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Take My Wife

The epic saga of how a really dirty fantasy becomes a fantastically dirty reality. All three books under one sweaty cover.

Bon Voyeur — 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.

Abuse of Power — Jim’s learning things about himself that he never knew. Surprising things. Like how much he enjoys watching his wife lose herself with another man. Sophie’s learning as well, like how when it comes to male attention, for her it’s a case of the more the merrier.

And Sophie loves getting merry. You might say she’s becoming addicted. Sometimes she needs it so bad she’ll take the initiative herself, even when Jim is not around. For most men, that might be a problem, but Jim is not most men. Just knowing what his loving wife is doing without him, giving herself to those men, letting them have her in every way they can… Yes, he gets jealous, but if Sophie tells him everything, how she becomes so needy that she simply relinquishes her will, it can be almost as good as being there.

Drunk on the seemingly inexhaustible depth of his wife’s libido, Jim oversteps at a swinging party and starts directing Sophie’s lovers, telling them where they should finish. Finally, Sophie cracks. Sticky, degraded, angry, she strikes back and gives her cuckold husband a taste of his own medicine… or at least, her lovers’ medicine.

Global Playground — Jim is a simple man with simple needs. He's lives in a nice house on a nice street, he's got a good job, and he plays tennis to wind down. And on weekends he kisses his wife Sophie goodbye when she goes off to swingers' parties to service her ever-escalating needs. Billionaires, porn stars, dancers—one at a time or all at once, it doesn't matter to Sophie. She'll take it every way she can get it and relay all the juicy details to Jim when she gets home.

Life is good. Too good, you might say. For a voyeur like Jim, his open marriage is damn near perfect. Little bit of wife-watching, little bit of playing around... what more could a man want? Well there's only one answer to the eternal question, and that's the eternal truth. He want's what he can't have—romantic dates, curling up in front of a fire, sweet togetherness—and while Sophie is off jet-setting with wealthy men to service her needs, Jim falls into a comfortable friendship with Naomi, a stunning older woman and self-described cougar.

For a man who's known nothing but chocolate-chip, where's the harm in trying vanilla for once? Just a little taste... maybe a scoop...
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Chapter One

“I was just wondering,” teased Sophie, holding Jim’s dick in her hand and kissing the tip of it, “do you think I could get all of Patrick’s cock into my mouth?” Then she took Jim deep into her throat.

Jim tried to keep his breathing under control. “Funnily enough…I was just thinking about you doing that to my dick straight after I’d fucked Liz.”

Sophie kept him in her mouth, sucking slowly, then raised her head and looked at him. “You’d like to invite Liz to join us?”

Jim shrugged. “She’s the sexiest woman down this street.”

Sophie paused from running her tongue around his tip. “Oh, is she?”

“After you, of course.”

Sophie nodded, smiling. She moved up the bed, straddled him.

Jim watched her face as she held his cock at her entrance. Her eyes closed, and her mouth opened slightly as she lowered herself onto him, and Jim let out a long breath.

Leaning with her hands on his chest, Sophie started to slowly rock her hips.

He enjoyed the sensation for a few seconds before continuing with their conversation. “So, you were thinking it’d be better to have Patrick join us?”

Sophie opened her eyes and smiled. “Well, he’s the fittest guy in your office.” She increased the speed of her movements, then returned to the gentle rocking. “Oh, after you, obviously.”

Jim pushed her sideways and rolled on top of her. He raised his upper body up on straight arms and banged into her with force for a few seconds, making her cry out. Then he slowed his movements but still held himself up so he could see her face. “Do you think inviting Patrick would be more fun than inviting Liz?”

Sophie bit her lip and raised her eyes, giving the impression she was considering her answer. Then she looked back at Jim and smiled wickedly. “It’d be a lot more fun for me.”

Their conversation stopped while they concentrated on their love-making. Sophie reached her orgasm first, with Jim coming inside her just a few seconds later. Afterwards they lay side by side on the tangled sheet.

Sophie kissed his chest and laid her head on his shoulder. “Have you noticed how quickly we both come when we fantasise about a threesome?”

Jim thought about her observation and nodded. “So, when shall we ask Liz?”

Sophie laughed quietly, her breath puffing against his skin. “As soon as Patrick’s too tired to keep me satisfied, I suppose.”

He traced circles on her back with his fingertips. “I don’t think I’d like going to work every day and having to look at a guy who’d shared my bed, and my wife.”

“I know. I wouldn’t be too happy bumping into Liz at the wine bar for the same reason.”

After a short silence, Jim leaned over to turn off the bedside light. As they settled back onto their pillows in the dark, he kissed Sophie’s ear. “There’s no denying the effect the fantasy has on both of us, though.”

* * * *

Then Jim got a letter from an old university friend and their fantasy moved a step closer to reality.

Jim and Joel had been close friends and roommates at university, but got jobs at opposite ends of the country, and their contact reduced to just Christmas cards before stopping completely. It had been six years since they’d last met. From his note, Jim saw that Joel was currently living in Canterbury, apparently soon to move to New Zealand for a new start after recently separating from his long-term girlfriend.

Joel suggested they meet up for a drink to reminisce about the old days before he left the country. Jim told Sophie about his invitation; later that evening, Sophie asked Jim if he had any pictures of Joel.

It wasn’t until they were in bed that Sophie told Jim about her idea. While she gently stroked his naked body beneath the sheets, she outlined a plan she’d formulated. From Jim’s response, Sophie could tell the idea appealed to him, too. They made love passionately, and both reached orgasm much quicker than they usually did. Afterwards, lying in each other’s arms, they talked for almost an hour as they ran through the pros and cons. Each admitted that this was a unique opportunity.

The idea was simple: to solicit Joel into making up a threesome.  This would get them past the stumbling blocks of not wanting to involve any of their friends, but not wanting to pick up a total stranger, either. With Joel, they could have someone familiar, and within a couple of weeks, the only person who knew it had happened would be living on the other side of the world. However, the part of Sophie’s plan that most appealed to Jim was the fact that Joel would never know who Sophie was. Not only had he never met Sophie, but he didn’t even know Jim was married. Jim was no longer in touch with any university friends who knew Joel, so there should be no problems on that score.

The following day, Jim punched Joel’s number into his phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi Joel, it’s Jim Hurst.”

“Jimbo! Good to hear from you. How’s it hanging?”

Jim smiled at his friend’s familiar greeting. “I’m good, mate. Long time, no see.”

Joel laughed. “Yeah, I know. Where’d the time go, eh? So I assume you got my letter?”

“Yeah, it came yesterday. Been a while since I got any snail-mail.”

“I didn’t have your e-mail, and I never signed up to ArseBook or Twatter or any of that social-media shite.”

Jim laughed. “Yeah, me neither. So, I’m all for meeting up for a goodbye beer.”

Joel whooped. “Good man! If you get your skinny arse down to Canterbury, we can go out for a farewell drink and you can wish me a Bon Voyage.”

“Sounds good.”

“Excellent. How will you get here? It’s a long drive from Middlesbrough.”

“Yeah, I know. I’ll get a weekend return on the train.”

“That’s great, mate. Really appreciate it. Text me when you know what time you’ll be getting here and I’ll meet you at the station.”

“Isn’t that a song by the Monkees?”

“Fuck off. I was hoping your jokes would have improved with age.”

Jim smiled. “Never. Are you still pulling ugly girls because you’re too vain to wear your specs?”

“Better pulling ugly girls than your own dick, which is what you spent three years doing at uni. Besides, I’ve had laser treatment now, so I only pull birds that deserve me.”

A few more lines of banter, and Jim cut the call.

They arranged to meet the following Saturday. They’d have a pub lunch and stay there all afternoon watching sport, and then out on the town Saturday night. Jim could spend the night at Joel’s flat and return home Sunday.

That was the plan that Joel thought was to be followed.

What Jim actually did was to rent a caravan in a holiday park in nearby Herne Bay for a few days. He and Sophie drove down together on the Friday morning. They spent the afternoon walking along the coastal paths, and the evening drinking in a nice quiet pub.

Around eleven the next morning, Sophie took Jim to the local station where he caught the train to Canterbury. The guys spent the next few hours catching up on each other’s lives from the comfort of the pub’s lounge bar. Joel told Jim about the soul-destroying boredom as a Quality Control official, the night his ex-girlfriend threw a chopping board at his head, his epiphany moment about emigrating when watching the filming of The Lord of the Rings, and his better offer of a Project Management post out in Christchurch.

Jim then told Joel almost everything about his own life—except that he’d got married two years ago.

“So, what’s the plan for tonight, then?” Jim asked, as casually as he could.

Joel grinned mischievously. “There’s a nice bar that’s always heaving with crumpet on

Saturday nights. Fancy seeing if we can pull, like in the old days?”

Jim smiled to himself. “The way I remember it, I always pulled and you got yourself a kebab for your lonely walk home.”

“Bollocks. I pulled totty more often than you pulled your own dick, and that’s saying something. Anyway, the place is called ‘The Mucky Duck’. And even better, it’s only a ten-minute walk from my place.”

As Joel went to the bar to replenish their glasses, Jim went to the toilets and phoned Sophie, letting her know where they would be later. All she needed to do was to be in the bar. He would ‘get her talking’, and then the rest of the night depended on her. If she still liked the idea, she’d allow herself to be picked up by the two men. If she didn’t find Joel suitable (even though she liked the look of him in the photos), then she could just go back to the caravan, where Jim would join her next day.

“We should get there around nine,” he told her.

“Okay. I’ll try and get there just after that. How’s the day going so far?”

“Good. I’ll have to try and slow down with the drinking. The rate we’re going, neither of us will be of any use to you tonight.”

Sophie was silent at the other end, and Jim realised he’d been insensitive.

“Sorry. Are you OK?”

“Yes, I’m fine.”

“How do you feel?”

“A bit nervous. What about you?”

“The same,” he admitted.

When someone else came into the toilets Jim ended his call and went back into the bar. They left the pub just after five, calling for a takeaway pizza on their way to Joel’s flat.

While Joel was in the shower, Jim sent Sophie a quick text to say they’d started to get ready for their night. Then Jim showered and dressed in pale blue collarless shirt and black jeans. When he came out of the spare bedroom Joel was standing at the archway to the kitchen with a bottle of beer.

Looking at Jim’s shirt, he started to laugh. “What the fuck have you got on?”

Jim looked down at himself, then back at Joel, who was wearing a checked shirt and Chinos. “What’s up with my shirt?”

“Nothing, if you’re Steptoe.”

Jim was just about to defend his clothing choice when Joel turned into the kitchen and spoke. “Come and see what I’ve got to drag round with me tonight.”

To Jim’s horror, there was somebody else in the flat. A guy with a beard and glasses stepped from the kitchen holding a couple of bottles of beer and held one out towards Jim, who was momentarily dumbstruck. After an awkward pause Jim took the beer, his mind racing.

Joel rocked his bottle between the two men, pointing at each in turn. “Jim, Roger. Me and Jim were at uni together,” then turning to Jim he explained that Roger was his soon-to-be ex-colleague.

Roger smiled. “Can’t believe I only have to correct his reports for another three weeks.”

Joel scoffed. “Roger’s just returning some books he’s borrowed. I’ve been trying to expand his mind, but I think it’s a lost cause.”

Jim nodded, but his mind was still reeling.

“We’re off to The Mucky Duck for a few beers, Rog. Fancy joining us?”

Jim nearly groaned out loud. This could ruin the entire plan. He doubted Sophie would be up for taking three men.

Thankfully, Roger was shaking his head. “Sorry, but I’m meeting Anna in The Ship.”

Jim tried to exhale quietly, but then Joel had another stupid idea.

“No problem, we’ll come there for a quick one first, give me the chance to say goodbye to your other half,”

“What? But what about the bar you were telling me about?” Jim realised he sounded desperate, and probably more than a little ignorant as far as Roger and Anna were concerned.

Joel dismissed him. “Don’t worry, we’ll just have a swift one.” Then he turned to Roger and whispered, “Jim’s from up north. They don’t get out much, so he’s eager to get amongst the crumpet in The Mucky Duck.” As Roger smiled, Joel added, “not that he’ll have any chance of pulling in that fucking shirt.”
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Chapter Two

It was almost ten o’clock by the time Jim and Joel arrived at The Mucky Duck. The place was crowded. Loud music – Razorlight’s Stumble and Fall – blasted from the speakers. As Joel fought his way to the bar, Jim looked around for Sophie. He knew she was in the bar somewhere because he’d seen their car parked outside. It wasn’t until Joel got back with their drinks and they’d moved to the other side of the bar area that Jim finally saw her, sitting alone at a table. At an adjacent table was a group of men, and two or three of them were talking to her. Jim could see from her expression that she was happy about the attention she was getting. She was leaning forward, gesticulating more than usual.  Flirting.

He was a little surprised at the way she was dressed. She wore a pink vest-top, short black skirt and black shoes with stiletto heel and ankle strap. He knew that Sophie owned short skirts, but she never usually wore them with high heels. And she certainly never wore them together without tights on. She was also wearing more make-up than usual, and her long straight black hair shone as it cascaded over her shoulders.

For the next thirty minutes while Jim and Joel talked, Jim watched the other men chatting up Sophie and realised he was getting turned on. He didn’t know why this should be the case. He’d seen other men trying to chat her up in the past, and never had it aroused him. It was usually either funny or annoying. He wondered if it was different tonight because of what they’d got planned for later.

Finally, Sophie walked passed them on her way to the toilets. Jim made a point of watching her legs as walked away, and Joel agreed that she was ‘tidy.’ When Sophie came back their way, Jim smiled at her. Then he leaned forward and whispered in her ear.

“Pretend I’ve just said something funny, but make it obvious that I’m the better looking of the two of us.”

Sophie burst out laughing, looked at Joel and then at Jim. “That was funny.”

Jim faked a hurt look. He knew Joel was handsome. Enough of the women they’d known at university had said so. Joel had big brown eyes and a nice smile, and had been known to tell women he was George Clooney’s cousin. Although it was a total lie, Jim couldn’t deny the slight resemblance.

Jim offered to buy Sophie a drink, meaning he had to leave the two of them together while he went to the bar. He hoped Joel wouldn’t say anything to make Sophie want to abort the plan. When he returned with their drinks, the two of them were laughing and having a great time. As they all talked, the conversation got more and more flirtatious, with Sophie smiling suggestively at all the innuendo.

Joel was in his element. “Have you got a friend with you, Sophie? I’d feel so guilty for leaving Jim on his own while we share the night of your life.”

Sophie laughed again, and put her arm around Jim as if to console him. “Ah, don’t say that. I think he’s very cute. But no, I’m afraid I’m all alone.” She lowered her face a little, and looked up at them with big, sexy eyes. “But even as a little girl, I never liked sharing my toys with my friends.”

Joel gave Jim a knowing look, and then went to the bar to get more drinks. While Joel was at the bar, Jim explained about Roger’s visit.

“Nearly shoved a spanner right in the works, that did.  Sorry we were so late.  So, how do you feel it’s all going?”

“Good. Very good.” She smiled. “Joel’s charming and much better looking than in those old pictures.”

Jim felt a little pang of jealousy, but knew he was being childish.

Sophie squeezed his arm gently. “If you want to call it off, that’s fine with me,” she said gently.

Jim shook his head. “No, I want this to happen. I want it for you, but I want it for me, too. As we said, this is a unique opportunity.”

Sophie smiled and squeezed his arm. “I can’t believe how much attention I’ve been getting all night,” she whispered, looking back towards the table of men who’d chatted to her earlier.

Jim looked down at her slender figure, then back at her pretty face, the big brown eyes between thick lashes, and the perfect white teeth between full lips.

“I can,” he said. “Right, I’ll go and help Joel with the drinks. Don’t let anyone else move in on you while I’m away.”

Sophie shook her hair away from her face, putting on her catwalk expression. “I’ll try and fight them off.”

The queue at the bar was several people deep, and Joel was still waiting to be served. When he saw Jim, he winked and leaned over to whisper. “If she’s not up for taking us both on, I’m a fucking Chinaman.”

Jim tried to look doubtful. “What makes you say that?”

Joel looked astonished at his friend’s apparent naïveté. “Hello? Earth calling Dick-Head,” he said in a voice disguised to sound like it came over a radio. “Have you not been listening to her? Have you not seen her body language? Christ, can’t you hear her fucking well purring like a cat that knows she’s getting all the cream? Well let me tell you, mate—she’ll get my fucking cream, that’s for sure.”

Jim shrugged, thinking maybe he shouldn’t act quite so stupid. Sophie had been so suggestive that anyone would have seen it. He imagined Sophie getting all of Joel’s cream. It turned him on. He looked over at Sophie again, then back at Joel. “So,” he said, “are you up for that?”

Joel looked incredulous. “Too fucking right I’m up for it. I had to come to the bar because I’d got a hard-on. She was rubbing those legs together and giving the big-eyed ‘I don’t want to share my toys’ line. Fucking hell, she’ll be getting as much as she wants from me tonight. I’ve had nothing since me and Viv split up four months ago.”

Jim felt a mixture of possessiveness and horniness, but didn’t dwell on the dilemma for too long.

“If you don’t want in,” Joel continued, “you can still have the spare room. Just cover your ears if you want to get any sleep.”

“Bollocks.  If there are going to be any shenanigans, I want to be involved.”

* * * *

When their drinks were finished, Joel invited Sophie back to his flat for a nightcap and she accepted with a big smile. Once outside, Sophie said she’d need to get her coat from her car. The men stood and watched as she walked over the road. Her skirt was very short, and the ankle straps and high heels made her legs look absolutely fantastic.

Jim was just thinking how great Sophie looked when Joel whispered “Fucking Hell, Jimbo! Have we hit the jackpot tonight, or what?”

He didn’t feel the need to answer.

Sophie rejoined them on the pavement and she walked between the two men for the short walk back to the flat, linking arms with both as they chatted and laughed. Once inside the sitting room, Joel left to get beer. While alone together Sophie and Jim whispered briefly, confirming both were happy with the way the evening was progressing. Sophie hung her coat over the back of a chair, and then Joel returned with three cold bottles of Beck’s. They all had a couple of mouthfuls of beer, and then there was a brief pause in conversation. Jim was feeling awkward, and even Joel was reticent.

Sophie broke the silence, and the ice.

“Look, I think we all know what’s going to happen here tonight,” she said. “Basically, I don’t want anything up my backside, and I prefer sex to be gentle. Other than that, I’m up for most things.”

Joel put some music on the hi-fi and all three started to slowly dance together, Sophie sandwiched between the men as they all swayed. The men both lightly touched her through her clothes and she returned the gesture, scratching her nails down arms, running her fingers through hair, pushing her hips into their groins.

Sophie removed her top so she was dancing in just a lacy black bra, black skirt and shoes. Both men removed their shirts, and Joel also removed his shoes and socks.

Joel went to change the CD and Jim went to get more beer from the fridge. It took him a couple of minutes to find the bottle opener. He returned to see friend and wife kissing passionately. Joel had his hand up Sophie’s skirt, and she was slowly stroking his erection through the material of his trousers.

Jim stood and watched them. They seemed oblivious to his presence, which made it feel like he was spying on them. He was watching his half-naked wife and another man doing some heavy petting, and it turned him on. He felt a trace of jealousy, a hint of guilt. But overriding all —pure lust.

As Jim finally re-joined them, any thoughts of drinking and dancing seemed to have been forgotten. He undid the back of Sophie’s skirt, and with a wiggle of her hips it slid to the floor. She stepped out of the pool of material and stood facing the two men. She slid her arms around her back and unfastened her bra, but held it in place over her boobs.

“I think you two should lose some more of your clothes, don’t you?”

In less than ten seconds, both men were naked. Sophie smiled and let her bra join the pile of clothes on the carpet. In her black thong and high heels, she allowed the men to lead her into the bedroom.

The only light came from a small lamp on a bedside cabinet, which cast elongated shadows of them across the walls and ceiling. Sophie lay in the middle of the king-size bed, and Jim and Joel sat either side of her. Jim undid her ankle straps and she kicked off her shoes, then raised her bum up off the bed to allow the men to remove her thong.

Both men started to stroke her body lightly, letting their hands slide over her arms, shoulders, stomach and legs. Jim knew that Sophie had a special liking for getting her feet stroked, and he spent several minutes attending to this. He watched as Joel ran his hands all over her stomach and boobs. When Joel leaned closer and took Sophie’s nipple into his mouth, she let out a little whimper of pleasure.

Jim moved further up the bed and took her other nipple into his mouth. Sophie did not try to return any of their caresses. She lay still in the middle of the bed and allowed herself to be stroked and kissed.  Jim had one rock-hard nipple between his teeth, his hand stroking the soft skin just above the inside of her knee. Sophie was breathing heavily and moaning quietly. Jim slid his hand slowly up her leg. Sophie gently started moving her pelvis up and down, and Jim felt her juices on the inside of her thigh. He was surprised at how wet she was getting just from this kissing, but as his hand moved a little higher he realized why. Joel already had his hand on her sex.

Jim opened his eyes and saw that there were two fingers of Joel’s hand busily going in and out of Sophie’s slit. Joel had felt the presence of Jim’s hand and removed his own, allowing Jim access. Jim slid two fingers easily into his wife’s wet sex and pleasured her for a few seconds before letting Joel take over. This ‘finger-tag’ went on for a few minutes, with each man spending about fifteen seconds pleasuring Sophie before letting the other take over.

Joel encouraged Sophie onto all fours on the bed, with her facing him, and Jim now standing behind her. This was the first time Jim had noticed Joel’s dick. Now it was fully hard, it looked impressive, and certainly bigger than his own.

Jim watched as his friend’s dick slid into his wife’s open mouth. Another moment of mixed emotions: a cold tightness in the stomach from the jealousy, and a burning fire lower down from the excitement. Jim sank his face between Sophie’s legs and started to kiss and lick at her. She was completely soaking, and his face was instantly covered in her juices. He prodded and teased her sex with his tongue for several minutes, and then Sophie moved away from him. She turned around on the bed so that she was still on all fours, but now facing Jim. She looked into his eyes as she took his dick deep into her mouth, sending a shudder through his entire body.

Jim watched as Joel guided his big dick, wet and glistening, towards her sex. She let out a yelp as Joel entered her. Joel started fucking her with long, slow thrusts, his fingers tracing the contours of her hips and waist. Sophie soon started to have the orgasm that she must have been building up to all evening. At the height of her ecstasy, Sophie was so vocal she let Jim’s dick fall from her mouth. Joel was obviously nearing his own moment, and Sophie had to hold onto Jim’s legs to support herself as Joel banged her from behind. With four or five short hard thrusts, Joel came, and Jim watched in turmoil as Sophie wriggled and pushed back onto him, seeming to enjoy the fact Joel had come inside her.

Then Sophie had Jim back in her mouth, and he realised he was on the verge of his own release. Joel had his eyes closed and was still inside Sophie, now moving very slowly. Sophie’s eyes were also closed, her mouth still sucking him. Jim gently tapped her on the side of the head, and she opened her eyes and looked up at his face. He discreetly indicated that he was about to come, expecting her to finish him by hand, or turn around so that he could go inside her. Instead, she started to move her head back and forwards on him with more zeal, and suddenly Jim was coming into her mouth. He closed his eyes and concentrated on the feelings in his body as he was drained of all the pent-up frustration and stress of the previous few hours. Sophie kept sucking and swallowing, and Jim kept coming. Never could he remember such an intense orgasm.

When Jim eventually opened his eyes, Joel was standing next to the bed. His dick was now soft, and he had a big smile on his face. Jim instantly regretted what had taken place. It was a common feeling for Jim, the usual comedown after his orgasm. As the chemical change in his brain kicked in, the mixed emotions suddenly threatened to ruin the whole evening. But after reminding himself how he’d felt every time they’d fantasised over this exact thing, he quickly calmed down again and all three settled in bed under the quilt, Sophie in the middle. There was no conversation as each privately came to terms with what had just occurred.

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. Still gently stroking her, he could now feel her leg muscles shaking as she struggled to maintain the rhythm in her post-orgasmic state. As Jim watched her moving on Joel, he wished he could have been the one that had made her come earlier. Sophie had reached orgasm twice, and each time it had been when Joel was fucking her. Jim hadn’t even been inside her yet.

Jim told himself he was being childish. If he hadn’t wanted her to have this pleasure, then why did he agree to this weekend? And what about the pleasure he was getting from it?

Before he could contemplate the answer to that question, it became apparent that Joel was nearing his orgasm. His hands were gripping Sophie’s hips, moving her more vigorously up and down along the length of his dick. Jim’s hand stopped stroking Sophie and he just watched them. Joel was breathing heavily and grunting, sounding like he was feeling pain rather than pleasure. His final groan reminded Jim of the weightlifters in the Olympics – an agonised second or two of immense effort before the final exhalation of relief on completing the lift.

Jim watched Joel’s balls move up by an inch or so inside his sac, then relax and move up again, three, four, five times. Jim knew that Joel was firing more and more of his cum inside his wife with each spasm. Sophie was obviously aware of it too, and Jim watched her gyrating her hips, milking Joel of every drop. Suddenly, Sophie was coming again. She slid her knees up the bed slightly, and then raised herself up on her arms, grinding her clitoris against Joel’s pelvic bone until her pleasure subsided.

Obviously exhausted, Sophie rolled off Joel and lay back on the bed. She opened her eyes and looked at her husband. She was sweating profusely, strands of her hair stuck to her face. She held eye contact with Jim for a few seconds, and then her eyes made their way down his body. It was only then that Jim realised his dick was rock hard. Sophie looked back up into his eyes and slowly parted her legs. Instantly, Jim was upon her. He pushed himself into her as hard as he could, and she took him in easily. She was very wet, and Jim got a perverse kind of pleasure from the fact the wetness was not only her own juices. He slammed into her with force again and again, and with each thrust Sophie cried out. Jim knew that Sophie was not in discomfort, and as she came again, Jim fired his own addition to the mixture of fluids inside her.  They stared into each other’s eyes for a few seconds, and then Jim rolled off onto the other side of the bed. After a few minutes they all drifted off to sleep.

It was a couple of hours later when Jim was awakened by Joel’s voice. Jim looked across to the other side of the bed and saw his friend’s face. His eyes were closed and he was mumbling something under his breath. At first Jim thought he was talking in his sleep, but then realised what was happening. He pushed the quilt slowly down the bed and saw that Sophie was giving Joel a blowjob. Whether she’d started this while Joel was asleep, Jim couldn’t tell. Nor, for that matter, did he care.

His jealousy from earlier was long forgotten, and as he watched her he felt his erection grow. Jim slid himself down the bed and eased Sophie over onto her back. She spread her legs and turned her head to one side so that she could keep Joel’s dick in her mouth. As Jim mounted her, Sophie looked up at him, slid her arms around his waist and pulled him into her, moving herself against him. She leaned herself up and slightly to her right, craning her neck as she slid her mouth up and down on Joel, taking as much of him into her mouth as she could.

Jim was fucking his wife while only a few inches from his face she had another man’s dick in her mouth. This just seemed to drive him on all the more, and his lovemaking became more heated. Suddenly Joel’s mumblings became louder and louder, and his hands gripped Sophie’s hair. Jim could hear her gulps and see her throat moving as she swallowed all that Joel fired into her mouth. All the while, Sophie kept looking straight into Jim’s eyes. Jim came almost immediately after Joel had, the release making him shout and grunt with each spasm.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Three

Jim was the first to wake next morning, and he discovered that Joel was the only other person in the bed. He went to look for Sophie, and saw she’d written a message in lipstick on the mirror over the fireplace in the lounge:

Thanx for a great night.

I’m glad that U 2 learned to share your toys.

See Ya.

S. xx

Jim was relieved that she’d left before they woke. He’d been worried that the situation may have seemed less erotic in the cold light of day. He went for a shower and then made two cups of coffee. When Jim walked back into Joel’s bedroom, the smell of last night’s sex and beer seemed anything but erotic. Joel woke up and glanced questioningly over Jim’s shoulder.

“Our guest has already left,” Jim announced.

A big smile spread over Joel’s face, and then he whooped like a kid at a fair. “Fucking hell, can you believe we got so lucky?”

Not sure how to answer that, Jim smiled and shook his head.

“What a babe,” Joel continued. “Looked like an angel, fucked like a demon. Top combination.”

Jim tried to maintain a smile. His jealousy had briefly resurfaced in the shower earlier, as images from last night’s events kept filling his mind. But now something made him want to know more. He wanted to hear exactly what Joel thought of his wife’s sexual performance. Joel was obviously impressed with everything that she’d done to him, and Jim grew strangely proud of the glowing reference his friend gave.

After a full English breakfast at a local café, Joel drove Jim to the station. The two men walked slowly onto the platform.

Joel held out his hand. “I really appreciate your coming down, mate. Hope you think it was worth it.”

Jim shook his friend’s hand “It was definitely worth it.”

“Yeah. Hey, I hope you were paying attention last night. That’ll be the last time I’m able to show you how to pick up women.”

“Oh, I think I’ll be able to manage. I mean, I’ve learned from the master.”

Joel laughed, then turned serious. “I still can’t believe last night. I’ve been going to that bar for weeks and never seen anyone as hot as that Sophie.”

Jim tried to hide his pride. “I reckon she’s probably been there every week, but only came near you because I was there.”

Joel snorted. “Dream on. I wonder if there are women like that in New Zealand.”

“Of course there are,” Jim assured him. “But without me as your wing man, none of them will have anything to do with an ugly-fuck like you.”

Joel laughed again, and then the train pulled into the station.

They assured each other they’d keep in touch, but Jim doubted he’d receive more than a couple of e-mails from Joel. Neither of them was very good at keeping in touch, and that was something Jim knew would work to his advantage.

When Sophie met Jim off the train at the next station, there was no awkward silence or tension. They embraced like they hadn’t seen each other for weeks and walked arm in arm to the car. During the short drive to the caravan they made small talk about the previous few hours, but never actually mentioned how they felt about what had taken place. Jim asked what time she’d left the flat, if her journey back to the coast had been OK considering she’d had a few drinks, and if she’d been able to catch up on the sleep she’d missed.

Once back in the caravan, they opened a bottle of red wine and sat at the table. Jim recounted all the nice things Joel had said about her, and Sophie was smiling when suddenly her face dropped.

“Shit!”

Jim turned around to the window to see what she was looking at. About two hundred yards away, walking slowly through the caravan site, was Joel.

Sophie stood up. “What the fuck’s he doing here?”

Jim was just as shocked. “I certainly didn’t tell him. As far as he knows, I’m sitting on a train heading back to Middlesbrough.”

Joel was looking at the cars parked by each caravan. Jim remembered Sophie telling them she was staying in a caravan at Herne Bay, and Joel had obviously made a mental note of her car the previous night when she’d retrieved her coat.

Sophie was beginning to panic. “What are we going to do?”

Jim shrugged. “We could come clean and admit what happened was more than a coincidence.”

“Or we could both hide in the bathroom until he’s gone.”

Jim frowned. “Since the car’s still here he’ll probably assume you’re out for a walk and will probably wait for your return.”

Jim looked around the caravan, evaluating all the possibilities. He knew there were two bedrooms and a bathroom. He saw there was a fitted cupboard opposite his seat. He glanced outside; saw Joel slowly walking towards them. He noticed the cupboard door had an air-vent — a grill fitted into the door at head-height, enabling him to breathe. And to have a perfect view over the seating area in the caravan. He felt a smile spread across his face and looked at Sophie.

“What?”

“Why don’t I hide in there?” he said, pointing at the cupboard fitted into the caravan lounge area. It was tall and housed the electric meter, the ironing board and vacuum cleaner.

Sophie looked at Jim, then out of the window. Joel was less than a hundred yards away, and the net curtains wouldn’t prevent her from being seen for much longer.

“Are you serious?”

Jim nodded. His mouth was dry.

“And what are you asking me to do, exactly?”

Jim shrugged. “You can just talk and drink the wine. Or,” he said, looking into her face, “you could give him more of what he had last night.”

Sophie stared at him for a few seconds. “Is that what you want?”

Jim’s stomach was cold. He nodded. “Is it what you want?”

Sophie shrugged, and then nodded slowly. “I’ll do it, if you want me to.”

“I want you to,” he confirmed.

Then he quickly climbed into the cupboard. He found somewhere to stand where he wouldn’t have things getting under his feet as she shut the door and slid the small brass bolt into place.  He heard it engage with a snick.  He wasn’t hugely fond of small spaces, but then they didn’t want the door swinging open accidentally, either.  He knew he could break his way out of the cupboard if he really had to.  Jim took a slow breath as she went to open the door and look shocked at Joel’s arrival.

“Well, this is a surprise,” she said.

Joel sounded suitably embarrassed. “I had nothing planned for this afternoon. Since I enjoyed last night so much, I thought it would be worth my while to drive up here, see if you were still around.”

From where he was hiding, Jim could hear the nervousness in his friend’s voice.

“Worth your while?” Sophie raised her eyebrows.

“You know, I just wanted another chance to meet you, to talk.”

Sophie was wearing a grey t-shirt, cut-off jeans and no shoes. Her hair was pulled back into a long ponytail. She leaned out of the door and looked around outside. “Did your friend not think it was worth his while, too?”

Joel smiled, relaxing a little. “He had to catch a train. But I’m sure that he would have been here otherwise. He was just as happy about what happened last night as I was.”

Sophie smiled, poured two glasses of wine and led him to the seat directly opposite Jim’s hiding place.  She sipped her wine, forcing Joel to start the conversation.

Joel picked up his own glass and started to rotate it slowly by the stem. “I just wanted to tell you how much I’d enjoyed last night.”

“Mmm, it was fun. I think you probably saw that I enjoyed myself, too.”

Joel seemed to relax. “Yeah, that’s the impression I got. Good. It was, er, something new for me.”

Sophie raised her eyebrows. “What, enjoying yourself?”

“No, not that.” Joel laughed, then shrugged. “Although in truth, it’s a long, long time since I’ve had that much fun.”

Sophie laughed at that but didn’t respond.

“I’ve never been involved in a threesome before.”

Jim watched Sophie’s face through the grill. He wondered if she was going to admit she’d only fantasised about it.

“I think they’re fun.”

Jim smiled to himself. Sophie’s voice seemed to have taken on a more intimate quality, as if she was a little short of breath. Joel apparently noticed it too, because just then he leaned forward and kissed her on the lips.

Jim watched as Sophie returned his kiss, and she didn’t resist when Joel’s hand slid up her t-shirt. The kissing quickly turned passionate and then Joel broke away, panting.

“Bedroom?”

“I’ve already had you in a bedroom. What’s wrong with here?”

Joel stood up and pulled her t-shirt over her head, then pulled her gently to her feet. He undid the buttons at the front of her cut-offs and eased them down her legs. Then he put his arms around her and kissed her gently, his fingers unhooking her bra. He pushed her back into the seat, positioning her so that she was sitting in the corner of the caravan, wearing only a white silk thong. A continuous bench seat ran around the corner of the caravan, and she had one leg resting on each seat, at right angles.

Joel was still fully dressed. He knelt on the floor between her legs and started kissing and licking her through the thin material of her panties. Occasionally he pulled the wet material to one side so that his tongue could slide inside her.

Jim’s mouth was dry, and he licked his lips as Joel’s tongue licked Sophie.

Sophie kept her eyes fixed on the grill in the door.

After several minutes of Joel’s tongue, Sophie reached the inevitable climax. She kept her gaze on the door, but Jim saw her struggle to keep her eyes open as the orgasm swept through her. It was as if she was sharing her ecstasy with him. Her hands gently stroked Joel’s hair, but her eyes never left the grill through which she knew Jim was watching.

The lovers then swapped places, but Sophie didn’t bother undressing Joel. She just opened his jeans enough to pull out his dick, which she immediately took into her mouth. Joel closed his eyes and stroked her hair. She only sucked him for a short time—less than a couple of minutes before she stood up and pushed him back against the corner of the caravan. Then she slipped off her thong and straddled him, putting a knee on either bench-seat. She guided his dick inside her. From the way Sophie had positioned herself, Jim had a perfect view of the sex act, and he realised this had been her intention. She rode Joel very slowly, talking to him all the while, telling him how big he was, how good it felt, how much she liked the feel of him inside her. Joel’s hands were all over her, his fingers caressing and kneading her full breasts, smooth thighs and firm bum.

After several minutes of this Sophie raised herself off him, then lay full length on the seat opposite the cupboard. Joel got on top of her and started to take her with more urgency, his thrusts deep and hard, making her boobs shake with each stroke. When Joel was getting close to coming, Sophie put her hands to his chest, pushing him up.

“Come over me.”

Jim realised she’d said this for his benefit, so he could see the spectacle. Joel didn’t seem to be listening. His eyes were closed and he was banging her, fast and hard.

Sophie scratched at his chest with her fingernails, interrupting his concentration.

“Shoot it all over me. Come on my face and tits. I want to watch you come. I want to see your pleasure, feel it on my skin, I want…”

Joel pulled himself out just in time and a jet of creamy-white liquid spurted over her, landing on her chin and chest. Joel took his dick in his hand and, grunting, pulled himself until another couple of heavy spurts splashed over Sophie’s belly. Sophie ran her fingers over the mess on her body, rubbing it into her skin.

Jim watched her, his mouth dry again.

After a few minutes, Sophie wiped herself with tissues and slipped on her shirt and shorts. She and Joel chatted for maybe twenty minutes as they finished their wine. Joel told her all about his decision to emigrate and the job he was going to, and even offered to find her a bed if she ever fancied a holiday in New Zealand. She smiled at the way he’d worded his offer.

Joel refused a second glass of wine because he was driving, and said he really should be getting back to start packing up his belongings in his flat. He apologised for tracking her down the way he had, but she told him she was glad he had. A brief kiss, and then he was gone.

After a couple of minutes, Joel had walked far enough from the caravan for Sophie to let Jim out of the cupboard. She looked into his eyes, and they went straight to the bedroom. By the time she’d removed her clothes, he was naked. She took his throbbing erection in her hand and he started to shake. He let out a groan and suddenly came all over her wrist and arm. She was totally surprised, but quickly masturbated him, making him cry out at his release.

Afterwards, they lay in bed and talked about everything that had happened, both last night and that afternoon.

“I didn’t really think it would live up to what I’d hoped, but it did,” she said.

Jim looked into her eyes as she continued.

“I doubt if I could have been so comfortable with any of the men we know. And I’m sure I would have been too intimidated and uncomfortable to enjoy it with two complete strangers. The fact you were there meant I felt safe and could relax.”

Jim held her a little tighter. “I didn’t know what I was expecting to feel, but I never thought I’d feel how I did.”

Sophie raised her eyebrows. “Why, what did you feel?”

Jim felt slightly embarrassed. “When I came out of the kitchen and you two were necking…”

“Yes?”

“I don’t know…I was a bit hurt. You know, jealous. But I was turned on. I mean, really turned on. I saw his hand up your skirt, and I saw you stroking his dick, and straight away I got a hard on.”

Sophie’s hand went instinctively to Jim’s dick and started to stroke it.

“And it was the same again later, when he fucked you from behind. I think it was the very fact that he was coming inside you which brought on my own orgasm.”

Sophie smiled. “I knew you were getting some voyeuristic pleasure from it all. After I’d been on top of Joel, you know, the second time…?”

Jim nodded.

“You fucked me so hard, so passionately. And you came really quickly.”

Jim closed his eyes and remembered how he’d felt at that moment. He was hard again. He rolled on top of Sophie and slid into her.

Sophie held him tight and carried on whispering in his ear, her voice breathless and intimate. “When Joel was fucking me from behind, I could feel you shaking with excitement. Did you see how think his dick was?” She ran a hand slowly down his back, scratching him gently with her nails. “I wondered what was turning you on more—having your dick in my mouth, or watching another man fuck me. Knowing he was shooting his load inside me, filling me with his stuff...”

Jim closed his eyes, kept his teeth gritted. He was breathing heavily. He wanted her to keep talking.

“That’s why I sucked Joel’s cock when I woke up,” she continued. “I considered giving you the blow-job and letting Joel catch us, but decided against that.”

Jim’s entire body was shaking.

Sophie pushed her tongue into his ear, nibbled the lobe a little. “I knew you’d want to fuck me when you saw me like that, how the sight of another man’s big dick in my mouth would spur you on to fuck me again. And it did. I can’t remember you coming three times in such a short space of time before.”

By now Jim was scratching her down her sides, gripping her bum so tightly that it was probably painful.

“I wanted you to see Joel come in my mouth, so that you knew how much pleasure I can give to another man. I wanted you to see how much pleasure I could give to you, just by letting you watch me. Letting you watch me fucking and sucking other cocks.”

Jim was starting to come, his face buried in Sophie’s neck.

“This afternoon,” she continued. “I wanted you to see me come when he went down on me. And I wanted you to see him come, with all his spunk shooting over me. I wanted you to see him come fucking me, wanted you to see him shoot his load after he’d fucked your wife…”

Her words stopped when she reached her own orgasm. Jim was thudding into her with more force than he’d ever used, a mixture of anger and passion, jealousy and gratitude, loathing and lust. She held on to the bed as the whole caravan rocked with the intensity of their lovemaking.  With a final groan, Jim flooded his wife.

They lay in silence for several minutes. In the come-down, Jim had no regrets.  Last night had surpassed everything he’d imagined. Never had he suspected he’d get such a kick out of watching his wife with another man. There were no anxieties.  Clearly the jealousy thing worked for him.  It felt like they’d opened a whole new chapter of their sex life and he hoped Sophie felt the same.

He kissed the top of Sophie’s head. “Penny for your thoughts?”

Sophie looped her arm across his chest, a lazy smile all over her face.  “Who’s next?”

Jim smiled, relieved. He kissed her head again. “Maybe you should ask around, see if any of your old friends are thinking of leaving the country.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter One

When Jim opened his eyes, Sophie was watching him from her pillow. He wondered how long she’d been awake.

He blinked and smiled. “Good morning.”

She smiled back, leaned across and kissed him gently on the mouth. He could still taste Sara’s juices on her lips.

It was light outside and Jim leaned over to check his watch. He was shocked to see it was almost ten, but then they’d been awake well into the small hours.

“You looked so peaceful, I didn’t want to wake you.”

Jim watched her face, trying to gauge her mood. “Does that mean you didn’t sleep well?” He was anxious about how she felt, but tried not to show it.

Sophie moved closer to him, slipping under his arm and snuggling her body against his. She kissed his neck. “I slept fine. Don’t worry, I’m not having any regrets.”

Jim relaxed. Last night had been his turn to enjoy two lovers after an experiment a few weeks ago, when Sophie had been at the centre of his and Joel’s undivided attention. Sophie playfully referred to their session with Sara as his ‘payback’. He hoped that wasn’t the only way she saw it—the idea was that she enjoyed the session with Sara, too. Sophie ran her hand down his stomach and kissed his neck again. “So, did having two women at once live up to your all your fantasies?”

Jim’s mind filled with images from the previous night. “I didn’t have that many fantasies about it…”

“Rubbish. Ever since I told you about Sara’s life-style you’ve been obsessed with the idea of getting her into our bed.”

Jim looked at his wife. She was smiling, and he was relieved to see she was winding him up. “I wasn’t obsessed. But when you came home and told me the good-looking woman from the gym was bi-sexual and had an open marriage, obviously my curiosity was a little piqued…”

Sophie slid her hand down to his cock. “It was more than your curiosity, the number of times this thing ‘peeked’ out of your pants when we talked about her.”

“Okay, maybe I did let my imagination run a bit wild.”

He was concerned that Sophie would be hurt and jealous that he’d want to sleep with someone else—that’s how he’d expected to feel when he shared her with Joel, but then the voyeuristic buzz had kicked in and he hadn’t suffered the jealousy he’d expected. He hoped she wouldn’t start having regrets. “What about you? Did you enjoy last night?”

Sophie looked thoughtful, and then nodded slowly. “Yes, I think I would definitely put it down as a success.”

Jim watched her face. He thought she was going to say more, but she didn’t. “So you’re saying your first taste of lesbian sex was exciting?”

“I think you could have chosen a better word than ‘taste’. That was probably the worst thing about it for me.” She pulled a face, wiping her mouth. “But it was exciting. It was different, being kissed by someone soft. One of the sexiest things was having her body and legs rub against mine. That in itself turned me on.”

“What about the sex?”

She gripped his cock. “I enjoyed this a lot, if that’s what you mean.”

Jim stroked her arm. “I know you enjoyed that, but did you enjoy having a woman touching you, making you come?”

“God, yeah. The time she used her finger to stroke me inside and her lips to suck my clit. She was really gentle and slow, and when I started to come she brushed her tongue back and forth over my clit really slowly. I swear I saw stars.”

Jim’s cock was now hard, and Sophie climbed up and impaled herself on it. She leaned forward so they could continue to whisper into each other’s ear.

“What about you? Did you see stars when she made you come?”

Jim thought about it. He’d only come twice, the first time inside Sara while she was sitting on top of him, the second time while both women had been taking turns sucking him. “I had a good time, but I don’t think I can say that I saw stars. I really enjoyed watching you two together, though.”

“Why am I not surprised?”

Jim rested his hands on her hips as she rocked on him. “How did you feel when you watched me with Sara?”

“I was fine. I didn’t feel any of the jealousy I was fretting about. It was kind of weird to watch. I’ve never seen people having sex before without being directly involved. But I didn’t get the voyeuristic buzz that you described after seeing me with Joel.”

Jim stayed silent, and Sophie must have seen something in his expression because she sat up a little and stopped the rocking movements. “What is it?”

He smiled and shook his head. He moved his hands on her hips, encouraging her to resume her rocking motions, which she did.

“Were you expecting me to get the same buzz you got?” Sophie asked.

“No, but I was expecting that I would.”

Her eyes opened in surprise. “And you didn’t?”

Jim shrugged. He felt a little guilty at the confession. “Not like before, no.”

Sophie increased the speed of her movements slightly, a knowing smile on her face. “Why d’you think that is?”

“I’m not sure.” Jim wasn’t being entirely truthful.

“Would it have helped if Sara had used a strap-on? Would you have preferred to watch her fuck me with a dildo?”

Now it was Jim’s turn to open his eyes in surprise. How did she know? “Maybe.”

Sophie moved a little faster. “Or maybe it would have been better still if I’d told Sara to bring her husband along, too. You could have fucked her while you were watching him fuck me.”

Jim let out a groan as his orgasm seemed to arrive from nowhere. He hadn’t even felt close, but all of a sudden he was gushing inside her. Sophie pushed down and moved in short, fast thrusts. She let out a sigh and he felt her contractions squeezing him. They moved slowly, each breathing heavily. She rolled off and they lay side by side.

Jim broke the silence after a couple of minutes. “How did you know?”

Sophie shrugged. “I knew you were enjoying yourself, but there wasn’t the same intensity that’d been there with Joel.”

“How d’you mean?”

“You fucked me with so much passion that night. I’d never known you be so hard, so aggressive. Last night we all made love. I knew you were enjoying it, but not like before. With Joel it wasn’t making love—that night was fucking in its rawest sense. And I got more of the same the next day, after you’d watched us.”

Jim shrugged, a little embarrassed. “Sorry.”

Sophie hugged him. “Don’t be silly. It’s a great compliment that you enjoy watching me receive pleasure, and it turns me on.”

They lay in bed and cuddled for another twenty minutes or so before Sophie got up and took a shower. While Jim showered she went downstairs to prepare breakfast.

* * * *

A few days later, Sophie told Jim she’d invited Sara and Billy over for dinner the following Saturday. Although no mention was made of what would happen after they’d eaten, Jim found himself running the potential scenes through his head. The idea of having sex with Sara again was good, but what really got him worked up was the thought of seeing Sophie with Sara’s husband. Jim hadn’t met Billy before, but if he was honest with himself, it probably wouldn’t really matter if he liked him or not. He simply wanted to watch him have sex with his wife.

As it turned out, Jim found Billy to be a very likeable character. He was also tall, dark and handsome, which Sophie looked very happy about. Billy was a lot of fun, making jokes about most things—including himself, which Jim liked. He didn’t have a lot of patience with people who took themselves too seriously.

Jim noticed Billy watching Sophie as she served the starters, and he couldn’t blame him. She’d dressed in a rust-coloured crushed velvet dress that was fitted at the waist and clung to her hips and bum. The skirt was a few inches above her knee, and the neckline low enough to show a flash of cleavage every time she leaned over the table to reach something. Her long dark hair was pinned up, which emphasised her cheekbones and big brown eyes. Sophie caught Billy looking at her and Jim saw them share a secret look, which caused butterflies in his stomach. The four of them chatted freely about their jobs, holiday experiences and TV programmes they’d watched.

“So,” Billy asked when there was a lull in the conversation. “How did you guys get into the sort of thing me and Sara do?”

Jim and Sophie shared a smile. Jim took a breath, but Sophie answered for them.

“We’d often discussed getting someone else to join us as part of our foreplay.”

Billy smiled and nodded, as if this was how a lot of people started. “But you found that you wanted more?”

Sophie shook her head. “Not really—or at least not at first.”

Somewhere in the back of Jim’s brain, a question formed: why add ‘not at first’? Did that mean that she now needed someone else present to make sex enjoyable?

Sophie was already continuing with her answer. “But we were presented with a unique opportunity. One of Jim’s old friends was emigrating. The idea came to us—”

“The idea came to Sophie,” Jim cut in, smiling. “But only after she’d seen a photo of my friend.”

Sophie laughed. “Actually, he’s right. It was my idea. We used to tease each other with who we should invite to join us, but we honestly didn’t know anybody else who did that sort of thing.”

Sara almost spat out her wine. “You should have asked me—I’d been dying to get into your knickers for months.”

Everyone laughed and Sophie blushed, evidently flattered. “Thanks, but I had no idea. Anyway, when Jim’s friend Joel wrote to ask Jim if he wanted to meet up for the weekend before he left for New Zealand, my mind started seeing all sorts of possibilities. Joel had never met me—in fact he didn’t even know Jim was married.”

Jim nodded. “We shared a house for a couple of years at uni, but both got jobs at opposite ends of the country. You know what blokes are like—we never kept in touch.”

“So, I had the idea—”

“After she’d checked his photograph,” Jim chimed in.

Sophie shrugged. “I wanted to know what I’d be getting. Anyway, I had the idea that we’d both go. I booked a caravan a few miles away. Joel wouldn’t know I was Jim’s wife, and a few days afterwards he’d be living on the other side of the world. All I had to do was to go to the same bar and allow myself to be picked up by two ‘strange’ men.”

Sara laughed out loud. “You hussy.”

“Was the evening a success?” Billy asked, a hint of teasing in his voice.

Sophie took a sip of her wine as she held eye contact with him. “I think it’s fair to say all three of us had a good time.”

Jim wondered if Sophie would tell them about the following day, when he’d suggested she have sex with Joel again while he watched—hidden, this time. Sara and Billy were nice enough, but he wasn’t ready to share his voyeuristic kink with them. He decided to steer the conversation back to his guests. “How about you two? What was the catalyst for you guys doing it?”

Sara answered for them. “Billy admitted he’d fucked a woman he worked with, and I realised I didn’t mind. So I told him there was a guy at my gym that I wanted to fuck, and he realised he didn’t mind, either.”

Sophie was watching Sara. “So, did you?”

Sara looked puzzled. “Did I what?”

“Fuck the guy from the gym?”

“Of course I did. I had him the next day. We’d been flirting for ages, so when I knew I could have him, I fucked his brains out.”

The relaxed conversation continued, veering  away from sex and back onto work and holidays. Sara was teasing Billy over something or other. Sophie was defending Billy, and the four of them were all laughing when Sara jokingly turned to Jim.

“I don’t know why Sophie’s taking his side, he’s the only person here who hasn’t made her come.”

Jim was shocked, and even Billy looked a bit taken aback.

Sophie looked at Jim for a brief second, then picked up her wine glass and smiled at Billy. “Hmm… well, it’s still early yet.”

Jim saw another look pass between them, and he felt the pre-cum seep into his pants.

They took their coffee through to the living room, and when Sara sat on one of the couches, Billy sat on the opposite one. Jim wondered if this was the usual way that these things worked—he and Sara getting ‘cosy’ on one couch, Billy and Sophie on the other. The light conversation continued until the coffee was finished.

Sara moved things along. She turned to Jim, but spoke loud enough for everyone to hear. “My husband hasn’t been able to take his eyes off your wife all evening. If she doesn’t fuck him soon, I think he’ll explode.”

Sophie looked across at Jim and Sara, then turned to Billy and rested a hand on his arm. “Well, I quite like the idea of both those things. Maybe he could explode while I’m fucking him…”

Jim saw them share another look, and watched transfixed as Sophie leaned into Billy and kissed him on the mouth. Billy returned the kiss, their hands moving to touch each other’s arms, stomach and legs. Their kissing became passionate in seconds, and Jim felt himself getting hard. Sara’s hand stroked his leg and Jim was momentarily shocked—he’d forgotten she was there. They kissed. Her hand moved up towards his groin and her tongue pushed into his mouth. He caressed her breast, tracing a fingertip round the taut nipple. Sara breathed harder into his mouth. Jim could hear heavy breathing from the other couch, and when Sophie let out a moan he couldn’t resist looking. Sophie had her legs slightly open and Billy’s hand was up her dress. She was running her hand over the bulge in his trousers, her fingers tracing the outline of his erection.

Sara glanced in their direction then smiled at Jim. “Where do you want to do this?”

Jim shrugged, looked over again at the other couple. He didn’t want them to use separate bedrooms. “We could stay here, maybe…”

Sophie must have heard their conversation, because she came up with a better plan. “Why don’t we all get in our bed?”

Sophie led the way and Jim noticed she kept hold of Billy’s hand as they went up the stairs. Once in the bedroom, Sophie turned to Billy and started undoing his shirt buttons. Jim helped Sara out of her dress, quickly lost his own clothes and they both climbed onto the bed. Sophie was the last person to be undressed, and Jim held his breath as Billy undid the zip at the back of her dress and slipped it from her shoulders. Jim was so proud of how fabulous she looked in her bra and thong. As he watched, Sophie removed her clips and shook out her hair, then reached behind her back, unhooking her bra. She let it drop to the floor and Billy bent to take one of her nipples into his mouth. Sophie closed her eyes and her hands came up to cradle Billy’s head, her fingers running through his hair.

Jim felt his own heart start to race, then Sara placed her hands on his chest and pushed him back onto a pillow. Jim tore his gaze away from his wife and looked down at Sara as she knelt between his legs. She licked her lips and lowered her head. As his cock was enveloped in Sara’s mouth, Jim let out a sigh. Sophie opened her eyes and watched Sara’s head moving up and down, then smiled at him. That made him feel a little weird.

Sophie lifted Billy’s head away from her breast and sat on the bed. Billy was still standing, and Jim watched as she placed her hands on Billy’s hips and pulled him towards her. From his angle Jim couldn’t see everything, but the expression on Billy’s face made it obvious when her mouth took in his cock. Jim could hear Sophie’s slurps and Billy’s moans. He pushed himself a little harder into Sara’s mouth.

Billy only allowed Sophie to pleasure him with her mouth for a short time. Jim saw him place a hand on either side of Sophie’s head and ease her away. Sophie moved herself up the bed until she was lying next to Jim. Billy reached for her thong and she raised herself up to allow him to pull it down her thighs. Jim watched as she raised her legs so her last item of clothing could be thrown onto the floor with the rest.

Billy climbed between Sophie’s legs and ran his hand ran up her inner thigh. Jim watched Sophie’s face as Billy’s fingers slid inside. Her eyes closed and her breath caught momentarily before she let out a sigh. Billy finger-fucked her and Sophie let out a low moan. As he started to lower his head Sophie pulled at his arms. Billy looked up, a trace of concern on his face.

Sophie shook her head once. “No, not that. Fuck me.” Her voice was breathless. “I want you to fuck me.”

Billy placed one hand next to Sophie’s head and guided his cock to her entrance with the other. Sophie tilted her hips up and Billy pushed all the way inside her. She let out a long groan and wrapped her legs around the back of his. They started to move together, writhing in a slow, passionate dance.

Sara evidently decided it was time for her to get some pleasure. She straddled Jim and impaled herself on his cock. Jim was worried he’d come too soon, but Sara started grinding herself down on his pubic bone and he felt the contractions of her orgasm build quickly. Jim was surprised Sara was the first to come because he’d given her hardly any attention at all.

As Sara’s moans escaped her lips, Sophie also started to become more vocal. Her moans grew more urgent and she pulled Billy against her.

“Oh yeah. Oh…ah, yeah.”

Then Sophie’s orgasm was upon her, and she was screaming and swearing. Jim hardly recognised her voice.

Billy raised himself up on straight arms and started fucking her harder. Jim watched Sophie throw her head back onto her pillow and arch her back, opening herself up for Billy.

Sara started moving on him a little faster, and Jim felt the familiar tightening in his groin. He came powerfully inside her and she leaned backwards, her hands resting on the bed by Jim’s feet. He bucked his hips and felt another spurt erupt into her. Sara let out another groan and rotated her hips.

Jim was surprised when Sophie started talking dirty to Billy. She hadn’t done it with Joel, and she only rarely did it with Jim. But it turned him on. Billy was now banging her with force, the entire bed shaking with the impact of each thrust.

“Oh god, yeah. Come on, fuck me. Fuck me.”

Sara lay down on Jim’s chest and rested her cheek against his. Together they watched their respective spouses fucking with abandon. Jim wondered if Sara got as big a thrill from it as he did.

Sophie was being bounced up and down on the bed, but she was still talking in breathy whispers. “Yeah, that’s it. Let it blow. Come for me. Explode. Let me feel you shoot it inside me. I want you to flood me.”

Billy let out a low growl and Sophie wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled herself up off the bed, rocking her pelvis. Jim had never seen her act like this before, and he wondered if Billy had done something to make it so wonderful, or if Sophie was doing it for his benefit. Whatever the reason, Billy was undoubtedly enjoying emptying himself inside her. He was visibly shaking by the time his orgasm had subsided, and when he stopped thrusting, Jim watched as the two of them stared into each other’s eyes. Sophie raised her head and kissed him tenderly on the lips. Then she lay back and turned to look at Jim. Her eyes were half-open and she looked exhausted. He wanted to kiss her but didn’t think it would be appropriate.

They lay like this for several minutes, and then Sara leaned over and kissed Sophie on the mouth. Sophie returned the kiss and Billy rolled off Sophie to allow her to sit up. Jim watched as the kiss between his wife and the woman he’d just had sex with became more passionate. With Jim lying on one edge of the bed and Billy on the other, the two men watched as their wives kissed and fondled each other. Sara pushed Sophie onto her back and dropped her head between her legs. Sophie let out a sigh as Sara’s tongue lapped her husband’s juices from her. After a few minutes Sophie started to whimper.

She turned her head and Jim watched her face as Sara brought her to her second orgasm of the evening. Sophie’s eyelids fluttered and lips pursed. Her breathing became ragged, but she didn’t cry out or utter obscenities like she’d done throughout her first one. Billy sat up and Jim saw his cock was ready to go again. Billy knelt behind his own wife and entered her doggy-style. Sara let out a moan but didn’t stop licking Sophie. Billy fucked her slowly, and Sara pushed herself back to meet each thrust. Sophie looked down at Jim’s cock and smiled. He also had another erection. She pointed to her mouth, and twisted her upper body towards him. He crawled up the bed and pushed his cock into her mouth, getting a thrill from the fact she’d be able to taste Sara’s juices, and probably his own cum as well.

Over the next thirty minutes the four bodies seemed to move as one. The choreography was completely unrehearsed, yet to Jim it all felt natural and unforced. They changed fluidly from one position to another. Sophie sucked Billy, Jim took Sara from behind, Jim watched while both girls pleasured Billy, Sara watched while both men pleasured Sophie. Sophie reached her third and final orgasm of the evening while Jim was inside her. Billy made Sara come by finger-fucking her and sucking her clit at the same time. Both men then achieved a second orgasm. Billy fucked Sophie in the missionary position for a short while, then withdrew so that Sara could finish him off with her hand, aiming his cock so that he came all over Sophie’s stomach and chest. Jim took Billy’s place between Sophie’s legs and fucked her with force. Sara was sucking Sophie’s nipples, and Jim fired his own cream onto Sophie’s writhing belly.

They all lay in silence for several minutes, then Sara and Billy got dressed. Jim and Sophie put on their robes and they all went downstairs to say their goodbyes.

Jim walked round turning the lights off, but sensed Sophie watching his face. “What is it?”

She smiled, shrugged. “Was that better than last time?”

“You mean with Joel, or with Sara?”

“With Sara.”

Jim nodded. “I think so, yes.”

“Voyeuristic buzz?”

Jim laughed, embarrassed. “You could say that.”

Sophie moved closer, kissed his cheek. “I could tell.” She glanced at the clock. “Fancy a bath?”

“At this time of night?”

“Well I need to clean up—you pair both used me for target practice. There’s still some wine open...”

They settled into the hot water a few minutes later and Jim looked at his wife’s face. She’d removed her make-up and pulled her hair back into a ponytail. Her cheeks had a slight redness and her eyes shone. She looked radiant.

Sophie sipped her wine. “Tell me how you felt about tonight.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean.” She was smiling.

Jim took a long breath while he tried to put his thoughts in order. “All through dinner Billy was stealing glances at you.”

“Was he?”

“You know he was—I saw you two sharing little smiles. I watched you both checking each other out. I tried to imagine what it must have been like, eying someone up and knowing that in a short time you’d be becoming intimate.”

Sophie remained silent.

Jim rubbed his calf against her hip under the water. “Come on—tell me what it was like, sitting opposite someone and knowing that in an hour or so he’d be fucking you.”

Sophie leaned forwards, a teasing smile on her face. “Tell me what it was like for you, first.”

“It turned me on. Every time I saw you two smile at each other my cock twitched.”

She laughed. “Well, I was sitting in a pool of my own juices throughout the meal.”

“You weren’t the only one. My cock was dripping like a faulty tap all night.”

Sophie stood, turned around and lowered herself back into the water. She leaned her back against his chest and turned her head to kiss his cheek. “Did you like having another woman while you watched me with another man?”

“Yes and no. To be honest, I felt guilty that I was watching you when I should have been paying attention to Sara.”

“Hmm. From the noises she was making, I think you paid her more than enough attention.”

Jim cupped her breasts in his hands, his thumbs gently stroking the nipples. “Speaking of noises, you seemed to enjoy the attention Billy gave you.”

“Are you complaining?”

“Of course not. I was surprised, that’s all.”

Sophie seemed to hesitate. “When we were with Joel I was more reserved. As far as he knew, I was a woman on the pull. But I didn’t want to come across as some scrubber who would get picked up by two strangers and let them do anything they wanted while she screamed her head off.”

Jim frowned. “You were pretty vocal during the night with Joel.”

“What do you expect? I was fucked senseless by two men—you’re lucky I didn’t wake every neighbour he had. But I held back as much as I could, and I didn’t talk during the sex.”

“But you did tonight.”

“Well tonight was different. For a start, we were in a detached house, not a first-floor flat. What’s more, now I know you like to watch me getting taken by someone else, I don’t feel guilty about enjoying it.”

Jim turned his head so he could see her face. “Did you feel guilty about enjoying Joel?”

Sophie nodded. “A bit. I thought it would be hard enough for you to watch, without me moaning and groaning like it was the best sex I’d ever had.”

“I didn’t realise that. So tonight with Billy…?”

“Tonight I let him and you know exactly how much I enjoyed it.”

“Which was a lot, judging by the amount of noise you were making.”

Sophie dug her elbow into his ribs. “Don’t try and make me feel guilty now. I’d spent all evening building up to that first one.”

They sipped their wine in silence.

Sophie nuzzled her cheek against his. “What part did you enjoy the most?”

Jim closed his eyes and thought about all that had happened. “I’m not sure… I got a big thrill out of the dinner, but it had nothing to do with what we ate. Having said that, dinner itself was really good.”

“Thanks.”

“But the whole time we were sitting there making conversation, it felt like some sort of twisted foreplay. There was an undercurrent. The entire discussion felt charged, somehow. I don’t know, it’s hard to put into words.”

Sophie nodded. “I didn’t know you’d noticed me and Billy flirting. Maybe if I’d known I would have made more of it.”

“I think you made enough of it anyway, saying he could explode while he fucked you.”

Sophie laughed and dropped her head back onto his shoulder. “Oh God, I’d forgotten about that.”

Jim rolled her nipples. “Well I think you got what you wanted.”

“Mmm. I suppose I did. So, the build-up was the highlight?”

Jim shook his head. “No, the build-up was really nice. Watching you letting go while being fucked hard was probably the highlight. Although I also liked the fact that Sara aimed Billy’s cum over you. Seeing you getting splattered turned me on a lot.”

“Oh, that’s nice to know. Maybe I can use that knowledge in the future.”

Jim got a warm feeling in his loins.

Sophie rubbed her leg against his. “What about your own pleasure? Forgetting your voyeuristic buzz, what was the physical highlight for you?”

“Probably when I came the first time. It was something I’d been building up to all evening, as well.”

Sophie nodded. “I watched your face when you came. It looked like you were enjoying yourself.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever not enjoyed coming.”

“I know, but some are better than others, right? And yours tonight looked like one of the better ones.”

“Yeah, I suppose it was. Right, come on. I need some sleep.”

They got out of the bath and dried themselves, then got straight into bed. They held each other close and were both asleep within a matter of minutes.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter Two

They slept in late on Sunday and spent the rest of the day doing very little. Jim carried out a couple of small chores in the garden and Sophie did a couple of loads of laundry. They spent the afternoon relaxing, and no mention was made of what they’d done the previous night. When they went to bed Sophie read for a while, then they cuddled and fell asleep. Both went to work Monday, and Sophie stopped off at the gym on her way home as usual. When she walked into the kitchen, Jim had almost finished preparing their dinner.

“Hey,” he said, smiling.

Sophie dropped her kitbag on a stool by the island and kissed his cheek. “Hiya.”

“How was the workout?”

Sophie did a spinning class on Monday evenings, and her cheeks still showed a little pinkness, even after her shower and drive home. “The usual. Ross is a sadistic bastard.”

Jim laughed as Sophie walked to the fridge for a bottle of water.

She peered into the stir-fry. “Looks and smells great. Need me to do anything?”

“No, I’m good. Want to sit in here, or eat it on your knee watching telly?”

“Here’s fine.” Sophie moved her kitbag so they could both sit down on the stools.

Jim served the food and grabbed himself a beer before sitting next to Sophie.

She rubbed his hand as way of thanks for her dinner. “Sara texted to say thanks for Saturday.”

Jim looked into her eyes but didn’t say anything.

Sophie held his gaze for a couple of seconds then smiled. “They both enjoyed themselves very much, apparently.”

“Did she say any more than that?”

“Not really, but it was only a text. I’m sure she’ll have much more to say face to face. Speaking of which, she also asked if I fancied going out for a drink later in the week.”

Jim’s eyebrows went up a little. “I, as in you on your own?”

Sophie shrugged. “I think so. From the sounds of it, it’ll be only us girls.”

“Oh, right.” Jim tried to keep his expression neutral. His immediate thought had been that Billy wanted a threesome with the two women, because Jim had already had that pleasure.

They ate the rest of the meal in relative silence, then tidied the plates away and went to watch television in the lounge. Nothing more was said about Sophie’s upcoming night out with Sara, but for the entire evening Jim’s mind raced over the possibilities. Maybe Sara wanted the chance to have sex with Sophie without Jim or Billy being there. He remembered her comment from Saturday night, about ‘wanting to get into her knickers for months’. Jim was getting turned on by the thought of Sara and Sophie groping each other in a car, and had to re-position himself on the settee to hide his erection. Then he considered the other possibility, where Billy would be joining them and they’d all end up in bed together. Flashbacks from the previous Saturday flickered through Jim’s mind—Sophie arching her back off the bed to meet each thrust of Billy’s cock, urging him to flood her inside with his cum. He also imagined Sophie spread-eagled on the bed with Billy and Sara doing whatever they wanted to her. Jim felt the pre-cum moisten his boxers.

When they finally went to bed, Jim lay staring at the ceiling. Sophie obviously sensed there was something on his mind, and she ran her hand down his stomach. By the time her hand reached below the waist, Jim was hard again. Sophie gripped his cock for a couple of seconds, then he felt her raise her legs up as she removed her knickers. Neither of them spoke as Sophie gripped his cock and climbed on top, guiding him inside her. He was surprised at how wet she was, but he certainly wasn’t complaining.

Sophie lay on his stomach and pushed herself down the bed until he was all the way in, and she let out a sigh. “Does that feel good?”

Jim sighed. “You could say that.”

Sophie moved very slowly, rocking her hips rather than thrusting. “You seem to have been thinking dirty thoughts all night, judging from the number of times you had to adjust yourself.”

“Yeah, I started thinking about Saturday.”

“Oh yeah? What bits were you thinking about?” Sophie started to move a little faster.

“Oh, you know. Fucking another woman while I’m watching you fuck another man.”

Sophie was breathing heavily in his ear. “I think on Saturday, we were the ones being fucked. Sara fucked you while Billy fucked me.”

Jim thought about it. “Yeah, you’re probably right.”

Sophie slowed her movements again, and Jim knew she was on the edge of her climax. Sophie pushed her tongue into his ear, causing him to shiver. “So, what did you like more, being fucked by Sara, or watching me being fucked by Billy?”

This question took Jim a little by surprise, because the truth was he didn’t really know the answer. “I enjoyed both. I liked pumping my cum into Sara while you were getting filled by Billy’s.”

Her inner muscles gripped him and knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

He tried to control his breathing. “What part did you enjoy the most?”

Sophie opened her eyes and stared at him, her expression suddenly serious. “I liked getting fucked by another man.” Then she closed her eyes and gritted her teeth.

Jim felt her contractions and he erupted inside her. She raked her nails down his sides as she came. He cried out, and she sat up and bucked her hips violently, riding his cock and grinding her clit against his pubic bone. She let out guttural moans and uttered obscenities as she ground herself to a second orgasm. By the time she’d satiated herself, Jim’s cock was flaccid and his pubic bone was tender. As Sophie rolled off him, he wondered if all of their recent sexual experiences had awakened something in Sophie that he hadn’t been fully aware of.

* * * *

On the Thursday evening, Sophie went to get ready for her night out with Sara while Jim was reading emails on his laptop. When she came downstairs, he thought she looked really nice. She’d tied her hair back into a ponytail and applied thick mascara to her naturally long lashes.  She wore a knee-length, fitted dark blue skirt that hugged her backside and hips, and a tight, cream woollen top that emphasized her small breasts and accentuated her slim waist. She wore blue stiletto heels and completed the ensemble with dark blue opaque nylons. Jim knew these were hold-ups rather than tights, and he couldn’t stop his mind conjuring up images of her presenting herself to Sara and Billy in only her shoes, underwear and stockings. Jim watched as she took her lipstick from her handbag and moved to the mirror to apply it. When she turned and smiled at him, his heart was beating against his rib cage. He wasn’t sure what he was feeling. Pride? Jealousy? Anxiety? Maybe a little of all of those, but he wasn’t exactly sure why.

Sophie walked over to the couch and bent towards him, offering her cheek so as not to smudge her lipstick. “See you later.”

Jim kissed her cheek. “Let me know what she says about Saturday.”

Sophie nodded, picked up her bag and headed for the front door.

Jim watched as she walked away. She looked amazing. “Have a nice time.”

Sophie turned round and smiled. “I won’t be late. Bye.”

Jim heard her car pull off the drive, and sat in silence. His mind raced and his heart was still beating hard in his chest. He knew he was being childish—it was nothing more than a drink out with her friend. He wondered briefly if they’d kiss each other’s cheek when they met, and found himself getting turned on again.  He decided to try and take his mind off the women and selected an episode of Strike Back he’d recorded the previous week. He took a bottle of beer from the fridge and settled down to watch the gratuitous violence.

When the episode finished, Jim got another beer and watched the end of a film he’d seen before. He checked his watch—it was a little after ten. He set up another program he’d recorded, but after half an hour he couldn’t seem to concentrate on the storyline. He stopped the playback and muted the TV, then started surfing the web on his phone, but his mind wouldn’t settle on that, either. He was still thinking about Sophie. He wondered if they were still in the wine bar where Sophie had said they were meeting, or if they’d moved on. Would Sophie call at Sara’s house for a coffee before driving home? Would Billy be there? Jim imagined all three of them sitting together on a couch, chatting. Sophie would be laughing at their jokes and fluttering her eyelashes. She’d be remembering how it felt having Sara licking her clit, having Billy exploding inside her.

More images filled Jim’s head, so clear it was like he was in the same room. A pause in conversation. Eye contact between the three of them. Billy’s hand moves to Sophie’s leg, Sara’s hand strokes her face. Sophie lays back on the couch. Sara leans over and kisses her on the mouth. Billy drops to his knees and eases Sophie’s skirt up her legs, revealing firm thighs above the stocking tops. Sophie’s legs fall open.

Jim had an erection again. He went to get another beer. He didn’t usually drink more than one bottle a night at home, but tonight he seemed to need it. He checked his watch again, saw it was now past eleven. He checked his phone to see if Sophie had texted to say she was on her way home. No messages. He watched the images on the TV but didn’t bother turning up the volume. When he’d drank his beer he put all the empties in the recycle bin, tidied the kitchen and locked the back door. He returned to the lounge and sat back in front of the TV. Jim knew if Sophie were out with any other of her friends, he’d have gone to bed and been asleep long before now. He couldn’t put into words why this was different than other occasions. He still felt anxious, but also excited. He thought about the other night, when they’d made love. His mind fixed on Sophie suddenly opening her eyes and staring at him. I liked getting fucked by another man. Those were her words immediately before she’d reached her climax. He wondered if it was those words—that thought—which had tipped her over the edge, brought on the orgasm.

Could her words be extrapolated to I like getting fucked by other men? Could it be that Sophie had discovered a new kind of thrill from their trysts with Joel and Billy? Jim knew Sophie hadn’t had much experience before they’d met. She’d told him how she’d lost her virginity to her first serious boyfriend as a teenager. They’d split after a couple of years, and when she went to university she met another guy and stayed with him for three years. Sophie met Jim when she was twenty-four, and she’d only slept with two other men before him. But in the last couple of months, with Jim’s encouragement, she’d added as many notches to her bedpost as she’d managed before meeting him.

Maybe they should have stopped after Joel, because—as they’d expected—he was out of their lives. Jim had received a single card from New Zealand a week or so after Joel had left, and nothing since. The postcard showed a picture of a rhea, with the words ‘I know you like a bird with long legs’ scrawled on the back. Maybe he’d get a card at Christmas, but would probably never hear from Joel again. Which was what they’d bargained on when they conspired to have the threesome. But Sara and Billy weren’t going to emigrate any time soon, and Jim worried that Sophie was enjoying the thrill of catching up on the things most people do during their late teens and early twenties.

He finally heard her car pull into the drive at a quarter past twelve. The TV was now off, and the only light on in the house was the lamp on a table near the stairs. Sophie walked in and quietly placed her bag and keys on the table.

She was about to turn the light off and head upstairs when she saw Jim sitting on the couch and jumped a little. “Oh, you’re still up.”

Jim nodded. He had a cold feeling at the base of his stomach, and a burning thrill lower down in his groin. He let her see his eyes wander down her body.

Sophie stood up straight and half-smiled, a kind of hand-in-the-cookie jar expression on her face. It was obvious that something had happened earlier tonight.

Jim studied his wife. Her hair was now loose on her shoulders, rather than pulled back in a ponytail. Her mascara was still there, but her make-up and lipstick had been rubbed off. And her legs were now bare – either she hadn’t bothered replacing her stockings, or they’d gotten laddered during the evening’s activities.

Sophie looked towards the stairs, then back at Jim, smiling. “Do you want to chat here, or shall we make our way to bed?”

Jim stood up and nodded towards the stairs. “We can go up now. I was worried because it was a bit late.”

Sophie smiled and walked up the stairs. Jim followed, turning the lamp off as he did. Sophie went straight to the bathroom and Jim undressed and got into bed. He was glad Sophie wasn’t able to see his semi-erection. While he was waiting, he heard the shower running. When Sophie came into the bedroom she was wearing a long t-shirt. She took a clean pair of knickers from her drawer and put them on without looking at Jim. Then she slipped into bed beside him and they both sat up against their pillows.

Jim tried to keep his voice casual. “So, what did Sara have to say about Saturday?” It was an effort to delay asking about what had happened tonight.

“She assured me they both had a wonderful evening.”

“She said it like that? That’s how people describe a night at the opera.”

Sophie laughed. “I think her actual words were something like ‘We spent all Sunday fucking each other and talking about Saturday night.’ Does that fit better with what you assume swingers’ etiquette to be?”

Jim shrugged. “I don’t know what I was expecting. Did she say anything else?”

“If you’re searching for compliments, she didn’t say ‘Jim fucked my brains out’. But then I wouldn’t expect her to say things like that to your wife.”

Jim shrugged, feeling a bit foolish for asking for more details.

Sophie narrowed her eyes. “I think maybe she feels the same buzz that you get by watching. She said she got really turned on watching Billy with me.”

This revelation made Jim pause, and it was a line he was interested in following. “Did she say if she got the same buzz every time she watches him with someone else?”

“I didn’t ask. She said she’d got caught up in the heat and passion we showed, especially that first time.”

“I wonder who she enjoyed watching more? You, or Billy?”

Sophie laughed, slightly embarrassed at the thought of being Sara’s object of desire.

“Did she say if she liked your talking dirty at the height of ecstasy?”

Sophie laughed again and pushed him with her elbow. “No, of course not.”

Jim was smiling, and finally dared to broach the subject he really wanted details on. “What about earlier tonight? Did she get caught up in the heat and passion again?”

Sophie looked at him. She held eye contact for a few seconds, and he wondered if she was going to deny anything had happened. Then she smiled and nodded slightly. “I think it’s fair to say she was a little caught up in the heat and passion, yes.”

Jim nodded and smiled. He had a warm glow all over his lower body. “What about you?”

Sophie looked straight into his eyes. The serious look was there again, and it unnerved him a little. “Oh yes.”

Jim had a lump in his throat, and he had to swallow before he could ask the important question. His cock was now so hard it was almost painful. “And what about Billy? Did he get caught up in the heat and passion, too?”

Sophie frowned, confused, and then shook her head. “Billy wasn’t there. We went back for coffee with a friend of Sara’s.”

This answer wasn’t what Jim had been expecting to hear. “What friend?”

Sophie paused for a couple of seconds. “A guy called Clive.”

“And?”

Sophie looked at him, then took a deep breath. “Can we talk about this tomorrow? It’s late, and we’re both working in the morning.”

Jim snorted. “I don’t think so. What happened with Clive? Did you and Sara give him the same treat as you gave me?”

Sophie shook her head, then raised her shoulders and let out a deep breath. “It wasn’t like that, there were other people there.”

Jim felt a slow dread creeping over him. “What other people?”

Sophie bit her lip, then looked directly into his eyes. “There were two other men. Friends of his.”

“So you and Sara went back to a house with three men?”

Sophie nodded.

“And you had sex.” This was a statement, not a question.

“Jim, please don’t make this into some big deal.”

“What? Sophie, it’s a very big deal. You told me you were going out for a drink with your friend when you were actually having sex with three men.”

“That’s not what happened.”

“So tell me what happened.”

“Jim, please—”

“Sophie, you can’t expect me not to be angry.”

Sophie’s face turned hard. “Yeah, but are you angry because I had sex, or because you weren’t there to watch it?”

Jim was shocked and it took a few seconds before he could speak. “What do you mean by that?”

“You know exactly what I mean. It was you who started all of this.”

“No it wasn’t. We both discussed and agreed on involving Joel.”

“Yeah, but then you decided you’d rather hide in a cupboard and watch me perform.”

“That was to avoid—”

“That was so you could get off on watching me being fucked by someone else.”

“That’s not fair.”

“It’s true, Jim, and you know it.”

Jim looked at his wife’s face. Her mouth was set in a straight line and her eyes were filled with anger. He wasn’t sure what to say, even though he was still desperate to know what had happened earlier that night. This stand-off lasted for maybe ten seconds or so.

Sophie suddenly sat forward and turned to look at him over her shoulder. “You knew as soon as I came in that something had happened, and yet you didn’t seem to mind then. You assumed I’d gone back to Sara and Billy’s and we’d all ended up in bed.”

He didn’t reply.

“That’s why you thought I was late. Were you turned on thinking about it?” Sophie pushed the quilt down and looked at Jim’s cock. It was still semi-hard.

“Did you jerk yourself off imagining me with Billy?”

Jim shook his head, indignant. “Of course not.”

“But you were turned on, weren’t you?”

Jim held his breath.

Sophie suddenly grabbed his cock and climbed on top of him, sitting on his thighs. Jim made to push her away, but didn’t try very hard. She tightened her grip and he was fully erect within seconds. She smiled, but it wasn’t a warm smile.

Grabbing the hem of her t-shirt with her other hand, she pulled the front up and over her head, but then left it there, her arms still through the sleeves. Her breasts were in full view and her hair was trapped in the cotton. Sophie inched herself forward so her crotch was pressing Jim’s erection against his stomach.

“Shall we pretend I fucked Billy again, to help get you off?”

“That’s not fair, and don’t try and turn this round to be something I’ve done wrong.”

Sophie smiled and started to buck her hips forward and back, massaging his cock between her crotch and his own belly. “Or should I tell you who I really fucked?”

Jim stared into her face, but didn’t reply. He’d never seen her act like this before, and he wasn’t sure how to handle it.

“Would you like to know their names, or how many of them I had?”

Jim gritted his teeth. He was mad at Sophie, but even angrier at himself for being so weak, for letting her do this. “Why not tell me everything?”

Sophie increased her movements and Jim felt the gusset of her knickers growing wet. He wondered if it was the result of her arousal, or the remnants from another man’s ejaculation from earlier in the evening. That thought moved him even closer to his climax, and he hated himself a little more.

“You don’t need to know everything, you only need to know how many cocks I had inside me. How many cocks I sucked. How much spunk I—”

Jim groaned as his orgasm shook his entire body, thick cords of cum shooting out over his stomach and chest. Sophie increased the speed of her movements, massaging more spurts from him. She wriggled and bucked, spreading the stickiness over his stomach and her own thighs and panties. She eventually slowed, then stopped her movements all together, a satisfied grin on her face. Both were silent for what felt like a long time, but probably wasn’t more than half a minute. Then she rolled off and lay down on her own side of the bed.

“What happened?” Jim kept his voice quiet. Calm.

Sophie took a deep breath. “I’ll tell you everything, I promise. But now we really need to get some sleep.”

With that she switched the light off and turned her back to him. Sophie fell asleep within minutes, her breathing regular and deep. Jim lay awake for over an hour. The mess on his stomach dried and became uncomfortable, but he didn’t bother going to wash himself.

* * * *

The following night when they sat down after dinner, Sophie turned to Jim.

“Okay, I promised to answer all your questions, and I will. What do you want to know?”

Jim felt a little awkward. There were many details he wanted to ask, but knew he couldn’t. Sophie’s accusations the previous night had hurt. “Tell me about in the bar.”

Sophie licked her lips. “When I met Sara in the bar, I was a little surprised at how she was dressed. She had a black woollen jumper with a large neck that hung off one shoulder, and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her skirt was quite short—well above the knee, and her shoes had a high heel. She wasn’t wearing nylons, so there was a lot of flesh on show. I’m sure you can imagine how many men couldn’t keep their eyes off her.”

Jim nodded, imagining the scene. “When did the guys arrive?”

“I’m not sure when they arrived. They could have been there before us for all I know, because the place was quite busy. But they came and stood by us after we’d been there an hour or so. Sara and Clive knew each other, but I don’t think she’d met the others before, because Clive introduced them to both of us.”

“How long did you stay in the bar before they invited you home?”

“Maybe an hour, but I’m not sure.”

“Who invited you back?”

“Clive said they were heading off soon, and that we were welcome to go back for a coffee. I think Sara was keen to see his house.”

Jim was puzzled. “Why?”

“He’d recently had an extension built, with a pool.”

“What, a swimming pool?”

Sophie nodded. “It’s not huge, but it’s nice. Must have cost a bit, I should think.”

“Is he loaded, then?”

“I don’t know. He’s dead down to earth, but his house is nice.”

Jim thought about this for a while, but then moved on to what he really wanted to know.

“So, how did it start? Did you all go for a swim?”

Sophie laughed. “No, the filters aren’t working, apparently. But Sara was up for it. She offered to be the first to swim naked in it.”

“Yeah, I can imagine she’d be up for that. So where did you all go instead of the pool?”

“We sat in the lounge. It was a big square room with two huge leather couches facing each other. I sat on one with a guy called Carl, and Sara sat on the other between Clive and the other guy, Jason.”

Jim stayed quiet until Sophie continued with her story.

“We chatted for a while, then Sara leaned over and started kissing Jason.”

“Just like that?”

Sophie nodded. “We all stared at them open mouthed, and then Clive got up and walked over to our couch. I think he felt a bit awkward sitting next to them.”

“So you all sat there watching them?”

Sophie nodded. “It felt weird, like watching a film. Then Carl said something that made us all laugh. Next thing I know, he was kissing me.”

“Next thing you know?”

Sophie looked embarrassed. “I can’t remember. We were all sitting close, laughing and whispering, and then his face was next to mine. The whole evening had turned a bit surreal, and suddenly we were kissing.”

“Passionately?”

Sophie looked down at her feet. “Not really, it was normal gentle kissing. Then Carl pulled away and told me Clive was looking lonely. So I turned round and kissed him, too. I honestly thought that’d be it, but when we looked over at the other couch Sara was topless and Jason was sucking her nipples. I suppose that’s when I realised it was going to be more than kissing.”

Jim waited again, but Sophie didn’t add any more. “Do you think Clive and Carl had thought it was only going to be kissing, or did you get the idea they knew it’d be more than that?”

“No, I think they were just as surprised as I was when they saw Sara.”

“So what happened next?” Jim’s heart was beginning to beat faster in his chest.

“We kissed again, and they started stroking me through my clothes.”

“Stroking you where?”

“Where d’you think? They stroked my legs and my tits.”

Jim tried to control his breathing, to stay calm. He was itching to cause a fight, but he needed these details. And it wasn’t just for the reason Sophie had mentioned the previous night. “And did you do any stroking?”

“Yes, I stroked both of them through their clothes. Their stomachs and arms mostly, but I also had a feel at their cocks.” Sophie was now holding eye contact.

“Did this go on for long?”

“A few minutes. It stopped when Sara’s moaning announced her first orgasm.”

“Sara came from having her tits sucked?”

“No, by then Jason was kneeling on the floor with his face between her legs. He’d made her come with his tongue.”

Jim still had that image stuck in his head when Sophie took up the story again.

“That’s when I stood up and allowed Carl and Clive to remove my top and skirt. They took off their clothes, too.”

Jim knew he shouldn’t ask his next question, but it had been nagging at him since she first walked through the door the previous night. “But you kept your stockings on?”

Sophie nodded.

“Tell me, Soph. Don’t make me drag every single detail out.”

Sophie took a deep breath. “Yes, they liked my stockings, and encouraged me to leave them and my shoes on. I was laid down on the couch and Clive went down on me. Carl came and knelt on the seat so I could suck him.  I saw Sara was sucking Jason on the other couch. Then Carl sat on the couch and I straddled him. While he was inside me, Clive stood up so I could suck him at the same time.”

Jim realised his legs were shaking very slightly, and hoped Sophie didn’t notice. He kept quiet.

“Then Sara came and sat on the couch and Clive started to fuck her. After a while the guys changed places. Carl fucked Sara and Clive fucked me. Both men came doing that.”

“What about Jason?”

“He was watching from the other couch, recuperating. Sara had made him come with her mouth—I’m sure you can appreciate how he felt.”

Jim ignored her remark. “So was that the end of your night?”

Sophie shook her head. “No, after a short lull we started again. Jason came over and joined us.”

“Did he fuck you too?”

Sophie bit her lip, then nodded. “He went inside me and fucked me while Carl and Clive were both with Sara. Then Jason and Clive swapped places. Clive had me again on the couch while Carl and Jason both did Sara at the same time.”

“What, like double penetration?”

Sophie nodded.

“Wow. Where were they—on the floor?”

“No, on the other couch. Jason was sitting down and Sara straddled him. Carl stood on the floor and leaned over her, penetrating her from behind.”

“Wow again.”

Sophie smiled for the first time. “From the sounds she was making, I’m pretty sure she had a good time.”

“Did the guys come again?”

“I assume so. They both made noises like they were coming, but I didn’t see it. They both came inside her.”

Jim sat in his chair and ran the story account through his head. “So all three guys came two times each?”

Sophie looked him straight in the eye. “I think so, yes.”

“How come Sara got four of them to your two?”

Sophie laughed out loud. “That’s simply the way it happened—it wasn’t planned. Are you suggesting I should be hurt that we didn’t get three shots each?”

“No, I’m curious.”

Sophie shrugged. “I think it was down to which of us they were inside at the time they got close to climax.”

Jim nodded. “What about you? How many times did you come, or did you lose count?”

“I came twice as well.”

Jim was surprised. “Is that all?”

“Yes, but it was enough.”

“What about Sara?”

“God knows. She was so vocal throughout, you know what she’s like.”

“How vocal were you?”

Sophie shrugged. “Do you want me to do a When Harry Met Sally moment so you can judge for yourself?”

Jim shook his head. “I meant were you talking dirty?”

“No, of course not.”

“When did you come?”

Sophie hesitated before finally answering. “I came when Clive was inside me.”

Jim felt his heart beat a little faster. “When he came inside you?”

Sophie nodded.

“Both times?”

“The second time I think I came first, but I knew he was on the brink and about to come.”

Jim nodded. He knew Sophie liked it when he came inside her. She loved the intimacy. He’d witnessed her enjoying Joel and Billy coming inside her as well, so it wasn’t really surprising she’d felt the same way when Clive did it.

Sophie was watching his face. “Is that enough details? Can we move on now?”

Jim smiled and nodded, but in truth he wasn’t happy. He felt like she’d been unfaithful, but she obviously didn’t see it that way. In her mind, this ‘sexual adventure’ they’d embarked on meant she was free to enjoy any opportunities that arose.

A thought occurred to him. “What if it’d been me? If Billy had invited me out for a drink last night and we’d ended up both having sex with three women, would you be hurt?”

Sophie stared straight into his eyes, and again he felt a little unnerved. “No Jim, I wouldn’t be hurt. I’d know it was nothing more than sex, and that you were only doing it for the physical pleasure. Like you did with Sara, and like I did with Joel and Billy.”

Jim’s heart was now beating like a drum in his chest. “And like you did with Clive, Carl and Jason?”

“Exactly. It was sex. It was all they wanted, and it was all I wanted.”

Jim couldn’t think of anything to add.

Sophie evidently assumed his silence meant the conversation was over, because she switched on the TV and started flipping the channels with the remote to find something of interest. Jim spent the rest of the evening pretending to watch programs when his brain was doing some channel-hopping of its own. Images of nights he’d shared and nights he’d missed flashed in his mind’s eye—twosomes, threesomes, foursomes and fivesomes. He saw Sophie sucking Joel, sucking Billy, sucking the faceless men from last night. He heard her groans as she came on strangers’ cocks. And all through the scenes he heard the soundtrack of her dirty talk with Billy. But now she was saying these things to all the men, asking anyone and everyone to fuck her, to come for her, to flood her…

“Jim!”

He looked up, startled. “Sorry, what?”

Sophie was standing by the door, looking exasperated. “I said I’m going to go to bed.”

“Oh, right.” Jim checked his watch—it was only ten to eleven. Sophie was a night owl, and usually stayed up later than this on a week night, but on a Friday staying up until one in the morning was the norm. A niggling feeling in his stomach reminded him she’d still be tired from the late night she’d had with her new friends. By the time he went up to join her, Sophie was fast asleep.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Three

The following morning Jim woke early and left Sophie sleeping. He dressed and walked into town. He went to the barber’s then called at a greasy-spoon café for breakfast. He was finishing his second cup of coffee when he received a text from Sophie:

Hiya—not sure where you are. Going to the gym. See you about 12. Sx

Jim rested his hands on his bloated stomach and felt guilty. It probably would’ve been better if they’d both gone to the gym. He sent a reply explaining he’d wanted to get his hair cut, and that he’d be at home when she got back.

Jim walked home and started tidying the house. He cleared the magazines and mail from the lounge, vacuumed the carpet and loaded last night’s dinner plates into the dishwasher. Deciding to put in a load of laundry, he went to the linen basket and started sorting the white garments. His hand gripped something that felt strange and he looked at it. It was a pair of Sophie’s panties, and from the state of them Jim knew they were the ones she’d worn on Thursday night. Jim dropped the other clothes and examined the knickers. They were white silk with a lace edging. There was a matching bra, and Jim could picture Sophie standing between the two men wearing these and her blue stockings and high-heels. He felt his dick begin to swell. He pulled open the waistband and stared inside at the gusset. It was caked and crusty.

Jim’s breathing was shallow and his dick was now fully erect. The thought of Sophie writhing under Clive while Sara was being filled front and back made him shake a little. Without thinking about what he was doing, Jim opened his jeans and released his erection. He kept looking at the soiled gusset, knowing the stains were caused by a mixture of his wife’s juices and a stranger’s ejaculations. Sophie had probably been leaking juices the entire evening, anticipating what was going to happen. Then Clive had come inside her twice. Sophie could have lied, of course, and more than one guy may have come inside her. All three could have shot their loads while they were with her. Flooded her—because that’s what she asks for when she’s getting fucked hard by strangers. By now Jim’s breathing was ragged, and his hand was moving quickly up and down on his cock. His mind went back to Sophie’s night out, and he imagined her wrapping her legs around Clive’s as they both reached their second climax. Jim knew she’d have stared into his eyes at the moment of his release. She’d have watched his face and clenched her muscles to make him gasp. She’d have loved the fact he was pumping his cum deep inside her.

Jim’s legs began to shake. He wrapped Sophie’s soiled panties around his cock as he ejaculated. His hand kept moving and he cried out as he added another spurt to the mix. In his mind, he imagined himself coming inside Sophie while Clive was with her. He pretended he’d been there as well, and while Sara had a man in each hole on one couch, Sophie had the same on the other. Clive was pumping his cream into Sophie’s twat, and Jim was doing the same into her arse.

Jim closed his eyes and waited for his heart to slow down. He tried wiping himself with the soiled garment, but it was now wet and crusty at the same time. Jim used tissues, then washed his hands. He carried all the white laundry downstairs and loaded the washer. Then he took a glass of orange juice from the fridge and went to sit on the bench in the garden, more than a little ashamed of himself for what he’d just done. If he didn’t like the changes he was seeing in Sophie, it was nothing compared to the loathing he felt for himself, having masturbated into her knickers because he’d been so turned on by the presence of another man’s semen.

* * * *

Over the following few days Jim tried to act as normal, but felt there was a certain something—which he couldn’t define—different between them. There seemed to be a kind of distance, or maybe reticence would be a more accurate way to describe it. They chatted and they laughed, but the usual warmth wasn’t there. At first Jim wondered if it was his own anxiety making it awkward, but later decided it was down to Sophie’s behaviour as well. He could feel Sophie watching him sometimes, and he wasn’t sure what to do about it. He worried she knew what he’d done with her dirty underwear. They hadn’t had sex since that night, when Sophie had made him come by wriggling her already damp crotch on him while taunting him with how many cocks she’d fucked and sucked earlier. Each time they’d gone to bed since, neither had made any attempt to start anything physical.

On the Thursday evening Sophie had arrived home from work earlier than usual. Jim was usually home at least half an hour before her, but when he’d pulled onto the drive her car was already there. He found her in the kitchen, and noticed she was dressed in one of her favourite skirts. Her feet were bare and her toenails were a dark shade of pink.

He dropped his keys onto the side. “Hiya—how come you’re home early?”

Sophie was making herself a cup of tea. “We had a meeting in one of the other buildings which finished early. It didn’t seem worth walking all the way back to my office, so I went straight to the carpark. D’you want a coffee?”

“Yeah, thanks.”

Jim watched her from behind as she poured the drinks. The skirt fitted tight around her hips, and her blouse was quite lacy and not really appropriate for a work meeting.

“Oh, by the way—Sara’s asked if we want to go to a party at some mansion next weekend.”

Jim felt a tingling in the pit of his stomach, and tried to remain nonchalant. “Oh yeah? What sort of party?”

Sophie leaned back against the cupboards and looked at him. “Well, let me think…” She placed a finger against her chin and looked towards the ceiling in mock concentration. “Billy and Sara are the swingers we invited to our bed a couple of weeks ago, and they’ve asked if we want to go to one of their parties. Now, I’m not really sure what sort of party to expect. I suppose it could be a murder mystery. Or maybe it’s a—”

“Okay, I admit it was a dumb question. What I meant was, why a mansion.”

Sophie shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe they hired it, maybe it belongs to one of their friends. All she said was it’s a lovely big house, and everyone has to dress in evening wear.”

“Black tie?”

Sophie nodded. “And all the ladies are to wear ball gowns.”

“Wow. Are you up for it?” Jim held his breath.

Sophie pushed away from the countertop and crossed the kitchen. She stood close and pulled on the belt loops at the sides of his trousers. When she had her shoes off, Jim was almost a foot taller than her. She looked up into his eyes. “Are you?”

Jim’s mouth was dry. “I asked first.”

Sophie smiled and rubbed her nose against his chest. “What did you ask, exactly?”

“I asked if you’re up for a night of…” Jim shrugged. “Swinging, I suppose.”

Sophie held his gaze. “Do you mean am I willing to go somewhere and have sex with another man?”

Jim’s voice caught in his throat, so as a reply he nodded.

“Yes, I’m up for that. What about you? Are you up for having sex with another woman?”

Jim paused for a second and then nodded. He’d been expecting her to ask if he was also up for her having sex with another man.

“Good. I’ll let them know we can make it. It’s alright for you, you own a dinner suit.”

“And you own about six ball gowns.”

Sophie smiled at him like he was a child. “Oh, they’re all old. I’ll have to go shopping this weekend to get a new one.”

Jim shook his head and carried his coffee through to the living room. As he passed through the hallway, he saw a pair of Sophie’s shoes on the bottom stair. They were the dark green suede pair with a high stiletto heel, and he’d never known her to wear them to work before. Jim was beginning to wonder if the meeting Sophie had attended earlier was actually anything to do with work. There was no reason to suspect she’d lie if asked outright, but he didn’t want to risk another confrontation. Then a thought occurred to him, and he knew he’d be looking for evidence in the laundry basket later that evening.

* * * *

The day of the party at the mansion arrived. Sophie disappeared early to get her legs waxed, and Jim went to pick up his dinner suit from the cleaners. They hadn’t spoken much about what they were expecting the party to be like, but Jim got the impression that Sophie was a lot less anxious about it than he was. She’d shown none of the signs of doubt which had been there before their meetings with Joel, or Sara and Billy. Jim, on the other hand, was more nervous about tonight than he’d felt before. Maybe it was because this time they had no idea how many other people would be present, or what was expected of them. He also had no idea of who they would be having sex with. This was really quite a step up from inviting one or two people they knew to join them in bed.

Jim was dressed and waiting in their lounge when Sophie finally came downstairs. She was dressed in a pale grey ball gown and high-heeled sandals covered in clear, sparkling stones. Her nails were painted with a pale blue polish, and her hair was pinned up with a couple of strands left hanging either side of her face. She wore a diamanté choker with matching dangling earrings, and had applied bright red lipstick.

“You look stunning.” Jim meant it, and he again wondered what was wrong with him. Why would anyone want to share a wife as beautiful as Sophie?

“Thank you. You look very handsome yourself.”

Jim could smell her perfume. He didn’t recognise it, but liked it. No doubt she’d bought something new especially for the occasion. He wondered where she’d dabbed it on her body, and a shiver ran through him.

Sophie had suggested they booked a taxi so they could both drink to help them relax, but Jim had said he was happy to drive. The journey took around thirty minutes, during which both were unusually quiet. When they arrived a man at the gates asked their names, checked a list on a flip chart and waved them through. The drive was lined with fir trees and as they rounded a bend, the house came into view. It was a Georgian red-brick building, the front of which was covered with ivy and illuminated by spotlights set into the ground. Jim thought it was the most impressive house he’d ever visited. A valet took their keys and gave them a blue plastic token with a number on it. Jim noticed the number was 35, and wondered exactly how many people were going to be attending this party.

They walked up the steps to a studded front door. Inside was a huge entrance hall with a grand wooden staircase running up to a galleried landing. There were about fifty people in the hall, all chatting and laughing. Everyone was dressed up, and there were also waitresses in French maid’s uniforms carrying trays of drinks and canapés between the guests. Sophie spotted Sara and they headed towards her, picking up a glass of champagne on the way. Sara was chatting to several people, but Billy was not among them. Sara hugged Sophie, and presented Jim her cheek, which he kissed.

“Hi. You both look great.”

Jim smiled. “So do you.”

Sara’s dress allowed Jim to see a good portion of her body. There was definitely no bra, and he doubted if there were any knickers, either, judging from how snugly the dress fitted her hips. Jim’s mind flashed with images of Sara being taken by two men at the same time, and his mouth went dry.

“Where’s Billy?” Sophie’s question brought Jim back to the present.

Sara looked around the room, then shook her head. “God knows. He’ll turn up soon enough, I’m sure.”

Sara introduced Jim and Sophie to the group she was chatting to, and everyone made polite conversation. Jim noticed how many of the men in the room were passing admiring looks in Sophie’s direction. Billy joined them a few minutes later, and then some of the group moved on, and more people came to introduce themselves.

There were double doors leading to other grand rooms, but most of the people seemed to be staying in the hall, which Jim thought was a fabulous space. It was oak-panelled throughout, with a large stone fireplace set into one wall, casting flickering shadows across the mosaic-tiled floor. A grand piano sat in one corner, and a selection of leather armchairs and couches were strategically placed around the room. Sophie and Sara drifted away to stand with other guests, and Jim found himself chatting to a woman a few years older than him. She had streak-dyed blonde hair and her very blue eyes peered at him over her glass.

“I don’t think I’ve seen you at one of these gigs before.” There were tiny age-lines around her eyes and mouth but she was a very attractive woman, with a figure women half her age would be proud of.

“No, I’m kind of new to these parties.”

The woman smiled mischievously. “Ooh, I love cherries.”

Jim laughed out loud, and held his hand out. “I’m Jim.”

She avoided his arm and stepped close, so Jim’s outstretched hand ended up on her waist. She put her cheek to his and pressed her boobs against him. “Naomi.” Her voice was breathless and intimate, and she’d spoken right into his ear. Jim felt goosebumps rise on the back of his neck.

He smiled and tried to make polite conversation, nodding towards the group of men chatting to Sara and Sophie. “Which one’s your husband?”

Naomi stood at his side and tilted her head so it was resting on his shoulder. “I’m actually here with my ex-husband. We can’t stand each other but we both like fucking other people, so it makes sense to continue attending these gigs as a couple.”

Jim was still trying to think of a suitable reply when he noticed Sophie walking across the room to talk to more people.  He saw several heads turn as she passed each group of guests.

“Have you been to the house before?”

Jim turned his attention back to Naomi. “No. I don’t think I’ve ever been to a house as grand as this one.”

“Yes, lovely isn’t it? I love coming here, which I always manage to do.” She was smiling, obviously enjoying his discomfort.

Jim took a sip of his drink.

“Do you think you’ll enjoy coming here?”

Jim was saved the embarrassment of not having a witty reply by Billy joining them.

“I hope you’re not trying to sneak Jim into a bedroom for your own wicked pleasure.” Billy placed a hand on Naomi’s hip as he kissed her cheek.

She pouted her lips and shook her head. “Of course not, darling. I’m hoping he’ll fuck me on top of the piano so my ex-husband can see how well I can ride a younger model.”

Billy laughed and turned to shake Jim’s hand. This was the first time they’d met since they’d shared a bed with their wives. “Good to see you again, Jim.”

“Yeah, you too. How’s things?”

They chatted like old friends, the conversation filled with innuendo—mainly from Naomi—and Jim got the distinct impression that she and Billy had done more than talk to each other at a previous party. Throughout the time they talked, Jim kept glancing over to where Sophie was. He was trying to see who she was with, but a huge fern in an earthenware pot obscured his view. Jim noticed that some guests were starting to get more acquainted with each other. A few people were making their way up the staircase, and others were getting settled on the couches. One woman by the fireplace had removed her gown and was standing there in only a thong and high heels.

A few more guests came to say hello, with Naomi and Billy greeting them like old friends. Jim found himself next to a woman called Anita, who was dressed in a black dress and black fish-nets. She stood close and stroked his back while everyone was talking. After a very short time Jim felt her hand move lower. She kneaded his bum cheeks and scratched her nails up the back of his thigh. Naomi was getting friendly with a guy with a shaved head, and Billy seemed to be closely inspecting the necklace worn by a petite blonde in a blue dress.

Anita had somehow managed to move so that she was standing directly in front of Jim as they continued their conversation with the rest of the group. Jim felt her hand brush against the front of his thigh, then move up to rest over his groin. Jim was getting harder by the second, and when Anita gripped him through the material of his trousers he ran his hand over her buttocks. She turned and smiled, then nodded in the direction of a vacant armchair by the wall behind them. Jim looked around at the others in their group—everyone seemed to have settled on their partner. Jim looked over at where Sophie had been chatting but couldn’t see her, though he did see Sara in a passionate embrace with a tall black guy.

“Come on.” Anita was guiding him toward the chair while still squeezing his erection through his trousers. “I want this in my mouth.”

Jim eased down into the chair and Anita dropped to her knees between his feet. She leaned in and they kissed, her tongue immediately in his mouth. Jim reached out and pinched her nipples and she moaned. Then her hands were on his zip and his hand was reaching down inside her dress to her breast. She groaned and he rolled a nipple between finger and thumb, and then he let out a long sigh as she took his cock deep into her mouth. One of her hands cupped his balls while the other held the base of his cock. Jim closed his eyes as her tongue swirled round and round the head of his cock.

Her hands squeezed and twisted, her lips moved up and down and her tongue was a constant tormentor against his shaft. He gripped the material of her dress in both hands and slowly pulled it towards him, revealing her lower half. As the dress came over the perfect swell of her backside he saw her fishnets were hold-up stockings and that she wasn’t wearing any panties. He continued to pull the dress until the entire garment was bunched up round her waist. She slowly released his cock from her mouth, knelt up and raised her arms. Jim slid the dress off over her head, leaving her naked except for her stockings. Her shoes had fallen off and were lying discarded behind her. Jim noticed that one of her toes had pushed a hole through the netting of her stockings, and he found it a little off-putting.

She took his cock back into her mouth and Jim leaned back in the chair. As he did so, he caught a glimpse of Sophie, standing about halfway up the staircase. She was with two men, one of them standing a little further up, and the other standing a couple of stairs lower than her. Sophie was facing the man on the higher stair, and as Jim watched she bent forward and started to undo his trousers. The man behind lifted the dress, revealing her legs. As the dress was lifted higher still, Jim realised that Sophie wasn’t wearing any underwear at all. The guy behind her dropped to his knees and pushed his face between her legs.

Jim pushed his cock further into Anita’s mouth, and she responded by gripping his balls a little tighter in her hand. On the stairs Sophie and the two men changed positions. The guy on the lower stair stood upright and the guy further up the stairs sat down. Sophie turned round and lowered herself onto the cock of the seated guy. Jim saw her eyes close and mouth open as the dick slid inside her. The second man took a step closer to Sophie, his cock standing proud through the zip of his pants. Sophie looked up into his face and said something to him while she stroked his erection. Then she looked down at Jim and held eye contact for a couple of seconds, her expression serious. Jim felt uncomfortable under her gaze. While still looking at Jim, Sophie started to lick up and down the shaft of the other man’s cock. She then closed her eyes and pushed her head forwards, the guy’s entire cock disappearing into her mouth. Jim saw the man’s head fall back and felt himself ejaculate at the same time. Anita momentarily choked—she obviously hadn’t been expecting it to happen so soon. Jim let out a groan as another spurt erupted from him.

Anita kept him in her mouth until he’d finished, then sat up to look at him, a satisfied smile on her face. “Well, you seem to have enjoyed that.” A dribble of semen remained on her chin.

Jim was too breathless to speak. He was also embarrassed for coming so soon without even attempting to return any of the attention Anita had given him. He was lost for words, and watched in silence as she wiped the remnant of cum from her chin with her finger and sucked it into her mouth. As he glanced at the stairs, Jim was shocked to see that Sophie and the two men were no longer there. He frantically looked around the hall, then back up the stairs. Finally he saw them, walking arm in arm along the galleried landing with Sophie between the men. Exactly as she’d walked between himself and Joel before her first threesome. Jim had the sudden urge to get up and chase after them. He wanted—needed to see what they were doing. But he knew he couldn’t simply get up and leave Anita. She’d just performed oral sex on him, and he’d been so turned on by watching his wife with two strangers that he’d come without warning. Jim was starting to panic, and then with a flood of relief he saw one of the guys they’d been chatting to earlier making his way towards them.

Jim leaned forwards and stroked Anita’s face. “I don’t think anyone has ever made me come so quickly before.”

It was a lie, but it seemed to please her. She smiled, completely unaware of the man removing his trousers behind her. Jim saw the size of the guy’s cock and stared in amazement. It was huge.

Jim leaned closer, whispered in her ear. “You deserve something in return for what you’ve given me.”

Anita’s smile broadened. “What did you have in mind?”

Jim watched the guy kneel and position himself between her legs, his bulbous cock rigid in his hand. He was watching Jim’s face, waiting for the go-ahead.

“I hope you’re nice and wet.”

Anita put on a sexy pout. “I’ve been wet since I first saw you.”

Jim nodded to the guy, who plunged his cock deep into Anita. Her eyes went wide and she let out a yelp as he penetrated her. Jim cradled her head as she started to moan and buck her hips. Jim stayed where he was for another few seconds, and then climbed out of the chair. He quickly pulled up his pants and headed for the stairs. When he looked back, Anita was resting her head on the cushion and holding on to the chair arms as the guy banged her from behind.

Jim took the stairs two at a time and headed in the same direction Sophie had taken. The mansion was big, and there were about five doors on each side of the landing. He knew he was being unreasonable, but some force was driving him on regardless. He opened the first door on the left, interrupting the couple on the bed. A pretty black woman was straddling a white guy who was about twice her age. Jim apologised as he pulled the door closed behind him. The next room contained another couple, and the room after that was empty. He tried one of the rooms on the right, and stopped in his tracks. Sophie’s dress was laid out over a chaise longue by one wall, and a completely naked Sophie was kneeling on the carpet between the two men. She still wore the choker and earrings. The men were also naked, Sophie holding an erect cock in each hand. All three of them stared at Jim.

One of the men finally spoke. “Sorry buddy, but as you can see, this room’s taken.”

Jim stared at him, then at the other man, and finally at Sophie. He didn’t know what to say, and was regretting his actions. He felt stupid.

“He’s my husband.” There was an awkward pause before Sophie added, “He likes to watch.”

With that, she took one of the dicks into her mouth for a few seconds. Then she did the same to the other. She repeated this for a short while, sucking the men in turn, before standing up and walking over to the large four-poster bed. Climbing on, she lay down in the middle and spread her legs, which were slightly bent at the knee.

She looked at Jim for a few seconds, and then pointed to one of the men. “So come here and show him how you like to fuck me.”

The guy didn’t look at Jim, but joined Sophie on the bed. He knelt between her legs, pointed his cock at the opening of her sex and pushed into her. Sophie let out a groan and hooked her arms around his waist. He fucked her slowly and Sophie started moving with him, writhing beneath him, and moaning with each thrust. Jim sensed the other guy looking in his direction, but he kept his gaze on Sophie.

After a couple of minutes the first guy got up, and Sophie pointed to the second man. “Okay, now you. Come on, show me what you can do.”

The second man entered her and Sophie let out a long sigh. “Oh god, I’m going to remember your cock. Come on, fuck me. Push it all in, I can take it. Mmm, it’s so fucking thick.”

Jim wondered whose benefit Sophie’s words were for, but he didn’t really care. He’d taken a couple of steps closer to the bed to get a better view. His cock was starting to swell again, which was a surprise considering he’d come in Anita’s mouth only a few minutes earlier. The men on the bed changed places again, and Sophie’s moans suggested she was approaching orgasm. Jim saw her scratching and pulling at the guy’s backside and then her screams filled the room. She was clinging to the man on top of her and crying out line after line of disgusting words of encouragement.

Jim now had a full erection. He’d never seen Sophie so animated before, and he wasn’t sure if she was doing it to hurt him or please him. Jim’s mind kept going back to her descriptions of Sara being taken by two men at once, and he wished the guys would do it to Sophie now. He wanted to see her banged front and back until she screamed, but he couldn’t admit it. The men on the bed changed places again. As the second guy re-mounted Sophie, she instantly became more vocal, reminding everyone in the room how well-endowed he was. The guy was holding himself up on straight arms and jack-hammering into Sophie, who was writhing around like a woman possessed.

“Come on her face.”

The three people on the bed all looked at Jim, and he realised he’d spoken aloud.

“Come on her face. She likes that.” Jim couldn’t look Sophie in the eye.

The man on top of Sophie looked at her and she pushed him off. She re-positioned herself so she was sitting on the end of the bed closest to Jim. She shook her hair back and tilted her face up slightly. She pointed for the two men to stand either side of her. She gave a slight nod of her head, and then glared at Jim.

The two men started to jerk themselves off. Sophie didn’t look at them, but instead held eye contact with Jim. Her expression suggested she was far from happy with his interruption. The guy on her left started to breathe very heavily and Sophie turned her head slightly in his direction, but kept her eyes on Jim’s. He remembered how she’d looked into his eyes as Joel came in her mouth during their first ever adventure of this kind. He couldn’t help thinking that her expression this time was a lot colder.

A stream of cum hit Sophie on her cheek. She opened her mouth and managed to catch some of the second spurt on her tongue. The guy kept pumping his hand and another dollop landed on her chin. Then the second guy started mumbling and Sophie turned her head in his direction, never once breaking eye contact with her husband. A thick spurt shot from the guy’s cock and hit her on her forehead, leaving an off-white cord down one side of her face from her eye-brow to her jaw line. He unloaded again, hitting her slightly to one side of her mouth. Sophie closed her eyes and started to moan. Jim looked down and saw she was playing with herself. She grunted as she came, and kept her eyes closed.

The room was now quiet and Jim felt more than a little uncomfortable. The other men started to collect their clothes, but Sophie remained seated on the bed. She watched the men dress, and offered them a smile as they headed for the door. Neither of them acknowledged Jim before they left the room. Sophie slowly got up and moved towards Jim. She took his lapels in her hands and turned him around, moving him back towards the bed. When his legs hit the edge he sat down, and Sophie kept pushing until he was lying flat.

She leaned over him, her face only inches from his. Her expression was stern, her eyes ablaze. “I don’t know what the fuck you think you were doing, but you do not get to choose where men come when they’re with me.”

“I wa—”

“You have no fucking right to tell them what I like. What makes you think you know what I like, anyway?”

Jim’s mouth opened, but no words came to mind.

“You’re not a film director, and you don’t make any decisions. I let you watch because I know that’s your thing, but don’t ever assume you can have any influence on what happens.”

Jim’s heart was racing and he wanted to shout back and fight. But for reasons he didn’t understand, he said nothing. Sophie grabbed his erection through his trousers, and he groaned.

She smiled a humourless smile, shook her head slowly. “Oh, Jimmy, did it turn you on?” She’d put on a childish, sing-song voice.

Jim stayed quiet, tried to control his breathing.

Sophie leaned closer, and Jim’s focus turned to the jism covering her face. Sophie continued in her childish voice, but this time she whispered as she squeezed his erection. “Did Jimmy get all hard after watching the big boys playing tag with me?”

Sophie was annoying him. He wanted to push her away and storm out, but he didn’t. He lay there looking into the eyes of someone who seemed to have turned into a stranger.

Sophie undid his zip. Jim knew if he had an ounce of self-esteem he’d push her away. He held his breath. Sophie squeezed his cock and ran her thumb over the tip. It was slick with pre-cum.

“Do you want to fuck me, or do you want to come on my face like the others?” Her voice was back to normal, but her expression was far from friendly.

Jim couldn’t answer. He wanted to push her away and tell her fuck off, and he hated himself for being too weak to do exactly that.

Sophie seemed to know all of this, and she laughed in his face. Then she raised herself up and impaled herself on his cock.

Jim sighed and started to tremble.

Sophie bent forward and dropped her lips to his. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and Jim tasted semen. His face was now covered in the two men’s juices, and Sophie continued to rub her face against his.

Then she sat up and looked into his eyes, her face deadly serious. She rocked her hips and contracted her muscles, causing Jim to erupt inside her. Sophie’s expression never altered, and she didn’t rock or move after he’d come, causing him to shake a little as he fought the urge to thrust and bang.

She stared at him with cold eyes. “You started this game, but we need to define what the rules are. You can fuck who you want, and I’ll fuck who I want. Sometimes I’ll let you watch, because I know that’s what you like. But that is all you can do. You watch in silence. If you can’t do that, you won’t watch at all. Do you understand?”

He nodded like a naughty child being reprimanded.

“Tonight I let you watch, and you abused my willingness to let you get your kicks. That won’t happen again.”

Sophie stood up and walked into the bathroom. She came back a minute later with her face wiped clean. She stepped into her shoes, then slid on her dress. As she reached the door she turned to look at him. “I need a drink.” Then she was gone.

Jim stayed on the bed for over fifteen minutes, his mind racing. He was ashamed of how he’d behaved. He knew he’d spoilt the night, not only for himself, but for Sophie, and probably the two men with her. He wondered what would have happened on this bed if he’d stayed downstairs with Anita. Maybe Sophie would have described it all to him when they got home.

Sophie had changed beyond recognition. This wasn’t the woman he’d married, but he knew he only had himself to blame. He’d encouraged her to let other men use her body for his own personal gratification, and it was now coming back to bite his ass.

Finally, he stood up and fastened his trousers. He visited the bathroom to wash his face and went back downstairs. There was no sign of Sophie. He saw Sara and the guy with the shaved head who’d been with Naomi. Both were dressed and chatting by the fire.

Sara waved Jim over when she saw him. “Hey baby, how are you enjoying your night?”

Jim forced a smile and looked around the room. “Lots to enjoy here.”

She tilted her head toward the other man. “D’you know Justin?”

Jim held out his hand. “No. Hi, I’m Jim.”

Justin shook his hand and smiled.

Sara leaned closer to Jim. “I think Sophie must have made an impression. Some foot-soldier came and invited her to have a nightcap with G-J.”

Jim ran the initials through his mind, but had no idea who Sara could mean. “Sorry, who’s that?”

“Mr Goodier-Jessop—the guy who owns this house.”

He felt his eyebrows raise. “The guy who owns this house is here?”

Sara laughed. “Of course he’s here, you idiot, this is where he lives. Why would he be anywhere else?”

Jim shrugged. “I assumed the house had been rented for the occasion.”

Sara laughed. “Rich guys like their kicks, too. That’s why there are so many beautiful, horny people here.”

Her words seemed to echo in his head like a scene from a film where the character’s been drugged. Jim’s mind kicked into overdrive once more, and he wondered what sort of nightcap a horny rich guy might offer.

As the rest of the guests started to say their farewells and drift towards the door, Jim was approached by a small man of about fifty in a black suit and red tie.

“Good evening, sir. Miss Sophie has asked me to inform you that she will be staying for a little while longer, and suggests she joins you later. Mr Goodier-Jessop will have his driver drop her at home.”

Jim didn’t get a chance to reply—the guy gave a curt nod and walked away before Jim could think of a reasonable response. He was painfully aware that he’d overstepped some boundary tonight, and he didn’t intend making a complete fool of himself in front of the entire room. He said goodbye to Sara and headed towards the door. Gripping the plastic token from his pocket, he looked around for the valet.

When Jim got home, he walked straight to the dining room. Picking a bottle of Remy from the cupboard and a glass from the shelf, he opened the patio door and went to sit on the bench in his garden. He poured himself a large measure and placed the bottle on the bench next to him. Then he sat back and looked up at the stars, going over everything that had happened earlier that night. He accepted he’d behaved badly, but had he really been that out of line? Surely Sophie must see she’d been the person who’d over-stepped the boundaries first. To his mind, they’d entered this game as a team. They’d used Joel to fulfil their fantasy. It had been the same with Sara, and then Sara and Billy together. In Jim’s view, this had always been a joint venture. But Sophie obviously didn’t agree.

They’d never actually discussed it, so maybe it was just a lack of communication on both their parts. Jim wondered if there was any truth in Sophie’s previous accusation. Was he really upset that she’d slept with other men, or was he only upset because he hadn’t been able to watch it? If he didn’t get such a thrill from watching her, would he even be bothered about her night out? It could hardly be termed as her being unfaithful, given the lifestyle they were now leading. He may have gotten them into the game, but Sophie was now the one who was calling all the shots. She was the one with the power. On top of that, she apparently had a very rich admirer.

Jim raised the glass to his nose and breathed in the fumes. He wondered what Sophie was doing at this very moment. He was determined to be too drunk to ask her about it when she got home.
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Chapter One

Jim woke with the sun streaming through the open curtains and into his eyes. Though momentarily unsure of his surroundings, the throbbing headache helped bring it all back. He’d driven home alone after the party and drunk himself into such a state that he hadn’t even made it upstairs to bed.

He was lying on one of the sofas in their living room, still fully dressed. There was a blanket over him, but he didn’t recognise it and had no idea where he’d got it from. Placing a thumb and finger on either side of the bridge of his nose, he closed his eyes and thought back to the previous night’s party. He’d followed Sophie up the stairs, interrupted her session with two guys, and then spoiled things for all concerned. He stared up at the ceiling, a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. Last night’s behaviour could well have spoiled a lot more than just one night. Sophie had been livid—probably rightly so—and she’d sent some butler to dismiss him. No doubt she’d wanted to make sure he didn’t ruin the rest of her night as well.

He swung his feet to the floor and sat up, which made his head spin. He took a few deep breaths, wondering if he was going to be sick. Once confident the contents of his stomach would stay put, he leaned forward to undo his shoelaces. He then sat back to kick the shoes off his feet, taking a few moments to run a diagnostics check on his body. His head hurt the most, no doubt the result of drinking too much brandy after getting home. Also hurting were his neck and back, probably due to sleeping on a sofa too short to accommodate a guy over six feet tall. His stomach felt strange, thanks to the mixture of the brandy he’d drunk and the anxiety he felt. Had he fucked things up forever?

Last night had started well. The mansion was fabulous, all the guests looked great in their elegant dresses and dinner suits. Sophie had looked better than most—probably better than them all—but Jim hadn’t been content to let the evening unfold. For some inexplicable reason, he’d felt obliged to orchestrate things. He’d enjoyed watching Sophie with the two men on the stairs, he’d really enjoyed Anita’s attentions, but then something had driven him to leave Anita to another guy so that he could…

Why had he followed Sophie up the stairs? What was it that he’d hoped to achieve?

He looked across the room at the empty sofa opposite. It wasn’t that long ago that he’d been sitting exactly where he was now with Sara stroking his cock, while watching Billy pushing his hand up Sophie’s skirt. That memory was the catalyst for a whole series of images to start flashing through his mind—some he’d witnessed, others he hadn’t: Sophie with Billy in their bed; Sophie and Sara with the three men on their night out; Sophie with the two men on the stairs last night; and Sophie straddling him on the bed in the mansion, pushing her cum-soaked face against his, forcing her tongue into his mouth.

Jim wandered into the kitchen and took a carton of orange juice and a glass back to the sofa. He downed the first glass in one, refilled, and placed the carton on the floor by his feet.

He wondered what had happened at the party after he’d left. Last night had been their first time attending one of these parties, and Jim had no concept of how long they lasted. Would some of the guests stay over? After people had sex, did they get dressed and leave, or move on to a different partner and start again?

As the pain of his headache subsided slightly, Jim’s thoughts turned to Sophie and her rich admirer—the owner of the mansion. More images filled his head—big oak furniture, cigars, Sophie on her hands and knees sucking a guy sitting in a leather wing-backed chair…

Suddenly the living room door pushed open and Sophie came in. She was wearing a white vest and pink pyjama bottoms, and from the state of her hair it was obvious she’d just got up.

“You’re here.” Jim’s voice sounded strange; he was croaking as if he had a sore throat.

Sophie shrugged. “Of course I’m here. Who do you think closed the patio doors and covered you up? I tried to wake you, but you were comatose.”

Jim looked down, avoiding her eyes. “Yeah. Sorry, I was just… Sorry.”

Sophie walked past him into the kitchen and he heard the water gush as she filled the kettle. A couple of minutes later she returned carrying two mugs—coffee for him, tea for herself.

Taking his mug from her, he nodded his thanks. Unsure of how this conversation was going to go, he waited for her to say something.

Sophie sat on the opposite sofa and took a few sips of tea.

Jim watched her. Her fingers and toes were still painted pale blue, but all her makeup had been removed.

“Last night…” Sophie pushed a strand of hair back behind an ear. “Last night should have been one of the best nights we’ve ever had. The house, the people, the clothes. It felt so special to be in a place like that where everyone was dressed in their finest, knowing that we could indulge in anything we wanted with whoever we fancied.”

Jim nodded and looked down at his feet. He shrugged and shook his head. “I know.”

“So why, Jim?” A hardness had come into her voice. “Why couldn’t you just enjoy your evening and let me enjoy mine?”

He looked up and met her eyes. “I don’t know.”

“You seemed to be enjoying yourself in the chair with the dark-haired girl.”

Jim nodded. Sophie had looked back and smiled while Anita was giving him the blowjob, before heading up the stairs with her two suitors.

She sighed. “We could have been having this conversation in our bed.” 

Her voice had softened, and he wondered if she was suggesting they went upstairs now.

She leaned forward. “We could have slept together and cuddled all night, then we could have told each other about what we’d done last night. We both know talking about things is a big part of what we do.”

Jim nodded and knew exactly what she meant. They’d done it before, and it had become a sort of ritual. He’d have his cock inside her while she described what other men had done to her, how they’d made her come, how she’d felt when they’d come. The pair of them would come again while re-living their exploits.

“But instead, we’re sitting here on separate seats.” The hardness was back in her voice.

“I’m really sorry, Soph.”

She stood up. “You should go to bed, you look awful. I’m going for a shower, then I’m going out for a while.”

Jim looked up, wondering where she was going. He tried to remember if she’d mentioned having something planned, but his head hurt too much to think clearly.

Sophie held his gaze. “I’m going to see Sara. She texted this morning to see if I fancied going for a walk.”

“Okay.” Jim took a sip of his coffee, which was bitter after the orange juice. He was desperate to find out what had happened after he’d left the party, but knew better than to ask.

Sophie disappeared back upstairs and he heard the shower running. Jim stayed where he was and finished his coffee, then went into the kitchen and drank a pint of water before heading up to the bedroom.

Sophie was now dressed in faded jeans and a pink angora jumper, sitting on the bed pulling on a pair of ankle boots. Her hair was wet and she had no makeup on, but he couldn’t help thinking how great she looked.

She stood up as he started to undress. “Right, I’m off. Get some sleep.”

He nodded.

Sophie turned when she reached the bedroom door. “Jim, we’ll talk when I get back. There are some things we need to clarify.”

Jim nodded again, feeling like a reprimanded child.

“We’d agreed having sex with other partners was what we both wanted when we started this, but I think we need to decide if it’s still what we want, and then decide how we go about it.” She held his gaze for a couple of seconds before pulling the door shut behind her.

Jim let her words run round his head. Was she offering to stop what they were doing? Did he want it to stop? He didn’t think so…

He finished undressing and slipped between the sheets. He could smell Sophie’s new perfume on her pillow. He ran his hand down the sheet to see if it was wet from where stuff had dripped from her sex. It wasn’t, and he was embarrassed by his need to find out. Embarrassed because he knew he’d have gotten some kind of thrill if there’d been a damp patch.

Closing his eyes, he thought back to Anita kneeling before him, sucking him as he watched Sophie with the men on the stairs. He remembered coming in Anita’s mouth, and also the wide-eyed shock on her face when the guy with the huge dick had slammed into her from behind. Jim stroked his semi-hard cock and wished he’d stayed with Anita. Or even looked for another woman after her. He’d really fancied that older woman—Naomi. He contemplated jacking off but decided what he needed more than anything was more sleep. Well, that—and also to know what happened when Sophie went to see her millionaire.

* * * *

When Jim woke, the clock showed he’d been asleep for almost three hours. He went straight to the shower and stayed there for over ten minutes, letting the water blast his head and body. He dried himself, brushed his teeth, dressed in cut-offs and t-shirt and wandered downstairs. The house was empty but the patio door was open. He looked out and saw Sophie sitting on the garden bench, her eyes closed, face raised to the sun.

As he got closer she opened her eyes and turned towards him. She didn’t smile. “How’s the head?”

Jim shrugged. “I think a badger’s crapped in my mouth, but I feel a lot better than I did a few hours ago.”

Sophie furrowed her brow and looked straight into his eyes. “Why’d you do it?”

Jim wasn’t sure which thing she was asking an explanation for. “What, the drinking or the gate-crashing?”

A half-smile crossed her face at ‘gate-crashing’. “Both, I suppose.”

Jim sat down next to her and dropped his head back, letting the sun warm his own face. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “I drank because I knew I’d fucked up at the party. I wanted to numb my self-pity.”

Sophie nodded slowly. “Well, when I got home you were pretty numb all over. I tried to get you to stand up but you fell flat on your back. In the end you crawled onto a sofa and I found something to cover you with.”

Jim looked at his bare feet, ashamed of getting so drunk.

“What about the gate-crashing?”

He dropped his head back again and squeezed his eyes shut. “I…”

Though more alert, he couldn’t gather the strength or words to discuss what had been going through his head when he burst in on her and the two men. He wasn’t even sure he knew. He opened his eyes and looked into her face. Her beautiful face, which possessed the eyes and smile that could still make him catch his breath.

Sophie held his gaze. Her eyes were angry, and her smile nowhere to be seen.

Taking a deep breath, he tried to explain. “I don’t think I can answer it in a simple way—I probably can’t answer it at all—but I’ll try. When we first started all this, that night with Joel, I was worried. I knew you wanted it, and I suppose I wanted it, too. We both used to get so turned on, lying in bed and talking about what we’d like to do if we’d got another person there.” He smiled at the memory.

“When we were in Joel’s flat I came back from the kitchen and saw you two snogging and feeling each other up, and it was as if a light had come on in my head. Or maybe a fire starting in my groin would be a better description.”

Sophie watched him in silence.

“I watched you suck his cock, and it turned me on. Then he fucked you, and I couldn’t believe how much of a kick I got out of it. When he made you come I was shaking, and when he came inside you I watched your face, saw your pleasure. You were pushing back and rolling your hips. I knew you were squeezing yourself round his cock, and I was so proud because I know how good that feels. I watched transfixed as you fucked him the second time. Joel just lay there while you took him. You rode his cock and he must have thought he’d died and gone to heaven. You fucked his brains out, yet still managed to make him come again that night by sucking him off.”

Sophie opened her mouth as if to speak, but then closed it again.

Jim took another breath. “The day after, when he turned up at the caravan, all I wanted was to watch you do it again—to see you blow his mind again. And you did. I guess I learned more about what turns me on during that weekend than any other time of my life.”

Sophie remained silent.

“The night with Sara and Billy was the same thing. Sara sucked me and fucked me, but when I think back to that night now, the thing I remember most is watching you with Billy. You groaning and talking dirty while he fucked you. But then you had your night out with Sara and the other men, and it felt like you’d cheated on me.”

Sophie frowned. “That’s not what—”

“I know that.” Jim nodded slowly. “I know that, now. We’d never discussed the rules, and you had every right to assume it wouldn’t be a problem.” He smiled. “If I’d been in that situation, I’m sure I’d have done the same thing.”

Sophie looked puzzled. “So, last night…?”

“Last night I knew we were going to a swinging party where you’d fuck another guy and I’d fuck another woman, and I was ready for that—happy about it. Excited. But once we got there and you wandered off to the other side of the room, for some reason I couldn’t stop looking for you. I wanted to see who you were talking to.”

“Why, Jim?”

“I don’t know.”

“What difference would it make, whoever it was? He’s just a piece of meat I was going to use to get off. The same way whoever you were with was exactly that to you. At these parties, everyone’s using each other for physical pleasure. Nothing more—we’re all there to make ourselves feel good.”

Jim nodded, feeling foolish. “Yeah, I know. But when I saw you on the stairs, all I could do was watch you.”

“When you saw me on the stairs, you had your cock buried in that dark-haired girl’s face.”

He laughed. “Yeah.”

Sophie shook her head. “How could you just leave her there?”

“I didn’t just leave her. She had company when I left her.”

Sophie looked surprised. “Someone else had joined you?”

“Yeah, another guy moved in from behind. She didn’t even notice I’d left.”

“I’m surprised you did leave. I seem to remember you rather enjoy that arrangement.”

Sophie was smiling, and Jim knew she was referring to the night with Joel. Sophie had sucked Jim while Joel fucked her doggy-style, and Jim’s orgasm had been brought on as much by watching her getting fucked by another man as by what she’d done with her mouth.

Jim shrugged. “By the time he’d joined in, I’d already enjoyed myself.”

“What?” Sophie’s eyes opened wide in surprise. “You came in her mouth that quickly?”

He nodded.

Sophie seemed to think about this for a couple of seconds, then she looked puzzled. “But you had a hard-on upstairs. Just moments later.”

Jim nodded again, embarrassed. “Yeah, I did.”

“You got hard from watching me with those two men?”

Jim looked away from her eyes.

“Would you have still followed us if she hadn’t been so expert with her mouth?” Sophie was smiling at last.

He hesitated, then told her the truth. “It wasn’t just her expert mouth that made me come. It was from watching you, Soph. You were sitting on one cock, and you looked down at me before taking the second guy into your mouth. That’s when I came.”

Sophie stared at him but remained silent. He saw her bite her lip, and wondered if he should have kept that part secret.

She took a deep breath. “In a way, that’s a real compliment. But…”

He looked down at his feet again, knowing what was coming next.

“But last night you did more than watch. If you’d stayed by the wall and watched us, there wouldn’t have been any problem.”

“I know I was out of—”

“Jim, you ruined my evening. I was on a bed with two men and having a great time, but you felt the need to spoil the ending for me by telling them to come on my face.”

“I didn’t want—”

“You didn’t want what, Jim? You didn’t want to watch me writhe and moan in pleasure while they took turns coming inside me? You know I love the intimacy of having a guy come inside me, but I know you like to see me get splattered.”

“I don’t—”

“Yes, you do! You admitted it after the night with Sara and Billy.”

“I—”

“You told those men I like it! Well, here’s a newsflash, Jim. I like it a whole lot more when they come inside, because feeling their cocks twitch is a great feeling. But when I do want a guy to come on my face, I’ll tell him myself.”

Sophie’s voice had risen in volume as she’d got angrier, and now she suddenly looked around to check if the neighbours were in their garden.

Jim saw her looking and smiled. “I think Mr Jenkins next door is probably spanking the monkey in his shed after hearing that.”

Sophie elbowed him, her laughter breaking the tension. “Oh, Jim… We could have had such a nice time.”

He took her hand in his and squeezed it. “I know, and I’m really sorry. If I could turn back the clock, I’d stay downstairs with the dark-haired girl. Or maybe I’d fuck the older blonde woman I met…”

Sophie stood up. “Come on, I’m going to have something to eat. Are you hungry?”

Jim scrunched up his face. “I still feel a bit sick.”

Sophie raised her eyebrows. “Bacon butties?”

Jim smiled and got to his feet, following her into the kitchen. As Sophie took out the pan, he went to the fridge to get the bacon. After a few moments of pottering together in comfortable silence, Jim felt they were reconciled enough to start asking some of the things that were on his mind.

He didn’t look at her, and tried to make his voice as casual as he could. “So, how was Sara this morning?”

“She was fine. Billy stayed over at the party, but she said she left not long after you did.”

This news surprised him. “Who was Billy with, does she know?”

Sophie leaned close to his ear and whispered. “Who he was with isn’t important to Sara. Billy loves Sara, but fucks other people. Sara loves Billy, but fucks other people. Who the other people are doesn’t matter.”

Jim sighed. “Okay, I get it.”

Sophie turned the bacon over. “Sara was more concerned about you. She said you looked a bit upset when you came downstairs.”

“Yeah, well, you’d just wiped their jizz all over me.”

Sophie playfully pricked his arm with the fork she was holding. “If you ever try and do something like that again, I’ll get them to come over your face.”

Jim laughed, leaned closer and kissed her forehead. “I won’t, I promise.”

Sophie was moving the bacon in the pan, and Jim felt bold enough to ask a follow-up question.

“So, did you tell Sara what I’d done last night?”

Sophie looked up and held his gaze for a moment, then her expression softened. “I gave her an edited summary. I told her you’d followed us and watched the two men fuck me, and after they’d left you fucked me as well.”

Jim was momentarily speechless—he’d been sure Sophie would have revealed he’d ruined their evening. He smiled, humbled. “Thank you.”

Sophie shrugged. “We’re both still finding our way with this lifestyle, so we’re allowed to make mistakes. I’m not proud of how I behaved, either.”

Jim was puzzled, and she must have seen it in his expression.

“I acted like a bitch, talking down to you like you were a child.”

Jim remembered her sing-song mocking, which had really annoyed him. “I’d acted like a child, so I probably deserved it.”

Sophie slipped her arms around his waist, moved closer and kissed his neck. “Like I said, we’re both new to this and still learning how to deal with things. We’ll get it sorted.” She turned back to the bacon.

Jim’s hearted started to race a little faster. “Are you going to tell me what happened when you went to meet the owner of the house?”

She kept her eyes on the pan and smiled. “Of course I am. But I thought we could maybe have an early night and talk about that in bed.”

Jim felt a tell-tale tingle in his stomach. “Yeah, I’d like that.”

Sophie nodded towards the kettle. “Do you want to make us another brew?”

They decided to eat outside, and spent a lazy afternoon doing nothing much except small chores and watching TV.

* * * *

Sophie took a shower before getting into bed. Jim was propped up on his pillows reading a novel when Sophie slipped in alongside him in white vest and panties, her hair still wet.

Jim waited patiently, pretending that he was actually taking in the words on the page while Sophie settled herself, arranging her pillows next to his. They sat in silence for a few seconds then Sophie cleared her throat.

Jim put his book down and looked at her expectantly. His cock was beginning to swell.

“So…” She raised her eyebrows slightly. “You asked about when I went to see G-J.”

Jim laughed. “Is that really what he likes to be called?”

Sophie nodded. “Apparently.”

“What’s he like? How old? Fat or thin?”

“He seems nice. Age—maybe late fifties, early sixties. He’s not fat. He’s not as tall as you, nor as broad. I’d probably describe him as slender build. Grey hair cut short, clean shaven. Quite a handsome guy.”

Jim’s mind flashed back to his earlier image of Sophie kneeling between the legs of a man sitting in a wing-backed leather chair. “Did you just talk, or did he want to do more than that?” Jim held his breath.

Sophie slipped her hand under the quilt onto his leg and leaned against him. “I don’t know exactly what he wanted, but all we did was talk.”

Jim was a little surprised. “Can you remember everything you talked about?”

“Probably not everything—we chatted for over an hour. But I remember most of it.”

“Where were you? Was it just the two of you?” Jim clenched his buttocks when her hand slid up from his leg and stroked his cock.

“Yes, it was just the two of us. We were in his study, a beautiful room lined with bookshelves. It had a big desk and a coal fire.”

“Did he explain why he’d asked you to join him?”

Sophie gripped his cock, which was getting harder by the second. “He said he wanted to discuss something that could benefit all three of us.”

“Oh?” Jim found it difficult to get his thoughts in order because she’d started to slowly slide her hand up and down, caressing the head with her palm before stroking all the way to the base.

“Hmm. It seems like he likes to watch as well—a bit like you do.”

Jim watched her eyes, which were sparkling with mischief as she pumped his cock a little faster. “Watch?”

“Yeah, he likes to watch people engaged in all sorts of fun. He has cameras all over his house—in every room. He’d watched me with the two men, and with you.”

This probably should have bothered Jim, but it didn’t. He was too busy enjoying the feeling of being jacked off. His mind flitted back to the couple on the bed he’d interrupted, the young black girl with the older white man. He wondered if that had been G-J.

Sophie nibbled Jim’s ear, whispered intimately in a breathless voice. “He said he’d really enjoyed watching me. He asked if I’d be willing to join him on a few short trips so that he could watch me fulfilling my needs with people from all over the world.”

Jim’s heart raced. “He wants you to fuck foreigners while he watches?”

Sophie giggled in his ear, making the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. “His proposition sounded much more exotic and eloquent than you put it, but I think that’s basically what he has in mind.”

Jim licked his lips. “Soph, if you don’t stop doing that I’ll come before I even get inside you.”

She gave a sexy laugh. “You’re not going to get inside me, I’m going to make you come like this.”

Jim frowned. “What about you?”

Sophie pumped her hand a little faster. “This time I’m going to come on your face.”

His breath now ragged, he pushed the quilt down with his foot so he could see her hand on his cock. Sophie straddled his legs and pumped her hand hard and fast. Jim grunted when he came, splash after splash landing on his chest and stomach. Sophie kept pumping and Jim kept grunting.

Before he’d had chance to catch his breath, she crawled up the bed and placed her knees on the pillows either side of his head. Using a finger to pull the gusset of her panties to one side, she lowered herself onto his face.

Jim’s tongue slipped between her slick outer lips and settled on her clit. Sophie moaned and started to grind herself onto his face. He brought his hand up, pushed his first two fingers into her sex and a third into her anus. Sophie squealed in surprise, but then she was pulling his hair and trapping him between her and the headboard as she came. Her juices flowed and Jim fingered her roughly, his tongue never relenting its movement over and around her clit.

She suddenly pulled away, probably too sensitive to be touched. As she rested back on her heels, he felt her legs shaking.

Jim took a deep breath and blinked his eyes a couple of times. The intensity of what had just happened shocked him. He placed his hands on her hips and pulled her down onto the bed beside him. They shared a look which made him think she’d been as surprised about their session as he was.

He felt his cum, now cooled, running down the side of his chest. He looked round for tissues but couldn’t see any. Instead, he took a clean pair of boxers from the bottom drawer of his bedside cabinet and wiped up the mess, dropping the shorts on the floor beside the bed.

Sophie took a deep breath. “So, what do you think about his proposition?”

“I think he sounds like a dirty old man.” He smiled, “And that’s something I’m hoping to be in a few years’ time.”

“Be serious.”

“You said earlier that we needed to establish the rules for what we do. I think that’s a good plan, and something we should do sooner rather than later.”

Sophie looked confused. “Okay…”

“We’ll have to agree on what we can and can’t do, and what we can expect from each other. When we’ve sorted out the rules, we have to stick to them. After that I think you’d need to do a similar thing with G-J.”

Sophie sat up. “You’d agree to the proposition?”

Jim smiled. “I think how we just acted tells us we both like his proposition.”

She watched his face for a few seconds, then nodded. “And the rules?”

“If you want to be able to fuck anyone whenever you’re horny—even when I’m not there—well, that’s something we need to agree on now.”

Sophie watched his face, as if waiting for him to add more. “But…?”

Jim shook his head. “There are no buts. If that’s what you want our relationship to be, then that’s what we’ll do.”

Sophie frowned. “Just like that? Don’t we need to discuss it?”

“Not really. I mean—it’s what happened on your night out, so it’s obviously what you thought we’d agreed to. I assume it’s what you want.”

“But is it what you want?”

“I really hadn’t thought about it until you did it. I’d assumed anything we did would be when we were both present, but with hindsight, that was probably naïve on my part. I accept that there will be occasions when an opportunity presents itself when you’re alone, so I suppose I’m happy for you to make the most of it.”

“Wow.” She frowned. “So, you wouldn’t mind if I fucked a guy without you being there?”

“No.” He smiled. “But if you wanted to give me some of the details about what you’d done with him, I wouldn’t object.”

She laughed and nodded. “That sounds like a recipe for a good sex life. And you’ll do the same—you know, sleep with whoever you want, whenever the occasion arises?”

“Yes.”

She leaned closer and kissed him gently on the mouth. “You know I love you, right?”

“Yeah. That goes for me, too.”

Sophie pulled her head back. “So, G-J’s proposition is something you’re completely okay with?”

Jim felt his heart beat a little faster. “The thought of you having erotic sex in exotic locations sounds very alluring, but I think you need to discuss with him what’s on and off the menu.”

Sophie’s smile faltered. “How d’you mean?”

“Exactly what I said. Tell him what you’ll do and what you won’t do. You’re relatively straight-laced.”

Sophie seemed hurt by this. “I wouldn’t say that. We’ve had threesomes with two men and two women. We’ve also had a foursome.”

“Yeah, and you’ve had a fivesome. But this guy could be into a lot more than that. He might be into BDSM. What if he wants to see you getting handcuffed to a table and whipped until you bleed? Or stripped naked and made to crawl around the floor on a leash? What if he wants to see you suspended from a sling while men piss all over you?”

“Jesus, Jim.” Her face showed how disgusting she found his suggestions. “Why would anyone want those things?”

“I don’t know, there are people who actually like that sort of thing. That’s what I mean about getting the rules straight. You need to tell him what you’re prepared to do, but also make it clear there are things which you won’t do.”

Sophie was biting her lip, nodding slowly. “When he described what he had in mind, it sounded much more sensual. I didn’t get the feeling he was thinking of anything extreme, but you’re right—I’m probably being naïve.” She looked up. “Will you help me draw up a list of things I won’t do?”

Jim shook his head. “No, I think you should discuss with him what he has in mind, and then tell him yes or no. It’s up to you to decide what you will or won’t do.”

She stared at him as if hurt. “Don’t you care what I do?”

“Of course I do. But you’re the one who decides. Not me, and certainly not him.”

“Yeah, you’re right.” She looked down at the bed.

“But Sophie…” Jim waited until she looked up into his eyes. “This isn’t just fucking one of my old university friends, or fucking your friend’s husband. We won’t know anything about the guys you’re going to be hooking up with, so I think safe sex should be top of the list in your priorities.”

“Yeah…” She sounded disinterested.

“Sophie.” Jim’s voice was firm, and louder than he’d intended.

She jumped a little, startled.

“It’s important that you know the men you’re with aren’t going to infect you. I’m not talking about the clap here, but they could be carrying HIV or hepatitis. Stay protected.”

She nodded. “I know, and you’re right. I’ll take precautions, I promise.”

Jim paused for a few seconds to let his point sink in, then lightened his voice a little. “So, how do you get in touch with him?”

“He gave me a card with his private email and a mobile number. I’m to let him know if I’m happy to do it as soon as I’ve discussed it with you.”

Jim wondered what she’d have done if he’d opposed the idea.

Sophie ran her hand gently down the side of Jim’s face. “He said he thought you’d like the idea.”

“Really?” Jim thought back to Sophie humiliating him after the two men had left the bedroom in G-J’s house. If he’d watched that on video, he probably thought Jim wouldn’t have a say in any of the decisions they made.

“Yeah, he thinks this will benefit all three of us. You two like to watch, and I like—”

“Being fucked?”

She laughed. “I was going to say performing for voyeurs. But maybe your answer is more appropriate.”

“And does he only want to watch?”

Sophie hesitated while she appeared to consider it. “I honestly don’t know.”

Jim pursed his lips. “And what happens if the spectator wants to participate?”

Sophie slid her hand down to his cock, which was starting to swell again. “Maybe he’ll have to fuck me in a room full of mirrors.” She rolled onto her back and quickly slipped off her panties.

Jim climbed on top, slipping easily inside her. “Maybe he could film it, so we can both watch it.”

Sophie winced a little, probably still tender where Jim had been so rough with his fingers. “We could all watch it together. I could serve ice cream at the interval…”

Jim cock was getting harder, and he kissed her lips, pushing his tongue into her mouth. He knew she’d be tasting her own juices on his tongue. “You could sit between us and jerk us both off while we watch your exploits.”

Sophie closed her eyes and sighed. “Stop talking and fuck me.”

Jim was more than happy to oblige.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Two

On the Tuesday evening, Sophie decided to tell Jim she’d made arrangements to get things started with G-J. They were sitting on opposite sofas in their living room.

“Would it be okay with you if I go away this weekend?”

Jim looked up from his phone, a knowing smile on his face. “Is this the start of your sexploits?”

“Sexploits?” She was relieved he was making light of it.

He shrugged. “What would you rather I called it?”

“Something else. How about ‘my road trip’?”

“You probably won’t be spending much time driving. How about ‘Around the World in Eighty Lays?”

“Fuck off!” Sophie giggled. “I want it to sound more sensual. I want to sound more sensual.”

Jim sat forward. “Global slut?”

“Bastard!” But something about that made her smile. “I like the ‘global’ part.”

“Global plaything.”

Jim looked pleased with himself, but she didn’t want to feel like she was simply a plaything for men to use while others watched—even though in reality that’s probably what she was. But this was as much about what she wanted as it was about G-J’s voyeuristic pleasures.

“Why don’t we refer to it as me going to have fun in my global playground?”

Jim laughed out loud. “Yeah, and you can describe how all the sixth-formers pulled your knickers down behind the global bike-sheds.”

Sophie stood and walked over to sit beside her husband, wanting physical closeness while they discussed her plans. “I’ve emailed G-J and explained what we agreed, saying I wouldn’t want to go somewhere and then have to refuse to take part because I didn’t like the idea of it.”

Jim watched her face, nodding his understanding.

“He assured me he wouldn’t want me to do anything I was uncomfortable with.”

“Good.”

“So he suggested I travel to see him in London to chat about what he has in mind.”

Jim frowned. “Why can’t you go to his mansion?”

“That’s what I said, but apparently he has business meetings to attend there all week, and also over the weekend.”

“Okay. Yeah, it’s fine with me. Will you drive or take the train?”

Sophie smiled and shook her head. “No, his is a different world to ours. His driver will pick me up from here and drive me to the airport. I’ll be flying down in a private plane.”

Jim’s jaw dropped. “He has his own plane?”

“I don’t know if it’s actually his plane, but he said he’d make sure it’s available on Saturday. Maybe he’s just trying to impress me, and for the next trip I’ll be flying coach-class on Sleazy Jet.”

“Yeah.” He slipped his arm around her shoulders. “So, will you be doing anything for him to watch?”

“I don’t think so. We’re going to discuss what sort of things he has in mind, and I’ll tell him which of those I’d agree to.”

Jim’s expression was hard to read, which worried her a little.

She placed her hand on his leg. “Are you sure you’re still okay with this?”

“Yeah, yeah. We’ve already agreed it’s something we both want.” He tipped his head to one side. “Are you excited about it?”

Sophie held his gaze for a few moments, then nodded. “Yes, but I don’t think anything will happen this weekend.”

Jim shook his head. “If you were only discussing things, you could do it over the phone. Or by email. He wants you there for a reason.”

Sophie considered this, and thought he was probably right. A warm tingling sensation started between her legs.

They spent the rest of the evening watching TV, and the London trip wasn’t mentioned again. They went to bed shortly before eleven and when Jim didn’t pick up his book, Sophie knew he had other things on his mind.

When the lights went out she slid her palm over his stomach, and his hands were suddenly all over her. She slipped off her panties and pulled him on top of her. They made love in relative silence. It was slow, gentle and tender. She moaned quietly when she came, and he increased the speed of his thrusts slightly, letting out a long sigh as he came.

They held each other for several minutes afterwards. It had been a long time since they’d made love like that, and Sophie wondered why tonight had been this way. She hoped it was a good sign.

* * * *

Twenty minutes before the car was due to pick her up on Saturday morning, Sophie was still trying to decide what clothes to pack in her overnight case. She really had no idea where she might be going later, so in the end she took a nice dress and also a skirt and blouse. She’d decided to wear some of her work clothes for the journey—smart black trousers, white blouse and a jacket.

She found Jim in the living room, reading the news on his tablet.

He smiled appreciatively. “Wow, don’t you look like the high-flying executive.”

“Thanks. I thought I’d better not wear my miniskirt and crop top in case the pilot got the idea I was a hooker.”

He laughed. “Do you want a cuppa before you go?”

“No ta. Will you be okay?”

“I think I’ll manage to get through the weekend without you telling me what needs doing.”

The grin on his face was very reassuring. She started to relax a little more. “I could leave you a list of jobs, in case you can’t think of anything to do…”

“Thanks, you’re very kind.”

Sophie bit her lip. “Do you want me to ask Sara to call and see you?”

He looked up, a little shocked. “I’m sure I’ll be fine, but thanks.”

“I just feel—”

“It’s fine, Soph. We’ve talked about this, and you don’t need to feel guilty.” He smiled. “Nor do you have to arrange to get me laid in return for you having fun.”

Sophie laughed. “I’ll tell her you turned her down.”

Jim brow furrowed. “Does Sara know about your arrangement with G-J?”

“She knows something’s going to happen.”

“Does she know it’s starting today?”

“No, I’ve not spoken to her since last week in the park.”

“So how much does she know?”

“Just that G-J’s asked if I’d like to accompany him on some trips, with the understanding that he can watch me enjoying anything I get up to.”

Jim looked thoughtful. “What did she say?”

Sophie grinned. “I think she was more than a little jealous.”

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure that sort of arrangement would have been something Sara wouldn’t have minded being involved in.”

“It’s exactly the sort of—” Sophie saw a black Mercedes stop at the end of their drive.

Jim followed her gaze through the window and then stood up. He squeezed her arm and kissed her gently on her cheek. “Okay, have a good trip.”

Sophie looked into his eyes, felt a fluttering in her stomach. She was nervous.

Jim picked up her bag and walked her to the door, where the driver was now waiting. Jim handed the bag over and the driver headed down the drive, leaving the couple to say their goodbyes.

Sophie looked at Jim. “So, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

He nodded and stroked the side of her face. “Have fun.”

She forced a smile. “I’ll try.”

She walked towards the car, wondering if any of their neighbours were watching. She smiled at the thought of them thinking she was travelling on business, and wondered what they’d say if they knew what she’d really be doing. Climbing into the car, it occurred to her that she had no idea what she’d actually be doing.

The journey to London was surprisingly short. The car took her to a private carpark at the airport. She never went near the main building or departure lounge, but instead was led to a low building where she was served coffee and pastries. A little later she was escorted across the tarmac to a small white jet with four circular windows on the side. A hostess greeted her at the bottom of the short steps. The door to the cockpit was closed so Sophie had no idea if there were one or two pilots on board. The cabin was plush, with the leather seats arranged to face each other. Sophie chose to sit facing forwards, and once they were airborne she was offered drinks or coffee, but declined. She browsed through a couple of magazines without really taking anything in, and it wasn’t long before the stewardess came to say they were beginning their descent.

On landing, Sophie saw they’d flown to a small airfield, rather than a major airport. A car was waiting and the driver informed her it would be a short trip to the restaurant where she’d be meeting G-J for lunch. They were on the M25 for only a couple of miles before they headed towards the city. She checked her watch as they pulled up outside a restaurant in Canary Wharf. It was less than ninety minutes since she’d walked out of her own front door.

A good-looking young man in a white shirt and black tie showed her to a table near the back of the restaurant. G-J was already seated and stood as she approached. He took her hand, shaking in a quite formal way, and she wondered if this was natural for him, or whether he was trying to convince the waiter Sophie was a business associate. She ordered a glass of white wine and the waiter retreated, leaving her alone with G-J.

“How was the trip down?” He was smiling, and his blue-grey eyes seemed to sparkle.

“It was really nice, thank you. I’ve never flown in a private jet before.” Although she didn’t want to come across as being easily impressed, she certainly had no intention of hiding her delight at the way she’d been treated.

He nodded. “Well, I think it’s good to have new experiences every once in a while.”

Sophie held his gaze, catching on to his hidden meaning. “I agree.”

A waitress delivered Sophie’s drink and left.

Sophie raised her glass in a toast. “To new experiences.” She saw G-J was drinking a colourless liquid with bubbles—possibly gin and tonic, or more likely carbonated water, since he had more business meetings after lunch.

G-J laughed, raised his own glass and touched it to hers. “To you, Sophie.”

Just then a waitress approached. He leaned back to allow her to place the plates on the table.

He thanked the waitress and then looked at Sophie. “I hope you don’t mind, but I took the liberty of ordering for both of us. I have limited time, and the traffic into the city is unpredictable so didn’t want to wait.”

“That’s fine, this all looks fabulous.” She stared at the plates on the table. It was some sort of banquet—small portions of a wide range of fish, crab and lobster surrounded by salad and several small jugs of different sauces.

“I hope you like seafood?” He looked a little concerned.

Sophie nodded. “Oh yes, but please tell me this isn’t just a starter.”

He smiled. “You can eat as much or as little as you please. We have a reservation for dinner tonight, so leave room for that.” They ate in silence for a short time, and then he looked at her. “So, you wished to discuss details?”

She assumed this direct approach was the way he conducted his business dealings. She smiled but shrugged slightly, a little defensive. “I don’t know if I want to discuss the exact details, but I think it would be best if I knew what sort of things I will be expected to do.”

He held eye contact for a few seconds, and then nodded. “Yes, I can see you’d want to know. Although I’ve had a few ideas, I haven’t got the full list yet. Do you want me to tell you what I have in mind at the moment?”

Sophie shook her head. “No, I think I’d like them to be a surprise. But I just want an overview of what’s expected.”

G-J frowned. “Do you mean what sort of things I want to see?”

“Yes, exactly.”

“Well, I’d like to see more of what I watched you do at my house-party.”

Sophie checked that none of the other customers were close enough to hear their conversation. “You mean be with more than one man at a time?”

He raised his eyebrows and nodded. “Sometimes. Is that a problem?”

She shook her head. “No, not at all. I like having more than one man at a time.”

“What about women?”

Sophie half-closed her eyes in what she hoped was a sexy way. “I like having women, too.”

“So…are you racist in any way?” G-J seemed to be scrutinising her.

Sophie sat back, a little shocked and indignant. “No, certainly not!”

“You’d have no qualms about having sex with men of different ethnicities?”

“No, of course I wouldn’t.”

He nodded, then looked puzzled again. “Forgive me, I’m just trying to understand… what sort of things were you thinking of when you said you wanted to discuss details?”

Sophie checked the neighbouring tables again, then leaned forward to whisper. “I don’t want to get pissed on.”

His eyes opened wide. “Of course you don’t. Why would you?”

“And I don’t want to get whipped, or walked on a leash like a dog.”

He started to laugh. “I’m glad to hear it.”

“I don’t find the idea of pain to be sexy in any way.”

Placing his hand on hers, he smiled. “I wouldn’t ask you to do any of those things. One of the best things about watching is sharing people’s enjoyment, so if you don’t get pleasure, neither do I. I don’t enjoy seeing women being forced to do things against their will. None of the things you’ve described are on my agenda.”

Sophie nodded, relieved. “Thank you. My only other concern is about safe sex.”

“Obviously, and that’s very important. I can guarantee you that each and every person you have relations with will have had a full health check. I’ll be able to vouch for them one hundred percent, otherwise they won’t go anywhere near you.”

Sophie stared into his eyes. She wondered whether to mention condoms, but thought he’d been so adamant that she could believe him. She smiled.

“Are there any other issues you have about our adventures together?” There was a hint of amusement in his smile.

Sophie shook her head. “No, I think we’ve covered all my concerns.”

“Good. Now let’s finish lunch before I have to go back to work.” He raised his glass to his lips and took a sip. “I apologise for my meetings, but I’ll try and finish as early as possible so we can relax before we go to dinner.”

Sophie nodded, her mind racing as she tried to imagine if his idea of relaxation involved her performing while he watched.

“In the meantime,” he continued, dabbing his mouth with a serviette, “you will be taken to the hotel I’ve booked.”

Sophie noticed he didn’t mention if he would be staying at the same hotel.

They chatted about her previous trips to London while they finished the rest of their lunch, but he received a phone call before Sophie had finished her wine. He apologised and left the table to take the call, coming back only briefly to explain he had to leave.

* * * *

The hotel was a short drive from the restaurant. The driver opened her door and offered to carry her bag, but Sophie smiled and said it was light enough for her to carry. She walked through the huge lobby, checked in, and was directed to her room on the seventh floor.

When Sophie pushed open the door her jaw dropped. The room was huge, with one entire wall fitted with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Thames. There was a queen-size bed and dresser to her left, and a leather couch and armchairs around a small coffee table to her right. She explored the suite. The bathroom was fitted with a whirlpool bath and separate shower cubicle. Walking over to the windows, Sophie instantly recognised Tower Bridge and the O2 Arena. The river was a dull grey, scattered with boats taking tourists to enjoy the sights of the city.

After unpacking her bag and hanging her clothes in the closet, Sophie took out her phone and snapped a couple of photos of the room, sending them to Jim with a couple of sentences saying she’d arrived safely. A few minutes later a guy from room-service turned up with a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket and a crystal flute. Sophie smiled, thinking she could really get used to this kind of treatment. She snapped a photo of the champagne bucket on the coffee table with the panoramic view in the background, and sent that to Jim as well. Then she sat down on the couch, slipped off her shoes and drank her champagne. Her phone rang about twenty minutes later. It was G-J.

“I just wanted to make sure that the room was to your liking.”

She could hear a playfulness in his voice. “The room is very much to my liking, as is the champagne you were kind enough to order. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. I’ve just found out I have a short break in my agenda this afternoon, so I have a request.”

Sophie’s heart beat a little faster. “Oh?”

“Hmm. I’d like you to remove all your clothes except your shoes, then stand by the window.”

Her mind raced. “You want me to stand naked at the full-length window of a central London hotel, where anyone could see me?”

“Yes, that’s exactly what I want you to do.”

“Now?”

“If you wouldn’t mind. And put your phone on speaker so I can tell you when I see you.”

“See me?” Sophie looked around the hotel room, wondering if there were hidden cameras like in G-J’s mansion.

“I’m in an office on the other side of the river. I have a telescope aimed at your room, and will be able to see you from here.”

Sophie looked through the window, scanning the numerous buildings opposite. She had no way of knowing if G-J was telling the truth. But ultimately she knew it didn’t matter whether he was watching her or not—she’d do as requested. She flicked her phone to loudspeaker and placed it on the coffee table.

Undoing the buttons of her blouse, she slid it from her shoulders and dropped it onto an armchair. Next she undid her trousers and let them fall to the floor. Her bra and knickers quickly followed. She stepped back into her shoes and walked to the window.

“Ah, that’s a lovely sight.”

Evidently G-J could indeed see her, although she still wasn’t sure if it really was through a telescope, or via some internal CCTV.

“Stand a little more to your left, there’s a reflection hindering my view.”

Sophie did as she was told.

“Good, now take a step closer to the glass.”

Again she obeyed, her face now just six inches from the window.

“Perfect. Now, I want you to touch your breasts.”

After hesitating for only a split second, she raised her hands and cupped her soft mounds of flesh, letting her fingers trace over her nipples.

“Hmm, you have lovely breasts. Pull your nipples, Sophie. I can see them quite clearly from here, so I want to see you pull them.”

Sophie did as instructed. She could hear G-J breathing heavily through her phone, and wondered if he was masturbating while he watched her.

“Keep stroking your breasts with one hand, but with your other I want you to touch yourself between the legs.”

Sophie looked across the city, wondering if anyone else was watching. Leaving her left hand stroking her nipple, she reached down with her right and slid her fingers through the silken hair. Pushing a little further, her finger slipped between her swollen outer lips and brushed her clit, causing her to catch her breath.

“Are you wet there, Sophie?”

Sophie unconsciously looked towards the voice coming from the phone, then turned back to face the buildings across the river. She shook her hair back from her face. “Yes.”

She heard him chuckle, his breathing still clearly audible. There was an echo which made her think he was also using the loudspeaker option. She wondered if he had one hand on the telescope and the other on his cock.

“How wet are you?”

She added a second finger, sliding them back through her folds, one either side of her clit. Her breathing became heavier. “I’m very wet. Soaking.”

“Good. Let me see you suck your juices from your fingers.”

A smile spread over her face. She withdrew her fingers and raised her hand slowly to her face. Then she stared at the office building directly opposite and sensuously took both fingers into her mouth, closing her eyes as she did so. If he wanted a show, she was going to oblige.

“Do you like how you taste?” His voice was quieter, more intimate.

She released her fingers. “Oh yes.”

“Have you tasted it before?”

“Many times.”

“Do you often lick your fingers?”

Sophie shook her head slowly. “No, I usually taste my juices on a cock that’s been inside me.”

Another low chuckle. “Yes, of course. And how about other women’s juices—have you tasted those?”

“Yes.” Sophie knew the sorts of things he wanted to hear. “I’ve tasted other women’s juices on cocks that have been inside them, and I’ve also tasted it straight from the source.”

“And do you like women’s juices?”

“I like all juices.”

“Hmm. I already know you like men’s juices, I’ve witnessed you enjoying those. Right, you won’t need to touch yourself again. I want you to put both hands on your head, and keep looking through the window. You’re not allowed to turn around, do you understand?”

Sophie nodded, but didn’t understand his reasoning until she heard the click of the door as a card was used to unlock it. The door opened and someone stepped into the room.

“Keep looking through the window, Sophie.”

Her mind raced. Could it be G-J? Surely she’d have heard his voice behind her and from her phone if it was him. It was too bright outside to allow her to see any reflection in the glass, but she felt the person step up behind her.

“You appear to have company.”

G-J’s voice came only from the phone. The person standing directly behind her hadn’t spoken—it wasn’t G-J.

“Sophie, I want you to close your eyes.”

She obeyed, and just then she felt fingers tracing down her sides and hips. A small shiver ran up her spine.

“It would appear that your friend is also enjoying the view.”

She felt hands move round her waist and slowly upwards. The skin of the hands was soft and Sophie wondered if it may be a woman. The hands cupped her breasts, the fingers teasing her nipples. She thought the hands were too large for a woman, but she really couldn’t tell. She desperately wanted to open her eyes and glance over her shoulder.

“It looks like your friend likes your breasts, Sophie. Do you like having them caressed?”

“Yes.” Her voice was little more than a croak.

“I’m sure there are other parts of you that would be of interest to your friend as well. Why not suggest somewhere else for them to explore?”

Sophie frowned, unsure of what he meant. “Sorry?”

“Tell your friend where you want to be touched next.”

She took a breath. “Move your hands lower.”

“You’re going to have to be more specific.”

“My cunt. Touch my cunt. Put two fingers in it.”

The person standing behind slid their hands down her body, gliding over her flat stomach and the swell of her mons. The right hand pushed between her legs and two fingers invaded her. Sophie’s sucked in a breath, and the fingers pulled up and into her, forcing her onto her tip-toes. A groan escaped her lips.

“Have you any other parts that need attention, Sophie? Just tell your friend what you want.”

“My clit. Stroke my clit while you finger me.”

The stranger did as she’d instructed, and Sophie’s body responded by thrusting forward and back in a slow rotating motion, like a sexy dance. She was grinding her clit against his left hand while clenching around the fingers of the right. Her legs began to shake a little.

“I think your friend deserves a reward, don’t you?”

Sophie stopped her movements and licked her lips. She knew what was going to happen next. “Yes.”

“Yes, I think so too. Why don’t you tell your friend how you’d like to reward the attention you’ve received?”

Sophie tried to decide what G-J wanted to see. “Use my body.”

“You may need to be more specific again, Sophie. But bear in mind that you’re not allowed to turn away from the window, otherwise I won’t be able to see your beautiful face. And it’s not just me being selfish, there are twelve men in my office watching this. They all want to see your beautiful face, too.”

Sophie’s heart beat faster in her chest. Was it possible that there were a room full of men all watching? She doubted it, but couldn’t be sure.

“Sophie, I need you to tell your friend specifically what you want.”

She still didn’t know if the stranger was a man or a woman, although the height, strength and feel of their hands suggested a man.

“I want you to fuck me. I want to feel your cock in my cunt.”

G-J let out a long sigh. “Very good, Sophie. But what about an orgasm? Don’t you want one of those, too?”

“Oh yes.”

“So tell him. You’ll have to make it clear exactly what you want.”

Sophie took a breath, the hands still fingering and stoking her. “I want you to fuck me slowly and make me come. I want you to fuck me long enough to make me come twice.”

“We’ll have to see what your friend can do. But what about him? What’s his reward?”

“He gets to fuck me, and he gets to come inside me. I want to feel him pump his cum deep into my cunt.”

“Oh Sophie, I so hope you get your wish.”

She felt the stranger’s trousers fall down his legs, the buckle of his belt brushing against the back of her calf. Then she sensed him bend his knees and felt his cock sliding through the wet folds of her labia, sliding from back to front. G-J could probably see the tip of the cock protruding between her legs.

The man behind—there was now no doubt about the stranger’s gender—used his foot to push her legs a little wider, until she was standing with her feet about a foot and a half apart. He bent his knees briefly and as he straightened, entered her in one swift movement.

Sophie let out a long, breathy moan. The prelude to this had got her more turned on than she realised, and now she revelled in the feeling of finally being filled, fucked. He thrust into her slowly, pulling her hips back onto each deep plunge. Almost immediately she started to come. She dropped her head back onto his shoulder, her eyes closed and her mouth open. Groans and sighs were coming freely, and then so was Sophie. A loud grunt escaped her lips, then another. She pushed back and down onto the cock, rocking her hips.

“It looks great from here, Sophie, but tell me what’s happening.”

She was too lost in sensation to hear what he’d asked.

“Sophie?”

“I’m coming! I’m… Oh fuck, I’m… Oh. Oh…”

A few moments later the room was silent except for the slick squishing of the cock sliding in and out of her.

“Everything okay, Sophie?”

She needed to take several deep breaths before she could answer. “Everything’s fine. He’s just made me come.”

“Yes, I thought so. And what about your friend—has he come as well?”

Sophie clenched around the thick cock still slowly ploughing into her. “No, he hasn’t come yet.”

“Is he going to?”

The man behind her squeezed her hips and pushed a little deeper with his thrusts.

“Oh yeah. He’s going to blow whenever he’s ready. He’s going to come hard.”

“Good. I like the idea of him shooting all he’s got deep inside you.”

Sophie smiled and opened her eyes, looking directly across the river to where she hoped G-J and all his crowd were watching. “Me too. I really like the idea of his cream flooding me.” She started to bang back to meet his thrusts.

The man lifted his hands and squeezed her breasts, leaning forwards so Sophie was bent slightly over, her head now resting against the glass of the window. The man fucked her hard, making her cry out. His hands groped her breasts roughly, the fingers pulling and stretching her nipples. His thrusts were now making her head tap against the glass, and she was gritting her teeth and rolling her hips, savouring every sensation as the cock stretched and caressed her inside.

She heard the stranger grunt and felt his cock twitch inside her. She opened her mouth and eyes wide, and she felt him twitch again.

“He’s coming. He’s shooting his load into my—”

Sophie let out another groan as a second orgasm ripped through her body. She thought she may lose the ability to stand, and rested both her hands against the glass.

“Oh…”

“Tell me what’s happening, Sophie.”

“I’m coming again. I’m coming…” Her voice trailed off as she rode the final ripples of pleasure.

The man behind her stopped his movements but left his cock inside her while she gripped and relaxed her muscles, then he slid out of her.

Sophie heard him pull up his trousers and fasten his zip and belt, she felt him lean closer and kiss the back of her head. He crossed the room and left without her ever seeing his face. She stood upright on her shaking legs, then dipped her fingers deep inside her sopping sex. She brought out her hand and, using the mixture of juices, drew two eyes and a big smiley mouth on the window.

G-J’s chuckle echoed through her phone. “Well, I think that sums up how we both feel about our first adventure together. Was it to your liking?”

“Oh yes, it was very much to my liking.”

“I’m glad to hear it. Now, why don’t you make the most of that rather luxurious bathroom? We all have more work to do over here. Dinner is at eight-thirty, so I’ll be waiting in the hotel bar at eight. Bye, Sophie.

Sophie’s legs were still shaking a few minutes later as she lowered herself into the whirlpool of bubbles, the ice-bucket with the remains of the champagne already moved next to the bath.

* * * *

The driver dropped Sophie at home a little after lunchtime on Sunday. Jim was doing some weeding in the border near the back fence, but stopped as soon as Sophie walked out onto the lawn.

He approached, his dirty hands hanging down by his side. There was a slightly awkward pause before he leaned in for a kiss. “Hi.”

Sophie sensed he wanted to barrage her questions, and she smiled. “Do you want to wash your hands while I make us a brew? Then we can chat out here.”

She boiled the kettle and Jim went upstairs. He came down a couple of minutes later in a clean t-shirt and jeans. She poured their drinks and carried them out to the garden. They sat on the bench where they’d had their long chat the previous week.

“So, how was your weekend?”

Sophie looked at his expression—half-concern, half-smile—and leaned forward to kiss his cheek. “It was very nice, thank you.”

Jim nodded. “Good.”

She waited for him to ask more, smiling a little herself.

Jim took a sip of his coffee then looked at her expectantly.

“Okay, the jet and the flight were amazing—I felt like a film star. A car picked me up from a private airfield and drove me into London. We went straight to a restaurant, where G-J was waiting. We had lunch and discussed everything that you and I had talked about. He assured me that I wouldn’t be expected to indulge in any activities I wasn’t comfortable with.”

Jim was watching her face but didn’t interrupt.

Sophie tried to remember all the details of her chat with G-J. “I also mentioned safe sex and he agreed completely, saying he guaranteed every person I’d come into contact with during our times together will have been checked.”

“Did he give you any idea of what was expected?”

“Not really. I’ll be having sex with men and women from different countries. But it’ll be normal sex and no BDSM.”

Jim nodded. “So, you’re happy to go along with all of that?”

Sophie hesitated, unsure of what sort of response he wanted to hear. “Yes, I think so. Are you still happy with it?”

Jim laughed, and stroked her leg in a reassuring way. “Yeah, but then I’d have been happy for you to get pissed on.”

Sophie laughed, relaxing a little. “Bastard.”

“So, what happened after lunch?”

Sophie decided to drag out her tale for a little longer. “After lunch I went back to my fabulous hotel room, and G-J went back to his meetings. We went for dinner in my hotel that evening, and chatted about travelling and cities and all sorts of things, but hardly anything about sex. G-J left early as he had more meetings today, and I checked out of the hotel and the driver gave me a brief sight-seeing tour of London before taking me back to catch my private jet.”

Jim looked surprised. “Wow, so no nooky for you all weekend?”

“I didn’t say that.” Sophie smiled and leaned closer, nibbled his ear. “Like you said, he wouldn’t have flown me all that way for nothing.”

Jim’s eyes twinkled with mischief. “So, tell me.”

And she did, quietly while sitting in the sun in their garden. She kept all details of her feelings and sensations to a minimum, but gave the simple facts. The phone call, stripping and standing naked at the window, G-J’s telescope, touching herself, the arrival of the visitor, the fondling from behind, the sex with a man she never saw.

Jim sat silently and listened. Sophie knew he’d want to know all the details, yet he didn’t ask. For now he stuck to a single question, which she could have predicted.

“Did you come?”

She held his gaze for a couple of seconds, pleased that he cared about her pleasure. She nodded. “Twice. The first was very soon after he entered me, the second immediately after he came inside me.”

Jim sat still for a few seconds, presumably imagining the scene she’d described, then smiled and stood up. “Come on, the weekend’s almost over. Let’s go somewhere to have a walk, then find a nice pub for something to eat.”

“Now, that’s a great idea.” Sophie stood and they made their way back into their house holding hands. Fifteen minutes later, they were driving into the country.
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Chapter Three

Throughout the week, Jim tried to control his inquisitive mind. He craved every detail of what Sophie had been subjected to and how she’d felt, but had refrained from prying. He was determined to let Sophie enjoy her adventures and decide which parts she told him about without him asking.

Jim wanted to demonstrate that her adventures were for her own fulfilment, and not simply some kind of arousing foreplay for him before using her body for his own gratification. If Sophie was going to be having fun in her ‘global playground’, then he had no intention of being the little boy watching through the school railings waiting for his turn. He intended to have fun of his own. On the other hand, he was aware that Sophie enjoyed his arousal at what she did with other men. As far as their sex-life was concerned, his willingness to share and her willingness to reveal was a big part of who they’d become.

On Sophie’s return from London, Jim had suggested they go to the local canal. They’d walked along the towpath arm-in-arm, chatting about work, their plans for redecorating their lounge and updating the kitchen. After a lovely evening and meal at a country pub, they’d retired to bed. He’d just held her that night, stroking her back. She’d looked at him expectantly, as if she’d felt obliged to give him release, but he’d kissed her eyelids and continued to stroke her back. They’d fallen asleep in each other’s arms.

They both went to work as usual through the week. As Sophie had the longer commute, Jim was preparing dinner on the Thursday night when he received a text from Sara asking if he fancied going out for a drink during Sophie’s next trip. He grinned and replied with two emoji icons—a smiley face and a thumbs-up. Sara replied instantly with an icon of her own—a red pair of lips. He wondered if Sophie was behind Sara’s offer.

When Sophie got home they ate at the breakfast bar, discussing colour schemes for tiles and new cupboard doors when they got round to updating the kitchen. After they’d loaded the dishwasher, they had a coffee in the garden.

Jim watched a plane leaving its vapour trail across the sky. “Any idea when the next visit to your playground is going to happen?”

She giggled. “No, why?”

“Just wondering.”

Sophie leaned against him. “These trips don’t mean we can’t do other things, you know.”

He frowned, wondering if she was angry that they hadn’t had sex since her trip. “What do you mean?”

“Exactly that. I may only be going away with G-J once every couple of months, and we have a life of our own. We could hook up with anyone we want in the meantime.”

“Sara and Billy?” He waited to see if she’d admit to influencing Sara’s offer.

“Maybe. Or someone else, or just us two. We’re not confined by anything or anyone, so I don’t intend putting the life we’ve started on hold while waiting for a call from G-J.”

“Fair enough.” Jim was now pretty sure Sara’s text hadn’t been suggested by Sophie, and that made him happier.

Sophie stuck a finger up in apparent recollection. “That reminds me, we’ve been invited to a party.”

“Oh?”

Sophie laughed and shook her head. “Not that sort of party. A guy in our office is having a barbecue in a couple of weeks. There’ll be a few people from work, and some of his neighbours.”

“Maybe I could find one of your colleagues who’d be up to a quick fumble in the bushes.”

“Don’t you dare! Nobody at work has any idea what we get up to in our private life, and I intend keeping it that way.”

“Spoil sport.”

They returned inside. Jim caught up on the Wimbledon highlights while Sophie read the news and Facebook posts on her phone. She got into bed naked and Jim knew that meant she wanted sex.

She lay with her head on his shoulder. “You haven’t asked about last weekend.”

Jim smiled and kissed the top of her head. “I didn’t want to pry.”

“We both know that you really do.”

Her giggle made his heart flutter. “Hmm, maybe I do—a little bit.”

Sophie climbed on top of him, squashing his dick between their bodies. She ground her pubic mound against it and he began getting hard.

He took a breath. “Okay, tell me what it was like to have sex with a man you never saw.”

He felt her smile against his neck. “Faces are overrated.”

“Mm. Maybe he was ugly and that’s why you weren’t allowed to look. Or maybe it was G-J’s butler.”

Sophie pushed herself up, reaching back to guide his cock inside her. She let out a sigh as he slid all the way in, then raised her eyebrows at him. “I don’t care who he was—he felt good.”

“You didn’t want to feast your eyes?”

“No, touch was enough.”

Jim considered the idea, nodded. “What if it was me?”

Sophie laughed. “That did cross my mind. You could’ve been in the cockpit of the jet—I’d never have seen you. Then you could have travelled in a different car, gone straight to the hotel while I was at lunch.” She smiled. “But it wasn’t you. I know exactly how you feel.”

Jim was enjoying her wetness and pushed in harder, running his hands over her bum. “Was his cock big?”

Sophie started to move her hips, riding him. “It was big enough.”

“Oh? Big enough for what?”

“Big enough for me. Big enough to get me off, to make me come twice.”

“And we both know how much you like coming.”

Sophie’s breathing was heavy in his ear. “Hmm, and I’m going to do it again pretty soon.”

Jim pressed her shoulders back a little until he could look into her eyes. “I’ll race you?”

She pushed down against his pubic bone and he banged into her from below, his thrusts raising her off the bed. They came together, both crying out with their release.

Eventually Sophie rolled off, lying flat on her back on her own side of the bed, panting. “Wow. That was nice.”

Jim draped his arm over her stomach. “You’re welcome.”

She giggled. “I’ve wanted that all week.”

Jim saw her smile fade, a serious expression tightening her face, and wondered what he’d done wrong.

Sophie took his hand in hers. “You don’t have to be distant when I get back.”

He smiled, pleased that she’d noticed he’d been waiting. “I just didn’t want you to think I was using you.”

“I may be fucking other people, but I’m doing it for both of us to enjoy.” She kissed his cheek. “That way I get to enjoy it twice—when it happens, and again when I tell you about it.”

“That sounds okay to me.” He took a breath, deciding to be honest about his own intentions. “Sara suggested we meet up when you’re on your next adventure.”

Sophie looked surprised, but then smiled. “I’m sure you’ll enjoy that.”

“Yeah, I’m sure I will. But to be honest, there’s someone else I’d quite like to hook up with.”

Sophie’s eyes opened wider. “Oh?”

“Yeah, someone I met at the party in the mansion.”

“A certain dark-haired woman with a hot mouth, by any chance?”

He laughed. “No, not her—although given the chance I wouldn’t mind. But I met someone else earlier on. She was quite a bit older than us, but she was nice.”

“Nice?” Sophie smirked at him. “When you say nice, you mean you fancied her?”

Jim shrugged noncommittally, but then nodded. Why deny it? “Yeah, she’s sexy.”

“Fine. Fuck her, and tell me about it afterwards.”

“We’ll see. There’s every chance I’ll never meet her again.” Jim patted his pillows and turned the light off.

Sophie moved closer under the covers, her arm on his chest. “Do you know her name?”

“Yeah. It’s Naomi.”

“Describe her. What was she wearing at the party?”

“Slim and blonde. Blue dress.” He could picture her now.

“How much older?”

“I don’t know, somewhere in her forties.”

“Did you meet her husband?”

Jim smiled, wondering if Sophie was planning another foursome like the one with Sara and Billy. “She’s divorced, but apparently her ex still attends the parties with her.”

Sophie was quiet for a few seconds, then kissed his shoulder. “It’s fine.”

* * * *

Jim heard nothing more from Sara over the following week, and Sophie hadn’t mentioned any contact with G-J.

On the Friday, as they so often did, Jim and Sophie met at home and then Jim drove them out for an after-work drink at Joe’s Bar in the middle of town. They chatted at the bar with a few of the regulars before finding a free table.

Sophie was on her second glass of white wine. “Have you remembered we’re going to Darren’s barbecue tomorrow afternoon?”

Jim nodded. “Been thinking about it all week. What’s his wife like? Is she my type?”

She smiled sweetly and kicked him under the table at the same time. “His wife is very nice, but you are not to go near any of the women there. It’s not that sort of party, and they’re not that sort of people.”

Jim smiled, enjoying her discomfort. “You mean they’re not our sort of people?”

She looked a little surprised by his comment, but then nodded. “Yes, I suppose that’s exactly what I mean.”

Jim wondered if Sophie was upset. She didn’t look particularly upset, but he was never sure what to think when she went quiet. He changed the subject with the excellent news that his firm’s profits had been better than expected, so his bonus would be, too. He chuckled as she quickly ear-marked the extra money for a large American-style fridge-freezer for their upcoming renovations.

While Sophie went to the bar to get herself another large glass of wine and Jim another glass of carbonated water, Jim went to the loo. When he returned a couple of minutes later Sophie was still at the bar, chatting to a group of early-twenty-somethings. Jim watched them from the table. Her knee-length skirt hugged her hips and bum, and her calves were emphasised by the high heels. But the thing that most struck Jim was how flirtatious her body language was. She looked in complete control of the situation, with four men all taking turns to say something to impress her. Jim tried to remember if she’d always had this confidence, or if it was something she’d acquired in the months since they’d embarked on their new lifestyle. As she made her way back towards him, Jim saw all the men watching her from behind, then one of them made a comment which made the others snigger. Jim smiled to himself.  If they only knew...

She sat down and gave him a smile.

Jim picked up his glass and looked back toward the bar. “Looks like you have quite a fan club.”

Sophie leaned forward with a grin. “Yes, it seems you’re not the only bloke who’s into older women.”

Jim laughed out loud. “Touché!”

They spent another forty minutes or so there, then left. As they walked to the car, Jim could sense that Sophie was a little tipsy. She held onto his arm tight and leaned hard against him. Her perfume was strong in his nostrils and he wondered if she’d sprayed more on since they’d left home.

Joe’s was on the pedestrianised main street, and the carpark was a few minutes’ walk away. It was a warm clear evening, the town busy with people out enjoying the start of the weekend. It was a little after nine-thirty and the moon was already bright in the sky.

As they passed an off-licence, Sophie looked in and then back at Jim. “Why don’t you bring the car to the end of the road while I nip in to get a bottle of wine to take home, and a couple to take to the barbecue tomorrow?”

It took him a few minutes to get back to the car and then he had to go round the one-way system to get back to where he’d arranged to meet Sophie. Relieved to see she wasn’t standing on the pavement waiting for him, he pulled the car over to the kerb. After what felt like five minutes, he began to wonder if he was waiting in the wrong place. She’d said ‘the end of the road’, and to Jim this was it. The opposite end of the pedestrianised main street was also ‘the end of the road’, but much farther from the off-licence. No, he was sure this was the right place. He stepped out of his car and looked down the street, but there was no sign of her. He couldn’t leave his car—it was strictly no parking—so he sat back behind the wheel with the engine running. He checked his phone for any text messages from her. Then his watch. He’d left her at the shop door nearly twenty minutes ago. He was just about to phone her when the car door was pulled open and Sophie climbed in.

“Where’ve you been?”

Sophie put the bag of bottles onto the floor between her feet and turned to get the seatbelt. “Sorry.”

She sounded breathless and her hair was a little out of place. She’d probably run up the road, and Jim felt guilty for being abrupt. He knew she often spent ages reading all the labels before choosing wine to buy.

Jim stroked her leg. “I was just a bit worried, that’s all. Did you find what you wanted?”

She giggled. “I found something I think we’ll both like. Come on, let’s go. I’ve got a surprise for you.”

His curiosity piqued, Jim drove toward their house.

As soon as they got out of the town centre, Sophie squeezed his knee. “Don’t drive us home, let’s take a quick detour.”

He looked over at her, puzzled. “Where to?”

She shrugged. “I’m not sure. Drive out towards Cleveton.”

Cleveton was once a sand quarry, but had been landscaped into a country park with a scenic trail through woods surrounding a lake. “It’ll be closed by now. The carpark gates shut at eight.”

“I know, but there’s a layby on the lane next to it.”

A few minutes later Jim found the lane and pulled off the road. Theirs was the only car around.

Sophie unclicked her seatbelt and looked into his eyes as she undid his seatbelt, too. “We don’t want this hindering my access.”

He kissed her head, smiling. “Has all the wine gone straight to your libido?”

“I suppose it must have done.” She undid his zip and slipped her hand through, her fingers quickly finding their way inside his shorts and onto his cock.

Jim was a little taken aback, but he certainly wasn’t going to start complaining. Maybe getting chatted up by men ten years younger than her had made her feel extra-sexy.

As soon as she’d released his cock from his trousers, she dropped her head into his lap and enveloped him in her mouth, making him groan. She bobbed her head for a short while as he stroked her hair. By the time she released him from her mouth, Jim had a full erection.

Sophie put her face close to his. “I like sucking cocks.”

Jim was surprised at her crudeness but tried to keep things light. “Well luckily for you, I like having my cock sucked.”

She dropped her head and sucked him again, her teeth scraping a little painfully against his glans. Then she straightened and looked into his eyes again. “I know you do. But then, all men like having their cocks sucked.”

Jim nodded, but felt a coldness creeping into his stomach. It seemed like Sophie was building herself up for an argument of some sort. Alcohol could do this to her, sometimes.

Her hand still gripped the base of his cock. “But how do I know that all men like having their cocks sucked?”

This was probably a rhetorical question, but Jim felt obliged to offer an answer anyway. He also wanted to avoid any confrontation. “Because you’ve recently read a survey on what men like?”

Sophie laughed and shook her head. “No, that’s not it. Although if you have a copy of that survey, I wouldn’t mind reading it for future reference.” She slid off her seat so that she was kneeling in the passenger-side foot well. While holding eye contact with him, she slowly leaned over to his side of the car and licked all around the tip of his cock.

Jim let out a deep sigh.

“Shall I tell you how I know that all men like getting their cocks sucked?” Her voice now sounded more playful than confrontational.

Jim watched her face, relieved. “I suppose it’s because you can see it in their eyes.”

She smiled at his answer. “Exactly. Does it bother you that I suck other cocks?”

Jim shook his head. “No—the cocks are just pieces of meat.”

Sophie’s laugh was a sexy giggle, the one she only tended to use during foreplay. “That’s right. But although I like sucking cocks, sometimes I only do it for a particular reason. Can you guess what that might be?”

Jim shook his head, unsure of what she was getting at.

She took him deep into her mouth and used her hand to wank the base at the same time. Then she raised her head and looked into his eyes. “Sometimes I only suck a cock to get it hard, so it can fuck me.”

Jim smiled, expecting Sophie to climb onto his lap.

Sophie knelt up so her head was resting on his chest, her eyes looking up into his. “And that’s why I did it earlier.”

“Well, I’m hard now.”

She giggled. “I know you are, but I wasn’t talking about your cock.”

He struggled to understand. “What are you on about?”

Sophie released his cock and reached into her handbag. She took out her phone and tapped the icons a few times. Then she held it up so Jim could see the screen. A video clip was ready to play.

“What’s that?” Jim felt the coldness return to his stomach, but his cock seemed to grow a little harder.

“It’s a recording of what I did after I’d bought the wine.”

Dread and lust fought for space in his thoughts. “Who with?”

Sophie licked her lips. “I thought we’d agreed that didn’t matter. He’s just meat.”

“You met him in the off-licence?”

Sophie nodded. “I caught him staring at my arse and legs, and asked if he wanted a closer look.”

Jim stared at her. His mouth dropped open, but he had no words.

“He said he did, so I took him down an alleyway and sucked his cock until it was hard, then let him fuck me against a wall.”

Jim shook his head. “Why?”

“Because I was horny, and because I wanted to give you a treat.”

“Me?”

Sophie nodded. “I’m going to suck you off while you watch the video.”

With that, she pressed the arrow icon in the centre of the screen and passed her phone to Jim. For the first few seconds the image was wobbly and the sound muffled. Sophie lowered her head and took Jim’s cock back into her mouth.

Jim sat in his car and watched the video. The phone had obviously been held by Sophie at arm’s length. He saw her crouched down on bent knees, undoing the belt of someone wearing dark jeans. He was leaning against a brick wall. The angle of the camera dipped momentarily to show their feet—Sophie’s high heels and the guy’s blue trainers. Then the camera moved up and he saw the man’s cock in her hand. Jim saw her tongue lick the tip once, then she opened her mouth, pushed her head forward and the dick disappeared. He noticed she was looking up at the man, presumably holding eye contact.

Meanwhile, Sophie was sucking and using her hand on Jim. He looked down and her eyes were closed, her breath bursting in short pants through her nose.

Back on the phone screen, Sophie pulled her head back and smiled. Her hand released the other man’s cock and it stood proud and hard through his jeans. The screenshot wobbled again, showed a temporary shot of the ground, and then settled back on the couple. They’d changed places, and Sophie was now pressed with her back to the wall. A fleeting glimpse of their heads showed the man had short dark hair, but then the camera was aimed lower. Jim saw the guy fumbling with Sophie’s skirt, exposing more of her legs as the material was bunched up. The man held his cock in his hand and bent his knees slightly. The sound of Sophie moaning was accompanied by the screenshot shaking.

In the car, Sophie increased the speed of her hand, no doubt having heard from the sound effects where the film was up to.

Jim watched the screen and saw the guy pumping his hips, banging her against a wall. The view rotated as Sophie moved her arm in an arc behind the man’s back. The film was now being shown from directly behind him. Jim could see the back of the guy’s head, and over his shoulder Sophie’s face was in full view. Her eyes stared straight at the camera; she’d made sure all the action was caught for Jim’s benefit. Her expression changed and Jim could tell immediately that she was coming. He watched transfixed as the video captured his wife’s pleasure with another man. The screen began to shake slightly, and Jim saw the guy banging harder, no doubt getting close to his own finish.

The view disappeared as the phone was moved yet again. The picture finally settled on their groins, the man’s jeans pushed slightly down his thighs, Sophie’s legs splayed open. Jim watched as the man’s thrusts increased in speed then changed rhythm to short, hard plunges. Two, three, four times he slammed her against the wall before he stepped back and out of her. The screen was filled with the image of the man’s cock, slick with Sophie’s juices, a string of cum dangling from the end. Then the image spun and settled on Sophie’s face. Her hair was messed and she was breathless. She blew a kiss at the camera.

His wife was kneeling on the floor of their car, sucking his cock, the remains of a stranger’s cum no doubt still inside her. Jim was angry, but also turned on. He wondered if Sophie’s enjoyment of the encounter had been hindered by her filming it, but at that moment, he didn’t really care. He was going to come in her mouth, and he was going to do it soon. He watched the video a second time, holding the phone in one hand and the back of her head with the other as he thrust into her mouth in time with the stranger fucking her in the video clip.  Jim gripped her hair and fired into her throat, spurt after spurt.

She moaned, she gagged, and she swallowed. He didn’t release her until he felt his cock finally soften.

Sophie looked up from his lap. “Was it okay?”

Jim held her gaze. “The blowjob, or fucking someone in an alley?”

“Both.”

Jim hesitated. He didn’t want to spoil the moment, but she was making him uneasy. This was their home town, and the guy probably lived here too. If the guy saw them on the street, he’d probably tell whoever he was with that he’d fucked her in an alley. What they were doing was supposed to be a secret, separated from their everyday lives. Hadn’t she said that very thing herself when Jim had suggested trying to chat up her colleagues’ wives?

Sophie climbed back into her seat and fastened her seatbelt. “Okay, now we can go home.”

Jim fitted his own seatbelt, started the car and drove them home. They drank wine and watched TV, but didn’t talk about what had happened earlier—either in the car or in the alley. Sophie went for a shower before getting into bed. She settled her head on his shoulder and drifted off to sleep, but Jim lay awake for almost an hour, trying to decide how he felt about her behaviour in the alley.

* * * *

They attended the BBQ and Jim enjoyed himself more than he’d expected. He’d only met one of the other guests before, another woman from Sophie’s office, but everyone turned out to be good fun. The weather was glorious, and the hosts persuaded Jim to have a few beers, leave his car at their house, and get a taxi home. So Jim drank beer and ate barbecued food and enjoyed a very pleasant afternoon and evening in the company of strangers. By the time people started to leave, Jim and Sophie were both a little drunk. The taxi arrived and they got home just before midnight. As they were getting ready for bed, Sophie received a text.

She checked her phone and looked up at Jim. “It’s from G-J.”

“Oh?” Jim tried to keep his voice casual, but he was excited. The effects of the beer he’d drunk seemed to disappear immediately.

Sophie was reading the message. “He’s asked if I’m free next weekend. He’s managed to get tickets for a ballet.”

This was a surprise. “Ballet?”

Sophie nodded and looked up, as if waiting for him to say something else.

He shrugged. “It’s fine with me, if that’s what you’re asking.”

Her eyes opened wide as she read the rest of the text. “The ballet is on Friday night, in Austria.”

“Austria?”

Sophie looked just as surprised as he felt. “Yeah, Vienna.”

“Wow. I’m sure it’ll be great.”

She looked thoughtful as she put her phone on to charge. “Are you sure it’s okay with you?”

“Yeah, course it is. You don’t need to ask me that every time you get a text, you know. We’ve discussed this, and it’s fine.”

“I know, it’s just that I…” She shrugged. “Thanks.”

They undressed and got into bed. Jim turned the light off. “I enjoyed today—your colleagues are nice.”

Sophie snuggled into him. “Yeah, they are. It was a nice day. I’ll drive you back for your car in the morning.”

They settled down to sleep. Jim was sure Sophie was thinking about her trip to the ballet, and whatever it would entail. He, on the other hand, was thinking about what he might get up to with Sara.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Four

Sophie learned on Friday morning that there would be no private jet to Vienna. However, there was a Limo ride and a flight in business class to look forward to.

She and G-J sat on adjacent seats in the pristine cabin and once airborne, he leaned over towards her. “Would you consider me awfully rude if I read a couple of reports during the flight?”

“Of course not. Please, go ahead.”

“Thank you. I just want to make sure everything looks okay before the office closes. If I find a problem I’ll phone as soon as we land, and they can sort it out before they go home for the weekend.”

Sophie picked up an in-flight magazine and browsed through it. The seats were very comfortable and actually reclined into beds, but she was too tense to relax. As much as she liked spending her afternoon off in the lap of luxury, she had no idea what to expect after G-J’s last stunt with the telescope.

When the captain announced they were beginning their descent, G-J put the reports back into his case and smiled at her.

“All good, so my staff can go home and enjoy their weekend.” He leaned closer. “Although I doubt they’ll enjoy their time off as much as I do.”

A car was waiting for them at the airport. When they got to the hotel, G-J escorted her to her room and left her to get ready. They arranged to meet in the hotel bar in an hour.

After her shower she pinned up her hair and did her makeup, then dressed in a dark-red gown with matching suede shoes. She wore the garnet necklace and matching earrings Jim had bought her for their fifth wedding anniversary.

When she made her way to the bar, G-J was waiting for her. He looked very handsome in black tuxedo and bowtie. He held out his hand as she approached him at the bar.

“Sophie.” He raised her hand to his mouth and kissed it. “You look beautiful, as always.”

She smiled, a little embarrassed because other guests at the bar were staring at them. “Thank you. And you look very fetching.”

He laughed and led her by the elbow to his table, upon which were two glasses of champagne. 

G-J picked up both glasses, passing one to Sophie. “Are you a fan of ballet?”

Although she didn’t wish to appear completely ignorant, she had no intention of pretending to be something she wasn’t. “I had dance lessons as a child, but I’ve never been to an actual ballet before.”

He seemed pleased to hear it. “Excellent. Then this will be another new experience for me to watch you enjoy.”

She smiled at his choice of words. “Which ballet is it?”

“La Bayadere, which translates to ‘the temple dancer.’ It’s a rather sad tale of love and jealousy.”

“Oh dear. I only approve of one of those emotions.”

He smiled knowingly. “I’m glad to hear it. The jealousy causes our heroine’s death—killed by her love rival.”

“It’s not a comedy, then?”

G-J laughed out loud. “No, my dear. But when the hero also dies, their spirits reunite in an extraordinary scene which I think you’ll enjoy. Over thirty women all dressed in white dance in unison—it’s a marvellous sight.”

“I’m sure I’ll love it.”

In the back of her mind, Sophie couldn’t help wondering if she’d be doing a performance of some sort at the ballet. She remembered a story she’d read many years before—possibly in Delta of Venus—where a beautiful dancer sneaks into the audience and performs oral sex on the men in the boxes while the show continues. Would G-J expect her to perform favours on men sitting close to them?

His hand on her arm interrupted her thoughts. “Sophie, our carriage awaits.”

She drained her glass and allowed him to lead her out of the hotel and into the car.

The Vienna State Opera was a magnificent building, its grandeur and opulence unlike anything she’d ever seen. Inside the marble entrance hall everyone was in formal dress: the men dashing, the women beautiful. When G-J led her to their seats, the interior of the theatre took her breath away. The vast room was circular and incredibly high. Enormous chandeliers hung from the intricately-carved vaulted ceiling. Seats filled the floor area and the outer walls consisted of five levels of balconies running around the entire perimeter, except for the section housing the stage.

G-J was watching her with an amused expression. She shrugged, a little embarrassed. “I’m sorry if I seem a little like a wide-eyed schoolgirl, but I’ve never been anywhere like this before.”

He laughed and patted her hand. “It has the same effect on me every time I come here.”

The niggling thoughts about what she’d have to do here wouldn’t leave her mind. “Is somebody going to join us later?”

“Not that I know of.” He looked puzzled.

Sophie watched his eyes, trying to work out if he was lying.

Suddenly his expression changed, and he smiled. “I think I see what you’re asking. The answer is no, Sophie. Tonight we are going to watch the ballet, and then I will take you back to your hotel. The ballet is the only thing I wish to watch tonight.”

“I just thought…” She lowered her eyes.

Squeezing her hand, he leaned close. “I want you to enjoy your first ballet. Tomorrow perhaps there will be something more exciting for me to watch—but tonight, we watch together.”

“Thank you.” Although she’d come to Vienna for a sexual adventure, she was relieved she could now relax and enjoy the show.

The lights went down and the audience fell silent. Sophie watched the ballet, rapt throughout. During at least two scenes, she had to wipe tears from her cheek.

G-J leaned closer to her ear. “The scene I mentioned earlier is just about to start. It’s known as Kingdom of the Shades.”

Sophie watched the scene and the tears flowed freely down her face. Never before had she been so moved from watching something. No film or show had ever affected her this way.

On their journey back to the hotel, Sophie knew she was babbling like a child as she recounted each scene, but there were so many things she wanted to talk about. G-J sat silently in the back of the taxi and smiled.

When they arrived at the hotel, G-J asked the taxi driver to wait for him, which surprised her. Maybe he was staying somewhere else?

Inside the hotel he escorted her to the elevator and kissed her hand. “Shall we meet in the restaurant here for breakfast? Say, eight-thirty?”

Sophie smiled. “Yes, that would be lovely.”

He inclined his head. “Until tomorrow.”

As he turned to leave, Sophie put her hand on his arm. “Thank you for tonight. The ballet was wonderful.”

He smiled and left.

In her room, Sophie removed her dress and shoes, let down her hair and removed her necklace and earrings. In the bathroom she cleansed her face and brushed her teeth. She got into bed naked and checked her phone. There were no messages from Jim, but she sent him a short text:

‘Just back from the ballet, it was amazing. G-J left hotel – not sure where to. Meeting up for breakfast.’

When she got no immediate reply, Sophie turned the light off and closed her eyes, luxuriating in the deep pillows and firm mattress. She slid her hand down between her legs and smiled at the irony; her millionaire admirer had left her here alone, so she was forced to play with herself.

Obviously, she didn’t have to play with herself. No doubt someone else would be doing things to her tomorrow while G-J watched. But she was feeling relaxed, and a little bit horny. Sliding her fingers on either side of her clit, she let out a sigh. She licked her lips and moved her hips up and down against her hand, getting into it. She’d always been able to make herself come quickly, ever since she’d first discovered her clit as a young teenager.

Suddenly a thought occurred, and she pulled her hand away. Jim hadn’t replied to her text, yet it wasn’t so late that he’d be asleep. Was he out with Sara? Was he too occupied with her to reply? Lying in the dark, Sophie chastised herself for feeling hurt. She was in Vienna—with Jim’s blessing—to fuck a stranger while another man watched. So how could she possibly have an issue with Jim not replying to her text?

The mood had been lost though, and Sophie didn’t bother touching herself again. She closed her eyes and went to sleep.

* * * *

G-J was in jeans and a white polo shirt when Sophie joined him for breakfast. This was the first time she’d seen him in casualwear—last night’s bowtie and tux was the only occasion she’d not seen him in a business suit. He looked younger, more energetic.

“Good morning, Sophie. I trust you slept well?”

She smiled as he held out her chair for her. “Very well, thanks. How about you?”

“People my age don’t need sleep as much as we used to. I’ve ordered coffee and tea, as I wasn’t sure which you preferred.”

“Thank you. I’m a tea-person, especially first thing.”

“People often are, but I’m afraid I just don’t get it. Coffee every time for me.”

Rather than being the type of establishment where the guests went to get their own breakfast from the counters, this hotel had waitress service. Sophie ordered fresh grapefruit followed by an omelette. G-J ordered scrambled eggs with smoked salmon.

They chatted about the ballet, and Vienna in general. Sophie said she couldn’t believe the State Opera, how she’d never seen any building so fantastic.

G-J wiped his mouth between mouthfuls of breakfast. “It was ridiculed when it was first built. The two architects who designed it were mortified. One of them committed suicide, the other died not long after of tuberculosis. Neither saw the finished building they’d designed.”

“That’s tragic.”

“Yes it is.” He shrugged, smiled. “So, this morning I thought I’d take you sightseeing. There are some incredible things to see in Vienna.”

Sophie nodded, then leaned over the table. “And later?”

“This afternoon, I’ll be the one doing the sightseeing, and you’ll be the incredible thing to see.”

A familiar tingling sensation trickled through Sophie’s body. “In that case, I may need more tea.”

He laughed and poured her another cup from the pot.

After breakfast they left the hotel on foot. They held hands as they walked to the nearest metro-station.

“Vienna has an underground and an over-ground metro, and we’ll be using both. First we go down here and head east on the U-Bahn. Later we’ll take the S-Bahn.”

Sophie was impressed with his knowledge of the city. “You must have visited here often.”

“Oh, I know Vienna very well. I lived here for two years in the early eighties. My second wife was Austrian.”

Sophie stopped and stared at him. “You were married?”

He nodded. “Four times. My first wife says I must be addicted to wedding cake.”

A thought occurred. “Are you still married to the fourth wife?”

He laughed. “God, no. That one was very short-lived. We actually cut short the honeymoon so we could start divorce proceedings.”

Her jaw dropped. “You cannot be serious.”

“Maybe it wasn’t actually that soon, but we did cut short the honeymoon because we’d stopped speaking. My marriage record isn’t a good one, I’m afraid. My first lasted the longest—four years. The second lasted two, the third and fourth less than a year each.”

“I really don’t know what to say. I’d imagined you as a perpetual bachelor.”

He nodded. “From now on, that’s what I intend to be. No more proposals, just propositions.”

She laughed. “That sounds like a better philosophy.”

They took five trains in total, and saw some truly amazing buildings. Starting in the square with the cathedral, they saw palaces, museums and churches. They decided they wouldn’t bother with lunch, but instead drank coffee from polystyrene cups while they walked.

G-J checked his watch. “Right, I think it’s time we need to be somewhere.”

Sophie looked into his eyes, her heart beating a little faster. “Okay…”

He tilted his head to one side and seemed to study her. “Tell me how you feel, Sophie.”

She swallowed, then licked her lips. “I feel… How do I feel? Apprehensive, but excited.”

He nodded. “Why apprehensive?”

“Because I don’t know what’s going to happen.”

“You’re going to meet two men.” His voice was calm, conversational. “They’re going to lick your pussy, and you’re going to suck their cocks. Then they’re both going to take turns fucking you.”

Sophie stared, open-mouthed. “Oh.” She let out a surprised laugh. “Right, well—thanks for letting me know.”

“You’re welcome. Does that take away some of the apprehension?”

Sophie laughed again. “Not really, but it certainly increases the excitement.”

“Good. Let’s go.”

They took the U-Bahn and came up to street level in a part of the city they hadn’t visited earlier. G-J led her across a busy road and down a side street, taking out his phone as they walked.

He entered a number and held the phone to his ear. “We’re here.”

Sophie glanced at him. He’d put his phone away without waiting for a reply. Her stomach was tingling with excitement. She was about to have a threesome with two strange men while another man watched, yet she felt no shame or embarrassment.

G-J came to a halt outside a small theatre. The place looked closed, but a side door was being held open by a man wearing blue overalls. As they walked through the door, Sophie felt the man’s eyes on her. She held his gaze for a second, smiled. She wondered if this was one of the men she was about to have sex with. He wasn’t particularly attractive, but it didn’t matter.

A tall, slender woman was waiting by the closed-up ticket office. G-J greeted her warmly and kissed her cheek before turning to Sophie.

“This is Anja. She’s going to help you get ready for your performance.”

The woman held out her hand and smiled. “Sophie, it’s nice to meet you.”

“Hi.” Sophie wondered what Anja was going to do to prepare her. Maybe there’d be some girl-on-girl before the men arrived…

“Please, follow me.” Anja turned to G-J before leaving. “I will see you later, yes?”

He nodded, and Sophie followed Anja up a set of small stairs, along a narrow corridor and through a door. It was a dressing room, the kind Sophie had only ever seen before in old films. There was a chair and dressing table below a mirror with lightbulbs all around it.

In one corner of the small room was a clothes rack with a variety of costumes on hangers.

Anja held up a white towel. “Please, remove all your clothes.”

There was no curtain or screen, so Sophie stood in the middle of the room and stripped completely naked.

Anja passed her the towel and opened the door. “This way.”

Sophie quickly wrapped the towel around her body and followed Anja out into the corridor. They stopped at another door just a few steps further down.

Nodding at the door, Anja looked at Sophie. “In here. And when you’re finished, come back to the dressing room. I’ll leave the door ajar.” With that she walked back in the direction they’d come.

Placing her hand on the door handle, Sophie paused. Would the men be inside, waiting for her on a bed while G-J sat on a chair? She swallowed, pushed the door open. There was nobody else in the room. Sophie laughed at her over-active imagination and walked in. The room was similar in size to the dressing room, but tiled and fitted with six showerheads. It was just a place for people to wash.

Hanging her towel on a peg, she turned on one of the jets and stood under it, the water cascading down her head and body. There were bottles of shampoo and soap on a shelf, and Sophie washed her hair and body thoroughly, removing all the sweat that had built up during her sightseeing excursion.

A few minutes later, her hair still dripping, she returned to the dressing room. Anja handed her a white silk robe and indicated the chair by the mirror.

Sophie sat down.  Anja rubbed her hair with a fresh towel and then used a hairdryer.

As Sophie watched, Anja brushed her hair and pinned it up. Then she moved to the side and started to apply makeup, complimenting Sophie on various features of her face—her cheekbones, eyes, mouth.

The makeup session took over twenty minutes and when it was finished Sophie stared into the mirror. She hardly recognised herself.

She actually looked like a ballerina, with very pale foundation and rouged cheekbones. False eyelashes and kohl eye-liner had been applied, followed by thick mascara. Her mouth was painted scarlet with shiny lip gloss.

“Okay, now we get you dressed.” Anja was smiling, evidently pleased with her work.

Sophie stood in the middle of the room and slipped her robe off.

Anja looked her up and down for a few seconds. “You have a lovely body, Sophie. I think you’re going to knock them out.”

Sophie smiled, embarrassed. “Thank you.” Although Anja had been very polite and said some kind things about her appearance, Sophie wondered what she thought about her morals.

Walking over to the rack, Anja took a small black tutu and passed it to Sophie. “This first.”

Taking the lacy ruffled garment, Sophie bent over and stepped into it, pulling it up to her waist. There were suspenders hanging from inside the waistband. Anja straightened the skirt so the suspenders hung in the correct position to attach to stockings.

Anja held up a roll of black silk ribbon. “This is going to be used for your top.”

Sophie nodded, confused. “Okay…”

Anja bent close to Sophie’s breasts, examining the nipples. She looked up to her face. “Do you mind if I just…” She pointed at her breasts.

Sophie shook her head, unsure of what Anja meant.

With that, Anja leaned in and sucked Sophie’s nipple, biting it gently.

Sophie let out a startled groan.

Anja looked up and they both laughed. “I’m sorry, but I just need them to be a little harder.”

When she took the other nipple into her mouth, Sophie pushed her breast into Anja’s face. Her moan was due to pleasure this time, not surprise.

Sophie looked down at the other woman. “Do you get my other parts ready, too?”

Anja smiled and slid a hand between Sophie’s legs, stroking her labia gently. “You don’t need me for that—I can smell that you’re ready for your performance.”

Sophie’s embarrassment warmed her cheeks.

Anja laughed playfully. “But if you’re ever back in Vienna, I’ll be happy to touch whatever you want, for as long as you like.” She stood upright and started to wrap the ribbon around Sophie’s waist.

The ribbon was about two inches wide and soft against her skin. It was wrapped around her waist and up over her breasts, but strategic gaps were left, exposing both nipples. Anja took the ribbon up over one shoulder to help keep it in place, fastening it with a small safety pin at the back.

Next, Anja passed her a pair of black fishnet stockings, which Sophie rolled on and fastened to the suspenders hanging from the tutu. Anja picked up a large box, tucked it under her arm and pointed at the chair. “Sit now, please.”

Sophie sat and watched as Anja took out a pair of shoes. They were in the style of ballet slippers, but made from black patent leather and fitted with ridiculously high stiletto heels. The shoes were designed to force their wearer onto the tips of their toes. The term sur les pointes was something she vaguely remembered from her ballet lessons as a child, but she didn’t feel confident enough to mention the term in case she had it wrong.

When the buckles were fastened she tentatively pressed her feet against the floor. “Will I be able to walk in these?”

Anja nodded. “They’re a lot easier to wear than they look. Try. Just walk slowly. ” Anja held out her hand and Sophie stood.

She took a cautious step, then another. Letting go of Anja’s hand, she walked slowly around the room. She glanced at herself in the mirror. The tutu was incredibly short, the suspenders stretching down to the stockings, her pubic hair and sex in full view. The ribbon had been wrapped so that clear bands of her flesh were exposed on her upper body.

Anja looked at Sophie’s reflection. “You look beautiful.”

“I look like a slut.”

Anja shook her head. “No, you don’t. You look like something from a dream.”

Sophie turned and held Anja’s hand. With these shoes on, the women were about the same height. “Are you going to watch the performance?”

“Would you like me to?”

Sophie held her gaze for a few seconds, then nodded.

“Okay, I will. And don’t forget what I said about coming back to Vienna for a girl’s weekend.”

Sophie bit her lip. “You’ve just made me even wetter.”

Anja laughed.

A bell rang somewhere in the corridor.

Anja squeezed Sophie’s hand. “Okay, show time. Relax, and enjoy yourself.”

Sophie followed her new friend down the narrow corridor. She had every intention of coming back to Vienna alone, but for now she had other things to concentrate on. Like G-J, and the two men who were going to fuck her.

The corridor ended in a small space, and from there Sophie could see a black curtain.

Anja pointed towards it. “That’s where you go.”

Sophie squeezed Anja’s hand, then took the few short steps to the curtain. Pushing through the black material, she found herself at the side of a small stage. The theatre was mainly in darkness, but the dim lights down the aisles showed G-J sitting alone a few rows from the front.

Suddenly a bright spotlight came on and picked her out. Classical music started to play from speakers around the stage. The heat from the light surprised her, and then another spotlight picked out two figures in the middle of the stage—two men, both tall and muscular. They wore tight leotards and white tights with black ballet slippers. Most strikingly, they both had erections sticking out through holes cut into their tights. She wondered if they’d taken some Viagra-kind of drug to give the desired effect without needing foreplay.

They approached, striding in time with the music. Both moved gracefully, obviously trained dancers. They led Sophie to the centre of the stage, turning her in spins while supporting her waist. She was unsteady in the shoes, but getting used to them.

One of the men was olive-skinned and clean shaven, his jet-black hair combed back like a 40’s film star. The other had blond hair buzzed short, and two-day stubble. Sophie found them both very attractive.

The fairer of the two stood behind her, placed his hands on her hips and lifted her easily into the air. Mr 40’s stepped close and pushed her legs apart. As the first man held her high with strong, straight arms, the other placed his face between her legs and lapped at her sex. It was a struggle for her to hold her legs straight out as the man licked her, so in the end she rested them on his shoulders.

After a minute or so, she was lowered back to the stage. As she stood stationary, the men twirled around her, athletic and supple. The darker man pulled her gently backwards and she kept her body stiff and allowed herself to fall into his arms. He caught her and supported her upper body on his knee. The second man dropped to his hands and knees, crawling across the stage like a stalking tiger. He took one of her feet and raised it in his hand, kissing the inside of her ankle. Then he placed her straight leg over his shoulder and lowered his head to her crotch. Sophie felt his tongue circling her clit and let out a sigh. She pushed against him, thrusting her hips. She’d be able to come if she could just…

He moved away and pulled her to her feet. His smirk suggested he was aware of her right-on-the-brink state.

The music was loud and the two spotlights now converged on the three of them, making it impossible for Sophie to see G-J or anyone else who may have been watching. She wondered if Anja was somewhere in the audience, or the guy who’d opened the door.

Sophie was then positioned so she was standing between the two men, facing the fair-haired one with the darker man standing behind.  She was aware that both erections were pointing towards her. The man behind placed strong hands on her waist, and in one fluid movement she was lifted and turned upside down. She instinctively bent her legs and rested them on Mr 40’s shoulders. The fairer guy’s cock was now just inches from her face and, as he stepped closer, Sophie opened her mouth. She was only allowed to suck him for a short time before being lowered back to the stage, where she was encouraged to kneel.

The men stood either side of her, their erections rigid and at Sophie’s eye-level. Sophie took a cock in either hand and pleasured the men in turn, sucking each man for ten to fifteen seconds at a time. While she was sucking one man’s cock, her hand slowly pumped the other one. She was determined to make it visually enjoyable for her audience—after all, he was paying the bills.

The dark-haired man eventually helped her back to her feet, then turned so he was standing back-to-back with her. Linking both his arms with hers, he slowly bent forward at the waist, pulling Sophie up off the floor. The other man moved closer, lifted her straightened legs up and apart, and entered her.

Sophie let out a low groan as the man fucked her with deep thrusts. Sophie’s orgasm was almost instantaneous and she dropped her head back, screaming her release. The man fucking her ran his hands over her nipples. He pinched one, then gripped her waist with both hands and fucked her harder. Sophie watched his face as he came. He was breathing heavily, but Sophie guessed it was probably more from the exertion of dancing and lifting her than the sex itself. She would have liked to stroke his face, but her arms were linked with the other man’s as he took her weight.

Eventually, Sophie’s feet returned to the stage. She was quickly turned to face the auditorium. The spotlights burned into her face and she couldn’t make anything out in the blackness. Sophie was made to stand legs astride and bent forward, her face close to the edge of the stage. She felt a cock stroke up through the lips against her sex—no doubt the dark-haired man was eager for his turn. He entered her easily, the previous man’s cum aiding lubrication, and slammed into her over and over. Sophie let out grunts with each of his thrusts. Her body shook, but the ribbons stayed in place. It was a struggle to keep her eyes open, but she knew G-J liked to see her pleasure while she was being fucked. The man increased the force of his thrusts and Sophie sensed he was approaching his climax. She moved herself with him, pushing back to meet each plunge, and she came again. The music reached a crescendo as the man let out a groan and came inside her. Sophie wriggled and squirmed in his grip, looking over her shoulder to hold eye contact with him. His face was bathed with sweat, and he smiled at her.

The spotlights went out, and the curtains closed. Sophie was helped upright and dim lights illuminated the area. The men nodded and disappeared, and Sophie was left on her own. Her legs were shaking, and her inner thighs were wet.

Anja stepped through the side curtain and held out her hand.

Sophie held on to her arm, grateful for the support. “Well, what did you think?”

“I thought it was a very successful opening night.”

Sophie smiled. “Well, my opening certainly feels like it was a success.”

Anja laughed and led them down the corridor. They returned to the dressing room and as Sophie stood perfectly still, Anja slowly unwound the ribbon from her body.

Sophie watched her face. “I’m amazed it stayed in place, considering how much I was lifted and spun around.”

Anja nodded. “Hmm, I’m glad it did, though. It looked great under the spotlights—pale lines of soft flesh set out against the shiny black of the ribbon.” She trailed her fingers gently over Sophie’s nipples. “And these looked wonderful. Really sexy.”

A shiver ran down Sophie’s back, and the two women held eye contact for a couple of seconds.

Anja shook her head, as if making herself concentrate. “Shoes.” She dropped to her knees and undid the buckles, Sophie steadying herself by resting her hands on Anja’s shoulders.

Sophie unclipped the suspenders and rolled the stockings down her legs, then pushed the tutu down and stepped out of it. With the outfit completely removed, she walked naked along the corridor to the shower room. Everyone in the theatre had probably just watched her getting fucked on stage by two men, so wrapping a towel around her body for modesty’s sake seemed pointless.

After her shower, she returned to the unoccupied dressing room. The door opened as she was putting on her own clothes.

Anja came in and held out a small piece of paper.  “This is my number and email. I was serious about that girl-weekend.”

Sophie took the paper, looked into the other woman’s face and stepped close. “So was I.” She had to tilt her head up to reach Anja’s lips with her own. They shared a brief kiss, and Sophie groaned.

Anja looked surprised. “You’ll really come back?”

“Definitely.”

Anja pushed her hand through her hair and laughed. “Good. I look forward to it. I can arrange a couple of guys as our date, if you wish…?”

Sophie shook her head. “No, you’ll be more than enough.”

The other woman blushed, but looked happy. “Come, G-J is waiting.”

They left the dressing room and walked down the corridor. Anja said goodbye and Sophie made her way down the stairs alone. 

G-J was waiting in the foyer. “How did you enjoy your second ballet?”

Sophie nodded approvingly. “Very moving.”

He laughed, and they made their way out onto the street. Twenty minutes later they arrived back at the hotel. G-J announced he was going to catch up with a couple of old friends, and explained they’d be taking the plane home after breakfast the following day.

Sophie was more than happy to have some rest. “I’m a bit hungry now, so I’ll order something up and eat in my room.”

He nodded. “Okay. Perhaps we could go out for a drink later, maybe a little supper?”

“That’d be lovely.”

As Sophie stepped into the elevator, he kissed her hand and left.

Back in her room, she checked her phone. Jim still hadn’t replied to her text from last night. Could Sara be keeping him so busy he didn’t have time to read his phone?
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Chapter Five

When Jim got back from the gym he was surprised to find Sophie sitting in the living room.

“Hi, when did you get back?”

Sophie’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. “About twenty minutes ago.”

Jim dropped his kitbag and walked towards her. “How was your—”

“Where’ve you been?”

Jim stopped, startled by her tone. “I’ve been to the gym. You told me you were expecting a long weekend and probably wouldn’t be getting back until Monday.”

“Maybe if you answered your fucking phone you’d know when I was getting back.”

Shock turned to anger. “Well, as it turned out, you decided to take both phone chargers to Vienna so I couldn’t actually use my phone at all.”

Sophie’s face showed a temporary frown of confusion, quickly replaced by contrition. “I thought you’d moved my charger, so I took yours.”

“I never touched your charger. Why would I?” Jim tried to keep his voice calm. He couldn’t help wondering if Sophie’s weekend hadn’t been successful, so she was taking out her frustration on him.

Sophie lowered her head into her hands, sighed, then looked up with guilty wide eyes. “Shit, I’m sorry. I took mine to charge my phone on the way to work on Friday—it’s still in my car.”

Jim stared at her. “And why couldn’t you have remembered that before you took mine?”

Sophie shook her head. “I’m sorry, I was rushing round getting ready. Jim, I’m really sorry.”

Without answering he turned and took his kitbag upstairs, dropping his dirty clothes and towel into the basket in the bathroom. He put the bag and trainers into the bottom of his wardrobe. When he got back downstairs, Sophie was standing in the kitchen.

“I’m making a brew, do you want a coffee?”

He knew this was an olive branch—which he was prepared to accept—but wasn’t in the mood for a hot drink. “No thanks. I’ve worked up a thirst, so I’ll have one of these instead.” He took a chilled beer from the fridge.

He saw Sophie’s expression as she looked at the bottle. He passed it to her and grabbed another from the fridge for himself. They flipped the caps and sat back in the living room.

Jim took a swig, then looked over at her. “I take it from your less-than-happy attitude that Vienna wasn’t what you were hoping it would be.”

Sophie shook her head. “Jim, I’m really sorry I was short with you. I didn’t mean to come across like that. I was just disappointed when you weren’t here when I got home, that’s all.”

Jim watched her face, waiting for the real reason. There’d probably been some problem with what G-J had planned for her.

She smiled. It was a nice smile, the one that could still make his stomach turn. “Vienna was fabulous. I had a great time.”

Jim was puzzled. “The city or the sex?”

She laughed. “Both. The city’s beautiful, and so was the sex I had.”

Jim felt a lump in his throat but couldn’t get past the feeling that something must have upset her. “So you weren’t made to do anything you weren’t comfortable with?”

“The sex was really good. Jim, my weekend was fine—a great success. I’m sorry I was so grumpy, I just would have liked you to answer my texts, that’s all.”

“Well, if I could have bought another phone charger locally, I’d have answered them.  Anyway, I’ve ordered a new one on-line. I actually emailed to ask if you’d seen mine. Did you not think to check your email when you got no reply to a text?”

Sophie closed her eyes and shook her head. “No, while I was there I didn’t look at my email or Facebook or anything. I’m sorry. Can we start again, pretend I’ve just got back?”

Jim laughed, relaxing at last. “Yeah, okay. How was your weekend shag-fest?”

Sophie giggled. “It was very nice, thanks for asking.” She took a slug of her beer, and he saw her eyes studying him.

He smiled. “What?”

“I’m going to buy us tickets to see a ballet.”

“What?”

“Jim, it was fantastic. The music, the dancing, the whole experience. I’m sure you’ll enjoy it.”

He nodded, but let her know from his expression that he wasn’t convinced it was his sort of thing.

They sat in silence for a few more seconds, and then his curiosity got the better of him. “So, the sex…?”

She shook the hair back from her face and stared into his eyes. “Shouldn’t we save this discussion until we’re in bed?”

He liked that idea, but needed something now. “We can save the details until later, but just give me a brief description to be thinking about.”

Sophie licked her lips and held his gaze for a few seconds. “I was dressed like a slut and put onto a stage in a theatre. Two men licked me, shoved their cocks into my mouth and then fucked me, while several people watched from the seats.”

Jim’s jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

Sophie shrugged, drank some more beer. “Does that give you something to think about?”

“You could say that, yeah.”

“Good. Now, what do you want to do about dinner? I’ve not eaten since breakfast.”

“I could phone for a pizza, if you like.”

She nodded. “Yeah, there’s nothing like coming home to reality. After the splendour of a trip to the ballet in Vienna, takeaway pizza will be perfect. And another beer.”

Jim smiled, then took great pleasure in making her phone for it then pay for it, using her own card.

* * * *

They went upstairs early, a little before ten. Both got into bed naked. Jim’s cock was already wet with pre-cum. Sophie straddled him, leaned down and kissed him on the mouth. Then she brushed her nipples over his chest, making him shiver.

Her eyes sparkled in the lamplight. “What would you like to know about my weekend?”

He liked how her hair hung in his face. “Let’s do it in order. What happened Friday?”

Sophie sat up a little. “We flew in the afternoon. G-J had things he needed to read on the plane, so I just sat and pretended to the other passengers that I belonged in business class. The city’s lovely, and he told me he’d lived there for a couple of years in the eighties.”

“G-J used to live in Vienna?”

Sophie nodded, her eyes wide. “I also found out he’s been married four times.”

“Ouch. I bet four divorces hurt his bank balance.”

She laughed. “I suppose so, but I get the idea they were a long time ago. I guess he’s made another fortune since then.”

Jim didn’t want to dwell on the exes’ maintenance settlements. “So, Friday?”

“Friday, we went to my hotel and I got ready in my room. We met in the bar an hour later, and then headed off to the ballet. It was in the most fabulous building, like a palace with marble and chandeliers and… It was just unbelievable.”

“And then?”

“We sat in one of the boxes and watched the ballet. The colours, the music, the dancing. It was all wonderful. Then we went back to the hotel, but G-J disappeared somewhere afterwards.”

“How d’you know?”

“I heard him tell the taxi driver to wait for him while he dropped me off. He went back out somewhere. That was the end of my Friday.”

Jim reached up and stroked her breasts. “Okay, Saturday?”

“We had breakfast in the hotel, then spent the morning sightseeing.”

“And the afternoon?”

Sophie leaned down and kissed his ear. “In the afternoon, I got fucked.”

He was already hard. “Hmm. And how did you like it?”

She raised herself up enough to grip his cock and slide it inside her.

Jim sighed, then watched her face as she described the empty theatre, getting dressed as a slutty ballerina, the music and spotlights, the two guys, and what they did to her. By the time she’d got to the part where the second man bent her over and fucked her from behind, Jim was on the brink of coming.

Sophie was evidently aware of it, pushing down onto him and rocking her hips.

Jim erupted, a deep sigh accompanying his release.

She leaned down and crushed her breasts against his chest. “Yeah, that’s how it was. All their hot cream firing into me, just like yours is now.”

He watched her face. She wasn’t trying to make him jealous—she was saying it for his benefit.

He dug his fingers into her buttocks. “And you loved it. Loved their hot cream.”

“Oh yeah, I fucking… I… Oh god, Jim, I’m coming.”

Jim could feel his cock being gripped. He wondered if the dancers had been impressed when she’d come on their cocks. Had they marvelled at the intensity of her spasms and contractions as they’d pumped their loads into her?

Sophie continued to rock on him as she rode out her pleasure, then lay motionless on his chest. He could feel her heart beating against his, breath warm against his neck. He kissed the top of her head.

She stayed with her head against his chest. “Tell me about your weekend.”

“There isn’t much to tell. I worked late Friday because you weren’t here. We’re a bit snowed under because Patrick’s been signed off sick for a couple of weeks.”

“Oh? What’s up with him?”

Jim smiled to himself. He knew Sophie fancied Patrick. “Ligament damage to his knee, apparently. Did it water-skiing, or jet-skiing or something on holiday in Greece.”

“So you didn’t go out Friday night?”

“No. I picked up a curry on the way home and watched telly. Yesterday I washed both cars and mowed the lawn. Had a quiet evening watching telly.”

Sophie sat up and stared at him. “What about Sara?”

“What about her?”

“I thought you two were going to hook up while I was away.”

“Yeah, that was the plan. But my phone had no charge, so I had no way of getting hold of her. I don’t know her number—I don’t think I know anyone’s number any more. Everything’s stored in my phone.”

“So you didn’t see her?”

Jim shook his head. “No.”

“I really am sorry about the charger.”

“It’s no big deal. I can arrange to see Sara anytime now my phone’s working again.”

Sophie wriggled against him, and he felt his softened cock slip out of her. “It may be a while before I’m away again.”

Jim rolled her off him and onto the bed beside him, looked into her face. “That’s okay. But if she can’t wait for me, we could still get together while you’re here.”

Sophie smiled. “With Billy?”

Jim laughed. “Yeah, if you like.” He reached over and turned the light off.

* * * *

The next morning at work, Jim texted Sara to explain why he hadn’t arranged to meet her while Sophie had been away. He didn’t want Sophie to mention her trip to Sara and then for Sara to be hurt he hadn’t bothered to call her.

She sent a short text back asking for his email address, which he sent, and received another just moments later, telling him to check his email.

Her message contained both mobile and home phone numbers and a photo of a pair of breasts with the caption ‘These are waiting to be played with!’

Jim smiled, and his cock twitched inside his pants. He replied by text: ‘Thanks for the contact info. And I’ll play with those whenever you like.’

‘Are you free for lunch today?’

This was a surprise, but before thinking too much about it, he replied. ‘I can be.’

Jim bit his lip while she typed her response. This was a new thing for him. Sophie was the one who usually organised things—for herself or for both of them—yet here he was, arranging to meet up with a woman for lunch. What would Sophie say about it?

‘How about we meet in the multi-storey carpark behind the council offices?’

His heart thumped in his chest. He was expecting to meet in a pub, or a café, or even in the park for a picnic. The multi-storey carpark was poorly lit and fairly private. He tapped out a message. ‘Shall I bring sandwiches?’

Immediate reply: ‘We probably won’t have time to eat!!!’ She added a couple of blushing smileys.

Jim’s cock was swelling in his pants, and he had to adjust himself to ease the discomfort. He checked his watch; he’d be meeting Sara in just over an hour.

He considered sending an email to Sophie at work to let her know he was meeting Sara, but quickly dismissed that idea. He could tell her later.

* * * *

Jim saw Sara’s car directly opposite the ramp when he reached the second floor of the carpark. She got out of her car and walked towards his. She wore a short skirt, white blouse and sandals. Her legs were tanned and she looked good.

She opened his passenger door. “Hello, stranger.”

Jim watched her legs as she stepped into his car.

She gave him a knowing smile, then nodded towards the up-ramp. “Let’s go up to the next level, see if we can find a space near the back wall.”

He put the car in gear and headed for the next floor. He drove slowly, checking for spaces. He found one next to a concrete pillar and drove in forwards so his windscreen faced the wall.

“Perfect.”

Jim turned off the engine and looked at her. “Perfect for what?” His stomach was in knots.

She looked up towards the car roof, as if thinking of an answer. “Perfect for what I have in mind.”

“Ah.” Jim nodded. “Lunch.”

Sara shook her head. “Not exactly. So, have you told Sophie you’re seeing me today?”

The question startled him and Sara must have seen it in his expression.

“That’s okay. I haven’t told Billy either. It can be our secret.”

“Do we need it to be a secret?”

She looked into his eyes. “Probably not, but I like it as a secret.”

Jim was starting to get a bad feeling about their rendezvous. “What are we doing?”

Sara leaned closer until her nose was touching his. “We’re leading up to having sex.”

Jim swallowed. “Sex?”

“Yeah. I’m going to suck your cock until it’s hard, then I’m going to sit on it and fuck your brains out.”

He could smell her perfume, and imagined he could smell her cunt. “You don’t need to suck my cock—it’s hard already.”

Sara smiled and started to undo his belt.

Jim reached across and pinched her nipple. “But you can suck it anyway, because I like to taste my cock on your tongue.”

Sara pulled him out of his zip and lowered her head. The warmth of her mouth made him gasp.

His cock disappeared into her throat and her nose pressed into his hair. He pinched her nipples through her blouse again, and pushed his cock further into her mouth as she groaned.

She sat up, quickly removed her panties, hitched her skirt up around her waist and lifted herself over onto his lap. Gripping his cock, she held it up and guided it to her entrance. Her breath was ragged and she was gritting her teeth.

Jim had fucked Sara before—more than once—but every time he’d done it, Sophie had been in bed with them. The first occasion was a threesome, the second a foursome, with Sara’s husband Billy. This felt different. It felt wrong. It felt like cheating.

She rubbed his cockhead back and forward through her wet outer lips, half-closing her eyes as she moved it against her clit. “Are you thinking we shouldn’t be doing this?”

Jim stared into her eyes. They were a clear blue. “What do you think?”

Sara was still holding his cock, gliding it along her sopping slit. “I think you’re worried that Sophie wouldn’t approve.”

He cupped her breasts and ran his thumbs over her nipples. “Sophie’s too busy fucking strangers to care about what I do.”

She smiled. “Do you care about her fucking strangers?”

“No, it turns me on. Do you care about Billy fucking other women?”

“No.” She lowered herself onto him until his tip was just inside her. “Do you want to fuck me, Jim?”

He shook his head slowly. “No, not really.” Then he gripped her hips and pushed her down forcefully until his cock was buried deep inside her.

Sara groaned.

“I want to do something to you that’s much dirtier, but fucking you will have to do for now.”

She held onto his arms as he bounced her up and down on his cock. She rested her forehead on his shoulder. She took up the rhythm, thrusting on him. It was wonderful. It was better than wonderful—it was perfect. They were fucking inside his car on the third floor of a multi-storey carpark at lunchtime and every nerve-ending in his body seemed to hum with her movements.

He ran his hands down her hips and around her backside. He caressed lower. Her juices were everywhere, her bum cheeks and inner thighs slick with her nectar. He pictured the scene Sophie had described a couple of months ago: Sophie wearing blue stockings and high heels being fucked by a man called Clive, and Sara completely naked and being taken by two men, one from the front and the other from the back.

Sara was moaning, whispering into his ear. She loved his cock, loved it inside her. She loved his cum, wanted that inside her, too.

Jim rested his first and second fingers against the base of his cock and let them slide into her sex a couple of times as she fucked him. Then he placed the lubricated fingers at the puckered opening of asshole and pushed them into her.

She screamed and dug her nails painfully into his arms.

He didn’t stop finger-fucking her backside, and she didn’t stop taking his cock to the deepest, warmest place she had. He exploded and saw stars. He was aware of her cries, and felt his cock being gripped tighter. His fingers kept pumping and she muttered that she was coming again, but he was too lost in his enjoyment to care. His entire body was shaking, and when he opened his eyes he saw Sara’s shocked expression.

She frowned. “What the fuck was that?”

Jim worried he’d gone too far. He removed his fingers and stroked the curve of her buttocks.

Her face was still set in a frown. “I can’t remember coming like that before.” She laughed, shook her head. “Jesus, Jim. What the hell did you just do to me?”

He ran his hands up her back. “All I did was let you fuck me.”

“Yeah—well, you’re going to have to let me fuck you again. And soon.”

He liked the idea. “Okay.”

She tipped her head to one side. “Will you be able to keep it a secret?”

He nodded. “Will you?”

She laughed. “Oh yes, I’m good at secrets.”

When she raised herself up, his cock slipped out of her with a wet plop. She sat back onto her own seat, slipped her panties on over her feet and pulled them up. She checked her watch. “I told you there’d be no time to eat.”

Jim fastened his zip. “Who cares?”

She laughed, ran her hand over his crotch.

Jim looked at her. “Listen, I know this is our secret, but…”

Her face looked worried. “But?”

“I happen to know that my wife is eager to fuck your husband again. D’you think you could manage to fuck me again with our spouses present?”

Sara leaned over and kissed him. “Oh yeah. Now, take me back to my car. I should’ve been back at work fifteen minutes ago.”

Once back at Sara’s Toyota, she leant to kiss his cheek, then opened the door.

Before she got out, he had a thought. “Sara, can I ask you a favour?”

She turned. “Of course.”

“At the party in G-J’s mansion, I met a woman called Naomi. Billy knows her. Do you by any chance have her phone number?”

She raised her eyebrows. “Why would you want her phone number?”

Jim considered lying, but only briefly. “I want to fuck her.”

Sara laughed. “You two are certainly getting into the lifestyle.”

Jim shrugged. “I don’t think I’ll be able to keep up with the pace of Sophie’s escapades, but I can try.”

“I know Naomi, and I’ll find you her number.”

Jim drove away and back to work. The feeling that he’d somehow cheated on Sophie wouldn’t go away, but he knew for sure that he’d be doing it again. In the afternoon his mobile rang while he was at his desk with two of his colleagues. Seeing it was Sara, he tried to sound casual. “Hello again.”

“Your cum is still seeping out of me.” Her voice was husky.

His mind racing, Jim looked across the table to make sure the others hadn’t heard. “Oh, that’s er…”

“It’s two hours since you fired it in there, and it’s still coming out.”

“Right, yeah. I suppose it’s because, maybe, er…”

“It’s because you came so hard, so deep inside.”

“Er, yeah. Could be that.”

She breathed into the phone. “And I’m so incredibly tight, I can hold it in with muscle control.”

Jim laughed. “No, I don’t think that’s true.”

“Bastard!” Sara giggled, dropping the husky act. “I just wanted to let you know I’ve got Naomi’s number for you.”

“Oh great, thanks.” He picked up a pen and pulled his pad over.

Sara breathed into the phone again. “I’ll give it to you as soon as you repeat today’s performance.” She ended the call before he had a chance to reply.

He put his phone down, wondered if this thing with Sara was going to be a good thing or a bad one.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Six

Sophie hadn’t heard from G-J for over a week. She didn’t want to contact him for fear of coming across as impatient, but very much looked forward to their next trip. She’d enjoyed London, but really enjoyed Vienna. She wondered where their next adventure would take them, and what he had in mind for her.

Although Jim assured her he was happy for her to go with G-J on these escapades, she wondered if it was upsetting him on some other level. He’d seemed distant this week—but that could well be because she’d acted like a bitch when she’d returned to an empty house. Or perhaps she was just being over-sensitive.

G-J finally phoned her three weeks after they’d flown to Vienna. She took the call at work and his request for her availability for a three-day trip livened up her Friday afternoon.

Sophie tried to keep her voice calm. “I’m sure I can make arrangements. When were you thinking?”

“Not for a few weeks, I’m afraid. I have non-stop meetings here all next week, then we’ve got an audit and I’ll be tied up with that for as long as it takes. It’ll probably be the end of the month before I can get away, maybe even the start of September.”

She tried to hide her disappointment. “I’m sure I’ll be able to arrange the time off work.”

“What about at home—don’t you want to discuss it with your husband?”

“No, there’s no need. Jim will be fine.”

“Very well. I’ll get my PA to work a three-day break into my schedule as soon as possible, then confirm the dates with you.”

Sophie realised she was squeezing her legs together. “I’ll look forward to it.”

They hung up and Sophie sat in silence. Why was she disappointed that she’d have to wait so long? She and Jim were having satisfying sex, but the news that it’d be a fair while until the next trip left her feeling empty.

Could fucking other men be addictive?

Obviously G-J wasn’t her only supply of extra-marital shenanigans. A weekend with Anja was something she definitely wanted to do. She’d check the price of cheap flights to see if she could afford a ticket this month. A repeat foursome with Sara and Billy was another attractive proposition, which Jim would no doubt enjoy as well—particularly as he’d missed the opportunity to see Sara while she’d been in Vienna. And there was always…

She picked her phone back up, scrolled through her contacts, and tapped the ‘call’ icon when she found his number. He answered on the second ring, and the memory of how he looked made her impulsive.

“Hi, you probably don’t remember me, but at a party a few weeks ago my husband suggested you come on my face.”

“Sophie! Great to hear from you.”

“Nice to hear your voice, too. I was wondering if you’d like to meet up some time in the next week or so. Maybe have a drink?”

“Yeah, I’d like that. What time’s best for you nowadays? Day or evening?”

She smiled at his deviousness. “Evening will be fine.” She needed to save her holidays for the trips with G-J.

“I can do Monday or Tuesday next week.”

“Monday’s good. Shall I come straight to your house?”

“Sounds perfect. See you then.”

“Bye, Clive.” Sophie ended the call and leaned back in her chair. She was pleasantly wet between her legs.

She logged out of the document she’d been working on, logged onto the web and searched for cheap flights to Vienna. She found she could fly from Birmingham for less than £150 return. She could afford that, and Birmingham airport wasn’t that far from home. She texted Anja asking if she was interested in entertaining a visitor the following weekend, then phoned Jim.

“I’ll be leaving here in the next twenty minutes. Fancy meeting at Joe’s for an early drink?”

“Sounds good.” He sounded happy to hear from her. “Do you want to go home first so we can take one car?”

“No, it’s fine. If I decide I need to drink I’ll leave my car in town and we can get it tomorrow.”

“Okay. I’ll get there as soon as I can.”

Sophie was just about ready to leave when Anja’s reply buzzed her phone, her answer short and sweet: ‘YES PLEASE!!!’

Another warm tingle surged through Sophie. Oh well, in for a penny….she called Sara, who answered immediately.

There was a lot of background noise. “Yeah, I can talk. I’m driving to the gym, so I’m on speaker.”

“I was wondering if you two fancied another get-together...”

“You want to fuck my husband again?”

Sophie laughed. “Yeah, something like that.”

“Only if I can fuck your husband while you do it.”

“Deal.”

“Okay, you guys free next weekend?” Sara sounded excited.

Sophie didn’t want to tell her about Anja. “No, sorry. How about the weekend after?”

“Yeah, I think that works. Our turn to host, so come over any time after seven.”

“Okay.”

“And Sophie, you should stay the night so we can all have a drink and relax.”

“Great. I’ll probably see you in the gym before then. Catch you later.”

After Sara had hung up, Sophie sat back in her chair feeling very pleased with herself. Rather than wallowing in self-pity over the long weeks before G-J took her away again, she’d just arranged a tryst with a guy, a lesbian weekend and a foursome—all in the last half hour. She was certainly settling into this new lifestyle, and now she was horny.

She put on her coat and headed for her car. Last time they’d been to Joe’s she’d picked up a random guy on her way back to the car, and filmed him fucking her behind a row of shops. There’d be no need for that tonight—Jim would be up for anything when he heard about their upcoming date with Sara and Billy. She’d probably also tell him about going back to Vienna for a girls’ weekend.

I may not mention my date with Clive just yet, though…

They chatted in Joe’s as they drank. Jim was interested when she mentioned going to see Anja. He pointed out that Sophie hadn’t mentioned her before now.

“She was the girl who put on my makeup and dressed me.”

“Oh. And now you’re hoping she’ll undress you?”

She smiled. “Yes, something like that. Do you mind?”

Jim shrugged. “Of course not.”

“Good. I have more news…”

Jim waited with a half-smile.

“Next weekend we’re going to stay with Sara and Billy. I think maybe they want to abuse us again.”

Jim laughed. “Wow, you’ve been busy arranging things.”

Sophie smiled and drained her glass. “Come on, take me home and show your gratitude.”

* * * *

On the following Monday, Sophie sat at her desk and decided she was going to lie about seeing Clive that night, although she didn’t want to think too hard about her reasons for doing so. Jim was happy for her to have her fun, and even happier when she described it to him. But for her, Clive was different…

She picked up her phone and tapped out a text to her husband: ‘Some people from work are going out tonight. Is it OK if I go?’

Her phone rang, and when she saw it was Jim calling she worried. She accepted the call, trying to make her voice sound as calm as possible. “Hi.”

“Hiya, just saw your text and thought it’d be quicker to chat rather than write a reply.”

Was he criticising her for not calling him? “Yeah, I only sent a text because I didn’t know if you were in a meeting.”

“No, just sitting at my desk. About tonight, will you be coming home first? Want me to make you dinner?”

She felt guilty, but only for a second. “No, we’re going straight from the office. We’ll eat out.”

“I just thought you may be getting changed first.”

She smiled to herself. She’d put on her sexy underwear before leaving home this morning. “No, we’re not going anywhere posh.”

“Okay. See you later.”

“Bye, babe.” She ended the call and smiled. There was a warm tingling sensation in her stomach—and another one even lower down.

* * * *

Clive answered the door wearing just a pair of tennis shorts. He looked surprised to see her. “Sorry, I wasn’t expecting you until later.”

Sophie smiled and held up a bottle of wine. “I came straight from work.”

He stepped back, beckoned her inside. “Sorry, when you said evening I was thinking maybe eight o’clock. Go and make yourself comfortable, I’ll find some clothes.”

Sophie looked him in the eyes. “I’m pretty comfortable looking at you—don’t bother getting dressed on my account.”

Clive smiled and stepped closer. He took her in his arms and they kissed passionately.

She held up the wine. “Put this in your fridge to chill, then take me to bed.”

He disappeared briefly into the kitchen then led her by the hand upstairs. Once in his bedroom he turned and started to undo her blouse.

Sophie stood with her arms at her side, watching his face. He slipped the blouse back off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

Clive undid the button and zip of her skirt, and that also slipped to the floor. She stepped out of the skirt and kicked it away.

She’d worn an ivory-coloured silk and lace teddy, and she still had her cream shoes on. She smiled when she saw his cock straining against the material of his shorts. “Looks like you’re pleased to see me.”

He untied the cord of his shorts. “Yeah, I guess I must be.”

Sophie dropped to her knees and pulled his shorts slowly down to his thighs, releasing his cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, looked up into his face and ran her tongue around the glans. “Missed me?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Good.” She closed her eyes and took as much of him into her mouth as she could.

He let out a sigh and cradled her head.

Sophie pulled his shorts down to his ankles, then brought a hand up between his thighs and gently stroked his balls while she sucked him. She bobbed her head forward and back, his cock now coated with her saliva.

“Sophie, you’d better slow down for a bit.”

She released him from her mouth and smiled up at his face, triumphant. “What’s the problem—struggling to keep things down?”

“You could say that.” He gripped her hands and pulled her to her feet, stroking her nipples through the lace of her teddy. “Why don’t you stretch out on the bed, let me see if I can do something similar to you?”

Sophie held his gaze while her mind flashed to her upcoming trip to Vienna. “No, I don’t need your tongue. Tonight I want cock.”

She stepped over to the bed and watched his face as she pushed the straps of her teddy off her shoulders, wiggling her hips to help it on its way down her legs. Then she kicked off her shoes, climbed on the bed and lay down. She bent her knees and parted her legs invitingly.

Clive quickly stepped out of his shorts and clambered onto the bed between her legs. “So, it’s cock you want tonight?”

She licked her lips. “Yes please, sir.”

“And is someone going to barge in and tell me where to ejaculate?”

She laughed. “No, not tonight.”

Clive looked theatrically at the bedroom door, as if waiting for Jim’s arrival.

Sophie reached out and gripped his cock. “This is the only thing that’s going to be barging in anywhere.”

He moved up the bed, his arms resting either side of her shoulders. “But who’s going to tell me where to ejaculate?”

Sophie pulled him down on top of her and guided his cock inside. She let out a sigh, then leaned up to whisper in his ear. “You have to decide that for yourself. I’m happy take it wherever you want to shoot it.”

Their conversation stopped, and Clive fucked her slowly. He came inside her, and Sophie came shortly afterwards. They lay in silence on the bed for several minutes. She stroked his chest and smelled his skin. It was strange, but considering they’d had sex every time they’d seen each other—and on half those occasions she’d also had sex with another man—she felt like their relationship was more than physical. It wasn’t just a case of using a piece of meat to get herself off. She wondered how she could share this with Jim, and decided she’d keep it to herself.

Clive interrupted her thoughts when he stood and pulled his shorts back on.

He went into his bathroom and returned with a fluffy white robe, which he threw on the bed. “Put that on—I’ve got something to show you.” Then he left and headed downstairs.

Sophie followed, slipping the robe on as she made her way across the bedroom.

Clive came out of the kitchen with the bottle of wine and two glasses. “Follow me.”

He headed towards the back of his house, where Sophie knew he had an indoor pool. But at the side of the pool was something that had been added since Sophie’s last visit; a hot-tub. There was a plastic cover over the top, and the sides were finished with small blue mosaic tiles.

Sophie laughed. “Wow. That looks great.”

Clive was smiling. “Only got it last week. There’s a sauna coming in a couple of weeks. It’ll go there.” He pointed to the corner behind the tub.

“God, it’s all fantastic. You must be happy with it.”

When he removed the cover from the tub, Sophie saw steam rise. “Is it actually working, then?”

“Yeah. The cover just keeps the heat in.” He placed the wine and glasses on the edge of the tub, quickly removed his shorts and climbed in.

Sophie stood where she was.

He frowned. “Don’t you want to get in?”

She nodded. “Oh yes.”

“So why don’t you?”

She pulled a face. “Because your cum is running down my thighs.”

He laughed. “Don’t worry about it—there’ll be more of it after I’ve had a rest.”

Shrugging off the robe, she stepped into the hot water. He passed her a glass and poured the wine. Then he leaned over the side and pressed a button, turning on the Jacuzzi jets.

Sophie closed her eyes and let the bubbles caress her body. She smiled and rested her foot on his leg.

They chatted quietly about a range of things. Clive was a corporate lawyer and told her about a hostile takeover he’d been hired to oversee. He was also a keen rower and had recently competed in a regatta where his four-man team came second out of twenty-odd crews.

Sophie told him about her recent visits to London and Vienna, though she didn’t confess to exactly what had happened on the trips. But she did describe the ballet.

They kissed, caressed each other under the water. When his erection returned Sophie straddled him and they moved as one, one wet body sliding against the other. It was slow, it was gentle and it was tender. Upstairs they’d had sex, but in the tub they made love. Sophie reached orgasm twice, partly because the water made her body more sensitive, and partly because Clive lasted much longer than in the earlier session on the bed.

They finally got out of the tub and Sophie took a quick shower.

Clive was waiting for her in the living room. “I enjoyed tonight.”

She moved close and slid her arms around his waist. He was back in his shorts, but nothing else. “Me too.”

“Do you think we’ll be able to do it again soon?”

She smiled, kissed his neck. “Oh, I’m sure we will.”

He nodded. “Good.”

They said their goodnights, and Sophie left. It was just after ten-thirty when she got home.

Jim seemed surprised to see her. “You’re early.”

She dropped her bag onto the chair and shrugged. “We didn’t want a late night because we have a group meeting first thing in the morning.”

“Oh well. I was just off to read in bed. You coming up?”

She shook her head. “We ended up not eating, so I’m a bit peckish. May do myself cheese on toast.”

“Okay, see you in a bit.”

When Jim headed upstairs she made her way to the kitchen, impressed at how easy it was to lie.

* * * *

Walking into the arrivals lounge at Vienna airport on Friday evening, Sophie saw Anja immediately. She was dressed all in black—long-sleeved sweater, knee-length skirt, opaque tights and ankle boots. Anja raised her hand and smiled. They approached each other, embraced and walked from the airport holding hands.

Anja’s apartment was in the Prater district of the city. She explained it was once infamous for being the red light area before the laws changed and prostitution became legal. By the time they’d got back from the airport, it was nine o’clock.

“There are many nice bars close by,” Anja explained.

Sophie looked down at her clothes. “Shall I change?” She’d travelled in jeans and a round-necked jumper, with ankle boots.

Anja shook her head. “No, you look good.”

Sophie held eye contact for a second. “Good enough to eat?”

“Definitely. And I will, when we get back later.”

The women left the apartment and walked arm-in-arm down the streets, which were crowded with other young people. They visited three different bars, having a couple of drinks in each. Sophie was pleasantly light-headed when they got back to the apartment just after midnight.

Without saying a word, Anja took her hand and led her to the bedroom. There she slowly removed Sophie’s clothes and lay her on the bed. Anja stripped and knelt between Sophie’s legs.

“I’ve wanted to do this since I first saw you.”

Sophie bit her lip, looked into Anja’s dark eyes.

Anja ran her fingertips down Sophie’s stomach. “I was jealous when I watched Stefan and Lukas fuck you…”

“I never knew their names.”

Anja shrugged. “Cocks are important, names not so much.”

Sophie shook her head. “Cocks are nice, but pleasure is important. Cocks are just one way of getting pleasure.”

Dark eyes smiled down at her. “Yes, just one way.” Anja lowered her head.

Sophie felt her clit enveloped by a warm pair of lips. A tongue slid over it, teeth nibbled at it. A sigh escaped her lips when she felt gentle sucking. Fingers slid through wet folds and Sophie moaned quietly. The fingers delved inside and her moans grew louder.

Anja sucked and licked Sophie’s clit, and when she pushed her fingers against her g-spot Sophie came with a spasm like an electric shock, her hips rising off the bed.

There was a wetness between Sophie’s thighs which she didn’t understand. At first she feared she may have wet herself, but Anja moved her fingers again and Sophie came again. This time she saw clear juices squirt out onto her lover’s hand. Sophie’s legs were trembling and her heart was thumping in her chest.

She looked at Anja. “What the fuck just happened?”

“You came.”

“But… How did you…?”

A chuckle deep in Anja’s throat suggested to Sophie that this wasn’t the first time Anja had made a woman do that. “You like?”

“God, yeah. You should teach men how to do it.”

Another chuckle. “No, I think I keep this for me, and my girls.”

Sophie held her hand out and stroked Anja’s breasts. “Come sit on my face. Feed me your cunt.”

Anja smiled. “As you wish.” She repositioned herself.

Sophie stared up at the dark mass of pubic hair, then closed her eyes and pulled the other woman down onto her. She kissed, licked and sucked, her fingers gripping the soft flesh of Anja’s hips.

Sophie’s only previous experience with another woman had been with Sara. Anja tasted different. It was still the taste of a woman’s sex, but distinctly different from Sara’s. Sophie wondered if it was down to the types of soaps the women used. Whatever it was, Anja’s taste turned her on. Sophie lapped and probed and flicked her tongue until she heard Anja cry out.

By the time the other woman raised herself up, Sophie’s face was drenched in her lover’s juices. Anja moved down the bed and lay on top of her, their breasts crushed together. Then they kissed, gently but passionately. They both started to gyrate their hips, their pubic mounds pressing together.

The rhythm sped up slightly, but there was still a gentleness to the movements; nothing was being pushed inside, so there was no need for deep thrusts. Their kissing continued, and Sophie whimpered into Anja’s mouth as she neared her orgasm. Anja responded by kissing more passionately, pushing her tongue further into Sophie’s mouth. The women’s hands were clasped together by their sides, fingers entwined.

They came almost simultaneously, and both cried out while their bodies squirmed and twisted together, as if joined. Eventually they became still. Anja kissed her on the cheek, and they fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Sophie woke up alone. She could smell coffee brewing and smiled as she lay back in the bed, the sheets twisted from their passion. Last night had been a great success. She’d expected sex with Anja to be tender and gentle, which it had been for some of the time. But Sophie was surprised by the intensity of the passion they’d shared. Anja had given her orgasms unlike anything she’d ever experienced, and she wondered if Jim would be able to accept that. Maybe she’d keep some of the details of the feelings she’d experienced to herself.

Anja returned carrying two mugs of coffee. She was completely naked, her body lithe and graceful. She smiled when she saw Sophie was already awake. “Good morning.”

“Hi.” Sophie took the coffee, secretly wishing for a cup of tea. She had a bit of a headache.

“You seemed to have slept very well.” Anja lowered herself into bed.

“What do you expect? You plied me with drink and then fucked my brains out.”

Anja chuckled. “It was you who kept ordering drinks, and it was you who kept turning me on and demanding more of me.”

Sophie smiled, a little embarrassed. “Anja, last night, what you did…”

“Hmm?” Big brown eyes smiled back over the rim of her cup.

“I don’t think… Well, I know—that’s never happened before.”

Anja shrugged. “Everyone squirts, we just need to be finding the right buttons.”

Sophie shook her head. “Well, you found them. It was incredible.”

Anja nodded. “Good. Now, today I thought I’d show you some of the museums, and tonight… Tonight, we go dancing.”

Sophie smiled. “That sounds like a great plan. Will you also be giving me incredible orgasms?”

Anja shook her head, laughing. “You’ll have to wait and see.”

They showered, dressed, and called in a nearby shop for pastries to eat on their way. They spent several hours in modern museums and art galleries. They had lunch in a bar on the side of a river called the Donaukanal, which Anja explained meant Danube canal. Apparently it was a small waterway which fed into the larger river somewhere outside the city. They returned to Anja’s apartment in the late afternoon, and Anja suggested they have a nap before getting ready to go dancing.

The women stripped and got into bed. They lay in the semi-darkness of the pulled shades and cuddled.

Anja snuggled close. “Tell me about your life, Sophie.”

“My life?”

“Yes, I’d like to know more about you.”

“Well, I work in an office writing regulatory documents. I’ll be thirty-years-old next March, and I’ve been married to a man called Jim for almost six years.”

“Tell me about your sex life, and how it started.”

Sophie giggled. “My sex life started a long time ago. I lost my virginity to my childhood sweetheart and had another serious boyfriend while at university. Most other sexual partners were casual relationships until I met Jim.”

Anja was silent, her fingers drawing lazy circles on Sophie’s arm.

“We were happily married for five years before anything happened with anyone else. At least I assume we were—I never cheated. But we used to tease each other about inviting someone to join us for a threesome, like a fantasy date.”

“Man or woman?”

“Either, I suppose. But looking back, I wanted a man. Then an old friend of Jim’s—a guy I’d never met—announced he was emigrating and asked Jim to meet for drink before he left. So I went along and we involved him in a threesome without him ever finding out I was Jim’s wife.”

Anja smiled. “Sneaky. Was it worth it?”

“Oh yes. The sex was great, and it opened the door for what we have now.”

“Swinging?”

“Yes, or maybe an open marriage would be more accurate. But we learned things about ourselves during that first night. Jim discovered that he likes to watch, and I discovered that I like being watched.”

“So that’s how you got involved with G-J? He likes to watch also, I think.”

“Yes, he does. But me and Jim both sleep with other people. We’re happy for each other to have great experiences.”

“Was this how you first slept with other women, or had you done it before getting married?”

“No, I’d never done it before. You’re actually the first woman I’ve had as a one-on-one. My only other times with a woman were with men present as well.”

Anja smiled. “I like that, thank you.”

“So what about you? Tell me about your life.”

“I’m thirty-four. I never married, but did live with a man for three years in my early twenties. I lost my virginity to a woman wearing a dildo when I was a teenager. I sleep with men and women, though I prefer to sleep with one at a time.”

“But you’ve tried threesomes?”

Anja laughed. “Oh yes, and fours and orgies. But I don’t like to share.”

Sophie smiled. “How did you meet G-J?”

“At an after-show party in our theatre.”

“At an orgy?”

Anja shook her hair back from her face. “Not so much orgy, but it was a party where there was a lot of sex.”

“Have you slept with him?”

“No, I have not slept with G-J.”

Sophie nodded.

“But I have slept with Stefan, one of your dancers.”

“Bitch!” Sophie laughed. “Which one was he?”

“The short-haired one.”

“Ah, right.” She moved her hand to stroke Anja’s breasts. “Are we going to make love again?”

Anja nodded. “Yes, but not until we’ve been out dancing.”

The women settled and drifted off. Sophie slept peacefully for almost two hours.

When they woke, the women took a shower together. Sophie stood facing the showerhead, with Anja directly behind reaching round to gently wash her stomach and breasts. The hands glided down to her pubic hair and washed there, too. Then Sophie turned round and took the soap from Anja. Sophie gently washed the other woman and held her close as the water cascaded over them. When they returned to the bedroom, Anja announced she would do their makeup.

Sophie sat down on the bed wearing just a pair of white panties and had her face made up. There was no mirror close by to see what Anja was doing, but she could tell from the things she used it was something off-the-wall. When it was finished she was allowed to approach the mirror.

Sophie’s jaw dropped. Anja had given her a white face with black lipstick, green eyeshadow and a bright red line running from below one eye, over the bridge of her nose to under the other eye.

“I look like Adam Ant!”

Anja chuckled. “Now to get you dressed.” She picked up something that looked like a torn piece of fabric and handed it to Sophie, who held it up in front of her.

It looked like a khaki tie-dyed t-shirt which had been shredded. “What do you want me to do with this?”

Anja laughed and lifted it above Sophie’s head. “Put it on.”

“Wait, I’ve not got a bra on.”

“Ah, no bra tonight.” She pulled the shirt down Sophie’s body.

It was ridiculously short, the frayed hem barely covering her backside. Sophie placed her fingers on her thighs where the material of the dress finished. “You cannot be serious.”

Anja was smiling. “Oh, but I am. She looked down at Sophie’s bare feet. You’re a size five, right?” Anja walked to her wardrobe.

Sophie was just about to ask how she knew when she remembered the ballet shoes with heels. G-J must have given the information, although how he knew her shoe size was a mystery.

Anja returned with a pair of sandals. They were white and had a tall stiletto heel and long laces which she wrapped up the leg and tied mid-calf.

Sophie walked over to the full-length mirror on the wardrobe door. The t-shirt-dress had rips in the material, strategically sited to show an inch or two of her stomach, and a flash of side-boob, and part of one shoulder. She knew there was also at least one rip in the back.

“You look good. Everyone there tonight will want to have sex with you, but I’ll be the only one who will. Go and mix us each a drink and I get ready.”

Sophie left the bedroom and went into the kitchen area, which was actually a large walk-in cupboard off the living room. She made them a rum and coke each, and added ice she’d found in the small freezer-box. She sat on the couch and realised how much of her body was on view.

When Anja came out of the bedroom, Sophie’s eyes opened wide. Anja had pinned her hair back and made her face in a similar style to Sophie’s—white foundation, green eyeshadow and black lipstick. But whereas Sophie had a horizontal stripe of red across her face, Anja had a diagonal zigzag ala David Bowie in the 70’s. Her dress was the same style as Sophie’s but in pink. Her shoes were heeled red sandals with an ankle strap.

Anja dropped a paper bag onto the couch and took her drink from Sophie. She held up her glass. “Prost! Here’s to teasing the boys, and pleasing the girls.”

Sophie laughed and drank half the contents of her glass. She was a little nervous about going outside dressed like this.

Anja smiled wickedly, then dropped to her knees by Sophie’s feet. “I have another surprise.” She hooked her fingers into the waistband of Sophie’s panties and pulled them down.

“No, no. There’s no way I can wear this dress without knickers on.”

Anja was smiling. “I agree, but just not these knickers.” She emphasised the word knickers, making it obvious it wasn’t a term she usually used.

Sophie lifted her feet one at a time to let Anja remove the panties, then stood with her legs apart while looking down at the other woman. She briefly wondered if they were in fact, going out at all. Maybe this had all been a ruse to get Sophie dressed to thrill and a bit on edge.

Anja reached over and picked up the bag she’d just dropped on the chair. She smiled as she brought out a new pair of panties.

Sophie frowned. The ones she’d had on were much sexier. “You want me to wear those?”

With a mischievous smile, Anja held open the waistband of the panties and tilted them for Sophie to examine.

Sophie’s eyes widened. Sewn into the gusset of the panties was a short, thick rubber cock, maybe two inches in length and an inch in diameter. She looked at Anja and frowned. “Tell me you’re joking.”

“No joke. Wear these. When we dance, you’ll be glad you did.”

Sophie stared into her lover’s dark eyes for a couple of seconds, then lifted one foot off the floor. The panties were threaded over the shoe, and then the next foot, and slowly pulled up her legs.

When they’d reached just above Sophie’s knees, Anja gripped the small rubber insert in the gusset and looked up into her eyes. “Do you need me to lubricate this?”

Sophie bit her lip, “I’m not sure, want to check?”

Anja slid her hand slowly up the inside of Sophie’s thigh and ran a finger along the lips of her sex. “Just as I thought.” Looking into Sophie’s eyes, she made a show of tasting her moist finger, then stood and pulled the panties up the rest of the way, watching Sophie’s expression as the small rubber cock nestled between her labia. Bending slightly, Anja ran her hand over Sophie’s crotch, pushing the plug firmly into place.

Sophie breathed out and wiggled her hips, getting used to the insertion.

“Ah, one more thing.” Anja headed into the bedroom, and came back with perfume in an atomiser. She added a liberal spray to each side of Sophie’s neck, and then did the same to herself. “I love this smell—and want it on you tonight.”

To Sophie’s consternation, she was not allowed to wear a coat. They left the apartment and found a taxi at the corner of the street. Ten minutes later they were stopping outside a dark door in a dark side street. There were no neon lights or advertising signs for the place. Two large men in leather jackets stood aside and allowed them to pass, one of them pulling at the door handle.

As soon as the door was opened, the sound of heavy metal music hit them. Anja gripped Sophie’s hand and dragged her into the darkness.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Seven

Jim sat back on one of the sofas at home and watched Sara sway to the music pulsing from the stereo. He knew Sophie would be enjoying her girly weekend in Vienna, and he fully intended enjoying himself, too.

Sara looked at him, rocking her hips in a suggestive way. “Tell me what you want.”

Jim sipped his beer, held her gaze for a couple of seconds then let his eyes wander down her body. She was all in black—blouse, skirt and high heels. “Strip for me.”

Sara began undoing the buttons of her blouse, slowly. When all were unfastened she continued dancing, the material parting to reveal a black bra and toned stomach as she swayed with the music.

His cock swelled inside his pants. Sara was sexy, and she knew it.

She turned to face him. “Is that enough?”

He shook his head. “No, but it’s a good start. Leave the blouse as it is and lose the skirt.”

She bit her lip, reaching behind her waist. A quick shimmy and the skirt slid down her legs. She stepped out of it and kicked it to one side.

Jim took another swig of beer. She was wearing a black lace thong that matched her bra. She had great legs—maybe even better than Sophie’s. They were long, tanned and shapely, though the four-inch heels of her shoes probably emphasised the muscle-tone.

Sara stepped closer to him, still swaying to the music. “What now?”

Jim’s mouth was dry. “Turn round and take off your blouse.”

Sara did as instructed. Her back was also well-toned, and her bum looked great in the thong—firm and round like a peach. Jim didn’t know if her body was a result of good genes, hours of working out, or a combination of both.

“Okay, face me.” His voice was quiet and a little shaky.

Sara slowly turned. The cups of her bra were entirely lace, her pink nipples clearly visible through the patterned mesh.

He decided she should keep her underwear and shoes on, at least for now. “Drop onto your hands and knees and crawl around the room so I can get a good look at your body.”

Smiling, she obeyed. She moved slowly like a tiger in small circles between the sofas. Then she came to a halt between his feet, her eyes on his.

“Now I want you to suck my cock.”

She knelt up, her tongue licking her lips as she undid his zip. “Can I make you come like this?”

“Do you want to? Wouldn’t you rather I fucked you?”

She smiled. “You’ll fuck me later. But I want you to come in my mouth now.”

A shiver of excitement ran down his spine. He nodded slowly. “I’d really like that.”

“Good. Get naked.”

Jim stood, quickly stripped and sat back down.

Sara lowered her mouth onto his cock, keeping her eyes on his while she sucked him. She was slow and gentle, every so often releasing him from her mouth to lick up the side of the shaft, or nuzzle his balls.

Jim occasionally took his eyes off her face to enjoy the sight of her raised backside in the black thong. She was still swaying her hips in time with the music.

The first tingles of his impending release registered somewhere deep inside, and he got the impression that Sara was also aware of it. Maybe he’d given it away with his moans or by pushing a little further into her mouth, but she subtly increased the speed of her head movements, taking him a little deeper into the warm heaven of her mouth. But she was patient and she remained slow and gentle.

“Oh, fuck.” He hadn’t intended to speak, but the words slipped from his lips as the pleasure built.

Sara smiled with her eyes and carried him slowly closer to his climax.

“Oh, Jesus.”

Her hand slipped beneath his balls and stroked the inside of his bum cheeks. A finger pressed gently against the puckered flesh of his anus.

“Sara... Oh, fuck.”

Her head began to bob a little faster, her lips clinging to the shaft, her tongue stroking the underside. Her eyes smiled again, knowingly.

Jim’s muscles twitched deep in his groin. He was going to blow any second now. “Sara, I’m…”

She started moaning—almost humming, and the vibrations from her mouth resonated through his cock and balls. She pushed her finger a little harder against him—not actually going inside, just teasing the opening.

He felt a sudden spasm and exploded, crying out with the release.

Sara moaned her appreciation, pushed her finger into his ass and wrapped her other hand round the base of his cock, pumping it.

Jim cried out with each successive spurt.

Her eyes never left his. She finally released him from her mouth and knelt up between his legs. She made a point of swallowing, then licked her lips and smiled at him.

He pulled her close and kissed her, sucking her tongue as she pushed it into his mouth. The taste of his cum in her mouth turned him on. He’d be hard enough to fuck her in no time.

She pulled back and flashed her eyes flirtatiously. “Did you like that?”

He laughed. “Couldn’t you tell?”

“Well, you seemed to be having a good time.”

“I think ‘good’ doesn’t do it justice. I had a great time.”

“I’m glad. I’ve wanted to do that for a while.”

“Why?”

She shrugged, looked a little embarrassed. “The first time we were together, in the threesome with Sophie…”

“Yes?”

“Well, the second time you came was when we were taking turns sucking you.”

Jim remembered it well. “Yeah.”

“Well, it was Sophie’s mouth you came in, not mine.”

Jim frowned. “I’m not sure I—”

“I wanted to be the one who made you come.”

“Sara, you both made me come. It was a combination of what the pair of you had done—I just happened to reach the endpoint when I was in Sophie’s mouth. And don’t forget, the first time I came that night was inside you.”

She smiled. “I know, I know. But anyway, that’s why I wanted to make you come in my mouth tonight.”

“Well, I’m glad you did. It was incredible.”

“Good. Thank you.” Looking pleased, she leaned down and kissed his flaccid cock. “I’ll do it again whenever you like.”

“That sounds like a good offer.”

She leaned closer and kissed him on the lips. “Maybe I’ll do it next weekend while Sophie’s fucking Billy.”

“Do you get a kick out of watching Billy with other women?” Jim watched her expression.

“Like a voyeuristic kick?”

Jim nodded.

“Yeah, I suppose so. But then I get a kick from watching anyone fuck. I like to see and hear their pleasure.”

“But nothing extra with Billy?”

She moved closer and rubbed her breasts against his chest, the lace of her bra tickling his skin. “I know you get a big thrill from watching Sophie.”

He was suddenly defensive. “Did she tell you that?”

“She didn’t need to. I was fucking you when Sophie and Billy got it on for the first time, remember? I could feel the effect it had on you.”

Jim nodded, remembering that night.

“I assume that’s the reason you’re happy about her arrangement with G-J?” Sara’s voice was soft, intimate.

“Sophie’s arrangement is for her enjoyment. But if she wants to tell me about what she does, that’s fine.” Jim reached around and gently pried Sara’s bum cheeks apart. “Besides, while she’s having her fun, I’m also having mine.”

“Did you tell her about us meeting up in the carpark?”

A coldness crept into his stomach. “No—I thought we’d agreed we wouldn’t mention it to Sophie or Billy.”

Sara smiled. “But you’ll tell her about tonight?”

“Yeah.”

“Will you tell her I made you come in my mouth?”

He shrugged. “If she asks for details.”

“Does she usually?”

“Not really.”

“But I’m guessing that you do.” She had a mischievous smile on her face.

“Yeah, I like details.”

“Why?” She placed her hand on his stomach, her middle finger scratching gently at his skin.

He swallowed, not sure how much to reveal. His voyeurism was a private thing—for him and Sophie. But Sara knew a lot of it anyway, so he decided to share some of his thoughts. “If I can’t watch, then I like her to describe what went on so I can picture it in my head. And I want to know what bits turned her on, and how she felt about being in that situation.”

“And does she tell you everything?”

Jim laughed. “I think so, but I’ll never know for certain. Maybe she only tells me what she wants me to know, but not everything that goes on.”

She looked at him for a few seconds, but said no more.

Now he had doubts. “Do you think she may not be telling me everything?”

Sara laughed. “No, I’m not saying that at all. You two have a great relationship, and I don’t think Sophie would need to keep anything from you. She could fuck a football team and know you wouldn’t mind.”

“Do you tell Billy everything?”

“We don’t really discuss details much. We both accept we try to do things we enjoy when we’re with someone else.”

Jim noticed her hand had moved slightly lower down his stomach, her finger now stroking below his belly button. “Does he know you’re here now?”

She nodded.

“And where’s he?”

“At home. It’s not a tit-for-tat thing, you know.”

“You could have brought him along. Didn’t you fancy a threesome with two men?”

She giggled sexily. “I always fancy a threesome with two men. But tonight I wanted you on my own. Is that okay?”

He nodded, but he was now thinking about Sara and Sophie’s night out a few weeks ago. Sophie had described the events of that night, but would Sara’s version be the same? According to Sophie, Sara had instigated everything that happened and finished the night being double-penetrated. How would he feel if Sara were to reveal that Sophie had started the sex and done a whole range of things she’d never mentioned to him?

Sara interrupted his thoughts, sliding her hand down to his cock. She gripped it in her palm and smiled at its hardness. “Where are you going to fuck me?”

“Here. Swap places.”

Sara sat on the sofa where Jim had been. He dragged her hips forward to the edge of the seat and pushed her legs wide. Her feet—still in the four-inch heels—braced hard against the floor, taking the weight of her lower body.

Jim knelt in front of her, his cock pointing straight at the black gusset of her thong.

Sara wriggled her hips invitingly.

He pulled the thin wet strip of black lace to one side with a finger, and slid the tip of his cock slowly up and down between the wet folds of her sex.

A moan rumbled somewhere in her throat.

Jim repeated his action, pushing just the tip between her labia, low down near her opening, then sliding it slowly up and over her clit.

Sara moaned louder.

He couldn’t wait any longer and positioned himself ready to enter her. He saw her fingers grip the edge of the seat.

She half-closed her eyes. “Fuck me now.”

Jim slammed forward and into her with a single, almost vicious lunge. She cried out, her eyes wide and her mouth a perfect O. Jim pulled almost completely out, then slammed all the way back in, being rewarded with another groan. Then he fucked her. He fucked her hard and fast, gripping her hips, pulling her onto him.

Sara muttered to herself, turning her head from side to side with her eyes half-closed, as if delirious with a fever. “Ooh yeah, fuck me, fuck me.”

He placed a thumb on her engorged clit.

When she squealed, he ran his thumb over and around, over and around. He kept pumping his hips, his cock going deep with each thrust. Sara raised and lowered her hips in time with his thrusts, squeezing her own nipples through the bra.

Jim sensed she was building up to her climax, but was confident he could last a lot longer yet. “Sara, play with your clit.”

She opened her eyes and watched his face as she slid her hand down, resting it on top of his. She moved her fingers alongside his thumb, and the two of them took turns at teasing and stroking her swollen button.

Jim felt her contract and shudder before she yelled the arrival of her orgasm. He kept fucking her, and while Sara continued to buck and writhe, Jim ran his hand down lower and rested his finger against her anus.

“Yeah, do it.” Sara was breathless.

He paused, watching her.

Her hips were still moving up and down. She opened her eyes. “Finger me there.”

Jim pushed his finger inside; it was tight and hot. His finger was drenched with the juices from her sex and as she pumped her hips, it slipped deeper into her ass.

Sara slid herself further forward on the seat of the sofa.

Jim kept fucking her, pushing his finger even farther, past the second knuckle, almost all the way in.

“I know what you want.” Her voice was croaky, her breathing shallow.

“Huh?” He wasn’t sure what she meant. Through the membrane separating her holes, he could feel his cock ploughing into her.

“I said I know what you want to do. Just ask me.”

Jim felt guilty, almost shy. “What are you—?”

“I want to hear you say it. Tell me what you want to do to me.”

His stomach tingled with excitement and shame.

“Jim, your fingers were up there in the carpark, and they’re up there again now. Nothing’s off-limits, you know. You just need to tell—”

He stabbed his finger harder into her back passage. “Here. I want to fuck you up here. I want to fuck this fabulous ass of yours.”

She smiled, placed her hands on his stomach and gently pushed him out of her. 

Jim repositioned himself. He nestled the tip at the opening and paused, watching her face.

She nodded. “Push in nice and slow.”

His cock was slick from her juices. He did as instructed, felt an initial resistance before pushing through and in.

Sara groaned, placing her hands on his chest to halt his progress. “Slower, just give me a minute to stretch and relax…”

Jim held still, enjoying the tightness almost as much as the thrill of doing something new.

Sara opened her eyes and let out a long breath. “Okay, now you can shove it all the way in.”

He pushed forward slowly while watching her expression, ready to withdraw a little if it caused her discomfort. The only response she gave was a satisfied sigh as his full length disappeared into her.

“What hand did you finger me with?”

He held up his right forefinger.

“Okay, use the other hand and push three fingers into my cunt, palm down.”

He did as she asked.

“Now bend them down and push against your cock while you fuck my ass.”

Jim did so, the feeling of his fingers against his cock an added thrill.

Sara placed her hand over her mound, and Jim watched as her red-painted nails rubbed around her clit. “Now fuck me as hard as you can. I want you to pound my ass, and I want you to come in there.

Jim fucked her hard and pushed his fingers in and down with more force. She bucked her hips and moved her fingers faster and faster around her clit. The music from the stereo had stopped, and Jim could hear the slap of their bodies, the squelching of her fingers, the groans they were both making.

“I’m coming, Jim. Fuck me harder, fuck me hard…” She squealed. She shrieked.

Jim pushed his fingers down against her contractions and slammed into her with his cock. The heels of her shoes clicked back onto the wooden floor as her feet were lifted with the force of his thrusts. He came hard and strong, crying out. She roughly slapped her hand against her clit and gritted her teeth, and another wave of spasms gripped his fingers as she came again. He kept thrusting and rode out his own pleasure.

The room was eerily silent after their ecstasy had passed. All Jim could hear was his thumping heart and heavy breathing.

Sara opened her eyes and smiled. “I doubt I’ll be able to walk tomorrow.”

He laughed and slowly pulled out of her, removing his fingers at the same time. He moved the gusset of her thong back in place. “I’m going to take a shower.”

She sat up further onto the sofa. “Good idea. I’ll join you, then maybe we can share a bath?”

“Sure.”

Neither of them bothered to collect their discarded clothes. They headed upstairs together, Jim completely naked and Sara in her bra, thong and shoes. Jim turned on the shower and went to get clean towels. By the time he’d returned to the bathroom, Sara was naked and in the shower. He started to fill the bath, then stepped into the shower with her and closed the door.

They slowly washed each other for several minutes, then stepped out of the shower and climbed into the hot bath. They sat facing each other, Sara’s legs soft against his.

She lay her head back and sighed. “I could fall asleep now.”

“You’re welcome to spend the night.”

“Mmm, that’d be nice. But I should go home.”

“Yeah, whatever you think.”

“But I think we should have another lunch in the multi-storey this week.”

“Lunch?”

She laughed. “Okay, fuck-session. What do you think?”

“Even though we’re meeting again next weekend?”

She looked surprised. “Are you saying you’re bored of me?”

“God, no. I’d be happy to fuck you every day of the week, given the chance.”

“Ooh, now there’s food for thought. Maybe I’ll take you up on that...”

Perhaps he’d live to regret that offer. A sense of unease seemed to lurk beneath the shiny surface of his excitement. He couldn’t put his finger on why, exactly.

“Wednesday okay for you?” She stroked his hip with her foot.

Jim nodded without even thinking about his work week. He was sure there was nothing which couldn’t be re-scheduled. “Wednesday’s fine.”

“Good. I’ll look forward to it.”

“But this time, make sure you push my trousers down further. Last time you just undid the flies and I ended up with the stains of our juices all over them.”

Her eyes narrowed. “Serves you right for coming so much.”

“It wasn’t just cum. Most of it was your juices.”

She shrugged. “Well, that serves you right for making me so wet.”

They lay in relative silence for another fifteen minutes or so, then Jim climbed out and pulled on a t-shirt and shorts. While Sara dried herself, he went to collect their clothes from downstairs.

When he came back Sara was naked in their bedroom. She looked good, all pink from the hot water.

Jim had a thought. “Do you want to borrow a pair of Sophie’s panties?”

She laughed, shook her head. “No, I’ll be fine.”

“Want a coffee or anything?” 

She was fastening her bra. “No thanks.”

He watched her pull on her skirt, button up her blouse and step into her shoes. “Nothing I can get you?”

“No, I think you’ve fulfilled all my needs, thank you.” She moved close, kissed his lips. “I loved everything you did to me.”

“Me too.” Jim watched her eyes, wondered if Billy would be shooting his cream into her when she got home.

She headed downstairs and he followed. They kissed briefly before he opened the front door and walked her to her car.

“See you Wednesday?”

He nodded, smiled knowingly. “But aren’t you forgetting something?”

She gave a shrug of exaggerated nonchalance, which confirmed she knew what he was about to ask. “What’s that?”

“Don’t you have a phone number for me?”

“Oh yes, Naomi’s. I’ll text it you when I get home. I’ll also tell you which bar she works in, to give you the chance to engineer a ‘coincidental’ meeting, rather than admitting you’re stalking her like a pervert.”

“I thought she liked perverts.”

“Ha. Yeah, you’re probably right.” She reversed off the drive and drove away.

Jim headed inside, turned all the downstairs lights off and went straight to bed. He checked his phone; nothing from Sophie. He lay under the quilt, his body completely relaxed, wondering if Sophie’s evening had been as satisfying as his. He soon fell into a deep, contented sleep.

* * * *

The next morning Jim didn’t wake until after ten. Lying in bed, he checked his phone and saw that although Sophie hadn’t bothered to text at all, he did have a message from Sara. She’d sent Naomi’s mobile number and the name of a bar he’d never heard of.

After a brief shower he made himself coffee and took it out into the garden. Using his phone, he searched for the bar in Google and discovered it was in the neighbouring town of Ellerton. He had no idea if she’d be working today, but decided he’d drive over anyway.

He sent a text to Sophie to ask when she’d be back and if she’d need dinner, then walked to the local shops to buy something he wanted to give to Naomi. Sophie replied while he was in the supermarket; she’d eat before the flight, and would be home around nine. Jim took a leisurely stroll around town then headed back for his car.

It took about twenty minutes to get to Ellerton and find a parking spot on the street, right outside the bar. He grabbed his purchase and went in, seeing her the moment he walked through the door. She was serving a couple of girls, her blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail.

He approached the bar while she was still concentrating on pouring drinks and taking money. When she turned to take his order, he saw her pause. He could tell from her expression that although she recognised him, she didn’t know where from.

“Hello…?”

“Hi.” He smiled politely, enjoying her confusion. Finally, he handed over the white paper bag. “You told me you like these.”

She looked inside and a beautiful smile crossed her face. She looked up and laughed. “Of course. Yes, I do like cherries. Thank you. Would you like a drink, or are you only here to embarrass me?”

“A Corona would be good, if you have one.”

She smiled and turned to get a bottle from the chiller. He couldn’t help noticing how good her bum looked in the tight, faded jeans.

“Lime?”

“Yes please.”

She slipped the wedge into the neck of the bottle. “Anything else?”

“Er, yeah…” He suddenly felt foolish, and was beginning to panic. “What I really wanted, why I came here, was to ask if you’d like to go out one night?”

Naomi looked around to confirm nobody was waiting to be served, and then leaned over the bar to talk more privately. “You mean, like a date?”

Jim nodded.

“Ooh, goody. Dancing? Roller skating?”

Jim laughed. “I’m a really bad dancer, and I dread to think how many people I could hurt if I got on roller skates. How about dinner?”

“You want to take me to dinner?”

“Yes please.”

“Why?” She looked genuinely puzzled.

He took a deep breath. “Because when I met you the other week, I thought you were nice. I’ve been thinking about you—a lot. So I thought I’d find you and try to get to know you better.”

“The fact that we met at that kind of party makes it obvious what we’re both into. Dinner isn’t really necessary, you know.”

He shrugged. “Maybe, but I’d really like to take you to dinner.”

“It’s Jim, isn’t it?”

“Yeah…” He was amazed she could remember his name, and his amazement probably showed on his face.

“See, you’re not the only one who remembers our meeting. Dinner would be lovely. When were you thinking of?”

“Any night this week. Or next. Or whenever you’re free.”

She laughed. “Tuesday?”

Relief and excitement flushed through him. “Tuesday would be great. Shall I meet you in here, say eight o’clock?”

“That’s fine. What shall I wear?” She had a teasing smile.

He looked down at her black t-shirt and pale blue jeans. “You look great like that, and you looked great in the blue dress. I have no doubt you look great in all your clothes, so wear whatever you’re comfortable in.”

She smiled and nodded, then had to go and serve another customer.

Jim stood at the bar and drank his beer. He enjoyed watching her, and she kept looking in his direction and flashing him smiles.

When he’d finished she took his empty bottle. “I’ll see you on Tuesday then?”

Jim nodded. “Definitely. Bye.”

She gave him a big smile and after he’d left the bar he wanted to skip back to his car.

* * * *

It was closer to ten when Sophie finally arrived home that night. Jim had started to worry.

“Sorry, there was some problem on the motorway and the traffic was a nightmare.” She dropped her bag on the floor and walked over for a hug.

He slipped his arms around her waist. “How was your weekend?”

“I’ll tell you later. But I need the loo, and then I need a cup of tea.”

Jim felt the familiar tingling—she meant she’d tell him in bed. “Okay, I’ll put the kettle on.”

Sophie disappeared upstairs, and by the time she came back down Jim had poured her tea.  She’d removed her shoes and coat.

“Do you want anything to eat?”

She smiled as she took the cup from his hands. “No, this’ll be enough, thanks.” She took a sip and moved into the living room. She sat on the same sofa where less than twenty four hours earlier, Jim had enjoyed oral and anal sex with Sara.

“So, how was your weekend?” She looked relaxed, and seemed to be just making conversation.

“It was good. I saw Sara last night.”

Sophie nodded, sipped her tea. “Where’d you go?”

“Nowhere. We stayed in.” He nodded at the room. “Here.”

“Did she stay the night?”

“No, she left around midnight.”

She nodded, then drank her tea in silence.

Fifteen minutes later they headed upstairs. Jim got into bed while Sophie went to the bathroom. She came through shortly afterwards, smelling of toothpaste. She was naked.

Slipping into bed, she leaned over and kissed his ear. “Did Sara make you come?”

He didn’t see any point in lying, or feeling guilty. “Yeah, she made me come.”

“Good.” Sophie gripped his cock. “Did she make you come more than once?”

“Yes.”

“Good. So, have you any questions for me?”

Jim rolled on top of her, holding himself up with straight arms. “Oh, I’ve got lots of questions.”

Sophie reached down and slid her hand up and down his cock, then when he was hard enough she fed it inside her. She closed her eyes and let out a sigh.

Jim started to fuck her very slowly. “Okay, first question. Were there any men involved in your weekend?”

Sophie smiled but didn’t open her eyes. “No—it was strictly just girls.”

He wasn’t entirely sure if he was pleased or disappointed. “How many girls?”

“Just two, me and Anja.”

“What happened Friday night?”

She slipped her arms around his waist, started to move her hips with him. “We went to a couple of bars and then back to her flat.”

“And then?”

Sophie opened her eyes. “We went to bed. She made me come—twice.”

“How?”

“With her fingers and mouth.”

“And then?” He already had the image in his head.

“I made her come with my tongue.”

“Nice.”

Sophie smiled. “Later we made love face to face, and we both came again.”

“Sounds like you had a good time.”

Sophie pushed him off, rolled over and straddled him in one swift movement. She reached down and got him back inside her, and leaned down to whisper in his ear. “Sorry, but I think I should control the speed, because I don’t want you to come before I’ve told you about Saturday night.”

“Oh?” Jim reached up and squeezed her nipples. “What happened Saturday night?”

“Well, you fucked Sara…” She rocked her hips quickly for a few seconds, then slowed down again. “And I went dancing.”

Jim’s immediate thought was of Naomi asking if he was taking her dancing, but forced his mind back to Sophie. “Dancing?”

“Hmm. Dirty dancing.” She described how Anja had dressed her, including the special insert in the panties.

Jim approved of the way she’d been dressed. “And where did you go?”

“Some kinky club. It was in an old underground cellar of some kind, brick arched ceilings and strobe lighting. All the people were dressed like us, or even more outrageous. Leather and chains seemed to be the most popular choice for clothing.”

Jim pushed himself up into her. “And what happened when you danced with the cock inside the panties?”

Sophie leaned down so their foreheads were touching. “What do you think happened? She held me close and ground herself against me. I came before the first song had finished.”

He needed more details. “How crowded was the place?”

“Very. There were maybe a hundred people dancing.”

“Did Anja know you’d come?”

“Oh yeah, she knew. We were kissing at the time, and I got quite vocal. Then she turned me around and danced behind me, her tits crushed against my back. She started groping my braless boobs through the thin material of my dress.”

Jim closed his eyes and concentrated on the scene she was describing. His cock felt like it would burst any moment. “So anyone could see?”

“Yeah, but everyone was dancing with their own partner. Nobody seemed to be paying us any notice.”

“Didn’t you reach round and grab her?”

Sophie shook her head very slightly. “No. I just wanted her to abuse my body.”

“Slut.” He gripped her hips in his hands, moving her on him. “And did she?”

“Oh yes. She grabbed the front waistband of my panties through the dress and kept yanking them up, making the little cock fuck me as we danced. She made me come doing that.”

“You came twice on a dance floor in a crowded club.” Jim’s head swam.

“No. She made me come again later—I came three times while dancing.” She rocked harder on him, her voice giving away how close she was to coming again.

“And when you got home?”

“When we got home we shared a double-ended dildo, but I’ll have to tell you about that… another—” She sank her face into his neck and whimpered as she came.

Jim held her hips and banged into her from beneath, reaching his own release just a few seconds after hers.

They settled down in bed and Sophie had soon dropped into a deep slumber—no doubt a result of getting very little sleep while in Vienna.

Jim closed his eyes and thought about the things Sophie had described, but the image that kept forcing its way to the front of his mind was that of Naomi, smiling at him with the bag of cherries. He couldn’t wait for Tuesday night.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Eight

Sophie was up bright and early on Monday morning. She’d showered and dressed for work before Jim woke. In the kitchen she made herself a cup of tea, and as an afterthought added a spoonful of coffee granules to a mug for Jim to use when he came downstairs. She read the news on her phone while she drank her tea, then went back upstairs.

She leaned through the bedroom door. “See you later.”

Jim sat up in bed. He looked tired. “Yeah, okay. Sorry, I never heard you get up.”

“Tell Sara to be less demanding next time.” She went back downstairs, grabbed her handbag from the living room and left.

When she arrived at work she fired up her computer and went to get herself another cup of tea. Darren wandered over to her desk for a chat.

“Morning Sophie.”

“Oh, hiya. How was your weekend—more barbecues?”

He laughed. “No, just a quiet one. How about you?”

“I went to stay with a friend.” She smiled at the memory. “In Vienna.”

“Oh wow, lucky you.  So that’s why you’re in such a good mood.”

She laughed as he made his way back to his own desk.

Sophie opened her work email, and also checked her personal one. She’d agreed with Clive that he should email her rather than texting, as Jim would be more likely to read her texts. Clive hadn’t written, so she emailed to ask if he’d be free any time that week. Then she sent a text to Anja to thank her for a wonderful weekend.

The rest of her day was rather mundane until she received Anja’s reply, which read: ‘Let’s do it again. Your place or mine. Or Paris. Or Rome. Or wherever you want!’

Sophie thought about the offer. She’d happily have Anja come over to England, but would she want to share her with Jim? No, Anja was not for sharing—she’d already told Sophie she preferred one-on-one. The idea of meeting her lesbian lover in a strange city every few months was an exciting one. There were cities she’d always fancied visiting, and seeing them with Anja would be a great way to do it. Copenhagen, Gothenburg, Florence... Her tummy tingled at all the possibilities.

At the end of the day, unable to focus, she left ten minutes earlier than usual.

Jim was preparing their dinner when she got home. He smiled when she walked in, and showed her he was drinking beer. “There’s more in the fridge if you fancy one.”

Sophie nodded. “Thanks. If you open one for me, I’ll go and get changed.”

A couple of minutes later she headed back downstairs, now barefoot and wearing a baggy t-shirt and black leggings. She picked up the bottle off the counter. “Cheers.”

He looked up from chopping the onion and smiled. “How was your day?”

She shrugged. “A bit dull. How about yours?”

“No better. But Patrick came into the office for a while.”

“Oh? How did he look?” Sophie enjoyed winding Jim up about Patrick. Maybe one day she’d give him reason and actually fuck Patrick—she’d always fancied him.

“His leg’s a mess. I thought he was faking it, trying to get a longer holiday, but he’s actually had surgery. Still lots of swelling around his knee.”

Sophie thought about Patrick’s dark, tanned legs. “How did he do it again?”

“Water-skiing. Torn cruciate ligament, apparently.”

“Oh dear. So is he able to work?”

Jim shook his head. “No, he only came in to see HR. He’ll be off for quite a while yet.”

Sophie pouted. “Think he’d like me to rub his leg for him?”

“Yeah, maybe you could move the swelling up from his knee.”

She had a couple of sips of her beer and looked at the array of ingredients he’d got out of the fridge. “So, what’s for dinner?”

“I thought I’d make fajitas. Is that okay?”

“A man making my dinner is always okay with me. Want me to do anything?”

“No, go sit down. These won’t take long.”

Sophie wandered through to the living room and flicked on the TV. The news was just starting, but the headlines were all depressing, so she muted it and checked Facebook on her phone.

Jim came through carrying two plates, passed Sophie one, then went back to the kitchen for his beer. When he returned he sat next to her.

“By the way, I won’t be eating here tomorrow.” He didn’t look up from filling his fajita.

“Oh?” She couldn’t remember if he’d already mentioned this. Maybe Clive would be free…

“No, I’m seeing Naomi—the one I told you about.”

Sophie was surprised. “The old woman?”

He laughed. “She’s not an old woman! She’s an older woman.”

She didn’t know whether to feel hurt or amused. “So, you got her number then?”

“Yeah, Sara knows her.”

“Oh. Okay.” She’d definitely try and get hold of Clive to see if he was free.

Sophie switched channels and they watched a mindless game show while they finished their dinner. The rest of the evening passed without further mention of Jim’s upcoming date, and when they went to bed they both read for a while then went to sleep.

The first thing Sophie did when she parked her car at work the next morning was to call Clive’s mobile. It went straight to voicemail.

“Hi, it’s me—Sophie. Can you call me when you get a minute? Bye.”

She made her way into the building and stopped for a cup of tea from the break-out area before going to her desk. Nobody else seemed to be around, so while her computer was firing up she called Clive’s office. His PA answered.

“Hi, has Clive arrived yet?”

“I’m sorry, he won’t be in all day. Can I ask who’s calling?”

Sophie hesitated, then gave her name. “I’m a friend,” she added, although she didn’t know why she’d felt the need to clarify.

“I’m sorry, but Clive’s in Brussels on business for a couple of days. You’ll be able to get him on his mobile, but at the moment he’s probably mid-flight.”

“Oh, okay. I’ll try him later. Thanks.”

She ended the call and sat and stared at her computer screen, which was still clunking through the usual start-up routine.

I could fly to Brussels, give him a surprise…

She dismissed the idea immediately. If Clive was in Brussels on business, she knew full well that he’d be concentrating on what he needed to do, and probably working fourteen-hour days. You don’t earn enough to build a swimming pool, sauna and Jacuzzi by working for a couple of hours then sneaking off with your floozy for a quickie.

The rest of the staff started to drift in, and she set about her next document. She was going to concentrate on work and not waste her time thinking about Jim and his MILF-girlfriend going out tonight.

* * * *

“Do you want me to make you something?” Jim was being too friendly, overly helpful.

Sophie rolled her eyes. “Jim, I can make myself something later. Go and have a shower. Wash your cock, you don’t want your pubes getting stuck in her dentures.”

He laughed out loud, swatting her arm. “She does not wear dentures. And anyway, we’ll be in a restaurant.”

This was a surprise. “Isn’t she cooking at her place?”

“No. I’m meeting her in a pub, and we’re eating out.”

“Oh.” She didn’t know why this was so unexpected. “I just thought that since…”

“No, I know. But I asked to take her out. She said pretty much the same thing as you about dinner being surplus to requirements.”

With that, he went upstairs. Sophie heard him singing in the shower a few minutes later.

He came downstairs dressed in dark grey jeans and a black round-necked sweater. He looked casual—and sexy. He’d shaved, and she could smell a splash or two of the JPG aftershave she’d bought him last Christmas.

“You look very nice.”

“Thanks, but I can’t walk very well because these boxers have got a butt-plug sewn into them.”

“Fuck off!”

They both laughed, but it felt slightly awkward. She finally understood what it must be like for him when she went out.

She softened her voice, trying to sound accommodating. “Will you be out all night?”

“Nah. I can’t be having fun on a school night.”

“I don’t mind.” She wasn’t being completely truthful.

He smiled, bent to kiss her cheek and picked up his keys and wallet. “I’ll see you later.”

Sophie listened to his car drive away. She’d never been in this situation before—every time Jim had done anything with another woman, she’d been there, or with another partner. It was a weird feeling. Not jealousy as such, more a feeling of missing out. Which was strange—and selfish, considering the amount of fun she’d enjoyed over the past months.

She picked up her phone and logged onto her email account. Clive had replied to her voicemail around lunchtime, and she re-read his message. He was sorry he hadn’t been able to take her call. He’d be back on Thursday, but was busy that evening as well as Friday. Maybe they could get together one night next week?

She flicked on the TV for background noise, and walked into the kitchen, making herself fried peppers with noodles. It wasn’t until after she’d eaten that she thought tonight would have been a good opportunity to go to the gym. She’d be naked next to Sara on Saturday, and didn’t want to look flabby in comparison.

She watched a cookery programme which made her peppers and noodles seem like a poor excuse for a meal, then started to watch CSI but couldn’t get into it. Picking up her phone she re-read Anja’s text and thought of more cities they could visit. For some reason she liked the idea of a cold city in winter, both of them wrapped in thick woollens with hats and scarves which they could slowly peel off once they got back to their room. Maybe Warsaw or St Petersburg…

Her mind drifted back to when they’d returned from the club on Saturday. Anja had slowly removed the special panties but left her dress and shoes on. They’d sat on the floor facing each other, one’s legs laying over the other’s. Anja had dragged a carrier bag over from the side of a chair and brought out a long, bendable double-ended dildo.

Sophie and been shocked at its size. It was made of some flexible rubber-like jelly and was about eighteen inches long and an inch and a half in diameter.  It was colourless with a cockhead-shaped dome on both ends.

Anja had smiled at her, then fed one end of the toy into Sophie’s sex. Considering the dildo was squishy and bendable, it had no problem penetrating her. Then Anja had sat close and fed the other end into her own cunt. The women had kissed while Anja squeezed and relaxed the middle section of the toy with one hand, expanding the ends inside them both.

Eventually Sophie had got to the point where she couldn’t wait any longer. She’d pulled off her dress, and Anja’s. Then she’d pushed the other woman onto her back and, with the dildo still buried deep inside each of them, climbed on top and fucked her friend until both had screamed their release.

Sophie was wet again now, just thinking about it. She was definitely going to see Anja again, and soon. Maybe Berlin would be a good place to start.

Checking her watch, she noted it was getting on for ten and wondered how Jim’s date was going. Would he be getting a blowjob in the restaurant carpark?

That idea triggered another thought, and she opened the photos app on her phone, finding the video clip of her spontaneous fuck in the alley with that stranger. Sophie watched the clip with a weird fascination. She’d sucked him to get him hard, then let him fuck her against a wall. She watched her face as she came on the clip, then the guy banging her and shooting his load. Thinking back to that night, she couldn’t actually believe how she’d behaved. Would she even recognise him if they met again? Possibly, but she honestly couldn’t picture his face now. She’d justified her behaviour to Jim by saying she’d done it for him, so he could watch it while she sucked him off. But deep down Sophie knew she’d wanted to fuck a stranger on a whim. What’s more, she was pretty sure she’d be doing it again.

Replaying the clip, she watched herself sucking the guy and became aware of greater wetness between her legs. She pressed her fingers against herself, the thin material of her leggings no obstacle, and traced her fingertips over her clit. The image on the phone switched to the guy entering her and Sophie moved her fingers a little faster. She could still remember the way she’d felt that night. It had turned her on a lot, just finding a guy and telling him to fuck her.

She watched her expression when he’d made her come, and immediately felt an orgasm building. She slid her hand inside the waistband of her leggings and panties, her fingers now touching the slickness around her sex. On her phone, the man was banging her hard, and Sophie pushed two fingers inside and rocked against the palm of her hand. She came just before the guy on the clip. She made no sound other than a few sharp intakes of breath.

Sophie removed her fingers and stroked her labia gently, smiling to herself. Tonight was Jim’s turn to have fun, yet she’d still managed to come. Well, what’s good for the goose, as they say.

After channel-surfing and reading her phone for a while, she tidied away her plate and headed up to bed a little before eleven. She was still awake when Jim’s car pulled into the drive. The bedroom window was open and she could hear him whistling to himself as he walked to the back door. Sounds like he got that blowjob.

Jim tiptoed into the bedroom. “You still awake?”

She sighed. “Yes, your post-orgasmic chirpy whistle was too loud to sleep through.”

“Huh?”

“Nothing. Come to bed and tell me all about it.”

Jim went to the bathroom and returned a couple of minutes later. He quickly stripped and climbed in beside her, smelling of toothpaste and another woman’s perfume.

She tried to keep her voice casual. “So, how was it?”

“It was really nice. The food was excellent—we’ll have to go there some time.”

“Okay… But I meant the date itself?”

“Oh. Yeah, nice.” He shrugged, but it was obvious from the stupid smirk on his face that it’d been better than he was making out.

“Only ‘nice’?”

“Dinner was nice, and so was she. It was a very nice evening.”

She wrinkled her nose slightly. “Doesn’t sound that nice to me.”

“Sophie, we had dinner. We chatted and ate—it was never going to be like one of your fuck-fests.”

That stung. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying not every meeting between two people has to end with sex. I asked her out for dinner and she said yes. I took her to dinner. End of story.”

“Jim, I don’t mind if you fucked her.”

“Thanks, that’s very good of you.” His voice was laced with sarcasm.

“Meaning what?”

“Well, when you consider how many men and women you’re fucking every couple of weeks, you’re not really in any position to mind what I do.”

“Hey, don’t be like this.” Sophie didn’t want this argument and was eager to diffuse the situation before it escalated. She placed her hand on his chest. “I wasn’t picking a fight, I just don’t need you to pretend nothing happened if it did.”

He took a deep breath, seemed to relax. “Sorry. Look, I know you wouldn’t mind if we’d had sex, and if we had, I’d tell you. Okay? But tonight we just talked.”

“Okay, I believe you. Like you say, why would you lie about it?”

“Exactly. It’s just like you with G-J. You keep telling me that nothing’s gone on with him, which I find surprising.”

This caught her by surprise. “What’s G-J got to do with this?”

“I’m just using him as an example. He’s someone who we know is attracted to you because he gets off by watching you have sex. You’ve already admitted you find him attractive, and yet you claim nothing’s happened between the two of you.”

Sophie frowned, puzzled by his reasoning. “Nothing has happened between us.”

“And would you tell me if it did?”

“Of course I would. I tell you about everything.” Except for what I do with Clive.

Jim held out his hands. “Well that’s exactly how it is with Naomi. I’ll tell you about it when it happens, but so far, nothing has.”

Sophie believed him, despite the smell of perfume around his face and neck. “Fair enough. So, what did she wear?”

He looked flabbergasted by her question.

She shrugged. “Women want to know details like that.”

“She wore a dark red top and black jeans.”

“Her hair?”

“Yeah, she wore that too.”

She giggled. “You know what I mean.”

“Pinned up with bits hanging down at each side of her face.”

“Where did you leave her at the end of the night? Did you drive her home?”

He smiled, shook his head. “Her car was on the pub carpark, so I dropped her there.”

“What about a goodnight kiss?”

Jim puckered his lips and leaned towards her. She slapped his arm, laughing.

“You know what I mean.”

He nodded. “Yes, we shared a goodnight kiss.”

Sophie thought about it for a couple of seconds. “You could probably have got a blowjob.”

“Maybe, but I was happy with the kiss.”

Sophie frowned. “Don’t forget the rules—they’re just pieces of meat we use for our own pleasure.”

He laughed out loud. “Yeah, well maybe I’m cooking this one a bit slower than usual.”

Sophie nodded, turned the light off and lay back on her pillow. It was strange, but she’d probably be a lot less jealous if Jim had actually fucked Naomi, rather than simply sharing a goodnight kiss. This lifestyle was weird, sometimes.

* * * *

When Sophie arrived home from work the following evening, she found Jim dressed in shorts and t-shirt. His hair was still wet and he was obviously fresh from the shower.

She dropped her handbag on the counter, tried to keep her voice calm. “Are you going out again?”

Jim looked up, shook his head. “No, I’m just about to make dinner.”

“So why the shower?”

“I went for a quick run when I got home, decided to shower rather than hum all evening.”

“Oh.” She walked through to the living room, wondering why she didn’t believe him.

He followed her. “Shall I take a chilli out of the freezer?”

“Yeah, that’ll be good.”

While the chilli was defrosting in the microwave, Sophie wondered if he’d been in touch with Naomi. She considered asking when he was planning on seeing her again but didn’t want to risk another confrontation like the one they’d had last night. Instead she decided to talk about their plans for Saturday night.

“Have you heard from Sara?”

Jim looked up, a startled expression on his face. “Sorry?”

“We’re supposed to be going over this weekend, but I’ve not heard from her since last week.”

“Oh, right. No. Last time I saw her, she said she’d sort things out with you.”

Sophie nodded. “I’ll phone her later—she’s probably at the gym now.”

Jim nodded, disappeared back into the kitchen and she soon heard him chopping peppers.

They ate in the living room with their bowls on their knees. They watched TV in relative silence and Jim announced he was tired and went to bed shortly after ten.

Sophie stayed up and checked her email. Clive had sent her a short message saying he was free every night the following week, which made her tingle inside.

The rest of their week was relatively quiet, and on Saturday evening they drove over to Sara and Billy’s.

Billy opened the door. “Hi guys, come in.” He stepped back, shaking Jim’s hand and kissing Sophie on the cheek. “You look fabulous, as always.”

“Thank you.” She gazed into his eyes, a weird thrill running down her spine with the knowledge that she’d be having sex with him in a couple of hours.

“Come through, Sara’s still getting ready. What can I get you to drink?”

Sophie handed him the two bottles of red they’d brought with them. “I’ll have a glass of wine, please.”

Billy took the bottles and read the labels. “Any preference over which one you get first?”

Sophie licked her lips seductively. It seemed like every conversation she had lately had a double meaning. “No. If I know I’m going to be getting both, I don’t mind which order they come in.”

Billy laughed, turned to Jim. “What about you, mate?”

“I’ll have the same.”

“Okay. Take a seat, Sara’ll be down in a minute.” He left to get their drinks.

When Sophie and Jim were left on their own, Jim stood by the fireplace and Sophie looked at some photographs on the wall.

“You look nice tonight.”

Sophie turned towards her husband and smiled. “Thanks.”

She wore a figure-hugging blue woollen dress that ended a couple of inches above her knees, and white sandals. The nails of her toes and fingers were painted a similar shade of blue to her dress, and her hair was loose.

Billy returned with their drinks. “Here you go—cheers.”

Sophie took her glass. “Thanks. I was just look—”

“God, sorry.” Sara breezed into the room, and everyone fell silent. “I got back late, then needed to get supper prepared before my shower.”

Sara looked stunning. Sophie had expected her friend to be dressed provocatively, but thought it’d be simply a case of her skirt being a bit shorter than Sophie’s, her heels a bit higher.

Sara wore a dark-red sleeveless mini-dress in raw silk, and it was obvious there was no bra. Her long legs were swathed in fishnet tights, the type with large, two-inch mesh diamonds. Her black shoes had ridiculously high stiletto heels.

“You look fabulous.” Sophie meant it.

Sara smiled and did a twirl. “Thanks, babe.”

Sophie noticed that Jim’s eyes were fixed on Sara. “Jim, put your tongue away.”

He looked away, embarrassed, but Sara stepped close to him and stroked his stomach.

“I’ll show you somewhere to put that tongue later. But in the meantime, look all you want. You’re the reason I’m dressed like this—I want you eager.”

Jim seemed tongue-tied and Sara laughed, stroking his chest. Sophie watched them for a split second, then turned to look at Billy. He was watching her reaction to Sara, and she smiled at him. She’d make sure Billy was eager, too.

“Why don’t you three go through to the dining room?” Sara left for the kitchen.

The dining table was circular and Sophie sat with Jim to her left, Billy to her right. Sara brought in a tray with four small bowls and handed them out, then sat directly opposite Sophie. The bowls contained hummus.

Sophie was impressed. “Wow, have you made this yourself?”

Sara nodded. “To be honest, it’s very easy. There’s carrot sticks and pitta bread in here.” She lifted the lid off the dish in the centre of the table.

The friends made small talk while they ate, and when Sara had finished, she wiped her hands and propped them under her chin. “So, are you going to tell us about some of the things you’re getting up to on your trips with G-J?”

“I’m sure nobody wants to hear about that.”

“I do.” Billy looked a little embarrassed that he’d answered so quickly.

Sara laughed. “He’s such a pervert.”

Billy shrugged. “Sorry. I meant—if you wanted to tell us, I’d be interested.”

Sophie looked at Jim, who raised his eyebrows and shrugged.

She looked at Billy, then Sara. “There’s only been two trips, so there’s not really that much to tell.”

Sara nodded. “How many men have you fucked?”

Sophie held her gaze for a few seconds. “Three.”

“And how many women?”

She smiled. “One, but that wasn’t on one of the trips. I went back to Vienna to see someone I’d met while with G-J.”

Billy sat forward a little further. “You went back to Vienna to have sex with a woman you’d met on one of your trips? Weren’t the three men enough?”

Sophie laughed and shrugged. She explained about meeting Anja and her invite, and admitted how much she’d been turned on by the idea of a weekend with another woman.

“And did it live up to all you hoped it would?”

Billy was obviously getting into this, so she decided to give some details—more than she’d given Jim.

“The first time she pleasured me with her fingers, she made me squirt.” Sophie was satisfied to see three shocked faces looking at her.

Billy blinked a couple of times. “She made you…”

“Yep. When I came the first time, a clear liquid shot out all over her hand.”

“Wow.” Billy’s expression was one of wonder.

Sara cleared her throat. “What was the orgasm like?”

“Unbelievable. I thought she’d electrocuted my clit.”

Billy was twisting on his chair. “So, how did she do it?”

“I don’t know—and I did ask. According to Anja, everybody squirts.”

“Isn’t that an REM song?” Jim’s quip didn’t deter Billy’s follow-up questions.

“Did you squirt more than once?”

Sophie nodded. “She kept fingering me until I came again and more stuff shot out, but less than with the first.”

Sara took a sip of her wine. “Were you able to make her squirt?”

“No, I’m afraid not.”

“How did you make her come?” Billy seemed to be fascinated by her night with Anja.

“With my mouth. Incidentally…” Sophie looked at Sara. “You’re the only other woman I’ve ever been with, and I noticed that Anja had a different taste. It was similar, but there was a discreet difference. Do you think how we taste is down to the soaps we use?”

Sara pouted. “Are you saying she was sweeter?”

“No, of course not. I remember noticing, that’s all.”

“I expect it’s partly because of different body-chemistry, and partly down to diet.” Sara laughed. “I remember one night we had a bit of an orgy here with three other couples. One of the girls had eaten garlic the night before, and we could all taste it in her juices.”

“An orgy?” Jim seemed suddenly interested.

She laughed and rested her hand on his arm. “I’ll describe it to you later, if you like.”

Sophie wondered if this was a dig at how she relayed her exploits to Jim, but didn’t rise to it.

Sara turned her attention away from Jim, but left her hand on his arm. “I suppose it’s the same as it is for men. Haven’t you noticed the difference in the tastes of cum? I mean, Jim’s tastes different to Billy’s.”

Sophie’s mind raced over the times she’d shared a bed with Sara and Jim. She was pretty sure Jim hadn’t come in Sara’s mouth during those times, which meant he must have done so on the night she’d been with Anja.

Determined not to show her discomfort, Sophie looked at Billy. “Well, maybe I’ll have to check for myself later.”

Sara carried the empty bowls to the kitchen and Billy poured more wine.

The main course was paprika and tarragon grilled chicken with salad. When Sara had served it up and sat back at the table she looked at Sophie. “So, now tell us about the three men.”

Sophie wondered if Jim had already discussed it with Sara. “Not much to tell about the first one—I never saw him.”

Billy frowned, then his eyes opened wide. “I get it. You were blindfolded.”

She laughed. “No, I was told to strip and stand by a full-length window in the middle of Canary Wharf. Then I had to look out of the window while a stranger came into my hotel room and fucked me from behind. I never saw his face.”

Sara seemed intrigued. “Was G-J there?”

“No. He was watching through a telescope from one of the buildings opposite, giving me orders over the phone.”

“What about the two other men you’ve had?” Billy was eager for more details.

Sophie briefly described the empty theatre in Vienna, and how two male dancers had involved her in a special performance.

Sara looked thoughtful. “It sounds so sexy, I’m green with envy. So, what’s next?”

Sophie shook her hair back and looked at Billy. “Next, I’m going to fuck your husband.”

Sara laughed. “Oh, I already know that—he’s been talking about it all week. I mean what’s next with G-J?”

“I don’t know. But I won’t have long to wait.”

When the main course was finished Sophie decided to deflect some of the spotlight from her exotic trips away. “So, what have you two been up to since G-J’s party?”

Billy answered immediately. “We went to stay with friends in Manchester a few weeks back. But other than that, it’s been pretty quiet.”

Sophie got the impression Sara wasn’t happy with Billy for sharing this information. She took a sip of her wine and pushed her foot against Billy’s leg. “Well, I hope tonight makes up for your quiet spell.”

Sara stood up and dropped her napkin onto the table. “Looks like we’d better leave dessert until later. Bring your drinks through to the living room, it’s time to dance.”

By the time the other three had followed Sara, there was music blasting from the stereo. Sophie didn’t recognise the song, some hip-hop with a thumping bass line.

Sara was already dancing in the middle of the room, and held her hands out to Jim. “Come grope my arse and grind your cock against me.”

Jim laughed and moved close. His arms slid round her waist, hands cupped over her backside.

Sophie looked at Billy. “Well, I suppose you’re going to have to make do with me.”

Billy slipped his arms around her. “It’ll be my pleasure.”

The two couples danced for about fifteen minutes. All the songs were of a similar beat, and Sophie could feel Billy’s erection pushing against her. She looked over at Jim and Sara, who were kissing passionately.

She put her mouth to Billy’s ear. “Are we going to go to bed, or do you want to stay in here?”

He gripped the material of her dress on her hips and started to slowly pull it upwards. “I want to stay here.”

Sophie nodded, watched his face as she felt him pull her hemline further up her thighs. She leaned closer and kissed him on the mouth, her tongue probing gently between his lips.

By now her dress was bunched around her waist, and her bum and thong were in full view. Billy was looking over her shoulder and she realised he was watching their reflection in the patio doors. It was dark outside and the curtains were open.

“Do you always give your neighbours something to watch?”

He laughed. “We’re not overlooked from the back. Nobody can see in, but then I thought you liked to perform by a large window?”

“Oh I’m happy to perform in front of anyone, believe me.” She gripped his cock through his trousers, and Billy let out a sigh.

“Looking good, girl.” Sara was smiling at Sophie’s exposed backside. “I’ll take off my dress if you take off yours…”

Sophie laughed and pulled her dress up over her head, revealing her white lace bra, matching thong and sandals.

Billy whooped appreciatively and ran his hands over her hips and backside.

Sara stared at Jim as she undid the zip at the back of her dress. Then, in one fluent movement she lifted her dress completely off and Jim, Billy and Sophie all stared. What Sophie had thought were fishnet tights were actually part of a sleeveless body-stocking. Sara wore no underwear beneath it, and her nipples were erect, sticking out through the mesh.

“Fucking hell.” Jim’s eyes were fixed on her body.

Even Sophie was amazed at how great Sara looked, and she’d seen her naked many times before in the gym. With the combination of the body-stocking and the high-heels, her legs looked extraordinarily long.

Sara began dancing and rotating her hips in such a way that even Billy seemed to have forgotten Sophie was there.

Moving close to him, Sophie traced a finger down his chest. “Hey, we can both fuck her later. But first, you’ve got to entertain me.” Sophie reached behind her back and undid the clip of her bra.

Billy lowered his head to suck a nipple as soon as her breasts were exposed. Sophie moaned and tilted her head back, closing her eyes.

This petting and caressing continued for another couple of songs. Billy stroked her between her legs, making her squirm as they danced. When she looked over at her husband and Sara, Jim’s shirt had been removed and she could see red scratch marks on his back. Sophie tried to remember if she’d marked him the last time they’d had sex, but that had been almost a week ago. Maybe Sara had done it through his shirt earlier while they danced.

Billy started to nibble her ear. “I want you to sit on the couch and let me compare your taste to Sara’s.”

Sophie smiled and held his hand as she walked slowly towards the sofa. She turned to face him, slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her thong and pushed it down over her hips. Billy dropped to his knees, pulling the thong all the way down her legs and off over her shoes as she lifted her feet one at a time.

She sat on the sofa and watched his face as she slowly opened her legs. He knelt between her feet and lowered his head. She let out a long sigh as his tongue licked along the wet folds of her slit. He licked up and down her slit again, then pushed his tongue inside, making her groan and roll her hips. He soon centred in on her clit, and Sophie rocked her hips to the rhythm of the music.

While she watched Sara stroking her husband’s cock through the material of his trousers, Sophie came on Billy’s tongue. Heat flushed through her and she let out little cries of pleasure, pulling his head and grinding against his face.

Billy knelt up and pulled his stiff cock out through the zip of his trousers. Sophie wanted to suck him, but he evidently had other plans. Without preamble he pushed it deep inside her and she cried out, still sensitive after her orgasm. He gripped her hips and pulled her onto him, her body sliding further down the couch. Billy fucked her slowly, his eyes closed and fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips.

Over his shoulder she saw Jim down on his knees, licking Sara’s sex though the mesh of her stocking. The two women’s eyes met for a moment and they shared a smile as each enjoyed the attentions of the other’s husband.

Sophie didn’t want Billy to come inside her—she wanted him to come in her mouth. Sara’s remark about their cum had annoyed her for some reason, and she was determined to know how Billy tasted. She placed her hands on his chest and gently pushed.

Opening his eyes, he looked questioningly at her.

“Stand up.”

He did as instructed and Sophie dropped to her knees by his feet. She gripped his cock, slick with her juices, and wanked it slowly while she watched his face. He let out a soft groan.

She leaned forward and ran her tongue around the bulging tip. “Are you going to come for me?”

Billy nodded. “Mm hmm.”

She half-closed her eyes in a flirtatious way. “Are you going to fill my mouth with cum?”

Billy seemed to like her over-the-top slut act. “Oh yeah. I’ll fill it right up.”

“Use my dirty little mouth and pump all you’ve got in there.”

She moved herself slightly to the left so that Jim and Sara had an unrestricted view of what she was doing to Billy, then pushed her head forward and sucked him while still stroking him off. Within a minute Billy started to tremble and she knew he was about to come.

She pulled her head back a little so the tip of his cock rested on her tongue. With her mouth open and her tongue sticking out over her lower lip, she pumped him slowly with her hand.

“Ahhh…” Billy’s groan was a continuous monotone followed by a loud exhale as the first spurt hit the back of her throat. She kept stroking at the same slow speed, holding her mouth wide open as every shot from Billy’s cock flooded onto her tongue, then spilled out and down her chin, dripping onto her chest and breasts.

Sophie flicked her gaze at the other couple and was disappointed that Jim still had his face between Sara’s thighs, so wasn’t able to see the show she was putting on. Her only consolation was that Sara was watching her.

“Oh fuck, ooh yeah…” Billy dropped his chin onto his chest and took in some deep breaths. His cock-head was still resting on Sophie’s tongue, remnants of cum still oozing from the slit. He looked down at Sophie and smiled. “That was amazing.”

Sophie sucked the end of his cock clean then sat back on her haunches. When she looked across the room Jim was still on his knees between Sara’s legs but he was now looking directly at her, his mouth agape. She smiled sweetly, wiped the cum off her chin with a finger and sucked it into her mouth.

Sara pulled Jim to his feet and undid his jeans, pushing them down his thighs. “Get those off.”

As Jim removed his shoes, socks and jeans, Sara knelt on an armchair with her bum facing the room. The large mesh of the body-stocking meant everything was on view, and easily accessible. She wiggled her backside in the air and Jim stepped directly behind her. He positioned his already rigid cock at her entrance and pushed in.

Sara let out a groan and lowered her head onto the backrest of the armchair.

Sophie stayed on her knees and watched her husband fuck the other woman. It was a hot scene—two good-looking people having sex doggy-style. She lowered a hand between her legs and touched herself—she needed to come again.

She got slowly to her feet and crossed the room until standing behind the back of the armchair. Sara was kneeling on the seat and Jim was fucking her from behind. She held eye-contact with each in turn. Sara reached up and smeared the cum on Sophie’s chest all over her breasts, tweaking the nipples as her fingers traced over them.

Sophie slipped off her shoes and eased herself on top of the back rest, her legs either side of Sara. She looked into Sara’s eyes then reached down between her own legs, pulling the lips of her sex open.

“Lick me.”

Sara smiled and lowered her head.

Sophie felt the warm tongue flicking her clit. She gripped Sara’s hair and held eye contact with Jim while he fucked her.

A bright light came on at the side—Billy was filming the action on his phone. She smiled at him, then looked back at her husband. “Come on Jim, fuck her. Let’s see who comes first.”

She groaned as Sara’s fingers entered her. Sophie couldn’t tell how many but guessed at three—maybe all four. She was already sopping and stretched from Billy’s cock, and it felt wonderful.

When Sara nibbled her clit, Sophie screamed and came immediately. Jim banged harder, forcing Sara’s face to bounce against Sophie’s crotch. From Jim’s expression, Sophie knew what was happening.

“He’s coming. Can you feel his hot shower pumping into you?”

Sara pulled back her head and looked up. Her eyes were half-closed and her breathing was ragged. She’d already come. The women stared at each other as Jim emptied into Sara.

He eventually stopped pounding and stepped back and out of her. The light on Billy’s phone went out as he stopped filming the action. The room was suddenly silent.

Sara finally stood up and turned to look at the men. “Well, does anyone want dessert yet?”

Everyone laughed and Billy suggested more drinks.

Sara’s eyes lit up. “Yes, let’s do hot shots.”

“Oh no.” Billy was shaking his head as Sara left the room.

Sophie turned to Billy. “Hot shots?”

Billy nodded. “Yeah, we learnt this game on holiday in Spain last year. I’ll let Sara explain the rules.”

Sara returned carrying a tray with a bottle and four glasses. She was still wearing the body-stocking and her shoes, and looked sensational. She nodded at Billy. “You, strip.”

Sophie and Jim were both already naked.

Sara set the tray down on a coffee table and poured four shots of an amber liquid.

“What is it we’re drinking?” Jim looked a little concerned—he didn’t usually drink spirits.

“Tequila.”

Sophie was puzzled. “I thought tequila was colourless.” She’d had it before in Margaritas.

Billy moved closer, picked up a glass. “Depends on how it’s kept, I think. It’s colourless, or silver, then they pump it into wooden barrels to age, and that gives it the colour.”

“Right, so…” Sara picked up a glass. “I’ll go first. Rather than licking salt off your hand first, this involves a more interesting ritual. I’ll show you.” She knelt by the table next to Jim, who was still standing. Sara raised the glass to her lips and downed the drink in one go. Then she immediately took Jim’s cock deep into her mouth.

He let out a groan— then another and his eyes opened wide.

Sara released him and smiled. “Like that?”

“Fuck, it’s still tingling.”

She laughed. “I know. If you think it burns your throat, wait until you feel it on your cock or clit. Billy, your turn. Sophie, sit on the table and spread your legs.”

Sophie was nervous and looked at Jim for reassurance.

He laughed. “I’m sure you’ll love it.”

She sat down and waited for Billy to kneel between her legs. Then he knocked back his drink and pushed his tongue between her labia, pressing the flat of it against her clit. She felt the hotness of the alcohol and moaned.

Sara laughed. “Great, eh? Right, my turn. Jim, kneel down here.” She sat on the table next to Sophie and passed him his glass.

Jim downed the drink. It made him cough and his eyes watered. Eventually he pushed his tongue between Sara’s legs.

She pushed him away, laughing. “Too long between drinking and licking. Sophie can do me next.”

Sophie then performed on Billy. In the next round Sophie performed on Sara and Billy, but for the final round Jim managed to drink and lick Sara without coughing in between.

Sara smiled at the three of them. “Okay, let’s go to bed. I can see the men are getting hard enough to fuck us again.”

The four of them headed upstairs to the master bedroom. Sara made Sophie lie in the middle of the bed. Still wearing the body-stocking, she positioned herself above her, easing Sophie’s legs apart with her knees.

Sara looked at the men. “You two can watch for a few minutes. When you join us I want one of you to kneel between our legs and fuck us both. Just push it in Sophie for a minute or so then do me. Use us both and come wherever you like. The other has to kneel by our heads, and do the same to our mouths. Take turns, take your time, and if you want to swap places, that’s fine.”

Sophie pushed her groin up against Sara’s, the feel of the mesh sexy. The idea of what Sara had instructed the men to do turned her on. She looked at the men. “Like she says, use us. Consider us as four hot, wet holes waiting to be poked.”

Sara nodded. “But you’re not allowed to join us until I’ve fucked her and made her come.”

“Ooh, now there’s a challenge.” Sophie pinched Sara’s nipple. “I bet I can make you come first.”

Sara started to pump and grind her mound against Sophie’s, who in turn writhed and bucked beneath. Hands caressed breasts, nipples, backsides. Sophie pushed her tongue into Sara’s mouth, and felt her friend bite it. Reaching down, Sophie forced two fingers into Sara’s sex and was rewarded with a long groan. She didn’t relent, using her other hand to pinch a nipple.

“You… fucking… bitch!” Sara was shaking and laughing as she came.

Sophie pulled her close, rubbing her crotch against Sara’s. The friction she got from the body-stocking helped bring her off, and she came only a matter of seconds later.

The men joined them on the bed. Sophie didn’t bother opening her eyes to see whose cock was pushed into her mouth. It didn’t matter, and immediately she felt another cock slip into her sex. She groaned and kept her eyes closed, enjoying all the sensations. Sara’s body, soft and a little scratchy in the stocking, was pressed close. The cock left her mouth, but the other continued to fuck her. Then that one was withdrawn and the first one pushed back into her mouth. This went on for several minutes, and Sophie heard Sara mumbling and groaning. She was coming again.

After a few more minutes the cock fucking her pulsed and she heard Billy let out a grunt. He’d been the one fucking her, and he’d just come inside. She heard panting and opened her eyes. Sara had Jim’s cock deep in her mouth and she was gulping, swallowing.

Sophie had a strange feeling. She remembered their night with Joel, where Jim had been in the same situation she now found herself in. He’d been lying on top of Sophie when Joel had come in her mouth, and it’d turned him on—a lot. Now the roles were reversed, and she couldn’t decide how she felt about it.

They all climbed under the quilt and settled down, the women in the middle with Billy next to Sophie and Jim next to Sara. They all dozed.

When Sophie woke it was just getting light outside and the bed was rocking slowly. Billy’s hand was on her tummy, but Sara was no longer next to her. She turned her head and watched as Sara rode Jim quietly. They were kissing tenderly. She could have joined them, but decided not to.

Something had changed within the dynamic of her relationship with Jim, and she wasn’t sure if that change was down to her or him. On every other occasion when she and Jim had shared a bed with anyone else, Jim’s focus had always been on her. He’d freely admitted how much pleasure he’d got from watching her have sex with Joel. It’d been the same when they’d first shared a bed with Sara and Billy. Jim said the highlight for him was watching her with Billy.

And yet tonight had been different. When she’d put on her show with Billy’s blowjob earlier, Jim hadn’t bothered to watch. He’d licked Sara, then fucked Sara, and had even come in Sara’s mouth when they’d all come to bed. And now, in the middle of the night while their spouses slept, they were fucking each other again.

When Sara started to moan, Sophie closed her eyes and pretended to be asleep. She listened to Sara’s stifled cries and his heavy breathing and final exhale. Sophie felt her roll off and lie back next to her, her body warm and damp and soft, satiated and fulfilled.

Sophie lay awake and listened to Sara and Jim’s breathing become regular as they fell back to sleep.
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Chapter Nine

Jim woke alone in bed with Sara. He looked round but there was no sign of Sophie or Billy, so he lay still for a few seconds and listened for any sounds. The alarm clock on the dresser showed it was a little after eight, but Jim was still incredibly tired. Sophie and Billy’s absence suggested they were probably having sex somewhere else in the house. It would be more in keeping with Jim’s voyeuristic tendencies to go find them and watch his wife being pleasured, but instead he stayed in bed. Another reason could have been that he’d get more pleasure if he were to wake Sara and have sex with her, but he didn’t really want to do that, either. He’d come three times last night—twice inside Sara and once in her mouth—and he didn’t feel the need to come again.

At that moment, he heard Sophie’s moans from somewhere downstairs. Evidently Billy wasn’t quite as tired. Sara stirred beside Jim.

She slid closer and rested her head on his chest. “Sounds like your wife’s fucking my husband again.”

“Yeah.”

“She’s a fucking slut.”

Jim chuckled. “She tells me you taught her all she knows.”

“Hmm. Well, I’m a fucking slut, too.”

They listened as Billy grunted his own finale.

“Sounds like your husband’s coming in my wife.” Jim was surprised how little effect the action going on downstairs was having on him.

“He’s a fucking slut as well. But he does enjoy coming, and I seem to remember him enjoying himself more than once last night.”

Sara ran a hand down his stomach and gripped his cock. “Would you like to get revenge on the sluts downstairs?”

Jim frowned. “No, I think I’d prefer a cup of coffee.”

“Suit yourself.” Sara got out of bed and walked into the en-suite without looking back, leaving Jim to wonder if he should have at least tried to fuck her again.

He got out of bed and found his overnight bag on the landing, where he could hear Sophie and Billy chatting quietly in the living room. He took clean boxers and his wash-bag into the family bathroom and brushed his teeth. He saw a pile of clean towels on a set of shelves and decided to take a shower. Returning to the bedroom a few minutes later, he saw Sara already dressed in a short denim skirt and white vest top with no bra. She looked good and she frowned when she saw him ogling her body.

“It’s too late now.”

Jim laughed. “You wore me out last night.”

“Yeah, I tend to do that. Maybe I should take a leaf out of Sophie’s book and have men two at a time.” She headed downstairs without another word.

Jim pulled on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and wandered down to join the others.

He found all three of them in the kitchen. Sophie was wrapped up a robe that was obviously Billy’s—it was far too big for her.

She gave him a cold glare as he took a chair at the table.

“Morning.” Jim tried to sound cheerful, but he’d only been awake for a matter of minutes and had apparently upset both of the women he’d shared a bed with last night. He didn’t understand why Sophie looked so miserable—she’d just fucked Billy.

“Coffee, mate?” At least Billy was happy, probably because he’d just fucked Sophie.

“Yeah, cheers.”

Sara cooked a full pack of bacon and placed it in the middle of the table. Billy had buttered several bread rolls, and the four friends made small-talk while they ate their breakfast. Nothing about the previous night was mentioned, which Jim found strange. He wondered if Sara and Billy would have an intimate conversation about things when they were alone. Then he wondered if he and Sophie would discuss what went on last night. It wasn’t like she needed to describe what had happened, but they usually both got off again as they re-lived their adventures, even the ones they’d both been involved in.

After breakfast Sophie went to get dressed, declining the offer of a shower by saying she’d prefer a bath as soon as she got home. They said their farewells in the hall.

Sophie reached up and kissed Billy on the mouth. “Thank you for last night… and this morning.”

“Anytime.” Billy raised his eyebrows. “And I do mean, anytime.”

Sara ushered her husband to one side and opened the door. She didn’t kiss Jim, but spoke to Sophie as they left. “Bye, babe. Maybe see you at the gym during the week?”

Sophie nodded and then Sara closed the door. Jim walked in silence to their car, wondering what he’d done wrong. Maybe he’d farted in his sleep. He dropped the overnight bag onto the back seat then slid in behind the wheel. The journey was completed in silence and as soon as they arrived home, Sophie headed for the bathroom.

It was over an hour later when she came downstairs. She put the kettle on. “Another coffee?”

“No thanks.”

Sophie carried her tea through and sat on the opposite sofa in the living room. “Why didn’t you bother watching me with Billy? I thought that was usually the best bit for you.”

“The first I knew about it was when I heard you coming. It would have been all over by the time I’d managed to get downstairs.”

Sophie didn’t respond, sipped her tea in silence.

“And anyway,” he continued. “I would have thought if you wanted to be watched, you’d have stayed in bed. Or at least stayed in the bedroom.”

“I actually meant last night. I was doing all sorts of things that I thought you’d enjoy, but evidently you only had eyes for Sara.”

“One minute you were sitting on the couch with Billy’s face between your legs, and the next time I looked you were on your knees and drenched in cum.”

“Well, you must have had your head up her cunt for fifteen minutes, because that’s how long it was from me being licked to Billy shooting his load.”

She’d spoken with venom, and he wasn’t sure how to react. Surely she couldn’t be jealous of him being with Sara while she was with Billy, particularly in light of all the other people she’d fucked over the last couple of months.

Unless she knew about him meeting Sara at lunchtimes…

Sophie wasn’t finished with her complaining. “And did you think I wouldn’t notice you having your middle-of-the-night shag?”

He was dumbfounded. “What are you talking about? If I hadn’t wanted you to see, I might have done something other than fuck in the bed next to you—like maybe going downstairs. Oh, wait a minute—that’s actually what you did. Yet for some reason, you’re angry that I didn’t want to see you.”

Sophie stared open-mouthed. Maybe she was surprised because he was getting close to shouting, but he hoped it was because she recognised how unfair she was being.

He pressed his point. “There were four of us in the bed, and we were all there with the intention of having sex. If you saw me and Sara having sex, you could have joined in if you’d wanted to. I’m sure Sara would have joined in if it had been you and Billy in the night. Or maybe that’s why you went downstairs, to make sure you didn’t have to share Billy.”

She looked down at the floor for a couple of seconds, then back into his eyes and nodded. “I suppose I could have joined you and Sara, but it seemed like the two of you were having a private moment.”

He snorted. “Soph, are you winding me up? We were fucking, but we were in bed with two other people—who’d also spent the entire evening fucking. What is wrong with you?”

She sighed. “I don’t know. I’m sorry, maybe I’m just tired and taking things out on you.”

Jim nodded, relieved. “How about we put some music on and just chill down here? Maybe have a snooze.”

“Yeah, okay.” Sophie picked up her phone and chose a playlist. The Bluetooth speaker came to life and the room was filled with a song Jim didn’t know. Sophie had eclectic tastes in music and since she’d discovered Spotify, her taste had diversified even more.

Jim kicked off his shoes and lay back on his sofa. He was a little surprised when Sophie came to join him. She lay in the crook of his arm and listened to the music, a slow acoustic number with a female vocal.

She took a breath. “I only do these sorts of things for you, you know. Because I know you like to watch.”

Jim didn’t believe that, and he doubted even she did. “Hmm?” He pretended he hadn’t heard to give himself more time to think of a response.

“I said all the things I did with Billy were for your benefit—that’s what I thought last night was going to be about. Your reward for agreeing to my trips with G-J.”

He smiled. “So you faked all those orgasms?”

She giggled against his chest, and for a split second he felt like they were close again. “Well, I thought I’d allow my body to enjoy itself, but in my mind I was doing it all for you.”

“I see. Thanks, you’re very considerate.”

Sophie pinched his nipple through his shirt. “Why was Sara funny with you this morning?”

Jim was pleased that Sophie had noticed Sara’s indifference toward him. It proved he hadn’t been imagining it. “I think she was mad because I declined her offer of sex after you and Billy had fucked downstairs.”

“Ah, you rebuffed her. Actually, I didn’t go downstairs for sex, you know. I woke up with a dry mouth and went to get a drink of orange juice.”

“Right.”

“It’s true, then Billy can down and we started to talk.”

Jim really didn’t care, he just wanted her to let him snooze on the couch.

“But as we chatted I could see his hard-on sticking out through the robe.”

He opened his eyes and took a breath, knowing he’d have to get this out of the way to get any peace. “The robe you were wearing at breakfast?”

“Yeah. He came downstairs wearing it.”

“So what were you wearing?”

“Nothing. I thought I’d have some juice then come back to bed.”

He sighed. “So you were naked in the kitchen when Billy came down, and as you talked he got a hard-on, so you fucked him in the living room.”

She nodded against him. “Yes, I suppose so.”

“And what were you talking about?”

“He’d asked about my weekend with Anja, so I told him about dancing with a rubber cock in my panties.”

Jim snorted. “But you knew that’d give him a stiffy.”

“Yes, but I thought we’d come back to bed and share another foursome.”

“But Billy wanted to stay downstairs?”

“Hmm. He led me to the armchair where you’d fucked Sara.”

Jim’s cock started to stir, despite his best efforts to wind down. “From behind, like how I’d had Sara?”

“No, I was sitting on the seat with a leg over each chair arm.”

“Classy!”

“He also filmed it with his phone.”

This made him pause. “And you didn’t mind that?”

“Of course not. I even squeezed his stuff out afterwards so he could film the cream-pie.”

Jim found this a bit distasteful, but wasn’t sure why. He didn’t admit it in case she thought him prudish, and stayed quiet hoping to get some sleep.

After almost a minute, Sophie spoke again. “Jim?”

“Hmm?”

“You seemed to like Sara’s body-stocking.”

“Yeah, I thought it was really sexy.”

“I think I might get one.”

“Good idea. I’d be more than happy to see you in one of those.”

“I never said it’d be for your benefit.”

His patience was running out. “Whatever. Now please, let me sleep.”

* * * *

By the time they woke it was mid-afternoon. They had a very late lunch, watched TV and went to bed early. Neither of them seemed to have any interest in sex. After Sophie had fallen asleep, Jim lay awake thinking about Naomi. He was hoping to see her again this week, and had thought of a good place to take her for their second date.

He called her from work on Monday morning. His heart skipped when he heard her voice.

“Hi Jim.”

“Hiya. Is now a good time?”

“Yes, fine. I’m actually doing housework, so I’m more than happy to be interrupted.”

“Ooh, what are you wearing?”

“The usual: four-inch stilettos and a French-maid’s hat.”

“Nothing else?” His cock was beginning to swell at the thought of her like that.

“Earrings and perfume.”

“Ah, of course.”

She giggled. “If I told you what I really looked like at the moment, you’d hang up.”

“I don’t think I would. Anyway, I phoned to see if you fancied going out again one night this week.”

“On another date?” Her voice was teasing and sexy.

“Yes. I’m trying to court you.”

“Well, that’s very gallant. What night were you thinking of?”

Jim’s stomach tightened. He hadn’t yet mentioned it to Sophie, but she couldn’t really complain considering all the times she’d gone to play in her global whatever-she-called-it. But his main concern now was that perhaps Naomi had another date she didn’t want to clash with.

“Jim…?”

“Sorry, er… whenever you’re free, really.”

“I can make myself free for you any night. I’m down to do a couple of shifts at the bar this week, but I can change nights if I have to.”

He relaxed. “How about tomorrow?”

“That would be lovely.”

“Great. I can either pick you up from the pub, or you can give me your address and I’ll pick you up there—that way you won’t need to take your car out.”

“That’d be great, if you don’t mind. I’ll text my address.”

“Okay. And Naomi, wear jeans, and maybe a warm jumper.”

After they’d said their goodbyes, Jim put his phone down and realised his cheeks were aching from smiling. He hadn’t felt like this since he’d asked Alicia Hamilton out when he’d been fifteen.

After dinner that evening, Jim told Sophie he’d be going out the following night.

“Going out with your MILF again?” Sophie teased.

“Yeah. Is that okay?”

“Fine.” She actually looked happy for him, which was quite a surprise.

* * * *

When Jim came out of the shower before his date with Naomi, he saw Sophie sifting through outfits in her wardrobe.

“I hope you don’t think I’m taking you with me.” He was smiling, but a little part of him worried that Sophie was going to suggest she make up a threesome.

“What?” She glanced over her shoulder, then turned her attention back to her clothes. “No, I’m going out, too. Are you going to be out all night?”

“No. Why?”

Sophie shrugged. “No reason, just asking.” She placed a skirt and top on the bed and went into the bathroom. He noticed that she hadn’t offered any information about who she was seeing later, but didn’t let that bother him. No doubt she’d tell him when it suited her. Probably when they were in bed and she wanted his attention.

Jim dressed in the same way as he’d instructed Naomi—jeans and a woolly jumper. Sophie was still in the shower when he had to leave, so he stuck his head round the bathroom door.

“See you later.”

“Okay, have a nice time. Be gentle, she may have a heart condition.”

“Yeah, but at least she’s got a heart.” He smiled sarcastically and left.

Naomi lived in a detached house on a modern estate. When Jim stopped at the end of her drive she waved through her living room window and a few moments later came out through the front door, having obviously been watching for him. She wore grey jeans and a pale blue jumper. Both were tight-fitting and showed off her figure. Over one arm she carried a leather jacket.

She slid into the passenger seat, leaned over and kissed him gently on the lips. “Hiya.”

His heart raced a little. “Hi.” Her lips tasted of strawberries, her perfume was intoxicating and her eyes shone.

He stared at her for a few seconds, then put the car in gear. “I hope you’re ready for the next stage of our courtship.”

She laughed. “Have you brought me more cherries?”

“No, sorry.”

She placed her hand on top of his on the gearstick. “I’m sure we’ll have fun, even without cherries.”

He nodded and released the clutch.

They chatted about trivial things on the journey. He hoped she wouldn’t ask what he’d done over the weekend. Although he wouldn’t have told her about the foursome with Sara and Billy, he doubted he could have kept his voice calm while he made up an alternative weekend experience. For a similar reason, he didn’t ask about her weekend. He didn’t want to seem like he was prying, but he also didn’t want to hear if she’d been to a swinging party.

When they joined the motorway she finally asked where they were going.

Jim glanced at her and raised his eyebrows. “Tobogganing.”

She stared at him, a weird look of bewilderment on her face. “Jim, it’s only October. The shops may be full of Christmas decorations, but there won’t be any snow for about four months.”

“Are you trying to spoil my fun?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No. Take me tobogganing—we don’t need snow.”

Smiling to himself, he drove on. It was a journey of almost sixty miles, but when they pulled onto the carpark there was a huge sign in brilliant white letters: ‘The Snow Centre’. Inside the huge chilled dome was a ski-slope covered in real snow, all year long.

Naomi put her head in her hands and laughed. “Oh my God! You weren’t kidding.”

Jim smiled and climbed out of the car. They walked arm in arm across the carpark, her hip rubbing against his thigh.

It only took a few minutes to get through reception—Jim had booked and paid online—and they were soon walking up the hill with a toboggan each. Naomi whooped like a child as they sped down the hill, and she laughed when she flew off her sled at the bottom and crashed into the safety-barrier.

Jim picked her up and dusted the snow off the back of her jumper and jeans. Her cheeks were pink and she had a broad smile on her face.

“Are you helping remove the snow, or fondling my backside?”

Jim laughed. “Both.”

“Good.” She picked up her toboggan and they made their way back up the hill. There was actually a ski-lift in place, but it either wasn’t working or just hadn’t been switched on.

They had several more runs, then Jim suggested a hot drink to warm up. Both chose hot chocolate with cream and marshmallows. They chatted and giggled like teenagers, which most of the others on the slope actually were.

When they’d finished their allocated time, Jim and Naomi were both tired and she placed her hand on his arm once back in the car.

“Thank you for that. It was really sweet of you, and I had such a great time.”

Jim looked into her face, relieved it hadn’t been a disaster. He suspected Sophie wouldn’t have appreciated an evening of tobogganing. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

“I did, it was great fun. Although…” She frowned. “I’m expecting to be covered in bruises tomorrow.”

“I’m sure even bruises look good on you.”

She laughed, then leaned over and kissed his cheek. “Maybe I’ll let you see them, if you ask nicely.”

Jim watched her eyes, then leaned in to kiss her. Her lips opened and he felt her tongue push into his mouth. Instantly his cock started to swell. He placed his hand on the back of her head and cradled it while he kissed her. Her lips were soft, her perfume sexy.

When he pulled back they stared at each other for a few seconds. Jim sensed they’d shared a moment of mutual lust, or at least he hoped she’d felt the same as he did.

He put the car in gear and started the journey home. They occasionally chatted, but for the most part they remained quiet and listened to the music on the car stereo. It was a relaxed, comfortable silence. As they headed along the motorway Naomi lay her head back against the headrest and seemed to doze. Jim kept stealing glances at her, her lovely face illuminated by the dashboard lights. He smiled to himself as he drove.

Naomi sat up and chatted a little after they’d left the motorway. By the time they pulled up outside her house it was after midnight. Jim put the handbrake on but left the engine running.

She looked at him but it was too dark for him to see her eyes clearly. “You know you’re welcome to come in.”

He nodded. “Thanks, but it’s kind of late.”

“Yeah, I know. I had a great time tonight, Jim. I’ve not done anything like that for about thirty years.”

Jim feigned shock. “What? You’re over thirty?”

She leaned close, kissed him gently on the mouth. He responded and kissed her back passionately. She moaned into his mouth and it turned him on.

He reluctantly ended the kiss. “I’ll phone tomorrow, see how your bruises are doing.”

She laughed. “Yeah, you do that.” She kissed him on the cheek before getting out of the car. He watched her all the way to her front door, where she turned and waved before going inside. Jim drove off and headed for home. He knew he was grinning like a kid on Christmas morning but didn’t care.

When he pulled onto his drive, he was a little surprised to see Sophie’s car wasn’t there. Although he knew she’d planned to go out, she hadn’t said anything to make him think it’d be a late night. He locked his car and went into the house, heading straight upstairs. He brushed his teeth and got into bed.

He was almost asleep when he heard Sophie’s key in the back door. The clock showed it was ten past one in the morning. There was little doubt in his mind that she’d been out with another man and would have had sex with him. Her earlier question about if he was staying out all night now made sense; if he had done, Sophie would have been able to spend all night with her lover.

When he heard her footsteps on the stairs he closed his eyes and pretended to be asleep. He wasn’t really in the mood to hear about her latest bout of fucking. Whatever excitement he’d felt while kissing Naomi was not going to be wasted on Sophie. She had her own sources of fun, and now he did too.

Sophie walked into the bedroom and stopped still, presumably listening to his steady breathing. Then she went into the bathroom and a couple of minutes later she slid into bed next to him. Jim didn’t stir, and was soon asleep for real.

* * * *

Jim spent all the next morning in a project meeting at work. When he got back to his desk he retrieved his mobile phone from his desk drawer—they were banned in meetings. He saw he had three missed calls and one voicemail message. The first missed call had been from Sara at 9.45. The other two were both from Naomi, at 11.10 and again at 11.30. She’d left a voicemail message after her second call. He clicked to hear the recording.

“Hi, it’s only me. Can you give me a ring when you get a minute please? Thanks.”

He frowned. She hadn’t actually said anything bad, but the tone of her voice wasn’t as warm as usual. Maybe she didn’t like leaving voicemail messages. He phoned her immediately.

“Hi, I’m just out of a meeting and got your message. How are the bruises?”

“Sore. Listen, is there any chance we can have a chat today?”

Her tone of voice worried him. “Is something wrong?”

She hesitated. He could hear her breathing.

“I’d rather we talked face to face, if that’s okay. Could you come over after work?”

He didn’t like the idea of spending the entire afternoon worrying about whatever he’d done wrong. He’d intended to eat a sandwich at his desk while he caught up on some work, but that could wait. “I can come now if you like—it’s lunch time.”

“Really? That’d be great if you could.”

“I’ll be there in about fifteen minutes.” Jim left the office and headed for his car. He had a bad feeling about the upcoming chat. He wondered if he should return Sara’s call as he walked to his car, but decided against it. Then a thought occurred: could Sara’s missed call have anything to do with Naomi’s need to see him? No, he dismissed that idea and made a mental note to phone Sara this afternoon. He assumed she wanted to apologise for being grumpy on Sunday morning, but he didn’t intend arranging any more rendezvous in the multi-storey carpark.

He pulled his car onto the drive behind Naomi’s Mini. By the time he’d walked round to her front door it was open, Naomi standing to one side to allow him in. She wore a pale blue top and a black skirt. She often wore blue and it suited her, bringing out the colour of her eyes. Her legs were bare and on her feet were a pair of tartan furry slippers.

She noticed Jim looking down at her feet and laughed. “Sorry, but at home I go for comfort over style.”

He nodded, then leaned in and kissed her cheek. Her expression was gloomy, and he was worried. “What is it? Have I done something wrong?”

She took a breath, then nodded towards the door at the end of the hall. “Let’s go into the kitchen. Do you want a coffee or anything?”

Without waiting for an answer she walked along the hall. He followed, thinking that even in slippers her calves looked great.

She filled the kettle and clicked the switch to boil. Her kitchen was bright and modern, pale cream units with black granite worktops. There was an open-plan dining area and patio doors looking out onto a very neat back garden.

Naomi came and stood facing Jim. “Sara phoned me this morning.”

Jim’s stomach went cold. “What for?”

“She explained how you’d pestered her for my number, and that it was she who told you where I worked.” She cleared her throat. “I’m really flattered that you hunted me down after G-J’s party, honestly.”

Jim frowned. “Naomi, what’s this about?”

She took a breath. “Sara asked how we were getting on, and I told her we’d been out a couple of times and how much I’d enjoyed it.”

“Good.” He knew Sara wouldn’t have wanted to hear that. “So what’s the problem?”

“She also told me about how your relationship works with Sophie. I know about her trips with G-J, and then how she tells you about them when she gets back.”

Jim was angry at Sara. She had no right to divulge this information. In fact, she had no right knowing about it—he certainly hadn’t told her.

“Jim, I know your wife’s a very beautiful woman. I remember her from the party where we met.” Naomi looked down at her feet, then up into his face. “So I understand why you didn’t want to do anything with me.”

“What?” This didn’t make sense.

She shrugged. “Your wife is almost twenty years younger than I am, and extremely beautiful. I know you two have a great sex life, and that your arrangement works for both of you.”

“Naomi—”

“I’m not criticising. We met at a swingers’ party, so we both knew what we were like.”

“Then why are you upset?”

She looked up at him, their height difference emphasised without her heels. The lines around her eyes showed her age, but the look on her face made her look child-like and vulnerable. “Sara also told me that you and she were regular lovers.”

The fucking bitch. “I think ‘regular’ is an exaggeration, and ‘lovers’ is way off base. We occasionally fuck.”

Naomi held his gaze. “Sara’s also very beautiful—you’re a lucky man.”

Jim was just about to remind Naomi how beautiful she was when he paused. “What time did Sara phone you?”

She shrugged. “What difference does that make?”

“Humour me. What time did she phone?”

Naomi walked over to the dining table and picked up her phone. She clicked through the call history. “Quarter past ten. Why does that make any difference?”

“Sophie and I spent Saturday night with Sara and Billy. When I woke up, Sophie and Billy were fucking downstairs. Sara wanted us to do the same, but I wasn’t in the mood, and she took offence. She wouldn’t even look at me when we left, even though I’d fucked her all night long. This morning I had a project meeting at work and we’re not allowed to take our own phones in, so I didn’t pick up when Sara rang. When I got out, I checked my phone, saw the missed calls and phoned you.”

“You didn’t phone Sara?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because your call was more important to me. And after I heard your voicemail I was worried.”

She smiled apologetically. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to worry you—or interfere in you and Sara—”

“You’re not interfering. You’re the one I want to be spending time with. I thought I’d shown that.”

She nodded. “But what I wanted to talk to you about was that I understood why you haven’t wanted to… Why there’s been no—”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean you have two beautiful women to call on any time you need sex, and I—”

“You’re beautiful.”

She shook her head, laughing. “No, but thanks anyway.”

“Naomi, you’re beautiful. I met you at a party full of beautiful women, and I couldn’t get you out of my head.”

She smiled. “Are you quoting Kylie Minogue lyrics to me, Jim?”

“Is this conversation about the fact I haven’t tried to jump you yet?”

She frowned, and there were tears in her eyes. “Not just that. I want you to know that I understand why you haven’t, but I have to protect myself a little, too. I really like you and—”

“You think I haven’t tried to get you into bed because I don’t fancy you?” Jim was incredulous. How could she possibly think that? Surely she could see the want in his eyes…

“Jim, I’m probably old enough to be your mother.”

“No you’re not.”

“How old are you?”

He paused. “Thirty-one.”

“I’m forty-eight. I am old enough to be your mother.”

“I don’t care.”

“Me neither—I like young studs.” There was a teasing smile on her face.

The thought of her with other young men hurt him, which was strange considering his voyeuristic tendencies.

He sighed. “The reason I haven’t tried to get you into bed straight away is because I wanted to show you that it isn’t just about sex.”

“Isn’t it? I thought it was.”

He shook his head. “Not this time. Not just sex.”

She paused, looked puzzled. “We’re swingers. It’s always just about sex.”

Jim ran his fingers through his hair and sighed. “Swingers are weird. Sophie seemed upset after I told her we didn’t have sex on the first night.”

“I bet she wasn’t as upset as I was. I was desperate for you.” A hint of a smile twitched at her mouth.

He bent his head and kissed her gently. A tear ran down one of her cheeks. He wiped it away with his thumb. “I can’t believe you thought I didn’t fancy you.”

She laughed, wiped both her eyes. “You’ll understand when you’re nearly fifty.”

Jim wrapped his arms around her and kissed her, running his tongue over hers. She groaned, kissed him back. Her arms encircled his waist as she pressed her body against his. He was getting harder by the second.

He broke the kiss and lifted her up by the waist, sitting her on the granite worktop. He pushed her skirt up and eased her legs apart, standing between them.

She looked surprised.

Jim pulled her head closer until their foreheads were touching. “I’ve wanted you since that night at the party. I fancied you then, and I’ve fancied you more each time we’ve been together.”

He reached up and caressed her breast through her top, making her sigh. He kissed her again, and she ran her fingers through his hair. Jim undid the zip of his trousers, releasing his straining cock. He gripped her hips and pulled her forward to the edge of the worktop.

Her eyes and mouth opened as he pushed his hands up her skirt. “Jim, there’s a bed upstairs.”

“Shut up.” He pulled the gusset of her panties to one side, excited at the wetness of the material. He looked down at her sex, saw it was completely shaved. He placed the tip of his cock at her entrance then looked up into her face.

As they stared at each other he pushed forward and into her hot, snug channel.

She let out a long groan and wrapped her legs around the back of his thighs. He groped her breasts roughly, and she groaned again, scratching his back through his shirt.

He fucked her hard and she clung to him, scratching and clawing at his sides and back, pulling his hair. She whimpered and moaned. He felt her clench around him as she came, and he stared into her eyes as he came deep inside her moments later.

Jim stayed buried inside her as they got their breath back, his arms around her and her head resting on his shoulder.

He laughed to himself.

She kissed his neck and pulled back to look into his eyes. “What’s funny?”

“You have no idea how many times I’ve imagined our first time. I intended taking you out somewhere nice. You’d wear a beautiful dress and sexy shoes, then we’d go back to a big hotel room where I would slowly remove your clothes, kiss you all over and make love to you very slowly.”

She smiled. “That would have been lovely. We can still do that, if you like.”

He nodded. “Yeah, we will. But I wouldn’t change what just happened.”

“Me neither. It was brief, but intense.”

“I’m sorry if it was too brief.” Jim was a little worried that he’d come too quickly.

She laughed and stroked his chest, then leaned forward and kissed his cheek. “It was perfect, and the timing was appropriate. I wanted you to come when you did, with me.”

He looked down at where their bodies were still joined. “When I pull out you’re going to leak. It felt like I had a lot to give.”

“Mmm.” She had a broad smile on her face.

He turned serious. “I don’t know why Sara said what she did, but please don’t think I didn’t want…” He nodded down to where his softening cock was still inside her. “This.”

She smiled and nodded. “I suspect Sara’s quite fond of you and doesn’t want to share.”

“It’s nothing to do with her what we do, and I’ll never touch her again.”

She frowned. “You don’t have to say—”

“I know, but it’s true. Nothing will ever happen between me and Sara again.”

Naomi held his hips and pushed him slowly back and out of her. Jim zipped himself up and she lowered herself off the worktop and back to the floor.

She stroked his arm. “You pour the coffees, I’ll go and clean up a bit.”

While Naomi was upstairs Jim re-boiled the kettle and found cups and coffee. A couple of minutes later she came back downstairs. She thanked him as she took her coffee.

“Your house is very nice.”

“Thanks. What time do you need to be back at work?”

He shrugged. “There’s no set time that I need to be back by. I’ve not got any meetings this afternoon so I can go back whenever. If I need to finish anything off before I leave, I can work late.”

A broad smile spread across her face. “In that case, I’ll show you the living room while we finish our coffee, then I’ll show you the bedroom.”

“That sounds like a great plan.” His cock twitched at the thought of her naked body in bed. He’d never been with anyone who shaved her sex before.

She sat in one of her leather armchairs and looked at him. “The bed will be much more comfortable for what I have in mind.”

His heart beat a little faster, and his cock thickened. He’d have no problem getting hard again.

“Naomi?”

She raised her eyebrows.

“When we go to bed, will you keep your slippers on?”

She snorted. “I can do, but you won’t see them. You’re going to be wearing a gimp mask.”

Now he laughed out loud. He loved her sense of humour.

As it turned out she didn’t wear her slippers and he didn’t wear a gimp mask. They were both completely naked and they made love slowly. Naomi straddled him until she came, then Jim got on top and made her come a second time before his own release. He wanted nothing more than to fall asleep in her bed afterwards, but had to go back to work.

* * * *

Jim ended up needing to work late and didn’t get home until after Sophie. He’d texted to let her know, and was pleasantly surprised that she’d started to make dinner. They ate in the living room while watching the news on TV.

Sophie seemed in a good mood. “So, how was your date last night? You were asleep when I got home, and still asleep when I left for work.”

Jim had a mouthful of food so couldn’t answer immediately. He felt a tinge of guilt because he’d feigned sleep both times to avoid her questions.

She gave a teasing smile. “I hope she’s not wearing you out.”

He swallowed. “We had a nice time, thanks. I got back late, but not as late as you…”

She smiled. “Well, I had a nice time, too.”

He didn’t bother asking for details, and took another mouthful of food.

She cleared her throat. “G-J phoned me today.”

He looked up. “Oh?”

“He said his auditors had finished, and he’d be contacting me soon about another trip.”

Jim nodded, thinking it would be an ideal opportunity to spend more time with Naomi. “Sounds good.”

“Hmm, that’s what I thought.”

She was smiling, and he knew that not long ago this news would have been enough to make them go upstairs and fuck each other’s brains out. But tonight it didn’t happen, and even when they did go to bed neither of them seemed interested in having sex. Jim had showered at Naomi’s before heading back to work, so he didn’t feel the need to shower before getting into bed. Nor did he have the energy to ask why Sophie had told Sara about the dynamic of their relationship. Suddenly, it didn’t seem to matter that Sophie had discussed his voyeurism with Sara.

The following day he considered phoning Sara to ask why she’d felt the need to phone Naomi, but decided against it. He didn’t fancy a confrontation, and Sara may have actually done him a favour. He and Naomi were finally lovers.

Sophie phoned him just before lunch time. “Hi. G-J’s just called and asked if I’m available this weekend.” It was already Thursday.

Jim’s heart started to race, but this time not because he was excited about Sophie’s adventure. “Oh yeah?”

“Would it be okay with you?”

“Of course. Any idea where you’re going?”

“Bangkok.”

Jim whistled. “That’s a long way to go for a weekend.”

“Yeah I know. We’re going in the private jet.”

“Okay. When do you leave?”

“Tomorrow. I’ll have to take the afternoon off work.”

“Okay.”

“Right, I’ll let him know. See you later.”

After they’d hung up he checked his watch. He knew Naomi was working in the pub today and decided to drive there to surprise her, and ask if she fancied a couple of days away.

Naomi looked shocked when he walked in. She walked over to serve him, a big smile on her face. He remembered her smile as she’d ridden him in bed the day before, and his cock twitched again.

“Hello, you. What are you doing here?”

He shrugged. “Stalking you, as usual.”

“Good. I like being stalked by hunky young studs.”

“I actually came to ask if you fancied coming away with me for the weekend.”

A look crossed her face. It was only there for a split second, but he felt like he’d been kicked in the stomach. Her expression had told him that his invitation wasn’t something she welcomed.

He felt numb. Stupid. “It’s okay if you don’t want to. I understand—”

“It’s not that, I just…”

Jim felt the blood drain from his face. He wondered if she hadn’t enjoyed yesterday’s sex as much as he’d thought. Or as much as he had. He couldn’t believe how gutted he felt at this minute.

Naomi must have been able to read his expression. “Jim, it’s not that I don’t want to go. It’s just…” She looked around to make sure nobody was in earshot. “My period started this morning, and so the timing of a weekend away isn’t ideal.”

Relief washed through him. He let out a sigh. “Oh, shit… Don’t ever do that to me again.”

She frowned. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you think I didn’t want to go.”

“I don’t care if we can’t have sex over the weekend. I just want to spend time with you, to be able to hold you all night, to wake up with you…” He stopped talking when he saw her expression.

She had wide eyes and there were tears in them again.

“I’m sorry. What have I said now?” He was worrying again.

She shook her head and smiled, but the tears were still there. “Jim, I’d love to go away with you for the weekend. I want to be held by you all night, and to wake up with you.”

He was so happy he couldn’t stop smiling. “Can you get the time off work?”

She nodded. “When do you want to go?”

He’d already thought of where he’d like to take her. “How about if we leave after work tomorrow night, stay Friday night, have all of Saturday, then head back after breakfast on Sunday?”

She nodded. “That sounds lovely. Now, would you like a drink while you’re here?”

He shook his head. “No, I need to get back to work—I just wanted to see you.”

“Thank you. For the weekend, what clothes will I need to take?”

He thought about it. “A nice dress for Saturday night, and jeans and shoes you can walk in for the rest of the time.”

She frowned. “Walking shoes?”

“No, just comfortable ones you’ll be happy to wear for walking around in.”

“Okay.” She put on a sexy voice. “What about nightwear?”

He shook his head. “Nothing. I just want to hold you, skin to skin.”

She flashed her eyes. “Deal.”

“See you tomorrow.” He left the pub and drove back to work in a great mood.
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Chapter Ten

Sophie felt herself being pushed back into the soft leather seat as the jet accelerated down the runway. As soon as they were airborne, G-J undid his seatbelt and leaned forward in the plush chair facing her.

“There’s a seven-hour time difference between where we are now and where we’re flying to.”

She nodded, wondering how that would affect whatever he had planned.

“Obviously, a weekend trip means we won’t be there long enough to adapt our body clocks, so jetlag isn’t something we’re going to have to deal with.”

Sophie still wasn’t sure where he was going with this conversation.

“The flight itself takes a little over thirteen hours, so we’ll be landing…” He looked at his TAG Heuer wristwatch. “At five in the morning UK time, which will be midday local time.”

Finally, Sophie saw the problem. “So when do we sleep?”

“Right here on the plane. That way, when we arrive we’ll have had a full night’s sleep and will be able to function properly.” G-J smiled. “And for what I have planned, I want you to be functioning in peak condition.”

Sophie’s tingle of excitement was tempered somewhat by the memory of trying to sleep on a flight after a holiday in Dubai a couple of years ago. “I’m not sure I’ll be able to sleep, even in these seats.”

“They recline fully and are very comfortable.” He picked up his briefcase and began sorting through some papers. “After dinner I’ll give you something to help you sleep. You’ll get a full eight hours and still have time to shower and change before we land.”

“Will you be taking something to help you sleep?” She already knew the answer.

He chuckled. “I’ll have a glass of brandy and doze for a couple of hours. People my age don’t need much sleep.”

For the next hour or so Sophie read a magazine while G-J read a business report, making occasional notes in the margin. Then Stephanie the attendant served dinner. They ate duck a l’orange and drank Pinot Noir.

When they’d finished eating, Sophie used the bathroom. She returned to the cabin to find the plates had been cleared and the blinds pulled down over the small windows. The only light left on was in the ceiling panel directly over G-J’s chair. In one hand he held a glass of brandy, in the other a fresh report for his perusal. He nodded at a tablet and small bottle of water on the table. A fleece blanket and pillow had been left on her chair.

Sophie took the sleeping tablet, covered her legs with the blanket, and reclined her chair. It was amazingly comfortable, and aided by the humming of the engines and the gentle vibration of the plane, she was soon fast asleep.

By the time they landed Sophie had showered and drank two cups of tea. G-J had told her the weather at this time of year was like a warm summer’s day in the UK and she’d dressed accordingly, choosing a light cotton dress and sandals.

A car met them at the airport and drove them into the city. Sophie didn’t think she’d ever seen so many glass and concrete high-rise buildings—there were hundreds of them on either side of the Chao Phraya River. The driver also pointed out some ancient and traditional landmarks and tourist attractions.

Sophie’s mouth dropped open when she saw a magnificent temple on the bank of the river. “Oh my God.”

G-J seemed pleased by her reaction. “That’s Wat Arun, a Buddhist temple—also known as the Temple of Dawn.”

“It’s beautiful.”

“Indeed it is. Wait until the sun goes down—it looks even more impressive when it’s lit up.”

Although the weather was as warm as G-J had predicted, it was actually raining a little when they arrived at the spectacular Millennium Hilton Hotel. Sophie couldn’t believe the splendour of the hotel, and their suite had the most amazing views of the river and city.

G-J seemed to be getting as much pleasure from watching her taking in the sights as he did from watching her have sex. As Sophie swooned at each new thing she saw from the full-height windows of their suite, he chuckled to himself.

“It may be lunchtime here, but I’m ready for my breakfast. I suggest we go out and get a bite to eat.”

Sophie was more than happy with his suggestion and they made their way toward the elevators.

There was a salacious twinkle in his eyes when the lift doors closed. “And then we can relax and enjoy the rest of our stay.”

“Relax?” She was pretty sure they hadn’t flown almost six thousand miles so she could relax.

He laughed. “Well, perhaps I’ll be the one relaxing, but I’m sure we’ll both be enjoying ourselves.”

A warmth spread through Sophie’s core as she wondered what would happen to her later.

The streets bustled with life. They crossed a large market with thousands of brightly-coloured stalls selling a myriad of items from electronic gadgets to food ingredients.

G-J leaned close to talk to her over the background noise of people shouting and talking. “This place is wonderful at night. We’ll come back later.”

He led her to a stall serving hot food. The smell was wonderful, and numerous locals ate at the rickety tables set up nearby. He spoke briefly to the middle-aged woman behind the counter, who gave him a toothless smile and threw some diced meat into a wok. A young boy served them drinks which tasted of coconut.

The food arrived a few minutes later, a piping hot stir-fry with peppers and a rich creamy sauce. Sophie ate everything in her bowl, and washed it down with the rest of her drink.

They wandered around the market for another twenty minutes. The rain had stopped and the sky was a clear blue.

G-J checked his watch, then looked at Sophie. “Do you want to see some more of the city, or would you prefer to relax before your evening’s fun?”

“I’d love to see more of the city. I don’t want to waste the chance of seeing somewhere I may not get the chance to revisit.”

He nodded. “I agree. Let’s start with a ferry trip.”

G-J held her hand as they made their way towards the river. Sophie looked at all the signs over the shops and bars. There were a lot of sex shows and brothels. She saw the word ‘pussy’ used over twenty times during their walk. Another often-used advertising slogan was ‘ping pong’— usually alongside a drawing or photograph of a beautiful Thai woman. Sophie wouldn’t be able to relax and enjoy the sight-seeing trip until she knew what G-J had planned for later.

“I’m beginning to worry about tonight.” She tried to keep her voice conversational.

G-J smiled. He’d obviously seen her checking out the bars and their adverts. “What could you possibly be worried about?” His voice was teasing.

“I’m worried that your idea may involve me appearing in a live sex show, where I’ll be expected to fire objects from my vagina.”

He laughed out loud and patted the back of her hand. “Certainly not. Tonight will be a very private affair. We will be having a drink in the hotel bar with a single guest, and afterwards we’ll invite that guest to our suite.”

Sophie thought about what he’d said. “Will the guest be staying the night?”

He shook his head. “No—but then, neither will we.”

She was puzzled. “Sorry?”

“We’ll be going back to the airport and flying home.”

“Ah, right. Of course.”

He shrugged. “I know it’s an awfully long way to come for a weekend.”

She nodded. “I hate to think how much it must have cost.”

“Oh, I don’t care about the money, though I do feel guilty about my carbon footprint. But I’ve been looking forward to tonight’s entertainment for quite a while.”

“Oh?” Sophie felt a tingle of excitement. “Are you going to tell me what it involves?”

He stopped and faced her. “Wouldn’t you prefer to wait to find out?”

She thought about it, then smiled and nodded, reassured that things would unfold in a hotel suite and not in front of crowds of people. “Okay, let’s keep it as a surprise.”

Her answer seemed to please him. After a short wait before boarding the ferry, the river tour lasted forty minutes. For the next two hours they enjoyed the sights of the city by foot or in a taxi. They saw incredible temples and palaces of marble, Buddhas of gold. They stopped for a coffee in the late afternoon, then returned to the street market as the sun went down.

G-J had been right about the market being better in the dark. The electric lighting seemed to bring the colours of the stalls to life. It was vibrant and exciting. There were strange and wonderful characters all vying for the crowd’s attention, and Sophie stared open-mouthed like a child at the circus.

A little later they went back to see Wat Arun. It was spectacular during the day time, but at night it looked absolutely amazing—almost magical. The lighting made it look like it was made of gold.

“It looks like a wedding cake.” The words were out of her mouth before she’d thought about what she was saying. “I mean…”

He laughed. “Don’t let the monks hear you describing their sacred temple that way.”

When she saw him check his watch she felt butterflies in her stomach. She still hadn’t got used to the idea that she was scheduled to have sex with someone she hadn’t yet met.

“We should think about getting back. Are you hungry?”

Sophie shook her head. “Not at all.”

Back at the hotel G-J announced he had some business calls to make and suggested Sophie take advantage of the luxury bathroom. She emerged thirty minutes later in a fluffy robe to find a pale green silk dress spread out on the chaise longue. Next to it were a pair of matching high heels with an ankle strap.

G-J was standing by the window looking out over the illuminated city. “I took the liberty of buying you an outfit. I’ve never seen you in this colour, but I think it’ll suit you.”

She picked up the dress and held it against her body. “It’s beautiful.”

“Well, it will be when it adorns your perfect shape. And I want you to look your best.”

Sophie smiled, then returned to the bathroom and applied her makeup. She pinned her hair up, then looked at herself in the mirror. She looked good, and hoped G-J would approve.

Sophie returned to the bedroom where G-J was now sitting on one of the armchairs, drink in hand. The dress he’d bought for her was backless, so no bra. She walked to her set of drawers and took out a lacy white thong, pulling it on under her robe. She considered going back into the bathroom to put on the dress, but it seemed silly to feel any embarrassment about getting naked in front of G-J.

She stood facing him by the chaise and slipped the robe off her shoulders, felt her nipples pucker under his gaze. She picked up the dress and stepped into it, fastening the zip at her lower back and then the halter-neck strap. The dress came down to her knees and clung to her curves.

She checked her reflection in the full-length mirror on the back of a wardrobe door and stood on tip-toe, turning to see her bum. “It’s a perfect fit.”

He smiled. “I know your figure, so it was easy for me. I also know your shoe size, so they should also fit you,” he said, nodding in the direction of the shoes.

Sophie sat on the chaise and put on her shoes. They were open-toed and exactly the same shade of green as the dress. They had an ankle strap and three inch heels. Before the trip she’d painted her toenails a very dark purple, which would have looked fine with the dress she’d intended wearing, but perhaps didn’t match the green as well as it might. G-J didn’t seem to mind, and she doubted if the man they were meeting shortly would care about any clash between her toenails and her dress. The warmth spread throughout her lower body as she considered the dress probably wouldn’t stay on once they got started.

She stood up and walked slowly across the suite.

His eyes were on her, a satisfied smile on his face. “You look as wonderful as I knew you would.”

She smiled. “The dress is beautiful. Thank you.”

“The dress is just a garment—it’s you that makes it beautiful.” He drained his glass and stood. “Come, let’s go meet Lawan.”

“Who?”

“Lawan—that’s who’ll you’ll be having your fun with later. We’re meeting in the 360.”

Sophie hadn’t been told the names of the other people she’d had sex with during her adventures. She hadn’t even seen the guy in London, and had only learned of the dancers’ names from Anja. “What’s the 360?”

“It’s the rooftop bar of this hotel—they often use the term skybar. I think you’ll like it, the view is wonderful.”

They left their suite and took an elevator to the top floor. The roof-top terrace was furnished with wicker couches and tables, with many guests chatting and laughing under the warm summer evening.

The 360 Bar was a circular glass structure at one end of the roof. The décor was dark, the lights dimmed and the carpet soft beneath her feet. As the name suggested, they had an unhindered view of the illuminated city from every angle.

It was probably the most impressive sight Sophie had ever seen. “It’s amazing.”

“I thought you’d appreciate the view from up here. Ah, here’s Lawan.”

Sophie turned to see who she’d flown all this way to have sex with, and her mouth dropped open. Walking towards them was a beautiful Thai girl dressed in a white dress and white sandals.

“It’s wonderful to see you again, my dear.”  G-J took her hand and raised it to his lips.

“Thank you. It is wonderful for me, also.”

“I’d like to introduce Sophie.”

When Lawan turned towards her, Sophie was a little intimidated by the other woman’s beauty. She had a heart-shaped face and rich brown eyes. Her hair was thick and jet-black, cut in a bob to follow her jaw-line. Her dress was sheer, and Sophie could see the gentle swell of her breasts pushing against the material.

“I’m very pleased to meet you, Sophie.” Lawan held out her hand, and Sophie took it in hers. Her skin was warm and soft, and there was a sparkle in her beautiful eyes.

“Lovely to meet you, too.”

“What can I order you ladies to drink?” G-J had summoned a waiter.

Sophie didn’t want to simply drink wine in a place like this. “Hmm… I’d like something alcoholic and fruity.”

Lawan smiled and nodded. “How about Kir Royal?”

“What’s that?”

“Champagne with a blackcurrant liqueur. Fruity, alcoholic, and very nice.”

“That sounds perfect.”

G-J ordered a brandy for himself, and the waiter retreated. They found a table and briefly discussed their sight-seeing trips earlier.

“Are you from Bangkok, Lawan?” Sophie looked into the liquid pools of the other woman’s eyes. The eyeliner emphasized their almond shape, making her look all the more exotic.

“No, I was born in a small village in the north. I came to Bangkok with my brother six years ago.”

Their drinks arrived and G-J raised his glass. “To a beautiful evening with beautiful women.”

Sophie and Lawan raised their glasses and, as they repeated the toast, their eyes met. Lawan smiled demurely, and when Sophie squeezed her thighs together she was already wet.

G-J seemed to sense the women’s mutual attraction. He looked at Sophie. “The name Lawan means ‘gorgeous.’ It’s appropriate, don’t you think?”

Sophie kept her eyes on the other woman and nodded her agreement. “Yes, she’s very beautiful.”

“Would you like to have sex with her?” His voice was an intimate whisper.

Her heartbeat raced. “Yes. I would like that very much.”

“Good.” He turned to Lawan. “Do you find Sophie attractive?”

Lawan smiled and licked her lips. “She’s perfect.”

“Do you want to have sex with her?”

Lawan lowered her eyes—shy, embarrassed. “Yes, I want her.”

“Excellent.” He sat back and sipped his brandy. “It’s a special moment when two beautiful people are sexually attracted to one another. And watching two beautiful people fulfil their sexual desires is certainly worth a twelve-thousand-mile round trip. I think all three of us are in for a very rewarding evening.”

Sophie took a large gulp of her drink.

G-J took Lawan’s hand in his own and looked at Sophie. “Lawan’s an expert in the art of oral sex. Tonight, she’s going to use her talents to give you pleasure.”

Sophie swallowed the lump in her throat. Her heart was thumping inside her chest and her panties were sodden.

He chuckled quietly. “From the expression on both your faces, I think it’s time for us to go down to our room.”

Sophie and Lawan both stood immediately, neither bothering to finish their drinks.

G-J led them out of the bar, a hand resting gently against each woman’s lower back.

Once they got to the hotel suite, G-J removed his jacket and poured himself a drink. He turned the closest armchair to face the bed and sat down, ready for the show.

Sophie stood facing Lawan, her breathing already affected by her arousal. The idea of Lawan pleasuring her with her mouth excited her. Sophie hoped she’d be allowed to return the favour afterwards.

Lawan leaned her body into Sophie’s. The Thai woman was slightly shorter and had to tilt her head up to kiss her. Sophie could taste peppermint and lipstick. Lawan’s fingers deftly undid the zipper and the button of the halter neck, and the beautiful green dress slid to the floor.

Lawan moved closer, crushing her own small breasts against Sophie’s naked ones. The kiss continued, and Sophie sensed the other woman’s strength as she was guided backwards and encouraged to sit on the bed. Lawan, still fully dressed, dropped to her knees and undid the ankle straps of Sophie’s shoes. Once the shoes had been removed, she lifted Sophie’s feet to her mouth and kissed them.

Sophie was instructed to lie in the middle of the bed. Lawan kicked off her shoes but left her dress on. She climbed onto the mattress and ran a delicate finger down Sophie’s chest, between her breasts.

Lawan’s tongue appeared between her even, white teeth. “I’m going to enjoy this as much as you.”

Leaning down, she kissed Sophie’s forehead, eyes, cheeks and chin. Delicate, gentle kisses. Sophie imagined a butterfly landing on a flower for a brief taste of nectar, then flitting off to the next one. The first two or three kisses on her lips were similar—gentle and brief. Then the pressure increased a little, and the contact lasted longer.

Sophie opened her mouth and became pliant, willing Lawan to do whatever she wanted. She felt the other woman’s tongue probing her mouth, exploring and caressing. Their tongues moved against one another in a slow, sensual dance. The kiss went on for a long time—at least five minutes, and both women’s breathing became ragged.

Lawan broke the kiss and Sophie opened her eyes. A look of mutual lust passed between them before Lawan began trailing kisses along Sophie’s jaw line and down onto her neck.

Dropping her head back onto the pillow and offering her throat as if to a vampire, Sophie let out a long sigh as Lawan’s teeth nibbled at her skin. She closed her eyes again and concentrated on the sensation of having her neck and shoulders kissed. A warm tongue moved slowly along her collarbone, with the tickling accompaniment from Lawan’s hair brushing against her skin.

Lawan placed a warm hand on Sophie’s leg and pulled gently to one side. Sophie opened her legs wide and watched as Lawan re-positioned herself to kneel between her feet. Slipping her delicate fingers inside the waistband of Sophie’s thong, Lawan smiled and pulled gently and it slid down her thighs. Sophie lifted and bent her legs to allow Lawan to tug the thong over her feet, then laid her parted legs back onto the bed.

Lawan looked down at Sophie’s sex, leaned close and inhaled. She smiled knowingly, traced a finger down her tummy to Sophie’s pubic hair.

Sophie’s hips began to move up and down involuntarily.

Lawan laid her palm against the soft skin just above her pubic hair. “Soon.” She bent and took one of Sophie’s nipples into her mouth.

Arching her back off the bed, Sophie moaned. Lawan nibbled and sucked, then did the same to the other breast before returning to the first. Her biting got harder until Sophie’s nipples were engorged and tender.

By now Sophie was desperate, and it was a struggle not to force the other woman’s head down between her legs, to grind herself against the beautiful face, cover it with her juices.

Lawan pulled back and smiled down at her. “I think I need to release some of your energy.”

Sophie sighed with relief and pushed her hips up in readiness as Lawan moved down the bed. The slightest contact with her aching clit would be enough to make her come.

She felt cool air being blown over her sex, and them a soft tongue being flicked between her folds. Suddenly her clit was enclosed in Lawan’s mouth, being sucked and licked and teased. Her legs shook and her toes curled under as she felt herself falling...

The orgasm ripped through her body like an electric shock, her arms and legs twitching violently. Fingers invaded her and she cried out, arching her back off the bed.

Lawan moved back up the bed and bit her nipples again. Fingers probed deeper inside her, a thumb pressed against her clit, sending more aftershocks to every nerve-ending in her body. Sophie grunted, gripped the back of Lawan’s head and pulled her closer, willing her to bite harder.

Eventually the sensations ebbed away and Sophie relaxed back onto the mattress.

Lawan was stroking her stomach gently, the hint of a smile on her face. “Do you feel better now?”

Sophie laughed. “Much.”

“Good. Roll over onto your stomach.”

She did as instructed and saw G-J sitting just a few feet away. She’d forgotten he was there. This was the first time he’d been in view while watching her, and she was a little disappointed that he wasn’t masturbating. She held eye contact with him as she felt Lawan lean over her back.

Soft kisses began between her shoulder blades and moved slowly downwards. Gentle fingers stroked down her sides, over her hips. It was a struggle for Sophie to keep her eyes open, but she did. She wanted to watch G-J’s reaction.

The hands stroking her moved down to her bum. Warm palms gently eased her cheeks apart, and Lawan’s tongue traced around her anus.

Sophie groaned. Her natural instinct was to clench her buttocks, but Lawan held them apart and pressed her tongue into the rosebud, making Sophie groan again. The pressure of the tongue increased and Sophie felt herself being opened up, probed. She dropped her face into the pillow and pushed herself up onto the tongue, willing it to plunge deeper inside her.

Lawan’s hand slid underneath and cupped her sex, her tongue now deep in Sophie’s anus. As she applied pressure with her hand, Sophie rocked against it, getting the friction she needed.

Sophie looked in G-J’s direction when she came the second time. She cried out and screamed as Lawan’s tongue darted into her back passage and her palm pressed against her clit. Sophie felt the other woman’s thumb slip into her sex and with a startled cry, she came again.

Lawan knelt up behind Sophie’s raised hips and pushed three fingers into her sex while inserting her juice-slicked thumb into her anus. Sophie buried her face in the pillow and bucked her hips, her fingers gripping the sheets. Another wave of pleasure ran through her, but she could no longer tell if she was coming or still riding spasms from the previous orgasm. She felt detached, as if she had no control over her body.

Finally, Lawan removed her fingers and Sophie lowered herself to lie flat on her stomach. When she looked at G-J, he was smiling.

Sophie rolled onto her back and looked up and Lawan. Reaching up, she stroked the other woman’s breast through her dress, tweaking the nipple gently. “Can I touch you now?”

Lawan smiled. “If you wish.”

Sophie laughed. “Oh yes, I certainly wish.”

She sat up and placed a hand on either side of the other woman’s face and kissed her. She knew where Lawan’s tongue had been, and she wanted to show her gratitude, her lust. The overriding taste was of her own sex juices, but there was a hint of something bitter—almost metallic.

Sophie slid the straps of Lawan’s dress over her well-toned shoulders and pulled the sheer material down, exposing her small, pert breasts. Her nipples were dark and Sophie stroked them with her fingers.

She eased Lawan onto her back and knelt over her, their roles now reversed. Sophie was determined to try and give as much pleasure as she’d received. With the dress pulled down to her waist, Lawan spread her arms and Sophie leaned down and spent several minutes kissing and sucking her breasts. Then she moved down the bed and opened the other woman’s legs.

Lawan’s legs were slim and strong—even lying down, muscle-tone was evident in her calves and thighs. Sophie slid her hands up the outside of those strong thighs, taking the dress up as she did. As the dress bunched around Lawan’s waist, Sophie looked down at the white panties and froze. She frowned, looked up at Lawan’s face, glanced over at G-J, then back down at Lawan’s groin.

Inside the white panties was the bulge of an erection. It was lying straight up, pointing towards Lawan’s belly button. Easing her fingers inside the top of the waistband, Sophie slowly pulled the material down. The tip of the cock was smeared with precum.

Sophie now knew why they’d travelled all this way; it was so that G-J could watch her perform with a ladyboy.

Taking the cock gently in her hand, she pulled it forwards and bent to lick the precum away with her tongue.

Lawan shuddered and let out a sigh.

Sophie smiled at her. Him. She took the cock into her mouth and bobbed her head. Lawan let out a groan and cradled Sophie’s head, but slowly pushed her away after just a few seconds. He slipped off the panties, knelt up on the bed and wrestled the dress off over his head. Now they were both completely naked.

Sophie was eased onto her back and she opened her legs, knees bent, heels digging into the mattress. As Lawan supported himself above her, Sophie gripped his cock and positioned it at her entrance. Both let out a sigh as the cock slid all the way in. Sophie pulled him down on top of her, enjoying the strange combination of soft breasts crushed against hers and a hard cock thrusting in and out of her.

She started moving with him, rolling her hips. She wanted to come again, but mainly she wanted Lawan to come. It was his turn, and she wanted to make it as good for him as she could. She clenched around him, stroked his back, whispered in his ear and kissed his neck.

Sophie came first, a long grateful sigh escaping her throat. Lawan increased the speed of his thrusts and Sophie opened her eyes to watch his face. She watched as he gritted his teeth and pounded her. He was close to coming.

“Fuck me fuck me fuck me.” Sophie slid her feet up his legs and wrapped them around his thighs, her fingers digging into his backside as she pulled him into her.

With a groan he withdrew and shot his cum on her breasts.

She cried out in surprise; she’d expected him to come inside her. Another spurt of warm liquid landed on her stomach, and she saw Lawan pumping his cock. More cum erupted, and Sophie pushed her body up to his, their breasts touching.

Lawan dropped onto her, their upper bodies sliding together and spreading cum over their tits. He moaned gently as their nipples touched.

Finally they stopped moving and lay quietly. Sophie could feel his heartbeat as well as her own. After a couple of minutes Lawan rolled off her and sat up.

G-J sat forward in the chair. “That seemed to go well, don’t you think?”

Sophie laughed. “That’s an understatement.” She looked at Lawan and stroked his arm. “It was wonderful, thank you.”

His smile was shy. “Thank you. I had wonderful time. You make me feel very good.”

Lawan stood up and found his panties, pulled them on. Then he picked up his dress and started to put it on.

G-J stood up. “Sophie, perhaps you’d like to shower before we leave?”

Sophie walked naked to the bathroom and turned on the shower. She decided to get a clean pair of panties and started to go back but stopped when she looked through the slightly open door to the bedroom. Lawan, now fully dressed, was kneeling on the carpet. Standing immediately in front of him was G-J, his cock protruding from his trousers. Lawan took the cock into his mouth and began pleasuring him.

Sophie held her breath. She knew she shouldn’t be watching them, but couldn’t tear her eyes away. She’d never seen G-J involved in any sexual activity before, and she watched his face as he enjoyed the blowjob. His eyes were closed and he was frowning slightly, letting out quiet sighs. Although it turned her on, she was slightly hurt that G-J had chosen Lawan to give him release, rather than her.

G-J dropped his head back and opened his mouth, and she knew he was coming. Lawan’s head bobbed faster and then stopped moving all together. Sophie stepped back from the door and got into the shower.

When she returned naked to the bedroom, G-J was sitting back in his chair and Lawan was nowhere to be seen.

Sophie was disappointed she hadn’t had the chance to say goodbye, but didn’t mention it. She dressed in jeans and a soft sweater, and they left for the airport less than fifteen minutes later. Although it was now in the early hours of the morning, the streets were still full of people.

Once they were in the air, they removed their seatbelts and relaxed with a drink.

Sophie’s body was still tingling from her exertions. “Thank you for the trip. I had a great time with Lawan.”

He smiled. “I thought it was something you’d enjoy.”

“When did you first meet him?” There were a lot of things she wanted to know, but would never ask.

“A couple of years ago. I contacted him a few weeks ago to organise tonight.”

Sophie smiled, wanting to ask about Lawan’s breasts, the hair removal and his high voice.

“I told him what I wanted to see.” G-J took a sip of his drink. “Although Lawan would probably have been more than happy for you to satisfy him with your mouth, I’d insisted that he fuck you. I also instructed that he didn’t come inside you. I wanted to see your bodies covered in his cum.”

Sophie nodded. “I can understand that. Personally I like to feel it inside me, but I know when Jim’s watching he likes to see men come over me.”

“Oh?” He seemed interested in this.

“Don’t you remember the night at your house when you watched me in the bedroom with those men?”

He smiled. “Of course I do.”

“Jim told the men to come on my face.”

“I didn’t realise that. There’s no sound with the films.”

She pushed her hair back behind one ear. “I suppose I can understand it. Most porn films show the man coming over the woman.”

“Do you tell him what goes on during these trips?”

“Of course.”

G-J smiled. “And what does he think?”

Sophie decided to be honest. “It turns him on. I usually describe what I’ve done while we’re in bed, and we always end up having sex.”

She heard him swallow, could tell he was aroused. Why doesn’t he want to fuck me? She remembered something. “One night a few weeks ago, I actually filmed myself getting fucked, just to give him a treat.”

“Oh?” He sat forward in his seat. “Tell me about that.”

“We’d been in a bar, and some guys had been chatting me up. I was horny, and I’d had a few drinks on an empty stomach. Jim went to get the car and I stopped at the off-licence for some wine to take home. In there a guy was blatantly looking at my legs, so I propositioned him.”

G-J laughed. “And what did you say?”

“I told him I’d give him a better look around the back of the shop.”

G-J was shaking his head. “I’m shocked, but then you are a very sexual creature.”

Sophie leaned down and took her phone out of her handbag. She clicked through and found the video, then passed it to G-J. She watched his face as he played the film of her. Crouching down and sucking a stranger’s cock, then leaning against a wall and pulling him into her, filming her face as she came, filming his dripping cock pulling out of her.

G-J passed her phone back. “What did your husband think?”

“When I got in the car I made him drive to a secluded place. Then while he watched the film I gave him a blowjob. He came much sooner than usual, so I think it’s safe to say he liked it.”

He shook his head, then checked his watch. He looked thoughtful, then smiled.

“What is it?”

“I’m just thinking. Here it is almost two in the morning, but as far as our bodies are concerned it’s only about 7pm. I think we will have time for a detour on our way home.”

“Detour?”

“Hmm. I think a short stop in Hamburg would be a good idea.”

“You’re suggesting we stop off in Germany in the middle of the night?”

He laughed. “It’ll take us all night to get there. I suggest you take another sleeping tablet and when you wake up we’ll be in Germany. We’ll have a few hours to spend, and I have an idea for something to take back for your husband.”

Sophie wasn’t sure what he had in mind, but didn’t really care. So far, everything G-J had planned had given her immense pleasure, and she was happy to accept that whatever he planned to happen in Germany would be equally exciting.

“Do you want anything to eat yet? I going to ask Stephanie for a sandwich.”

Sophie realised she’d not eaten since they were in the market over twelve hours ago. “A sandwich would be great, thanks.”

They ate and chatted for an hour or so, then Sophie took another sleeping tablet and reclined her chair. It was weird to think after her full day seeing Bangkok and her evening with Lawan, it was still before nine o’clock back in the UK. She’d not had the chance to text Jim, and had no idea what he was up to this weekend—although no doubt he’d be seeing his MILF at some point.

As she drifted off, Sophie remembered Lawan’s beautiful face looking down at her as his cock spat its cream over their bodies. She smiled at the memory and dropped into a peaceful, contented sleep.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───




Chapter Eleven

Jim opened his mouth and allowed Naomi to feed him with her fork. “Wow.” The seabass she’d ordered was delicious.

Naomi smiled and nodded. “Whenever I dine out at the coast, I always choose fish.”

Jim looked down at his steak. “But they have cows here, too.”

She laughed. “Yes, that’s true.”

They ate in silence for a few moments, then Naomi looked at him and put her hand on his. “Thank you for today.”

“You’re welcome.”

“And last night.”

He smiled broadly. Last night had been the first time they’d slept together, with the emphasis on the sleeping. Because of Naomi’s monthly cycle there had been no sex, but Jim had kissed her before she fell asleep, held her in his arms all night, and kissed her again when she’d woken. Today they’d walked hand in hand up the promenade. On the roller-coaster rides at the fun fair they’d squealed like teenagers. Then they’d removed their shoes and socks and paddled in the freezing sea.

Naomi picked up her fork again and speared more seabass. “I don’t think I’ve ever laughed as much as I did today.”

“Wait ’til you see me naked.”

She giggled. “I’ve already seen you naked, and I liked it.”

Jim didn’t want the weekend to end, but Sophie would be back tomorrow.

Naomi seemed to sense his mood. “Is everything okay?”

“Yeah.” He smiled reassuringly, determined to enjoy the rest of their weekend.

After dinner they walked along the seafront, but a cold wind blew from the bay and Naomi was shivering. They found a back street pub with a real fire and sat at a table chatting about their childhoods, teenage years, and getting married.

“How did you two get into swinging?” Naomi asked him quietly, making sure they weren’t overheard.

Jim shrugged. “We used to talk about it in bed—not swinging exactly, but just teasing each other. It was a kind of foreplay, or dirty talk, I suppose.”

She smiled, moved closer. “What sort of talk?”

“Sophie would suggest I ask a guy from my office that she fancied to join us for a threesome, and I’d say that I’d prefer to invite the sexy woman from next door.”

“Hmm. So how did you make the leap from fantasy-talk to reality?”

“An old mate of mine wrote to me out of the blue. He was relocating to New Zealand and asked if I fancied meeting up for a drink before he left. I’d not seen him for years, and he didn’t know I was married. It was Sophie who came up with the plan of getting him involved in a threesome without him knowing who she was.”

“Would she have come up with the same plan if your old mate had been a woman?”

Jim laughed. “Probably not.”

“So…how did you make it work?”

“I texted her the name of the pub we were going to, and then she allowed us to chat her up and take her back to my mate’s flat.”

Naomi nodded. “Good plan. Were you two able to hide the fact you knew each other? That can be hard.”

“We got away with it. My mate Joel isn’t exactly Mr Perceptive at the best of times, so when in the presence of a woman who’s prepared to shag him, he’s even more oblivious.”

“Yeah, I can imagine.” She took a sip of her drink, then rubbed his leg. “And was that the night when you discovered you liked to share?”

Jim was still annoyed at Sara for telling Naomi about his voyeurism. “I suppose so.”

“How about your wife? Did she enjoy another man as much as she’d hoped?”

“Oh yeah. She couldn’t get enough of him.”

“Didn’t you feel any jealousy at all?”

“I did feel some on that night. But the buzz I got from watching was stronger than the jealousy.”

“What about now? Is your jealousy still being outweighed by your voyeuristic buzz?”

He looked at her and hesitated. “That’s a good question.” He thought about how he felt—possibly for the first time in quite a while. “I no longer feel any jealousy at all. And if I’m honest, the buzz isn’t as intense as it used to be.”

“Oh?” Naomi looked surprised. “Why d’you think that is?”

“The not feeling jealous or the lack of buzz?”

“Both.”

“I don’t know. Does it matter?”

She shook her head. “It’s your life. I’m sorry if I’m prying.”

“No, you’re not.” He worried he’d offended her. “I’m not saying you shouldn’t ask, I’m just…” He shrugged, feeling a little silly. “I guess I’ve stopped analysing what me and Sophie are doing.”

“You’re both having fun, so why analyse?”

Jim smiled. “Yeah, I suppose there’s sense in that.”

They sipped their drinks for a while.

“So, what about you and…?” Jim brushed a strand of hair from her face. “What’s your ex-husband’s name?”

“Anthony.”

“Right. How did you and Anthony get into swinging?”

“Why?” She smiled and tilted her head to one side.

He found her smile irresistible and leaned in for a kiss. “I’m just curious.”

“I think it was probably a natural progression of our relationship. We both liked sex, and both had fantasies. We were friends with a couple called Nigel and Becky, who were swingers. One night Anthony told Nigel he fancied Becky, and Nigel’s reply was that he could sleep with her providing Nigel could sleep with me.”

Jim thought about it. “Sounds like you were traded.”

She laughed. “It wasn’t like that. We discussed it, thought about the pros and cons, and both agreed it was something we wanted to try. There was no pressure from him.”

Jim nodded. “Okay, maybe I was being unfair. But it was obviously a success, because here you are, still swinging thirty years later.”

She laughed and slapped his arm. It wasn’t that long ago. I was probably older than you when I started but, to answer your question, yes, it was a success.”

“How so? What made it good for you?”

“A twelve-inch cock that could fuck me five times a night.”

Jim’s mouth dropped open, and Naomi burst out laughing.

“Okay, I made that bit up. The sex was good, but nothing particularly better than what I was already getting at home. It was something new, and there’s an adrenalin rush that comes with knowing you’re going to have sex with somebody else.”

Jim imagined a younger Naomi getting excited about having sex with other men. For a reason he couldn’t explain, it wasn’t something he enjoyed thinking about.

“Are you sorry you asked?” She looked concerned.

“No.” He laughed, trying to act normally. “I was wondering if either you or your husband had felt any voyeuristic or exhibitionistic thrills.”

She shook her head. “We’re not all like you and Sophie. We usually did it in separate rooms, and sometimes in separate houses.”

“Oh?” Jim was surprised at this, but he’d be the first to admit his knowledge of swinging was very limited.

“The first time we were at our friends’ house and they used one bedroom and we used the other. The second time was with the same couple, but this time Anthony went to their house and Nigel came to ours.”

“And did you and your husband talk about what had happened?” This was an important part for him and Sophie, but he accepted other couples may well prefer not to know the details.

“Sometimes we’d tell each other stuff, but not always. There was always a bit of jealousy there on his part, so I tended not to mention what I’d done in great detail.” She smiled mischievously. “But now when we go to parties I always make a point of having sex where he can see me, just to piss him off.”

Jim laughed. “How long ago did you separate?”

“Five years.”

He had no intention of asking the ‘what went wrong’ question, so instead suggested another round of drinks. The conversation moved away from swinging experiences and they chatted about their respective jobs.

It was after midnight by the time they got back to their hotel room. Jim brushed his teeth then got into bed while Naomi used the bathroom. When she came out she was completely naked and carrying a small bottle of baby oil.

Jim looked at the oil, then at her face. “What are you intending doing with that?”

She smiled. “I’m horny.”

“Oh. But you’re… you know.”

“Mm, I know.” She held the baby oil bottle up triumphantly. “But I have something here that’s going to help us both.”

Jim watched her slide into bed, her willowy frame graceful. She pulled the cover back and knelt on the bed next to his hip. Pouring a generous helping of the oil into one hand, she placed the bottle on the bedside table and then smeared the oil over Jim’s cock.

He sucked in air on the initial contact—the oil was cold—but as Naomi’s fingers gripped and slid up and down his shaft, he soon got an erection.

Without breaking the rhythm of her hands, Naomi leaned down and kissed his lips. “How’s that?”

“Nice.”

She smiled. “I love how quickly you get hard.”

“I think you’re the reason for that.”

“I’m sure you get hard just as quickly for all your women.”

Jim didn’t get the impression she was picking at him, or even teasing. She said it matter-of-factly, as if just a normal observation.

Naomi reached for the oil again, and lay on the bed next to Jim.

He watched as she poured some oil onto her shaved mons, then started to massage it into her skin, her fingers trailing through her labia. He was transfixed for a few seconds. When he heard her giggle he looked up to her face. “Sorry, I was…”

“You were watching me diddle myself.”

Jim shook his head in mock innocence, then nodded. “Yeah, I was.”

She smiled. “Good. Maybe I’ll let you watch me make myself come sometime, but right now I want you to get on top as if you were going to fuck me.”

Jim lay between her parted legs, holding his upper body over her on straight arms.

Naomi massaged his oil-slicked cock, then placed it against her mons, holding it against her oiled body with both hands. “Okay, pretend to fuck me.”

Jim slowly thrust forward, felt his cock slide between the soft flesh of her mons and her warm oily palms. It felt good. He moved forward and back in a slow rhythm, and Naomi tilted her hips up so his shaft slid between her outer lips and against her clit.

Jim heard her moan and increased the downward pressure of his thrusts against her body.

“Oh yeah. Keep doing that.” Naomi was holding her shoulders off the bed and looking down at his cock sliding between her body and hands.

Jim looked down too, enjoying the sight of his glistening glans appearing and disappearing behind her slippery fingers.

“Oh Jim, I’m going to come.”

“Good.” He sped up, pushing harder against her.

“Oh Jim, oh Jim…” Naomi moaned and sighed, dropping her head back onto the pillow as she came.

He watched her face. “Can I come now?” He was a little breathless.

She lifted her head up and watched his cock again. “Mmm. I want to see you come.”

Jim kept sliding in and out of the warm, oily gap between her body and hands. He increased the pace and watched as the thick cord of cum shot out onto her belly. He kept thrusting and more spurts followed, the sticky mess covering her fingers and stomach.

Naomi watched until he finally stopped his movements, then lifted her hands and wrapped them around his cock, stroking his balls and softening shaft.

She looked into his face. “Was that okay?”

He laughed. “You’ve just watched me empty my balls. It was far better than okay.”

“Good. I’ve wanted to do that all day long.”

Jim kissed her gently. “I would have waited, you know. We didn’t have to have sex this weekend.”

“I couldn’t wait.” She rubbed his cum on her tummy. “I’m covered in this.”

“That’s your fault for turning me on.”

“I can live with that. But I need a shower.”

She climbed out of bed and Jim watched her bum and legs as she walked to the en-suite. “Need me to wash your back?”

She popped her head back round the door, smiling. “You didn’t come on my back.”

“If you give me a few minutes’ rest, I can do that next.”

Naomi laughed and got into the shower. A few minutes later she climbed back into bed.

Jim slid his arm around her shoulder and she nestled into him.

She kissed his chest. “I’ve had a lovely weekend, Jim.”

He pulled her closer. “So have I.” He didn’t want the weekend to end.

* * * *

After a full English breakfast they checked out of the hotel and drove home. Jim carried Naomi’s bag to her front door and was pleased when she offered him a coffee. They kissed and cuddled in the kitchen while they waited for the kettle to boil, and while Naomi poured the drinks Jim glanced at the work-surface where they’d first had sex. He smiled at the memory.

“Come through to the lounge.”

They sat together on the couch, their legs touching.

He sipped his coffee then looked at her face. “Are you free any nights this week?”

She looked up to the ceiling, as if trying to remember her plans. “Erm…”

He smiled, and she lowered her eyes, gazing at him. He loved her expressions.

“I may have a window in my busy schedule.”

“What night are you free?”

“What night do you want me?”

Every night. “How about Wednesday?”

“Wednesday will be fine. But Jim?”

“Yeah?”

“I don’t want you to take me anywhere exciting. I want us to stay in and have sex.”

He swallowed. “Okay.”

They sat in silence and finished their drinks. Jim didn’t want to leave. Maybe it was just wishful thinking on his part, but he sensed that Naomi didn’t want him to leave, either.

They looked at each other and there was an awkward silence.

Naomi smiled and stroked his leg. “Sophie’s going to come home and tell you about her weekend, and you’ll have a nice night.”

He wondered if it bothered her, and searched her eyes to try and find an answer. “I’m sorry—”

She put her finger to his lips. “I knew the deal when I met you. I knew you were married. Don’t be sorry.”

Jim nodded and kissed her finger, which was still against his lips.

She stroked his cheek. “You need to go.”

Jim stood and they hugged. Naomi had removed her boots and socks when she’d arrived home, so Jim had to stoop to hold her. When she opened the door and turned, he saw tears in her eyes. Jim gripped her wrists and she laughed.

“God, I’m like a teenager.”

He nodded and kissed her forehead.

“Go.”

He kissed her forehead again, and stepped past her and out of her house. He’d only taken two steps down her path when she called him.

“Jim?”

He turned to look at her.

She shrugged her shoulders, looking tiny with her bare feet, jeans and jumper. “I’m not working tomorrow lunch time, if you find you have an hour to spare and don’t want to wait until Wednesday…”

He smiled broadly. “I’d really like that.” He walked to his car. In his mirror he could see her watching from her doorway until his car turned out of sight at the end of her road.

* * * *

It was dark outside by the time Sophie got home. Jim saw the lights of the Mercedes stop outside their drive and watched her climb out of the back. As Sophie’s key slid into the front door, the car drove away. Jim got up from the sofa as she came in.

She smiled and came to give him a brief hug. “Hiya.”

He thought she looked tired. “Hi. Everything okay?”

“Yeah, fine.” She sounded happy. “I had great time. Bangkok was fantastic.”

Jim assumed she meant the sex. “Oh?”

“It’s such an amazing place.” She took off her coat as she chatted. “Massive outdoor markets and skyscrapers and temples that lit up at night and looked like they were from a fairy tale.”

He smiled at her enthusiasm. “Do you want a brew?”

She shook her head. “I think I’ll have a long soak in the bath, and maybe you could bring me a glass of wine?”

Jim wondered why she felt the need for a bath, and couldn’t deny the tingle he felt in his loins.

Sophie opened her handbag and took out a small brass Buddha keyring. “I bought you a present.”

Laughing, he held it in his hand; it was quite heavy. “Erm… Thanks.”

She pushed his chest playfully. “Don’t be so ungrateful. A boy of about eight was selling them at the market. He had such a beautiful face I felt compelled to buy it. I had no Thai money so I gave him a tenner.”

“A tenner?”

“I know, but he looked desperate for the sale.”

He looked down at the keyring. “Thanks.”

They were silent for a few seconds, and then he looked into her eyes. “So, what else did you do at the weekend, apart from shopping?”

She moved close and put her mouth to his ear. “Do you want the details?”

He did, even though he wished he didn’t. But Naomi had told him to have a nice evening. She understood. “Only if you want to tell me…”

“Well, I suppose I could tell you a little about what went on.”

He pinched her nipples, making her groan. “You’ll tell me everything that went on.”

She looked at him with half-open eyes. “Only if you fuck me.”

He smiled. “We’ll see.”

She seemed surprised by his indifference, then started to unbutton her shirt while watching his eyes. “Don’t you think you’ll want to fuck me when I tell you about my adventures?”

He glanced at her bra and toned stomach. Shrugged noncommittally. She smiled and undid the button and zip of her black pin-striped trousers and let them drop to her ankles. Kicked them off her feet, along with her shoes.

He looked down at her legs and bare feet, the white lace panties and open shirt. “I may just fuck your mouth.”

Her eyes flashed wide with surprise, then she smiled. “I may just let you.”

With that she turned and headed towards the stairs. She looked over her shoulder. “Give me ten minutes then bring the wine. Bring the whole bottle, and two glasses.”

Jim listened as she went upstairs and started to fill the bath. He felt a strange kind of guilt—a guilt he’d never felt before when fucking someone other than Sophie.

Ten minutes later he walked into the bathroom carrying the wine and two glasses. Sophie was in the bath, her head the only part of her visible above the bubbles. She’d tied up her hair and removed her makeup.

He placed the glasses on the windowsill, poured the wine, then passed one of the glasses to Sophie and chinked his against hers. “Cheers.”

She sniffed the wine and took a taste, smiling her approval.

“So,” he said, sitting on the edge of the bath. “What had he lined up for you that was worth flying all the way to Thailand?”

She sipped her wine and looked at him over the rim of her glass. “Aren’t you going to join me in the bath?”

He shook his head. “No, you’ll have the water far too hot.”

“True.” She took another sip.

Sophie explained about the time difference and flight time, the sleeping on the plane. She gave brief descriptions of the things she’d seen on her sightseeing trip—the market, the ferry tour, the temples.

Jim listened intently: Bangkok was somewhere he’d always fancied going to.

Sophie took a sip of wine. “But I suppose these details aren’t the sort of things you want to hear.”

“No, I like to know about them. It’s interesting.”

She smiled. “Good. Well I have some photos on my phone, so I’ll show you the temples and stuff later.”

Jim nodded. He knew she was finally getting to the interesting part.

Sophie had another sip of wine. “By the time we got back to the hotel it was dark. G-J suggested I take a bath while he made some business calls. When I came out of the bathroom there was an outfit for me—a gorgeous green dress and shoes.”

“Wait. You two shared a hotel room?”

She nodded. “He only booked one room, but we didn’t stay there. We checked out and slept on the plane.”

“Oh, right. Sorry—carry on.”

“So after my bath I applied makeup and fixed my hair, and put on the outfit. The dress was gorgeous and I felt good about the way I looked. Then we went up to the rooftop bar to meet my date.”

Jim watched her face and tried to imagine how it must have felt to walk into a bar and meet someone for the first time, knowing she’d be intimate with them an hour or so later.

“When G-J introduced me to Lawan, I couldn’t believe it. She was a stunning Asian woman. Beautiful face, great figure, really petite. Shorter than me, with lovely legs in high heels and a sheer white dress.”

“Wow. And that’s who G-J wanted to watch you have sex with?”

Sophie nodded. “We went back to our suite and G-J sat in an armchair next to the bed while Lawan undressed me and kissed me all over. She made me come twice with her mouth and fingers, and I was in heaven.”

Jim didn’t speak, but his cock swelled inside his jeans.

“Then I started to repay her attentions. I pulled her dress down and kissed her boobs. They were about the same size as mine, and soft with dark nipples. But when I lifted the dress up her legs I found something inside her panties I wasn’t expecting to find.”

Jim thought about the rubber plug she’d described Anja making her wear. “What was it?”

“A cock.”

“A rubber one?”

“No, Jim. A real one, with a hard-on and a pulse and precum all over the tip. Lawan was a ladyboy.”

Jim’s jaw dropped. “But you said she had boobs?”

“Yes, and they were lovely. I asked G-J about them on the flight home, and he said ladyboys take hormones. It reduces facial hair and makes their boobs grow. Apparently it can also affect their ability to get erections. Maybe Lawan took Viagra because his cock was rock hard.”

Jim’s mind tumbled over the revelation. He wondered what he’d have done in Sophie’s place, but then finding your lover has a cock is much less traumatic for a woman than it would be for a guy. “So, what did you do?”

She laughed. “What do you think I did?”

He watched her face, imagining her looking down at the cock. “Tell me.”

Sophie sat up in the bath, her bubble-covered boobs now visible. “Put your dick in my mouth.”

Jim hesitated for all of two seconds, then undid his jeans and released his cock. He stepped next to the bath and Sophie closed her lips round him. He shuddered and squeezed his eyes shut while she sucked him.

She released him from her mouth but held him in her warm hand. “I sucked his cock, but G-J had already given Lawan instructions on what he wanted to see.”

“And what was that?”

Sophie took his cock back into her mouth, making him groan. She wanked the base of his dick while she sucked him, leaning over towards him. Water splashed over the edge of the bath.

She retreated, but kept pumping his cock with her hand. “He wanted to watch me getting fucked by a ladyboy, so that’s what happened. Lawan laid me down on the bed and fucked me with his cock.”

“Was it big or small?”

She shrugged. “Normal. It felt good to me, and when he fucked me I came again.” She took his cock back into her mouth as Jim imagined her head thrown back as she was filled, her hands stroking the ladyboy’s pert little breasts.

“And could he come? I mean, if someone’s taking hormones can they still produce semen?”

Sophie knelt up, splashing more water onto the floor. She gripped his cock and pumped him quickly. Her other hand pulled his jeans down his thighs then cupped his balls.

“Lawan withdrew and came over my tits.” She took him back into her mouth and forced him deep into her throat for a few seconds before releasing him. “I don’t know how much he shot out compared to other men, but he definitely ejaculated. It was warm and sticky and we slid together, spreading his cum over both our bodies.”

Jim grabbed her hair and pulled her head forward, pushing his cock deep into her mouth. She let out a startled cry as he fucked her mouth, bucking his hips.

Sophie put her wet hands on the back of his thighs and pulled him into her face, and Jim came with a grunt. He heard her gag and moan but he didn’t let go of her hair. He kept his cock deep in her mouth until he heard her gulping and swallowing.

When he finally released his grip she sat back on her haunches in the bath, looking shocked.

She gazed into his eyes for a couple of seconds, then licked her lips. “You seem to like the idea of me with a ladyboy.”

Jim was surprised by his own reaction. The chemical change in his body after the orgasm made him feel bad about what he’d just done. He wasn’t sure why he’d felt the need to use her the way he had—it was almost an act of anger.

He tried to sound casual. “Yeah, it’s a sexy image—a gorgeous chick with a dick.”

She lowered herself down in the bubbles, lying full length in the bath. “Do you want to get in now? It’s cool enough for your sensitive skin.”

“Maybe.”

“Come on. There’s more for me to tell you about.”

Jim reached for the bottle and topped up their glasses, then stripped and climbed in, facing Sophie with his feet either side of her bum. She adjusted her legs to rest on top of his and added more hot water, waiting until he said it was as hot as he could stand it.

She took a sip of her wine. “Where were we?”

“You made Lawan come.”

“That’s right. Afterwards I went for a shower. But I’d forgot to get clean panties, so before getting into the spray I headed back to the bedroom. The door was slightly ajar, and from the bathroom I could see Lawan giving G-J a blowjob.”

“Really?”

Sophie nodded. “Do you think he’s gay?”

Jim shrugged. “I think ladyboys probably have sex with men more often than they do with women.”

“What? No, not Lawan. I meant G-J. Do you think G-J’s gay?”

Jim shook his head, confused. “I doubt it.”

“So why let a man suck him off?” She seemed a little upset by this. “I mean,” she continued, “Doesn’t that suggest to you that he’s gay?”

“No. You said Lawan looked like a beautiful woman—that’s probably what G-J was looking at when he got the blowjob.”

Sophie still looked unsure.

Something else occurred to him. “Maybe if G-J had been sucking Lawan off, you could accuse him of being bi. Everything he’s done to watch you have sex shows that he likes women.”

She nodded slowly. “Yeah, I suppose.”

“Didn’t you ask him?”

Sophie frowned. “Of course not. G-J doesn’t know I saw him. I watched through the crack in the door then took a shower. By the time I came back into the bedroom G-J was sitting in a chair with a drink and Lawan had left.”

“So he doesn’t know you saw him?”

“No.”

“I don’t understand why you didn’t mention it. He’s watched you have sex lots of times, so I’m sure he wouldn’t mind.”

She shrugged. “Yeah, maybe.” They sat in silence for a few minutes, then Sophie rubbed her foot against his hip. “We did a detour on the way home from Thailand.”

“Oh?” Jim sipped his wine, expecting her to say they’d flown over the Persian Gulf or something like that, just because they were in a private jet.

“Yeah. After I told G-J about filming myself with the guy in the alley for you, he came up with a plan.”

Jim stared at her as he thought about what she’d just said. He was surprised she’d told G-J about what she’d done with the guy, and he wondered what G-J’s plan had been. But what bothered Jim the most was Sophie saying that she’d done it for him.

“You let a stranger fuck you in an alley for me?”

She nodded. “I knew it’d turn you on.”

“It seemed to turn you on more. I remember watching you come while he fucked you against the wall.”

She laughed. “Of course I came. I was randy and he fucked me hard.”

“So how can you claim you did it for me?”

She took another sip of her wine and held his gaze. “Okay—I fucked him for me, but I filmed it for you.”

Jim considered this. “That’s probably fair. You could have fucked him and not told me about it.”

“Yeah, I could have done that. But there’s more fun telling you about it, because then I get to enjoy it all over again.”

He watched her face. When he thought about it, she was the perfect partner for a voyeur who’s happy to share: beautiful, sexy, and a complete slut when she wants to be. He tried to get her back to her story. “So, you told G-J about it?”

“I actually showed him the film. He seemed to like it, and also liked that I’d given you a blowjob in the car while you watched the film.”

“You told him about that?”

“Yes. Why should—?”

“Sophie, G-J can watch you fuck whoever he wants, but I don’t think he has any right to know what we do in bed.”

At her startled expression, he tried to calm down. “Don’t you see my point? Your sex games are one thing, and he can watch and jack off all he likes. But I don’t want him knowing what we do together, okay?”

She lowered her eyes like a child being told off. “Okay. I’m sorry, I just thought—”

“Forget it. I’m sorry, I’m probably over-reacting. Maybe it’s because I feel guilty about how I react to what you do. Not many men would find it a turn-on to watch their wife having sex with someone else. I feel like a pervert.”

She rubbed her foot against him. “He understands. He’s exactly the same, remember? That’s why he asked me in the first place, because he knows it’s what you like.”

Jim exhaled and sank back deeper into the water. “You’re right, I’m sorry.”

Sophie’s foot moved over to rest on his cock. “There’s nothing wrong with what we’re doing. We’re both adults, and it’s our life. Please don’t feel bad about it.”

Jim thought about their family and friends. What would they say if they knew Sophie slept with strangers and Jim got off on it when she told him about it? Not to mention the number of times he’d been with other women. And as for telling his colleagues…

Sophie was watching him. “What are you grinning at?”

“I was just thinking about the lads at work, wondering what they’d say if they knew about what we get up to.”

Sophie smiled mischievously. “Well, if you wanted to tell Patrick, I could fuck him and film it for you.”

Jim splashed water on her face. “You’re not allowed to fuck any of my colleagues or friends.”

She laughed. “You didn’t seem to mind when I had Joel.”

“Yes, but he now lives on the other side of the world.”

“Okay. So, do you want me to tell you about G-J’s plan?”

Jim realised he’d not let her finish her story. “Sorry, yeah. What was his plan?”

“We stopped off in Hamburg on our way home.”

“Hamburg?”

“Yeah. I’ve been to Germany as well. He made a call and got his pilot to arrange a stopover for a few hours.”

Jim’s tired brain tried to work out the time frame. “When was this?”

“I told him on the plane last night, and he made a call. I slept during the flight, and this morning we landed somewhere outside Hamburg and were taken for breakfast by taxi.” She flashed her eyes. “Then we went to meet his friend, Gunther.”

“You fucked somebody else?” Jim was surprised, to say the least.

Sophie nodded. “They filmed it. When it’s been downloaded and edited they’ll send it to me, and we can watch it together.”

Jim’s cock started to get hard, and he was annoyed at his body’s reaction. “What did you do?”

She shook her head. “You’re going to have to wait for the film, but I can tell you one thing…”

“What?”

She smiled and sat forward so her face was close to his. She reached down and stroked his dick, evidently aware that her revelation was giving him another erection. “Gunther’s cock was a lot bigger than Lawan’s.”

Jim’s throat constricted. “How big?”

Sophie licked her lips. “You’ll have to wait for the film.” She gripped his dick, which was now rigid. “But in the meantime, I think you should take me to bed and stick this inside me.”

They got out of the bath and didn’t bother drying themselves before walking to the bedroom. Jim practically threw her on the bed and got on top of her. He didn’t bother with foreplay and entered her with force.

She groaned and slid her hands down to hold his hips. “Ooh.”

He looked down at her, caught between anger and lust. He banged into her, making her whole body jerk on the bed.

“Ow!”

He banged into her again.

“Ah, just keep doing that.”

He gritted his teeth and slammed into her again. “Slut!”

She smiled and opened her eyes. “Yes, I’m a slut.”

He banged her harder.

She wrapped her legs around his and gazed at him. “I’m a cock-loving slut.”

He wanted to bite her, to hurt her. Instead, he fucked her.

“I’m a slut who fucks other men’s cocks.”

He was rock hard, ploughing into her wet depths.

“I’m your cock-loving slut, Jim. I suck their cocks for you. I swallow their cum for you. I do it because I know it’s what you want me to do.”

He glared down at her face, wondering why he couldn’t come. He was breathless and running out of energy, but he kept pounding her. He hoped her cunt was sore from all the cocks she’d had in the last two days.

She smiled, triumphant. “Come inside me.”

He felt her clenching around him, rocking her hips to bring him off faster.

“I want you to add your cum to the mix. Mark your territory.”

Jim pinned her hands to the bed above her head and banged into her as hard as he could. He closed his eyes and lights flashed behind his eyelids as he finally exploded inside her. Wave after wave of spasms shook his entire body, and there was a coldness in his stomach.

“Ohhh.” She bucked her hips, rubbing her clit against his pubic bone to gain the friction she needed.

He watched her face as she made herself come. Eyes closed, mouth open, nostrils flared, grinding herself to climax against him. He wondered how many times she’d come this weekend; she probably didn’t even know the answer herself. She was a sponge for pleasure, happy to let anyone use her body. She was a beautiful slut, and a voyeur’s dream. Wasn’t she actually everything he could want?

They stayed there for a couple of minutes, and then Jim went for a shower. When he returned Sophie was already in bed, apparently happy to sleep with his mess inside her.

When he climbed in bed she snuggled up to him. “So, how was your weekend?”

He wondered whether to lie, but decided there was no point. “Great. I went to Blackpool.”

“Blackpool?”

He nodded.

“With your MILF?”

He smiled. “She prefers the term cougar.”

“What?”

“Naomi said she’s never had kids, so the M in MILF doesn’t apply to her.”

“You told her I call her your MILF?”

“Yeah. That’s when she told me she prefers cougar.”

She paused for a few seconds. “And how was Blackpool?”

Jim snorted. “A lot colder than Bangkok, no doubt. But I had a very nice time.”

“Oh.” She grabbed a handful of pillow and rearranged it forcefully. “Good.”

Jim turned the light off. In the dark, he smiled. He’d be seeing Naomi tomorrow.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Twelve

On Monday, Sophie found it a bit of a struggle to concentrate at work. Although she may have got as much sleep as she did in a normal weekend, there hadn’t really been any ‘downtime’ when she could just sit and chill out. She’d also expended a lot of nervous energy in the build-up to her date with Lawan, not to mention travelling over 12,000 miles and having sex with three different people, including Jim.

She left work a little earlier than usual and got home to find him listening to music and singing along while he made dinner.

She dropped her handbag on the chair, making him jump.

“Jesus!”

“Sorry.” She smiled apologetically. “You sound happy.”

“What? No, just listening to music for a change.”

She watched his face, wondering why he was really in such a good mood. “Are you going out tonight, by any chance?”

“No.” He stopped and looked at her. “No, not tonight. But I’ll be out Wednesday, if that’s okay.”

That explained things; no doubt his ‘cougar’ had phoned him earlier. She’d decided that Jim liked seeing the older woman because it made him feel good about himself. Naomi probably hadn’t had a guy as young as Jim for years, and would no doubt be telling him all the sorts of things men like to hear. Sophie glanced across the collection of ingredients in bowls on the worktop. “Need a hand with anything?”

“No, this is all ready to go. We can either eat now or later.”

Sophie shrugged. “I don’t mind which.”

“Let’s eat now then, I’m starving.” Jim poured boiling water from the kettle into a pan and dropped in a nest of noodles. Then he lit the ring under the wok and added chopped mushrooms and peppers to the chicken he’d already cooked.

Sophie went upstairs to get changed. While in the bedroom, she emailed Clive to suggest meeting up on Wednesday night. By the time she returned to the kitchen Jim was plating up their food. They ate in the kitchen and chatted about work, and the small jobs they still wanted to do around the house.

Sophie decided to tease a little. “How’s Patrick doing?”

Jim smiled. “His knee seems a lot better, but I’m not sure if you’d care about that.”

“Oh yes, I’d need him active.”

Jim laughed and shook his head. “Off-limits, remember?”

Sophie pouted and pretended to be upset. Then she decided to reward him with her news. “I received an email today from G-J.”

“Oh?” Jim looked up and waited, a drip of sauce on his lower lip.

She reached across and wiped it off with her thumb. “Yes, it had a film attachment.”

His eyes opened wide. “The Hamburg film? What’s it like?”

“I didn’t open the file. G-J had written ‘Certainly NSFW’ in the email.” She saw his clueless stare and laughed. “NSFW—Not Suitable For Work.”

“Ah, right. So you don’t know what’s in it?”

“Of course I know what’s in it—I was there, remember?”

He sighed. “You know what I mean. You haven’t watched it yet.”

She shook her head, held his gaze. She was already wet, partly from remembering what had taken place, but mostly because of what Jim would want to do to her after they’d watched it.

“Do you want to see it now?”

“I thought I’d make you wait. Maybe we should go out—I could dress up sexily and we could go to Joe’s for a couple of drinks first…”

He smiled and nodded. “Okay.”

It had been a while since they’d been out together for a drink. In fact, the last time she could actually remember being in Joe’s was the night she’d fucked the guy in the alley. She went upstairs to get ready while he cleared the dishes.

She chose a dark grey pinstriped fitted skirt, white blouse, black hold-up stockings and black stilettos. Joe’s would be full of after-work drinkers and she thought she’d blend in with the banking staff. More importantly, Jim liked her dressed like this. She wanted him horny by the time they got home to watch her film.

He was sitting on a sofa reading his phone when she walked into the living room. She was pleased at his reaction when he saw her.

“Wow, you look great.” He looked down at his own attire. “Shall I get changed?”

He dressed quite smartly for work, and his dark blue trousers with an opened-necked shirt looked good. She shook her head.

He stood up. “Ready to go?”

“Not quite.” Holding eye contact with him, she eased up her skirt, revealing her stocking-tops. Then she slipped her fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down her legs. She stepped out of them and straightened her skirt back down, moving closer to whisper in his ear. “Now I’m ready.” She gently ran her finger over his trousers, tracing the line of his cock. “Let’s go.”

She drove, finding a parking space on the road fairly close to the pedestrianised area. They held hands as they walked up the street.

Joe’s Bar wasn’t as crowded as the last time they’d been there, but that had been a Friday. They stood at the bar as they ordered their drinks. She felt the eyes of a group of older men checking her out from behind, caught Jim’s gaze in the mirror behind the bar. He smiled knowingly; he’d seen them looking at her as well.

As Sophie headed for a normal table by the side wall, Jim steered her to one of the higher tables in the middle of the room. These had much higher chairs and stools.

She looked at him questioningly.

Sitting on one of the higher chairs, he leaned towards her. “Seeing as you’re wearing nice stockings I think you should show a bit of leg for your admirers.”

She put her drink and handbag onto the table and held the seat of the other chair. It was level with her belly button. “You can just sit down onto these, but I have to climb up.”

He grinned, pushed the lime into his Corona and took a sip from the bottle. “Yeah, I know.”

Keeping her eyes on his, she turned round and placed one of her stilettoed feet on the foot of the chair and pushed herself up. Once settled she slowly crossed her leg and straightened her skirt. “Happy now?”

He tilted his head towards the group of men by the bar. “I think we all are.”

“Bastard.”

“I know you enjoy showing your body off.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Hmm. Almost as much as you enjoy other men looking at my body.”

He laughed and nodded. “That’s probably true. Maybe in a couple of minutes you should move your legs to allow your admirers a flash of stocking-top.”

Sophie took a sip of her drink and held eye contact with him over her glass. “Just tell me when you want me to do it.”

“You’d flash them your stocking-tops for me?”

“I’d flash them my cunt and suck their cocks if it turned you on.”

Jim stared at her. He looked serious, and she wasn’t sure if she’d gone too far. Maybe he’d just remembered what she’d done the last time they’d been here.

She smiled and tried to lighten the mood. “So, tell me about your weekend in Blackpool.” She wasn’t really interested, but felt obliged to pretend she was.

He shook his head. “We both know you don’t want the details—they do nothing for you.”

She stared at him, surprised at his insight. “Tell me anyway.”

“It was a sunny day, but it was cold. We walked along the seafront, went on the Pleasure Beach rides, paddled in the sea. We went out for dinner and stayed in a backstreet B&B.”

Sophie smiled, unable to resist comparing it with her trip to Bangkok. “Did you have sex?”

“Yes, Soph, we had sex. Do you want to know the details of that, too?”

She took another sip of her wine and held his gaze. “No, not really.”

He nodded. “Are you going to tell me about Hamburg?”

She shook her head. “No. I’m going to let you see it.”

“Will I enjoy it?”

“Well I haven’t actually seen the film yet, but if it captures what happened there, I’m pretty sure you’ll enjoy it.”

“How many people in Hamburg did you have sex with?” He shifted in his seat, seeming to prepare himself to enjoy the morsels of information she was about to feed him.

She met his smile, happy to help him with his foreplay. “There were four people there—all men. But Gunther was the only one involved in the sex.”

Jim looked puzzled. “What were the others there for?”

“Two were cameramen, and the other was operating the hoist.”

“Hoist?” Jim’s eyes snapped wide open.

She laughed. “I think now would be a good time to show some more leg. What do you think?”

“I think you could be right.”

Sophie smiled and leaned towards him as if telling him a secret while raising her legs and letting her skirt ride up her thighs. “I hope they like what they see.”

“I’m sure they will.”

She flashed her eyes. “Do you think they might be getting erections?”

Jim shook his head. “No, but maybe if you show them you’re not wearing any knickers they might.”

“What about you? Is your cock getting hard?”

He smiled but didn’t answer.

She leaned closer. “I bet you’re seeping precum all over the cock.” She ran her tongue between her lips. “I can lick it clean on the drive home, if you like.”

Jim glanced towards the men at the bar, then back at her. “You seem to have an audience.”

“Good.” She placed her hand on his leg and ran it up to his crotch. “I hope they’re watching this, too.” She felt his cock, gave it a squeeze before bringing her hand back to her own lap. “I knew you’d be getting hard.”

He laughed. “What about you? Are you getting wet?”

“I’ve been wet all evening. Coming out without underwear makes me feel sexy, and knowing people are looking at me turns me on, too.”

Jim leaned forward. “Those four men are all watching you, looking at your legs and your stockings. They want to fuck you.”

Sophie smiled. “I know they do—and I also know I could take them all, one after the other. Would you like me to do that?”

He stared at her, open mouthed.

“You can decide what happens tonight, Jim. If you want, we can go home and watch the film from Hamburg. Then you can fuck me—we both know you’ll want to. Alternatively, we can save the film for another night, and I can take those four guys one after the other while you watch.”

He narrowed his eyes, as if trying to guess whether or not she was bluffing.

Sophie raised her knee a little higher, pretending she had an itch on her calf. She scratched it, feeling the hem of her skirt against the soft flesh of her thigh above the stocking-top. Smiling at Jim, she readjusted her skirt hem to a more modest position.

He took a gulp of his beer, swallowing hard. “So, if I were to choose the second option—?”

“Me fucking all four of them?”

He nodded. “Yeah—if I chose that option, tell me how you’d do it. What position would you want to be fucked in, where would you do it, where would I be watching from?”

Sophie smiled, pleased with his response. She knew he’d never actually go for it, but would get turned on by the thought of it. She emptied her glass and pushed it across the table. “Buy me another glass of wine and I’ll describe it all in detail.”

As Jim headed for the bar, Sophie glanced at the four men. They smiled at her, and she saw one of them say something which made the others laugh. They could laugh all they want, but she knew every single one of them would cheat on his wife with her given the chance.

Sophie straightened her leg and held it out as if she were getting stiff. The men’s eyes followed her foot as she pointed the four-inch heel towards the side wall. Then she crossed her legs again and waited for her husband to return.

Jim hadn’t bought himself a second drink. He placed her glass of wine on the table and sat back into his chair. “I think your admirers enjoyed your leg stretches.”

Sophie giggled. “I thought they would. So, where were we?”

“You were about to tell me how you’d carry out your gangbang.”

“Oh yes, I remember now. Well, as much as I’d like to lie on one of the tables and let them all gather round me and take turns here in the bar, I think the simplest option will be to invite them to follow us home. You’ll sit on one end of a sofa and I’ll take off my skirt and blouse. Then I’ll bend over the arm at the other end and tell the men to take turns fucking me from behind while you watch my face. You’ll be able to see my expressions, see my pleasure, and you’ll know when I come. You’ll also be able to watch their faces, hear their grunts as they pump their cream inside me.”

She saw Jim swallow, knew his boxers would be soaked with precum. She knew exactly what he wanted to hear. And she knew for a fact that he’d fuck her at least twice tonight—and probably again in the morning.

“What about me?” His voice sounded croaky, his throat dry.

“You can only watch. By the time the last guy gets inside me, I’ll be so full of cum you’ll be able to hear the squelching. But he’s so turned on after watching his buddies that he sprays his load in no time. Then I’ll need someone else, and you might get lucky.”

Jim raised his eyebrows. “What if the first guy’s hard again by then?”

Sophie looked over at the men at the bar. They were middle-aged and all looked out of shape. “I doubt that’ll happen. But if it does, he can go again. I never turn away an eager cock.”

“So then do I get my turn?”

She smiled. “Maybe. Will you want me to take a bath first, or are you happy with sloppy leftovers?”

Jim drained his bottle and stood up. “Drink up.”

Sophie still had the best part of a glass of wine left, but something in his eyes told her to do as he said. She downed her drink in one go, which made her eyes water a little.

Jim headed for the door and she followed. The men from the bar watched her walking towards the exit, knowing smiles on their faces. They knew she was going to get fucked, but they didn’t realise that they’d been part of her foreplay. She slipped her arm into Jim’s as they walked to the car. As soon as he started driving, Sophie placed her hand on his crotch. His cock was hard, like she knew it would be.

“Want me to see if I can suck you off before we get home?” She was serious, and was fairly confident she’d achieve it.

He smiled and shook his head. He slid his hand up her skirt and she let her legs fall open. His fingers pushed into her, making her moan. He finger-fucked her roughly, and she gripped his wrist and pushed herself down onto his fingers. She came almost immediately, raising herself up off the seat as her legs straightened. She screamed, shocked by the intensity of her orgasm, and Jim carried on fingering her with force until it started to hurt.

“No, stop, stop…” She pushed his hand away, lifting herself back and off him.

He glanced at her, and in the darkness of the car it was hard to see his expression. They travelled the rest of the short journey in silence.

Back home, Jim got himself a beer while Sophie connected her laptop to their plasma TV.

He peered round from the kitchen. “Do you want me to open a bottle of wine?”

She doubted she’d get the chance to drink it. “No, I’m fine.”

He sat on the sofa while she got the downloaded film ready to play.

“Shall I put it on now?”

“Yeah.” He swigged hard on his beer. “Then take off your skirt and blouse, like you said you would for the four guys in the bar.”

She managed to force a smile, but something about his attitude made her a little uneasy. Straightening up, she quickly removed her blouse and skirt, then bent and started the film. She flicked off the light and sat next to him on the sofa. It felt a little like being at the cinema, but she was only wearing a bra, stockings and shoes.

The TV flickered for a few seconds, and then the screen filled with the view of Gunther’s studio. Suddenly the image changed to a close-up of Sophie’s face. The definition was amazing—Hollywood-quality. G-J had told her to apply makeup, and she’d probably put too much on. She could see that now, on the forty-two-inch screen. Her mascara was thick, her eye-shadow and blusher too heavy. She’d used a bright red lip-gloss, which made her look a bit cheap.

“The lighting makes my makeup look different.” She glanced at Jim’s face, but he didn’t seem to have heard.

A soundtrack started to play, a rock backing track which hadn’t been playing when the film was shot. The camera panned back slowly, revealing her body. She was naked apart from a thick leather belt around her waist, leather bracelets around her wrists, and black high-heeled shoes with wide ankle-straps, all fitted with visible metal rings.

Sophie looked at herself on the screen. Her body looked good, the lighting very flattering. A familiar buzzing noise on the soundtrack alerted her to what was about to happen. Behind the Sophie on the screen, a large metal frame was lowered down. It was much like a door frame, but with most of the bottom missing except for two short lengths of the lower edge protruding just a few inches inwards on each side.

Gunther appeared and she sensed Jim’s slight movement. Although she was eager to see the film, she wanted to concentrate on his reactions while he watched it. Gunther was wearing a leather jacket and black trousers, and had his back to the camera. He guided Sophie into the frame.

She remembered how she’d felt as he’d made her stand with her legs spread, feet resting on the short lengths of metal. He’d dropped to his knees, taking two padlocks from his pocket and securing her ankle-straps to the frame fittings. He’d done the same with her wrists, spread-eagling her. Finally he’d secured the thick belt to the frame with short lengths of thick chain. Gunther disappeared from the shot and the camera zoomed in on Sophie.

The buzzing noise started again as she was raised into the air. The lights dimmed and a single spotlight shone down on her. The lighting was really effective; she looked like she was suspended in thin air, the frame itself hardly visible.

Gunther walked into shot. This time he was as Sophie still fantasised about him. Wearing only biker’s boots and a pair of wrap-around mirrored sunglasses, he looked fantastic. His body was hairless and muscular, with broad shoulders and narrow waist. His entire body had been oiled, and the single spotlight emphasised the definition in his physique. His fair hair was gelled and spiked up. But most impressive of all was his cock. Already fully erect, it was thick and long, sticking out in front of him and pointing slightly upwards.

Sophie was relieved when Jim put a hand on her thigh, stroking the lace tops of her stocking.

“I see what you mean about his cock.” His eyes never left the screen.

She parted her legs, giving him the opportunity to touch her wherever he wanted.

In the film, Sophie was suspended about eight feet in the air and Gunther walked to stand directly beneath her. He turned his back to the camera and looked up. The sound of the electric winch started again as Sophie was slowly lowered towards him. Gunther positioned his head directly between her spread thighs. The winch stopped when her crotch was directly in front of his face.

Sophie knew what happened next: Gunther had bitten her clit quite hard. The screen showed a close-up of her face, and as she squealed in shock and pain, Jim jumped in his seat. The image cut to Gunther’s face pushing between her thighs. Her eyes had closed as he licked her.

Sitting on her sofa next to her husband, Sophie knew they were about to see her have her first orgasm. She placed her hand on Jim’s leg and started to drag her nails up the material of his trousers. “Get your cock out.”

Jim glanced at her, then back at the screen. Without looking back at her, he unfastened his trousers, pulled down his zip and released his cock from his boxers.

Sophie wrapped her fingers around the shaft and ran her thumb over the head, smearing the clear fluid all over it. “Do you want me to suck it?”

“No. You want to see this as much as I do, so enjoy your film.”

Sophie leaned back on the sofa, squeezing and relaxing her grip as she watched the close-up of her own face enjoying the German’s tongue. The background music was low and Sophie’s breaths and quiet moans could easily be heard, increasing to groans and whimpers when she finally came, eyes closed but mouth open.

On the sofa, Sophie was pleasantly surprised at how sexy she’d looked at the most intimate moment.

Jim evidently agreed, because as he watched his wife coming with another man on the screen, he slid his hand up her leg and sank two fingers into her dripping sex.

“Oh…” Sophie was so aroused she wanted to stop the film and drag him on top of her. She squeezed his cock in her hand. “I want this inside me.”

He shook his head sternly. “We’re going to watch the film.”

Gunther eventually stepped back and the camera zoomed in on Sophie’s sex, her labia and pubic hairs glistening in the spotlight. The electric winch buzzed again, and the frame was rearranged until the bottom touched the floor, Sophie tilting face down at about forty-five degrees.

The big German walked back into shot and the camera panned smoothly to the left, capturing them from the side. Sophie’s head was now at the same height as Gunther’s crotch. He stepped closer, his massive cock held in his hand.

Sophie felt Jim’s fingers dig a little deeper inside her.

On screen, Gunther pulled her head back by her hair and slapped his cock against her cheek. Sophie’s mouth opened greedily, and he slapped his cock against her cheek a second time. “Spit on it.”

His German accent gave Sophie a thrill as she remembered him. She started to wank Jim, but he stopped her with his free hand; she hoped this was because he’d prefer to come inside her.

Gunther smeared her saliva all around his big, bulbous dome. “Sehr gut.” He held his dick out for her.

Sophie watched herself take about half of the huge cock into her mouth. The image was a close-up in profile and as she hung helpless, he thrust his hips and fucked her mouth.

The soundtrack picked up her gagging and choking. When Gunther pulled back a little, a sliver of drool came out of her mouth and hung from her chin for a moment before it stuck to his balls.

He fucked her mouth for a couple of minutes, and as Jim’s fingers continued to probe her sex, Sophie couldn’t hold out any longer. She let out a long sigh and dropped her head forward onto her chest.

Jim turned to look at her, as if surprised he’d made her come so quickly. He immediately removed his left hand and replaced it with his right, twisting towards her and pushing three fingers deep inside, moving his thumb over her clit.

Sophie cried out again, squeezing his cock tight in her hand. She looked into Jim’s eyes as he pounded her with his fingers.

He held her gaze as her spasms faded, then he slowly removed his fingers and sat back to continue watching the film. She had her hand on his cock, and he was still rock hard.

The screen showed Sophie still suspended at forty-five degrees. Gunther was no longer in the scene.

Jim looked sideways at her. “Did he come in your mouth?”

She shook her head.

On the screen she was now being hoisted back upright and raised into the air again, just high enough for Gunther to enter her from behind. The camera now shifted to capture her face, and Gunther moving up behind her, reaching around to grab her breasts. He fondled them roughly, squeezing his fingers so her flesh bulged out. Then he pinched her nipples and the suspended Sophie grimaced.

Jim looked at her. “Did he hurt you?”

“No. He was just turned on, and so was I.”

The big man’s hands moved down to her hips and he pulled the frame back, swinging Sophie towards him. Then he bent his knees slightly and placed his huge cock between Sophie’s sex lips. He straightened and thrust his hips upwards, pushing his entire length inside her. She let out a long groan, and the camera zoomed in a little closer, showing the view from Gunther’s thighs to the top of Sophie’s head, cropping away the top of the frame and the shackles on her wrists and ankles. Only the thick leather belt fastened by chains gave any indication that she was in restraints.

Sophie squeezed Jim’s cock again as she watched Gunther fucking her from behind. She could see his thick cock appearing briefly before slamming back inside her, his huge balls swinging freely with his hip movements. His hands were still on her hips, the fingers digging into her flesh. She could remember how good it felt, and she knew that pretty soon Jim would see for himself just how much she enjoyed it.

A low groan came from the TV. The shot zoomed in so her face filled the screen. She was looking directly at the camera, her teeth clenched and brow furrowed. “Oh god…”

She wasn’t used to hearing her own voice on TV, so couldn’t tell if this was how she usually sounded. Sophie remembered babbling away at the height of her passion, but with no recollection of what she’d actually said.

“Oh, yeah. Fuck, yeah…”

Sophie watched herself lick her lips and shake her head. She wondered what Jim was thinking.

“Oh, I’m going to come again. He’s going to make me come again.”

Sophie now remembered she’d been talking to G-J.

“He’s going to make me…”

Her eyelids fluttered and half-closed—her left one slightly more closed than the right. Was that how they always looked? Nobody had ever mentioned it.

“Ahhh!” Her stare was intense, the frown on her face making it look like the discomfort outweighed the pleasure.

But Sophie still remembered exactly how she’d felt, and pleasure had been by far the stronger feeling.

“I’m coming, I’m…” Her head dropped forward then snapped back up, eyes wide open. Small whimpers were expelled with her short breaths. The camera pulled slowly out and revealed she was bucking her hips in time with Gunther. His hands were now clamped on her breasts, pulling her down to meet each thrust of his cock.

Sophie watched his huge balls move up in his sac and knew that was when he’d come. They were both grunting as he emptied himself into her.

She glanced at Jim. His face was blank so she couldn’t tell what he thought, but his cock was still rigid in her hand.

The film was coming to an end. Gunther stepped back and out of Sophie, his dick slick and finally softening. The whirr of the winch clicked in and Sophie was raised into the air. The camera angle moved forward until it was looking directly up between Sophie’s legs.

She’d been elevated about six feet when the cameraman wheeled the camera to where Gunther had been standing. Understanding what he was trying to do, she clenched and relaxed her inner muscles to help expel the cum. The camera zoomed in on her sex, still gaping after the thick girth of the German’s cock. Cum appeared at her opening, and after a few seconds began to dribble down the inside of her thigh. Sophie clenched again and a glob of cum dropped down toward the camera, going out of focus just before it hit the lens, leaving a blurred smear of off-white. The image faded and the screen went blank.

Sophie held her breath and watched Jim’s face.

He stared at the blank screen for a few seconds then turned to her. “Put it on again.”

“What, replay it?”

He nodded.

She walked over to the laptop and restarted the film. As she turned Jim stood up, his cock still sticking out of his open trousers. He led her behind the sofa and bent her over it, putting her in a position similar to the one she’d described earlier for her fantasy with the four men from the bar. They both faced the TV, where once again she was being strapped to the frame.

Sophie sensed Jim step close behind her, felt his hand brush against the back of her thigh as he lined his cock up, ready to penetrate her. She let out a grateful sigh as he pushed inside her. He fucked her hard, his hands gripping her hips painfully.

“Ow…”

He didn’t seem to hear. She looked over her shoulder to see him watching the TV while he pounded her. On the screen was a close-up of her face while she was being licked.

“Jim…”

He grunted as he came. He didn’t slow down, slammed her so hard the sofa moved forward on the floor. He finally stopped thrusting, but stayed buried deep inside her.

Sophie’s legs were beginning to ache. She tried to step back but he kept her there. He leaned over her back, whispered in her ear. “Where d’you think you’re going? I thought you could take all four, one after the other?”

Sophie laughed. “Jim, I—”

“It looks like you’re not the gangbang queen you think you are. Maybe your claim to be able to satisfy all those guys in the bar was just wishful thinking.”

He finally slid out of her and stepped back, allowing her to stand up straight. She walked around the sofa and stopped the film.

Jim fastened his trousers and headed to the kitchen. “Do you want a drink yet?” he called from the kitchen.

“I’ll have a beer.” Sophie went upstairs and removed her shoes, stockings and bra. She put on her robe and headed back down to the living room.

Jim was standing by the sofa with two bottles of Beck’s. He passed one to her and sat down.

Uneasy, Sophie sipped. Jim had been rough during the sex and she didn’t know if that was due to arousal or anger. Maybe it was both. Maybe her act in the bar had been too much. She watched his face. As so often these days, his expression gave nothing away. “So, what did you think of the film?”

“I thought it was really well done.” He took a sip of beer, then looked at her. “The picture quality was fantastic, and I really liked how the cameraman concentrated on your facial expressions. I found that much sexier to watch than the clinical close-ups of cocks and cunts that they usually put in porn films.”

Relief washed through her as he went back to being his old self. At least now she could revel in his comments about the film. She’d been pleasantly surprised by how sexy she’d looked at the height of her arousal.

“Thank you.” She sat down next to him on the sofa.

“How did you like being tied up?”

“It isn’t something I’ve ever fantasised about, but the whole thing turned me on.”

“The chains and leather?”

“Not so much that. Gunther told me it was actually for the safety aspect. He said he didn’t want to risk me slipping off. But the fact I couldn’t close my legs or stop him groping me—that kind of enhanced the sexiness.”

“Did it cross your mind that he could have done anything to you? He could have brought in a few other men to use you after he’d finished.”

“I didn’t even think about that. G-J was there, so I don’t think that would have been an issue. But on the physical side, I think it’d be nicer to be restrained on my back. Maybe you could tie me to the bed and use me however you want, with me unable to do anything except push against your cock.”

He smiled. “Maybe.”

“What did you think of Gunther?”

“I can see why you liked him.”

Sophie laughed.

“How did it feel?”

She nodded at the TV, even though it’d been switched off. “You saw for yourself.”

“Yeah, I suppose I did. But tell me anyway.”

She turned toward him, their faces only a couple of inches apart. She wasn’t sure how far to go after his reaction to her gangbang fantasy. She wasn’t quite ready for the return of Rough-Jim. “It felt big, and it felt good. I think it turned G-J on.”

“Oh? Did he get Gunther to suck him off afterwards?”

She giggled. “No, of course not. But I’m expecting my next adventure to involve a well-hung black man.”

Jim’s eyes widened. “Why do you say that?”

“It was just a throwaway comment he made—I can’t actually remember what it was now. We were in the taxi on our way back to the airport, and I wasn’t really listening. He said something about how much he’d liked watching me accommodate a big man, and that we all know which men have got the most to offer in that department.”

Jim took another drink of his beer. “And how do you feel about that?”

She tried to conceal her excitement at the prospect. “I suppose it’s something I’d enjoy…”

He laughed. “Yeah, I’m sure you will.” They sat in silence and drank their beer.

Jim checked his watch. “Bedtime?”

As Jim cleared the bottles away and turned off the lights downstairs, Sophie took her phone into the bathroom. Clive had written back. He explained he’d be attending a Law Society dinner in Manchester on Wednesday evening, but that he was already booked into the hotel for the night. If she could make it, he’d love for her to attend the dinner as his guest.

Sophie immediately knew she’d wear the green dress G-J had given her in Bangkok. When she saw his PS at the bottom of his email, she smiled. He’d added that he hoped she’d be able to stay to enjoy the hotel breakfast on Thursday morning.

She stripped off her robe and quickly showered. In the bedroom she found Jim already in bed—he hadn’t even bothered to brush his teeth. Sophie got in naked and snuggled up to her husband. She wanted to suggest he spend the whole of Wednesday night with his older woman, but now was probably not the time to bring it up.

Jim seemed distant again, or maybe it was her own imagination.

“Are you okay?”

He turned and smiled. “Yeah, just thinking about G-J.”

“What about him?”

“He seems to have so many contacts all over the world. Dancers in Austria, ladyboys in Thailand, porn-film makers in Germany. I wonder what sort of things he must have seen over the years.”

He was right. She’d be happy to imagine this was all new for G-J, but in reality he must have seen and done many things. “I suppose his limitless funds mean he can get pretty much anything he wants.”

Jim nodded. “And now he wants to see you getting fucked by a big black cock.”

“Hmm.” She ran her hand down his arm. “Does it bother you?”

He looked at her. “What, you getting a big cock?”

She nodded.

“No, I’m sure you’ll love it.”

“What about the cock being black? Does that bother you?”

“Of course not. Why should it?”

“I don’t know. Some men are funny about that.”

“Yeah, they’re called racist assholes.”

She smiled, relieved. “I think it’s more about the men being intimidated by the thought of their wives being used and stretched by a cock much bigger than their own.”

He shrugged. “You’ve already done it. I’ve just watched Gunther’s monster cock using and stretching you.”

“That’s true, and you didn’t seem to mind. In fact, it made your cock really hard.”

“That’s because I’m a pervert.”

She kissed his shoulder, then bit it playfully. “Hmm. I like perverts.”

“And in the film, you seemed to like getting used and stretched.”

“Yeah, that’s because I’m a slut.” She looked at his face, her sex already tingling with what she knew was about to happen.

Their eyes locked for a brief second, then he suddenly pushed her onto her back. She spread her legs and pulled him on top of her. He guided his cock and it slid inside her easily.

She let out a groan and held his hips, rocking herself against him.

He raised himself up on straight arms and fucked her hard.

Although she’d already come twice, each time had been on his fingers. She hadn’t managed to come when he’d fucked her over the back of the sofa, but this time his pelvic bone was grinding against her clit and she started to reach climax almost immediately.

She gasped. “I’m going to come.”

Jim banged her harder. “Slut.”

She looked at his face. There was no teasing smile, but she was too close to care if that was what he really thought of her. “Yeah, I’m a slut. So keep shoving that cock into me. Just keep…”

Her orgasm was intense and she bucked and bounced beneath him. He came moments later, growling as he did.

They lay in silence, their feet tangled in the quilt. Sophie thought about his slut comment. There was no doubt in her mind that he was right—she was a slut. She’d had three different men in the last three days. And the day after tomorrow, Clive was going to make it four men in five days.

Fortunately for her, Jim was a pervert. He got as much out of her being a slut as she did.

Well, almost.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Thirteen

When Naomi opened her door on Wednesday evening, she was dressed in a man’s white shirt and her fur-lined, tartan slippers. Jim thought she looked fabulous.

“Ready to go?” he asked.

Her smile faltered. “Sorry?”

“I sent you a text. We’re booked in at the Chinese restaurant, and then the cinema…” He couldn’t keep his face straight any longer, laughing at her expression of panic.

“You bugger!” She punched his arm as she pulled him into the hall.

He put his two bags down, slipped his arms around her waist and pulled her close for a kiss, thrilled to feel she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath the shirt. She smelt of shampoo and tasted of peppermint—she’d obviously just showered and brushed her teeth.

She pulled back, gesturing his baggage with a nod of her head. “Why all the luggage?”

“I’ve brought a couple of games for us to play.”

She smiled at him, obviously thinking he was teasing her again. “Dare I ask which ones?”

“Scrabble and Monopoly.”

“Okay…” She nudged his heavy gym bag. “And what’s in this one?”

“My toothbrush and clothes for work tomorrow.”

Her eyes opened wide with excitement. “You can stay all night?”

“If that’s okay wi—”

“That’s wonderful.” She flung her arms round his neck. “Thank you.”

He breathed in her shampoo again, felt his cock swell and his heart race. He held her tightly around the waist and kissed her deeply. Eventually she pulled away and led him into the kitchen. “Have you eaten?”

“No, but I’m not really hungry.” He was too excited for food.

She nodded. “I’ve got some nibbles we can eat while we’re playing the games, then I can make something for supper later, if you like. Corona okay for you?” Smiling at his surprise, she grabbed a bottle from the fridge and started to quarter a lime. “I know what beer you like, by now.”

Jim couldn’t stop smiling. He watched her face. She had no makeup on at all, and even though there were a few lines around her eyes and mouth, she was beautiful.

“So,” she said, passing him his beer. “How did you wangle staying out all night?”

“It was Sophie’s suggestion.” He almost laughed as her eyebrows shot up into her hairline. “Really, it was. Sophie doesn’t do anything unless there’s something in it for her. She obviously wants to stay out all night with whoever she’s seeing.”

Naomi frowned. “And doesn’t that bother you?”

He shrugged, puzzled. “Why should it?”

“Because she’s your wife.”

“You know how our relationship works.”

Naomi took a half-full bottle of white wine from the fridge and poured herself a drink. She looked at Jim after she’d returned the bottle to the fridge. “So tomorrow she’ll tell you all about what she got up to?”

Jim shook his head. “No, she only tells me about her adventures. She thinks I don’t know who she’s seeing tonight.”

“But you do?”

He shrugged. “I think so.”

Naomi moved close, stroked his arm. “Does it bother you?”

“No. I don’t care.”

“Jim, you can’t say—”

“I’m here, and I’m going to spend all night long holding you. That’s all I care about.”

She looked at him, and he saw there were tears in her eyes.

“I’m sorry.” He immediately regretted telling her that.

She shook her head, smiled. Then she rested her head on his chest, kissed his shirt.

He pulled her head back and tilted it up to look into her eyes. “What shall we play first, strip Scrabble or strip Monopoly?”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “I think we should play Scrabble first, because if I have a couple of glasses of wine I won’t be able to spell.”

They took their drinks and the carrier bag through to the lounge. Jim sat on the armchair and Naomi on the floor. They spent an hour playing the game and chatting about work and the news. Naomi was obviously very aware of what was going on in the world, which was something he and Sophie never seemed to talk about. In fact, the only things he and Sophie talked about lately was the sex she’d had, or was going to have.

They discussed the recent US election, and neither of them had foreseen the Trump victory.

“After the referendum on Brexit,” she said, playing the word COVET on a triple-word square, “the US election wasn’t really that much of a surprise.” She wrote down her score and showed Jim the totals: she was a hundred and twenty points ahead.

Jim frowned. “What did you do before you were a barmaid?”

“I taught English Language and English Literature in high schools.”

As she laughed, Jim pushed his tiles away and picked up his beer. “Hustler.”

“At least I didn’t take up your offer of strip-Scrabble. I could have had you naked in no time.”

Jim looked into her eyes. “You can have me naked whenever you want.”

“I know. I’m a lucky girl.” She knelt up by his chair and kissed him.

They had another drink and more of the savoury nibbles she’d bought, and then played Monopoly for an hour. Jim was leading, but only just. He knew if he landed on her Mayfair square she could clean him out.

“Naomi?”

“Hmm?” She looked up, paused throwing the dice.

“Let’s go to bed.”

She smiled broadly and dropped the dice, not bothering to clear away the game, the plates or their not-quite-finished drinks. They went to the bedroom and stripped naked and slid between the sheets. They kissed gently for several minutes before Jim eased himself on top of her and entered her slowly. They made love gently. Naomi sobbed as she came, and Jim came inside her soon after.

They held each other all night long, and made love again in the early hours of the morning. Afterwards, they dozed until it was time to get up. They showered together, then had breakfast at the table in the kitchen-diner.

He kissed Naomi goodbye and drove straight to work without giving any thought at all to how Sophie had spent her night.

* * * *

When Jim got home on Thursday evening, he took a chicken Balti for two from the freezer and put it into the microwave to defrost. Then he made himself a coffee and turned on the TV to watch the news. Sophie arrived home before he’d finished his drink, hung up her coat in the hall and came to the lounge door to smile at him.

“How was work?” he asked.

“Fine thanks. You?”

“Yeah, the usual. I’m doing dinner. Balti okay?”

“Great. I’ll just go and get changed.” She disappeared upstairs.

Jim noticed how things had changed between them, in their behaviour. Or demeanour. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but it felt like they were being polite to each other, chatting without actually sharing any closeness, somehow. Which was strange, considering how often they’d had sex since her return from Bangkok and Germany. Jim couldn’t decide if their closeness was something he actually missed or not.

Sophie came down and got herself a drink of cola from the fridge. She looked at him with a half-smile. “How was your evening?”

“Great, thanks. Yours?”

She nodded. “It was nice.”

There was an awkward silence, then Sophie looked at him with a smile that almost looked apologetic. “G-J wants to take me away again at the weekend.”

“Okay.”

“You don’t mind? I mean, I’ve only just got back from the last one and I thought—”

“It’s fine.”

“Thank you.” She looked like she wanted to come and hug him, but remained on the other side of the kitchen.

Jim stirred the boiling rice. Behind him he could hear her taking the plates from the cupboard and putting them in the oven to warm. He tried to make his voice casual and chatty. “Where are you going to this time?”

She moved to the cutlery drawer, clattering at length. “Jamaica.”

Jim smiled to himself. “Well, I’m sure there’ll be a lot of big black cocks there for you to choose from.”

“Jim, I—”

“It’s okay.” He turned round to look at her. “I don’t care, and I’m not a racist.”

She stared at him for a few seconds, then finally nodded. “Will you be seeing your—? Will you be seeing Naomi?”

“Probably.”

Sophie moved away to the table, setting out the knives and forks. “So… Sara tells me you’ve not phoned her for a while.”

“You spoke to Sara?”

“Yes, earlier today. It was just a throwaway comment she made.”

Jim shrugged, and wondered why Sophie felt the need to mention it. It seemed rather out of the blue. “She seemed to lose interest in me after I refused to fuck her while you were fucking Billy, so I haven’t bothered.”

The look on Sophie’s face suggested she wanted to say something else, but then her face relaxed. She busied herself rounding up condiments to go with the curry. He wondered if Naomi liked curry.

He took the Balti from the microwave. “When do you leave?”

“We’re catching the shuttle flight to Heathrow Friday afternoon, then flying to Kingston at nine that night.”

“Not using the private jet?” He couldn’t keep the sarcasm from his voice, but she didn’t seem to notice.

“No, apparently not.”

Jim turned and rinsed the rice with boiling water. Just as he was preparing to plate up, Sophie stepped behind him. For some reason it made him feel a little uncomfortable.

“If you want to eat later instead, we could maybe both go to the gym? A quick work-out then a sauna and spa—we haven’t done that for ages.”

He didn’t really feel like training. “I’m not in the mood, but if you need to firm your body up for Jamaica, I’ll put your dinner aside and you can re-heat it when you get back.”

“Are you saying my body’s saggy?”

He laughed. “No, I’m not saying that at all—I just don’t fancy a session in the gym. If you do, I don’t mind you going.”

She shook her head. “No, I’ll eat now.”

Jim grabbed the cutlery from the table and took their food to the lounge, where they ate while watching TV. Neither of them brought up what they’d done the previous evening and Jim headed up to bed a little after ten thirty. When Sophie joined him twenty minutes later, Jim was facing his edge of the bed with his eyes closed. As he lay in the dark, he felt her hand run down his back. He feigned sleep, and Sophie soon turned over with a sigh.

* * * *

Jim walked into the pub on Friday straight from work, and Naomi looked pleasantly surprised to see him, giving him a big smile as she walked over to serve him. “Hello you. To what do I owe this pleasure?”

“I seem to be all by myself for the weekend, so I thought I’d try this pub. Rumour has it the barmaid is very pretty.”

She laughed. “I wish.”

He smiled. “And I heard she’s really easy.”

“You wish! A Corona for you, pest?”

Naomi went to get his beer, and Jim saw a couple of other men ogling her legs and bum as she bent to get the bottle from the chiller. She was wearing a knee-length fitted skirt and flat shoes without nylons. He didn’t exactly mind that the men were looking at her, but he didn’t find it arousing in the way he did when he saw men ogling Sophie.

“Here you go, babe.”

“Thanks.” He grinned at the pet name, but then realised she might say that to everyone she served. “What are your shifts like this weekend?”

“I’m working tomorrow night and Sunday lunchtime. I’m repaying the shifts the other girls covered when we went to Blackpool.”

He tried not to show his disappointment. “It turns out that I’ll be on my own again. Looks like I’ll be drinking a lot then, as I’ll have to sit in here and ogle you.”

She laughed. “I’m not working tomorrow until six. Maybe you could have a drink or two now, then go home and pack your toothbrush. I’ll finish here about eleven-thirty, then we can go home and have tonight and all day tomorrow together.”

He felt elated. “I’d really like that.”

Naomi saw someone waiting to be served further down the bar and excused herself.

Jim stayed for another hour or so before going home. He took a shower and got changed, then watched TV until about ten-thirty. When he returned to the pub it was very busy and Naomi didn’t get a chance to see him until closing time. She made him a coffee to drink while she cleared up with the other two barmaids, then they walked out to the carpark together. He followed her home, parking his car on the drive behind hers. When they finally got inside, she slipped her arms around his waist and held him close.

“It’s really nice to have you here again.” Her voice was warm and intimate.

“It’s nice for me, too.”

“Can you get Sophie to go on an adventure every weekend?”

“I wish I could.”

They looked at each other for a few seconds, then Naomi turned away. “I’m just going to go for a quick shower. Why don’t you make yourself comfy in the lounge?”

Jim wandered into the living room and closed the louvered blinds, then sat on the couch and turned on the TV. It took him a few moments to work out the remote, but he soon found Dirty Harry playing on the Drama channel. Naomi came in wearing a long t-shirt and nothing else. Her feet were bare, her hair wet. She sat on his knee and placed her arms around his neck, resting her head against his.

She glanced at the TV. “Ooh.”

“You can flick the channels if you like.”

“Don’t be silly. We’ll watch Clint.”

“Okay.”

She smiled at him. “Do you want a drink? There’s beer, and I’ve got white wine in the fridge.”

He shook his head. “I’m fine, but you have one.”

She returned from the kitchen with a glass of white wine, this time sitting next to him. He placed his arm around her shoulders and they stayed like that until the film finished.

“So, are you going to tell me what Sophie got up to in Bangkok?”

Jim was surprised, and she must have seen it in his expression.

“I’m sorry, I’m just curious. You don’t have to tell—”

“It’s fine, I’ll tell you if you want to know.”

She smiled and nodded.

“Well, she went sight-seeing for a few hours, then she met up with a beautiful Thai woman. They went to a hotel room and the Thai woman pleasured Sophie with her mouth and fingers.”

Naomi’s eyes were wide. “With G-J watching?”

Jim nodded. “Sophie then tried to reciprocate, but she found the other woman was packing.”

“Packing? As in shoving her clothes into a suitcase, packing?”

“What? No! Packing, as in she wasn’t another woman at all. She was a man. Or a ladyboy, to be more accurate. She had a great body, beautiful face, nice boobs, and a cock.”

“God! What did she do?”

He snorted. “Exactly what G-J had wanted to see all along. Sophie got fucked by a chick with a dick.”

Naomi was shaking her head. “Wow—I’m kind of jealous.”

“Why?” Jim could actually see the attraction of it, but he wanted to hear Naomi explain herself.

She shrugged, looked embarrassed. “It’d be just, you know, all soft and nice to be cuddled, with the added bonus of a boner.”

Jim laughed and pushed her playfully.

She turned a little more serious. “Did the idea of it turn you on?”

His mind flashed back to how he’d fucked Sophie’s mouth when she was in the bath, but he didn’t want to tell Naomi about that. “I suppose so…”

She laughed and tickled his ribs. “Don’t play coy with me, young man. You’re a voyeur. These things give you a kick.”

Jim frowned. “I didn’t want you to think—”

“It’s okay, Jim. I know you both get a kick out of what Sophie gets up to. I’m not going to sulk when you have sex with your wife.”

He stared at her face, feeling a little foolish. “Sorry, I just didn’t want to hurt you.”

“I know.” She put her hand on his arm. “You’re very considerate, for a swinger.”

“Yeah, maybe I’m not really cut out for this swinging lark.”

She kissed him gently on the lips. “Let’s go to bed.”

“That sounds like a good plan.”

She stood up. “Yeah, well now Clint’s gone off there’s nothing to look at down here.”

He slapped her bum playfully and marvelled at the firm softness of her body under her t-shirt. His cock started to swell. As he followed her up the stairs he watched her bum through the thin cotton. His erection was still rock hard after he’d brushed his teeth.

Naomi sat up in her bed, the quilt up to her waist and her breasts in full view. She smiled appreciatively as his cock sprang out the moment he got his underwear off. “Have you brought that for me?”

He laughed. “Yeah, it’s yours for as long as you want it.”

“Don’t make promises we know you can’t keep.” She was still smiling, but her eyes looked a little sad.

Jim got into bed and Naomi turned the light out. She smelt of shampoo and felt wonderful. Jim pulled her close and kissed her. Naomi climbed on top and guided him inside her. They both sighed as he slid all the way in, then Jim wrapped his arms round her waist and savoured everything she did to him.

* * * *

They spent Saturday morning in bed, then walked to a local café for lunch. They laughed and chatted as they wandered round the shops in the town where Naomi lived. Jim had never considered the possibility of meeting anyone he knew, but when he saw Patrick from his office walking towards them in the street, he didn’t feel any awkwardness at being seen with Naomi.

Patrick was with a big guy with short black hair and a goatee, and looked startled when he saw Jim. “Hey, Jim…” His eyes widened when he realised Jim wasn’t with Sophie.

Jim smiled. “Hiya, how’s the leg doing?”

Patrick smiled and nodded at the same time. “It’s getting there.”

Jim looked at Naomi. “This is Patrick, who works in our office. Patrick, this is my friend Naomi.”

Naomi smiled and held out her hand. “Hi Patrick, I’m actually his fuck-buddy.”

Patrick sniggered and gave her a hug rather than shaking her hand. “Great to meet you. Since we’re all shedding layers, let me introduce you to Ryan.” He turned to the big guy. “I usually introduce him as my friend, but he’s actually my bear.”

Jim and Naomi both shook hands with Ryan, then they all said goodbye and each couple carried on with their day, walking down the street in opposite directions.

Naomi held onto Jim’s arm. “It’s a shame your colleague’s gay, he’s quite cute.”

Jim laughed. “Yeah, Sophie will be gutted.”

“Didn’t you already know he’s gay?”

“No, but then he didn’t know what I get up to, either.”

She squeezed his arm. “He does now.”

“Yeah, thanks fuck-buddy.”

“You’re welcome.”

Jim found he didn’t really care who knew about him seeing Naomi. It was weirdly freeing. If anything, he was proud to be seen with her. They wandered around the shops for another hour before heading back to Naomi’s house. They had a cup of coffee and chatted in the kitchen about the trivial things he never seemed to discuss with Sophie any more.

Naomi checked her watch. “It’s just after four o’clock, and I have to be at work by six. What do you want to do?”

Jim shrugged. “I was going to come along for a drink, watch you getting flirty with all your customers. You know how I like to watch.”

She laughed and moved closer, kissed his cheek. “That will be lovely, but I actually meant what do you want to do now? I’ll have to leave here by quarter-to six. It’ll take me fifteen minutes to get dressed and do my makeup, and ten minutes to shower. So, that means that I’ll need to be getting in the shower at twenty-past five, which gives you just over an hour and a quarter to use my body any way you see fit. So… what do you think?”

He looked into her eyes. “I think you should get your clothes off.”

“Here?”

He smiled. “Why not?”

She looked round. “You’ve already had me in the kitchen.”

Jim nodded, smiling at the memory. “Yep.”

Naomi put her finger to her mouth. “And you’ve also had me in the living room, as I recall.”

Jim nodded again, the lunchtime visit replaying in glorious technicolour. “Yep.”

“And you’ve had me a lot of times in the bedroom.” Naomi had started to undo his shirt.

“I’m a lucky boy. Do you want us to try a different room, then?” Jim stroked her hair back from her face.

“Maybe we could try somewhere different. I don’t want you to get bored…”

Jim pulled her close, holding her against his bare chest. “I won’t. Okay, here’s an idea—get naked and sit on the stairs.”

She giggled and walked past him towards the hall, pulled her jumper over her head and threw it at Jim.

He laughed and grabbed it, then started following her. When he reached the bottom of the stairs she slung her jeans down to him, which he caught. Near the top, she removed her bra and panties and sat down, wearing nothing but a smile.

Jim stopped a couple of steps below her. An image of Sophie with the two guys on the stairs at G-J’s party flashed through his mind, but he quickly dismissed it. He wanted to concentrate on Naomi. Kneeling on a stair, he leaned forward and kissed her on the mouth. She sighed as he traced his fingers gently over her nipples. He pulled back, holding her gaze, then lowered his head and sucked her nipple into his mouth.

Naomi moaned and arched her back, and he felt her fingers in his hair.

Jim moved over to the other breast, then back to the first. He stroked her sides, her hips. He moved his lips slowly down her body, kissing her ribs and stomach. When he reached below her belly button, he kissed the smooth, hairless pubis. Her outer lips were engorged and slick with her juices and he ran his tongue between them, making her groan again. He looked up at her. She was leaning back, eyes closed and her elbows resting on the stair a couple above the one she was sitting on. Jim closed his lips around her clit and sucked gently.

“Oh, Jim…” She placed one of her legs over his shoulder, her foot pulling him closer.

He released her clit and moved lower, pushing his tongue as far into her channel as he could manage.

A grunt and a groan escaped her lips, so he fucked her with his tongue, holding her hips with his hands. She ground herself against him. Jim’s face was drenched in her juices. He kept his tongue pushed deep inside her until his jaw ached so much that he couldn’t carry on, then he recaptured her clit between his lips and slid three fingers inside her. Naomi raised her bum off the stair and came with a scream. As he sucked her clit and pumped his fingers in and out of her, she screamed his name over and over.

Both were breathless by the time her orgasm had faded. She was staring at him with wide eyes, her hair clinging to her face. “Get your dick inside me. Now.”

He unfastened his jeans and pulled her to her feet. He climbed to the stair below her and entered her standing up. She felt hot and wet and everything he could ever want.

She wrapped her arms around his neck and clung to him as he slowly moved in and out of her.

“Oh, Jim…”

He kissed her forehead, her eyes and her cheeks.

“Oh God, Jim…”

He tilted her head up so they were looking into each other’s eyes.

“Jim—”

“I’m coming.”

She held his gaze and placed her hands on the sides of his head. “Good. Come in me, let me watch your face as you come in me.”

Jim swallowed, nodded. He watched her eyes and kept pumping his hips, then a sudden coldness in the pit of his stomach was followed by the incredible surge of euphoria as he exploded inside her. “Ahh…”

She kissed his cheeks and pulled his hips against her.

Spasms were making it hard for him to remain on his feet. Scared he’d fall backwards down the stairs, he gripped one hand around the bannister and slowed his movements. He smiled at her and let out a long, satisfied sigh.

She kissed him gently on the lips. “Thank you.”

“I’m the grateful one. If you hadn’t told me how much you like cherries, we may never have got together.”

“Hmm.”

Jim kissed her again, felt his cock softening inside her.

Naomi looked down, apprehensive. “Do you think I can get to the bathroom without ruining my carpet?”

He slipped his shirt off his shoulders and scrunched it up. As he bent his knees and slid out of her, he pushed his shirt between her thighs. “Use that.”

She grimaced. “I hope you’re not going to let Sophie do your washing.”

“No, I do most of the laundry. But I’ve had to wash her underwear after some of her nights out, so she couldn’t complain.”

“You’ve actually had to wash Sophie’s dirty underwear after she’s been with other men?” She sounded horrified.

Jim could never admit that he’d actually masturbated into a pair of her knickers after she’d fucked three men one evening. He just nodded.

“Wow. Maybe I should get myself someone to wash my knickers after you’ve ravaged me.”

“I’ll do it.” He bounced his eyebrows at her and laughed at her melodramatic sigh.

“Right, I think I’ll need to have my shower earlier than I’d planned.”

“Do you want me to make you something to eat before you go?”

She looked surprised. “What like?”

He shrugged. “Anything. If you haven’t got stuff in, I can go buy something.”

“I usually make myself a slice of toast…”

Jim kissed her cheek. “I’ll nip to the supermarket. Fancy a chicken stir-fry or something?”

She smiled. “I could get used to this—” She frowned when she realised what she’d said. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean…”

He kissed her cheek. “I could get used to it, too.”

As Naomi headed for a shower, Jim headed for the supermarket. Fifteen minutes later he returned with the ingredients and cooked them both chicken sweet and sour with peppers, mushrooms and beansprouts. He noticed her smiling a lot as they ate, and it made him feel unbelievably good.

They took her car to the pub so Jim could have a few drinks, and he spent the entire evening sitting by the bar. Naomi introduced him to a few of the regulars and he had a very pleasant night chatting to a few guys he’d never met before about football, music, the staggering number of celebrities who’d died over the last year, Brexit, and Donald Trump’s surprise victory in the States.

Shortly after midnight, Jim held Naomi’s hand as they walked to her Mini. He was a little bit drunk.

She waited until he’d fastened his seatbelt before she started the car. “Did you enjoy your evening?”

Jim nodded. “I had a very nice time. One of the barmaids couldn’t keep her eyes off me.”

“Oh? Which one?”

“The best looking one there.”

She glanced sideways at him. “What did she look like?”

“Pale blue blouse and black skirt.”

She smiled at his very basic summary of her clothes. “Maybe she felt sorry for you, sitting all alone.”

“Yeah, well…” He put his hand on her leg. “Maybe she’ll make it up to me later.”

Naomi laughed. “Leave me alone! I’m an older woman and I need my beauty sleep.”

He squeezed her leg gently. “Only if I can watch you sleep.”

“You’re pissed. You’ll be asleep as soon as your head hits the pillow.”

“Probably.”

Moments later, they were cuddling under cool, clean sheets. She lay back onto her pillow and looked up at him. “So, are you going to abuse my aged body yet again?”

Jim kissed her forehead. “Yes—many times. But not tonight.”

“I can live with that.” She turned the light out and he placed his arm around her as she rested her head on his chest.

As she’d predicted, Jim fell asleep almost immediately.

* * * *

When Naomi left for the pub to work the Sunday lunch shift, Jim headed home. He didn’t know when Sophie would return—she hadn’t bothered to text—but he needed to wash and iron some of his clothes for work.

He loaded the washer, then tidied around the house. He flicked on the TV and there was a live football game on, so he grabbed a beer from the fridge and sat down just as the second half kicked off. After a few minutes his phoned buzzed. It was an email from Sophie; presumably she was back in the UK. He opened the message:

Hiya

Have finished my adventure in Jamaica (can’t wait to tell you about it). G-J’s taking a short break in the US and has asked if I’d like to join him. It’ll just be for a few days, so I’ve said ‘yes’.

Will phone the office tomorrow and sort out my holidays.

Speak soon.

Sxxx

Jim was momentarily numb. He didn’t know if he was angry or relieved. His first thought was that he’d be able to see more of Naomi. And that was great, but not enough to kill the rising feeling of annoyance. Shouldn’t she have at least asked if it was okay with him? Just because their relationship was open, it didn’t mean one of them could simply disappear on holiday without consulting the other. But then again, Sophie had been on the other side of the Atlantic and possibly felt like she didn’t have a choice…

Whatever the reason, he’d phone Naomi to see if she wanted company for the next few nights.

He re-read Sophie’s text. She’d obviously had the big black guy adventure and was eager to tell him all about it. Jim tried getting excited about it, but it felt like an effort. The buzz didn’t make its usual appearance. Maybe the disappearing-on-holiday stunt had spoiled it? He tried to imagine her straddling a big black guy, struggling to accommodate his monster cock…

A goal was scored in the football match, the burst of noise from the crowd making him jump. Jim watched the replay; it was a good goal, hit from outside the area with the left foot. The game was now tied at one-one with half an hour to play.

Checking his watch, he decided to call Naomi later, after her shift had finished. The game was now exciting, and as he settled back on the sofa to watch, the doorbell rang. He paused the game. It was probably someone trying to sell him double glazing or plastic guttering, or whatever.

He opened the front door and his jaw dropped. “Lisa?”

It was Sophie’s younger sister, who lived over a hundred miles away.

“Hiya.” She stepped into the hall and kissed his cheek. “I’ve been over to visit some friends in Shrewsbury and thought I’d call to say hello as I headed back home.”

“Great…”

She looked at him. “Is everything okay?”

Jim nodded, but couldn’t quite manage a smile.

Lisa walked into the empty living room and looked around. “Where’s Sophie?”

“She’s, er… out.”

“Her car’s on the drive.”

Jim’s thoughts tripped over each other as he tried to think of an answer. He found himself looking towards the drive, even though a solid wall prevented him from seeing Sophie’s car. “Yeah, she was picked up.”

“Oh, okay. Where’s she gone, and when will she be back?”

Jim bit his lip and looked into Lisa’s eyes, which were exactly the same colour and shape as Sophie’s. “I’m not sure.”

A frown formed on her face. “You’re not sure where she’s gone, or not sure when she’ll be back?”

“Both.” Jim felt the blood draining from his face.

Lisa’s eyes opened wide. “Jim, has she left you?”

He laughed, but instantly regretted it; it had sounded like a manic cackle. “No. No, it’s not that. I just don’t know—”

“Who’s she gone with?” Her face was serious.

“Er… A friend.”

“A man friend or a woman friend?”

Jim’s mind flitted to Sophie and Anja’s trip to the club where Sophie had danced with a rubber cock inside her. “It’s a man friend.”

Lisa looked more confused than ever. “And have you any idea where they are?”

“America.”

“Amer—? Jim, what the fuck’s going on?”

He sighed and ran his hand through his hair. “Can I get you a drink or—?”

“Jim! Tell me who Sophie’s gone to America with.”

He shrugged, angry at himself for not thinking quicker. He could have said she was away with work, or visiting a friend, or one of several other reasonable excuses. But he’d been caught off guard, and couldn’t see a way out.

“What’s going on?”

“I really think you should ask Sophie when—” Jim turned at the sound of the back door opening. He and Lisa looked at each other, then towards the archway through to the kitchen. He went in first to find Sara glaring at the two of them.

“Oh, I see you have another guest.” Her voice was sarcastic, her skirt was short and her stilettos were ridiculously high.

Jim was angry; there were a hundred things he would have said to Sara had Lisa not been standing next to him. “What are you doing here?”

Sara looked at Lisa, then back at Jim. “Interrupting, by the look of things.”

Jim shook his head. “This is Sophie’s sister.”

Sara shrugged. “Well, why not keep it in the family?”

“Fuck you!” Jim hadn’t wanted to lose his temper, but it was too late now.

Sara laughed. “Oh, we’ve been down that road.”

“Sara, I think you should leave.” Jim was shaking slightly and hoped Lisa didn’t notice.

“Yes, you’re probably right.” Sara smiled at Lisa, scowled at Jim then turned and left as abruptly as she’d arrived.

Lisa looked at Jim. “Who the fuck is that psycho-bitch?”

Jim laughed and shook his head, trying to release the nervous tension. It didn’t work. “Lisa, I really need a drink.”

“Yeah, me too. What’ve you got?”

“Gin, whiskey, vodka, wine, beer, Baileys—”

“White wine would be nice, if you’ve got it.”

Jim nodded and went to the kitchen. He locked the back door, and still couldn’t believe Sara had walked into his house like that. A thought occurred; had Sophie phoned Sara to ask her to visit Jim as a way of making it up to him for staying away longer than agreed? Whatever—Sara’s actions had been beyond the pale.

Jim took a bottle of white from the fridge and poured two large glasses, then carried them through to the living room. Lisa had removed her jacket and was sitting on one of the sofas. He passed her a glass and took a seat on the opposite sofa, keeping about eight feet between them. He didn’t particularly want her to know that Sara’s appearance had brought him out in a cold sweat.

She sipped wine. He sipped wine. He stared at the ceiling, catching her looking fixedly out of the window. Eventually he lowered his head, only to be caught in the spotlight of her appraising stare.

Lisa took a sip of her drink. “I think it’s obvious what’s going on, so I’m not going to ask you to explain anything. It’s none of my business, and Sophie doesn’t have to explain anything to me either. In fact, I’d prefer that Sophie doesn’t find out that I know about it.”

Jim slumped in relief. He didn’t feel the need to try and justify his and Sophie’s relationship to anyone, and he certainly didn’t want to discuss their sex life with his sister-in-law.

“Does it make you happy?” She had her head tilted to one side and looked into his eyes.

Jim thought about the question, probably for the first time in quite a while, and shrugged. “Probably not in the long term.”

She nodded. Lisa had been married very briefly to a guy who had a tendency for drinking, chasing other women and slapping her when she complained about his behaviour. Jim had been the only person to dislike Lisa’s husband from the get-go, and Sophie had even gone so far as to suggest Jim was jealous of him marrying Lisa.

“So, what are you guys doing for Christmas this year?”

“Christmas?”

“It’s only five weeks away.”

Jim hadn’t considered it, but now Lisa had brought it up he wondered if G-J would arrange for Sophie to fuck Eskimos in Greenland. “We’ve not even thought about that yet.”

“No, too busy with other things, I suppose.”

He was relieved to see she was smiling, but needed to acknowledge the elephant in the room. “Lisa, even if I don’t tell Sophie that you know, I’m sure Sara will tell her you were here.”

Lisa shrugged. “So? I’m allowed to visit my sister’s husband, and at least I’m fully dressed.”

“Yeah, she was a little under-dressed for a cold November afternoon, wasn’t she?”

“She was dressed like a prostitute… but I’d kill for legs like hers.”

Jim laughed. He’d had some great moments between those legs, but he knew he’d never sleep with Sara again. “Have you eaten? I can fix you something if you’re hungry.”

“I’m fine, thanks. I’m not going to be able to drink all this.” She held up the wine glass. “Maybe I can have a cuppa, then I’ll get on the road.”

Jim went to the kitchen and put the kettle on. Lisa followed him into the kitchen and put the half-full wine glass on the counter.

He poured her tea and smiled at her. “How are things with you, anyway? Who were you visiting?”

“D’you remember Tracy? I shared a flat with her in London.”

Jim nodded.

“She’s living with an Irish guy, a musician. I drove down yesterday morning, and we went to watch his band last night.”

“Were they good?”

She nodded. “Very. They’ve got a couple of offers from record companies.”

They spent another twenty minutes discussing mundane things like work and Lisa’s new flat, then she asked to use the loo before heading off. When Jim opened the front door, she hugged him.

“Be careful, you two.” She kissed his cheek.

Jim stared at her and a lump appeared in his throat. Will I ever see her again? He dismissed the thought of completely losing touch as absurd, but something in the back of his mind told him it was a possibility.

She walked to her car and waved before climbing in and driving away.

Jim closed the door, added Lisa’s wine to his own glass, then restarted the football game. There were no more goals in the final half hour, just a lot of wild tackles and two red cards. When the game was over he phoned Naomi. She answered on the first ring, sounding happy.

“Hello, you.”

He smiled. “Hi. I was wondering if you had any free windows in your calendar over the next few days.”

“I may have. Why do you ask?” She sounded surprised.

“I got a text from Sophie saying G-J’s invited her to spend a few days with him in the States.”

“Really?”

“Hmm. I was wondering if you wanted to go out one night, maybe…”

“No. I want to stay in every night. With you.”

Jim couldn’t keep from smiling. “When can I see you?”

“Now. Come over now and stay as long as you want.”

He laughed. “I’ve got laundry to do, or I’ll have to go to work naked tomorrow.”

She giggled. “We can’t have that, you’d give Patrick a heart attack. But I have a washing machine and an ironing board. Pack your bag and get here as soon as you can.”

“Are you serious?”

“Very. And Jim?”

“Yeah?”

“I’ve bought you a toothbrush, so you don’t need to bring yours.”

“Oh, thanks.” Jim couldn’t believe how such a simple gesture on her part could make him feel so good. “I’ve actually got a load in the washer, so I’ll dry them and come over as soon as I can.”

“I have a tumble drier, so bring them over wet.”

“You sound desperate.”

“I’m horny.”

There was a twitch in his trousers. “Ooh. What room are we going to use next?”

“I’m going to give you a blowjob in the garage.”

Jim’s stomach tightened. “Oh. That sounds good to me.”

“You’ll have to make me come later. I don’t care how you do it, but first I’m going to do you in the garage.”

“Okay. Er… I’ll see you soon.”

“Bye, love.”

She ended the call and Jim stared at the phone in his hand. He was thrilled about what she had in mind for him, but the thing that had made him happiest was when she’d called him ‘love’.

Within five minutes he’d put his wet clothes into a big black bin-liner and packed his to-be-washed whites into a carrier bag. He turned all the lights in the house off, locked up and headed to his car with a smile on his face and butterflies in his stomach.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Fourteen

The plane touched down in Miami a little after midday local time on Sunday. They’d flown first-class and had ‘shared’ a bottle of wine with their lunch, though G-J only had one small glass because he’d be driving them to his villa. Sophie felt a little woozy as she walked down the steps from the plane into the bright Florida sunshine. It was as hot here as it had been in Jamaica, maybe even hotter.

It took about thirty minutes to get through customs and hire a car, which she was thrilled to see was a silver, open-topped Mercedes E-Class. G-J drove them out of the airport and headed for the highway.

“So, are you going to tell me where we’re going?” Sophie didn’t really care; she was simply happy to be here in the scorching heat rather than getting ready for work in wet, miserable England.

“We’re going to head south and drive to the Florida Keys. I have a house in Key West.”

Sophie’s eyes widened. “Does that mean we go over the long bridge-thing?”

He laughed. “It’s actually called the Overseas Highway, but there are over forty bridges that connect all the islands. It’s about a four-hour drive from here, but very scenic.”

Sophie relaxed on the leather seat in her short summer dress and sunglasses and enjoyed the view as they drove past countless palm trees. She closed her eyes and clenched her pelvic muscles, still tender from last night with Earl.

She looked over at G-J. His face had caught the sun while they’d walked around Kingston, and in his open-necked white shirt, blue chinos and sunglasses he looked good. She pushed her sunglasses up into her hair and leaned closer so he’d hear her over the noise of the wind. “Was last night all you’d hoped it would be?”

He smiled at her and looked back at the road. “I enjoyed the show very much. How about you? Did it measure up to your expectations?”

She smiled at his pun. “Oh yes.”

Earl’s dick had been huge. G-J had thrown her a tape measure when Earl had dropped his shorts, and she’d been shocked when it proved to be eleven inches long. The girth of it had been the most impressive thing when he put it inside her, but she hadn’t thought to measure that.

G-J flashed her a smile. “I think he liked you.”

She shook her head. “He told me he likes all white pussy.”

“Yes, I’m sure he does. But he admitted to me that he didn’t usually come four times in a night, which you made him do.”

Sophie smiled, remembering the previous night. “Well, I wanted to impress you.”

G-J nodded. “You’ve impressed me every time I’ve watched you having sex.”

Sophie watched his face, but his eyes were fixed on the road. She decided that she should make the most of these few days, and perhaps she’d impress him even more.

The scenery was glorious, and as they drove through the Everglades National Park Sophie laughed out loud at seeing the first ‘Gator Crossing’ sign on the road. When she saw the sign for Key Largo she couldn’t help but smile, feeling like she was in a movie.

She pushed her glasses up into her hair again to appreciate the view. “The sea is such a beautiful colour. Is it still the Caribbean?”

He shook his head. “No, that’s further south, where we’ve just flown from. On this side it’s the Atlantic Ocean, on your side is the Gulf of Mexico.”

Sophie looked around, then slid her sunglasses back down and closed her eyes, breathing in the sea air. They drove slowly through each island town. She saw signs for Fiesta Key, Big Pine Key, Little, Middle and Big Torch Keys; there were two Sugarloaf Keys, but her favourite was Ramrod Key. Maybe she’d suggest G-J take her there tomorrow, so she could get rammed with a rod.

“Hemingway lived in Key West in the 1930s.”

Sophie nodded. “I saw a film about him and the reporter he married. Gillan?”

“Gellhorn. He had four wives—I think she was his third. For a guy who was so brilliant, he didn’t seem to know when to stop getting married.”

Sophie laughed. “Maybe he liked wedding cake, too.”

When they finally reached Key West, the sky was turning pink. G-J drove slowly through the streets, and Sophie saw that many of the people on the sidewalk were beautiful, sun-kissed women dressed in shorts and tank-tops.

“I can see why you like it here.”

He smiled, glanced in her direction and nodded. “Yes, the scenery is rather special.”

After a few more minutes he turned off the main highway and headed up an incline. There were large houses on either side of the road. When he pulled into one of the driveways, Sophie saw a large two-storey house painted pale pink. They got out of the car and walked to the front door, the smells from the garden filling the air.

G-J took a key from under a flowerpot.

“Nice to see you’re security-conscious.”

He laughed. “I arranged for people to come in today to get things ready, and they put the key there. I assure you, it’s very well-protected when I’m not here.”

Inside was a huge hallway with tiled floors and a wide staircase. G-J led her through to the living room at the back. There were large windows and French doors leading onto a large paved area and swimming pool.

Sophie couldn’t believe it. “This place is amazing.”

He opened the French doors and took her out onto the patio. The garden overlooked the sea, and they were obviously facing west because the sun was close to the horizon, the purple and pink streaked sky reflected in the flat water of the Gulf of Mexico.

“Oh, wow.”

He laughed. “It’s a lovely place to come and wind down.”

Sophie looked around the garden. Everything looked so fantastic; she saw a wrought-iron table and chairs, and a couple of old-fashioned miniature streetlights illuminating a paved path to a bench overlooking the sea.

“Well, the fridge should have been stocked up, so are you hungry?”

“Not really, but a drink would be nice.”

“There’ll be champagne.”

She giggled. “I would have settled for a beer.”

“You can have beer if you prefer.”

She shook her head. “Sitting out here and drinking champagne would be wonderful. Thank you.”

G-J went inside to get the drinks and Sophie wandered up the path to the bench overlooking the sunset. It was without doubt the most stunning view she’d ever seen. There seemed to be a hundred lights twinkling on the sea, and Sophie wondered if they were fishing boats, or just people out enjoying the evening. Maybe on one of the boats there was a beautiful couple having sex on the deck with the water lapping gently against the hull.

She heard G-J walking up the path and turned.

He passed her a glass of champagne and chinked her glass with his. “Cheers.”

“Cheers.” She saw he’d left the bottle in ice on the patio table.

They sat on the bench and looked out over the bay.

G-J sipped his champagne. “It can get chilly when the sun sets, so let me know if you want to go inside.”

She smiled. “No, I want to look at the view and watch the stars come out.”

He nodded. “I’ll get a blanket if you wish.”

“Maybe later, thanks.”

They drank in silence for a short while.

G-J kept his gaze fixed on the horizon. “So, how did your Jamaican adventure compare to the others?”

Sophie considered before answering. “Last night was good. I’ve never seen such a huge thing—even in porn films. It was definitely the biggest thing I’ve ever had inside me.”

“Yes, and you seemed to enjoy it.”

She laughed. “At first it was a little too uncomfortable, but as soon as my body had stretched it felt good.”

He looked at her. “You seem to be able to reach orgasm many times in a night.”

She giggled. “I think most women would have several orgasms with an eleven-inch cock ramming them for hours.”

“True. But I didn’t mean just last night. You also came several times with Lawan, and with the dancers in Vienna.”

Sophie nodded. “I suppose it’s true, and I should be grateful. I’d hate to be one of those women who come once then can’t manage to come again for hours.”

“It’s a sexy thing to watch.”

Sophie raised her eyebrows and smiled. “Maybe I was faking them.”

“Ha. Yes, you wouldn’t be the first woman to do that, I’m sure.”

Sophie shook her head. “I’ve never faked an orgasm in my life. If a guy makes me come, I let him know. If a guy doesn’t make me come, I don’t pretend he did.”

“Does that happen often?”

“No, not nowadays. But when I was younger, some boys were inexperienced and came much too quickly.”

G-J walked back to the patio. He left the ice bucket on the table and brought the bottle to the bench. He refilled their glasses then placed the bottle on the ground by his feet.

Sophie looked at him. “Which has been your favourite adventure so far?”

He seemed to give this proper thought. “I’m not sure. Vienna, possibly—I loved the costume. I also liked one particular expression on your face as you were bending over while being taken from behind.”

She wondered about him remembering a single expression from so far away, then a thought occurred. “Did you have that performance filmed?”

He nodded. “Yes. Everything you’ve done has been filmed.”

“Even Bangkok?”

“Yes. Cameras were hidden in the room before we checked in.”

“Wow, I’d love to watch them. Maybe we could watch them together?”

“Perhaps…”

Was there a camera in the bathroom, catching her spying while Lawan gave G-J a blowjob? A shiver ran down Sophie’s back, and he noticed.

“It’s getting cold, we should go inside.”

Sophie looked back at the view. The sun had disappeared but the sky was still tinged purple near the horizon. Overhead there were a million stars, but no moon.

He touched her elbow with his. “The view will be there all week. We’ll dress more appropriately tomorrow evening.”

Sophie nodded. There were goose bumps on her legs and arms.

Inside the villa was an open fireplace. G-J lit a fire and within a few minutes the smell of burning logs filled the room. There were two leather wing-backed armchairs, one either side of the fire. They looked like the sort of thing Sophie imagined installed in Gentlemen’s Clubs in London. She lowered herself onto one of the seats and sipped her champagne.

G-J added another couple of logs to the fire. “Are you hungry, yet? There’s some cold meats in the fridge, and fresh bread.”

“That would be lovely, thank you.”

While G-J was in the kitchen, Sophie looked around at the room. There were leather-bound books on the bookshelf and a plasma TV on one wall. She wondered how often he came here, and how many women had accompanied him. He returned in moments carrying a tray piled with beef, spiced chicken and ham, with thick slices of freshly-baked bread. He dragged a small table between their chairs and placed the tray on it, passing Sophie a plate.

Sophie chose some chicken and a piece of bread. “How long have you owned this place?”

I first stayed here in ’97. It was owned by a business colleague, and when he heard I was attending a meeting in Miami, he suggested I use it for a couple of days afterwards. As you can imagine, I liked it here. So I told him if that he ever decided to sell it, then I’d be interested.”

“And he sold it to you?”

A smile crossed his face. “A few years later, one of his attempted acquisitions faltered and he needed to raise some money quickly.”

“And?”

“And I came to the rescue, with a very good offer for this place.”

Something about his expression suggested there was something he wasn’t telling her. She didn’t feel comfortable enough to ask, but she wondered if this other man’s urgent need for money might have been something G-J had engineered to gain an advantage in his quest for this villa. Or maybe she’d been watching too much TV, because G-J had never shown himself to be ruthless in any way.

They spent another hour or so chatting about the Florida Keys, G-J telling her about Hemingway’s infamous adventures with his trips on his boat, which invariably involved fishing, drinking and fighting. The effect of the food and the fire made Sophie sleepy, even though it was quite early, and she couldn’t stifle a yawn.

“Let me show you to your room. It may only be eight-thirty, but you didn’t get much chance to sleep last night.”

Sophie nodded and followed him upstairs. Her room was as tasteful as the rest of the house, with a huge bed and a large window showing the star-studded sky.

G-J had carried her bag up. “There’s a bathroom through that door, and although your room’s not overlooked, you may want to close the curtains because the sun rises just after seven in the morning.”

Sophie shook her head. “No, I want to watch the stars.”

“Okay, but I’d keep the window closed. There are mosquitos here, but also very small biting insects which people cleverly call no-see-ums. They can cause unattractive small welts on your skin, which neither of us wants to see.”

“Okay, I’ll keep the window shut. Are you turning in now, too?”

“No, I have a few phone calls to make, and some reading to do. I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Night.”

After he left, Sophie went into the bathroom to use the toilet. There was a large shower which looked inviting, but she decided she was too tired now and instead brushed her teeth and cleansed her face. She slipped into bed wearing just her panties. The pillows were thick and incredibly comfortable, the sheets clean and cool against her skin. When she turned off the light, the night sky looked amazing through the large window. In her mind, she could see G-J sitting in one of the armchairs by the fire, a business report in one hand, a glass of malt in the other.

He’d looked different in his casual clothes—less detached, somehow. She slid her hand under the waistband of her panties and stroked her fingers either side of her clit. A shiver ran up her spine and she dipped her finger into her wetness. It would be easy to make herself come, but she decided to wait. She’d had a better plan.

Tomorrow she was going to see if she could tempt G-J into doing more than just watching her.

* * * *

Sophie awoke before sunrise. She showered and found a silk robe on a peg behind the bathroom door. Slipping the robe on, she wondered who’d worn it previously, and if it held any memories for G-J. Downstairs, she found him sitting at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee. He was wearing a pale blue polo shirt, stone coloured chinos and blue canvas deck shoes. No socks. This was without doubt the most casual she’d ever seen him.

He smiled and ran his eyes down her body in the robe, which was short enough to show a lot of leg. “Morning, Sophie. How did you sleep?”

“Very well, thank you. The bed’s wonderful.”

“Would you like some breakfast?”

“Not just now, thanks. I don’t suppose you have any tea?”

“Of course.”

She smiled as he made an expert English brew in a white teapot, then took the milk from the fridge and sat next to him at the table, rather than opposite him. She crossed her legs and dangled her bare foot. Her toes had been perfectly painted in readiness for her night with Earl. She smiled to herself when G-J kept glancing down.

Sophie poured her tea. “What are we going to do today?”

“I have nothing planned. As I said, I usually come here to unwind. I often come this time of year—a pre-Christmas rest. But if you wish, we can go into the city and see the sights.”

Sophie was surprised. “There’s a city here?”

He nodded. “It’s the southernmost city in the US, apart from the Hawaiian islands. But it’s relatively small, less than thirty thousand population.”

Although Sophie had loved seeing Vienna and Bangkok, she was more than happy to enjoy the view from the villa rather than go sightseeing. “I’d probably prefer to stay here and relax.”

“Good. I do have a few things I need to read, and I’ll have to make a few phone calls later, before the London office closes.”

She smiled and drank her tea, then poured herself a second cup. She had a sudden thought. “What time is it now?”

“Just before eight—”

“Shit. It’ll be lunchtime in the UK. I need to contact my boss.”

“You can use the landline, if you like.”

She smiled and shook her head. “It’s okay, I’ll email her from my phone. It won’t be a problem, but I wanted to do it first thing. I forgot about the time difference.”

As soon as she’d finished her second cup of tea, Sophie padded out of the kitchen and headed upstairs to her room. She checked her phone. No messages from Jim, but then she hadn’t sent him any, either, apart from announcing she was heading to the US. Opening up her email, she sent a quick message to her boss saying she’d managed to get a last minute deal for a short break in the sun, and would be taking the next few days off. She got a reply less than a minute later, and smiled. Her boss said she was jealous, and she hoped Sophie had a great time.

Sophie considered emailing Jim at work, but decided not to bother. No doubt he’d be spending time with his MILF, fishing for compliments on how young and virile he was.

She headed back downstairs and found an older Latino lady in the kitchen chatting to G-J.

“Sophie, this is Mariana. She’s kind enough to come over for an hour or so every day to look after me.”

When Mariana smiled, Sophie saw the woman had no front teeth at all.

G-J stood up. “Why don’t we go and sit on the patio while Mariana does her magic?”

Sophie followed him out and they sat at the table. The sky was blue, the sea a beautiful turquoise dotted with a hundred small white boats.

G-J leaned forward to whisper. “Mariana was part of the deal when I bought the house, but she’s an absolute godsend. She cleans, organises the groceries and prepares my meals for the day. I don’t know what I’d do without her.”

Sophie smiled. She would have expected him to have a beautiful young woman in short skirts and high heels doing his housekeeping, but maybe she was being unfair. A few minutes later, Mariana came out with a tray containing two large glasses of chilled orange juice and two plates of small circular things.

“Ah, thank you.” G-J smiled and the housekeeper flashed her gums in return before heading back to the house. “Pancakes, American-style. They’re not like what we call pancakes, but they’re pretty good with bacon and syrup.”

Sophie sipped the orange juice, which was so cold the glass was already covered in condensation. The pancakes smelled good and she ate two with bacon which wasn’t really like the bacon she was used to. Mariana collected their tray when they’d finished, and then she called to say goodbye soon afterwards.

G-J turned to Sophie. “I suggest we relax by the pool. I have a little reading to do, but you’re welcome to take a dip.”

Sophie liked the idea of a swim, partly because the day was getting hot, but mostly because it would be the perfect opportunity for her to tease G-J.

When G-J went in to get the papers he needed to read, Sophie walked to the edge and dipped her toe into the water; it was fairly cold. There were four loungers around the pool and Sophie walked over to the pair already facing the sun. She sat, tilted her face up, and closed her eyes for a moment, savouring the warmth.

G-J walked out carrying a large white canvas bag and a folder. Sophie took the bag and looked in to find a large towel, some tanning oil, and the sunglasses he’d bought for her in Jamaica. Sophie spread the towel on her lounger while G-J brought a large umbrella, angling it so he was in the shade and Sophie was in the sun.

He settled on his lounger and took out one of the papers from the folder, and a pen. As he read the first page, he added comments in the margin.

Sophie relaxed for a few minutes, then decided it was time to turn on the tease.

She turned towards him and pushed her sunglasses up into her hair. “I think I’ll have a swim. I’d prefer to avoid tan lines, so is it okay if I don’t wear a bikini top?”

He smiled. “We have complete privacy here. The only way people could see the pool area is by using a powerful telescope from a boat, or flying a drone overhead.”

Sophie stood and undid the robe belt. As it slipped off her shoulders, she was pleased to see his surprised expression. Sophie was completely naked under her robe. She walked slowly to the edge of the pool and stood on the side for a few seconds longer than was necessary, but she wanted him to get a good look at her backside. Sophie stretched, then dived into the water, the coldness a shock to her system. She opened her eyes and swam the short length of the pool underwater. At the shallow end, she stroked her hair back out of her eyes. When she turned, G-J was watching her. Her sex was just above the surface of the water, her pubic hair glistening in the sunshine. Her nipples were hard from the chill of the water, pointing slightly upwards on her pert boobs. She smiled and swam slowly towards him, doing breaststroke. At his end of the pool, she turned and did a few lengths of front crawl. She was a good swimmer and enjoyed the feel of the water on her naked body. It felt good to know G-J was watching her. Next she did a few lengths of backstroke, her breasts sitting proudly out of the water as she kicked her painted toes.

After five minutes in the pool she climbed out at the shallow end and walked back to her lounger. G-J didn’t bother pretending to read his paperwork, but looked admiringly at her body, which was covered in small droplets.

“How’s the water?”

“It’s lovely. Are you not coming in for a swim?”

“I usually wait until later in the day.”

She dropped the back of her lounger so it was flat, massaged some of the tanning oil into her legs, and then held up the bottle to G-J. “Would you put some of this on my back, please?”

He put down his paper and sat up, his feet on the floor between their loungers.

Sophie took up the exact same stance, facing away from him. His hands started to rub the oil on her shoulder blades. He moved higher, doing her shoulders and neck, his hands soft and gentle. Then he moved lower, massaging the oil into her waist and the small of her back. He didn’t go any lower to oil her buttocks.

“There you go.”

“Thanks.” Sophie stood and faced him, her sex level with his face, separated by the width of her lounger. Smiling, she rubbed oil between her hands and then smoothed it across her buttocks, massaging it in. “These don’t see the sun very often, so I don’t want to get burnt.”

He nodded. “Very wise.”

Sophie lay face down on her lounger and closed her eyes; the sun prickled her skin. G-J went back to his papers. For a while, the only sounds she could hear were the scratch of his pen as he made occasional notes, the turning of pages, and the occasional seagull’s cry.

After thirty minutes or so, Sophie sat up and looked around. There was a showerhead against a wall at the far side of the pool, so she walked over and rinsed off the oil before going back into the pool. This time she didn’t dive in, but stepped in at the shallow end and just frolicked in the water. She floated on her back and raised a leg straight up in the air, watching the water cascade down from her foot. She was sure G-J was watching her again.

She pushed up out of the pool, returned to her lounger and picked up the oil. G-J made rapid notes as she re-covered her legs, then she added more oil to her hands and started to massage it into her stomach. As she added yet more oil, she turned to look at G-J while she slowly massaged it into her breasts.

His mouth was curled up at the corners, obviously amused by her blatant teasing.

Sophie raised the back of her lounger and lay back, now at the same angle as him. She rested her hands on her stomach, oily and warm, then moved them down a little, combing her fingers through her pubic hair. The sun was warm on her skin, and she was incredibly horny.

She turned towards him, her sunglasses hiding her eyes. “I know you’ve watched people making me come many times, but would you like to watch me make myself come?”

“Do you want me to watch you masturbate?”

Sophie nodded.

“Very well.” He put the sheaf of papers on the ground and dropped his pen on top of them.

Sophie bent her knees and let her legs fall open, then moved her hand to her sex, tracing the tip of her middle finger through her folds. She licked her lips and sighed. She was already very aroused, her labia engorged and ultra-sensitive.

Dipping a single finger deep inside, she let out a quiet groan. This was actually only for G-J’s benefit; when she wanted to make herself come she didn’t usually put anything inside, but concentrated on her clit. She withdrew her finger and placed her second and third fingers either side of her clit. She rubbed gently, letting her head fall back and her mouth open. She rubbed a little faster, raised her hips slightly. She glanced at G-J from behind her sunglasses; his eyes were fixed on the fingers working her sex.

Tracing small circles around her clit, she moved her fingers faster and faster. Her knees jerked and her back arched. Neither was a conscious move on her part. She dropped her chin onto her chest and rubbed as quickly as she could. Her toes curled as the orgasm washed through her, a stifled groan escaping her lips. She kept her fingers moving in circles around her clit, but slower and with less pressure. She rode out the tremors and aftershocks, and saw her legs were trembling slightly. Her nipples were fully erect.

Sophie dropped her head back and pushed her sunglasses into her hair, taking a few steadying breaths. Glancing towards G-J, she was happy to see a bulge in his chinos. “How did that orgasm compare to the others you’ve witnessed?”

He laughed. “It was right up there with the best of them,”

She let him see her glance down to his erection before she looked into his eyes. “It’s nice to see I can have that sort of reaction.”

He held her gaze. “It’s nice for me, too.”

“Do you always get a hard-on from watching me?”

G-J nodded with a shrug and a slightly embarrassed smile. He seemed vulnerable for the first time since she’d known him.

“I saw you in Bangkok.”

He looked confused. “Sorry?”

“With Lawan. When I went for a shower, I forgot something and started to come back into the bedroom. But I saw Lawan on her knees, and I kind of froze.”

“Ah. So, the voyeur got watched, too.” He looked even more embarrassed.

Sophie decided to push a little harder. “I was a little upset.”

“Oh? Why?”

She shrugged. “I guess because Lawan had turned you on in a way that I couldn’t.”

He shook his head, frowning. “That’s not true. You’re the one I watch, not the people I hire to make love to you.”

“If that’s true, why didn’t you use my mouth for your release, rather than Lawan’s?”

G-J opened his eyes wide. He looked truly shocked. “Because that was never part of our arrangement. I knew you’d agreed because you enjoy sex and you’re happy being watched. But everyone I’ve arranged for you to have sex with has been young and attractive, like you are.”

“So you didn’t choose Lawan because you don’t find me attractive?”

“No, of course not. But for the record, I didn’t choose Lawan at all. As soon as you left for the shower it was she who took control. I was a little surprised when she undid my zip, but she’d seen my state of arousal after watching you both, and took matters into her own hands.”

“And mouth.” Sophie smiled broadly.

He nodded. “Yes, and her mouth.”

“What would you have done if it had been me who’d noticed your arousal?”

“I don’t think I would have done anything. We both know that watching you arouses me—that’s why we have these adventures. As you can see so clearly at this minute.”

She sat up and swung her legs off the lounger so she was facing him. “And what would you have done if I’d acted like Lawan?”

G-J swallowed, obviously uncomfortable. “I would have pointed out that when I asked you to come on these trips, it was never a condition that you would have to do anything with me.”

“But that’s not because you don’t find me attractive?”

“Of course not. You’re very beautiful, never more so than when you’re experiencing pleasure.”

“What if I wanted to experience pleasure with you?”

“I…”

Sophie dropped to her knees between the loungers and started to undo the buttons of his chinos.

“Sophie, you don’t have to do this.”

She looked up into his face while working on his buttons. “I know, but I want to.”

“What about your husband?”

“He knows I’m flying all over the world to have sex with other people. It turns him on.”

“But I’m twice your age.”

Sophie released his cock, which was rock hard. “Everything seems to be in working order.”

“Sophie, I—”

She bent over his lap and took his cock deep into her mouth.

He let out a long sigh.

She moved her tongue around the crown and gripped the base with her hand. For the first time since she’d known G-J, Sophie felt in control of the situation she was in. She looked up into his eyes and swirled her tongue round the bulbous head of his cock. His mouth was open, his breathing shallow.

Sophie eased his chinos down his thighs then took his cock back into her mouth, pumping the base of his shaft with one hand and cupping his balls in the other.

G-J pushed his hips up and let out another long sigh.

She drew her lips from his cock. “Do you want to come in my mouth, or do you want to fuck me?”

He was breathless and didn’t seem to know the answer, so Sophie deep-throated him again and squeezed his balls gently.

“Ah…”

She kissed the tip of his cock. “You need to decide if you want to come in my mouth, or if you want to fuck me.”

He blinked and took a deep breath. “I want to do both.”

“Good. I’ll make sure you do. Which do you want to do first?”

He was breathing heavily and she could feel his pulse beating in his cock.

Sophie made the decision for him; he could fuck her later, or tomorrow, but now she was going to make him come in her mouth. She used her hand to pump the base of his cock while she ran her tongue around and around the crown.

“Sophie, you’re going to… Ah…”

She saw his eyes close and his head fall back, and then her mouth was flooded as he came. She swallowed quickly, and another spurt erupted into her mouth, accompanied by a grunt from G-J. She gagged, surprised by the sheer volume he’d produced, but managed to swallow again.

G-J let out another groan. His hips seemed to be bucking involuntarily, and Sophie kept him in her mouth, licking round and round the sensitive glans until he finally became still.

She released him from her mouth and licked her lips. “So, how did that compare to Lawan?”

He laughed weakly.

Sophie went back to the pool, via the shower. The cold water felt good against her sex. She swam several lengths of the pool without looking up, finally stopping at the end closest to the loungers.

She propped her elbows on the side and smiled at G-J. “Don’t you fancy a swim?”

“As I said, I usually wait until later in the day.”

She saw he’d fastened his chinos and picked up his papers again. Pushing herself back into the water, she floated away from him on her back. Her breasts and pubic hair broke the surface of the water. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the sun on her body.

* * * *

They ate lunch in the shade of a cherry tree looking out over the bay. Sophie had put on clothes—a pair of shorts and a vest with no bra—and G-J still had on his polo shirt and chinos. Neither of them had anything on their feet.

He cleared his throat. “About Jim… How does he feel about your adventures with me?”

“He’s happy for me to enjoy myself.” Sophie wasn’t actually sure if that was still completely true.

“Do you tell him about what you do?”

“Yes.”

“And does he find it arousing?”

“Oh yes.”

“Does he make love to you as you describe what you’ve done?”

Her mind flashed back to the way Jim had fucked her mouth in the bath after hearing about Lawan, and how he’d pounded her from behind over the back of the sofa after they’d watched the film of Gunther fucking her in the steel frame. “Jim doesn’t make love to me nowadays. He fucks me, uses my body to get himself off.”

G-J frowned. “That can’t be healthy for a relationship.”

She shrugged. “I enjoy the rough sex, and I’m happy to play the slut for him. He likes it when I talk dirty.”

He was quiet for a few moments, chewing and looking thoughtful. “Will you tell him about what happens between us?”

She nodded. “Jim predicted it would happen. He won’t care.”

“Do you mean he won’t care, or he won’t mind?”

Sophie raised her eyebrows. “Is there a difference?”

“I would say yes, but I don’t know how your relationship works.”

They ate in silence for a few moments, then G-J had another question. “Does your husband see other women while you’re with me?”

She nodded. “He’s seen Sara a few times, and now seems to be spending a bit of time with a woman called Naomi.”

He nodded. “I know them. Does it bother you?”

“No, of course not. Sara’s my friend, and we’ve shared the same bed more than once.”

G-J smiled. “Ah, that sounds like a sight worth seeing.”

She laughed. “Yes, I’m sure you’d like that.”

“And Naomi? Does it bother you that he spends time with her?”

“Of course not—she’s in her forties.”

His eyebrows shot up and his mouth dropped open.

Sophie back-pedalled rapidly, remembering he was more than a little self-conscious about his age. “It’s different for men.”

“I’m not sure how.”

“Trust me, it is. Men age gracefully. They look good with a few wrinkles and grey hair. How many men do you know who dye their hair at the first sign of grey?”

G-J sipped his drink in silence.

“I think she’s probably so grateful to have a younger man servicing her, she tells him all the things his ego likes to hear.”

“That doesn’t sound like a healthy relationship, either.”

Sophie smiled. “I’m not so sure. He gets to be told how wonderful he is, and she gets a young stud giving it to her every night. Sounds like a win-win.”

G-J chuckled, but he shook his head. “I’ve known Naomi for a while, and I don’t think she’s the type who needs sympathy. She’s a very intelligent woman and very beautiful, no matter what age she is. I know many men who find her attractive.”

“Have you fucked her?” She wasn’t sure why this was important.

He laughed. “No, there’s never been anything physical between us, but I just think your appraisal of her sounds… slightly misinformed.”

Sophie didn’t intend spending her time in this villa thinking about Jim’s older squeeze. “Whatever he sees in her, I don’t care. I do what I want, and he can do the same. I’m having great sex with beautiful people in fabulous locations. Jim’s riding an old banger in Blackpool. If he’s content with that, that’s his business. I’m sure he has more fun with me when I reveal what I’ve been up to.”

G-J held her gaze for what seemed like a very long time. Eventually he broke off to swig his drink. “You know your husband better than I do, so I have to accept what you say is true.”

“Good.” She stripped off again, well aware of his eyes fixed on her bare breasts. “Now, I’m going to have another dip in the pool. And since it’s now the afternoon, I think you should get naked and maybe have a dip in me.”

She raised her eyebrows and held his gaze for a couple of seconds before turning and walking slowly to the edge of the pool and diving in. The water was much warmer than earlier, and she swam a couple of lengths of crawl with her face under the surface except for the occasional turn of her head for a gulp of air.

When she looked up, G-J was standing at the edge of the pool wearing only his shorts. She swam breaststroke slowly over to him, keeping her body below the surface. Sophie looked up at him. His shoulders were broad and his stomach was relatively flat. He had a smattering of grey hair on his chest. The skin around his hips looked a little saggy, and his legs were pale. He needed to get more sun.

Sophie tugged at his shorts. “I think you should get rid of those, and then sit down and dangle your feet in the water.”

He did as instructed, and she noticed his toenails were yellowing.

Sophie stood in the water, her head level with his groin. She leaned forward and took his cock into her mouth, and it began to swell again. Smiling into his eyes, she licked and sucked until he was fully hard.

She pulled her head back, cradling his cock in her hands. “Now slide into the pool and put this thing inside me.”

Sophie moved back and he dropped into the water, which was about four feet deep where they stood. She slid her body against his, enjoying the feeling of their wet bodies touching. Putting her back against the side of the pool, she guided his cock between her legs and raised herself up. She wrapped one leg around his waist as he entered her. It felt good, and she groaned.

G-J ran his hands over her body, stroking from her hips up her sides and around to her breasts. He toyed with her nipples and she started to rock herself on his cock. He moved his head forward and their lips met for the first time. Then he pushed harder into her and she moaned into his mouth, her hands pulling at his hips.

He pulled his head back and their eyes locked as he fucked her slowly.

Sophie opened her mouth and panted. “If you keep doing that you’re going to make me come.”

He smiled. “If I keep doing this, you won’t be the only one who comes.”

“Good. I want you to come inside me.”

He fucked her harder and she wrapped her other leg around his waist, linking her arms around his neck to support her weight.

“Oh, don’t stop doing that.”

His thrusts continued to bang her against the side of the pool.

“Yeah, keep doing exactly… Oh fuck, I’m coming.”

His eyes bore into her, and so did his cock.

“Oh god, it feels so—” Her orgasm hit and she screamed, scratched his shoulders and gripped her legs, pulling him deeper into her.

His eyes closed and his face creased, and she felt his cock pulse once, twice, and a third time. He was flooding her, and she rocked her hips and milked his cock. She wanted to satisfy him, desperate for him to enjoy fucking her more than he enjoyed watching her.

“Give it to me. Yeah, that’s it—shoot it all into me.”

They ground and rubbed against each other for another minute or so, and Sophie rubbed her clit against his pubic bone until she reached another climax.

She held onto his neck, put her mouth to his ear and whispered breathlessly. “I’m coming again. Push it in and hold it there.”

They clung together in the pool for a while longer and then climbed out and lay on the loungers. The sun soon dried their skin and then Sophie applied tanning oil into G-J’s chest, shoulders, stomach and legs. Then she put a little more oil in her hands and gently massaged it into his flaccid cock. She looked up and saw him watching her. She smiled. “Did you enjoy your swim?”

“Of course I did. Couldn’t you tell?”

She giggled “Well, it felt like you were enjoying yourself.”

“What about you?”

“I came twice. Wouldn’t you call that enjoying myself?”

He watched her massaging oil into her breasts, then looked up into her eyes. “Have you had sex in a swimming pool before?”

Her mind flashed back to her second date with Clive. “Yes.”

“Oh?” He seemed surprised.

She decided there was no point in not telling him about it. “I occasionally see a guy who has an indoor pool at his house. We’ve had sex in his pool.”

“Recently?”

She nodded. “A few months ago. I first met him when I was out with Sara. He was with two other men, and we all went back to his house and ended up having sex. We stayed in the lounge that night, but I went round on my own the following week, and we made love in his pool that day.”

“Ah.”

“I actually took a day off work and didn’t tell Jim about it.” She didn’t quite know why she was telling him this.

“Why not? I thought he enjoyed your adventures.”

“He does, but… I didn’t want to share that adventure for some reason.”

G-J frowned. “I’m not sure I understand—”

“Me neither. I’d already told him I’d had sex with the guy on the night out with Sara, so it wouldn’t have been a problem.”

“So why not tell him?”

“Because I wanted to keep that one just for me.” Sophie realised for the first time that keeping Clive a secret had been a small rebellion. She didn’t feel the need to replay all her adventures just so Jim could get his rocks off. She met G-J’s level gaze. His opinion seemed to matter a great deal, all of a sudden. “Does that sound selfish?”

“I don’t know. I think it sounds dangerous. Would he mind if he knew?”

“No, I don’t think so. But what I do with this other man isn’t for Jim’s benefit.”

He laughed. “Are you trying to convince me everything you’ve done on our trips has been solely for Jim’s benefit?”

She looked at him and smiled. “No, I’m not saying that. It was partly for your benefit, and for Jim’s, but also it was for my own. I’ve had some wonderful experiences.”

“Experiences—yes, I like that word. I like watching you have experiences.”

She laughed. “I’ve had some wonderful sex. I’ve been fucked, licked and fingered until my mind can’t even guess how many times I’ve been made to come.”

“And you do that just for me and your husband?” There was a teasing smile on his face.

“No, I do it for me. I love being fucked, licked and fingered. I love being made to come. But I get an extra kick out of doing it all while you watch, and I get to come again when I describe them to Jim and he uses my body. I’m having a better sex life than I could ever have dreamed of. Is that what you need to hear?”

“I don’t need to hear anything, I just want you to be honest with yourself.”

Sophie put her sunglasses on and lay back on the lounger. The sun warmed her body, and she felt cum oozing out of her. “I’m leaking your stuff onto the cushion.”

“Don’t worry about it, I’ll buy another cushion.”

She smiled. “Maybe you can give me some more to leak out onto your sheets later.”

“Would you like that?”

She nodded. “Yeah. Do you think you can manage to pump more of your stuff into me?”

“I can try, but if I fail there are a number of men I can call to help me out. There’s the man who does the garden, or the man who cleans the pool, or the man who does odd jobs around the place.”

Sophie pressed her breasts together and bucked her hips suggestively. “Ooh, now you’re making me horny again.”

He laughed. “Unbelievable.”

She lay back and enjoyed the warmth of the sun.

She must have slept, because when she opened her eyes the sun had moved through the sky and G-J was dressed, sitting under the cherry tree, reading paperwork. She stood and showered off the oil, then dried herself and walked over to his table. Her vest and shorts were still on a chair. She pulled them on.

He looked up and smiled. “Are you hungry?”

“Not really. But I could use a drink. I’ll grab a beer from the fridge. Do you want anything while I’m there?”

“I’m fine, thanks.” He nodded at a tumbler of amber liquid on the table.

Sophie went to the kitchen and helped herself to a bottle of Bud, then sat at the table with G-J for a while, watching him reading his papers.

“So, do you ever get time to switch off from work?”

He looked up and smiled. “Just reading these is switching off, believe me.”

“What are they?”

“We’re putting together a bid for a rival company. We know they’re struggling, and we’d like to purchase one of their subsidiaries. My lawyers have drawn up a proposal, and I’m just checking the details and making suggestions.”

“Will it make you even richer?”

He laughed. “Not in the short term. I’ll be paying out almost three million, but if we can finish the deal in the next few weeks, then that will all come out of this year’s profit, and will deduct one point two million from the sum I have to give the taxman. And in the next couple of years, I expect it to be making a healthy profit for me. So to answer your question, yes, this will make me even richer.”

“Wow.”

G-J dropped the papers onto the table. “I know, it’s boring. Why don’t you go for a shower and put on a pretty dress, and we can go out for a drive and call at a nice little place for dinner?”

Twenty minutes later she was ready in a short, pale blue dress and heeled white sandals. The sun had given her skin a healthy glow, boosted by the healthy sheen from her moisturising oil. G-J was waiting for her on the patio in a clean polo shirt, a tailored pair of khaki shorts, and leather sandals.

They drove slowly through palm-lined streets and out onto a quieter road to a bar overlooking a bay and harbour. They sat at an outside table and watched the myriad of boats moving through the blue-green waters.

Sophie noticed a lot of the people at the other tables kept glancing at them. “You seem to be attracting a lot of attention from the locals.”

He laughed, looking down at the expanse of her thighs on show as she sat cross-legged. “I doubt it’s me they’re looking at.”

“I don’t know. You look rather fetching in your shorts.”

“Hmm. I suspect they’re wondering if the beautiful lady is out with her father.”

She leaned her head on his shoulder. “They wouldn’t think I was your daughter if they knew you’d abused me in two different holes earlier today.”

“You are unbelievable.”

She flashed her eyes at him. “That’s what all my lovers say.”

“I’m sure they do.” He shook his head, smiling.

They had a second drink and Sophie decided to raise something that had been on her mind for a while. “Do you remember me telling you earlier about when me and Sara went back with the three men?”

He looked suddenly more interested. “Of course I do.”

“Well, something happened that night which I was going to ask you about.”

He picked up his drink and took a sip, watching her over the rim of his glass. “Do tell.”

Sophie felt a tingling between her legs. She leaned over the table until their faces were just inches apart. “I saw Sara doing something that night that I’ve never done.”

“Oh? What was that?”

“While I was having sex with man one, Sara had sex with men two and three.”

“And?”

Sophie dropped her voice even further. “Sara had the men at the same time, one from the front and one from the back.”

“Ah, I see.” G-J exhaled hard and sipped his drink.

Sophie nodded. “She seemed to have a lot of fun in that position, and I was wondering… if you’d thought about arranging for me to experience something like that on one of our trips?”

His eyes opened wide and he sat back. “Would you want me to?”

She grinned. “I’m always open to new experiences.”

“Is anal sex something you enjoy?”

She stalled, wondering if she should try and bluff her way through, but the expression on his face made it clear he’d picked up on her hesitation. She swallowed. “I’ve never actually done it. But I saw Sara’s reaction to it, and I want to try it.”

He nodded. “I’m sure you do.”

“Have you tried it?”

He laughed and tilted his head to one side. “I’m an old man who’s been married four times. I’ve tried everything.”

“Good.”

“Is it? Why?”

“Because tonight I want you to show me.” She pulled his head closer and put her lips to his ear. “I want to know what it’s like, and I want it to be you who shows me.”

He stared into her eyes, his expression serious. But he didn’t speak.

“Would you do that for me?”

“Are you sure you wouldn’t prefer to learn such things with your husband?”

Sophie thought about what Sara had told her. “No. I want it to be you.”

His expression softened and he smiled. “If that’s what you want, of course I will.”

“Good. And then I’d like to experience two men at once. Maybe tomorrow I could have your gardener and pool cleaner while you watch us.”

He laughed so loud that other patrons looked over at them. “No, I think I’ll keep my menial staff oblivious to what I do in my private life.”

“Oh well, another time then.”

“Count on it.”

She smiled, her thighs now sticking together where her juices had seeped out.

They finished their drinks and drove down the hill until they came to the restaurant by the side of the harbour. It was busy and they hadn’t made a reservation, but they were shown to a table near the back.

G-J looked at her. “The first time we met for lunch was at a seafood restaurant in London. Do you remember?”

She nodded.

“That day, I thought about this place. I wondered if I’d ever bring you here.”

“Really? And did you also think about doing what we did in your pool this afternoon?”

“No.” He looked shocked. “I really never imagined that you and I would become physical.”

“I find that surprising.”

“Why?” He looked puzzled.

“I would’ve thought it was human nature. If there’s something you enjoy watching, surely you’d want to touch it at some time?”

He shrugged. “Wanting and expecting are two different things. I’m a rich man, and I can get what I want from many sources. When I asked you to join me for our trips, it was never my intention to involve myself in what you experienced.”

“Do you regret what happened today?”

“Of course not.”

The waitress arrived with their drinks and a couple of menus.

Sophie thought about what G-J had just said. When the waitress left, she leaned closer. “So, when you say you can get what you want elsewhere, do you mean prostitutes?”

“Sorry?”

“A few moments ago you said—”

“I have friends.” He chuckled. “Like the one I met in Vienna, before you ask.”

“Did you…?”

“Yes, I had sex with her.”

Sophie smiled at his mock-stern tone and picked up the menu. “Good. Now, what do you recommend I eat, now that I’m finally here?”

He laughed. “Shall I order for us both?”

“Yes please.”

* * * *

It was dark as they headed back to the villa. The roof of the car was down and Sophie lay back in her seat, marvelling at the sky. When they arrived, they took a drink out to the bench overlooking the sea and G-J brought out a couple of blankets. They sat side by side, one blanket draped over their knees and the other around their shoulders.

Sophie glanced back at the villa, the pool illuminated from below the surface by lights set into the pool side. “It’s absolutely beautiful here.”

“Yes, it is. Perhaps you’d like to bring your husband? You can use the place whenever you wish.”

Surprised, she turned to face him. “Thank you. That’s very kind.” For a reason she couldn’t explain, her immediate thought was to bring Clive instead of Jim.

They drank and stared at the view for a further hour or so, chatting occasionally about trivial things, but mostly sitting in silence. Sophie yawned, and G-J checked his watch.

“Are you tired?”

She laughed. “A little, but I don’t know why. I’ve spent most of the day lying down.”

“The sun can do that. And we’ve not yet gotten used to being on local time.”

“That could be it.” She didn’t want to just head upstairs, because she needed to know which bed to go to. There was a knot of anticipation and excitement in her stomach, but she tried to hide it.

“If you’re too tired, we can wait for what you—”

“No. I’m not too tired, and I don’t want to wait.” She worried her eagerness made her sound a little too desperate.

He slowly stood up and folded the blankets, then led her back inside. After locking the door, he led her upstairs and to his own room. The bed was huge. Sophie stood in the middle of the room and watched his face.

“Take your clothes off, Sophie.”

She slowly stripped. First her dress, then her shoes, bra, and finally her thong. She stood perfectly still while he gazed at her body. Hopefully her all-over tan looked less pink in the subdued lighting. G-J removed his own clothes, showing a semi-hard cock, took her hand and led her to the bed, pulling back the sheet.

Sophie got onto the bed and stared at him. She was actually quite nervous.

Sliding in beside her, her took her hand and kissed it gently. She remembered him doing exactly the same thing in the bar in Vienna only a couple of months earlier. It seemed like a lifetime ago.

“Lie back.” His voice was soft.

Sophie lowered herself onto the pillows, which felt amazingly soft and plush. She wondered if she should roll over onto her tummy to give him easier access.

Lowering his head, he took one of her nipples into his mouth and sucked it gently, making her sigh. He placed a hand on her stomach and began tracing his fingertips over her soft skin. After a couple of minutes he moved his mouth to her other breast, spending time stimulating the other nipple while he continued stroking her stomach.

Sophie let out a low groan and raised her hips slightly by clenching her buttocks.

He raised his head and looked down into her eyes. “Do you still want to try…?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. The first thing you need to do is relax.”

“Okay.”

“We’re going to take our time. I’m going to spend a while just giving your body the attention it deserves.”

She smiled. “I like the sound of that.”

“We’ll start off small, with just a finger. Then we’ll move on to two fingers, maybe three. But it’ll take time.”

Sophie nodded, wondering how many women he’d already done this to. When he moved down the bed, she closed her eyes and tried to relax. She felt his fingers move down from her stomach into her pubic hair, then lower still to her sex. He slid them between her wet folds, gently stroking and probing. His lips closed around her clit, making her groan. He slid a single finger into her sex and sucked her clit, but only for a brief few seconds.

Sophie felt him move on the bed and looked down. There was a small plastic tube in his hands; lube. He placed it on the cover next to a condom wrapper.

His head lowered back to her sex, and his tongue moved slowly along her slit. She felt his finger, slick and cold, at the rosebud of her anus. Sophie closed her eyes and tried to relax, but it was difficult; there was a knot in her stomach which wouldn’t go away.

He concentrated his tongue movements around her clit, and she groaned again. The pressure of his finger increased and it slipped inside her anus. It felt nice, but the tongue on her clit felt better. She pushed her hips forward onto the tongue, and he pushed his finger a little deeper into her back passage.

Sophie came with a grunt. Her muscles tightened and his finger pushed even deeper. His lips hummed on her clit, sending electric shocks through her. She cried out and pushed his head away with her hands, unable to stand contact because she was too sensitive.

Her breathing slowed as she came back down, and she realised his finger was no longer in her backside. Sophie glanced down and saw G-J smiling up at her.

“I know for a fact you’ll be able to come again.”

She laughed, her heart still pounding loud in her ears. “I might.”

Over the next twenty minutes G-J licked and kissed her back to the edge of a second orgasm. He’d added more lube and now had two fingers inserted deeply in her back passage. Sophie was bucking her hips, sending his fingers deeper with each downward movement.

The second orgasm hit and she cried out again. He pounded her with his fingers and she twisted and squirmed and rocked on them, her cries filling the room. Finally her hips stilled and she opened her eyes. She looked down and saw her body was covered in a layer of sweat, her chest rising and falling with her breaths, her legs shaking slightly.

G-J got off the bed. “Okay, kneel on the bed and face the bedhead.”

She did as instructed and turned to look at him over her shoulder.

He ripped the condom foil and rolled the rubber down onto his cock. Then he added a liberal dollop of lube gel onto the end of his cock and spread it around the dome. He squeezed another large bead of lube onto his finger and spread it around her anus.

He climbed onto the bed behind her. “Sophie, I’m going to get myself into position, but I’m not going to move. What you need to do is to push yourself back onto me. Go as slowly as you want, and don’t worry if you don’t manage to get me all the way inside. You’re in control of how much you take, okay?”

She nodded, and felt the tip of his cock slide between her ass cheeks. He placed it at the opening and then rested one hand on her hips. She presumed his other hand was holding his cock straight out. She took a deep breath and pushed herself slowly backwards.

She felt herself opening up, wider than she’d expected. It was uncomfortable. She pushed back a little harder and was opened wider still. It was getting painful so she started to breathe like mothers in labour, with short puffs. She was just about to take a break when she felt the head of his cock slip inside her. The pain lessened, and she experienced a strange, intense fullness that wasn’t actually very pleasant. But she was determined to do this. She wanted to conquer it.

Slowly, she pushed herself back a little further. She felt a lump in her throat, as if her stomach was being pushed upwards through her body, which obviously wasn’t the case. She forced herself to relax, and the discomfort eased. She started to rock herself back and forwards on his cock, the sensation no longer hurting.

Her breathing was ragged. She licked her lips, sighed. She was doing it, she was actually doing it, even though she wasn’t feeling the pleasure yet. “Okay, I’m ready for you to move.”

G-J put both hands on her hips. “Does it feel okay?”

She dropped her head down and breathed through her mouth. “Yeah, it feels good.” Not actually true. “Fuck me.”

He gripped her hips and started to move with slow, shallow thrusts.

Sophie gritted her teeth and pushed her body back to meet his thrusts. “Yeah, like that. Fuck me.”

He did as she asked, and her discomfort subsided as he slid slowly in and out of her. His fingers gripped into her hips and he banged her a little harder, but he was still being gentle, and not going in too deep.

“If you want to come again, you’ll probably have to touch yourself.”

She could hear his breathing had become more laboured and guessed he might be getting close to his own release.

“Play with your clit, Sophie.”

She did as he said, moving her fingers on either side of it. She felt his balls slapping against her fingers; he was all the way inside her now.

He let out a grunt and she knew he was coming. She moved her fingers quickly and managed to make herself come immediately. Both of them cried out, and he pushed hard and she felt a stab of pain deep inside. She dropped her head to the pillow, her eyes watered and her feet kicked up and down on the mattress. Then he pulled back and slipped out of her with a wet plop.

She heard him roll the condom off and then he entered her sex in a single plunge. She cried out in surprise. He fucked her hard, pounding her from behind and crushing her head against the headboard.

“Ah…” He sounded in pain, his breathless groan barely louder than a whisper.

She didn’t know if he was coming again, or having a heart attack. She worked her fingers on her clit, desperate to come again, but his cock was softening, and no matter how much she chased it, the final orgasm evaded her.

They both slowed their movements and Sophie lowered herself onto the mattress, exhausted. He rolled off her and lay next to her. His breathing was ragged, his face ashen.

She began to worry. “Are you all right?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Twenty years ago, I could come twice nearly every time I had sex. I usually withdrew for the first one, and then went back inside and would come again.”

She watched him lick his lips.

“I haven’t been able to do that for a long time, but I did it tonight.”

She leaned close and kissed him on his cheek. “Was it nice?”

When he smiled it emphasised the wrinkles on his face. “It was better than nice.” He blinked his eyes, as if still surprised. “What about you? Did you enjoy your first try at anal sex?”

She thought about it. The act had turned her on, but it had been the thought of what she was doing rather than the feelings she experienced that had made it feel good. “It wasn’t like I expected.”

He looked into her eyes. “Compare it to when you lost your virginity. Did you enjoy intercourse the first time?”

Sophie shook her head. “No, it was a big disappointment.”

He nodded. “It’ll get better, but it’s never going to be as pleasurable as intercourse. Some women can come from anal, but most need some other kind of stimulation to achieve orgasm.”

“Well, my intention is to have another cock inside me while I do it. I want to feel what Sara had.”

He laughed. “You’re unbelievable.”

She slid her arm around his waist. “I’m glad you think so.”

They lay in silence for a few moments, then he took a breath. “I’m afraid we’ll have to go home sooner than I’d planned.”

“Oh?” She was disappointed, but tried not to show it.

“I’d hoped to stay for a few days, but something needs sorting and I’ll have to be in the office on Thursday.”

Today was Monday. “So, when do we leave?”

“I’ve booked a flight for Wednesday afternoon. It’s not ideal, because we’ll arrive in the early hours of Thursday morning, UK time. So we’ll have to drive back to Miami on Wednesday morning.”

She smiled. “So we’ll have all day tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

“And tomorrow night…”

He laughed. “Sophie, you have to remember I’m an old man.”

“Oh, I’ll try and be gentle.”

They lay together for a few more moments, then he got out of bed and disposed of the condom. They took a shower, washing each other gently. Her backside was a little tender.

When they came out of the bathroom G-J glanced at the sheets of his bed. There were several wet patches. “I think we should sleep in your bed tonight.”

Sophie nodded and they walked naked to the other bedroom, where they both fell asleep within a matter of minutes.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Fifteen

Jim had stayed at Naomi’s house for six consecutive nights, and he’d been as happy as he could ever remember. He’d driven straight there from work in the evenings, and even when Naomi had been at the pub, he’d still got a thrill from walking into her house. She’d worked Tuesday and Wednesday evenings, and on both nights he’d gone to the pub for the last couple of hours of her shift; just being in her presence cheered him up.

They’d slept together every night, though hadn’t always made love. Both seemed happy simply being together. During the evenings when Naomi hadn’t been working, they’d cuddled and watched TV, chatting like a regular couple. He was amazed how comfortable he felt when they were together.

Jim was at work on Thursday morning when he got a phone call. He saw from the caller ID that it was Sophie’s mobile. He tried to hide his disappointment as he picked up.

“Ah, so you’re not in hospital then.” Her voice sounded playful.

“Sorry?”

“When I got home last night and you weren’t here, I was worried that you’d been involved in an accident.”

“You’re home? I thought you’d phone to tell me when you were planning on coming home. Or at least let me know where you were.” His voice had grown a little colder.

“I’m sorry, but I couldn’t get a signal.”

Jim was sure she was lying, but he couldn’t be bothered to argue. “So, are you at work now?”

“No, I’ve taken the day off. We landed at three this morning, so I’ve only just woke up.”

Checking his watch, he saw it was almost eleven. “Right. I’ll see you later.”

“Okay. If you want to come home for lunch, I can make you something. Or I could just fuck your brains out while I describe what it felt like to have an eleven-inch cock ramming into me.”

His cock twitched, and he was annoyed at himself. “I don’t think I’ll be able to get away. We have a meeting that starts at one.”

“That’s okay, it’ll wait until tonight. I’ll have a lazy day, maybe a bath before you come home.”

He frowned. Something about her voice when she’d said ‘home’ seemed to be loaded, somehow. Maybe he was imagining it. “Well, I’ll try and leave here a little earlier if I can.”

“Good.” She gave a husky giggle which turned him on, and he hated his own weakness. He had no doubt whatsoever that she’d get what she wanted from him later.

Jim ended the call and phoned Naomi immediately.

“Hello, you.”

He smiled at the sound of her voice, but hesitated before speaking.

“She’s coming home, isn’t she?” There was a hint of resignation in her tone.

“She’s already there. She landed at three this morning and got home to an empty house.”

“Oh. Was she mad?”

“She has no right to be mad, considering what she’s been doing.”

“No, I suppose not.”

“I’m sorry, Naomi.” He was sorrier than he dared admit.

“Don’t be silly. I know you’re married, and these extra few days were a lovely bonus.”

He listened to her voice, imagined her expression as she tried to sound positive to ease his guilt. “I’ve left some clothes—”

“I’ll wash and iron them for you. I’ll even find a space for them in one of the wardrobes.”

He smiled broadly. “Thanks. I’ll phone and we can meet up in the next few days.”

“That’d be great, but Sophie’s been away for a week. Maybe you should spend some time with her.”

His stomach went cold. Was she dumping him? “Naomi?”

“It’s okay, Jim. I know how things work. Just enjoy yourself and don’t worry about me. Call me next week, okay?”

What she was actually saying was: spend a few days getting off on your wife’s infidelities, then come back to me. Naomi’s tolerance just made his self-loathing stronger.

“I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll miss you too, love.” Her voice was warm, intimate and soft.

He ached at the thought of not seeing her. He ended the call and took a deep breath. Then he returned to preparing his presentation for the meeting.

* * * *

When Jim walked in through their back door, he could smell dinner cooking in the oven. As he walked through to the living room, Sophie got up from one of the sofas. She looked amazing. She was barefoot, wearing a short denim skirt and white blouse, her hair piled on top of her head and held in place with a large clasp. But the most striking thing was her skin; she had an amazing tan.

“Wow, looks like you’ve been in the sun.”

She smiled and walked towards him. He could smell her perfume. She hugged him, kissed him on the cheek. “I’ve been to the Caribbean and the Gulf of Mexico, and it was really sunny in both places.”

He nodded and held her gaze for a second. His cock twitched and he despised his weakness, the sway she held over him.

“I’ve made a chicken casserole. Are you hungry now?”

He shook his head. “Not particularly…”

She smiled knowingly and rubbed his cock through the material of his trousers. “Good.”

Despite his intentions to resist, Jim’s cock hardened under her touch. He took a deep breath.

She smiled. “Are we going to fuck in here, or shall I take you to bed?”

He looked into her eyes, his stomach tightening with anger and lust. “Where do you want to get fucked?”

She looked round at the sofa behind her. “Here’s fine.” She walked to the window overlooking the front garden and closed the curtains. Then she slowly walked the length of the room and closed the curtains of the patio doors overlooking their back garden. She stopped in front of him and began to unbutton her blouse, her eyes fixed on his.

His throat was dry. “So, tell me about your big black man.”

She slid her blouse off her shoulders, her bare breasts standing proud without a bra.

He saw they were as tanned as the rest of her body and knew she hadn’t worn a bikini top while she sunbathed.

She smiled at his expression; she’d obviously worked out what he was thinking. “It was a private villa, so there was no need to wear a swimming costume.”

He nodded, watched her skirt as she let it slip down her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties, and there were no tan-line there, either. She’d sunbathed nude.

Now completely naked, she stepped back and sat on the sofa. She spread her legs and ran her hand over her sex. “I’m sure this has shrunk back to its usual size if you want to try it for snugness.”

Jim began undoing his shirt buttons. “How did it feel to have it stretched?”

She pushed a finger inside herself and fluttered her eyes. “It felt uncomfortable and painful.” She smiled. “But only at first.”

He dropped his shirt on the floor and kicked off his shoes. “How long for?”

Sophie inserted a second finger. “A couple of minutes, until I got accustomed to the girth.”

“And after that?”

She smiled as she fingered herself. “After that it felt amazing.”

As he pushed his trousers and shorts down his thighs his cock sprang out, rock hard and slightly wet. But it was nothing like eleven inches long. “Did he push it all the way in?”

She held his eye. “Oh yes.”

He stepped out of his trousers and walked to stand immediately in front of her. She leaned forward and ran her tongue over the tip of his cock. Jim gripped her hair and pushed his cock into her mouth. He shuddered at the warm softness. She removed her hand from her sex and wanked his cock, making him groan. But then she released him from her mouth and stood up next to him, her hand still gripping his cock.

She nodded at the sofa. “Sit down there.”

Jim did as instructed and she straddled him, guiding his cock inside her as she lowered herself down.

She let out a sigh then opened her eyes. “How does that feel?”

“It feels good.”

She nodded. “Yeah, it does.”

“Not too small?”

She smiled, shook her head.

He held her hips; her skin was warm to the touch.

She closed her eyes and moved on him slowly. “The first time I fucked Earl was in this position.”

“Earl? Was that his name?”

She nodded, kept moving on his cock.

“What did he look like?”

“His skin was really dark, and he had a shaved head. He was big. Taller than you, and really broad across the chest.”

“How old?”

“Hard to tell. Older than us. Maybe late thirties.”

“What about his body?”

She smiled. “He was big and powerful, but it looked natural. He didn’t look all chiselled and pumped up, just a big guy. Big hands, thick neck, thick arms and thighs…”

“Thick cock.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Amazingly thick cock.”

“But you managed to sit on him like this?”

“It was his suggestion. He told me to lower myself onto him as far as I wanted to.”

“And how far did you want to?”

She laughed. “I wanted to get him bollock-deep inside me, but I didn’t manage to do that the first time.”

“Why not?”

“Partly because it hurt, and partly because he came before I could adjust to his size.”

“He came too soon?” Jim couldn’t help smirking.

She saw his expression and looked slightly annoyed. “He came when I did. He said my contractions brought him off, which I was pleased to hear.”

Jim pushed up abruptly, hoping to hurt her. “So it was you who came too soon.”

She nodded. “I suppose it was. But his cock was touching me in places I’d never been touched—not even by Gunther. And I came hard…”

Jim felt a tingling sensation deep inside his stomach. “I may not last much longer.”

She stared into his eyes. “The second time, I lay on the bed and he fucked me missionary-style. His cock slid all the way in and I could feel his huge balls slapping against my arse. I’d never felt so filled.”

He stared at her face, trying to hold off shooting his load. “Where was G-J?”

“Watching from the couch next to the bed with another guy.”

“There was another guy there watching?”

“G-J was with two other people, a man and a woman. The guy filmed me from next to the bed, the woman stood and filmed us from between my legs.”

Jim’s balls felt incredibly heavy. “How long did he fuck you for?”

“That time was about twenty minutes. He fucked me slowly, gently, and I came three times. At the end he withdrew and came all over my tits, which I assume G-J had requested. He’d told Lawan to do the same.”

Jim was imagining the scene, the big black cock unloading thick globs of cum all over his wife’s petite body. “Sophie, I’m going to come.”

She smiled. “That’s okay.”

He gripped her waist and pumped his hips beneath her. Then he let go and dropped his head back, flooding her. Spasm after spasm pulsed through him, and each time he felt another spurt gush from him.

Sophie groaned and he felt her clench around him as she came. Her eyes were closed and her lips drawn back over her teeth.

He watched her pleasure with a strange sense of detachment, as if she were experiencing it with someone else. All the familiar physical signs had been there—the sighs, the groans, the hip rolls and clenches to milk him dry. But he didn’t get any feeling of closeness between them. It was as if they’d shared a vehicle to get to same place, rather than making the journey together. Perhaps it was just post-orgasmic regret as the chemicals in his brain changed, the feel-good hormones dissipating as soon as he’d achieved his release.

Sophie opened her eyes and smiled at him. “Hmm, how was that?”

He smiled but didn’t answer.

“I think we should eat, let you get your strength back.”

They got dressed and went into the kitchen. Jim got two beers from the fridge and Sophie took the casserole out of the oven. They sat at the kitchen table and ate in relative silence.

Jim was curious about what she’d said earlier. “Did the people filming you give any instructions, like a director in a porn film?”

She shook her head while she finished her mouthful. “No. I think they were under orders to just capture what happened. G-J admitted later that he’s had everything filmed, every time I’ve been away with him.”

“Really?”

“I knew Hamburg had been filmed, obviously—but not the others. The ballet one would have been easy, because I was on a stage under a spotlight and the rest of the theatre was in darkness. For Bangkok, he’d had cameras hidden in the hotel room before we arrived. I suppose he could have done the same for London, or maybe he watched through a camera with a zoom lens, and not a telescope like he’d claimed.”

Jim thought about it. The perverted voyeur inside his head wanted to ask if there was a chance he could see the film of her night with Lawan.

“So, had Earl finished with you by then?”

She smiled and picked up her beer bottle. “Oh no. He had me four times.”

Jim watched her face, imagined her writhing in pleasure as the huge cock ploughed into her over and over. “Tell me about it, then.”

“After the second time, we sat around drinking. The couple with the cameras smoked some weed and me, G-J and Earl drank some rum. Then we started again, and the third time was my favourite.”

“Why?”

“It started slow and sexy, then it got hot and dirty, and it lasted for a long time. I couldn’t tell you how many times I came.”

There was a tightness in his chest. “Were you on the bed again?”

“We started there, moved to the floor and ended up with me bent over the table.”

“Tell me what you can remember.”

She put her bottle down and pushed her chair back. “Take me to bed and I will.”

They left dinner unfinished and headed upstairs. They stripped quickly and got into the bed. They lay on their sides, facing each other. Sophie immediately took his cock in her hand and started stroking it.

“The third time started off like the first. I sat on top for a while and rode him, then he got on top and fucked me nice and slow until I came. I can’t remember exactly how it happened, but I was sitting back on top then decided to suck him. He liked that, so I’d suck him for a minute or so and then climb back onto his cock and ride him. Then I’d suck him again. I came while I was riding him, then tried to make him come with my mouth, but I couldn’t.”

Jim’s cock was hard again, and she pulled him on top of her, guiding him inside.

She held his buttocks and placed her mouth next to his ear. “Then he made me kneel on the floor so he could fuck me doggy-style. In that position it felt like his cock was sliding right up into my stomach. I’d never felt anything like it.”

Jim’s eyes were closed tight. They’d done this very thing many times in the past; Sophie describing her sex with someone else, and him getting off on it.

“He fucked me hard, slamming his huge thing into me, and I came again. But he was pushing into me so hard that I kept scooting along the floor. So he picked me up and bent me over a big wooden table, spread my legs and fucked me there. It went on for a long time before he came inside me.”

With his eyes closed tight, Jim moved slowly in and out of her.

Sophie scratched her nails down his sides. “I’m going to come soon.”

He opened his eyes and stared into her face. He was breathless, but not ready to come yet. “Tell me about the fourth time.”

She smiled. “That was a middle-of-the-night thing. The camera-couple had gone and we were all chilled out. I’d fallen asleep with Earl on the bed, but G-J was still awake, drinking on the couch. He only sleeps for about four hours a night. I woke up and Earl was playing with my tits.”

“Did G-J see you?”

“Of course he did. There was no sheet to cover us and he was smiling from his chair. We were lying spoons, and Earl fed himself in from behind. It was slow and sensual, but considering he’d already shot his load three times, he came relatively quickly.”

“Inside you again?”

She nodded, then gave a sharp gasp. “Jim, I’m…”

He felt her spasm, and pushed himself deeper. “Do you want me to come over you?”

“Don’t you dare pull out of me yet…”

Pushing deeper still, he raised his hands and pinched both her nipples, making her squeal. She arched her back and dug her nails painfully into his shoulders. Jim banged hard and came inside her. They groaned and writhed together until both were fully spent. Then they rolled apart, both panting.

They lay in silence for a few minutes before Sophie excused herself and went to the bathroom.

Jim got up, put on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt and went back downstairs. Sophie joined him a few minutes later wearing the denim skirt and white blouse.

She smiled. “Want another beer?”

“Yeah, thanks.”

She handed him the bottle and sat on the opposite sofa. “Sara said she’d called at the weekend.”

He tensed. “Yes, she did. I assume you’d told her to drop round to try and pacify me after deciding to go to the States for a few days.”

She looked surprised, but then smiled and nodded. “I thought it’d be a nice surprise for—”

“It wasn’t. Lisa was here at the time.”

Sophie’s eyes opened wide. “It really was Lisa?”

He frowned. “Why? Did Sara say I was with some woman who I tried to pass off as your sister?”

Her face hardened. “And just what exactly were the two of you doing?”

Jim was taken aback. “Standing in the living room, with me struggling to explain why I didn’t know where you were.”

“That’s not what I heard.”

“Oh? And just what did Sara tell you?”

“I can’t believe you’d do anything with—”

“Nothing happened. Nothing was ever going to happ—”

“You’ve always fancied Lisa.” There was venom in her voice.

“What? Have I fu—”

Her eyes narrowed. “You were gutted when she married Scott.”

“That was because the bloke was a total twat. But nobody else bothered to look through the slimy façade he put up.”

“So how did you do it? Did you tell her you were lonely?”

“Sophie, get a fucking grip! What are you thinking? Lisa called in to see us because she’d been to see a friend of hers. I was caught off guard and couldn’t explain your absence. I had to admit I didn’t know where you were, or when you’d be back. She thought you’d left me.”

Sophie glared at him, but he got the impression she was beginning to believe him.

He took a breath and tried calming down. “I told her you were taking a short trip with a friend. Then Sara walked in through the back door liked she lived here—dressed like a hooker—and Lisa put two and two together. She now knows we have the open relationship thing. Sara as good as told her.”

“So you weren’t half-dressed?”

“Of course not! Lisa still had her coat on—she arrived a few minutes before Sara got here.”

“Jim, I’m—”

“Fucking stupid? Because that’s how you’re acting. Why would you believe Sara before you believe me?”

“She’s my friend and—”

“I’m your husband, although the way we’re acting you wouldn’t know it. I feel more like your fucking pimp.”

“That’s not—”

“That’s how it is.”

Sophie looked bewildered. “But why would Sara make that up?”

“Because she’s a bitch. Because I told her I’d prefer a cup of coffee. Because I didn’t lust after her the way Billy lusted after you that morning.” He ran his fingers through his hair. “Or maybe she’s just bitter because you’re fucking people all over the world and she can’t get anyone to make her feel special.”

“I know you tried to make her feel special in the multi-storey carpark a few times.”

Jim stared at her, open-mouthed. He didn’t bother to deny it. “That was…”

She shrugged. “I’m not bothered about it. It’s up to you what you do. You can have sex in carparks and sleep with old women, it doesn’t bother me.”

Jim bristled at her comment about Naomi. “She’s not an old woman.”

Sophie smiled humourlessly.

Jim sat back on his sofa. “So, who did you fuck in Florida?”

She looked startled. “What?”

“Was there another man lined up in Florida, or were you really just having a break?”

“No, it was just the two of us.”

Jim watched her face, saw something in her expression. “You fucked G-J.”

Now it was Sophie’s turn to stare open-mouthed. “Jim…”

“Was this the first time, or have you been screwing him all along?”

“No I haven’t. I would have told you if I was. For Christ’s sake, Jim, I tell you everything I do.”

Jim stared at her, unsure of how he felt about the revelation. He’d suspected it all along, so the fact it was confirmed hardly seemed to matter. “Well, I suppose he’s been patient. Or were all the other people used as foreplay?”

She shook her head. “He never expected anything to happen. He told me when he’d asked about going on these trips, his sole intention was to be only a voyeur.”

“You can’t believe that.”

“Actually, I do.” She sat forward, took a deep breath. “I instigated me and G-J becoming intimate. He was really shocked when I suggested it.”

Jim frowned. “Why? He obviously finds you attractive; why else would he want to watch men fuck you?”

“Yes, he finds me attractive. But he’d never imagined the attraction would be returned. He pointed out that everyone he’d arranged for me to have sex with had been young and good-looking. He didn’t see himself as the type of guy I’d fancy.”

He laughed. “Sophie—no offence, but you’ll fuck anything with a pulse and a hard-on. I mean, you never even saw the guy you fucked in London.”

She nodded, now looking serious. “Yeah, I suppose that’s true. But G-J said fucking him had never been part of our arrangement, and I shouldn’t feel obliged to do it. He pointed out that he’s a rich man who’s happy to pay women to do whatever he wants.”

Jim picked up his beer and sipped it silently for a few seconds.

“Well?” Sophie had a smirk on her face.

“Well what?”

She shook her head and picked up the remote. “Nothing.” She switched on the TV.

“What is it?”

She smiled at him. “We both know you’re dying to ask me to describe what happened, but it’ll wait.”

* * * *

The following morning Sophie left for work while Jim was in the shower. He dressed and went downstairs, ate some cereal and checked his phone; no messages from Naomi. He wondered how she’d slept, if she’d lain in bed imagining him and Sophie fucking like rabbits while discussing the Jamaican adventure.

He missed her, and hated himself for his inability to resist Sophie.

At work, Jim’s boss called him and Patrick into his office. Apparently the two of them were going to be working on a project together, and they’d have to attend a meeting with the client that afternoon.

They travelled to the client’s offices in Jim’s car and made small talk on the way.

“So, is the knee fully healed now?”

Patrick bent it a couple of times, as if testing it out. “It’s fine for walking and stuff, but I won’t be able to do any sports for a while. Ryan wants us to go skiing in March, so I’m going to the gym three times a week to try and build up the muscles around it before then.”

Jim nodded, surprised that Patrick had felt comfortable enough to talk about his boyfriend.

“I liked the woman you were with in town. She seems like a lot of fun.”

Jim glanced at him, laughed. “Yeah, she is fun. But then, that’s what fuck-buddies are for.”

Patrick laughed. “I’m assuming Sophie knows about her?”

“Yeah. We have this weird relationship where we don’t really care who the other sees.”

“That sounds like a lot of relationships I’ve had in the past. But with Ryan, we just keep to ourselves.”

Jim nodded. “That’s probably wise. If I’m honest, I’m not sure that what me and Sophie are doing is a good idea.”

Patrick shrugged. “You have to try these things, get it out of your system.”

Jim nodded, thought about what his colleague had said. Then they started discussing the client they were about to meet, and what information they needed to get from the meeting.

* * * *

Jim was home a little later than usual because he and Patrick got held up in traffic after their meeting, but Sophie still wasn’t back yet. He wondered if she’d felt obliged to work a little later to try and catch up after Florida, or if she’d decided to go somewhere for a quickie. He didn’t really care either way.

Jim changed into a pair of jogging bottoms and t-shirt then started to make dinner. Sophie arrived just after six-fifteen, about an hour later than usual. Jim smiled a greeting but didn’t mention the time.

“Sorry I’m late. I had to catch up with something before I could leave.”

Jim nodded. “No problem. Are you ready to eat now?”

She nodded. “I’ll just get changed.”

As Sophie headed upstairs, Jim added beansprouts to the wok and heated them for just a minute; he hated them soggy. He was sitting at the kitchen table eating when Sophie returned wearing black leggings and one of his t-shirts; obviously she wasn’t trying to seduce him tonight.

Jim was determined to keep things light and civil. “How was your day?”

“It was okay. One of my reports came back for an amendment while I was off, and Darren had tried to do it but messed up the formatting.”

“Darren?”

“We went to his barbeque a while back.”

“Oh yeah, I remember him. And he’d fucked it up?”

She shook her head, smiling. “It wasn’t his fault. Something had corrupted the file, and it took a bit of sorting, that’s all.”

“Oh.”

They ate in an awkward silence for a few moments, then Sophie looked up. “Are you in or out tonight?”

Jim paused. He’d no plans to go out later, but if Sophie was going out he’d go and see Naomi. “I’m not sure. Why, are you?”

Sophie put down her fork. “I don’t want to cause another argument, but someone’s invited me round for a few drinks.”

He shrugged. “That’s fine.”

“You don’t mind?”

“Nope. But if you’re going to be drinking, you probably shouldn’t drive.”

She nodded. “Yeah, maybe I’ll get a taxi back.”

“Why not just stay the night at Clive’s? I’m sure he’ll be impressed with your all-over tan.”

Sophie stared open-mouthed at him. “How did…?”

“An educated guess.”

She frowned. “How long have you known?”

“Since you first told me about fucking him and his friends on your night out with Sara.”

“But—”

He sighed. “Shortly after that night you were home from work before me, all dressed up. Your underwear smelt of chlorine, which suggested you’d been for a swim. Clive is the only person you’ve mentioned that has his own swimming pool.”

“You smelt my underwear?” Her expression was more one of surprise than disgust.

Jim certainly wasn’t about to admit he’d masturbated into the cum-caked pair she’d worn the night she’d fucked Clive and his friends. “It was more a case of noticing the smell when I did the laundry.”

“Oh.” She wouldn’t look at him.

“I just didn’t understand why you kept it private. I thought you enjoyed telling me about what you get up to.”

She shrugged, shook her head. “I don’t know why I didn’t tell you. It’s not like you’d mind, right?”

Jim laughed. “Why should I?”

Sophie smiled awkwardly. “I don’t know…”

“If you want to go see Clive, go.”

She nodded. “Will you see Naomi?”

Jim held her gaze. “She’s probably working, but I’ll go anyway.”

“Will you fuck her?” There was no malice in her voice.

“Probably. Will you fuck Clive?”

“Jim…what do you want me to say?”

“Nothing. You’ve kept whatever you do with Clive to yourself all this time, so I think you should probably keep it that way.”

Sophie stared at him in silence for a few seconds, then stood up. “I should go and get ready.”

Jim nodded. As soon as she’d left the kitchen he sent Naomi a text asking if she was working tonight.

She replied instantly with a two-word message and a sad-face emoji: Started already.

He typed: Want company later?

His phoned beeped: How much later?

Jim smiled as he typed his next message: I can be there in half an hour and stay ‘til tomorrow.

Her reply made him feel warm all over. There were several smiley-face emoji, and also some hearts, along with the words Yes please!

Jim made his way upstairs and walked into the bedroom to find Sophie half-dressed. She looked surprised to see him. She had on a pair of white hold-up stockings with a lacy white bra and matching thong. She looked really sexy, the whiteness of her underwear making her tanned body look fabulous.

Sophie saw his wide-eyed expression and sighed, an embarrassed frown on her face. “I was hoping to have my dress on before you saw me.”

“You can wear whatever you want, it’s your body.” Jim remembered that she’d worn stockings on the night she’d first met Clive. Maybe the guy had a fetish about them.

She picked a dark blue dress from her wardrobe and slipped it on, then stepped into dark blue shoes and checked her reflection in the mirror.

Jim stripped off his t-shirt and joggers and put on a pair of grey jeans and a shirt he knew Naomi liked.

He looked at Sophie’s reflected face in the mirror as he sat on the bed tying his shoelaces. “So, is it just the two of you tonight?”

She was applying her lipstick so couldn’t reply for a few seconds. “No, he’s having a few friends round.”

“Will you be fucking them as well?” He kept his voice casual and smiled to show he wasn’t asking a serious question—even though he actually was.

Sophie turned and raised her eyebrows. “Who knows? I’ll see how horny I feel after a few glasses of champagne.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I’m sure you will.” He put a change of clothes into his kitbag and walked downstairs.

Jim was standing in the living room when Sophie joined him a few minutes later. His eyes swept down her body. “You look amazing.” He felt a sadness he couldn’t explain, an almost nostalgic feeling for what they used to have.

“Thank you.” Sophie looked a little sad, too.

He turned and picked up his bag.

“Jim?”

“Hmm?”

“I won’t go if you don’t want me to.”

He shook his head and smiled. “It’s okay, Soph. We both know it’s what you want to do.”

She looked down at her feet, then back into his eyes. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about Clive.”

“It doesn’t matter. I knew anyway.”

She nodded. “Right, I’ll see you tomorrow then?”

He nodded. “Yeah. Have fun.”

* * * *

It took Jim twenty-five minutes to get to the pub; the Friday-evening traffic was much worse than he’d been expecting. Naomi was serving a couple of girls when he walked through the door.

She flashed him a smile as he approached the bar, making his stomach flutter. “Hello you.”

“Hi.”

She leaned over the bar and they kissed. This was something they’d never done while she’d been working, and it made him feel good.

“This is a nice surprise, has she worn you out already?”

Jim was stunned into silence.

“Oh God, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.” She bit her lip, smiling.

“I, er…” He laughed. “I’m not sure how to respond to that.”

Naomi smiled. “Tell me you’ll have loads of energy for me later.”

He laughed. “Count on it.”

“Good. Corona?”

He nodded and took out his wallet. “Sophie’s seeing one of her men for a drink. I suggested she spend the night there.”

She handed him his beer and watched his face. “Are you okay?”

Touching his hand against hers on the bottle, he nodded. “I am now.”

They held eye contact for a couple of seconds, then someone shouted out a drink order. Naomi smiled and walked to serve the guy.

Jim spent the evening at the bar chatting to a few of the regulars he’d got to know over the last few weeks, and Naomi would join the conversations during her quieter spells. As midnight approached, the last of the drinkers left and the landlord sent all the bar staff home, saying he’d finish the clearing away.

Jim followed Naomi home in his car as he’d done many times. They locked up their cars and Jim used his own key to open her front door. Naomi smiled as she closed the door behind them. She reached up on her tiptoes and kissed his mouth.

“I’m so glad you’re here.”

Slipping his arms around her waist, he pulled her close and kissed the top of her head. “Me too.”

“Want a drink, or a coffee or anything?”

He nodded, smiling. “The anything sounds good…”

She laughed and held his hand, leading him upstairs. In her bedroom they kissed again, and as he started to undo her blouse she pulled back as if she’d just remembered something.

“Are you going to G-J’s Christmas Party?”

“What?” This was the first Jim had heard about it, but that wasn’t what was bothering him.

“Anthony texted me earlier today, he’d just received our invite.”

Jim shook his head. “I’ve heard nothing about it.”

Naomi started to undo his shirt. “I thought I could maybe give you a treat and put on a show for you, let you watch me riding someone else…”

Jim pulled back suddenly. “What? Why would I want to see that?”

She wiggled her body, trying to cajole him. “I thought it’d turn you on. I know you’re a voyeur at heart.”

“No, I don’t want to see that.” His words came out in a rush. The idea just turned him cold.

“Oh.” The playfulness disappeared from her eyes and she lowered her head. “No, I’m not as sexy as Sophie.”

“What? Sophie’s got nothing to do with it.”

Naomi looked confused. “I didn’t say she had.”

“And she isn’t sexier than you are. That’s not why I—” Jim had a sudden thought. “Wait… Are you saying that you want to have sex with someone else at the party?”

She paused, looked uncertain. “It’s not that I want to, but I thought you might like—”

“I don’t want you to go to G-J’s party.”

Naomi stared at him, a surprised look on her face. “Oh. Right, I’ll tell Anthony I can’t go…”

Jim nodded, relieved. “Thank you.”

She looked down, started to remove her own blouse. Her eyes had watered and she looked dejected.

He bent down so that he could look up into her face. “Naomi, what’s wrong?”

She shrugged, shook her head and smiled with a sadness in her eyes. “Oh, maybe I’m just a bit upset that you don’t find the idea of watching me as much of a turn-on as watching certain other younger women.” A tear spilled down onto her cheek and she wiped it away with the back of her hand.

Jim was confused. “Why would you think you don’t turn me on? You’ve seen the effect you have on me.”

She sighed, exasperated. “It doesn’t matter. I’m not going, so you can watch whoever you want to.”

“What? Naomi, I think we’re on different wavelengths here.”

She looked up into his eyes, her blouse hanging open.

He took a step towards her, stopped a yard away. “I don’t want you to go to the party because I hate the idea of you being with anyone else.” He watched her face for signs that she understood. She nodded, but still looked bewildered. Jim cleared his throat. “And I won’t be going to the party either, because I don’t want to be with anyone else.”

Her eyes widened. “You’re not going—?”

“Naomi, I… I…” He shook his head, turned away and swallowed the lump in his throat. Looking back at her, he tried again. “You’re the only woman I want to be with.”

She smiled, wiped her cheeks with her sleeve. “That’s not true. How did you spend last night?”

“That was different. To me, sex with Sophie is little more than having a wet wank. We just use each other to get off—there’s no feeling in it from either of us.”

“She’s your wife, Jim. You can’t say that you—”

“I don’t feel it with her like I do when I’m with you. I don’t love her…”

Naomi stared at him with big wet eyes. Her mouth was open, though she seemed to be holding her breath.

“I just don’t love her anymore.” Jim swallowed, sighed. “Naomi, I’m in love with you.”

She was crying softly. “Jim, I’m nearly fifty-years—”

“I don’t care how old you are. You’re the only woman I want to be with.” He stepped close, rubbed her shoulders.

“Jim, you can’t really want a future with someone like...” She gave a shy half-smile, as if she didn’t quite believe what he was telling her.

His heart soared and he wrapped her in his arms, lifted her off her feet and carried her to the bed. They kissed and undressed each other in a frenzy. As soon as she was naked he entered her, his jeans hanging from one leg, his socks still on.

Naomi cried out and locked her legs around his, her feet pulling into the backs of his thighs.

He pushed her head back, kissed her neck. She dragged her nails across his back, an exquisite pain that made him drive deeper into her.

“Oh Jim…”

He bit her shoulder, making her cry out again. She dug her nails into his back again, then raised her head and sank her teeth into his chest. He groaned and pushed into her harder.

“Oh Jim, I’m…”

His hands slid all over her body, stroking her sides, breasts, hips and thighs.

“I’m coming. I’m—” She started sobbing and pulling him deeper.

He felt the grasp of her orgasm and pushed himself through it, going deeper and deeper. His brain registered the delicious dissolving sensation in the base of his stomach which signalled the start of his own climax.

He leaned up on his arms and watched her face, which was calm now, her orgasm passed.

She smiled up at him. “I want you to come now.”

“I’m working on it.” He was breathless.

“Well work harder.”

He smiled and kept his thrusts slow and deep.

She placed her hands on either side of his head, watching his face. “Come in me. I love you, Jim, and I want you to come inside me.”

He kept his eyes open and held his body perfectly still. His breath caught in his throat and his cock pulsed its load deep into Naomi’s warm tunnel.

She must have felt him coming. In response, she moaned, clenching and rocking herself below him. “Ooh…”

He inhaled and closed his eyes, enjoying the sensations still rippling through his lower body.”

“Oh Jim. Oh…”

Naomi came for a second time, and Jim started thrusting again, his cock still inside her but in danger of being squeezed out by her contractions. He ground his pubic bone against her, making her cry and shudder and scratch him again. He didn’t mind, he just wanted to make her feel the way he felt.

They eventually became still, their breathing ragged. After a minute or so Jim rolled off and shrugged off the rest of his clothes. They snuggled beneath the sheet, Naomi’s head in the crook of his arm.

“Jim?”

“Hmm?” He turned his head, kissed her hair.

“What are we going to do?”

“We’re going to fall asleep like this. Then as soon as I wake up tomorrow I’m going to make love to you again.”

He felt her smile against his chest. “That sounds nice.”

“Well, I hope it will be. Because after that I’m going to go and tell Sophie that I don’t want to be with her anymore.”

“Are you sure it’s what you want?”

He nodded. “Yeah, I’m sure. I think I’ve been trying to fool myself for too long, enjoying the sex and ignoring the lack of a relationship.”

“How do you think she’ll react?”

He thought about it and shrugged. “I don’t think it’ll be a total surprise. And I don’t think it’ll break her heart, either.”

“What do you mean?”

“I think whatever love she used to have for me isn’t there now. Whatever it is we share now is a physical thing.”

“Are you happy?” She sounded scared, insecure.

He kissed her hair again. “Yes, very happy.”

“Will you still be happy when we wake up tomorrow…?

“Mmm. I’ll be even happier, because I’ll know I’m about to ravish your body again.”

“I wouldn’t want you to say stuff just to make me feel good if you didn’t mean it.”

He turned on his side and looked at her. “I’d never do that. I mean every word, you must know that from the way I touch you, the way I am when I’m with you.”

She nodded, smiled. “I’m sorry, I just can’t believe you’d want me. Sophie’s beautiful, and—”

“Shh.” He kissed her on the forehead, then on her nose. “You’re beautiful. Don’t ever forget that, okay?”

Naomi smiled and nodded. “Okay.”

Jim had a thought. “When is it?”

“Sorry?”

“The party. When did Anthony say it was?”

“It’s a couple of weeks before Christmas. Why?”

“Let’s book a holiday, somewhere warm. We can go away for the whole week.”

She leaned up on one elbow. “Really?”

He nodded, imagining Naomi with a tan. “Yeah.”

“I’d really enjoy that.” She kissed his cheek, then snuggled back against his chest.

Jim turned the light off and smiled to himself in the dark. He listened to Naomi’s breathing become even, kissed her hair while she slept. He was still smiling when he finally fell asleep.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Sixteen

Sophie sat on Clive’s couch next to Sandra, a very attractive Spanish lady of about forty. Clive stood near the fireplace chatting to Sandra’s husband and another man. The rest of the guests had left around midnight.

Sophie sipped from her glass of Prosecco. “How long have you been in the UK?”

Sandra shook her hair back from her face. “Almost twelve years. We met when Marcus attended a conference in Barcelona and I was working as the events manager. We had a long-distance relationship for about a year before he proposed.”

Sophie thought Sandra had the most amazing eyes she’d ever seen, a vivid emerald-green. “Does Marcus work in corporate law, too?”

“He actually specialises in patent law.”

“Ah, right.” Sophie knew all about patents from her own regulatory job.

“Sophie, can I ask you a personal question?”

Sophie looked directly into Sandra’s beautiful eyes. “Certainly.”

“You’re wearing a wedding ring, but I know you’re not married to Clive.”

Sophie smiled. “I’m sleeping with Clive, but I’m married to somebody else.”

Sandra bit her lip. “Do you… only sleep with Clive? Or do you sleep with other people as well?”

Sophie felt a sudden wetness between her legs. She narrowed her eyes and leaned closer. “Are you propositioning me?”

The Spanish woman raised her eyebrows slightly. “Would it be a problem if I was?”

“Not at all.”

“You enjoy women as well?” Sandra seemed pleasantly surprised.

Sophie licked her lips and leaned closer. “Yes, and I’m sure I’d enjoy you.”

“Hmm.” Sandra took a sip of her drink. “Would you be available for a trip to Spain over New Year?”

Sophie hesitated, thinking that Jim wouldn’t be very happy about it. “Possibly. Why, what do you have in mind?”

“We have a villa in Andalucía where we often spend the holidays. The weather’s not great at this time of year, but it’s a wonderful place to relax. Perhaps you and Clive could come over and join us for a few days?”

Sophie’s heart beat a little faster in her chest. “Yes, I think I’d enjoy that very much.”

Sandra leaned close so her mouth was next to Sophie’s ear. “Marcus said earlier that he’d love to get you into bed, but I told him I’d have to have you first.”

“Do you two often share partners?”

Sandra smiled and shook her head. “I share many things, but never secrets. What other people do with me stays a secret.”

“Will you be expecting to sleep with Clive?” It seemed a silly question, but Sophie wanted to know exactly what Sandra had in mind.

Sandra took another sip of her drink, her eyes alive with amusement.

Sophie suddenly knew for certain that Sandra and Clive had already enjoyed each other. “Ah, I see. So… are you really going to make me wait until Spain?”

A puzzled look crossed Sandra’s face. “What are you suggesting?”

“I’m suggesting I give you a tour of the new Jacuzzi area. And a tour of me.”

“Jacuzzis are not ideal for sex between two women. I’d want to taste you. Why not take me to bed first, then we can go in the Jacuzzi later?” Sandra raised her brows and Sophie barely had time to nod before Sandra stood, holding her hand out. She called over to the men. “Clive, I’m going to take Sophie to bed for a little while. If you three want to wait for us in the Jacuzzi, we’ll probably both be ready for something hard inside us later.”

Sophie stared open-mouthed at Sandra as the older woman led her from the room by the hand. She giggled as they made their way upstairs. “I can’t believe you just said that.”

“I have no intention of creeping around in the dark, hiding from people. And I don’t know about you, but I always like to finish a sex session with a good, hard fuck.”

They reached the bedroom and Sophie closed the door behind them.

Sandra walked to the other side of the room and then turned and looked at Sophie. “Take off your dress.”

Sophie was a little surprised; she’d expected petting and stroking, then the two of them slowly undressing each other. She reached behind and, using both hands, managed to pull the zipper all the way down to the small of her back. She pushed the straps from her shoulders and the dress dropped all the way to the floor.

Sandra let out a quiet gasp when she saw Sophie’s underwear. “Oh my, you look fabulous.”

“Thank you. Now, I’d like you to take your dress off as well.”

Sandra smiled. She was wearing a wrap-around floral dress and no nylons. She undid the knot in the tied waistband and the dress fell open, revealing a black pair of lace French knickers and no bra. Her breasts were small with dark brown nipples. She slipped the dress off and let it fall behind her.

The two women slowly walked towards each other, eyes locked. Sophie felt Sandra’s nipples press against her boobs through the material of her bra. They were eye-to-eye, exactly the same height in their respective shoes.

Sophie leaned forward and kissed Sandra. Her lips were warm and tasted of gin. Both women kept their eyes open for the kiss, which lasted for a minute or so. During this time, neither laid a hand on the other, their only contact the meeting of their lips and the gentle pressure of their breasts touching.

Sandra broke the kiss and smiled. “Lie on the bed, Sophie.”

She did as instructed.

Sandra reached down and slipped off Sophie’s shoes. “I’m sure men like to fuck you with these on, but I don’t want your heels scratching my back.” She stepped out of her own shoes and climbed onto the bed next to Sophie’s legs.

Sophie watched Sandra’s eyes take in her tanned body. “Men also like to fuck me in my stockings, but you can take them off me if you like.”

Sandra ran a finger up her thigh, going from the nylon to flesh. “No, I’m going to leave those on. But this…” She stroked Sophie’s bra, then her thong, “and this… They can go.” 

Sophie raised her hips and pushed her thong down. Then she sat forward and removed her bra. Lying back on the bed, she let Sandra feast her eyes.

“Are you naturally this colour?” Sandra had obviously been fooled by the lack of tan-lines.

“No, I sunbathe naked.”

“Ooh, maybe you’ll have to join us in Andalucía during the summer holidays, too.”

Sophie smiled. “That would be lovely. Now, lose your underwear and push that beautiful cunt of yours onto my face.”

Sandra’s eyes widened for a split second, but then she complied. She smiled down at Sophie as she straddled her chest. “Like this?”

“Yes, that’s perfect.” Sophie raised her head and slipped her tongue between Sandra’s folds, instantly settling on her clit.

The other woman let out a moan, then lowered herself onto Sophie’s face and began rocking her hips. Sandra kept control of the pressure, riding Sophie’s tongue. Sophie lifted her arms and started massaging Sandra’s buttocks. The woman had a lovely figure, athletic and firm. Suddenly Sandra gripped Sophie’s hair and ground herself down onto her face, smearing her juices over her nose and cheeks.

Sophie heard her grunt and felt a warm trickle on her tongue.

Sandra looked down with a smile, her green eyes sparkling like emeralds. “One to me.”

Sophie stroked her hands along the soft thighs beside her face. “I think we can do better than that.” She gripped Sandra’s buttocks and pushed her face up into her crotch again.

The other woman let out a startled cry, but Sophie already had her engorged clit between her lips and was sucking, holding her in place with firm hands on her backside. She hummed, tonguing and sucking relentlessly at the nub in her mouth.

Sandra wailed, cried out something in Spanish and then started thrusting her hips, bearing down on Sophie’s mouth. She came again, the gush of her squirt stronger than before. Sophie’s face was drenched. A lot of men had come on her face, but this was the first time a woman had. Anja would be proud.

“Oh god, now I’m two to your zero.” Sandra was breathing heavily. She rolled onto the bed beside Sophie. “You must think me very selfish.”

Sophie shook her head, feeling very pleased with herself. “I don’t mind being three behind if you want more.”

“No, I think I need to repay you first.” Sandra leaned over and licked her own juices from all around Sophie’s mouth.

Sophie closed her eyes as the other woman’s tongue moved from her chin down her neck. She let out a deep sigh when Sandra’s lips encircled her nipple. Light fingers traced lines all over Sophie’s flat stomach, making her sigh, then Sandra moved her mouth to the other breast and let her fingers trace lower. She combed through Sophie’s neat little bush before slipping a single finger between the already-sopping outer lips of her sex. Sophie felt her breathing hitch.

“Hmm, I see you’re ready for me.”

“I’m a slut. I’m always ready.”

Sandra gently bit Sophie’s nipple. “Marcus is going to love you—he’s especially fond of sluts.”

“Good, he can fuck me later. But like you told him earlier, you have to have me first.”

Sandra laughed. “That’s right, I do.” She lowered her face between Sophie’s legs and pushed her tongue deep into her hole.

Sophie arched her back and let out a groan. Then her legs were pushed open and Sandra’s mouth seized her clit. She groaned again. Fingers stroked delicately all around her cunt, the tongue moving rhythmically over and over her clit. Her legs began to tremble and her buttocks clenched. The fingers pushed inside her, but not very deep. The tongue never altered its rhythm, slowly stroking her most sensitive part, which felt like the nerve-centre of her entire body. The fingers pushed deeper.

Sophie tumbled into freefall. She tensed and flailed, screamed and jack-knifed. She saw starbursts behind her eye-lids. In a frenzy of reflex reactions, her body oozed and shuddered, contracted and relaxed over and over.

As she lay still, breathless and spent, Sophie realised Sandra was no longer touching her. She opened her eyes and raised her head. The other woman was sitting back on her haunches between Sophie’s feet.

“I thought I’d lost you there for a minute.”

Sophie laughed. “Yeah, for a minute I was definitely somewhere else.”

Sandra stroked her leg. “So it’s now one to you, two to me.”

“No, it’s not. I came at least twice that I remember. And when I was up in the clouds I may well have come again.”

Crawling up the bed and over her, Sandra leaned close and kissed Sophie on the mouth, very gently. “You’re definitely going to have to come to Spain. There is no way that I can allow this to be a one-time thing.”

Sophie smiled and nodded. “I promise.”

“Good. Now, I believe we’ve left the men waiting for long enough. Are you ready to get fucked?”

Sophie laughed. “What did I tell you earlier? I’m a slut—I’m always ready.”

The women got up and stood looking around at their clothes. Sandra shrugged. “It’s probably not worth us getting dressed.”

Sophie looked down at herself. Her stockings were twisted and wrinkled, and there was a small ladder in the left one. “I’m going to take these off.”

When the two women got downstairs the living room was empty. They made their way to the Jacuzzi. Music was playing, and Sandra cocked her head to listen. “Ah, Peter Gabriel. Marcus knows his music turns me on.”

Sophie paused at the door. “Who’s the other man, and what’s his name? I feel like I should at least know his name if I’m about to fuck him.”

Sandra smiled. “He’s another lawyer who used to work with Marcus and Clive, but was head-hunted by another firm. His name’s Russell and he’ll probably keep trying to put it up your backside.”

Sophie’s mind flashed back to Key West in G-J’s bed, and then the night spent here at Clive’s a few months ago, when she’d watched Sara being double-penetrated. “If he plays his cards right, I might just let him.”

As Sandra’s eyes widened slightly, Sophie leaned close to whisper in her ear. “Don’t look so surprised, I’ve already told you what I am.”

The women held hands and walked to the side of the hot-tub. The men stopped talking and turned towards them, staring at their naked bodies. The only light came from the bulbs fitted into the side of the tub, casting a blue hue over the entire room. Sandra and Sophie stepped into the bubbling water and stood in the centre, looking at the men.

Sophie pursed her lips, a thrill tightening her stomach. “Okay, who wants to be first?”

Marcus leaned forward and pulled her onto his lap. His hands roamed freely over her breasts and stomach, then swiftly made their way between her legs. Opening her thighs for him, Sophie slid her hand beneath the surface and gripped his cock. He was already hard. She turned to face away from him then lowered herself down, guiding him inside her. His hands cupped her breasts and she leaned back against his chest, eyes closed, riding his cock.

When Sophie opened her eyes, she saw Sandra bent at the waist, her hands resting on the rim of the tub, while Russell fucked her from behind. Sandra turned her head, her eyes half-closed and her mouth open.

Finally Clive joined in, standing in front of Sophie and presenting his cock to her lips. Watching his eyes, she leaned forward and took him deep into her mouth. For a few brief moments she was lost in a blue cloud of pleasure; the water bubbled and foamed around her, wet slick bodies moved against her skin, and two rigid cocks occupied her body.

“Hey guys, I have a better idea.” Sandra was now sitting on the bench of the Jacuzzi, holding Russell’s cock in her hand.

Clive turned to look at Sandra, but didn’t pull his cock out of Sophie’s mouth. “Oh? And what’s that?”

“I think all three of you should give Sophie the attention she deserves.” Sandra raised her eyebrows. “She’s only being satisfied in two places at the moment.”

Sophie released Clive’s cock from her mouth and stared at Sandra, shocked at her new friend’s suggestion. But she was also turned on.

Marcus pinched Sophie’s nipples and pulled her back down onto his cock. “Would you like that, Sophie? Can you take three men at once?”

Sophie opened her eyes wide and leaned back against his chest. She looked at Sandra, Russell and then Clive. She remembered Jim taunting her a few weeks earlier: You’re not the gangbang queen you think you are.

She smiled. “Well, I like the idea. Can I take three guys at once?” She stroked a single finger down Clive’s erect cock which was inches from her face. “I won’t know until I try.”

Sandra smiled. “Exquisito!”

Clive looked into Sophie’s eyes for a split second, then smiled. “Okay, but we can’t do it in here.”

Sandra pointed over at two plastic loungers facing the swimming pool. “How about there?”

The five of them got out of the tub and Clive opened a cupboard, taking out clean fluffy white towels and passing them around. Then he disappeared into his house, followed by Sandra. Sophie wondered if the two of them were going to have sex, but Sandra returned almost immediately with her phone in her hand. Clive came back a few seconds later carrying a small plastic bottle of lube.

A thrill ran through Sophie as she realised she was about to fulfil her fantasy of being double-penetrated, but she was apprehensive. Remembering G-J’s constant mantra saying she had to relax, Sophie tried to do so.

Clive stroked her back. “Are you sure about this?”

Sophie smiled at him. “Do you mind?” It seemed a strange thing to ask, considering he’d already shared her with other men twice before.

He shook his head. “Not at all, I’m more than happy for you to do it.”

She wondered if that meant he didn’t care about her. Another thought crept into her mind. Would Jim care? Would G-J? Would anybody?

“Come on, let’s get it started or I’m going to lose my hard-on.”

Sandra slapped Marcus for being impatient. “If you can’t manage it, I’ll get a strap-on and take your place. I want to see that girl satisfied.”

They all laughed and made their way to the loungers.

Sandra looked at the men. “Okay, who wants what?”

“I’ll fuck her ass.”

Sophie realised Sandra had been right about Russell.

“I want to fuck her.” Marcus was stroking his cock, his erection not showing any signs of waning.

Clive shrugged. “Fine, I’ll have her mouth.”

Sophie stood naked and listened while the men decided who was going to be doing what to her body. It felt staged, rather than a spontaneous progression of passion. It was a surreal feeling as she was led to the lounger.

Sandra took control. “Okay. Marcus, you lie on the lounger.”

Her husband did so, holding his hard on straight up.

“Sophie, sit on his cock. Don’t ride him yet—we don’t want him coming before everyone’s in place.”

Placing a foot on either side of the lounger, Sophie straddled Marcus and lowered herself onto him. He felt good, and she sighed.

“Okay, now lie down on him while we get you lubed.”

Sophie did as instructed, then looked over her shoulder. Clive and Sandra were adding lube to their hands. Sandra started to massage the lube onto Russell’s cock, while Clive rubbed the gel around the rosebud of Sophie’s backside.

Forcing herself to relax, Sophie pushed herself back onto Clive’s finger, inhaling as the digit slipped inside her tightest place.

Sandra laughed. “Russell, you’re shaking. Don’t you dare come before you get inside her.”

“Well stop wanking me off, then.”

Sophie saw Russell approach, sensed him kneeling behind her, then felt his arm on the lounger, supporting his weight. The domed head of his cock was wiped between her bum-cheeks, smearing generous amounts of lube everywhere.

“Okay, let’s get inside her, Russ. Nice and slow, okay?”

Sophie looked up at Sandra and saw she wasn’t only directing proceedings—she was holding her phone up and filming them, too.

Russell pushed his cock into the tight opening, and Sophie forced herself to relax. This had been her fantasy, and she was determined to enjoy it. She closed her eyes and concentrated on what was happening to her body. The tip of Russell’s cock pushed through her sphincter and she felt herself grip around him. She heard him let out a moan.

Sandra’s head appeared next to Sophie’s. “Are you okay, babe? Does it feel okay?”

Sophie looked into the beautiful green eyes and nodded. “It feels so fucking good.”

“Okay boys, I want you two to give it to her nice and slow. Let her feel both your cocks sliding in and out of her. Make her feel loved.”

Marcus and Russell moved slowly, sometimes in sync, sometimes not. Sophie moaned as her lower body seemed filled to capacity, the two cocks moving against each other inside to produce the effect of a deep internal massage. She forced herself to breathe slowly.

“Clive, get your cock into her mouth.” Forever the director, Sandra was giving Sophie something that even Sara hadn’t experienced in this house.

Sophie opened her eyes to look up at Clive as he fed her his cock, but she couldn’t hold eye contact—the mounting pleasure from the other two men forced her to lose focus. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to concentrate on the all the sensations she was experiencing. Marcus was pushing up from below and Russell pushing in from behind. The speed and urgency of their thrusts suggested both were moving swiftly towards their release. Clive pushed his cock further into her throat, and Sophie gripped her hand around the base. She wanted to take all three loads inside her, and she was determined to come as well as them.

Sophie began to undulate her body, though she was somewhat restricted by the two men sandwiching her. She concentrated her efforts on Clive’s cock, pumping the base with her fist and moving her tongue against the sensitive underside while easing the tip further into the tightness of her throat.

Sandra was offering encouragement to all four of them, but Sophie couldn’t make out what she was saying because of the moaning and grunting from all quarters. Marcus came first, crying out and plunging a final thrust upwards which sent Sophie tumbling into her own orgasm. Russell pushed into her painfully, holding himself deep inside as he unloaded into her rectum.

Sophie howled at the intensity, releasing Clive’s cock from her mouth for an instant. She quickly recaptured the tip between her lips and pumped her fist rapidly.  Clive dropped his head back and let out a long sigh as he exploded into her mouth. Sophie moaned, gagged and swallowed, pumping her fist repeatedly as more cum erupted into her mouth. She knew both Marcus and Russell had come, but they were still buried deep inside and moving. Sophie released Clive’s cock and concentrated on her own movements, rolling her pelvis to get her second high. It didn’t take long; Marcus and Russell helped, pushing and stroking and holding her.

Clive stepped back, making room for Sandra.

Sophie saw the phone just inches from her face and tried to look into the lens, but she couldn’t keep her eyes open. Overwhelmed by pleasure, she felt the orgasm sweep through her body like an electric current, seeming to short-circuit the nerves which controlled her limbs, making her twitch uncontrollably. She screamed, moaned and sobbed. As the three bodies finally stilled, Sophie realised she was whimpering.

Russell extracted himself with a wet plopping sound, and Sandra helped her up off Marcus. The men were looking at her with concern, and Sandra led her away to the shower at the far side of the room. Turning the spray on, Sandra stood next to Sophie and held her up as the hot water cascaded over them both.

Sophie looked into her green eyes and smiled. “Well, I think tonight has to go down in history as my most pleasurable ever.”

Sandra laughed and picked up a bar of soap, lathering Sophie’s shoulders and arms. “Are you okay now?”

“I think so, but if I pass out I may need CPR.”

This brought a laugh. “I could give you mouth-to-mouth.”

Sophie narrowed her eyes. “I’d taste of Clive’s cum.”

“Yeah, well it wouldn’t be the first time I’d sampled it.”

“God, you’re worse than I am.”

Sandra looked hurt. “How can you say that? I’ve just given up the chance of a good hard fuck so that you could have three men at once.”

Three men at once. Sophie couldn’t wait to tell G-J. And Sara.

Sandra was now washing between her bum-cheeks. “Obviously you’ve done anal before, so you know you’ll be leaking cum for a while.”

Sophie just smiled and nodded, not wanting to admit she’d only done it once, and they’d used a condom.

By the time the women got out of the shower, the men had gone through to the living room. Clive had left towels and robes for them. Sophie and Sandra dried themselves and joined the men, who were also wearing fluffy robes.

“Do you two want a drink or anything?” Clive was being the host, but his face showed he was very tired; it was now well after two in the morning.

Sophie shook her head. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to go to bed.”

“Come to mine.” Sandra licked her lips.

“No no no—I need to sleep.”

Everyone laughed, and Clive took Sophie upstairs. They climbed into bed and lay on their sides, facing each other.

“How was that for you?” Clive was smiling, but she could tell he was a little concerned.

“It was something I’ve fantasised about for a while, and it was better than I’d ever imagined.”

He kissed her on the lips. “You’re full of surprises.”

“I like Sandra. Do you think we’d be able to visit her for a few days?”

“Well, I can get away—can you?”

Sophie smiled. “I’m sure it won’t be a problem.”

* * * *

Sophie and Clive slept until late next morning. As they lay in bed chatting, they heard Sandra moaning from one of the other bedrooms.

Sophie smiled. “That woman is depraved.”

Clive laughed. “That’s rich, coming from someone who satisfied three men at once last night.”

“Hmm. Who do you think she’s having now—Marcus, Russell or both?”

Clive pushed Sophie onto her back and climbed on top, feeding his cock inside her as he did so. “I don’t know, but from the sounds she’s making, whoever it is seems to be doing it right.”

Sophie closed her eyes and moved with him, rocking her hips slowly to meet his lazy, deep thrusts. “Ah, that feels good.”

Clive leaned down and nibbled her ear. “I was worried I wouldn’t be enough for you on my own.”

She smiled but didn’t open her eyes. “No, you’re doing fine. Just keep feeding me that cock and we won’t need anybody else this time.”

Sandra’s voice reached a crescendo in the other room, then there was silence.

Clive moved a little faster, and Sophie started to sigh. When she came she clung to his shoulders and sobbed. Clive came inside her and she watched his eyes as she clenched and released him.

They lay silently for a short while, then showered together. Sophie bundled her dress and sexy underwear into her bag. She’d brought a pair of jeans and a sweater but forgotten to bring another pair of shoes, so she walked downstairs barefoot and found everyone in the kitchen. Marcus and Sandra were still in their robes, while Russell and Clive were fully dressed.

Clive made bacon rolls for everyone, and Sophie made tea for herself and more coffee for the others. After breakfast, Sophie reluctantly announced she needed to be going.

Sandra gave her a big hug. “Don’t forget about you two coming over for New Year. We’ll have a wonderful time.”

Sophie nodded. “I’ll try to be there. Thanks for…everything.”

Clive walked her to the door and she put her blue high-heeled shoes on. They kissed, and Sophie promised to phone him during the week.

* * * *

Jim was watching football on TV when Sophie arrived home. He looked up and muted the sound.

“Hiya.” Sophie stepped out of her shoes and came to kiss his cheek. “I’m going to have a cup of tea, do you want anything?”

“No thanks, I’m fine.”

Sophie noticed him avoiding her gaze. She walked into the kitchen and filled the kettle, wondering why he was being distant. Maybe he’d had an argument with his MILF. Never mind. She might give him something to cheer him up later. Leaning through to the living room, she raised her eyebrows. “Sure you don’t want a coffee?”

He shook his head.

She poured her tea and headed back into the living room.

“You forgot to mention G-J’s Christmas party.” Jim’s face was serious, his tone cold.

“What?”

“G-J’s having another party. I was wondering why you hadn’t told me about it.”

She sat on the other sofa opposite him and put her tea on the small table. She didn’t like the inference. “Why do you think I wouldn’t tell you about it?”

Jim shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe I cramp your style.”

“At the last party you made an error of judgment, but you didn’t cramp my style. I fucked the two guys I wanted to fuck.” She could play cold just as well as he could.

“So it was my behaviour at the last party that made you decide not to invite me to this one?”

“G-J mentioned he usually has a party before Christmas, but I’ve not had an invitation to it yet.”

Jim smiled grimly. “Maybe you were too busy last night to check your email.”

He must have had a big fall out with Naomi. “Jim, what’s wrong?”

“I’ve decided I don’t want to do it anymore.”

“Do what?”

“Swinging, watching, whatever it is we’re doing.”

Sophie frowned, a coldness in the pit of her stomach. She couldn’t return to her completely monogamous life. Not after everything she’d tried. She struggled to keep her voice even. “I don’t think that’s a decision you can make without us having a discussion about it.”

“Yes it is. It’s my life, so I get to decide if I want to fuck other women. I can also decide if I want to watch or hear about you fucking other men.”

“It’s my life too, so I get a say in what I do.”

He nodded, folded his arms. “I never said I get to decide what you do.”

She ran his words through her mind again, trying to make sense of them. “So you’re going to stop seeing other women, but you don’t want me to stop seeing other men. You just want me to stop telling you about it.”

“Yeah, that pretty well sums it up.”

Sophie bit her lip and stared at him. She raised her eyebrows, wondering whether to test his new resolve by letting him know about last night, but something about his manner prevented her from revealing things just yet. He looked odd. Preoccupied.

“Did something happen between you and Naomi?”

“Yeah, you could say that.”

So that’s it. “I’m sorry, I know you—”

“I fell in love with her.”

Sophie blinked, unsure she’d heard him right. “Sorry?”

“I said I’ve fallen in love with Naomi, and she’s the only woman I want to sleep with.”

Sophie snorted. “You can’t be serious.”

Jim’s eyes widened. “Of course I’m serious. This isn’t the sort of thing I’d make jokes about.”

“But she’s old.”

“She’s not ol—”

“She’s a lot older than you are.” The idea of Jim wanting to be with someone who was almost fifty was laughable.

“I don’t care about the age difference.”

“Well you fucking well should do! Jim, you’re being a dick.”

Jim shook his head and shrugged. “She’s about fifteen years younger than G-J, yet it was okay for you to sleep with him.”

“That was just sex. I don’t care about you fucking her. They’re just pieces of meat we use to get off, remember?”

He shook his head. “It’s not like that with Naomi. It never has been.”

“Oh, for crying out—”

“Sara was just a piece of meat I used to get off. And Sophie, nowadays that’s pretty much how I think of you.”

“What?” Tears pricked her eyes. There was a sadness in his expression which made her realise he was serious. “Jim, you don’t know what you’re saying.”

He looked at the floor, took a breath and then looked into her face. “I’m sorry, Soph.”

He didn’t want to be with her anymore. The coldness spread though her, but it was tinged with anger and frustration. “We have everything we want.”

“You have everything you want. You’re the one who wants all these adventures.”

“They’re not just for me. I do it for you, too.” There was a conviction in her voice that she hoped he’d hear.

“Do you, Soph? When you dressed like a slutty ballerina and let two strangers fuck you, was that really for me?”

She nodded.

“And the ladyboy, and the German guy in the film, and eleven-inch Earl? Were they all just for me, too?”

“Yes! How many times did we fuck as I described what I’d let the men do to me? How hard was your cock at the thought of all those men using your wife? It’s what you’ve always wanted, since that first night with Joel. You get off on watching men use my body. Don’t try to deny it.”

He sighed. “It’s true, I did.”

“Did?” It wasn’t that long ago he’d taken her hard over the back of the sofa. She saw a flaw in his argument. A chink of light. “You said you ‘did’. Are you trying to tell me the thought of me with other men doesn’t turn you on anymore?”

“I’m saying I don’t care anymore.”

She leaned back on the sofa, wishing she was wearing a skirt so she could flash her legs. “So you’re not interested in any details of a woman coming on my face last night?”

He stared at her with an expression of bewilderment. “What?”

Sophie smiled, satisfied. “I made a very attractive Spanish lady come with my tongue, and she squirted in my face.”

“Sophie, why are you telling—?”

“And later I had three men at once, one in every hole. They all—”

“Stop!”

His yell made her jump and she stared, open-mouthed.

“Sophie, I don’t care what you did, and I don’t need to hear about it.” He stared at her like she was some kind of alien. “Or are you trying to tell me you did all that for me, too?”

She was stunned. “I did it for us.” Her voice was a whisper, and she knew how pathetic her reasoning was.

“You’ve never told me about what you do with Clive, so why would you start now?”

She looked at the floor. Last night had been what she’d wanted. She’d done it for herself, and they both knew it. Something told her she needed to make Jim see sense. “Jim, I’m sure you’re very fond of Naomi, but you have to think about it more seriously. When you’re forty she’ll be nearly sixty, and—”

“I know all that, Soph. I’ve thought about it, and it doesn’t change anything.”

“But you have other needs. You’re a voyeur, you like to watch. It turns you on. It’s something you need.”

Jim took a breath. “Naomi got her invitation to G-J’s party—or rather her ex did. They used to swing, and even though they’ve been divorced for years, they still attended swinging parties together.”

Sophie held her breath, wondering if Jim had watched Naomi fuck her ex; maybe that’s how it worked.

“Naomi told me that if I wanted, she’d let me watch her with somebody else at G-J’s party.”

Sophie smiled. So he’d found another woman to help him get his kicks.

“But when I thought about her offer, I was horrified.”

Sophie was puzzled. “What? Why?”

He licked his lips. “Because the idea of watching her makes me feel sick to the stomach.”

“You don’t like the idea of watching her have sex?”

“I don’t like the idea of her having sex with anyone else. I don’t want to share her.”

Sophie shook her head, confused. “You never get jealous.”

“I know, but I got really jealous at the thought of someone else touching Naomi.”

“That’s just because—”

“It’s because I care about her.”

“And you don’t care about me?” Sophie’s eyes watered.

“I don’t care about you the way I should do. I don’t care who you sleep with, or what you do with them.”

“Jim—”

“I’m sorry, Sophie. I know it was a joint decision when we started this swinging and sharing thing, but things have changed. You’ve changed, and so have I.”

The coldness she felt now made her heart race. She wanted to scream and shout and shake him until he saw sense. “Wow, she’s really done a job on you, hasn’t she?”

Jim sighed, as if resigned to the fact she needed to rant. “Naomi didn’t do—”

“Of course she did, it’s just that you’re too stupid to see it. I can hear her now, Oh Jim, you’re so young and virile, I’ve never had anyone as wonderful as you.”

“Sophie, she’s not—”

“Wake up! She’s an old woman with a good-looking young guy in her bed. She’ll say anything to try and save herself from being a lonely old spinster.”

“What? Can you hear yourself? Stop making this about her age. She’s never said any of the things you seem to think she says. She actually told me she was too old, that I couldn’t possibly want a future with a woman like her.”

Sophie stared. “Well then—”

“But I told her she was wrong. She’s the woman I want to spend my future with.”

“What about me?” Sophie heard the coldness in her voice; her rage was building.

He snorted. “I think we both know that you won’t be lonely.”

“Well, you’ve got that right. I’ll be fucking who I want, whenever I want.”

He shrugged. “You do that now, Soph.”

“Yeah, but now nobody’s off-limits. Maybe I’ll give Patrick a good time and see if his knee’s fully recovered.”

Jim smiled. “Yeah, good luck with that.”

“I’ll go to G-J’s party and won’t have to play nursemaid to you. Maybe I’ll let Billy fuck me up the arse like you did with Sara.”

He was visibly shocked. “Wha—?”

“Oh, I know all about you begging Sara for anal sex. Why do you think I made G-J do it to me rather than let you? Why would I want Sara’s cast-offs?” Seeing him falter, stunned, she twisted the knife. “And I did it again last night, except I had two other cocks in me at the same time. I was the fucking gangbang queen you told me I couldn’t be.”

“And did that make you happy?”

“It made me come.”

He shook his head. “Sophie, you must see that this is—”

“That this is what, Jim? I’ll tell you what it is. It’s none of your fucking business.”

“Soph—”

“Fuck off! Go back to your withered old bag and play happy couples. In the meantime, I have a few things lined up. I’ll be going to stay with some swinging friends in Spain for New Year. In the second week of January, I’m going to Gdansk with Anja for some girl-only fun. And G-J will have arranged another trip before long, so I don’t think I’ll be missing out by being single, do you?”

He glared at her, which made her feel better.

“Nothing to say to that, Jimmy?” She knew calling him Jimmy wound him up.

Jim stood and got his coat from the cupboard under the stairs. “You can do what you like with whoever you like—it’s your life.”

Sophie narrowed her eyes and watched her husband walk out of their home. She wanted to shout something hurtful, but nothing came to mind. She remained sitting on the sofa for a long time after he’d driven away. She was tired—too tired to think about what she was going to do. She lay back on the couch and closed her eyes.

When Sophie woke up, it was dark outside. The TV football match had finished and there was now a programme showing home-made videos of people doing stupid things. She wondered if there was a version of the show that allowed people to send in videos of their sex-lives. She was sure that would improve the viewer-ratings.

In the kitchen, Sophie chose a bottle of red wine and took it upstairs. As the bath was filling she poured herself a glass, then stripped naked. She looked at her reflection in the mirror and admired her firm, suntanned body. A smile spread across her face. She had a great body, a voyeuristic rich admirer and a sexual appetite that would satisfy him and herself. She saw no reason to worry too much about Jim’s decision to separate.

* * * *

Sophie dressed in a t-shirt and leggings and wandered downstairs. It was after seven in the evening, and she’d had nothing to eat since the bacon roll at Clive’s about eight hours earlier. She made herself some cheese on toast and sat on the sofa with her phone, wondering who she should call first. G-J and Clive would both be supportive, she was sure. So would Anja. Another option was Sara, but Sophie was beginning to see that Jim had a point about that woman’s motives.

Instead, she called someone she hadn’t had a chat with for too long. She found her sister’s number in her contacts and put the phone to her ear.

“Hello, stranger.” The voice was friendly and familiar.

“Hi Lisa. Sorry I missed you last weekend.”

“It’s okay. If I’d thought it through properly, I’d have called you earlier in the week to let you know I’d be passing.”

“Listen, I know that you know about … You know.” Sophie felt awkward.

“It’s none of my business. Tell Jim I’m sorry—I think I put him in a very uncomfortable position by demanding to know where you were. He seemed to think I was accusing him of murdering you and burying you under the patio.”

Sophie tried to laugh, but couldn’t quite manage it. “Well, he probably wishes he had.” A tear escaped from her brimming eyes.

“Sophie, is everything alright?”

“Not really.” Sophie wiped her face with the back of her hand, sniffed.

“Has something happened?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” Lisa sounded really concerned, putting on her professional voice. Having a counsellor for a sister had some advantages.

“Not really.”

“Okay, well you know where I am when you do.”

“Thanks, Lise.”

“So, what else is new? How’s work? What can we buy Mum and Dad for Christmas?”

Sophie laughed, grateful to have other thoughts to fill her mind. She opened another bottle of wine and the pair of them chatted for almost an hour. Sophie went to bed immediately after they’d ended the call and, thanks to all the cabernet sauvignon she’d drunk, was soon fast asleep.

* * * *

In the week running up to G-J’s party, Jim phoned to say he’d be calling at the house to pick up some things. Sophie saw his car pull up on the driveway and was surprised when he rang the doorbell.

She opened the door and stepped back to let him in. “Hi.”

“Hiya.”

“You could have used your key, you know.”

He shrugged, looking slightly embarrassed. “I wasn’t sure if you’d seen my car, and I didn’t want to just walk in unannounced in case…”

She raised her eyebrows. “In case I was ‘entertaining’ someone?”

He laughed and shook his head. “No, that’s not what I meant. I didn’t want to startle you, have you walk into a room and find somebody there. That’s all.”

“Ah, right.” She’d missed his smile. “Have you got time for a coffee?”

“Yeah, if that’s okay with you.”

Sophie walked into the kitchen and put the kettle on. She turned and watched Jim in their living room; he looked ill-at-ease, uncomfortable. “Sit down, Jim—you’re making the place look untidy.”

He laughed and sat on the sofa he used to favour.

Sophie carried their drinks through, passing Jim his coffee before sitting on the other sofa. “So, how are you?”

“I’m okay, thanks. You?”

She smiled. “Yeah, I’m good.”

There was an awkward silence and neither seemed to want to look at the other.

Sophie took a breath. “Okay, well…” She sat up a little on her sofa and looked directly into his eyes. “I guess I should say first off that I’m sorry for how things turned out between us, but I’m not going to try and convince you that you’re wrong.”

Jim nodded but didn’t speak.

“I’ve been thinking about how things changed for us over the last six or seven months. After our night with Joel—or maybe I should say after the following day in the caravan—we both knew our sex-lives would never be the same again. But we did talk about it, Jim. We discussed it after Joel, and we discussed it again after Sara. You wanted it as much as I did.”

He gave another slight nod.

Sophie shrugged her shoulders. “That’s all I wanted to say about it. Whatever has happened since that first weekend with Joel, we’d both been in agreement from the start that it was something we wanted to do.”

Finally, Jim found his voice. “Yeah, I’m not denying that I wanted it as much as you at the beginning.”

Sophie nodded. “But since then things have changed. Maybe it’s me, or maybe we’ve both changed, I don’t know. But I know you want something else now, and so we’re going our different ways.”

He stared, as if expecting to be exposed to her wrath; to feel the full force of a woman scorned.

Sophie shrugged and sipped her tea. Then she smiled. “I’d like us to remain friends.”

His eyes widened, and then he nodded. “Yeah, I’d like that too.”

“Good. So, finances…”

He exhaled loudly. “God, Soph, I’ve hardly had time to think about—”

“I have, and I’ve already started to sort things out. An estate agent is coming round the day after tomorrow to value the house and take some photos. It’ll go on the market early in January. I’ll be moving out before Christmas. G-J’s got a flat he’s told me I can stay in for as long as I need to. I’m going to be spending Christmas with Lisa at Mum and Dad’s. I’ve told everyone that we’ve decided to split up because things hadn’t been working out for a while. Lisa knows some of what we’ve done, but she’s not asked for details, and I have no intention of giving her any.”

Jim looked shocked at the progress she’d made.

Feeling proud of herself, Sophie continued. “You’ll need to sort out the stuff in the shed and the garage. Take what you want, and whatever you don’t want you can either chuck away or put on eBay. As for the furniture—I suppose we could sell everything and split the proceeds, but I’d like to think we could divide that up in a civilised way. I’ll make a list of everything over the next few days, then we can maybe alternately choose an item each until we’ve got everything we want to keep. Then we can either sell the rest, or donate it to charity.”

Jim let out a long sigh. “I can see you’ve been busy thinking about all this.”

Sophie sipped her tea. She had no intention of revealing how upset she’d been when Clive advised her about dividing assets. “Yeah, I thought we should get it sorted so we can put it all behind us. I’m happy for us just to keep our cars, but as mine is newer than yours, we can get them valued and I’ll pay whatever difference there is in their values.”

“No, that’s not necessary. My car’s fine, so I don’t want any extra payment.” Getting up from the sofa and holding his empty cup, Jim looked around. “Well, I guess I should get my stuff together and get out of your way.”

“Okay. Just grab what you need. Is it clothes?”

“Yeah, mainly. But I also want my iPod and some paperwork—car insurance, stuff like that.”

“Right, well you go and get whatever you want, I’ll wait here.”

Jim disappeared upstairs and Sophie sat on the sofa and checked her phone. Clive had texted to ask what time to pick her up to take her to G-J’s party. Smiling to herself, she sent a quick text saying she’d phone him in half an hour to talk about the arrangements. A few minutes later, Jim came back into the living room with his gym bag and a selection of shirts and trousers, still on hangers, lying over his arm. He put the bag on the floor and laid the clothes over the back of a sofa.

Sophie tried not to show any emotion. “Is that all you need for now?”

“Just the paperwork to get…” He stepped to the dresser by the back wall and opened the cupboard door, taking out the large file they’d bought years earlier. Making a pile of certificates and papers on the floor next to him, Jim collected what he needed.

Sophie saw him place his passport on the pile, and also the paper version of his driving licence. She wanted to make casual conversation, but the lump in her throat would probably make her voice sound unsteady and she was determined not to crack.

Finally he picked up the pile and carried it to his gym bag, which she saw held his shoes and trainers. He slipped in the papers, then hoisted the bag strap onto his shoulder. With his clothes draped over his other arm, he looked up at Sophie and smiled. “Right, that’s all I need for now.”

“Okay, well you can come and get whatever else you need any time. You can come while I’m at work or whenever, you have a key. And you don’t need to make an appointment, okay?”

He laughed and nodded. “Okay. Thanks.”

She smiled. “Take care, Jim.”

He looked suddenly solemn. “Yeah, you too.”

Sophie opened the door and forced a smile. “If you could think about what you want to do with the tools in the shed and garage, that’d be great. Ideally, they should be all gone before the house goes on the market.”

“Yeah. I’ll hire a van and move them all before Christmas.”

“Great, thanks.”

Jim walked to his car and Sophie closed the door, leaning her forehead against it while she steadied her nerves. She would not allow herself to cry—she had a party to prepare for at the weekend.

* * * *

G-J was chatting to some of his guests when Sophie and Clive arrived at the party. When he saw her he smiled, excused himself from the group and made his way toward them. He shook Clive’s hand, then kissed Sophie on the hand. “Sophie, you look wonderful as always.”

“Thank you. And you look very dashing.”

A very pretty waitress dressed as an elf approached them with a tray full of glasses. The three of them chatted for a few minutes before another couple joined them.

After a few minutes G-J took Sophie aside for a private chat. “I’ve had the flat cleaned, and it’s ready for you whenever you want to move in. I’ll give you a set of keys and the alarm codes before you leave tonight. There’s a garage in the basement, and you have two parking spaces.”

“Thank you.”

“How are you feeling?”

She was touched by his concern. “I’m fine. I’m here at your party, so obviously I’m in the mood for sex.” She flashed him a wicked smile.

He laughed, looked around the room. “Have you got your eye on anyone in particular?”

Holding his gaze, she shook her head. “Not really, I just want to get fucked.”

“Ah.” He smiled at her.

“I’d be more than happy for it to be you.”

Frowning, he shook his head slightly. “I think tonight you should find a new partner and allow yourself to enjoy him. Don’t forget that I’ll have a film of whatever you do, so don’t hold back in your enjoyment.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t.”

“Incidentally…” He looked around to make sure nobody was listening. “Will you be free at the end of January for another trip?”

She bit her lip. “I could be…”

“Good. I have a meeting with a consortium in Tokyo, and I thought it would be the ideal opportunity to mix business with pleasure.”

Sophie raised her eyebrows and ran her tongue between her teeth. “Well, you can handle the business, and I can handle the pleasure.”

He laughed, then steered her back to the group of people. “Now, I need to mingle with more of the pleasure-seekers. I’ll see you before you leave, but in the meantime—enjoy yourself as only you know how.”

“I intend to.” She watched him walk over and start chatting to another cluster of guests.

“Hiya.” A familiar voice.

Sophie turned and smiled. “Billy—hi. How are you?”

“I’m fine, thanks.” He looked around the group of people she was with. “Where’s Jim?”

“We decided to split up.”

“What?” He looked genuinely shocked. “Sophie, I’m so sorry to hear that.”

Sophie smiled. “Thanks, but it’s okay. We’re still friends, but are going our own separate ways now. Where’s Sara?”

Billy nodded towards some people by the piano. “Over talking to those guys.”

“Well, maybe I’ll catch up with her later.”

Billy joined their group and started paying special attention to a tall redhead with a tattoo of a rose on her shoulder.

As the evening progressed, Sophie found herself isolated from Clive, who appeared to be getting very friendly with two blonde women wearing similar dresses. Maybe he was hoping for a pseudo-twin threesome. A tall guy with short-cropped hair had been flashing smiles at Sophie for the last half-hour, so she wasn’t surprised when he finally made his way over and introduced himself. His name was Jed, and he was originally from Melbourne.

Sophie needed to tilt her head back to look into his face. “How tall are you?”

He flashed her a lazy smile, revealing even white teeth and dimples. “About six-five.”

She turned on flirt-mode. “Ooh, I like big men.”

Smiling mischievously, he moved a little closer. “Is that right?”

“Hmm.” Sophie took a sip of her champagne, the familiar warmth spreading through her groin. Jed would be ideal for what she needed tonight.

“A lot of guys at home are the same size as me—we’re a pretty tall lot.”

Sophie licked her lips suggestively. “So, does that mean you’re not considered big down under?”

He rolled his eyes at her double-entendre and laughed. “That’s something I’ll probably need your opinion on.”

Sophie held his gaze. “I think that sounds like a good way for me to spend the next hour.”

His eyes widened. “An hour?”

Gripping his hand, she started to pull him towards the stairs. “Yeah, I’m demanding.”

Sophie led him toward the bedroom she’d used at the last party. The door was ajar and they could see the room was empty. Sophie pulled him inside and closed the door. She immediately undid his tie-knot and then moved onto the shirt buttons.

“Jeez, you don’t hang around.” He slipped his own jacket from his shoulders and dropped it onto the floor.

Sophie leaned close and kissed his broad hairy chest. “Yeah, I think life’s too short to play hard to get.” His shirt was now off, and Sophie was pulling at his belt.

“Couldn’t agree more.” He pulled the zip of Sophie’s dress down her back and she wriggled her hips and allowed it to slip down her body.

She stepped out of her dress and stood before him, wearing just a red silk thong and her shoes. Then she dropped to her knees, tugged his boxers down and took the head of his cock into her mouth.

“Jeez.” He leaned his head back against the bedroom door as Sophie sucked his cock. It took her less than thirty seconds to get him rock hard.

Standing up, she led him by his erection to the bed. There, she removed her thong but left her shoes on. She turned her back to him, placed her feet a stride apart and bent at the waist, resting her hands on the bed. Then she looked over her shoulder into his lustful eyes and wiggled her hips. “Feel free to fuck me whenever you’re ready.”

He stroked her hip, cupped her bum cheek. “Want me to wear a condom?”

“If you’d prefer to wear one, that’s not a problem. Just put it on quickly and get your cock inside me.”

He bent his knees, positioned his cock at the entrance of her wet slit and pushed all the way in with one smooth thrust.

Sophie groaned and wiggled her hips, enjoying the feel of his cock deep inside her. “Oh, yeah. Fuck me slowly.”

Jed did so, holding her by the hips and ploughing into her with slow, deliberate strokes.

Sophie revelled in him pushing all the way into her, but after a few minutes her legs began to ache. She looked over her shoulder. “Okay, I need to change position.”

When Jed stepped back and out of her, Sophie turned and sat on the edge of the bed. She raised her legs into the air, her high-heels pointing at the ceiling. She looked down at his cock, slick with her juices. “You didn’t bother with the condom, I see.”

He shrugged. “I was too impatient.”

“So am I, push it back inside me.”

Standing at the bedside, he re-entered her. Sophie’s rested her legs on his shoulders, with Jed’s hands supporting his weight on the bed either side of her.

Sophie let out a long moan when he started thrusting. “Oh, that feels good. Yeah, fuck me like that. Oh…”

Jed’s eyes were focussed on hers, and there were beads of sweat on his brow. After just a couple of minutes, Sophie was getting close. Jed seemed to sense it, because he placed a big hand on her lower stomach and brushed his thumb over her clit as he repeatedly drove his cock into her.

She raised her head up off the bed and stared into Jed’s eyes. “Oh yeah, fuck me fuck me fuck—” Her orgasm sent her entire body into meltdown and she writhed on the bed, bucking her hips to get as much of a thrill as she could from the cock inside her.

As she was still riding the aftershocks, Sophie thought about G-J watching the action on the monitors in his study. She dropped her legs off Jed’s shoulders, holding them wide open. “I want you to pull out and shoot your cum over my body.”

Jed’s eyes widened in surprise, then he nodded. “You got it.”

She smiled. “But I want you to fuck me hard until you come.”

With his feet still on the floor and both hands back on the bed, Jed banged into her, pumping his hips powerfully. Then he pulled out and held his cock as a huge glob of cum shot out and landed between her breasts. He pumped his hand and another spurt hit her neck. Sophie watched as Jed gritted his teeth and pumped his cock, sending more ropes of off-white cream onto her stomach and pubic hair.

“Okay, put it back inside and fuck me. I want to come again.”

Jed fed his cock back inside as instructed and banged his hips. Sophie came almost straight away, grunting and squirming on the bed beneath him.

Eventually they both stilled, and she opened her eyes. “Mmm. Thank you.”

He sat on the bed next to her, panting heavily. “You’re welcome.” He checked his watch, then looked at her. “I didn’t manage to make it last an hour.”

“Not many men last an hour with me.”

“Yeah, I can see why.”

She sat up and kissed his shoulder. “Well, you didn’t need an hour to satisfy me, so don’t worry about it.”

Jed stood up and quickly dressed and Sophie went into the bathroom. She regarded her reflection in the full-length mirror. She was naked except for her shoes, with a lot of cum dripping down and drying on her skin. A thought occurred; she was going to re-join the party like this.

She walked out and took Jed’s arm. “Shall we go and get a drink?”

He stared at her cum-splashed body. “Like that?”

“Yes, I think so.”

He smiled and shrugged. “Okay.”

They left and walked along the landing. As they started down the stairs, Sophie became aware of faces looking up at her. Some men started moving towards the bottom of the stairs and she knew she wouldn’t get to have a drink for a while. She tingled with excitement; butterflies in her stomach, wetness in her crotch. She decided that the first guy who spoke to her would be the next one to fuck her.

It turned out to be a stocky guy in his mid-fifties with wavy grey hair and a goatee. He glanced down at her body, then said, “Great outfit.”

Sophie smiled. “Thank you. Perhaps you’d like to add to it.” She took his hand and walked to a leather chair. She sat on the seat and looked at the man, then slowly opened and raised her legs, hanging them over the chair arms.

The guy dropped to his knees and unfastened his pants.

Sophie noticed that his cock was also stocky—short and fat. That was fine with her. She guided him inside her and watched his face as he fucked her. Looking over his shoulder, she saw that most people in the room were now watching them. Jed was smiling at her from the stairs, and she realised she was sitting in the same chair Jim had used when he’d received a blowjob from a dark-haired girl.

Turning her attention back to the man fucking her, she noticed his face was getting red. She loosened his tie, then stroked his face. “Are you going to add to my outfit?”

He grinned and nodded. “Yes, sweetheart. How would you like a matching hat?”

Sophie stared at him; he was going to come on her head. “A hat would be lovely. Maybe I could have one with a veil…”

The guy groaned and stood up abruptly. He pumped his cock and came into her hair. Some hit her forehead, but most landed high on the left side of her head. When he stopped pumping his hand, Sophie took his cock into her mouth and licked it clean. Then she stood up and looked at the men surrounding her.

A dark-haired guy in a tuxedo took her fancy. He was with a woman in a black dress, but when Sophie looked at her she smiled and pushed the guy forwards. Sophie took his hand and started walking towards the grand piano in the corner of the room.

Somebody shouted ‘whoo hoo,’ mimicking an old locomotive whistle—the age-old reference to a girl pulling a train. It made her think of a novel she’d read years earlier, in which women had several off-duty policemen one after the other. Sophie decided to go for it. She didn’t care whether she was being cheered on or mocked—she was having fun.

She reached the piano and leaned over it, presenting herself for being taken from behind. The guy in the tux quickly unzipped and entered her. Sophie gripped the piano and watched herself in a big ornate mirror on the opposite wall. A crowd had gathered round her. She saw Sara pulling Billy back, and they argued briefly. Sophie smiled to herself; Sara wasn’t good at seeing other people hog the limelight.

The guy in the tux withdrew and she felt his warm cum splash on her back and bum. She arched her back and wriggled for the crowd, then turned to choose her next partner.

Sophie had a total of seven guys, one after the other. They all withdrew and came over her, and by the time she’d finished her face was covered in cum, as were her breasts. She walked up the stairs and the guests applauded. She turned, smiled and did a curtsy before returning to the bedroom she’d used with Jed, where she took a shower. By the time she’d dressed and returned downstairs, most of the guests had left. There was no sign of Clive, but she knew he’d gone upstairs with the two blonde women, and was presumably still in one of the bedrooms.

G-J walked towards her and she smiled. He took her hand and kissed it. “Well, I think it’s safe to say you stole the show.”

Sophie shrugged. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—”

“Oh, please don’t be sorry. People will remember this party for one thing only. In a few years’ time, everyone who was here will remember you, but probably not remember who they had sex with.”

Sophie smiled, flattered. “Did you capture it all?”

“Oh yes.”

“Did it turn you on?”

He smiled. “Of course it did.”

“Good. I did it for you. And me,” she added, remembering that Jim had never believed she did things solely for the voyeurs watching her. “Shall we go to your study so I can make you come?”

“Sophie, you’re unbelievable. Go home, get some rest.”

She smiled, looked around but Clive still hadn’t appeared. “Maybe I’ll have a drink while I wait for my date to finish his ménage.”

“Well, you’ve earned it.” He took an envelope from the inside pocket of his jacket. “Keys and alarm codes for the flat.”

As G-J headed off to chat to other guests, Sophie asked an elf-waitress if there was any brandy. Ten minutes later, she was sitting on the piano stool sipping Remy Martin XO when Clive came down the stairs with the two blonde women. They said their farewells, and he headed over to sit next to Sophie on the stool.

“Do you play?”

Sophie shook her head. “No, I’m tone deaf.”

He laughed. “How did you enjoy the party?”

She rested her head on his shoulder. “I was a complete tramp and over-indulged.”

Clive smiled. “Everyone over-indulges at Christmas.”

“True.”

“Come on, I’ll take you home.”

* * * *

Jim was very understanding when it came to dividing up their furniture, allowing Sophie to have each of the items she really wanted. She chose to keep the bed, the two sofas and the dining table and chairs. She also got to keep their best crockery set and cutlery, which had both been wedding presents. Jim chose to keep the TV and surround-sound system and two oak bookshelves they’d bought years earlier. Everything else they donated to charity. G-J sent two men with a van to help Sophie move into the flat a few days before Christmas.

On the morning of Christmas Eve, Sophie drove to her parents’ house. Along with Lisa, she spent the afternoon drinking mulled wine and wrapping presents, and in the evening the whole family watched It’s a Wonderful Life on DVD. The sisters slept in the same room and chatted in the dark until the small hours, but Lisa never once asked about Jim—or Sophie’s shenanigans.

On Christmas morning, Clive phoned to see how she was. He’d gone to visit his mother in Jersey for a few days, and told her he’d booked their flights to Spain for their stay with Marcus and Sandra. Sophie got a warm sensation at the thought of what they could all get up to.

After they’d all eaten their turkey dinner, Sophie heard her phone beep in her bag. She went to retrieve it and was shocked to see it was an email from Jim. Aware that her mother and Lisa were watching her, she smiled and headed upstairs to the bedroom she and Lisa were sharing. She sat on one of the single beds and read Jim’s message:

Hi Sophie - Merry Christmas

I don’t want to intrude on your time with your family, but I just wanted you to know that I’ve now cleared all the stuff from the garage, shed and house.

It was weird walking round the empty house, and it occurred to me how many great memories I have of us there. I’m truly sorry that things didn’t work out between us.

The sharing was a joint decision, and for a while it worked for me (more great memories), but in the end I realised it wasn’t what I wanted.

I’m sure you’ll make more great memories for yourself in the coming New Year.

Take care, and keep in touch.

Jim xx

By the time she’d finished reading the text, tears were running down her cheeks. She wiped her face with her sleeve, then looked up to see Lisa watching her from the landing.

“Are you okay?” Lisa came into the room and knelt by Sophie’s feet.

“Yeah, it’s just Jim wishing me a Merry Christmas.”

Lisa frowned. “Do you think he did it to hurt you?”

“No, Jim’s not like that. He was being sweet.”

“Well, you’re hardly looking merry at the moment. Come on, let’s go and drink all the wine in the house, then we’ll start on Mum’s sherry.”

* * * *

Sophie drove back to her flat on Boxing Day and spent a few quiet days getting used to her new surroundings. She also decided to have some sessions in the gym, determined to lose all of the extra pounds she’d probably put on over Christmas.

On her second visit to the gym, she met Sara.

Sara’s smile looked forced when she came over. “Hi Sophie, have you had a nice Christmas?”

“Yeah, spent it with my family. You?”

“We had a quiet one, just the two of us.”

Sophie wondered if Sara was making a point that she still had a husband. “Nice.”

“Fancy going out for a drink sometime soon?”

Sophie had hoped she would ask. “I’m going to be busy for a while. Me and Clive are off to stay with some swinging friends in Spain for New Year, then I’m going for a romantic weekend in Poland with Anja, my Austrian girlfriend. After that, I’ll be flying to Tokyo with G-J for another sex-filled adventure. He’ll probably arrange some sort of bukkake party, knowing him.”

Sara’s expression was like that of a bulldog licking piss off a thistle, and it cheered Sophie up no end.

Sophie nodded at the line of treadmills on the far side of the gym. “Well, if I’m going to be spending most of the next month naked, I suppose I’d better make sure I’m in shape.” Walking away from Sara, Sophie fitted her ear-buds and turned her iPod on, filling her head with Rage Against the Machine. As she pounded through five miles on the treadmill, she thought about how her life had turned out. She couldn’t deny there was regret over her failed marriage, but at least she and Jim had remained on good terms. If he was truly happy with his cougar, then who was she to argue?

Her relationship with Clive would probably never be anything more than a sexual one, but for the time being, that suited her fine. Anja would provide emotional support and understanding, and maybe Sandra would be another person Sophie could keep in touch with.

As for her adventures with G-J: Well, how many women got the opportunity to live out all their wildest fantasies in a global playground?
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Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen (Kate, not Camilla!).

His stories often feature petite brunettes, high-heeled shoes and voyeurism. He claims he didn’t realise these were obsessions until someone pointed out how often they appear in his work.

Find out more about Delores on his web site, chat on Twitter, or follow his new stories on Amazon. And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.
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Karen’s Open Invitation

When he got home, Karen was nowhere to be seen, though her car was on the drive. He put the kettle on, then wandered upstairs to see if she was there. He heard a strange noise coming from the spare bedroom, and walked in. Karen was using the exercise bike, which had sat idle for the best part of two years.

She looked shocked to see him, and also a little embarrassed at being seen. They both knew that she was trying to firm up her legs and body, getting herself more toned, just in case…

“Why aren’t you at the game?”

“Last night’s rain left the pitch too wet.”

“So where are the girls?”

“They decided to hang out with the team in the clubhouse.”

Nigel took in her attire—the trainers, the tight leggings and tank top. He watched as she dismounted, the leggings digging into the cleft of her sex.

“I was just… I thought I’d…” She shook her head and looked down at her feet.

Nigel stepped close. The intensity of the coldness in his stomach was bordering on what he felt when angry, but he was far from angry. He thought about the leather of the saddle chafing against her sex. He imagined her becoming slick at the thought of Sean appreciating the firmness of her thighs, and visualised the hardened leather working its way between her engorged labia as she pedalled.

Her face was damp with perspiration, the wisps of hair she hadn’t pulled back into a ponytail sticking to her forehead and cheeks.

Without a word, Nigel slipped his hand down the front of her leggings. The elasticated material offered no resistance, nor did his wife. After sliding his hand between her hot thighs, he pushed two fingers into her already-wet sex.

“Oh, fuck…” Karen’s eyes fluttered, and she bit her lip.

With his erection straining against his trousers, Nigel squatted down and yanked her leggings and panties to her knees. The smell of her sex coupled with her sweat was a heady mix, and he turned her around and sank his face between the hot cheeks of her backside.

Karen lost her balance and had to hold on to a chest of drawers to avoid falling over. She giggled and looked over her shoulder at him. “I think we should take this into our bedroom.”

Nigel had already released his cock and he stabbed it into her from behind, sending himself balls deep in a single lunge. She let out a startled grunt, but he felt her clench around him. She wanted this as much as he did. He slammed into her with force, his groin slapping against the cheeks of her backside as he furiously fucked her.

She whimpered under his onslaught while pushing back to meet each thrust, giving as good as she got. Nigel reached round and slid a finger either side of her clit, thrilled to find it fully exposed from its hood and as hard as a nipple.

Karen came as soon as his fingers came into play, and Nigel erupted inside her seconds later. Both continued thrusting, and the chest of drawers creaked with their movements.

When their rocking finally slowed, Nigel ran his hands up her sides and slipped them round to cup her full breasts in her lycra top. He pinched her nipples, hard, and was rewarded with her inner muscles squeezing his softening cock once more. Their breathing eventually got back to normal and she eased him out of her and turned to face him, pulling her leggings and panties back up.

They stared into each other’s eyes for a few seconds, then she took a breath. “You’re going to have to say it, you know.”

She stroked his chest and ran her hand down to his cock, now flaccid and still slick from a mixture of their juices. She squeezed his shaft, coaxing out the remnants from his orgasm. She took the cum between her thumb and forefinger and brought it up to her mouth. Watching his eyes, she slipped her fingers between her lips and licked them clean.

Nigel’s heart pounded in his chest.

“Nige, if you don’t say it, I don’t think I’ll be able to do it. I won’t be able to bring myself—”

“I want you to fuck him.”

There. He’d said it out loud, admitting it for the first time. He hadn’t realised the discreet distinction between saying he didn’t mind and admitting he wanted it, but there was definitely a change in her expression.

────
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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 Open Invitation is the first book in a brand-new series and is available to pre-order at 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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Stag Nights

Michelle climbed up off the lounger and turned to face Harry. Lucas’s sunglasses still hid her eyes, and his cum still covered her chest and stomach.

She tilted her head to one side and smiled. “Take my picture.”

Harry did so, taking at least ten shots.

“And now shoot a video,” she ordered.

Harry obeyed, selecting the correct option and pressing the red button.

Michelle smeared the cum all over her stomach and breasts while looking directly into the lens. “I have a confession—this isn’t my husband’s cum. My husband has just watched another man fuck me, and I know he enjoyed it almost as much as I did.” She licked her lips. “And when we get home, my husband is going to use me for his pleasure, and then he’s going to come all over me as well.” Michelle gave her most beautiful smile. “I love my life.”

There were butterflies in Harry’s stomach, and he stopped filming. He stared at Michelle, who removed the sunglasses and looked down at her body.

────
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Harry and Michelle are now fully entrenched in their new wife-sharing lifestyle. Michelle is proving to be one of the hottest hotwives around, with bulls waiting in line to take turns. Literally.

As Michelle gets more of what she craves, she pushes Harry further into the role of the cuckold and he’s presented with situations he finds hard to accept.

Things look like they might be going awry until he discovers that not all wife-sharing husbands need to be cucks...

Stag Nights is available at Amazon.

───Ξ───
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