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Party Crasher

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

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

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

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


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

I’d just left the last lecture of the day, heading towards the stairs with the rest of my classmates, when my phone buzzed in the back pocket of my jeans. It was a text from my house-mate, Jodie, so I moved to the side of the corridor to let others pass while I read. She asked if I fancied meeting up for an early drink in the Students’ Union bar. I replied with a thumbs-up and a smiley face.

Ten minutes later, we were sitting at a small table with a vodka and orange each.

“Emma, do you know Becky from my biochemistry class?” Jodie asked.

“Sort of.” I’d met her in the pub a couple of times.

“She’s having a party on Friday and has asked if we want to go.”

“Oh?” I had no plans for the weekend, as usual, and it would be nice to break the pattern. “Sounds good to me.”

“Sweet.”

I downed my drink and pointed at her glass. “Same again?”

We ended up staying in the Union bar for another hour or so, then headed home, calling at the local Spar for a few groceries.

As we stood in the kitchen, cooking, Jodie smirked.

“What?” I asked.

“I think Becky’s been put up to asking you to her party by one of the postgrads.”

“Huh?” I shook my head as I thought about all the postgrads I knew. “Who?”

She raised her eyebrows. “Jamie.”

The name wasn’t ringing a bell.

“He sometimes works behind the bar at Bullies.”

“Ahhh.” Finally, I smiled with her. “Him!”

The city venue had regular live music, and we’d been there quite a few times. On one of those occasions—when I’d had far more vodka than I could handle—I’d flirted shamelessly with the cute guy behind the bar. Though my memories of the conversation were hazy the next morning, I remembered enough to know we’d ventured all the way down Innuendo Avenue and were well on the way towards Filth Corner by the time Jodie dragged me home.

My interest in him instantly rekindled. “I didn’t realise he was a postgrad.”

Jodie nodded. “Bioinformatics, I think.”

I tried to look nonchalant, but as we stared at each other we both burst out laughing. It’d been a while since I’d had any romantic encounters. In truth, it’d been too long, but I’d grown tired of guys of my own age. Hopefully, Jamie would be more mature.

“That gives us both a reason to be excited about the party,” Jodie said, a shit-eating grin creasing her face.

“What d’you mean?”

“Remember me mentioning Sam, from my genetics class?”

“I remember you getting pissed and admitting you’d named your vibrator after him.”

Jodie squealed with embarrassment and hid her face behind her hands. “God! Did I really tell you that?”

I laughed. “You also told me you were using it to practice overcoming your gag reflex for when you actually get him into bed.”

“I swear I’m going to stop drinking vodka.”

“Yeah, ’course you are, babe.” I gave her a teasing smile, but I was already thinking about Jamie’s blue eyes and cute smile. Not to mention his fit body.

* * * *

The rest of the week dragged, but by Friday Jodie and I were on a high. Since neither of us had lectures after twelve, we grabbed lunch in a pub and spent the afternoon wandering round the Christmas Markets in the bright winter sun. On our way back to the house, we bought a bottle of vodka and carton of fresh orange juice to take to the party.

I made us some pasta while Jodie showered. We ate watching TV, then I headed upstairs for my shower while she washed the pots. I dressed in a black lacy top and tight jeans, and took more care than usual with my makeup. We had another drink at home, then left for the party shortly after nine. It was a mercifully short walk, which would also save us the cost of an Uber later on.

The three-bedroomed semi that Becky shared was much more impressive than our two-bedroomed terrace. There was a light on in every room, and we could hear laughter coming from the back garden. We rang the doorbell and were let in by a girl who introduced herself as Hayley, who told us that we’d either find Becky in the kitchen or in the garden.

The house was crammed, making it tough to edge our way through the mass of students in the hall. The big, square kitchen boasted an island unit in the middle, the top of which was covered with bottles and tins of booze. Jodie found a couple of tall plastic cups, half-filled them with vodka, and topped them up with orange juice before hiding our bottle of vodka in a cupboard. Since we couldn’t see Becky, we wandered out through the back door and down some steps into the garden.

She was at the far side of the patio, already half-pissed. Becky gave us both a hug, then introduced us to some of the people she was chatting with. There were some familiar faces—students I’d seen around campus or in the Union bar—but most were people I’d never met before. There was no sign of Jamie.

After a few minutes, three guys made their way across the patio towards us. Seeing Jodie shake her hair back and push her boobs out, I surmised that one of these guys was Sam.

I was duly introduced and, although Sam seemed nice enough, he wasn’t what I’d been expecting. I’ve nothing against the geeky look, but he seemed to be aiming for ultra-geek with his overly large glasses, unruly hair, and intense way of expressing himself. He certainly wasn’t the sort of person I’d name my vibrator after, but he seemed to like Jodie, so I was happy for her.

We all stayed on the patio for a while, even though the night was fairly cold. When a couple of Sam’s friends started hitting on me, I decided it was time for another drink. I waggled my cup at Jodie but she shook her head, so I headed inside and left her and Sam to get better acquainted.

I topped up my cup and put the bottle back in its hiding place. The kitchen was crowded and noisy but a lot warmer than the patio, so I decided to stay inside for a while. There was still no sign of Jamie, but I chatted awhile with a couple of girls I knew through Jodie.

“I hope you’re not on the vodka again.”

I recognised his voice immediately and turned to look up into his face. Jamie had a smirk on his kissable lips, and his gorgeous blue eyes sparkled with amusement.

I held up the cup in my hand. “I am, but I promise not to drink as much as I did the last time you saw me.”

“That’s a shame—you were very entertaining.”

I can be more entertaining on my back.

Keeping that to myself, I tried to look suitably embarrassed. “Thankfully, I can’t remember what I said.”

“Whereas I was completely sober, and remember everything.” He smiled, then leaned closer. His breath smelled of mint. “I had to Google a couple of the terms you used.”

I giggled. “I find that hard to believe.”

He opened his eyes wide and shrugged. “What can I say? I led a sheltered life before coming to this den of iniquity we call uni.”

“Hmm, me too. I blame my housemate for leading me astray. Besides, at the time I thought you were some random barman. You never mentioned you were a student.”

He flashed another fabulous smile. “You didn’t seem interested in anything except choosing drinks from the bottom shelf to make me bend over so you could ‘check out my arse’, as you so eloquently put it.”

I cringed. “God!” Then I shook my head and gave him a smile. “Well, tonight I’m sober, so I’ll ask more relevant questions.”

“Are you saying my arse is irrelevant?” His eyes were twinkling again.

“Not at all, but I was always taught to look beyond the surface, no matter how pert the arse might be.”

He gave a chuckle. “Very well, ask away.”

“What are you studying?”

“Guess.”

“Bioinformatics.”

He seemed genuinely shocked for a split second, then a grin creased his face. “Very good.”

“Tell me about your postgraduate research project.” I couldn’t keep the smugness out of my voice.

“Okay…” He took a sip of his beer, which was Beck’s. I looked forward to tasting it on his lips and tongue later.

He took a breath. “Well, as you’ll know, bioinformatics is a combination of biology, computer science, maths, statistics and information engineering.”

I watched his face, suddenly aware of a tingling deep in my crotch.

“And as you so correctly suggested, I’m involved in a research project as I work towards my MSc. The information I got from my latest research was about a young brunette with big brown eyes and a kind of Mediterranean look about her.”

I smiled. “I hear she’s got a Spanish mother.”

His eyebrows went up, and he nodded slowly. “That would explain her Latina good looks. I’m now wondering if she has a Russian father, based on the amount of vodka she can get through.”

I burst out laughing. “Cheeky bugger. No, I’m pretty sure her dad is one hundred percent English.”

“If you say so.” He took another sip of beer. “So, my research revealed that her name is Emma, and that she’s a second-year undergraduate doing a degree in International Business with Modern Languages.”

I was impressed. “Apparently, she’s fluent in Spanish, and can also get by in French and German,” I said.

He bobbed his eyebrows. “I wouldn’t mind testing her French skills.”

I laughed again, and the tingle in my crotch kicked up a notch to a dull ache.

“Anyway,” he continued, “it seems that many members of the science faculty are aware of her, even though she has no interest in science.”

“She shares a house with a girl studying biochemistry, from what I hear.”

“That would confirm the data I got.”

I leaned closer. “I heard it’s that biochemistry housemate who’s to blame for her vodka addiction.”

Jamie laughed. “Speaking of which, I need another beer. Can I get you anything?”

Just bend me over the island unit and fuck my brains out. “I’m okay for now, thanks.”

He walked towards the collection of booze on the counter, but before he’d gone three steps, he turned and said, much louder than was necessary, “And no checking out my arse. Again.”

I laughed, and several other people in the kitchen turned and smiled, rightly guessing that we were in the early-teasing phase of an affiliation that would probably become horizontally physical in the not-too-distant future.

Fuck-sparring.

Jamie came back and clinked the neck of his fresh bottle of Beck’s against the hard plastic of my tall tumbler. “Cheers.”

I raised my cup to my lips and watched his face over the rim as I drank.

He licked his lips. “Say something dirty to me in Spanish.”

I shook my head. “I only say dirty things when I’ve drank too much vodka.”

He laughed. “Come on, I want to hear you speak Spanish.”

I leaned close and glanced down at his lips, wondering briefly what they’d feel like clamped round my clit. Looking back up into his eyes, I whispered, as sexily as I could, “Quiero tu polla en mi boca y tus manos por todo mi cuerpo.”

A grin creased his face. Having been a bit full-on, I worried for a moment that he could actually understand Spanish. But then he shrugged.

“Sounded fantastic. What did you say?”

I shook my head. “You asked me to say something dirty in Spanish. You never said anything about translating it.”

“That’s not fair!”

I shrugged. “You’re the researcher, go research it.”

“So, where’s your biochemistry housemate?”

“Flirting with some scientist in the garden.”

“The floozy.”

I nodded. “She’s wasting her time with a boffin. She’d be better off with a languages student; they can manipulate their tongues into all kinds of shapes for those awkward foreign pronunciations.”

He stared open-mouthed for a second, then responded with, “But scientists do it with a test tube.”

I burst out laughing and clinked my tumbler to his bottle. “Good response.” I studied his face and liked what I saw. He was good-looking—and knew it—but he was confident rather than cocky. “Tell me about you. Where did you grow up?”

“I moved around quite a bit because of my dad’s job. I went to school in Reading, Norwich, Southampton and Exeter.”

“Hmm. Why bioinformatics?”

“I actually enrolled for a straight biology degree, but in the first year I was advised to think about changing to bioinformatics because they thought I was good with computers.”

“And are you?” I leaned closer, wondering when it’d be appropriate to steal a first kiss. “Good? With computers?”

“Xboxes are more my sort of thing.” He laughed  as I rolled my eyes. “Seriously. They’re great for improving the speed and dexterity of the fingers.”

I flashed my eyes at him.

“So, what about you? Where did you grow up?”

I was about to tell him when Jodie and Sam stumbled in through the back door, holding hands. She beamed happily at her boffin soon-to-be-boyfriend. Her eyes were watering, and her cheeks and nose were bright pink. “How’s the garden?” I asked, smiling.

“We’ve had to come inside because I was freezing my tits off,” she said, retrieving our secret vodka bottle. “Drink?”

I held out my cup. “Just a small measure. Jamie tells me I’m too crude when I’m drunk.”

He shook his head. “I didn’t say there was anything wrong with you being crude. I said you were entertaining.”

I smiled at him, then stopped Jodie from adding too much. Whatever was going to happen tonight, I wanted to be able to remember it in the morning. While Jodie and Sam chatted with Jamie, I decided now was a good time to go to the loo.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───




Chapter Two

Somebody pointed to a door off the hall, but after waiting for five minutes it became obvious that whoever was in there wasn’t just taking a pee. I headed upstairs and found the main bathroom. The house was big, and all the fittings were solid and classy, not cheap and flimsy like in ours.

I had a pee, washed my hands and checked my face in the mirror. My makeup was still neat, and even I could see the sparkle in my eyes. I headed out and pushed my way past the people holding their conversations on the stairs.

In the kitchen, Jodie and Sam were now talking to the other guys who’d been on the patio, and Jamie was talking to a girl with short, white-blonde hair. I made my way over. They both looked up as I arrived. Jamie had a sort of embarrassed expression, but the girl gave me a broad smile.

“Hi,” she said.

I smiled but stared pointedly at Jamie, waiting for introductions. I’d assumed they knew each other.

“Er…” He seemed puzzled and uncomfortable, then he looked back at the blonde, who was extremely attractive. “This is Emma. I’m sorry, I don’t know your name.”

Oh, not a friend then.

The blonde held out her hand. “Hi Emma, I’m Pru.”

Her hand was soft, her voice was friendly, and her smile far too pretty. I didn’t want her to steal Jamie before I’d got my hands on him. “Hi.” I frowned. “Pru, as in Prudence?”

She gave a self-conscious giggle. “My dad’s a Beatles fan, my mum was a punk rocker and loved Siouxsie and the Banshees. The only song they could both agree on was Dear Prudence.”

I’d heard of the Beatles, but not Siouxsie, the Banshees, or the song. I wanted her to go and talk to somebody else so that me and Jamie could continue with our fuck-sparring.

Jamie seemed to have other ideas. “Can I get you a drink?”

Pru smiled. “A beer would be good. Thanks.”

As he wandered over to the island, Jodie gave me a questioning look and flicked her gaze at Pru. I rolled my eyes.

Pru seemed out of place here. Her face was gorgeous: big blue eyes and flawless makeup. Her clothes—a loose-fitting white dress and tan, calf-length cowboy boots—made her stand out in a house full of women in jeans, or skirts with thick woolly tights. Her bare legs were tanned and had a sheen, like there was oil on them.

She was watching me and her eyes danced with amusement. I wondered if she knew she was cramping my style, getting in the way of me and Jamie consummating our flirting.

“Are you studying at the uni?” I asked, refusing to be intimidated, even though every man in the room was stealing glances at her.

She shook her head. “No, I’m one of the employed.”

I wasn’t surprised. Her clothes looked expensive. “So how come you’re at a student party?” I hadn’t intended to sound quite so accusatory, but she didn’t seem to notice.

“I rent a flat a few doors down and I’ve chatted with the girls who live here a few times.” She gave me another wide smile. “What do you study?”

“Languages and Business.”

“Ah, okay. So, are you planning on travelling when you graduate?”

I nodded. “I have family in Madrid, and I’m hoping to work there for a year or so.”

“Are you Spanish?” I could see her studying my face and hair.

“Half-Spanish. What about you? You look Scandinavian.”

She giggled. “I wish. No, I’m a peroxide sham.”

I reached up and touched her short hair, which had a slight curl. “Whatever you do to it, it works. Your hair’s gorgeous.”

When my gaze moved back to her eyes, she was staring directly at me, her face serious.

I worried I’d overstepped. “Sorry. What I meant was, it looks like it’s your natural colour.”

“Thank you.”

Jamie arrived back with three fresh bottles of beer. He passed one to Pru, then looked at me. “I wasn’t sure if you wanted one. I think your friend’s drunk all the vodka.”

“Thanks.”

When the three of us had clinked bottle necks, he smiled at Pru. “I’m Jamie, by the way.”

I watched his face, saw his eyes wander down to the gentle swell of her breasts. I couldn’t blame him for fancying her. Pru was stunning.

“So, how long have you two been together?” Pru asked.

Jamie answered. “We’ve known each other a while. She comes into the bar where I work and demeans me.”

“Ah, the patronising patron.” She smiled at me. “Every bar should have one.”

I shrugged. “He struts around, bending provocatively.”

“Oh, I hate guys who do that.” We both nodded, then she glanced at Jamie before looking back at me. “He does have a cute arse, though.”

I smiled. “Yeah, but he knows it.”

“Never a good combination,” she agreed.

“So, what is it that you do for a living?” I hated to admit it, but I was genuinely interested.

“I’m a prostitute.”

Jamie spat his beer out, and Pru giggled. “Sorry, that’s just my sick sense of humour.”

I laughed with her, wondering how much men would be prepared to pay for a session with Pru.

“Actually, I’m a sound engineer.” She grinned. “But the prostitute line gets a lot more interest.”

“Yeah, I can imagine.” I was beginning to enjoy her company. “So, do you work on making records and stuff?”

She shook her head. “I wish. No, it’s a dull radio chat show with cranks phoning in about the most mundane of things.”

“How long have you done that?” Jamie asked. I could see him checking out her legs.

“A couple of years. What about you? Are you a languages student?”

“No, he plays Xboxes and does things with test tubes,” I said.

Pru flashed me another grin, then batted her eyelashes at Jamie. “And how big are these test tubes, exactly?”

“Big enough to make the experiment interesting.”

He hadn’t bothered glancing at me before answering, and now they were holding eye contact. I thought about walking away and leaving them to it. But I didn’t. Pru might be the sexiest girl at the party, but I’d seen Jamie first. Ten minutes ago, I reckoned the only thought on his mind was getting me into bed, and I’d been happy with that. With the arrival of the sexy party crasher, things might have changed.

I now had competition.

We stayed in the kitchen and chatted. I learned that Jamie had studied for his degree in Leeds before moving to Manchester, and that he lived just a couple of streets away from where the party was. Pru had grown up in a small seaside town on the south coast and moved north to study Music Tech.

There was a commotion near the back door, then the sound of a girl throwing up. A cheer rang out from the people who were with her.

Pru grimaced. “Oh dear. I doubt she’ll be getting any kisses later.”

Jamie’s expression took on a lustful look, and again I wondered why I was bothering to compete. Jodie and Sam came to say they were heading back to our house, and I smiled and said I’d catch her later. What I meant was, hopefully tomorrow.

The smell of vomit made its way through the kitchen and we all seemed to notice it the same time.

Pru leaned closer to us both. “I certainly don’t miss being a student,” she whispered.

When I noticed Jamie taking the opportunity to look down the top of her dress, I didn’t actually mind. We weren’t a couple, and there was no denying Pru’s sexiness. I think Jamie may have caught me smiling at his attempts to ogle Pru, because his expression suddenly suggested he’d solved a difficult puzzle.

“I have an idea,” he said. “Why don’t we grab a couple of bottles of that beer and head back to my flat so we can continue this conversation in a vomit-free atmosphere?”

The idea obviously appealed to Pru. I hesitated, wondering if I should do the decent thing and allow the two of them some privacy. But Pru pulled me close and slipped her arm around my waist, her hand resting on my hip.

“Come on, Emma,” she said, her beautiful blue eyes imploring me to agree.

I nodded, and she whooped and squeezed me tighter.

“Jamie,” she said, as he made his way towards the drink stash. “There’s a shop at the end of the road. Don’t pinch beer from here, I’ll buy some on the way back to your place.” She smiled. “I have a job, remember? I can’t pinch booze from cash-strapped students.”

We left the kitchen without bothering to say goodbye to Becky. Pru retrieved a lovely suede coat from a cloakroom under the stairs, and we all walked side by side along the pavement to the off-licence.

Stocked up, we set off for Jamie’s flat, me linking my hand into one of his elbows, and Pru linking her hand in his other. He had a smile on his face, and rightly so. He must have been thinking he’d hit the jackpot.
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Chapter Three

Jamie’s flat was a typical bachelor pad—wide screen TV with gaming console, clothes left scattered on the furniture, and dirty glasses and mugs dotted around the floor.

“Remind me never to hire your cleaner,” Pru said.

Jamie picked up his clothes and threw them behind the couch, then took the cups and glasses into the kitchen, returning with two clean glasses. He drank beer from the bottle while Pru and I drank wine from non-matching tumblers.

Pru went over to his smart speaker and took out her phone. She pressed a couple of buttons, and the light on the speaker started to flash as the Bluetooth connected. An acoustic number with a girl vocalist came on as Pru returned to sit next to me on the couch. Jamie was on the armchair which faced the TV—no doubt his gaming chair.

We girls chatted over a second glass of wine. I was feeling calm about what was going to happen, although I was pretty sure that Pru’s presence meant there’d be no future relationship between me and Jamie. A threesome might make for a sexy night, but it’s hardly the best way to meet your future boyfriend.

Pru put her glass down on the table. “So, Jamie, are you going to take us both to bed now?”

He stared at her, then at me, his eyes wide. “That sounds like the best idea I’ve ever heard.”

She smiled and turned to me. “What about you, Emma? Will you let me share your boyfriend?”

I held her gaze. “He’s not my boyfriend, but I’m happy to share him.”

She bit her lip and smiled. “Good.” She glanced from me to Jamie. “Do you two do threesomes a lot?”

She thinks we’re fuck-buddies. Friends with benefits.

“I’ve never been involved in one before,” Jamie said quietly.

Pru raised her brows at me.

“Me neither,” I admitted.

“In that case,” she said, “I think we should make this as special as we can.”

Pru stood and held out a hand to each of us. She seemed to have progressed from party crasher to party organiser. Jamie got up and led the way to his bedroom, which was thankfully a lot tidier than the living room had been and furnished with a king-sized bed.

Pru stopped by the bed and turned to face Jamie, but she waited until I was next to her before she reached up and stroked his chest. Jamie leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips, then turned his head and kissed me. My tummy tingled at the thought of finally fucking him. I wasn’t actually bothered that another woman would be there while I did it, and also helping herself to him as well.

I tugged at the hem of Jamie’s form-fitting long-sleeve top. “I think you should take this off,” I said, showing I wasn’t going to let Pru take the lead on everything.

Jamie quickly removed his top, revealing a nicely toned hairless chest, and a firm, flat tummy with a hint of a six-pack. Pru glanced at me, then we both ran a hand over his abs, chest, and solid shoulders.

Pru slipped her finger inside his belt. “And now you need to take your jeans off.”

His eyes slid from Pru’s face to mine, then he quickly unbuckled and unbuttoned, pushing his jeans down his thighs. Pru dropped to her knees and undid the laces of his shoes, then Jamie kicked them away. She pulled his jeans and socks off, leaving his boxers on. As she stood back up, she looked at Jamie, then at me, seemingly waiting for me to decide what would happen next.

I turned to Jamie. “Lie on the bed.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I paused, then turned to Pru.

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

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

I wrapped my fingers around its base and held it upright. Glancing up, I saw Jamie watching me. I smiled at him, pumped my hand slowly up and down a couple of times, then lowered my head and took him into my mouth.

He whimpered, and I closed my eyes and let my tongue do a couple of circuits around his cockhead before taking him deeper. Then I released him and kept my hand around the base, turning to Pru.

She held eye contact with me for a couple of seconds, then lowered her head and took Jamie’s cock into her mouth. He groaned and dropped his head back on the pillows. I watched Pru’s face while she pleasured him, admired her jawline and lips. She had a classic beauty that seemed timeless. She wouldn’t have looked out of place in a film from the fifties.

After a few seconds, she raised her head and I took another turn at sucking him. Same sequence—suck, tongue, deeper, and back. While Pru took her second turn, I leaned down and ran my tongue over Jamie’s balls. Pru released Jamie and mirrored my action. Then, as if choreographed, we both stuck out our tongues and moved up and down the length of Jamie’s shaft, one either side.

Jamie started to slowly pump his hips, and as we both got to the top of his cock with our tongues out, Pru leaned in and kissed me, sucking my tongue into her mouth.

I snatched my head back in surprise, and her eyes danced with amusement for a second before she closed them and took Jamie’s full length into her mouth and throat.

I stared, unsure if I could manage to do that. I could still taste her lipstick, and I wasn’t sure how to react. I regretted recoiling in the way I had, but she hadn’t seemed offended.

Pru released Jamie’s cock and pointed it back towards my mouth, a mischievous smile on her face. As I was about to go down on him again, Jamie said, “Ladies, I think you’d better move things along before I embarrass myself.”

I guess he didn’t want to come before he’d fucked at least one of us. I looked at his face and laughed. He had a really expressive face, and at that moment it was telling us that although he was having a great time and would have been happy to let us tag-suck him to oblivion, he wanted his cock to experience more than just our mouths.

Pru leaned close and nuzzled my ear, making me shiver. “What do you want first, Emma, his tongue or his cock?”

“Cock.” I said it a little too fast, as if trying to remind her why I was here. I gave her a conciliatory smile. “I’ll take his cock first, if that’s okay.”

Pru nodded, then quickly removed her panties, revealing a neatly trimmed landing strip of public hair. I clumsily sat on the mattress and stripped off my black thong, letting them both see my unadulterated black triangle, then positioned myself with a leg either side of Jamie’s hips. Pru crawled up the bed and turned to face me, then straddled his head.

As Pru lowered herself down, I lost sight of Jamie’s eyes. I could see his chin moving, and she let out a sigh as his tongue evidently began its exploration. Her eyes settled on mine, and she nodded down towards Jamie’s raging cock, which was slick with saliva and pressing hard against his own tummy.

“Fuck him. I want to watch you ride him.”

I held her gaze for a second, unsure if I should respond. Then I raised myself up slightly, positioned the tip of his cock at my entrance, and slowly slid down on it.

I closed my eyes and savoured the moment, letting out a long breath. I always cherish being entered. There’s something special about the first invasive push, the stretching and adjusting, the warmth of another body part becoming a temporary part of my being. When it’s a new guy, it’s even more special. Jamie’s cock felt wonderfully big. I rotated my hips, raised up slightly, then pushed down harder.

I heard him let out a muffled groan. When I opened my eyes, Pru’s head was angled down, her gaze fixed on the union between me and Jamie. She was getting exactly what she asked for—she was watching me ride him. And now that I had her full attention, I intended making the most of it. I made slow, sensual movements with my pelvis, gyrating on the thick cock inside me.

Pru was rocking her hips too, grinding herself against his face.

I reached out and touched her arm.

She looked up and smiled. Her pupils looked big, her eyes slightly unfocused. I was pretty sure she was getting close. She deserved to come on a cock, and I decided it’d be sexy to see her ride Jamie.

“Swap places,” I whispered. “Let me see you fuck him.”

Pru held my gaze for a second, then we both raised up and clambered around. I glanced down at Jamie’s juice-smeared face. Saw his blissful smile. I sat down and rubbed my sodden crotch all over his lips and chin, yelping a little as his teeth grazed my swollen labia before his tongue pushed its way into my channel.

Pru guided Jamie’s cock inside her and, within just a few seconds, I knew she was on the brink of her orgasm. I watched her face, the fluttering eyelashes, the creased brow, the clenched teeth and drawn-back lips. Her face was extremely sexy. If Jamie had been able to see her, he’d have come when she did.

Pru let out a grunt, then a moan. I wanted to touch her, but resisted. She grunted again, rocked her hips quickly, grinding out the last bit of pleasure. When she opened her eyes, she gave me a beautiful, self-conscious smile.

“Your turn,” she whispered as she climbed off him. Keeping hold of Jamie’s cock, she held it up ready for me to sit on.

I shuffled down the bed, not bothering to turn round. I didn’t need to see Jamie’s face. Even once I’d impaled myself, Pru kept her hand between my legs, no longer holding Jamie’s dick, but resting her fingers over my labia as I slid back and forward on him. I thought about pushing her hand away, but didn’t, instead closing my eyes and concentrating on clenching and releasing around Jamie’s dick, enticing the cum from his balls.

His breathing became ragged. Pru still had her hand at our junction, where his thick, hard cock slid in and out of my soft, wet hole.

I felt her breath on the side of my cheek, but I didn’t open my eyes or stop pumping my hips.

“He’s going to come,” she said in a breathy whisper.

I gritted my teeth and kept rocking.

“He’s going to pump your hot little body full of cream. I hope you’re on the pill, Emma.”

I felt the first tingle of my own release. I nodded, then opened my eyes.

She smiled at me, her face close to mine. “Do you want his cum inside you?”

“Yes.”

Pru placed her other hand on my boob. I shuddered—or shivered, maybe. Whichever, I didn’t move her hand away. Her fingers were gentle yet firm, and they teased my nipple in a way that felt wonderful.

I let out a sigh, and Jamie dug his fingers into the flesh of my hips and started moving me on him.

“Ready for it?” Pru nibbled my ear, then she readjusted the hand at my sex and her fingers danced around my clit.

My body seemed to implode. When I squeezed my eyes shut, blue and white flashes skittered across my eyelids. Jamie groaned, and I felt his cock twitch as he unloaded inside me. A shiver ran up my spine, and then I felt another sensation…

I opened my eyes to see Pru sucking my nipple. I was still in the throes of my orgasm, and Jamie was still spurting his cum inside me, and every nerve ending in my body seemed to short-circuit.

I cradled Pru’s head and pulled her against my boob, and clenched my muscles tighter around Jamie’s cock. My heart banged in my chest and my pulse raged in my ears as I bounced along the wave of the most fantastic orgasm.

Finally, Pru pulled back and moved her hand away. As she smiled at me, I let out a long sigh and turned around. Jamie was lying back with his eyes closed and a serene expression on his face. I eased myself off him, and stood. Jamie pulled the sheet down and slipped into bed.

I needed to clean up before I started leaking. “Where’s the bathroom?”

“First door on the right,” Jamie said, without opening his eyes.

In the small, not very clean bathroom, I wiped up most of his mess with a tissue, then took a pee and washed my hands. The mirror showed smudged mascara, and my lipstick had all but disappeared. But my cheeks were pink in the afterglow from sex and my eyes sparkled.

I’d just been involved in a threesome, and it’d felt fantastic.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Four

I padded naked into the bedroom. Pru was already snuggled up next to Jamie. I was about to head for the other side of the bed when she held back the sheet and beckoned me in. That put her in the middle, but I figured she wanted to make sure she was first in line for when Jamie managed to get hard again.

We lay in silence, but after only a few minutes I could feel movement. I wasn’t sure what was happening—either Jamie was touching Pru, or she was touching him. Either way, I was being neglected.

I pushed the sheet down, raised myself up on one elbow, and peered down between them. Pru was pulling and squeezing Jamie’s spent cock.

I tutted at her. “Can’t you let the man rest for a while?”

She snorted. “Says the girl who’s just had to mop the cum from her snatch.”

I gasped, shocked at how coarse she’d been.

She giggled at my reaction, then gave his dick a harder yank. “He can rest when he’s given me the same. Now stop whining and do something useful. Help me get him hard again.”

I looked at Jamie. “Ready to go again, Tiger?”

“Use me however you want, ladies.”

The two of us crawled down the bed and took up the same positions as earlier, kneeling either side of Jamie’s legs with our heads over his groin.

Pru wrapped her hand around the base and flapped his still-soft cock from side to side. “This has now been inside both of us.” She turned to look directly into my eyes. “Are you still happy to suck it?”

I hesitated, but only for a second. I’d often sucked men’s cocks after they’d been inside me, but I’d never sucked the cock of a guy who’d just been inside another woman. “Yes. Are you?”

She gave the most beautiful smile, then dropped her head and took the entire cock into her mouth, which probably wasn’t difficult considering its present state. Her head bobbed and twisted, and her lips made a slurping noise. She scraped her nails slowly along Jamie’s thigh, then cupped his balls—all the time sucking and bobbing her head.

When she eventually released his cock, it was standing at half-mast. She wanked it slowly, her tongue protruding a little as she concentrated. Pru didn’t need me to help get him hard; she’d achieved it all by herself. With a triumphant smile, she held his dick upright and pointed it at my face.

I sucked and slobbered over the entire length, then spent the best part of a minute slavering and licking his balls. I could taste our juices in his pubic hair and on his skin, and the memory of what we’d done earlier turned me on.

Jamie was ready to go again.

I knelt up and looked at him. “Right, get off your back and start doing some of the work.”

Pru giggled. “You tell him, Em.”

I turned to her. “You, shut up and get on your back. And spread your legs.”

Now it was her turn to gasp, but she’d done it in the mock-horror way with the big, wide eyes and the hand over her mouth. It made her look even more like a fifties film star.

Jamie rolled sideways to get off the bed and Pru lay down in the middle. She smiled coyly at me and slowly opened her legs, bending them a little. I hooked my elbows under her knees and dragged her down the mattress until her bum was just on the edge.

“Jamie, get over here,” I ordered.

Unsurprisingly, he did exactly as I’d instructed.

I stood next to him in an awkward half-bent, half-crouched pose that probably looked ridiculous, and gripped his cock in my hand. I guided it—and him—closer to Pru. I was going to feed his cock inside her. And I still hadn’t forgotten what she’d done for me earlier.

I swiped the head through the slick folds a couple of times, then slapped it down on her mons as if holding a policeman’s truncheon.

When I looked up, she was watching my face. “Are you going to make me say please?” she whispered.

I pursed my lips as if considering the question, then nodded. “Yes.”

“Okay. Please.”

“Please what?” I asked, rubbing the dome of his cock over her clit.

“Please put that inside me. And please tell him to fuck me.”

I teased her clit a couple more times, then pointed his dick lower, putting it into position. “You heard the woman, Jamie. Fuck her.”

He pushed in, and Pru let out a grateful sob. Rather than starting slow and gentle, Jamie went straight into a firm, solid rhythm and fucked her with force, pushing up from feet planted on the floor and slamming into her over and over.

Pru raised her knees and wailed under the onslaught. I walked behind him to get onto the other side. I’d fed his cock into her with my right hand, but now I needed to be facing the other way.

As Jamie ploughed and reamed her for all he was worth, I placed the flat of my hand on her tummy and slid it downwards. I felt the thin line of her pubes.

Pru’s eyes half-opened, but she was being bounced so hard off the bed I couldn’t read their expression. The thought of touching another woman’s bits had never entered my mind before tonight, but this was special. The sounds and smells of the sex and lust we’d shared pushed me on.

When my fingers reached her opening, they were continually slapped by Jamie’s groin as he fucked her. But I didn’t let it stop me, and I slid my second and third finger down to either side of her clit.

She grunted and raised her head to look at me.

When I masturbate, I like to cup my sex and rock my hand, using the palm more than the fingers. With Jamie going at her like a woodpecker, that method was out of the question. Instead, I slid my fingers over and around her hard little clit, pinching at it with my slippery tips.

Pru’s mouth dropped open in a silent scream. Eyes wide, her legs trembled and her toes splayed. She let out a deep, guttural groan. I never let my fingers leave her clit, and amazingly, Jamie still had his stamina and his spunk.

With a squeal, Pru pushed my fingers away and Jamie out of her. “Enough.” She laughed and sighed at the same time, then shook her head. “Jeez.” She looked at me, then at him. “Her now. Fuck her as hard as you fucked me, but don’t you dare come in her.”

Pru pushed me onto the bed and Jamie climbed on top. Without giving Pru the opportunity to tease me the way I had while introducing his cock into her, he entered me with a sharp, deep lunge.

“Oh!” I pushed my head back into the pillows and raised my groin up to meet his thrusts.

I looked up at him. He was beaded with sweat, his shoulders and arms well-toned and sexy. This is what it would’ve been like if Pru hadn’t turned up at the party, but I probably wouldn’t change anything.

Jamie was going deep. He was noticeably bigger than my last boyfriend, and I loved the feeling of being filled and stretched. He pounded me hard and I locked my ankles behind his back. Just then, Pru placed her hand on my thigh. I felt it slide down, over the outside of my hip and round to my bum cheek. She caressed and squeezed my bum, Jamie never letting up with his fucking.

Pru’s hand moved a little and I yelped as she slipped her finger up my backside. I pulled away and glared at her. She just smiled sweetly over Jamie’s shoulder, then pushed her finger back in and kept it there. Jamie’s pubic bone was grinding against my clit and I melted into another orgasm. I cried and moaned and whimpered, and Pru rotated her finger and scratched the cheeks of my backside with the nails of her other hand.

“Don’t you dare come in her,” she growled in Jamie’s ear.

He pulled out and rolled onto his side, then let out a long exhale. His stamina had run out before he’d been able to come. His cock was still hard, slick and glistening in the lamplight. Pru reached down and pumped him with her hand.

I was too tired to move, and watched without bothering to join in.

Jamie moaned. Pru smiled and glanced at me, then back at Jamie. “I’m going to take you close like this, okay?”

Jamie nodded, breathing hard through his mouth.

“I’m going to take you right to the edge, and then I’m going to climb the pole and sink all the way down on it.” Pru’s hand was a blur on his dick.

Jamie swallowed, blinked a couple of times, then licked his lips.

“Tell me when you’re getting close,” she ordered.

He nodded, opened his mouth and closed his eyes.

“Tell me when it starts to boil in your sac.”

“I… I…” He opened his eyes wide. “Now.”

Pru deftly mounted him and guided his cock inside her in one fluid movement. Jamie cried out, presumably at the sensation of being back inside a hot, snug place. She undulated her body on him, milking him.

Jamie gripped the sheets and Pru sighed. “That’s my boy. Mmm.”

I watched, mesmerised, as she drained him. Jamie’s entire body was shaking. In due course, they both stilled. Pru leaned down and kissed him on the lips, then raised herself off him. She dropped onto the bed next to me, leaned close and whispered, “Now you’re not the only one to get filled.”

I shook my head. “Are you happy now?”

She held my gaze for a couple of seconds, then smiled. “I suppose it’s my turn to go to the bathroom.”

“Yes,” I agreed.

She stood up and made her way toward the door.

“And wash your hands,” I said.

She turned and gave me the finger—probably using the offending digit from earlier—then giggled and left the bedroom. I pulled the sheet over me and Jamie. He was already half-asleep, and I couldn’t blame him.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Five

Pru returned and slipped into bed next to me, which put me in the middle. It may have been my turn for Jamie’s next batch, but from the sound of his steady breathing, it wasn’t going to happen anytime soon. He was having a well-earned nap.

As Pru rolled onto her side to face me, her leg rubbed against mine. The smooth softness of her skin felt weird, but in a nice way. She looked over at Jamie and smiled. “I think we’ve worn him out.”

“Hmm. I blame you for demanding his body too soon after his first exploits.”

She giggled. “He’s a nice guy.”

I nodded, but with a trace of regret that I’d never be able to have a meaningful relationship with him. If we ever tried to be a couple, we’d end up comparing every night in bed to the night we’d shared with Pru.

“Did you enjoy your first threesome?” she asked.

I looked into her eyes and smiled. “I loved it.”

“Good.” She smiled, then bit her lip and took a breath. “Can I tell you a secret?”

“Of course.”

“I went to the party tonight with the intention of staying for just one drink. I wanted to show my face because the girls made a point of walking to my house and inviting me, but then I’d have left.”

Yeah, well… I went with the intention of fucking Jamie and making him my boyfriend. “So what made you change your mind?”

Pru glanced over at Jamie, then focused her big blue eyes on mine. “I saw somebody I fancied, and decided it’d be fun to get better acquainted.”

“Uh huh.”

She smiled. “But there was a problem. The person I fancied was already interested in somebody else—and that interest was returned. I could tell by the way the two of them looked at each other. So, I had a decision to make.”

“And what was that?”

“I knew I wouldn’t be able to get the one I wanted all to myself, so my choices were either walk away, or accept that I’d have to share—at least for the first time.”

I began to get a bad feeling. “The first time?”

She shrugged. “Threesomes are fun, but twosomes are more intimate, and much more conducive to a happy, long-term thing.”

You bitch. I forced myself to keep smiling. “So you see tonight as the start of a long-term thing?”

“I hope so, but it depends… Will you come out with me tomorrow night?”

“Depends on… Wait. What?”

“I’m asking you out on a date.”

“Me? But you’re not a… Are you?” My mind tumbled. “I mean, I’m sorry but I’m not into—”

Pru kissed my mouth, which stopped me talking. I didn’t kiss her back, but I didn’t pull away, either. I lay on my side and let her kiss me. My eyes were wide open, hers half-closed. She gently nibbled at my lips.

“What do you think, Em? We could have supper and a drink—there’s a lovely tapas bar I know, which might appeal to your Spanish roots.”

I shook my head, stunned. It all seemed too much, too fast.

“Then we could go dancing. All the boys will be hoping to get lucky, but when we go back to my flat there’ll be only the two of us.” She cupped my breast, and I shivered. “I won’t share you tomorrow night.”

“Pru, I’m sorry, but I don’t think I could—”

Her next kiss went deeper, her tongue pushing right into my mouth. She climbed on top of me, and for all my qualms, I automatically opened my legs and slipped my arms around her waist. Her soft breasts crushed against my own. Each time our nipples grazed together, it sent a shockwave all the way to my crotch.

I returned the kiss and sucked greedily on her tongue. I pushed up against her, grinding our mounds together.

Pru broke the kiss and raised herself up on elbows and knees, our bodies no longer in contact except for the occasional brushing of her breasts on mine. She looked into my eyes with a serious expression. “Now, I’m going to be the butterfly, and you’re going to be a flower.” She kissed me very gently on the lips. “And I’m going to savour your nectar. But I still want an answer about tomorrow night.”

Before I could respond, Pru’s head disappeared beneath the sheet.

I didn’t know what to do or say. Pru was nice. I’d enjoyed her company, and I didn’t want to appear rude. But I was straight.

Her hands came into play, and my boobs were caressed and cupped, my nipples tugged and sucked. I closed my eyes and floated in the sensations. Using just her hands and mouth on my breasts, Pru made my entire body thrum. My breath rasped as my throat constricted, and I let out a whimper as one of her hands slid down my tummy. I felt her soft kisses trailing behind her hand, and opened my legs wider.

Oh God… But…

My inner protests died as warm breath blew across the wetness of my sex. Her fingertips slowly parted me with the care and precision of someone removing a contact lens. Pru was opening me up like a flower. The first flutter of her tongue made me catch my breath, the second made me sob. Her lips gently pulled at my folds, sucking and kissing, and her tongue explored all around my inner petals. I wondered if she could taste what Jamie had deposited earlier.

She probed with a finger, brief and shallow. I raised my hips, yearning for more. She moved her finger up to my clit, sketching light circles around it. She re-inserted her finger, pushing slightly deeper this time, and her lips closed around my clit. As her tongue brushed over it, a moan escaped my lips.

I reached down for her head, though not to steer her to the right spot, which I’d often done with boyfriends. I simply wanted contact. Her hair was so incredibly soft, as were her skin and mouth.

Her lips released my clit and she used both tongue and finger to probe me, alternating from one to the other, and sometimes pushing both in together. I entwined my fingers in her hair and pushed my crotch harder against her face. I was getting close.

Pru’s hands and mouth kept going with the same gentle insistence, inching me further up the incline and closer to the edge. She added a second finger, and returned her tongue to my clit.

“Ohh…”

Jamie stirred beside me, but I couldn’t keep quiet. When Pru curled her fingers and pushed my G-spot, I moaned louder. I was getting to the point of no return, digging my heels into the bed and raising my groin to give her easier access.

Pru finally gave me release. Her fingers massaged, her lips sucked, and her tongue unlocked the door. I pushed my head back into the mattress and screamed. My body shook and my mind soared.

The sheet was snatched off us and Pru was kneeling between my legs, a smug look of achievement on her beautiful face. She gave me a smile, then I noticed Jamie standing behind her. He yanked her hips higher as he got her in position. She rolled her eyes at me, then sighed as he entered her.

I smiled. Jamie had now become the party crasher.

I was the one she’d wanted all along, and it made me feel good. As Jamie fucked her from behind, Pru stared into my eyes. She was gorgeous, and seeing her eyelids flutter and hearing her moans turned me on. I scrambled round on the bed until I was kneeling and facing her. I reached my hands forward and grabbed her nipples, twisting them and making her eyes go wide in shock.

I moved my face directly in front of hers and mouthed ‘Yes’.

Pru smiled, and I kissed her—tongues, teeth, saliva, the full deal.

She groaned into my mouth. I heard Jamie murmur his approval at our girl-on-girl kiss. He didn’t realise he’d been used, but I guess he wouldn’t care. He’d already fucked us both, and he was currently bollock-deep in the sexiest woman I’d ever seen.

He’s fucking my girlfriend.

And that was okay, I was feeling magnanimous. I’d let him use her this time, but I wouldn’t share her again. Tomorrow, we’d be a twosome.

I dropped down onto my back and shuffled headfirst beneath Pru’s upper body. I briefly nuzzled her tits, then dug my heels into the mattress and pushed myself further until I was looking up at Jamie’s cock slamming in and out of Pru’s sex. I reached up and ran my fingers over around her opening. She was sopping, and Jamie’s thick, slick cock was sliding in and out like a well-lubricated piston.

I pushed my thumb against her clit and flicked her bean, as Jodie describes it when she’s pissed. Pru grunted, then let out a wail as she came. I kept stroking my thumb over and over her clit, but then Jamie increased the speed of his thrusts.

I gave Pru some respite and moved my hand down to cup Jamie’s balls. He groaned, and I felt his balls rise in their sac and he unloaded for the third time that night. I pulled away my hand and watched their final throes—Jamie’s slow, deep thrusts and Pru’s never-still hips as she milked the final drops from him. Both of them were breathing heavily and mumbling.

Pru moved forward and Jamie’s half-erect cock slipped out, glistening with her juices. A thin strand of his cum hung from the tip. It was directly over my face, and without thinking, I opened my mouth wide.

Jamie leaned forward, resting one hand on the bed to support himself, and used his other hand to guide his cock between my lips. He tasted of her, and I gobbled him up, moving my head up and down on his full length as I cleaned his cock.

Pru stroked my tummy as I gave Jamie’s cock a final lick, then we all got up off the bed. Jamie looked dog-tired, which was understandable. The guy had performed admirably.

He glanced at the bed, then at us, probably hoping we’d stay the night and have a Jamie sandwich for breakfast. Pru walked over and picked up her panties, and I did the same. Our threesome was over. We both quickly dressed, and Jamie pulled on his boxers. Pru retrieved her coat and phone from the living room, and we both kissed Jamie and left his flat. As we walked down the two flights of stairs, Pru reached out and held my hand. My heart fluttered.

We walked out into the cold, clear night. Pru pulled me close and kissed me gently on the lips. I broke the kiss and shrugged. This was all new for me, and I wasn’t sure how to act.

She slipped her hand into my arm and steered me along the pavement, back the way we’d come. “Okay,” she said in a calm, quiet voice. “Everyone who sees us together will assume we’re mates. I don’t expect you to announce to all your friends and family that you’ve changed teams.”

I laughed, then cringed at the thought of my mother’s reaction to me telling her I’d become una lesbiana.

“Men will still hit on us,” Pru went on, “and if you see one you like, you’re allowed to have some fun.”

I turned to her, startled.

She shrugged. “I still like a meat-fix every once in a while. Sex-toys are great, but sometimes it’s nice to have the real thing.”

I thought about it, then shook my head. “I think I’ll be happy being meat-free for a while.”

She flashed her beautiful smile, and we started walking again.

“Why me?” I asked.

She scoffed. “Are you kidding? You’re gorgeous, you’re funny, you’re intelligent and…” She leaned closer and whispered in my ear. “You’re incredibly sexy.”

“Where are we going now?” I asked.

“That’s up to you. If you want to go back home, that’s fine.”

I thought about the prospect of listening to Jodie and Sam carrying out their own experiments all night long, and then having to watch their smug smiles over breakfast. “What if I don’t want to go home?”

She gave me another beautiful smile. “Come back to my flat. We could share a hot bath, and then we could share a warm bed.”

I smiled. “I think I prefer Option B.”

She held my gaze for a second, then squeezed my arm. “Good.”

We walked through the cold, deserted streets in the early hours of the morning. I didn’t know what sort of future lay ahead, but I was excited at the prospect of learning things from Pru.
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Rolled

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

He sat forward “Yeah.”

“It’s about me being with Bromley…”

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

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

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

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

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

“How do you mean?”

“You know, your face, your body.”

Janine was puzzled. “I’m not sure I—”

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

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

Adam nodded.

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

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

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

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

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I’m always wet enough.”

He nodded, took a gulp of wine.

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

Adam was silent, his eyes a little glazed.

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

He frowned, nodded his head slightly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rolled is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

Operation: Cuckold

“Come on, Sissy. Get up here now.”

Harry obeyed.

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

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

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

Harry hesitated for a split second too long.

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

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

“That’s it. Now, wank me off.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

A cuck and bull story about a very happy hotwife. 

Operation: Cuckold is available at Amazon. 

───Ξ───

A Hotwife’s Journey

Her key in the door made his heart race. He listened as she came up the stairs, then held his breath when she walked into the bedroom. He couldn’t help staring. Her clothes were twisted, her makeup was smudged, and her hair was dishevelled.

She’s fucked someone.

Karen walked to the foot of the bed and looked into his face. “I did it.”

He swallowed.

She pulled her top over her head and dropped it on the floor, then pushed her skirt down over her hips and kicked it away. Slowly, she unclipped her bra at the front. As the cups came away, he saw a love bite on one of her breasts. Karen held his gaze as she pushed her thong down her legs and then bent to pick it up, holding it open so he could see the gooey mess soaked into the crotch.

It was another man’s cum, and it’d dribbled out of her during the drive home. The guy had deposited it deep in her cunt, and she’d returned home to her pervert husband to show him the evidence.

Nigel ached for her.

────
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A Hotwife’s Journey

After her husband’s open invitation to become a hotwife, Karen enjoys a variety of surprises and adventures that are hotter than any wife could wish for.

This collection covers her entire journey…

Karen’s Open Invitation

Nigel is a lucky man. He has everything a man could want: a successful and beautiful wife, a happy marriage, two wonderful daughters, a nice home and his own business.

So why risk it all just to satisfy his dirty fantasy?

When Karen’s throwaway comment about a hot colleague in the Sweden office unlocks the door to his secret desires, he offers her the chance to have a little fun; to mix business with pleasure.

Nigel has fantasised about sharing his wife for a long time. And from the way Karen’s been behaving lately, he suspects the idea appeals to her, too.

But there’s a big difference between fantasy and reality.

Will she take up his suggestion and have a passionate tryst with a virtual stranger while attending an overseas meeting? Neither know the answer when she leaves for the airport, but she doesn’t have to make her decision straight away. She can see how the meeting pans out. After all, it’s an open invitation…

Karen’s Party Surprise

Nigel is amazed by how Karen’s taken to her new role as a hotwife. Not only does she give herself freely to strangers, but she also thrills her husband by giving him all the juicy details he craves when she gets home.

Their sex-life is better than ever.

Nigel realises that an upcoming company get together will mean that they’ll be staying in the same hotel as Sean, the first man he ever shared her with. He offers Karen the chance to enjoy another night of passion, and they hatch a plan that could work. But Sean comes up with a counteroffer that’s just too good to refuse.

For a wife-sharing couple like Nigel and Karen, it’s the ultimate party surprise…

Karen’s Holiday Adventures

Life keeps getting better and better for Nigel. His long-held wife-sharing fantasy is now his reality, and he couldn’t be happier.

Or at least that's what he thinks until his wife reveals her plans for a break.

Their daughters are going away with their cousin’s family, so Karen books a holiday for the two of them—on a Caribbean island. What’s more, she promises to make it a fun-filled week where nothing is off-limits.

Under the hot tropical sun of St Lucia, Nigel learns just how hot his hotwife can be.

He’s shocked by the diversity of her sexual appetite, but then she did promise him an ‘anything goes’ holiday adventure…

A Hotwife’s Journey is available from Amazon

───Ξ───
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