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Taking the Plunge

When Nick asks Molly about her ultimate sexual fantasy, she reveals it’s a threesome with two men in a hot tub.

Though shocked, the more Nick thinks about sharing his wife, the more turned on he gets. The idea of watching her with another man becomes an obsession, but it turns out that Molly’s only too happy to make her fantasy a reality—going as far as booking a chalet in the Swiss Alps with its own private hot tub.

The only question now is who Molly will choose to join them…
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Chapter One

“You look fantastic,” Nick said as they made their way to the main building of the hotel complex.

Molly smiled and batted her eyes, emphasising her heavy, mascaraed, naturally long lashes. “Thank you.”

His wife moved closer to him, pushing her hip against his leg as they walked. “Do you think I may get lucky tonight?”

Nick looked into her eyes. They looked even more green than usual because of the eyeshadow she’d applied. She was smiling, but there was also a teasing look in her expression. There was a lump in his throat and his heart raced. “I wouldn’t be at all surprised, looking like that.”

Molly playfully shook back her thick black hair and pouted her lips. “And what about you? Do you think you’ll get lucky?”

Nick smiled. “I already have.”

Molly stroked his arm, laughing. “That’s the right answer.”

* * * * *

Nick loved the resort. Built high in the Swiss Alps, it was apparently a popular destination with hikers in the summer and skiers in the winter. He was surprised the early evening temperature was still pleasantly warm, even though all the surrounding mountains were covered in snow. He’d dressed in a striped shirt and trousers, while Molly wore a pale blue knee-length silk dress and white sandals with a three-inch heel. The dress clung to her curves in all the right places, accentuating her slender, athletic body. Nick slipped his arm around her thin waist and pulled her close, her head resting on his shoulder as they walked.

Once inside, they headed to the bar for a pre-dinner cocktail. Nick scanned the other patrons.  There were sixty-odd people in the room, and Nick studied all the men, wondering idly if any of them would be lucky enough to have sex with Molly later that night. This, after all, was their intention.

* * * * *

It had started as a hypothetical flirtatious question one evening a couple of years ago and the subject had come up on several occasions since. Nick could still remember first asking Molly about her fantasy, and he could also remember how turned on he’d been when she had told him.

“So, if you were to have your fantasy evening of sex, what would it involve?”

“Probably a threesome. Maybe we could invite a stranger to join us.”

“Ooh, now you’re talking. Blonde or brunette?”

“I don’t care, as long as there’s a cock between his legs.”

“Oh. That sort of threesome.”

“Of course. It’s my fantasy, remember?”

“Uh huh. And what would the evening entail?”

“Ooh, let me think… Alcohol. And water. But not mixed together. One to drink, and one to sit in.”

“Like a swimming pool?”

“Maybe. Or preferably a hot tub.”

“I like that idea. And what would happen?”

“Well, we’d all be sitting in the hot water, drinking champagne.”

“Champagne?”

“Yes. It’s my fantasy, so we’ll be drinking champagne.”

“Hmm. And then what?”

“After a while there could be some touching, under the water.”

“Touching?”

“Yes. Caressing.”

“Who’d be touching who?”

“Well, I’d be touching you two, and you’d both be touching me. If you two guys wanted to touch each other as well…”

“No, no. I don’t think anything like that would be happening.”

“Good, because I want four hands touching me.”

“Where?”

“All over. Stroking, caressing...”

“Poking?”

“Yes, but gently.”

“And then what?”

“Well, maybe I could sit on one of your knees?”

“You’d sit on one of my knees?”

“Not one of your knees. The knee of one of you two men. But I wouldn’t actually be sitting on a knee.”

“Why not?”

“Because there’d be something else there I would sit on.”

“Ah, right. So, whose ‘knee’ would you sit on first?”

“Well I can sit on your knee any time, so I’d sit on the other man’s knee first.”

“You’d fuck the stranger before you fucked me?”

“Oh yes. But only for a short while.”

“And then what?”

“Then it would be your turn.”

“Hmm. So you’d fuck me second?”

“Yes. But I wouldn’t do it for long. Then I’d go back and fuck him a bit more.”

“Riding each of us for a short time?”

“Yes.”

“Would you let him come inside you?”

“I’d rather he didn’t. I’d want him to wear a condom.”

“So he’d have to get into the tub wearing a condom?”

“Not necessarily. Neither of you would be allowed to come yet. I’d only ride each of you for a minute or so, and then I’d move on to the other one.”

“But what if one of us comes too soon?”

“You wouldn’t. I’d be in control and would move on to the other man if I sensed either of you was getting too close.”

“But you’d let yourself come in the tub?”

“Of course I would.  With the excitement of having a stranger while you watched me and then having you while he watched us, and with all the sliding, wet naked bodies, I’m sure I’d come very quickly.”

“But we’re not allowed to come?”

“Of course you are. But we’d adjourn to the bed for that.”

“You’d want us both to take you to bed?”

“Yes. But I’d want you one at a time. I don’t want to be spit-roast, and I don’t want to be the meat in a sandwich where you both take me at the same time from the front and back. You can both take turns to make love to me.”

“Make love?”

“No, you’re right. Not make love. You can both take turns to fuck me. One at a time. On the bed.”

“And you’ll be making him wear a condom?”

“Yes. In fact, I’ll probably make you both wear a condom. That way, he won’t feel discriminated against.”

“So you’ll fit us both with condoms?”

“Yes, if you like. You two can lie side by side, and I’ll put a condom onto each of you.”

“Will there be any oral action at that time?”

“For who?”

“For us men. You may need to give us a quick suck to get us hard enough to put the condom on. It will have been a while since we’d been inside you in the hot tub.”

“If it was needed, I could do that. Wouldn’t you mind if I sucked the stranger’s dick?”

“You didn’t seem to worry about how I felt when you had it rammed up inside you in the hot tub.”

“Good point. Yes. I’d lick and suck him until he was rock hard, and then I’d roll the condom down to the base of his dick. Next, I’d do the same to you. And then I’d lie between you both, and you could take turns to fuck me.”

“Who would you want to go first?”

“Erm…”

“Okay, I get it. You can get fucked by me any time, so you’d want to get fucked by the other man first.”

“Exactly. It’s my fantasy, after all.”

“Good point. And would he be invited to stay the night?”

“No. He can leave after the sex.”

“You’d just kick him out after using and abusing him?”

“Yes. But I don’t think he’d mind being used and abused. Do you?”

“No, I don’t think he’d mind at all.”

* * * * *

Since Molly had sown this first seed of her idea, Nick’s mind had kept coming back to it time and again. He knew it was all only a fantasy, but he liked playing the scenario out in his head—a lot. Molly had admitted she wanted to have sex with another man, and for reasons Nick couldn’t explain, this turned him on. He had finally confessed he’d become obsessed with the idea.

Almost two years and many discussions later, they were now in a position to carry it through. Maybe it would happen; maybe it wouldn’t. They had found this resort on the web. Their main reason for choosing it was that each luxury chalet had its own hot tub. Now the only things which could stop them were if they couldn’t find a suitable third party, or if either of them got cold feet at the last minute.

Molly’s voice interrupted his thoughts. “See anything I might like?”  She had a smile on her face.

Nick shrugged. “You tell me.”

Molly glanced around the room and Nick noticed several men stealing glances at her. She returned her eyes to Nick, held his gaze for a split second and picked up her drink. She sipped it and Nick raised his eyebrows, prompting her to tell him her thoughts.

“I’m sure we could find someone suitable here, if we’re sure it’s what we want to do.” Her expression was serious, and Nick realised the time had come to consider if this was something that should remain a fantasy, or if they should take the plunge. Literally, since Molly wanted to start it in a hot tub.

“Do you want to do it?” Nick asked.

“It’s my fantasy, so of course I want to do it. But the question is, do you? I know you like the idea of it, but could you accept it if it was actually happening?”

Nick’s heart raced again as he imagined the scenario they’d discussed many times. Although there was jealousy tingling in the back of his mind, the over-riding feeling was one of desire. He swallowed, bit his lower lip, and then nodded slowly. “Yes, I could accept it. It’s what I want.”

Molly held eye contact for a few seconds and then nodded once. “Okay. Let’s go and have dinner, then we can try and find our dessert.”

As they made their way out of the bar, Nick saw several heads turn in their direction. It appeared getting a third party was going to be easier than he’d imagined. All they had to do now was let Molly pick the one she wanted.
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Chapter Two

Molly and Nick were seated at a table by the window, next to a larger table occupied by six men.  Molly chose the chair that faced their table, so Nick was sitting with his back to the men.

Shortly after they’d given the waitress their order, Molly leaned over the table and whispered, “I think we may have a potential third party.”

“Where?”

“At the table directly behind you.”

“What’s he like?”

“Well, they’re all speaking French, so I assume that’s where he’s from. He’s maybe in his late thirties, so about our age, with brown eyes and a nice smile.” Molly glanced over Nick’s shoulder and then back at his face. “A very nice smile.”

“And is his very nice smile aimed in your direction?”

Molly held Nick’s gaze as she slowly took a sip of her drink. “I believe so, yes.”

Nick sighed. “Wow, that didn’t take long.”
Molly looked concerned. “What’s wrong? Are you having second thoughts?”

Nick was already shaking his head. “No, I just expected it to be like when you go shopping for a pair of shoes. You won’t make your mind up until you’ve looked at every pair in the shop.”

Molly laughed out loud. “This isn’t the same. I don’t have to think about if they’ll go with all my outfits, and I certainly don’t think it would be appropriate to try them all for size. Or then again…”

Nick shook his head. “Slut!”

Molly was smiling again. “Why can’t I just say he’s cute, get him stripped and ready for action.”

Nick felt a stirring in his trousers but before he could think of a suitable answer, the waitress arrived with their starter.

By the time they were finishing off their meal, Nick had noticed that Molly had held eye contact with the other man several times. As his group headed out of the dining room, he gave her a big smile.

Nick watched the group of men leave, and when he turned back to Molly she was watching his face.

“Are you OK?” she gently asked.

Nicked nodded. “I’m fine—a bit nervous.”

“Me too. Listen, we don’t have to do this, you know. You’re enough for me, and I really don’t need anybody else.”

Nick smiled. “I know, and I’m fine with everything. Really. But don’t try and turn this around—if you’re having second thoughts, then that’s fine, too. I’m not going to be criticising one way or the other.”

There was a brief silence between the two, almost as if each was waiting for the other to make the decision. Then Nick took Molly’s hands. “Tell me what you want to do tonight,” he said gently.

“What do you think I want to do tonight?”

“Stop passing the buck; tell me what you want, in plain English.”

“When you say ‘plain’ do you mean four-letter word English?”

Nick smiled. “If you like.”

“Okay. Well, did you see that guy who just left the dining room?”

“Yes.”

“I want to fuck him while you watch me. I also want him to watch me fuck you.”

Nick had to swallow the lump in his throat before he could answer. “That’s what I thought. Okay, let’s go get him.”

* * * * *

Nick and Molly headed back to the bar and immediately saw the men from the dining room chatting to other members of a much bigger group. They were standing at the far end of the bar. Nick and Molly got drinks and found a nearby table. Although they made small talk about other things, their conversation inevitably kept coming back to the subject of the Frenchman who was standing less than twenty feet away.

“Now you’ve had time to look him over for longer, is he still your number one choice?”

“Yes. But he’s my second choice. You’re my number one.” Molly was smiling.

“If I’m your number one, how come I only get to go second?”

Molly looked confused, so Nick reminded her of their original chat about her fantasy, in which she’d told him that she would want the stranger to be the first to go inside her.

“Maybe I’m saving the best until last…”

“Yeah, maybe that’s it,” Nick said, making a point of not looking like he believed her. “Or maybe it’s because you can’t wait to get a fresh piece of meat.”

Molly gritted her teeth and growled, play-acting like a dog with a chew-toy in its mouth.

“So,” Nick said. “How are we going to approach him?”

“I think we should just play it by ear for a while, see what happens. He keeps looking in our direction, so I don’t think it’ll be too difficult.”

Over the next thirty minutes the large group by the bar got more and more boisterous. During this time, Nick noticed the Frenchman and Molly make eye-contact on many occasions. Every time he glanced over in her direction she would hold his gaze for a couple of seconds before he looked back to the person talking to him. Eventually, some members of the larger group started to drift out of the bar—evidently the hikers would be getting up early the following day. Nick was just about to point out to Molly that the Frenchman might be leaving the bar soon when she stood up. Without saying a word, she walked to the bar and ordered drinks. Nick watched the Frenchman move next to her at the bar and the two of them exchanged a few words.

Molly brought drinks back to their table and sat down. Nick waited for her to say something, but Molly just picked up the glass and sipped her drink.

“Well?”

“He’s going to join us for a drink in a few minutes.”

Nick looked over to where the Frenchman was chatting with his friends, then back at Molly. “Just like that? You only spoke to him for a few seconds.”

“How long do you think it takes to ask someone to join us for a drink?”

“I don’t know. What did he say? What did you say?”

“He asked if we were having a nice evening, and I said it would be a whole lot better if I could finish it off by getting rogered senseless by a couple of hot studs.”

Nick stared open-mouthed for a couple of seconds before he realised she was winding him up. He kicked her under the table. “Tell me.”

“I just invited him to have a drink with us, that’s all.”

“Just like that? And what did he say?”

“He said he’d like that very much, and he’d be over as soon as he could.”

“Wow.”

Molly rubbed Nick’s arm, and again she looked concerned. “Nick, you know that we can stop—”

“No, I’m fine.” Nick smiled. “I just can’t believe it’s all happening so easily.”

Molly put on a wounded expression. “Are you saying you thought you’d have to get someone drunk or pay them to fancy me?”

Nick laughed out loud. “No, I just didn’t expect it all to happen without us actually having to do much in the way of chasing.”

“This is what it’s like for a woman. If she wants to pull a man, then it’s easy. All I had to do was to smile back when he looked at me. I reckon that’s why gay men are so promiscuous—they never get turned down because all men are slags.”

A few minutes later the Frenchman came over to their table, looking a little nervous. Nick and Molly both stood and Nick held out his hand, which the Frenchman took.

“Hi, I’m Nick, and this is my wife, Molly.”

The Frenchman smiled as he shook Nick’s hand. “Very happy to meet you both,” he said in heavily accented English. “I am Claude.”

They all sat down and, much to Nick’s surprise, there was no awkwardness. Claude was relaxed and charming. “I trust you are having a pleasant trip. Have you visited this hotel before?”

“No,” Molly answered for them. “But it’s very beautiful. Have you been here before?”

“Yes. Many times I have come to this area, and two times before I have been at this hotel.”

Although Claude’s English was good, his accent made it difficult for Nick to understand. Molly, on the other hand, didn’t seem to have any problem with it.

“Are you part of the large group staying here?” Molly was doing most of the talking.

“Yes. I am with a walking party of about twenty persons. We meet up several times through the year.” Claude looked from Molly to Nick. “Are you two walking here, also?”

“No,” Nick answered. “This is more of a relaxation break for us.”

Claude smiled, and Nick could see why Molly liked his smile. He had white, even teeth and dimples in his cheeks, which made for a friendly, genuine smile. “I think this is an excellent place to be relaxing, no?”

“Yes,” Molly agreed.

They chatted about previous holiday destinations and countries visited. Claude had travelled extensively as part of his job as a service engineer for a company who made mining equipment. Molly had done quite a bit of travelling before she’d met Nick, and it transpired she had visited an area in Australia that Claude knew very well.

As Claude and Molly chatted about the places they’d both visited during their respective trips, Nick watched them. Molly’s body language was extremely flirtatious. She was drinking her cocktail through a straw, and even when she wasn’t actually drinking, she kept putting the tip of the straw between her red-painted lips. She constantly touched her hair, curling it round her fingers. Her legs were also very animated during the discussion. When Molly described how much she’d enjoyed a particular vineyard, she squeezed her legs together and raised her knees. This movement caused her hem to creep up and reveal a few inches of her thighs, and Nick noticed Claude kept stealing glances at the exposed flesh.

“Speaking of wine,” Molly said as she caught Nick’s eye. “We have a bottle of champagne in the fridge in our cabin. Would you be interested in joining us back there for a night cap?”

Claude nodded enthusiastically. “I would like that very much,” he said as he looked from Molly to Nick.

“In fact,” Molly continued, leaning forwards as if revealing a secret she didn’t want anyone else to hear. “We could drink it in our hot tub.”

Claude opened his eyes wide and stared from Molly to Nick. “You are staying in one of the chalets with a Jacuzzi?”

When Nick and Molly both nodded, Claude seemed very happy.

“Wonderful,” he said. But then a slightly worried expression crossed his face, and he followed Molly’s example by leaning forwards and speaking in a hushed voice. “But I have not got any swimming costume with me.”

Molly also leaned forwards so that her face was only a few inches from Claude’s. “Well, I’ll promise not to look at you if you promise not to look at me.”

Claude shook his head slowly. “I’m afraid that this is a promise that I may not be able to keep.”

All three laughed and finished their drinks. As they stood up to leave, Molly’s skirt rode up her legs to reveal quite a bit of thigh. Nick saw Claude staring at his wife’s legs and his heart began to race.
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Chapter Three

The inside of the chalet was predominantly bare wood. It was a large, open-plan space with easy chairs immediately on the left, and the kitchen area on the right. The king-sized bed was positioned on the left against the back wall, with the bathroom door next to the bed. But the main feature of the room was the hot-tub, sunk into a raised pine platform in the far right corner, with steps leading up. A large window by the tub afforded a great view of the mountains.

Once inside the chalet, Molly placed the chilled champagne and three glasses on a table next to the hot tub. When she disappeared into the bathroom Nick started to get undressed. Claude followed suit, and soon both men were down to their underwear. Claude had dark hair on his legs, and good muscle tone in his arms and abdomen. Nick saw Claude hesitate to see what he did. Nick kicked off his boxers and climbed into the tub, and Claude did likewise.

Molly emerged from the bathroom wrapped in a thick, fluffy robe. She turned off the centre light, leaving the room bathed in just the glow from the two bedside lamps and the lights inside the hot tub. She walked over to the tub and started to undo the belt of her robe. Both men watched her, but Nick also kept glancing at Claude. If the Frenchman was disappointed that Molly was wearing a bikini, he didn’t show it. But then again, Nick thought, why should he? Molly slid the robe from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Her costume was a two-piece in shiny silver with subtle black swirls. The bottoms were hipster-shorts and the top had a halter neck that squeezed her boobs together to show an impressive cleavage.

She put her head on one side and smiled at the men. “Room for a small one?”

Claude laughed out loud. “But of course, Madame.” 

The tub was small and circular, with a diameter of no more than five feet. When Molly had lowered herself onto the seating ledge, all three of them were only an arm’s length from each other, with their knees touching.

Molly poured the champagne and handed out the glasses. “Cheers,” she said. “Here’s to what I’m sure will be a special night.”

The three of them sipped in silence, the hot water bubbling all around them. It was five minutes before Claude broke the silence. Evidently, he was still unsure about what Molly had meant with her toast. “Excuse me, but may I ask a question?”

Molly looked at Claude. “Of course you can.”

“This night, it is special for me. I am having a very nice time, but I am worried in case I have not been understanding correctly.”

Nick saw Molly smile as Claude’s English became a little less correct. 

“And what is it that you might not be understanding correctly?” she asked, a teasing look on her face.

Claude seemed to struggle to find the right words. “I, er…  I was just wondering what you were having on your mind for a special night to be?”

“Well,” Molly said slowly. “I hadn’t really thought about it exactly.”

Nick knew she wouldn’t admit they’d been plotting this evening for two years, with a basic plan of everything they wanted to happen already mapped out. Nick and Molly had previously agreed they’d give the impression this was something they’d done before several times, rather than admitting it was their first adventure of this kind.

Claude looked from Molly to Nick with a serious expression. “I am just afraid I might not know what is expected, and may overstep myself in some way.”

“Don’t worry,” Molly assured him. “We are three adults enjoying each other’s company. Nothing is expected of you, but do not worry about overstepping anything. We’re just going to have a drink and relax, and then we’ll see where the evening takes us.”

This seemed to appease Claude, and he smiled. “Thank you.”

Another few minutes of silence followed, and Molly closed her eyes and rested her head back against the side of the tub. Nick felt Molly’s knee move slowly against his and Claude’s legs. It was a very slight movement, but it made his stomach tingle.

“Actually,” Nick said, breaking the silence. “I think I understand why Claude feels a little uneasy.”

The other two looked at him. Molly raised her eyebrows.

Nick continued, “I suspect it’s because we’re feeling a little vulnerable, since we’re both sitting here naked while you’re wearing a costume.”

Molly looked from one man to the other. “And do you think you’d feel less vulnerable if you had your costumes on?”

Nick smiled at her teasing. “Well, it’s possible. However, I believe another solution would be if you didn’t have yours on.”

Molly pretended she’d only just understood what Nick had been getting at. “Ah, I see.” She looked from Nick to Claude. “So what you’re saying is you two would feel less uneasy if I were not wearing my costume.”

Nick and Molly both looked at Claude and he seemed a little embarrassed. But then he shrugged his shoulders. “Perhaps,” he said.

Molly laughed, and passed her glass to Nick. Then she held eye contact with Claude as she slowly lifted her hand to undo the bow of the string behind her neck. The bikini top fell forwards and the men could see that her nipples were hard. The water bubbled around her breasts and bobbed them gently up and down. Molly undid the clasp on the strap and dropped the bikini top over the side of the tub and onto the floor.

“Happy now?” she asked them.

Claude nodded, and Nick could see he was trying not to stare at her breasts as the water moved them gently at the surface.

“A bit better,” Nick agreed. “But you’re still wearing something.”

Molly feigned a sigh and lifted herself up off the seat just enough to push her shorts down. Then she leaned forwards and pushed her shorts down her legs and over her feet. Sitting upright again, she dropped the shorts next to her bikini top on the floor.

Nick nodded happily. “Much better.” He leaned back against the back of the tub and sipped his champagne.

The three of them fell silent, but soon Molly resumed rubbing her legs against the men. Nick saw she was resting her head against the side with her eyes closed, and Claude was watching her. Nick pretended to close his own eyes, but he kept them open just enough so he could watch Claude’s reaction to what he knew Molly had planned next.  After a while there could be some touching, under the water.

Nick felt Molly’s hand on his thigh. She slowly ran her fingers up a few inches, and then back down again. She was also rubbing her knee slowly against his leg, and Nick saw she was doing the same to Claude.

Molly’s leg felt soft and smooth in the water, her hand making its way back up Nick’s thigh. Through half-open eyes he watched Molly and Claude touching each other under the water. Claude’s hand appeared briefly at the surface and stroked her breasts before disappearing again beneath the water. Nick placed his own hand on Molly’s leg and stroked the soft skin of her inner thigh. Molly hand slid further up Nick’s leg. His erection was rock hard as Molly wrapped her fingers tightly around it. Nick suspected Molly’s other hand was already gripping Claude’s dick, and this thought gave him almost as much pleasure as her hand did when it started to move up and down his shaft in a slow twisting motion.

Molly parted her legs and Nick watched as Claude’s hand slid down her stomach. He saw Molly catch her breath as Claude’s hand reached her crotch. Nick squeezed Molly’s leg, and her hand tightened its grip on his dick.

Molly kept her eyes closed and her head back as the two men caressed her. Her lips were parted and she was breathing quite heavily, letting out occasional moans like a cat purring. After another few minutes of this touching, Molly opened her eyes and looked from one man to the other. Then she stood and turned to face Nick. She slowly lowered herself down onto Claude’s lap. Raising herself up slightly, she slipped her hand under the water to hold Claude’s dick in position, and without breaking eye contact with Nick she lowered herself down onto it. Nick saw her lips open slightly, but other than that her face showed little emotion.

For several seconds nobody moved, and then Nick saw Claude’s hands slide around Molly’s waist and move up to cup her breasts. Finally Molly started to move slowly up and down. She kept her eyes fixed on Nick’s the whole time she fucked Claude, who kept his eyes closed and bit his lip as she rode him.

It was less than a minute later when Molly stood up and turned around. Nick inched himself forward to the edge of the seat and held his erection in position as she impaled herself on him. The feeling of her wet body sliding against him heightened Nick’s pleasure, and he could see that Claude was watching Molly’s face. Although Nick couldn’t see his wife’s face, he assumed she was holding eye contact with Claude the same way that she’d done with him.

Molly was only on Nick for a short time before she returned to Claude. This time she straddled him face to face, putting a knee either side of him on the bench. Nick watched her body slide up and down on Claude in the bubbling water. Claude’s hands caressed her back and bottom. Again she only rode Claude for about a minute before she straddled her husband. Nick noticed her breathing was heavy and knew she was close to coming.

Molly climbed off Nick after a very short time. She repositioned herself on Claude and after riding him for a short time she climaxed. Her cries drowned out the sound of the bubbling water. Nick watched as his wife satiated herself on the other man, grinding herself against him again and again until her moans subsided to little whimpers, and her body slowed its movements.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Four

After a brief silence, Molly raised herself up and sat down on the bench-seat. Her eyes were closed, and her hair was plastered to her face. Nick wondered if Claude had also come, as he too looked more than a little breathless. Molly opened her eyes and looked from one man to the other with a satisfied smile on her face.

“Hmmm. Thank you,” she said as she picked up her glass from the side of the tub.

Molly sipped her drink while the men sat in silence, neither of them bothering to pick up his own glass. She then downed what was left of her drink and climbed out of the tub. She left her bathing costume and dressing gown on the floor and walked naked towards the bathroom. At the doorway she stopped and looked back over her shoulder. “Why don’t you two go and wait for me on the bed. I’ll just be a minute.”

After Molly had closed the bathroom door behind her, Claude looked at Nick with a shy expression, as if waiting for Nick’s permission to go to the bed as instructed. Nick smiled reassuringly, and stood up. As Claude followed suit, Nick saw that Claude’s dick was sticking out straight in front of him, and Nick knew Molly had been able to control it and not let either of the men come in the tub.

Since both men had just stripped and climbed straight into the tub, neither had a towel to use. So they walked over to the bed still dripping with water and lay on top of the bedspread. When Molly emerged from the bathroom her body was dry, and she had obviously towelled her hair because it was all tousled and no longer clinging to her face. In her hand she carried two condoms. She walked around to the foot of the bed and climbed in between the men. She knelt down, facing them by their legs, and looked from one man to the other. She bent forward and slowly traced her tongue up the length of Claude’s dick. Claude let out a quiet sigh, and Nick watched Molly’s face as she took Claude’s dick deep into her mouth. Claude moaned something in French and Molly kept her eyes on his face as she slid her mouth up and down his cock. Then Molly turned her eyes to Nick, but she kept her mouth on Claude. Nick watched in turmoil as Molly kissed, licked and sucked at Claude’s erection for several minutes. This was a definite deviation from Molly’s initial plan.

I’d lick and suck him until he was rock hard, and then I’d roll the condom down to the base of his dick.

Claude’s dick had been rock hard from the minute Molly took him into her mouth, yet she continued pleasuring him. From the mumbles and groans that were emanating from Claude, he was more than happy with the way things were going. And yet, somehow, Nick felt Molly was doing this more for his benefit. She had a teasing look on her face as she let her tongue swirl around the tip of Claude’s dick before pushing it as far into her mouth as she could, all the time keeping eye contact with Nick.

As he watched Molly’s performance, Nick’s brain kicked into overdrive, filling his head with all sorts of images. Part of him wanted to pull Molly’s head over to his side of the bed so he could ram his own cock into her mouth. Another part of him wanted to mount Molly from behind and fuck her as hard as he could while she sucked Claude. But to Nick’s surprise, the idea that turned him on the most was for Claude to ejaculate all over Molly’s face while Nick watched.

Molly finally knelt up and opened the foil wrapper, then rolled the condom down over Claude’s dick. A clear puddle of pre-cum had dribbled out of Nick’s dick and soaked the hairs below his belly button. Molly wrapped her fingers around the shaft and rubbed her thumb round and round on the wet tip. She looked at him in a way that showed she knew he’d been turned on watching her going down on someone else. When she lowered her head and took Nick’s cock deep into her mouth his entire body shuddered. He was afraid he’d come there and then, but Molly only sucked him for a short time before she fitted him with the other condom.

“Well,” she smiled, holding a hard cock in each hand. “It looks like we’re all ready to continue with our evening.”

And with that she lay on the bed between them. Both men re-positioned themselves onto their sides, each facing her. Molly looked from one to the other, and then settled her gaze on Claude. “Would you like to go inside me now?”

“Oh, I would very much like. Yes,” he said breathlessly. “But perhaps it would be better if Nick were to please you first. After what you have just done to me, I am still somewhere up in the clouds and I worry I may not be able to last as I should…”

The Frenchman looked pleadingly from Molly to Nick, and then back at Molly.

“Ah, I see.” She smiled as she slowly ran a finger down his chest. “Well, I suppose I can wait for you.” Then she turned to look at Nick. “And maybe while I’m waiting, you could keep me occupied…”

Nick couldn’t admit that what Molly had done to Claude had gotten him just as worked up, so he smiled and climbed onto his wife. He entered her easily—he was rock hard and she was completely soaking. She let out a quiet moan as he slid all the way in, and their bodies soon took on the regular rhythm of their own lovemaking, although Nick was very conscious that Claude was watching it all. They moved slowly together, gently sliding against each other. Nick felt Molly rise to meet each thrust, her hands stroking his back. He tried to make it last, but all too quickly he felt the familiar tingling deep inside him. Molly knew what was happening and contracted her muscles, milking him. When Nick came he shuddered with each spurt, the feeling so intense it was almost painful by the time he was completely spent. 

Nick’s body was still shaking as he rolled off Molly, and he watched with mixed emotions as Claude took his place. In the hot-tub earlier, Nick had been watching Molly’s face while she was with Claude, but now he was able to see her complete body. He watched her thighs fall apart for the other man, saw her hips lift off the bed as his cock slid all the way into her. He heard her groan as he saw Claude pull back and then push into her again with force. Claude repeated his thrusts and Molly’s groans got louder. Then Nick saw Molly’s hands pulling Claude further into her as her back arched and her groans became screams.

Nick lay on one side of the bed, his dick flaccid inside the flooded condom while next to him his wife bucked and writhed in ecstasy as another man fucked her. After Molly’s orgasm, Claude slowed down the intensity of his thrusts. He moved slowly, his eyes closed. Nick realised Claude was getting close to his own release. Molly was obviously aware of it, too. She started to gently stroke his neck and chest. After all the urgency and roughness of the previous few minutes, they were suddenly very tender. Molly leaned up off the bed and started to kiss Claude’s face, whispering in his ear.

“Come now,” Nick heard her say breathlessly. “I want you to come now.”

It soon became obvious that Claude was indeed coming. He was groaning and mumbling something Nick couldn’t understand, and Molly was holding onto his head and kissing his face. This very intimate moment between Molly and Claude gave Nick a pang of jealousy, but he couldn’t understand why. Molly had fucked and sucked Claude and reached two orgasms with his cock buried inside her, and Nick had been more than happy to watch. Although Claude was at that very moment coming inside Molly, the aspect that upset Nick most was the fact that she was kissing him on the side of his face while he did it. Nick told himself to stop acting like an idiot.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───




Chapter Five

The room was now quiet, and Nick watched the other two. Claude was still lying on top of Molly, but they were completely still. Both had their eyes closed and Molly had an arm around his waist, one leg draped over the backs of his. They stayed like this for several minutes, and Nick hoped they wouldn’t fall asleep. He knew Molly didn’t want Claude to stay all night. He can leave after the sex.

Molly opened her eyes and looked straight at Nick. He raised his eyebrows as if to ask if she was okay, and she smiled. Then she touched Claude’s chest and the Frenchman opened his eyes. Nick saw a look pass between them.

As Claude climbed off, he slid his hand down to keep the condom in place. Molly looked down at it and frowned. “I’m sorry about using one of those. I hope it didn’t spoil your enjoyment too much,” she said.

Claude smiled broadly and shook his head “No. My enjoyment was not spoiled at all. In fact, it may have helped me to have a little more staying power.” Then he lowered his voice, as if he were telling a great secret. “To be honest, it made it feel more erotic for me. I have not used one of these for many, many years. I have two daughters, the youngest being almost fourteen. I had a vasectomy shortly after she was born and so contraception was no longer a necessity.”

He then looked from Molly to Nick and shrugged. “And I have to admit my wife and I are not having any adventurous evenings like this one.”

Molly glanced at Nick in such a way that he wondered if she was going to come clean and tell Claude this was in fact their only adventurous evening, too.

“Well there’s nothing wrong with monogamy,” Molly said as she stroked Claude’s chest. “But we find this sort of thing keeps things fresh for us two.”

Nick smiled to himself. Molly was obviously enjoying her role as the open-minded lady of pleasure.

They lay in silence on the bed for about ten minutes, then Nick excused himself and went to the bathroom. When he came back out a couple of minutes later he saw Claude and Molly were back in the hot tub.

Molly was replenishing their glasses with what remained of the champagne, and she smiled at Nick. “We decided it was too early for sleep, and a shame to waste the champagne.”

Nick smiled, nodded, and made his way over to join them. He was more than happy to carry on with the evening. They chatted and laughed as they enjoyed each other’s company for a while, and when Molly’s glass was empty she looked from one man to the other, her eyes finally settling on Claude.

“Stand up,” she whispered.

Claude stood in the centre of the tub. The depth of the water meant the surface was just about level with his thick black pubic hair. Molly slid off the seat and squatted down in the water. She slid her hand between Claude’s legs and held his dick vertical, the tip now visible above the bubbling water. She lowered her head and slowly ran her tongue around the head. It wasn’t long before Claude had a full erection that stood well above the water unaided.

Molly moved forward and pressed her breasts around Claude’s cock and slowly moved up and down, sliding her wet boobs on him. Nick watched, mesmerised, as Claude’s cock slid in and out of view in Molly’s cleavage. He felt his own erection grow. Molly kept eye contact with Claude as she pleasured him, and Claude stroked her head. Nick was nothing more than a spectator.

Molly stood up and leaned back, gripping the rim of the tub with both hands. She placed a foot on the bench-seat on either side of Claude and raised herself so her crotch was above the water’s surface.

“Fuck me,” she instructed.

Claude didn’t hesitate and entered her immediately. Nick knew Molly wasn’t bothered about the lack of a condom. Claude was sterile, and had obviously only had one partner in about twenty years.

Molly let out a low moan. Nick’s face was about eighteen inches away from their genitals, and he felt like he was watching his own personal porn movie. It was a surreal feeling.

“Fuck me harder.”

Nick looked up at Molly’s face. She was staring at Claude, her wet hair plastered to her face. She was breathing heavily, lips drawn back over gritted teeth. She was pushing herself forwards to meet each thrust.

“Harder,” she growled. Claude slammed into her with even more force. Molly’s boobs shook violently from the impact of Claude’s onslaught, water splashing over the edge of the tub.

Nick didn’t notice Molly giving Claude any signal, but they both stopped at the same time, and Molly stood up in the tub and faced Nick.

“Now you,” she said as she placed her feet on the seat either side of him. He stood and took up the same position Claude had. Gripping her waist, he entered and fucked her with the same ferocity she had demanded from Claude. But after a couple of minutes Nick decided to take the initiative. He stopped his thrusts and withdrew from Molly, who looked at him questioningly, probably wondering if he was close to reaching his climax. Nick told Claude to sit on the edge of the tub. Then he turned Molly around to face Claude. Nick lifted one of Molly’s legs and had her put a foot on the bench. Placing a hand on her stomach, Nick bent Molly forwards and directed her head towards Claude’s crotch.

Molly obviously realised his intention and immediately took Claude’s cock into her mouth. Nick re-entered her from behind. He gripped her hips and fucked her as hard as he could. Molly was grunting with each thrust, but she never let Claude’s cock leave her mouth. Nick banged away until his legs shook from exertion. Finally he knew he was on the brink of coming. Nick didn’t know what stage Claude was at, and he wondered if the Frenchman would come in Molly’s mouth. But then Nick was coming, and everything else faded from his mind. Over and over the spasms washed through him, leaving him completely drained.

Nick withdrew, sat down and watched as Molly sucked Claude. But then she raised her head and turned to face Nick. Bending towards him, she gripped the tub rim on either side of his head, their faces almost touching. She wiggled her raised hips, which was obviously enough of an invitation to Claude, who entered her from behind. With their foreheads now touching, Nick and Molly stared into each other’s eyes as Claude fucked her from behind for several minutes until he climaxed, grunting with each individual thrust as he ejaculated inside her.

* * * * *

Claude eventually slipped out of Molly and all three sat in the tub in silence for several minutes. Although there was no awkwardness, it was obvious to everyone the evening’s activities were now over.

Claude broke the silence. “I cannot begin to tell you what an evening this has been for me.” He smiled briefly, looking a little embarrassed. “I shall have this memory for a very long time. Thank you.”

Molly smiled at him. “I think it was a very pleasant evening for all of us,” she said as she glanced at Nick. “Will you tell your wife what went on?”

Claude shook his head slowly. “I do not think it would be something she would be happy about, so no, I will not be sharing it with her. In fact, I will not be able to share it with anyone, just in case it ever got back to her.” He smiled at both of them and tapped the side of his head. “But I will keep it here for a very long time, I’m sure.”

Molly leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. “So will we.”

The three of them climbed out of the tub. Nick got towels from the bathroom and they all dried themselves. Molly and Nick put on robes, and Claude dressed in his clothes.

Claude moved towards the door and turned to face them. “We are due to leave here early tomorrow morning, so I do not think I will be seeing you again.” He shook Nick’s hand and then took Molly’s hand to his lips and kissed it. “To say it has been a pleasure does not do it justice.” And with that, he left the chalet.

* * * * *

Molly and Nick stood and looked at each other for a few seconds, and then both smiled broadly.

“Fucking Hell,” Nick said.

“What?” Molly asked, with mock innocence on her face.

“You know exactly what. I’ve never seen you like that before. I thought my dick would fall off, you were so rough.”

Molly laughed out loud and walked over to the fridge. She took out a bottle of Cognac and held it up, lifting her eyebrows at Nick. He nodded, removed his robe and climbed into bed. Molly joined him with two glasses of amber liquid.

They both took a drink. Nick looked at her and waited.

Molly pulled the covers over her legs. “I had a really nice time in the tub earlier. I was so turned on because of everything, and when I came the first time it was wonderful. And then on the bed it was really good, too.”

“Good? I almost came just from watching you giving him a blow job.”

Molly smiled and took another sip of her drink. “Hmm, I guessed. But then when you both had me and it was over, I wanted more. I thought if this is to be the one and only night of unbridled sex, which we’d built up to for all that time, it should be special.”

“It was very special,” Nick said.

“I know, but I wanted more...  I don’t know—passion. We’d had tender sex, and that was lovely. But I wanted monkey sex.”

Nick furrowed his brows. “Monkey sex?”

“You know, ooh ooh—ah ah.”

Nick laughed. “Well, you certainly got that.”

“I know,” Molly said, frowning. “I’m really sore now.”

“Well, it serves you right,” Nick put on a high-pitched voice as he imitated Molly. “Fuck me harder, fuck me harder.”

Molly shook her head, laughing. “Are you complaining?”

“No, definitely not.” Nick looked serious for a moment, and then asked, “Do you think it was our one and only night of unbridled sex?”

Molly looked into his eyes for a few seconds before answering. “Do you mean would I want to repeat the experience of having great sex with two men at the same time?”

Nick nodded and felt a lump in his throat.

Molly took a sip of brandy and held eye contact with him over her glass for a long time. Then she swallowed the drink and whispered, “Yes, I think I would like that.”
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1999 (Tonight I’m Going to Party)

Mindy held her breath as Mikkel came across and stood immediately behind her. She felt his warm breath on her bare shoulders, then his fingers on the clasp of her dress. The gown had built-in bra cups, and she knew that as soon as the zip was pulled down, the front of the dress would fall and expose her breasts.

The two women held eye contact as Mikkel slowly lowered the zip.

As it fell, Nina looked down at Mindy’s breasts and her mouth opened into a perfect O. Mindy had always been happy with her boobs, as had the men she’d known. Her nipples were dark pink, the areolae not overly large. Tonight the nipples were standing out much further than they had for a long time.

“Hmm, no nipple rings.”

Mindy chuckled and shook her head. “I lied about the barbell, too.”

Nina ran her fingers over a sensitive nipple. At the same time, Mikkel leaned close and softly kissed the side of Mindy’s neck.

Mindy sighed and closed her eyes, her body trembling as Mikkel’s kisses covered the exposed skin from her neck to her shoulder.

Nina bent and pushed Mindy’s dress down past her hips. As it fell to the floor, Mindy stepped out of it and Nina placed it carefully over one of the couches. She turned and stared at Mindy, who now wore only a black lace thong and black stilettos.

“You have a fabulous body.” Nina stepped close and cupped both of Mindy’s breasts. “These are amazing.”

“That’s one advantage of having no children—my tits don’t hang down to my knees.”

Nina weighed and caressed them, rubbing her thumbs over the already sensitised nipples. “I’d kill for breasts like yours.”

Mindy shivered. “I think you two are a little over-dressed.”

Nina’s dress was strapless and slightly elasticated to hug her figure. She tugged at the sides, shimmied her hips and pushed the dress down to her feet. She wasn’t wearing panties and laughed at Mindy’s shocked expression. “I know, I’m such a slut.”

Mindy eyed the other woman’s body. Although petite with small breasts, the swell of her hips from her narrow waist gave her a femininity that was intoxicating.

Mikkel removed his shirt and Mindy admired his physique. His chest was wide with a smattering of fair hair, his arms and shoulders well-toned and his stomach flat.

Nina stepped out of her shoes, making the height difference between the women even more pronounced. Mindy was reluctant to take her shoes off yet because the high-heels made her legs look better.

Moving close behind, Mikkel wrapped his arms around Mindy’s waist and slid his hands up to cup her breasts. She moaned and leaned her head back onto his shoulder.

“And now,” said Nina, who was completely naked, “I think it’s you who’s over-dressed.” She dropped to her knees and hooked her fingers into the waistband of Mindy’s thong.

As the garment was pulled slowly down Mindy’s thighs, Mikkel pinched her nipples, making her groan. She felt Nina’s small soft hands stroking up the outsides of her legs and over her hips and a shiver ran up her back. When she felt Nina’s warm breath against her mons, Mindy let out another groan. The idea of sleeping with another woman had never occurred before, but this wasn’t an act of desperation. Mindy couldn’t remember being this aroused. It was an ideal way to welcome the new millennium.

Nina stood and took Mindy’s hand, guiding her to one of the couches. Sitting to one side, she pulled Mindy down next to her. Mindy kicked her shoes off. Mikkel was still undressing. As he bent to pull off his socks, Mindy couldn’t help admiring the way the muscles and tendons flexed in his shoulders and at the side of his abs. When he dropped his trousers, the outline of his erection through the stretchy material of his boxers made Mindy tingle inside. He stepped out of his trousers and Nina motioned him closer until he stood directly in front them.

Nina traced her finger along the bulge in his boxers and looked at Mindy. “I think it’s time we had a look at this, don’t you?”
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As her husband of twelve years has run off with another woman, Mindy faces the new millennium needing a new home and new job. But before facing her daunting future head-on, she decides to celebrate the upcoming special Hogmanay in style. In a posh Edinburgh hotel, she puts on her best dress and happy face, deciding that tonight’s the perfect night to take a man back to her room for a night of no-strings passion—something she hasn’t done since her punk rock days. 

Her night starts promisingly when she shares her table with two hunky brothers—complete with kilts—but when that spell is broken, a different offer presents itself in the form of a beautiful Scottish woman and her handsome Scandinavian husband. 

It’s something she’s never considered before, but… New millennium, new Mindy.

1999 is available from Amazon
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Bon Voyeur

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bon Voyeur is available from Amazon
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Operation: Cuckold

“Come on, Sissy. Get up here now.”

Harry obeyed.

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

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

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

Harry hesitated for a split second too long.

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

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

“That’s it. Now, wank me off.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

A cuck and bull story about a very happy hotwife. 

Operation: Cuckold is available at Amazon. 
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