathing hard through clenched teeth, lips drawn back. Her contractions almost forced my dick out. Her eyelids fluttered, then closed.

Finally, she lay forward on my chest. I could feel her heart pounding and I kissed her hair. We lay in silence for quite a while. I thought she’d fallen asleep, but then she spoke in a quiet voice.

“Jon?”

“Hmm?”

“You remember Alistair, the accountant?”

I opened my eyes, puzzled. “Yes.”

“I saw him again a couple of weeks after the dinner.”

I rubbed her back. “That’s fine.”

“And I slept with him.”

I squeezed her tight, wondering why she’d felt the need to tell me now. “I know.”

She tilted her head and looked up into my eyes. “You knew?”

I shrugged. “I assumed, is probably more accurate.”

“And you didn’t mind? Didn’t care?” She looked disappointed.

“It’s not about minding or caring. You’re not my possession. You’re a grown woman who can make her own decisions.”

She sighed. “I’m sorry. I wanted to tell you at the time, but when I thought about how your marriage ended, I didn’t want you hating me.”

I laughed. “You’re allowed to live your life however you want. I’m away all week, and we’re not married. You’ve made no promises, and there’s no vows to abide by. I’m happy that when I’m here, we’re together.”

She bit her lower lip. “I slept with Amy a second time.”

My cock twitched. “I assumed you’d do that, too.”

“Listen, about Amy…”

“Hmm?”

“I haven’t told her that you know, and she’s asked me not to mention it to Ryan.”

I nodded, then grinned. “So, you’ve kissed girls before?”

She slapped my arm and got out of bed. “Pervert. I’m going for a shower.”

I watched her walk naked out of the bedroom and smiled to myself. My girlfriend swings both ways, and she’s done so for a while.

I showered after Gemma, and we went downstairs for a cuppa and a slice of toast. We had a quiet afternoon at her house, then went to an early showing of a film she wanted to see, followed by an Italian meal. When we got home, the house was empty. Gemma explained that Amy and Ryan were away camping for a long weekend, and we’d have the house to ourselves.

As I sat in the armchair sipping a cold beer, Gemma knelt on the carpet between my legs. I watched with pleasant surprise as she put my bottle on the floor, opened my jeans and fished out my dick. Never taking her eyes off mine, she leaned forward, parted her lips and took me deep into her mouth. I let out a shuddering breath.

Her eyes smiled, and she went to work on me.

My breathing grew shallow. “Gem, you don’t need to do this.”

She released me from her lips. “I want to.”

I smiled. “And I want you to, but what I’m saying is, I could go inside you now. Give pleasure as well as receiving it.”

She shook her head. “This time it’s just for you.” With that, she took me back into her mouth and worked her magic.

Over the next few minutes I sighed, I moaned, and I groaned. Then I gripped her hair and closed my eyes and succumbed to the inevitable. With a grunt, I came in her mouth, digging my heels into the carpet as the orgasm washed through me, sending jolts up my spine.

When I opened my eyes, she was watching me. My dick was still in her mouth, and she’d not spilt a drop. She slowly released it, kissed it then tucked it back into my boxers.

“How was that?”

“Amazing, but I don’t want you to feel obliged to compensate for whatever goes on while I’m not here.”

“That wasn’t compensation.” She ran her hand down my leg. “It’s been a while since we’ve done that, and I did it for me.”

I wondered if she was going through some sort of sexual reawakening. I certainly wasn’t complaining.

She passed me the bottle. “Finish your beer, then take me to bed. We need to be up early tomorrow.” She’d bought tickets for a horticultural event at Chatsworth House.

“I don’t think I’ll be much use to you for an hour or two.”

She laughed. “Don’t worry, I won’t make any demands.”

We stayed in the living room for another few minutes. I finished my beer and dropped the bottle in the recycle bin, locked up and turned out the lights.

When we got into bed, she didn’t need to make any demands. She kissed me, having not brushed her teeth. I could taste my dick and my cum. Gemma always brushed her teeth, and I knew she’d not done so on purpose. She was still horny, and I was happy to oblige.

I pushed her onto her back, and she giggled. “I thought you needed an hour or two, first.”

“I might have done, if you’d brushed your teeth.”

“You like me tasting of you?”

I nodded and guided my cock between her spread thighs.

“You like me acting and tasting like a slut?”

“Yeah.” I buried myself inside her.

“So treat me like your slut.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Because it’s what I deserve, and it’s what I want.”

This was new territory for us, and I wasn’t sure what to do. “So how do I do that, exactly?”

“Fuck me hard. Make me scream. Hurt me with your cock and drench me with your cum.”

I don’t know if I ticked every box on her wish-list, but I fucked her as hard as I could for as long as I could. I held myself up on straight arms and pumped my hips, and she screamed and shook through two orgasms.

She’d told me to drench her with my cum, so I withdrew and fired it all over her tits. She squealed in shock, but then moaned and rubbed it in, tweaking her own nipples and making all sorts of slutty noises. I loved every second of it. By the time I’d finished pumping my hand, my dick was sore.

She looked down at herself and shook her head. “I meant drench my insides. I’m going to have to shower this off.”

I smiled. “Brush your teeth, too.”

She slapped me and got out of bed. Five minutes later she was back, smelling of lemon shower gel and mint toothpaste.

We fell asleep immediately.

* * * *

After breakfast, we set off for Chatsworth. She’d offered to give me a break and do the driving, but I’m not the world’s best passenger. I drove and she sat beside me, looking out at the countryside.

“I can’t believe you knew about Alistair.”

“Alistair?”

“The accountant.”

“Ah.” I shrugged. “I just expected it’d happen. If I’d been him, I’d have tried to get you into bed.”

She shook her head. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.”

“Have you slept with anyone since we’ve been seeing each other?”

It didn’t sound like an accusation, but I had no reason to lie. “No, but then nobody’s asked me out to dinner.”

She laughed. “We both know I couldn’t complain if you had, so there’s no need to hide things.”

“If there was anything, I’d tell you.”

She nodded, then went back to looking at the countryside.

After parking at Chatsworth we headed into the crowds, all talk of sexual infidelities seemingly forgotten. The ticket included a buffet lunch but rain arrived in the afternoon and we left earlier than planned. On the way home, we took a detour to the small picturesque town of Matlock Bath and stopped for afternoon tea. The rain had stopped by the time we came out of the café, so we walked hand in hand along the side of a river where parents rowed small boats and their children laughed.

Gemma was silent as we drove home. We watched TV, had a light supper and an early night. We slept naked but only cuddled. I got up at three and headed off, wondering how many times Amy would share the bed before my return next weekend.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Four

From my phone conversations with Gemma throughout the week, I’d learned that Amy and Ryan’s camping trip hadn’t gone well. They’d separated again—though she reminded me the couple had separated numerous times over the last few months. I hadn’t asked if she’d been comforting Amy since. As I’d found out, those sorts of details were better discussed face-to-face.

Gemma gave me a brief kiss and cuddle when I arrived on Saturday morning, and then I headed up to bed as usual. I woke alone sometime later. Gemma hadn’t joined me, so I assumed Amy must still be around. I dressed and went downstairs, finding the two of them sitting at the table on the patio. It was a bright, warm day.

Amy squinted up at me, the sun on her face. “Hello again.”

“Hi,” I said, worried I was invading their privacy.

Gemma gave me a warm smile, which made me feel better.

“Anyone fancy a cuppa?” I asked.

Amy shook her head. “Not for me, thanks. I’m meeting a friend soon. We’re catching a train into Manchester—a bit of shopping, and something to eat.”

I looked at Gemma.

“A tea would be lovely, thanks pet.”

I went into the kitchen and put the kettle on. Before it had boiled, I saw Amy come in and walk up the stairs. She was barefoot and wearing a knee-length skirt. It was the first time I’d seen her legs, which were tanned and toned. The image of them draped over Gemma’s shoulders was a nice one.

I poured two mugs of tea and turned just in time to see Amy at the top of the stairs. She’d put on a pair of black high-heeled sandals and I stared at them as she carefully came down. When she got to the bottom, she held my gaze for a few seconds. I realised she’d seen me staring at her legs and shoes. She’d taken her glasses off—presumably now wearing contacts—and applied lipstick. She looked really good.

I followed her out to the patio, carrying the mugs while struggling to keep my eyes from her arse and legs. And shoes.

“Right, I’m off,” she told Gemma.

“Okay, have fun.”

Amy turned to me. “See you later.”

I nodded and smiled. Once she’d gone, I dropped into the chair she’d vacated. “She doesn’t seem too upset about the split from Ryan.” I was giving Gemma the chance to tell me if there’d been more lesbian lust, but she wasn’t forthcoming.

“She’s been fine. Her mum phoned to say she could move back in, providing she promised to stay away from Ryan.”

“Her mum sounds like a twat.”

She shrugged. “Maybe. I guess she just wants what’s best for her daughter.”

I nodded, then thought about what Amy had said about her plans for the day. “Is she coming back here tonight?”

“Yes. She asked if I wanted her to make herself scarce, but I told her there was no need.”

I sipped my tea and thought about us all being under the same roof for a night. My cock thickened.

“What do you want to do today?” she asked, looking up at the clear blue sky.

“Happy to do whatever you want. I’ve spent all week sitting on my arse, so if you want to go for a hike or something, that’s fine with me.”

* * *

After walking for a couple of hours in the hills around Buxton, we stopped in the spa town for something to eat. My discretion finally gave way to my curiosity while we waited for our food.

I leaned close enough to whisper without the chance of being overheard. “So, have you needed to comfort Amy at all this week?”

Gemma looked at me and smiled, but didn’t answer.

“Sorry. It’s none of my business.”

She pushed her leg against mine under the table. “Course it’s your business. And the answer’s no, nothing’s happened.”

I nodded, trying to hide my disappointment.

Our food arrived and we chatted about our respective weeks. We had another drink, then returned to an empty house. Gemma opened a bottle of wine and we sat and listened to music.

Amy arrived back around nine-thirty, shopping bags dangling from each arm.

“Come and join us for a drink,” Gemma said, and she headed upstairs to drop off her purchases.

I leaned closer. “If she’s on antidepressants, she shouldn’t really be drinking.”

“She stopped taking them a couple of weeks ago. Said if she doesn’t see her mum, she’s not depressed.” She went to the kitchen for another glass.

Amy came back into the living room. I was pleased to see she’d left on her sexy black sandals. She sat in the armchair opposite, and slowly crossed her legs. I didn’t avert my gaze.

Gemma returned and poured Amy some wine. “So, how was Manchester?”

“It was great. On sunny days there’s a really good atmosphere. Buskers and loads of stuff going on in the streets.” She glanced from Gemma to me. “What did you two get up to, or shouldn’t I ask?” There was a twinkle in her big blue eyes.

“We went for a walk, thank you for asking.” Gemma said, smiling.

“Yeah, I’m sure.” Amy looked at me. “So, Gem tells me you spend all week in your wagon.”

“Yep.”

“Isn’t it a lonely life?”

I wasn’t sure if she was teasing, or genuinely interested. “It’s okay. I meet people every day, talk to other drivers and warehouse staff where I unload or pick up.”

Her smiling eyes widened slightly at the word ‘unload’. She was blatantly flirting, and Gemma must have seen it.

I tried to maintain a friendly conversation. “How do you like working at the council?”

She shrugged. “The work’s a bit dull, but the people are nice.” She flashed Gemma a smile. “Some nicer than others.”

Amy rotated the ankle of her hanging leg, as if inviting inspection. I couldn’t resist glancing down. When I looked back, she was smiling at me. She’d wanted to make me look at her shoe. At her legs. She was either a natural prick-tease, or just trying to reassure herself that Ryan should try harder to hold on to an attractive girl like her.

I glanced at Gemma but couldn’t read her expression.

Amy took another sip of her wine, keeping her eyes on me all the time. “So, how long have you been seeing Gemma?”

“A couple of years. How long have you been seeing Ryan?”

Her eyes narrowed slightly. “Same, but we’re a bit on and off—if you know what I mean.”

I nodded. “It happens.”

She tilted her head to one side. “I think you’re very lucky to have someone like Gemma.”

“I agree.” I thought about adding, ‘so are you’, but didn’t want to put Gemma in an awkward position.

She flashed her eyes again. “But then, I suppose Gemma is lucky to have you, too.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” I said with a laugh.

Amy smiled and rotated her foot again. “Oh, I think a big strong man returning every weekend to warm her bed must be nice to look forward to.” She glanced at Gemma. “Isn’t it?”

Gemma looked at me as she answered. “Yes. It’s very nice.”

I drained my glass, then refilled it, also topping up Gemma’s, then offering to do the same to Amy’s. She smiled and held out her glass, and I poured.

Amy looked at Gemma. “I think,” she mock-whispered, “he’s trying to get us drunk.”

“And why would I do that?”

“It’s what men do.”

If Amy wanted to play the prick-tease, I was happy to go along with it. I allowed my eyes to wander down her body, lingering on her legs and sexy shoes. “If you say so.”

The two women shared a look. I remembered Gemma’s sudden confession about the accountant. Why would she bring it up after all this time?

Unless…

The accountant worked for the council. Maybe Amy knew about their fling. Was Gemma worried she’d tell me?

Then I remembered the blow job.

Could Gemma feel so guilty that she’d suggest I sleep with Amy as compensation for her sleeping with the accountant?

I immediately dismissed that theory—I’d told her enough times I didn’t have a problem with it. It had been me who’d insisted she go on the date.

Amy was staring into space, listening to the music. I sipped my wine and ran my eyes over her body again. Even though I’d dismissed the possibility of Gemma offering up her young lover as a sacrificial lamb, the idea of sleeping with Amy lingered on in my brain. I thought about her young, lithe body. Her pert arse. Those long, shapely legs, and her flirtatious teasing.

The seed had been planted. Once that happens—if the conditions are right—germination takes place. I glanced at Gemma. Could I use the fact she’d slept with the accountant as leverage to get between Amy’s thighs?

I know I could.

Amy broke my reverie. “I wonder what Ryan’s doing now?”

I glanced at Gemma, worried that Amy was going to start blubbering. I shrugged. “Having his scrotum waxed?”

Both women giggled.

Amy’s expression turned hard. “He’s probably out on the town, trying his hardest to shag someone new before he comes crawling back.”

Gemma sat forward, looking concerned. “Do you think he’d do that?”

“He’s done it before. In fact, I’m pretty sure one time we broke up was because his mate’s pretty cousin was over visiting from Australia, and it suited Ryan to be single while she was here.”

“Wow.” Gemma shook her head. “Is that the sort of person you’d want to spend your life with?”

Amy shrugged, then looked at me. “What do you think?”

I think he’s a cunt, and that the two of you deserve each other. “None of my business.”

“But you must have an opinion.” She licked her lips, tilted her head to one side again.

“Sounds like he’s not ready to settle down. But that’s just the opinion of a man who got married at twenty-three and divorced at twenty-five.”

Amy nodded slowly, as if considering my answer, then turned to Gemma. “What do you think, Gem?”

Gemma gave a rueful smile. “You shouldn’t ask a forty-one-year-old spinster for romantic advice.”

“Aww.” Amy dropped onto the floor and crawled over to put her arms around Gemma. “There’s nothing wrong with being unmarried in your forties.”

I watched as Amy knelt on the carpet and hugged my girlfriend. Gemma looked at me over Amy’s shoulder.

I know I could, but don’t think I should.

Amy turned her head to look at me, but kept her arms around Gemma. “I think you’re lucky.”

“You’ve already said that, and I’ve already agreed with you.”

“But I know how special she is.”

“I’m sure you do.”

Amy glanced back at Gemma, a questioning look on her face.

Gemma held my gaze for a second, then seemed to make a decision. “Jon knows about us.”

Amy’s perfectly sculpted eyebrows shot up and her red lips formed a perfect O. She looked at me with what seemed like renewed interest. “And how do you feel about it?”

I shrugged. “Gemma’s a grown-up, and she decides what goes on in her life.”

“So you don’t mind?”

“Course not.”

“Do you know I’m not her first?”

I glanced at Gemma. I wasn’t sure if Amy’s little dig was about Gemma kissing other women before, or about her thing with the accountant. I decided to let my answer cover both possibilities. “Gemma makes her own decisions. She can do whatever she likes when I’m not here.”

Amy pursed her lips for a second. “And what about the decisions she makes when you are here?”

Gemma was watching me. She looked semi-afraid, but there was also the hint of a challenge in her eyes.

“Like I said, she has a free rein.”

Amy grinned. “So you wouldn’t mind if I did this…?” She leaned close and kissed Gemma on the mouth.

My cock twitched, but I tried to maintain indifference.

Amy broke the kiss and turned to me. “You didn’t mind that?”

“Why should I?”

She narrowed her eyes. “Should I do it again?”

“You’d better ask Gemma.”

“I don’t need to ask her. I know she wants me to.” Smiling, Amy leaned forward and kissed Gemma again. This time Gemma kissed her back, her hand slipping to the back of Amy’s head.

I looked at Amy’s arse and her sexy black shoes. The soles were red, the black stiletto heel pointing straight out behind her.

I don’t think I should, but I know I would.

The women kissed for about a minute. When they finally came up for air, they both looked at me.

Amy shook her hair back. “Maybe we could go upstairs, and me and Gemma could put on a show for you.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked Gemma, blanking Amy completely.

Amy narrowed her eyes again; it was something she did too often. “I think it’s what we all want.”

She stood up and held out her hand to Gemma, who slowly got out of her chair. The two women walked hand in hand out of the living room and up the stairs. Leaving the wine on the table and the downstairs lights on, I followed.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Five

In the bedroom, the women kissed again. Amy was taking the lead, and I wondered if this was how it always happened, or if Gemma was holding herself back because I was there. I watched Amy’s slender hands moving slowly over Gemma’s chest, caressing her tits through the blouse and bra. As Amy tweaked her nipple, Gemma moaned.

Amy broke the kiss and moved her mouth to Gemma’s neck, and Gemma’s eyes fell on me. Was she hoping I’d ask them to stop?

Amy trailed her kisses up to Gemma ear. They started slowly undressing each other—Amy undoing the buttons of Gemma’s blouse, and Gemma pulling up Amy’s cashmere sweater. I saw glimpses of Gemma’s cleavage and Amy’s waist and back. My dick was getting thicker by the second.

The women briefly stepped away from each other, both of them breathless. Gemma let her blouse slide back and down her arms, and Amy pulled her sweater over her head.

As they resumed their kissing, I studied the differences in their upper bodies. Gemma was pale and voluptuous, her boobs spilling slightly from the laced edge of her cream bra. Amy was tanned and athletic, her smaller boobs completely covered by a pale blue satin bra. Amy undid Gemma’s jeans and pushed them down over her hips, then squatted a little to ease the denims over thighs and knees. Gemma wiggled her legs in turn to help Amy tug them off her feet.

I watched Amy’s body. Her arse looked perfect as she crouched down on bent knees, as did her calves. The view was made all the sexier by the fact she was still wearing four-inch heels. I was pretty sure Amy knew I’d be watching; she’d seen me staring at her shoes and legs earlier.

Amy straightened up and smiled at Gemma, then reached behind her own back and released her skirt clasp. The soft material slithered down her long legs, and she stepped out.

Standing in her blue bra, matching panties and black high-heeled sandals, Amy looked like every man’s dream. She shook her blonde hair back and put one foot slightly in front of the other in a beauty queen pose. Then she turned her head towards me and narrowed her eyes for what seemed like the fiftieth time.

She was rightly proud of her body. To my untrained eye, she looked as perfect as any of the models I’d seen on fashion posters or in adverts. She was tall, with a willowy frame and beautiful face. Though she stood wearing nothing but underwear and high heels, her standout feature was still her eyes, crystal-clear blue like those of a child’s doll.

But I didn’t like Amy.

I considered her spoilt and vain. Gemma had described her as fragile, but I suspected that had been an act to garner sympathy. Amy was calculating and manipulative, and if I had an ounce of decency, I’d leave the house now and tell Gemma to phone me when they’d finished.

But that wasn’t going to happen.

While Amy was watching my face, I let my eyes wander down her body. Her legs looked amazing.

Amy licked her lips. “Are you going to join us?”

I glanced at Gemma, who smiled. She wanted me to join them, but I suspected the driving force for that was to stop her guilty feelings about fucking that accountant.

Well, who am I to deny her absolution?

“I’ll watch your show for a little while, then join in later.”

Both women seemed happy with my answer and Amy unclipped her bra between the cups. As she slid it off her shoulders and down her arms, she arched her back and presented her nipples to Gemma, who was barefoot and naturally a few inches shorter. With the heels, Amy towered over her, and Gemma could suck her cherry-like nipples by simply tilting her head down slightly.

Amy sighed and ran her fingers through Gemma’s hair. “Oh, baby.”

It seemed a strange thing for a girl to say to a woman twice her age, but I didn’t care. My girlfriend was sucking the tits of her young lover, and I wasn’t going to let stilted asides spoil my enjoyment.

Gemma worked her thumbs inside the waistband of Amy’s panties and slowly peeled them down, revealing two perfect, spherical cheeks. While I was watching Gemma’s hands cup and squeeze Amy’s arse, Amy had released the catch on Gemma’s bra. The women embraced and squashed their bodies together. They toppled onto the bed, giggling, and Amy reached down and pushed her panties completely off, though I noticed she was careful not to remove her sandals. Gemma stripped off her own panties and lay on her back with her legs spread.

I felt my throat constrict as Amy’s fingers ran through the dark curls of my girlfriend’s bush. The hairs either side of her snatch glistened with her juices. Amy ran the tip of her middle finger slowly up through her folds, then round and round her clit. After a few seconds she slipped her finger inside, letting her thumb take over clit duty.

Gemma gasped, reaching up and pulling Amy’s head towards her tits. I watched in silence as Amy finger-fucked Gemma while sucking on her tits. My cock swelled further. I let my eyes wander to Amy’s raised, perfect rump as she knelt on the bed. I admired her firm arse and got the first glimpse of her pink twat.

Gemma moaned, and Amy clambered around on the bed until she was on her knees, facing me, straddling Gemma’s head. She was in position to lower herself down and do an all-girl sixty-nine, but she kept her face up, looking at me.

When she sighed, I realised Gemma had started working on her with her mouth. I watched Gemma’s chin moving as she kissed, licked and sucked at Amy’s sex.

It was time for me to join the fun. After kicking off my shoes, I lifted my t-shirt over my head and then stripped down to boxers. Amy’s eyes fluttered and she let out a whimper. She probably did it for effect, but she still looked really fucking sexy. She looked down at my boxers and frowned, and I pushed them down and off.

Amy stared at my cock, which was now somewhere between a semi and a hard-on. I put one knee on the bed and leaned over Gemma, ostensibly so I could grope her tits, but it was actually so I could get my dick in the vicinity of Amy’s face.

I watched her big blue eyes staring down at it. She looked a little uneasy. Maybe Ryan wasn’t the all-round hunk she’d thought he was.

I leaned further in, moving my hand to Gemma’s other tit. Amy glanced up at my face, then moved her head forward, opening her painted lips as she did so.

Ah, yer fucking beauty.

Her hot little mouth could only just fit round the knob end, but she squeezed my shaft with her hand, giving it a twist and a pump.

I knelt upright and let her suck my dick for a few seconds, then laid a hand on Gemma’s thigh and slid it up to her snatch. Not fair to leave her unattended.

I slipped two big fingers in and tried to reach her bellybutton from the inside, getting a moan of appreciation in the process—though it was a muffled moan thanks to Amy’s minge.

I could tell both women were getting close by their groans, and I found my voice. “Okay, let’s change it up. Amy, you kneel here and bring Gemma off with your tongue.”

Amy released my dick from her mouth, but kept it in her hand for a moment, as if weighing up the possibility of it fitting inside her.

Gemma watched as her young lover knelt between her spread legs. As Amy lowered her head, it gave me an unobstructed view of Gemma’s face. I held her gaze. She tried to give a reassuring smile, but I got the impression she wasn’t completely happy about sharing. I didn’t know who she was reluctant to share: me or Amy.

Gemma gasped when Amy’s tongue made contact, and I moved my attention down to Amy’s other end.

She had her knees spread wide on the bed, and I ran my hand over her arse. It felt firm and soft and perfect, like a hot peach. I bet Ryan didn’t appreciate how lucky he was, that girls his age only felt like this for a limited part of their life. As somebody once said, youth is wasted on the young.

I ran my palm down her arse and slipped a finger between the slick outer lips of her sex. She was sopping, thanks to Gemma’s talented tongue.

I withdrew my hand and gripped my dick, tracing the domed head over the porcelain-smooth skin of her thighs and arse cheeks. I slid it between her legs, letting the puffy thick lips smear their juice along the upper side of my shaft. Then I nosed the end of my cock just inside her entrance, easing it forward and back to get the entire tip well-lubed.

I looked at Gemma’s face again, and she was watching me through half-open eyes, her breathing shallow. She was close. I decided to delay my own pleasure until she’d come because I was pretty sure that Amy wouldn’t be able to give Gemma the attention she needed if I fucked her now.

“Oh, yeah.” Gemma’s fingers snaked into Amy’s hair and abruptly pulled her close, crushing her pretty face against her cunt. “Ahh…”

I ran my cock through Amy’s labia again, eager to fill her. When I glanced at Gemma, she was biting her lower lip and rocking her hips, grinding her mound against Amy’s face as she jockeyed the aftershocks.

I raised my eyebrows, and she smiled and nodded, giving me the green light.

I gripped Amy’s hips and pushed forward, cramming my big fat cock into her tight, size-eight twat.

She screamed and threw her head up, arching her back.

I pulled back and forced it in further, feeling her inner walls stretching around my meaty invader. She howled again, started panting through her mouth like a woman in labour.

Not so fucking self-confident now, are you?

When I pushed in the third time, I ran my hands up along her stomach and cupped her tits. She was firm and taut all over. A truly wonderful body that deserved to be relished.

I took pity on her. I fucked her slowly, but only pushed in about halfway, maybe a little more. She was still wailing and panting, but at least she was now moving with me.

Gemma touched Amy’s face. “How do you like his cock?”

Amy’s response was a loud grunt as I gave her maybe seventy percent. She was so fucking tight it was untrue. And suddenly, she became much tighter.

“Oh. Oh God…” Amy screamed as she came and, acting a little over-eager, I lunged in a little further. “Jeez…us! Don’t push any more in.”

I glanced at Gemma and knew what I wanted. I slowly rocked my hips and let Amy finish coming on my cock, then I eased out and lifted her to one side.

I smiled down at Gemma, then looked at Amy. “I’m getting close. When I come, I want to be bollock-deep, and I don’t think you’re up to that yet.”

Amy frowned, but I was already driving my rig towards home. I positioned my dick between Gemma’s welcoming thighs and sank all the way in.

“Oh yeah.” She slipped her hands around my waist and lifted her legs up to her chest. “Fuck me and fill me.”

I didn’t know if this was for my benefit or Amy’s, but I did exactly what she asked. I pushed in deep and rode her hard. After less than a minute, I blew my load deep inside her, much to the delight of a grateful Gemma.

We all scampered up the bed and lay in silence with our heads on the pillows but still on top of the quilt, Gemma in the middle. She looked happy, and she turned and kissed my cheek. When she turned to Amy, I thought the younger woman looked a little bit dazed. Her eyes seemed unfocused, and she’d lost the initiative she’d shown when the two women were performing.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Six

We lay in silence for just a couple of minutes, and Gemma ran her hand over my tummy, scratching it with her nails.

Amy took a breath. “That was my first ever threesome.”

I nodded. “Mine too.”

Both women turned towards me, then Amy ran her hand down Gemma’s face. “But it’s not Gemma’s first threesome, is it babe?”

This was news to me, but it was sexy news.

Gemma shook her head and sighed, embarrassed. She wouldn’t look at me.

Amy put her hand up to her mouth. “Sorry, shouldn’t I have said anything?” She might look like a model, but she couldn’t act.

Gemma finally looked at me and frowned.

I squeezed her leg. “Don’t look so guilty. I’m impressed.”

She laughed and slapped my arm.

I grinned wildly. “I bet you’ve had foursomes and more-somes, you randy bitch.”

“Piss off.” She giggled, and I could see the embarrassment ebbing away. “There were only three of us.”

“Two men, or…?”

She smiled. “Me, and one of each.”

The idea of Gemma in another threesome turned me on more than it probably should. “Was it a one-off, or a regular thing?”

“I’m not sure it could be classed as a regular thing, but it happened several times.”

“Same people?”

She nodded.

“Lucky guy.”

Amy scoffed. “But the bastard left Gemma for the other woman.”

I looked at Gemma, saw a sadness there. “He was your guy? The one you lived with?”

She nodded.

“And the other woman?”

“A friend of mine.”

I leaned close and kissed her on her mouth. “I bet he’s regretted it a hundred times over. But his loss is my gain.”

She smiled. Her hand gripped my dick and I thought about her doing this with two other people. I soon grew hard.

Gemma kissed me, then turned to Amy. “Think you can take his cock yet?”

Amy smiled defiantly. “Of course I can take his cock.” She looked over at me, and the self-confidence was back. “I just hope he can last a bit longer this time.”

Cheeky fucking bitch!

“I’ll see what I can do.” I climbed off the bed and looked at Gemma. “Kneel here,” I said, tapping the space I’d just left.

I walked to the foot of the bed and looked up at Amy, who was still wearing her shoes. I ran my hand down her leg and over the heels. “You want to keep these on?”

She smiled. “Do you want me to?”

I nodded. “Just make sure you don’t stab me with them.”

I pulled her down the mattress a bit, then climbed on the bed between her knees. “Gemma, straddle her face.”

Gemma frowned. She looked down at herself, then at my dick. I knew what she was trying to convey—her snatch was full of my spunk. It was why I’d got her in that position. I smiled. “Amy won’t mind, she wants to enjoy all the benefits of a threesome.”

Gemma looked down at her. “I might be a bit messy down there.”

Amy licked her lips. “That’s okay, I swallow.”

I smiled and looked down at Amy’s perfect body and beautiful face. Although I didn’t like her very much, I was going to fuck her brains out, and I was going to enjoy every second of it.

I pushed in slowly, and she moaned. I pulled back and eased in again, holding still while her body stretched and adjusted.

“Lick her,” I instructed.

Amy raised her head and I saw her tongue probe Gemma’s twat. I pushed my dick in further and smiled at Amy’s groan.

Amy was making slurping noises, and knowing what she was tasting turned me on even more. Gemma leaned forward and kissed me. I pushed further into Amy with each thrust. I could feel my dick hitting against something on every in-stroke, and each time it happened, she grunted.

Gemma moaned into my mouth. I pulled back so I could watch her face. “Is she making you come?”

Gemma nodded and sighed. “Is she making you come?”

I shook my head. “Not yet.”

“Good.” She sighed again, then took her lower lip between her teeth. “I want you to fuck her for as long as you can.”

“Okay.” I reached up and caressed Gemma’s tits. “But I won’t do it yet. I want to watch you come.”

She frowned, then laughed and shook her head. “Pervert.”

I nodded, and I watched closely.

Gemma’s eyes fluttered, her nostrils flared, and a pink flush spread up her neck. Her nipples grew a little puffier, and her breathing became ragged. When she blinked, her eyelids stayed closed for a split-second longer than the previous time. Suddenly her breath caught in her throat, and one of her eyes half-closed. She let out a low moan, then a sigh. Then she smiled self-consciously and looked down at where my dick was still buried in Amy’s cunt.

“Fuck her.”

I did so, making Amy groan.

Gemma moved back and squatted on the bed beyond Amy, her thighs now either side of Amy’s head. “Fuck her, Jon. Make her feel it. Make her take it all.”

I pushed deeper and deeper, and Amy moaned and writhed. She gripped my hips with her hands, pulling me into her.

Gemma leaned her head closer to mine. “Make her your slut.”

I looked questioningly at her, and she nodded. She was telling me to fuck Amy hard. To hurt her with my cock. To drench her with my cum.

I reached down and lifted Amy’s legs, bending the knees so her thighs were pressed against her chest, her calves resting over my forearms and her fuck-me shoes dangling in mid-air.

Then I did as Gemma had instructed.

I plunged hard and deep, feeling the resistance in her tight cunt walls, the hard surface of her cunt ceiling—or whatever it was my dick prodded against—and then the clinging of her cunt lips as they distended with my out-stroke.

I slammed into her with force, over and over. Amy wailed and howled and uttered dirty words through clenched teeth. Her body writhed and bucked beneath mine, her eyes squeezed shut. The pitch of her cries heightened, and I felt her clench when she came. I fucked her through it, and her wails faded to sobs, her shoes bouncing like conductors’ batons in time with the beat of my hips.

She wailed again, and a warm clear liquid squirted out between us, soaking me. I glanced at Gemma, worried that I’d made the girl piss herself. Amy cried out again, her entire body spasmed and more liquid came out, though less than the first time.

I’d read about squirting and female ejaculations, but whatever had just happened to Amy was definitely new to me. From the shocked expressions on their faces, it was new to the girls, too. I kept pounding into Amy, worried that my stamina would give way before my bollocks could discharge their load, but then a familiar tingling told me the end was nigh. I gritted my teeth and ploughed on.

Amy was now lying limp beneath me, staring up with those big blue eyes. She looked shattered. Utterly fucked. Her forehead was beaded with sweat, her mascara smudged, and her lipstick completely gone. Her chin was smeared with Gemma’s twat juice and my spunk.

“And now it’s my turn,” I said, giving her the chance to tell me not to come inside her if she wasn’t on the pill.

Amy simply nodded and let out little cries as I increased the pace and then held still while I blew my muck deeper than she’d ever had it before, spurt after spurt coating her tight little cunt.

Her eyes and mouth opened wide, and a muted, surprised scream escaped her lips as I felt her tighten around me again. She shuddered, then squeezed her eyes shut. When Gemma pinched her cherry-like nipples, Amy’s eyes shot open and she looked up at her, a confused expression on her face.

“I felt him come in me,” she said in a hoarse whisper.

Gemma smiled. “He comes like a firehose, sometimes.”

Amy turned her gaze to me. “You kept coming, and I felt it.” She tapped her stomach. “Right up here.”

I smiled. “I doubt it was that far up.”

I eased out and looked down at her cunt. It gaped open and, as I watched, a large glob of cum slithered out and ran down the crack of her arse.

Amy didn’t bother lowering her legs or show any signs of modesty. She lay with her legs splayed and her battered, raw gash oozing spunk. “I’ve never come like that before.”

Gemma patted her head. “I’m pretty sure that was squirting.”

Amy took a deep breath, smiled, and shook her head.

Gemma looked down at the state of her bed. “I’m going to have to change the bedding.”

Amy finally closed her legs and sat up. “I need a shower. I feel like I’ve wet myself.”

Gemma stood up and looked at Amy. “You go for the first shower, and we’ll strip the bed. Maybe we can finish that wine after we’ve all cleaned up?”

I got off the bed. Amy finally removed her shoes, then stood and walked unsteadily out of the bedroom with her sandals dangling from her fingers. Her clothes were still scattered around the floor, and Gemma picked them up and folded them, making a neat pile on a chair.

She stepped close and looked up at me. She held my gaze, and I wondered what was going on behind her eyes.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded. “You?”

I chuckled. “Of course I’m okay—I’ve just fucked two women.”

She laughed. “Yes, you did.” She glanced at the door, the sound of the running shower already coming from the bathroom. “I doubt if Amy will be able to walk tomorrow after what you just did to her.”

I shrugged. “You told me to.”

She nodded. “Yeah, she deserved it. I’ve never seen her act like that before.”

“I think Amy is used to getting what she wants.”

“And tonight she wanted my fella.”

I shook my head. “I think tonight she wanted to prove she could have us both, but that’s not what happened. We used her for our own means.”

Gemma looked puzzled. “What do you mean?”

I ran my finger down the side of her face. “You needed me to do something with somebody else to stop you fretting about the accountant.”

She bit her lip, then looked down at the floor. “I shouldn’t have slept with him.”

“We all do things we shouldn’t, but you have to regret them for the right reasons. You did nothing wrong in my eyes, so don’t regret him because of me.”

“But I should have told you.”

I smiled and shrugged. “Water under the bridge.”

“Will we regret what we did with Amy?”

“No.”

Gemma looked thoughtful. “So we both used her?”

I nodded. “You used her to ease your guilt, and I used her as a wank-sock.”

She grimaced. “A what?”

I laughed. “Never mind. Let’s just say I’m glad it happened, but I’m in no rush to repeat the experience with Amy.” I bounced my eyebrows. “But if you have any other friends…”

She slapped my arm. “Amy’s finished in the shower. Go get cleaned up and I’ll change the bed.”

I walked naked to the bathroom, showered and washed my hair, then dressed. While Gemma cleaned up, I headed downstairs.

I sipped my wine and lay against the back of the couch, running what had happened through my mind. Amy walked in wearing a pair of shorts and a vest. Her hair was wet and slicked back over both ears, and her face was free of makeup. She looked younger like this, and I felt a little guilty for being so rough.

She picked up her glass and sat in the armchair opposite. We sat in a comfortable silence for a minute or two, then I heard Gemma get out of the shower. She came downstairs in her robe and smiled at us both. “Hello, lovers.”

Amy giggled, and I smiled at the way she’d broken the ice.

Amy faced Gemma, then nodded in my direction. “Does he always fuck like that?”

Gemma laughed out loud. “Yes.”

Amy winced. “I’m not surprised you’re always smiling at work.”

I took that as a compliment.

There was a buzzing noise, and Amy produced her phone from the back pocket of her shorts. She frowned when she read the screen. “It’s a text from Ryan.”

“Tell him you’re too sore to talk.” Gemma giggled at her own joke.

Amy frowned, then sighed. “He wants to talk things through.” She shrugged. “I’ll go upstairs and phone him.”

Amy glanced at me, then left the room and walked upstairs.

“She’ll be back with him by tomorrow,” Gemma said with a sigh.

“They deserve each other.”

She dropped onto the couch next to me and looked into my eyes. “And what do I deserve?”

I glanced down at her cleavage. “You deserve somebody better than me.” I slipped my arm around her shoulders. “But until you find him, I’m happy to keep abusing your body as often as you want me to.”

She leaned close and blew in my ear. “Don’t make promises you can’t live up to.”

I took her hand and pressed it down on my crotch. I was hard again.

She stood up and held out her hand. “Take me to bed and treat me like a slut. I want Amy to hear everything you do to me.”

I got to my feet. What more could a man ask for?

───Ξ───
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Julia 07

The men lay down, and Julia stood and stared at them both. She noticed that both men were starting to get erections. Her heart raced.

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

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

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

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

Mark and Paul looked at each other briefly, then back at Julia. Neither spoke, but both seemed to be more than happy with her decision. Paul kicked off his shoes and trousers, and Mark did the same. Both men moved higher up the beds until they were both lying flat.

Julia stepped forward to stand between the beds. “I’m going to have you one at a time, so in order to decide who goes first, it’ll be whoever has a birthday closest to mine.”

Both men nodded, understanding the rules.

Julia looked at Paul and raised her eyebrows.

“August.”

She turned to Mark.

“March.”

She reached down and placed a single finger on Mark’s stomach, tracing small circles to the side of his naval. “I’m afraid you’re going to have to be patient because my birthday’s in September.” As she turned towards Paul’s bed she looked back over her shoulder at Mark. “But you get to watch the fun while you’re waiting.”

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

Julia rocked her hips forward and back, slowly, positioning herself so that Paul’s shaft brushed against her clit as she moved on him. She saw him catch his breath and smiled, moved her hips a little faster. Her intention wasn’t to use him to get herself off, but to please him, give him something to remember.

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

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

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

Glancing over at Mark, she saw he was stroking his own cock, already fully erect. A thrill ran through her, knowing she’d be getting to ride that one as soon as Paul was through. Perhaps it was this thought which gave her the final push. She was on the verge of orgasm. She leaned forward a little, pushing herself down to maximise the pressure on her clit as she rocked her hips and took herself closer to the edge.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Eventually, she stopped moving and held eye contact with Paul for a few seconds. He was breathing heavily—almost panting, even though Julia had done all the physical work.

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

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

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

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

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

Julia 07 is available from Amazon
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Bon Voyeur

After about fifteen minutes, Sophie leaned up on her elbow and started to kiss Joel, ready to continue with her night of passion. As she pushed the quilt down the bed with her foot, Jim saw that her hand was gripping Joel’s dick, slowly masturbating him. Joel was already hard. Evidently, he was ready for more, too. Jim wondered how long Sophie had been playing with him. Sophie climbed on top of him, feeding his thick dick inside her.

Jim knelt on the bed next to their legs and watched as his wife slowly made love to the other man. Her head was buried against Joel’s shoulder, her long tousled hair a dark fan over the pillow, hiding both their faces. Their bodies moved together in a slow, sensual dance. From his position on the bed, Jim had a perfect view of their union. With each slow, upward movement of Sophie’s hips he could see Joel’s slippery hardness, partially exposed for a second or two before it disappeared again inside the dark pinkness. Joel was holding Sophie’s hips in his hands, moving her on him. Jim stretched his hand out and gently stroked the back of Sophie’s leg, aroused to feel her thigh muscles working as she rode his friend.

There was a layer of perspiration on Sophie’s back, giving her a sultry, exotic look in the dim yellow light. Their lovemaking seemed to go on for a long time before Sophie reached her climax. She was very vocal as she came – muffled moans and sighs as the current built up, urgent grunts as the waves swelled inside her, then screams and shouts as the waves broke into an explosion of pleasure. Finally, she let out grateful cries and whimpers as she rode the final ripples of her orgasm. Jim was in a cold sweat and felt like his stomach was in a vice.

────
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Another man in their bed? Madness! Sophie and Jim had never done it before—heck, it was only supposed to be a fantasy to get them in the mood for each other. What if Sophie likes it too much? What if Jim has second thoughts when he sees his beautiful wife taken by another man? What if she enjoys the other man more because he has more to offer?

When the perfect opportunity presents, though, they both jump at the chance.

Joel is tall, handsome, and so much bigger than even Sophie expected! Best of all, he’s moving to the other side of the world, so they need never see him again. If Jim plays this right, Joel won’t even suspect the stranger they’re sharing is his loving wife.

Watching his beautiful Sophie—so vulnerable, so unprotected, so utterly owned—Jim experiences a powerful revelation. It’s sure been fun having a gorgeous wife all to himself, but it’s much more fun to share.

Bon Voyeur is available from Amazon
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Operation: Cuckold

“Come on, Sissy. Get up here now.”

Harry obeyed.

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

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

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

Harry hesitated for a split second too long.

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

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

“That’s it. Now, wank me off.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

A cuck and bull story about a very happy hotwife. 

Operation: Cuckold is available at Amazon. 
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