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      The follow-up to Max Sebastian’s hotwife novel My Best Friend’s Wife…

      

      Freddie Fyfield is in Hollywood seeking a deal to turn his debut novel into a movie when he receives a mysterious invite to a sex party in Malibu.

      

      Naturally, Freddie’s gorgeous wife Anna is invited, too — but so is her lover, Jim.

      

      For Jim, the Hotwife Key Party will represent the first time he has shared Anna with someone other than her husband — and it could change everything forever…

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Anna is part of a series of ten books, each written by a member of the acclaimed Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica (ACHE). Each unique volume tells the story of a different couple at the party in Malibu, how they got there and what happens when their wife's key is drawn...
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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      For those of you who have never read one of my stories before, welcome; it’s so good to have you aboard.

      If you’re a returning reader, then welcome back, and thank you so much for your continuing support. I hope you know how much I appreciate you.

      This story is part of the summer collaboration of the Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica (ACHE) group of erotic fiction scribes. The Hotwife Key Party series involves ten different stories about ten different couples attending a special party for hotwives in sunny Malibu, California — each story written by a different ACHE author.

      Many thanks to Paul Garland, GK Grayson, and Kirsten McCurran for their hard work setting up this collaboration.

      If you haven’t read any of the other books in the series yet, then you’re in for a treat, with wonderful stories from the aforementioned Paul Garland, GK Grayson, and Kirsten McCurran, along with Delores Swallows, Lacey Cross, Anya Knightly, Zoey Adams, Jordan Riley, and KT Morrison.

      This particular Hotwife Key Party book you’re reading now features a hotwife by the name of Anna, her husband, Freddie, and Freddie’s best friend, Jim.

      These characters first appeared in my 2022 hotwife novel My Best Friend’s Wife, a story that originally appeared in serialized form on the website Medium.

      If you haven’t read the book, don’t worry — you should still be able to enjoy this Hotwife Key Party adventure.

      When Paul, GK, and Kirsten reached out to suggest the group of us put together a series of stories about different characters attending the same wild hotwife party, I couldn’t resist penning another adventure for Anna, Jim, and Freddie.

      Their original story was my first real foray into serialized fiction — posting chapters of a longish tale as soon as they were written for my Medium readers to devour without waiting for the whole novel to be completed.

      It begins with struggling London-based novelist Freddie asking his best friend, Jim, to have an affair with the gorgeous Anna so that Freddie might fully understand the mindset of his novel’s cuckolded protagonist.

      We then follow the story as Anna and Jim decide to give Freddie a real wild ride, concealing their developing relationship from him, then letting him discover Anna’s infidelity the hard way, perhaps more closely mirroring Freddie’s novel.

      It turned out to be so much fun, although perhaps some of the twists were a little more crazy than usual for a hotwife novel.

      Anna’s next adventure, in the book you’re reading now, is another wild one. I had so much fun with it, and I do hope you will too. Perhaps it won’t be the last we hear about Anna, Jim, and Freddie if all goes well.

      So. Thanks again for reading — and if you enjoy this story, hopefully I’ll catch you again at the next one.

      All the best,

      Max Sebastian,

      New England, June 2023
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      When we got the invitation, Freddie wasn’t even in the same country as Anna and me. 

      My best friend had been in Hollywood for a week, traipsing between hotels, restaurants, and production offices for meeting after meeting, trying to turn his debut novel into a movie. There had been plenty of interest in it, although Freddie knew enough about Hollywood to know that what people said and what they really thought were often two different things entirely.

      But Freddie’s book had been on the New York Times Bestseller list for a while, so he was optimistic.

      Meanwhile, back home in old Blighty, Freddie had asked my girlfriend, Laura, and me to wife sit for him. 

      Naturally, Laura and I had been more than happy to oblige. 

      We probably would have spent plenty of time with the lovely Anna anyway while Freddie was gone. All four of us saw each other regularly enough. But Freddie liked the idea that his wife would get to have plenty of sex while he was away — and that he could revel in the whole cuckolding dynamic that would involve. 

      And, of course, my girlfriend Laura just happened to enjoy watching me have sex with other women. 

      It had been a wild year for me — moving in with Laura, dating other women occasionally so that Laura could indulge in her little kink. All while regularly sleeping with the exquisite Anna to help Freddie with his little kink. 

      I loved having kinky friends. 

      Laura had had a lot of fun enjoying my dates with other women during the past year. She rarely got to actually watch me with other women, however, since most of my dates had been nowhere near capable of coping with something like that. But she did get to hang out whenever I slept with Anna. We’d even tried occasional threesomes, though Laura preferred to watch and reclaim me like Freddie did with Anna.

      But while I’d had a lot of fun dating over the past year, spending time with Anna was always special. The attraction between us went beyond pure lust. Laura knew I was in love with Anna — but she wasn’t jealous. And Freddie knew, too, and he actively enjoyed that I felt something for his wife. I always respected the fact that she was married to Freddie, though. 

      Anyway. Wife-sitting was great fun, it turned out. 

      Laura and I simply moved in with Anna while Freddie was away. He had no idea how long he’d be in Los Angeles, so we figured we’d probably be there for a while. The cute little terraced house in West London was much larger than our tiny flat, so there was that. 

      And from the get-go, the fact that Laura and I stayed with Anna meant constant sex. 

      It was crazy hot. 

      I mean, I was living with two stunning women who allowed me to have sex with them whenever I wanted. I’m not sure how I managed to keep my head on straight and force myself to leave the house in the morning to earn a living. 

      Coming home from a long day at the office to that little house in Fulham, I had my own key to let myself in through the front door. 

      Laura wasn’t ‘home’ yet, but I saw Anna had already returned from her job at the London Evening Standard. My heart quickened almost immediately I laid eyes on her. 

      She was in the little kitchen at the rear of the ground floor, looking like she was preparing supper for us all. And I could just walk up to her, take her in my arms, and bury my face in her soft, dark hair, my arms wrapping around her, my hands clasping her small but gorgeous breasts through her dark blue blouse and apron. 

      ‘Hey,’ she chirped, and as I nuzzled against her cheek, I could see the broad smile spread across her pretty face. 

      ‘Hey, sweetie. Whatcha making?’ 

       ‘Stir-fry,’ she said softly as my hands roamed over her petite frame. 

      ‘Impressive.’

      ‘Not really — it’s mostly just chopping stuff up.’ 

      She moaned as I squeezed her breasts, not just because of the sensitivity of the area I was touching but also because I was taking what I wanted from her. That possessive manner had always seemed to turn her on so easily. 

      Her moan intensified as I ran my hand down from her breasts, over her waist, around her hips to her perky behind — my wandering hands emphasizing how I much desired her.

      ‘If you distract me now, it’ll take me longer to cook dinner,’ she warned, though she could not contain her smile. 

      I loved how dignified Anna always tried to be, even when I used my power over her to make her do the most undignified things. Her innate grace and poise from an upbringing at the very best schools money could buy always shone through. And it did now, even as I lifted her skirt, groped her practically bare behind, and then knelt to peel down her tiny thong. 

      She tried to act with such decorum, continuing to prepare the stir-fry vegetables as I kissed her sweet peach of an ass and then gave her a couple of little spanks. 

      ‘Oh…’ she moaned, clutching the edge of the counter for a moment as waves of sexual arousal swept through her from my sharp little taps on her pert butt cheeks. 

      And she did her best to maintain her poise as I pulled her hips back, pressed on her lower back to bend her over the counter, and then teased her beautiful behind apart to expose her most intimate parts. 

      ‘Did you… have a nice day at work?’ she asked me, a touch breathless, as I kissed my way down her buttocks and inhaled her beautifully feminine scent. 

      ‘I spent all day thinking about you,’ I said, honestly enough. 

      She was right about it taking her longer to prepare dinner when I distracted her like this. She gasped as I wedged my head between her butt cheeks and tilted my face upward to get a taste of her delicious sex — and all she could do was cling to the kitchen counter. No way she could continue chopping bell peppers. 

      ‘Oh… oh, fuck…’ 

      But this was how it was when I was wife-sitting for my best friend, Freddie. I was addicted to Anna’s sweet pussy. And if I was wife-sitting her, I could access it whenever I wanted. 

      ‘Yeah… yeah… yeah…’ 

      Don’t get me wrong — it was all strictly consensual. Anna readily agreed to the terms I presented when I started this. And she enjoyed my free use of her as much as I did. 

      Maintaining her decorum was a little more challenging as I lifted one of her legs and shoved it up so she could rest her knee by the chopped onions. But somehow, she continued looking like a complete goddess as I gorged myself on her exposed pussy. 

      She tasted divine. 

      ‘Oh… oh… oh, my God…’

      I loved how she sighed and gasped and moaned as I sucked on her delicious pussy lips and shoved my tongue inside her soaking-wet entrance. I loved how quickly she got so very wet whenever I touched her. 

      I loved how readily she moved for me in the exact way I directed her. I loved how she responded to my manhandling her, how thrilled she was by my taking her however I wanted. 

      I loved how easily I could make her come. 

      ‘Now you can continue your chopping,’ I said, but while I allowed her to put both feet back down on the floor, pick up her kitchen knife and resume slicing bell peppers, I didn’t let her skirt fall back into place. 

      I didn’t allow her to put her panties back on. 

      I remained behind her and slid my rock-hard cock up between her cheeks before sinking it into her searing-hot pussy. 

      She was so much shorter than me, but I had plenty of practice fucking her standing up. I took hold of her hips, bent my legs, and drove my big hard-on deep inside her, making her groan long and low. 

      She tried her best to chop the rest of the veggies for a while, as I had told her. But after a time, the pounding I gave her was too much for her to devote any thoughts to dinner. 

      I enjoyed seeing how the tension played out on her pretty face, as she was torn between the two duties I wanted her to perform. I enjoyed grinding the tip of my cock against the parts inside her pussy where she was most sensitive. When I did that, there was no way she could continue with another activity simultaneously. 

      ‘You want me to cook dinner?’ 

      Laura’s voice came unexpectedly from beside us. Here she was, home from her new job on a golfing magazine. I wondered how long she’d been there, watching Anna and me. 

      ‘I can… do it…’ Anna insisted as I pounded into her again and again. 

      Laura just stood there, smiling from ear to ear as she watched us fucking right there in the kitchen, at 6.30 in the p.m., like animals with no sense of responsibility whatsoever. 

      Then when Anna had come for a second time, Laura was on her knees, finishing me off with her lips and tongue, reveling in both the sensation of my hard cock filling her mouth, and also the flavor of Anna’s juices on my flesh.

      After we ate, Laura would get to come while we all watched TV. 

      The three of us had a very relaxed, free-wheeling kind of arrangement. 
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        * * *

      

      It tended to be late in the evening when Freddie called to touch base with his beautiful wife. Midnight in London was 4pm on the West Coast.

      Freddie ensured his meetings didn’t run past 4pm in Hollywood or started after six. He had to call home every night to ensure Anna was happy and everything was all right with the world back home in London. 

      And naturally, for a man who enjoyed sharing his wife, he wanted to see that we were making Anna happy. 

      Anna had her iPad propped up on her dresser table, which gave us a portal into Freddie’s universe in Hollywood while allowing him to watch Laura and I begin to undress his wife. 

      As the call began tonight, Freddie said, ‘Oh, before I get too distracted… one of the film producers I had lunch with today gave me a little invitation to a big party at the weekend.’ 

      Anna smiled as I unfastened the buttons on her shirt, and Laura worked on her jeans. We might have fucked her earlier that evening, but she always dressed up again before Freddie’s calls. He liked to see us strip his wife before we played with her. 

      ‘That’s wonderful, darling,’ Anna said to her husband. ‘I bet there’ll be lots of wonderful people to meet there.’ 

      But Freddie had more to reveal: ‘The invitation’s for you guys, too. They want to meet you.’ 

      ‘They want to meet us?’ Anna and I both said. 

      Freddie smiled as he sat there on the end of his hotel bed. ‘Well, you know when I told him the characters in my book were based on real people…’ 

      Anna looked confused. ‘This is a producer you’re actually going to work with on the movie?’ 

      Freddie shrugged. ‘Possibly. I don’t know — he seems like a good guy. The way he talks about the project, it’s just how I see it. If you were here to meet him, darling, I just know he’d want to do it…’ 

      ‘You want to use me to sell your movie?’ Anna said, and at that moment. I removed her shirt while Laura dragged her jeans down to expose her wincingly beautiful body in a pink lace bra and panties. 

      I could see why Freddie might want to use her to sell his movie. If I had ten million dollars, and you showed me Anna like this, I’d invest it in any film project you cared to name.  

      ‘I wouldn’t want to use you, darling. I just think… if you were here…’ 

      I ran my hands over Anna’s trim stomach and cupped her gorgeous breasts. 

      ‘Well, I couldn’t just drop everything, darling,’ Anna told her husband. ‘I’d have to ask for time off work… and then we’d have to organize flights…’ 

      ‘They’ll fly you out first-class,’ Freddie said. ‘That’s not a problem…’ 

      ‘And then…’ I could tell Anna was searching for excuses not to be dragged around Hollywood by her husband chasing movie deals. She turned her head briefly and glanced at me as I fondled her heavenly breasts. ‘What about Jimmy?’ she said. ‘What if Jimmy wants me to stay here…?’ 

      It always surprised me when Freddie and Anna talked about me as though we were a polyamorous thruple, rather than merely a man who occasionally shared his best friend’s wife. I realized that Anna and I had professed our love for each other, but I was still ostensibly dating Laura. I wasn’t married to Anna. 

      ‘Well, I…’ I said, a little at a loss for words at being Anna’s reason not to fly off to her husband in America. 

      Then Freddie surprised me further, saying, ‘Jim’s invited too. They want to meet him as well.’ 

      ‘Seriously?’ I said, removing Anna’s bra before returning my hands to her bare breasts. 

      Freddie was leaning forward from his position on the bed, trying not to be distracted from the conversation by the sight of me massaging his wife’s bare breasts in front of him. He wasn’t finding it easy. 

      ‘We’re all invited to this big party thing,’ Freddie said. ‘It’s at a really nice-looking exclusive villa in Malibu… Casa Del Grande Toro. House of the Big Bull.’ 

      ‘What kind of party?’ Anna asked as I made way for Laura to enjoy a feel of Anna’s gorgeous tits before we both crouched in front of her and peeled down her pink lacy panties. 

      ‘A special kind of party…’

      Freddie cleared his throat, trying to seem like he was acting calm and sensible as I knelt up to slip one of Anna’s nipples in my mouth, and Laura gently touched the back of a finger to Anna’s exposed sex. 

      ‘Special how?’ 

      ‘As I understand it…’ Freddie said, ‘There’s a certain freedom to… enjoy oneself at this thing.’  

      ‘Isn’t that what parties are generally for?’ 

      ‘I mean… sexually,’ Freddie clarified. Even via the video call, we could see him flush deep red. 

       ‘You want to take us all to a sex party?’ Anna asked, sounding horrified.

       ‘Well, I… I mean… I… uh…’ Freddie stammered. 

      ‘And you expect to have lots of sex there, do you, darling?’ 

      Anna’s voice was as cutting as I’d ever heard it. It was a little surprising — except that then she turned to me and gave me a mischievous little wink. 

      ‘No… I mean… gosh… darling, that’s not at all what I said…’ Freddie said, flustered. 

      ‘So what would happen at this sex party?’ 

      ‘I don’t know… maybe… you’d like… to have a little fun with somebody…’

      ‘But I have Jimmy for all the sex I need.’

      ‘It might be… I don’t know… a chance to try someone else… as well?’ 

      Anna glared angrily into the iPad screen, scaring the living saints out of her husband, who cowered in front of us on the end of his hotel bed. If he’d had a tail to put between his legs, he would have done. 

      But then Anna suddenly broke into the sweetest of sweet smiles and said, ‘Sounds fabulous.’ 

      Freddie’s eyes widened as he realized she’d been pranking him. Then he said, ‘So you’ll… come?’ 

      ‘If I get to have lots of sex with men at the party, I’m sure I will,’ Anna joked. ‘Plenty of times.’ 

      With that, she moaned quietly as Laura sat on the edge of the bed and lay down to suck on her other stiff nipple, the one that wasn’t in my mouth. 

      ‘So I take it you’re going to watch me at the party?’ Anna said to her husband. 

      ‘Uh… yes… I think that would be the plan,’ Freddie said. 

      ‘And your producer friend, the chap who invited us… he’ll be there?’ 

      ‘I don’t know. I guess he might be.’

      ‘And if it goes well, he’ll back the movie?’ 

      Freddie insisted, ‘Oh no, no, no. The one is not contingent on the other.’

      Now Laura was stripping off. Freddie had always been more about sharing his wife with another man. Still, he’d never objected to Anna’s occasional bi-curiosity. And the sight of the tall, beautiful blonde peeling off her shirt to reveal a bare chest beneath was —even purely aesthetically — appealing generally. 

      Anna and I smiled at her, the three of us knowing we were teasing Freddie mercilessly, having even more fun with him because he was trying so earnestly to sell us on the idea of flying out to Los Angeles just to keep him company. 

      Anna said to her husband, ‘Well, you know it’s not up to me, darling. If Jim’s happy for me to have sex at a party…’ 

      I curled an arm around the beautiful brunette, my hand finding its way down between her thighs, where I found her to be as wet as the mighty Zambezi in the rainy season.

      ‘I think it could be fun,’ I said, two fingers snaking their way inside my best friend’s wife as Laura continued sucking on Anna’s breasts. ‘If Anna’s ready to try other people?’ 

      Anna moaned, which could have been some kind of answer to my question, but could have just been a response to Laura and myself groping her.

      Freddie said, ‘I thought… maybe it could be an opportunity to try… you know those kinds of things… if you don’t feel like doing anything, you don’t have to.’ 

      I felt my manhood throbbing at the thought of taking Anna to a strange place, of having other men wanting to fuck her. Odd, perhaps, that I didn’t feel the same way about Laura since she was my girlfriend. But Laura had long accepted how I felt about Anna, and how it differed from my feelings for her.

      But while I was still strangely turned on by the thought of Freddie and I sharing Anna with other men, it made me nervous. Why was that? Because she might get hurt? God, she certainly was so precious. 

      No — I’d thought about this before. One reason I felt uncomfortable with the thought of sharing Anna with anybody else was that I wasn’t the one married to her. What if she decided she was bored with me now she could fuck any guy she wanted? 

      The trouble was that sleeping with Anna was like a drug. And I was addicted. 

      Freddie — who was casually stroking the bulge between his thighs as he watched Laura and me taking turns to work his wife with our hands and fingers and mouths — was safe and secure as Anna’s husband. But I was merely a boyfriend at best. 

      Anna pulled away from Laura and me, climbing onto the bed, lying on her front, facing her husband and the iPad. ‘If you let me go to the party,’ Anna said, ‘I’d do whatever you wanted.’ 

      Even after a year of being with her, it still surprised me how much control Anna always wanted to give me. It was so different from how she was with her husband. I hesitated a very brief moment before working out that in this, she wanted me to be there to control her. 

      ‘Good,’ I said, trying to sound firmly in charge as I climbed onto the bed — and onto Anna, straddling her before laying my thick manhood between her heart-stompingly perfect buttocks. ‘That sounds like it could be fun.’ 

      And with that, as Laura removed her skirt and sat on the armchair to watch us, I slid my big, hard cock into Freddie’s wife while my friend watched everything on FaceTime. 

      I wondered how a bunch of brash Americans would feel about having sex with the most perfect English rose imaginable. I wondered how I would feel watching it happen. 

      I got the feeling that Freddie and Anna would enjoy it, whatever happened.
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      Anna and I were nervous as we said goodbye to Laura at Heathrow Airport’s Terminal 5 just before heading through the security line dedicated to first-class passengers. 

      ‘We’ll only be away a week,’ I told Laura, worried she would feel left out because Freddie hadn’t included a Laura character in his love triangle story, so she wasn’t invited along with us.

      ‘You’ll have to call me lots,’ Laura insisted, giving me a brief but deep kiss. 

      ‘We will.’ 

      ‘You two will be having so much sex. The least you can do is let me watch on Zoom.’ 

      ‘I promise you can watch,’ Anna said, giving Laura a brief but deep kiss. 

      I was fascinated by how things were slowly developing between Anna and Laura. They had been good friends — co-workers — before I had come along. 

      When Freddie had asked me to have an affair with Anna for the benefit of his book, and then Anna and I had decided our affair should start out a secret from him — we had kept it all hidden by pretending I was dating Laura. But then I’d started dating Laura for real, while continuing to see Anna. 

      And now… well, Laura and Anna had become very close friends. Bicurious ones at that.

      It was almost a shame Anna and I had to fly away, splitting them up like this, when we could have spent a week exploring all that curiosity Laura and Anna had pent up inside them. 

      But here we were, waving Laura farewell, making sure we had no liquids in our carry-on bags, showing our boarding passes to the border control lady, then lining up to pass through the scanning process. No waiting in lines at any point — we felt very fortunate to be flying out first class.

      ‘You never really shared Laura,’ Anna was saying to me as we removed our shoes and dumped our backpacks on the conveyor. 

      ‘Huh?’ 

      ‘Laura’s always telling me about this woman, or that woman you dated — and particularly the ones you brought home with you. But you never let her go out with other guys.’ 

      We both passed through the metal detector, and I said, ‘It wasn’t ever a case of letting her. She hasn’t seemed to want it.’ 

      Anna picked up her scanned backpack and said, ‘Maybe you should suggest it when we get back.’ 

      ‘Maybe,’ I shrugged. ‘Why the sudden suggestion?’ 

      Anna smiled. ‘I like her. I think maybe you’d feel something stronger toward her if you… you know… gave her a little more freedom. Like Freddie and me.’ 

      ‘But so far, Freddie’s only ever experienced you sleeping with me,’ I pointed out. 

      She laughed. ‘That’s about to change, isn’t it? Isn’t that what this trip’s all about?’ 

      ‘I suppose it is,’ I nodded, trying not to show her that I was a little nervous about the prospect of sharing her with strangers for the first time.
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        * * *

      

      We had a light dinner in the Concorde Room, the exclusive lounge reserved for British Airways First Class passengers. Anna checked her emails as we sipped Laurent-Perrier Grand Siecle Champagne and nibbled on grilled seabass and purple-sprouting broccoli.

      ‘Oh, Freddie says we were supposed to sign an NDA before the party,’ she said. ‘Oh, and fill out a questionnaire.’ 

      As she looked at the NDA, I contemplated what she’d said about Laura. Anna had almost made it seem like I’d been unfair to my girlfriend. And yet it had been Laura pushing for me to date other women to supplement our sex together, rather than showing any particular interest in dating others herself. 

      Had I been selfish? Had I been neglectful in my duty as the dominant party in our sexual relationship, failing to give Laura everything she needed? 

      Anna broke my train of thought, saying,’ The questionnaire suggests we all fill it out separately, so our answers aren’t colored by our partner’s responses…’

      ‘What kind of questions is it asking?’ I asked, pulling out my own phone to find that Freddie had emailed me the NDA but not the questionnaire.

      ‘Uh… experience we’ve had in the ‘lifestyle’… sexual orientations… hard limits. Unfulfilled sexual fantasies — ‘Anna smirked. ‘I think most of mine have been pretty well fulfilled recently…’ 

      I grinned. ‘Clearly, we need to think of some new ones.’ 

      She smiled, and her eyes flashed with excitement. ‘Okay… well, if we do that, I’m sure it won’t matter if you color my questionnaire answers… hey, there aren’t any questions here about you.’ 

      ‘No, and Freddie didn’t send me a questionnaire. Only an NDA.’

      ‘Hmm. Well, maybe the organizers assume you’re just a single guy. Beholden to no one.’ 

      ‘I’m beholden to you, if you want me,’ I chuckled. 

      ‘I guess you can decide what you want to do when we’re there,’ she smiled. ‘So. First question. Experience in the lifestyle. A year? Year and a half?’ 

      ‘How do they define ‘lifestyle’?’ 

      ‘They don’t. Not really. I suppose we just say what we’ve done?’ she said, tapping away at her screen. ‘Do you think they’re expecting really experienced people at this party?’ 

      ‘We’re experienced enough.’ 

      ‘I’ve only ever cuckolded Freddie with you.’

      ‘And Laura.’ 

      ‘Well, that’s not… I mean… well, I suppose that’s something…’ 

      It was interesting that she had Laura on her mind. Anna wasn’t entirely sure what role my girlfriend played in everything, either. And the issue didn’t help with the third question in the questionnaire, after the ‘husband’s sexual orientation.’

      ‘Wife’s sexual orientation…’ 

      ‘Well, bi-curious, don’t you think?’ 

      ‘Bi-curious? I don’t tend to go for other women…’ 

      I grinned. ‘Tell me there’s nothing whatsoever between you and Laura.’ 

      She raised her eyebrows but was unable to deny what I’d said. After a brief hesitation, she said, ‘That’s different.’ 

      ‘It is?’ 

      She sighed, toying with the ends of her hair for a moment, drawing my eyes to her highly enticing cleavage. Then her eyes found mine. ‘For the purposes of this sex party,’ she said, ‘we should probably put ‘straight,’ shouldn’t we? I mean, that’s what we’re looking for at this party…’ 

      ‘I see your point. ‘Straight’ it is, for the purposes of the questionnaire.’ 

      ‘For the purposes of the questionnaire,’ she smirked, tapping in her answer. Then she looked at the next question. ‘Husband’s favorite sexual experience… well, you know he still thinks about that time when we first came clean about our affair. When we properly cuckolded him.’ 

      ‘That was a little on the harsh side,’ I said. 

      ‘He still thinks about it a lot. Okay, wife’s favorite sexual experience… hmm, that’s a tough one.’ Anna looked at me. ‘Can I say all the ones you were a part of?’ She laughed. 

      I tilted my head. ‘Okay… when you’re on your own, and you’re feeling a little… frisky… which experience do you think of?’ 

      ‘Frisky?’ she smirked. Then she glanced at her phone screen and the obligation to write something in the answer field, and her expression turned serious. ‘Okay… I suppose… that time in the Premier Inn,’ she said. ‘The first time you properly took control of me.’ 

      I smiled, remembering how it had been. Guiding Anna with a leash that was connected to her neck collar. How unbelievable she had looked in that crimson lace bodysuit, her superb legs clad up to her thighs in black stockings. ‘That was pretty special,’ I agreed, as she started tapping out her questionnaire reply. 

      I said, ‘You don’t want to tell them about a time you had with your husband?’ 

      She smiled and shrugged, and continued typing her answer into her phone. ‘I love having sex with my husband,’ she said. ‘I love making him happy. But the sex that really satisfies me… that’s always with you.’ 

      Next questions: ‘soft’ limits and ‘hard’ limits.

      Anna gazed at me. ‘Soft limits,’ she said. ‘It says ‘potential no-nos.” 

      ‘You’re not looking for a bisexual experience,’ I reminded her. ‘Not during this party, anyway.’ 

      She nodded. ‘But isn’t that a ‘hard’ limit?’ 

      I looked at her across our half-eaten sea bass. ‘If there was a beautiful woman at the party,’ I said, ‘And I told you to go make out with her… to play with her… would you refuse?’ 

      ‘No,’ she said. ‘Not if you told me.’ 

      As she said that, there was this little glimmer of light in her eyes. She was excited by the possibility that I would tell her to do something she wasn’t entirely comfortable doing. It was so sexy, seeing her like that.

      ‘If I told you to make her come with your mouth, would you refuse?’ I asked her. 

      She stared at me, torn between excitement and trepidation. ‘If you told me to,’ she said firmly. ‘I would do whatever you told me.’ 

      I nodded. ‘Then it’s a soft limit.’ 

      ‘Hard limits…’ she said, looking at me as though it was up to me what her hard limits were. 

      ‘Definite no-nos,’ I said. My heart rate had quickened — it was a little surprising that she was looking to me to state her hard limits. But I wasn’t going to knock the question back to her. I could tell what she wanted. She wanted me to show responsibility. 

      I said, ‘Humiliation. Degradation. Actual bodily harm.’ 

      She nodded and gave me a grateful smile before tapping my answer into her phone. 

      Next up was a question about her husband’s favorite unfulfilled sexual fantasy.

      I said, ‘I’m guessing it would involve being cuckolded by other men. Or perhaps a bunch of strangers. Since we’ve fulfilled his initial fantasy.’ 

      Anna agreed with me on my analysis. I felt a strange and unexpected symbiosis with Freddie on that score. I had wondered how it would feel to be Freddie. I had fantasized about experiencing the tension of letting Anna sleep with someone else, another man.

       ‘Wife’s favorite unfulfilled sexual fantasy,’ Anna said, and once again, she looked to me to supply the answer. 

      I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. ‘You want me to decide what your unfulfilled sexual fantasy is?’ 

      She tilted her head. ‘You are my unfulfilled sexual fantasy,’ she said. 

      ‘I think we’ve fulfilled that particular fantasy—’

      She interrupted me. ‘When I’m feeling ‘frisky,’ as you would put it, I fantasize about the next time I’m going to see you.’ 

      She was so sweet. She could just look at me and melt my insides. I felt bad she hadn’t said such a thing to Freddie. But she loved him in a very different way, I guess. 

      ‘Freddie said this party’s a chance to try someone new,’ I said, trying to bring this back to my best friend a little. ‘He wants you to experiment.’ 

      She nodded. ‘So what should I say?’ she said. 

      I sighed. Smiled. Submissives could be so darn submissive sometimes. 

      ‘Okay…’ I said, glancing around us to ensure no eavesdroppers were nearby — particularly underage eavesdroppers. I paused a moment, running my eye down my best friend’s beautiful wife. Then I said, ‘Wife’s unfulfilled sexual fantasy… how about… sex with a stranger… Sex with two, three guys at once?’ 

      ‘Goodness,’ Anna’s eyes flashed. 

      But she typed my response into her phone. 

      I said, ‘Double penetration.’ 

      She caught her breath at that — and looked up at me with wide eyes, opened-mouthed. 

      ‘Aren’t you curious?’ I grinned. 

      Then, I thought of something else. ‘Being watched,’ I said. 

      She tilted her head and then gave a little nod. 

      ‘That’ll be enough, won’t it?’ I said. 

      ‘Enough for me,’ she laughed. 

      There were two more questions after that. One about who their ‘ultimate’ fantasy third would be — Anna insisted on nominating me, of course, but I pointed out that I wouldn’t classify as a ‘fantasy’ anymore. She looked to me for an answer, so I said, ‘Who’s your favorite actor?’ 

      ‘Right now?’ she said, pondering. ‘The Mandalorian?’ 

      ‘It’s the kinky mask, right?’ I laughed. 

      ‘He’s got a big weapon.’ She giggled. 

      ‘Okay… so Pedro Pascal.’ I watched her type it in. ‘Good choice, though he’s better in Narcos.’ 

       And then the last question was favorite sex toy. 

      ‘No, you can’t say me on this one, either,’ I told her. ‘Or your husband.’ 

      Anna smiled. ‘Handcuffs,’ she said, typing it in.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          3 THE FIRST RULE OF MILE HIGH CLUB

        

      

    

    
      We spent the first hour of the journey marveling at how crazy it was to be in first class.

      Right up at the front of the aircraft, there were 12 seats in an area you could have squeezed at least 50 or 60 economy passengers. 

      Anna and I were in booths that were like a cross between the interior of the NASA space shuttle and the Orient Express. With more Champagne in our hands practically the moment we sat down, the flight attendants took our orders for dinner — filet mignon and creme brûlée for me. 

      We were 35,000 feet in the air when Anna leaned over from her booth and asked me if I thought any of these other first-class passengers might be going to the sex party in Malibu. 

      I had to chuckle at that. ‘What are the chances anyone else from the UK’s even been invited?’ 

      I didn’t like to look too closely at other passengers, particularly in First Class — it seemed like an intrusion. But there were definitely a number of couples around us. 

      It was difficult to avoid constantly thinking about what we were flying out to do. It was so crazy to be going to a sex party. In Malibu. 

      We weren’t in college anymore; we weren’t even in our twenties. We were all supposed to be settled and married and responsible adults heading toward comfortably safe middle age.

      I also couldn’t keep sex from my mind because I had the delicious Anna sitting beside me, on a seat that could be flattened into a bed. It would be a narrow bed, mind you. I couldn’t see how you could squeeze two people onto it, even if you were allowed to.

      Through a ten-hour night-time flight, was there any way I’d be able to enjoy a little intimate Anna-time? I couldn’t see it. 

      We weren’t at the back of a vast economy-class cabin packed with hundreds of seats. There were just ten booths in First Class, right up at the front of the aircraft. It seemed way too exposed to think of doing anything wicked — even once dinner was out of the way, and the lights were turned down, ready for the night-time.

      At some point, I assumed the highly-attentive flight attendants would call it a night and retire to leave us passengers to sleep. But would there be any opportunity when they were gone to misbehave with Anna?

      I watched the divine brunette working the electronic controls in her booth to wind her seat down flat so she could sleep. She was just wearing relatively normal clothes — gray leggings and a white T-shirt — but I longed to just step across the aisle, tear those clothes off her, and take her where she lay.

      ‘You going to try to sleep?’ she whispered, covering herself with a navy-blue airline blanket.

      ‘I don’t think I can,’ I said. 

      ‘Oh. Anything I can do to help?’ she said. 

      Oh, if only, I thought. I was suddenly so insanely horny. Anna had that effect on me. 

      She looked too delicious for words, gazing at me as though waiting for me to give her an order. I glanced back at the nearest restroom. There was virtually no way for two people to get up from these booths and convene in the same bathroom undetected. 

      But, you know, my manhood was stiff as a two-by-four. So my libido was driving my thought process.

      I gave Anna a quiet come-hither signal with a forefinger. She got up from her bed without question and approached me, leaning in so I could tell her what I wanted without others hearing. 

      ‘I want you to join the Mile High Club,’ I whispered. 

      ‘Huh?’ she said, brow furrowed, though she was surprised and confused rather than horrified. 

      I glanced around us. There were no flight attendants around. 

      ‘Go into the bathroom and make yourself come,’ I told her. I half expected her to just laugh in my face and refuse point-blank. But she didn’t. Her pretty, blue eyes flashed, and she broke into a mischievous smile as she realized I was setting her a kind of dare — and a sexual one at that.

      ‘On my own?’ she asked. 

      I glanced around again. No one around, no one looking. But I still felt too exposed. I shook my head, but then an idea came to me. I said, ‘You can film yourself doing it, then give me your phone.’ 

      She silently gasped — but she didn’t object. 

      I watched her stand up and glance quickly around the cabin, and I felt that little buzz of adrenaline I always got whenever Anna confirmed her submission to me. Then she headed off to the restroom doing her utmost to appear relaxed and calm like it was any typical visit to the bathroom.

      My manhood throbbed as I saw her slip into the bathroom and knew what she planned to do. 
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        * * *

      

      My heart was thumping as I waited. 

      I didn’t doubt she would do what I asked her. But would she be able to make herself come without spending ages in the restroom? If she took too long, she might draw attention to herself. And an airplane bathroom was hardly the most erotic environment in which to do something like that.

      I waited with bated breath. I tried to imagine what was going on in the close confines of that restroom. I felt thankful I’d had the idea of making her film herself. Maybe I’d get the chance to visit the restroom myself to watch it.

       Five whole minutes I was sitting there, trying not to look too suspicious, avoiding the temptation to keep glancing at the restroom door. Thankfully, there was nobody else around. No one else needed the bathroom. The passengers in this first-class cabin all seemed more interested in keeping to their booths and getting some sleep.

      Then, the bathroom door opened, and there she was. I caught my breath. You might not have known what she’d been up to unless you were told. She had straightened herself up pretty well. But I could tell. Her cheeks were slightly flushed, her hair just a trifle messed up. Her nipples poked against the thin material of her t-shirt. 

      Women look so beautiful after orgasm. Most men won’t notice, because they’re too busy thinking about the sex they’ve just had. 

      Anna’s eyes found mine, and she shot me a bright, victorious, wicked smile. 

      Then she returned to our seats and dropped her phone into my hand before leaning over to kiss me. I curled a hand gently around the back of her head and took a fairly deep kiss from her. There was a moment when we both couldn’t help ourselves. Our kiss was almost defiant — we’re traveling first class, dammit. How dare any flight attendant think they could stop us?

      I slipped a hand down the front of Anna’s leggings, delving down inside her damp panties to the scalding heat between her thighs. My fingers just about reached far enough for me to coat the tips in her wetness. She let out a quiet moan as I did so, but then I think we both got too wary of being discovered. 

      I clutched her phone and slipped the tips of my fingers inside my mouth as she parted from me and lay down on her seat-turned-bed. 

      She gave me another million-dollar smile as she saw me enjoying her flavor on my fingers. 

      I gave in to temptation and started peering at her phone, finding her camera app and the video she’d made of herself in the bathroom. Holding the phone carefully hidden between my legs, I peered at the clip of Anna pulling up her shirt, tugging down her white bra to reveal her exquisite breasts and stiff nipples. She stroked them as she held up the phone to film herself. 

      Then she tugged down her leggings and her panties, turning to provide me with a view of her gorgeous behind, before turning back to offer me a captivating glimpse of her bare pussy. 

      I glanced across the aisle at her, and we smiled at each other as our eyes connected. 

      I felt the strong urge to go to the bathroom and tend to the stiffness lurking in my jeans. But at the same time, my sense of paranoia worried that people might work out what Anna and I were up to if I went in there immediately after she came out. 

      So my eyes fell back to the phone screen to watch Anna perch on the bathroom sink, where she could film herself in the full-length mirror opposite as she stroked her exposed pussy. The view she’d given me meant I could watch the expression on her face as she touched herself. Just beautiful. 

      As I watched, I couldn’t help but press a hand against the bulge in my jeans. 

      A quick glance around to double-check I was safe, and nobody could see me watching pornographic material on the phone. I wondered if it was dark enough now, and the cabin empty enough, for me to risk slipping out my manhood while I sat there. Perhaps with a blanket to conceal me, it would work. 

      I watched Anna in the video rubbing her pussy at pace, kneading her clit as she reached the orgasm I had demanded, her mouth wide, her eyebrows elevated, as she gasped for breath. 

      But then suddenly, in real life, Anna was in the booth with me, sitting in the little nook where the footrest was. Because I hadn’t yet put my seat down flat, in bed formation, she could squeeze in there, perched on the footrest, which was big enough that it was practically a little seat in its own right. 

      I was somewhat stunned as she lay a blanket over me and then proceeded to dive under it, her hands working at the fly of my jeans. 

      I kept a lookout as she pulled open my jeans and took my hard cock in her hands. Making sure there were no overeager flight attendants anywhere near. We appeared to be reasonably safe. 

      And so, while I watched Anna’s dirty video a second time under the blanket, I felt my hardness engulfed in the blissful warmth of Anna’s mouth. It was hardly the most subtle arrangement, but we were at least partially aided by the low light levels and the blue airline blanket. 

      After a few moments of Anna’s head bobbing up and down in my lap, however, I was less inclined to keep such a wary eye out for danger. 

      I lay back and fully appreciated the oral skills of the delectable brunette. God, it felt good. And such was my need, it didn’t take too long for me to reach orgasm. I tapped her gently on the shoulder, which she knew meant I was close to coming. Tapping her like that meant it was her choice what to do about it. 

      She moaned quietly and continued sucking on my cock, her tongue lashing me without mercy, her lips working my shaft. And like that, I let myself go. I felt the rush of orgasm sweep over me and then pumped my entire load into her hot mouth. 

      Anna eagerly swallowed every drop, then eventually emerged from my lap, looking deeply flushed and a touch sweaty, but jubilant that she’d been able to make me come with her mouth in the middle of a commercial flight at 35,000 feet altitude.

      With that, we both got some sleep as we flew over southern Greenland, and down over the Canadian tundra toward Salt Lake City and the West Coast of the United States.
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        * * *

      

       ‘What a coincidence. That’s where we’re going. You got an invitation too, so you must be—‘

      I woke up to the sound of voices nearby. 

      I glanced over to see an attractive couple standing in the other aisle, chatting with some of the other first-class passengers. Then one of the seated passengers rose to her feet — a dark-haired woman, a little younger than us — along with a guy I recognized. 

      My heart sank. He looked uncannily like a guy whose brother I knew — and disliked intensely — in school. Why would he be here? 

      Oof. He turned his head, and I felt that mild shock of recognition. Will Barker, his name was. He had played rugby for England — even captained England at one point, I think, before injury took him out of the running. And his brother, Ollie, had been a complete prick at school.

      I did not need him to see me here. As the group of them wandered up to the flight attendant to fetch drinks and stretch their legs, I sank down in my booth.

      But Anna was up on her feet, telling me in a loud whisper, ‘They’re going to the same party we’re going to!’

      ‘Huh?’ 

      My traveling companion seemed much more awake than I was. And quite a sight for sore eyes, I might add.

      ‘I heard them talking,’ she said. ‘They said they’re going to a party in LA—‘

      ‘Yes, but that doesn’t mean—‘

      ‘At Casa Del Grande Toro. That’s the same place we’re going to. Grande Toro, right? The Big Bull place.’ 

      I stretched myself upward in my seat, craning my neck to get a look at them as they drank coffee and chatted a little too far away for us to hear. 

      ‘That guy does look like Will Barker.’ I didn’t mean to say it out loud.

      Anna said, ‘You know him?’ 

      I sighed. ‘Played rugby for England. You think he’s going to this party? Jesus.’ 

      ‘Mmm, I like rugby players,’ Anna said, flashing her eyes unambiguously. 

      I felt a surge of anxiety — Jesus, was I jealous? But it wasn’t just that Anna was eyeing up another guy, or even a guy who used to play rugby professionally. It was the danger that I would run into someone who went to my school, which brought up some painful memories for me.

      I suddenly felt a little queasy. If he was going to the damn sex party, he better not get anywhere near Anna.

      Christ. What if it wasn’t just Will Barker that made me feel this way? What if I really couldn’t handle other guys being with Anna? That could put the kibosh on our night… 

      ‘You must have played rugby in your time,’ Anna said. 

      ‘Because I’m big?’ 

      ‘And you went to private school.’

      I shrugged. ‘I played football.’

      ‘You must have been pretty fearsome on the football field.’ 

      I grinned. ‘You know Roy Kent…?’

      ‘Fuck off!’ 
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        * * *

      

      We didn’t introduce ourselves to the passengers Anna believed were going to Casa Del Grande Toro. 

      Anna didn’t suggest that we should—but in all honesty, it was probably more my reluctance that kept us quiet and away from them all. I didn’t want to reunite with Ollie Barker’s brother. It wasn’t that I was envious of his professional rugby career, his brush with fame. I just didn’t want to dredge up old memories.

      I hoped it wasn’t going to isolate us at this party. 

      How good could a sex party be if you avoided the other guests?

      I couldn’t help staring at them, though. Were they the kind of people that often went to sex parties? Were they swingers or something? Perhaps everyone else at this party would turn out to be regulars. Whereas we had been invited to this thing because my friend based a couple of characters in his book on us.

      I suddenly felt curiously underqualified to attend this sex party. 

      Would we be found out? 

      More to the point: was Will Barker a swinger?

      That seemed weird. I should forget I ever saw him on this flight. Perhaps he just happened to be flying to Los Angeles and felt like flirting with a married woman or two on their way to a Malibu sex party.

      Anyway. 

      It was time for breakfast, which was sufficient to distract me from uncomfortable thoughts. 

      Then we were buckling up and descending over the parched wasteland of the Mojave Desert and into a city that featured in hundreds of movies I’d grown up watching. It was kind of cool, traveling to a place I’d seen on the silver screen so much. 

      The City of Angels. 

      The City of “Heat,” of “Die Hard,” of “Beverly Hills Cop,” of “Lethal Weapon.”

      Los Angeles.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          4 LA STORY

        

      

    

    
      While we waited for our luggage, Anna went to the restroom. She came out wearing fresh clothes — designer jeans, white jacket, sunglasses — and perfect hair and makeup. She looked like a movie star trying to appear inconspicuous.

      ‘Look at you,’ I laughed. ‘We’re going to meet this producer with your husband, and he’ll probably want you to be in the movie.’ 

      ‘A porn movie, maybe,’ Anna giggled. ‘I mean, if he’s going to be at the… you know… the party.’

      ‘Hmm. I didn’t think they auditioned actresses like that anymore.’ 

      Anna was peering at her phone. She said, ‘Speaking of… Freddie’s caught in a meeting with his producer friend. He’s going to have to meet us at the hotel.’ 

      ‘Well, we’re in no rush,’ I shrugged. 

      Our luggage came quickly, and then we were away. I felt oddly rested and relaxed. Not at all like you’d usually feel after a 10-hour flight. 

      I think it was the first time I’d fully understood why people would spend the price of a new car on flying first class: you came off the flight feeling good. You didn’t have to get to a hotel, sleep, and recover for a day before feeling productive again. 

      Of course, because of the time difference, we had now effectively had our nighttime sleep and landed in Los Angeles at 10pm in the evening with a second night to get through.

      For us, it would be a long day to get through before we got back on any kind of daily schedule. 

      Anyway. At least we didn’t have to worry about getting to the hotel since a chauffeur was waiting for us in the arrivals hall. 
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        * * *

      

      Our room was about the size of the flat I shared with Laura back in London. And it looked out on a fantastic ocean view. 

      ‘There’s a Jacuzzi in the bathroom!’ Anna called out as she explored the place, and I stepped out onto the balcony to admire the view.

       ‘Freddie’s on his way,’ Anna said, emerging onto the balcony wearing a bikini already. 

      ‘How do you change that quickly?’ I laughed while checking her out in the tiniest bikini I’d ever seen. ‘Are you practicing for a job hosting the Oscars or something?’ 

      She giggled, enjoying my attention. ‘Don’t you feel like a swim before bedtime?’

      I groaned. ‘Bedtime? We just slept. Like, really slept.’ 

      It was past 11pm local time now, and because of our sound sleeping in our flat beds in first class, we felt like it should be morning. How do you deal with that kind of jet lag? Just have a super long day, I supposed. 

      ‘Not sleepy, huh?’ Anna grinned and came out onto the balcony to stand right in front of me. She leaned over the edge, giving me a fine view of her gorgeous derriere in that bikini thong. ‘We’ll just have to find some way of tiring ourselves out again.’ 

      I put my hands on her delicious behind. ‘Hmm… I like the sound of that.’ 

      ‘Hello, hello, hello, and what do we have here?’ 

      Freddie’s voice boomed from the room behind us. His impression of a London bobby was hardly appropriate for an LA hotel room, but what could you do? Freddie was a buffoon. A charming one, but a buffoon. 

      Anna’s face broke into a bright smile, and she yelled, ‘Freddie!’  

      Then she broke from my embrace and ran to her husband. 

      ‘How was your flight?’ he asked. 

      ‘Wonderful,’ said Anna as she hugged her husband tightly. 

      ‘It was pretty amazing,’ I agreed, stepping forward to shake Freddie by the hand as Anna made way for me to greet him.

      Freddie pulled me in for a man hug. ‘I have missed you guys. How’s Laura?’

      ‘She’s good.’ 

      ‘I’m sorry I couldn’t get her an invite, too. It’s a pretty exclusive party, I gather.’ 

      ‘Oh, don’t worry. She just got that new job at the golfing magazine,’ I said. ‘She couldn’t get time off at this short notice anyway.’ 

      Freddie nodded. ‘Golfing. Cripes. Imagine that — our Laura.’ 

      ‘Women play golf too, you know,’ Anna chided her husband. 

      Freddie grinned. ‘They do? What is the world coming to?’ 

      Anna gave her husband a playful jab in the ribs for his playful misogyny, but then he grabbed hold of her and pulled her into a deep kiss. 

      The two of them were so good together. I liked seeing them like this. And I enjoyed the fact that when I slept with Anna, it made Freddie crazy hot for her, too. 

      So why did I feel nervous about the thought of other men getting their hands on her? 

      ‘Did you two… get to join the Mile High Club while you were flying in?’ Freddie asked us. 

      I said, ‘In a way—’

      Was it technically the Mile High Club when it was either masturbation or oral sex? 

      But Anna interrupted me and declared, ‘Yes, we did.’ 

      Freddie smiled, delighted. ‘You’ll have to tell me all about it,’ he said, pulling her in for another kiss, his hands slipping under her swimsuit. 

      But Anna wasn’t having it for long. And she wasn’t going to let him drag her into the bedroom for some reclamation sex, either — which I could see was a disappointment for him. 

      ‘Change into your trunks!’ Anna ordered him. ‘We’re going down for a swim!’

      ‘A swim? Now?’

      Anna gave him a tut-tut. ‘You’re already acclimatized to local time,’ she said to her husband. ‘We just slept a whole night long on the plane, and now we’ve got to get through another one.’  

      I grabbed her again and said, ‘We’ll find a way to tire ourselves out…’ 
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        * * *

      

      Friday morning, Freddie and I did tourist things. 

      Anna stayed back at the hotel to get her full allocation of sunbathing in. 

      Us guys hailed an Uber and used it to tour the Los Angeles we had grown up watching. No museums or art galleries or anything like that. 

      We went to the Downtown area around 5th Street and South Figueroa, where the gun battle in Heat was filmed. We visited Fox Plaza in Century City to see Die Hard’s Nakatomi Building. Elysian Park — the place where Sarah Connor watched the world burn in Terminator 2. We had coffee at Pat and Lorraine’s Coffee Shop on Eagle Rock Boulevard and Ridgeview Avenue — where the opening of Reservoir Dogs was shot.

      Anna chided us with a gentle eye roll for being ‘boys’ when we returned to the hotel in the afternoon to report back on our sightseeing efforts. 

      ‘You know most people come here to see the Hollywood Walk of Fame and the Hollywood Sign, Melrose Place, Sunset Boulevard and Rodeo Drive and… I don’t know… Universal Studios or something,’ she said. 

      Freddie and I just looked at each other and shrugged at that. 

      But the day only improved as we lay out by the hotel pool, catching some rays, catching some pina coladas, catching some other guys staring at Anna in her itty-bitty swimsuit. 

      Anna did look sensational in a bikini.

      I had that strange sense of pride sitting with her, noticing other men trying not to seem like they were staring at her. She wasn’t even my wife — but my ego was still spurred on because I knew, deep down, that not only did I get to sleep with her practically whenever I wanted, but she’d declared her love for me.

      And I was the one who got to reapply suntan lotion to her smooth, soft skin every couple of hours. 

      Many guests around that pool seemed to be people-watching, like us. I realized it was Los Angeles and all that, but there were a lot of very beautiful people around. In particular, I noticed a few women wearing bikinis about as tiny as the one Anna was sporting.

      I wondered if any of these people were invited to the party at Casa del Grande Toro like we were. 

      There was a ravishing brunette across the pool from us, wearing a little red string bikini, whose husband — I assumed he was her husband from the way he looked at her — seemed about as nervous as I felt. 

      Was he taking his gorgeous wife to the sex party, and had to deal with the possibility of sharing her? 

      ‘So, how much do you know about this party, Freddie?’ I asked.

      ‘I was given a golden ticket,’ he said. 

      ‘How very Willy Wonka,’ Anna said. 

      ‘Well, yes, that’s what I said. But, you know. I RSVPed, and they sent me more info and that questionnaire, but that was about it. The party’s at Casa Del Grande Toro… well, you know that much.’

      ‘We heard some other people on the plane talking about it,’ Anna said. 

      ‘I’m guessing the hosts put you on the same plane as other guests,’ Freddie said. ‘It’s not a huge party, from what my producer buddy Joel told me. More… exclusive.’ 

      ‘This Joel guy — he’s been to one of these things before?’ I asked.

      ‘Not personally, no. But he knows a lot of people in this town. A lot of people with money.’ 

      ‘He knows someone connected to this thing?’ 

      ‘That’s what I gather. The hosts go by the names W and J.’

      ‘Catchy. So did Joel tell you anything about what happens at one of these things?’  

      ‘There’s a certain… hotwife theme,’ Freddie said. ‘Husbands bring their wives, and their wives enjoy new experiences with some of the men at the party.’ 

      I felt a ripple of anxiety pass through me as he said that. Anna looked at me, and I offered her a smile trying to be reassuring. Across the pool, I saw the nervous guy I’d spotted earlier dragging the brunette in the tiny red bikini back inside the hotel. Perhaps all the people-watching had finally got to him. He was too horny to resist his ravishing wife any longer. 

      Freddie and I, however, were unable to shift Anna from her sun lounger until the sun actually passed the horizon over the Pacific.
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        * * *

      

       

      That night, we all got to bed early, and, although it was difficult considering the swimsuit Anna had been sporting all day, we all agreed to forego sex before the party. 

      Saturday morning brought an early breakfast and more relaxing out by the pool, enjoying the warmth of the Southern California sun. 

      But as the afternoon rolled on, all three of us were checking our clocks every few minutes, the tension in the air rising exponentially as we counted down to the party. 

      At 3pm, Anna pulled herself up from her sun lounger and announced, ‘We should go get ready, don’t you think?’ 

      Freddie and I gave each other startled expressions, even though we’d been waiting for this moment to arrive. 

      ‘I guess we should,’ Freddie said. 

      We went upstairs, and all showered together. The shower was easily big enough for three. Anna enjoyed how hard we were for her as we boys soaped her up and rinsed her off, and we naturally enjoyed the intimacy of washing her — and the strange excitement of knowing we were preparing her for sex with other men. 

      As well as washing her, we shaved her legs, her armpits, and between her thighs. She was getting seriously wet as we did that. 

      Then Freddie helped her to dry off, brushing her hair while directing the hairdryer at her long, dark hair. I laid out some clothing choices based on the options she’d packed. It was my final selection, though. 

      Freddie helped to dress her in black satin underwear — so elegant, soft, but not too fancy. Likewise with her dress — it was body-clinging tight, but the material was stretchy and comfortable at the same time. It was cut short at the hem and low at the neckline — great to show off her gorgeous figure — but at the same time, the material was not overly ornate. It had a simplicity that showed off her own innate beauty without proving a distraction in and of itself. 

      And as with her underwear, I figured the dress would be easy on and off. 

      She seemed delighted with our choices. ‘It’s going to be too warm for stockings, anyway,’ she pointed out.  

      Then came the makeup and perfume. 

      At all points along the way, all three of us had to resist the temptation to engage in sexual activity. We were teasing ourselves as we prepared for the party, but there was a strange pleasure in driving ourselves crazy like that. We knew that later that night, we would get to release this pent-up tension spectacularly, one way or another.

      And then we were ready. 

      I attempted to conceal my shivers as Freddie informed us that our limousine had arrived to take us to the party. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          5 THE BOLD AND THE BEAUTIFUL

        

      

    

    
      Even the drive over there was beautiful. The three of us in a gold limousine that was like something an 80s glam rock band might drive around Vegas in, touring along the Pacific Coast Highway gazing at amazing views of the ocean as we passed ultra-glamorous mansion houses of the rich and famous.

      Sipping Champagne as we went, of course.

      On the way, I had been asking Freddie about the guy who had furnished us with the invite to this party.

      Freddie had described him as just about the nicest guy in Hollywood—and about the only movie producer who hadn’t either tried to take him to a strip club to discuss the project, or offered to arrange some ‘female company’ while Freddie was in town and apart from his darling wife.

      ‘He arranges finance for independent movies—just been doing one out in Italy with… oh, that guy from the Batman movies, I think…’

      ’Nice. And he’s been to one of these parties before?’

      ‘Not personally, but some of his financing people have. He’s usually invited, actually, but he’s never managed to make one of them. Always traveling.’

      Anna said, ‘So does that mean he has a wife who is open to… you know… sharing?’

      Freddie grinned. ‘He had the fantasy of sharing his wife for years and years. And when he finally plucks up the courage to tell his beautiful wife… well, she was worried. Signed them up for marriage counseling.’

      ‘Oh no!’ Anna said.

      But Freddie laughed. ‘But get this—the marriage counseling program they were on… encouraged her to have the confidence to flirt with other guys… and of course Joel loved it when she did…but it also made her feel better about herself…’

      ‘Wow.’

      ‘Eventually,’ Freddie said, ‘she came to understand and accept Joel’s big secret fantasy and… well, she dates other guys now. Particularly when Joel’s off traveling to a movie location somewhere abroad. And their marriage has never been stronger…’

      I said, ‘Sounds like a good Happy Ever After to me.’

      Freddie said, ‘It’s why he connected with my novel the way he did.’

      The limousine slowed, and then turned into a driveway of a property featuring high walls and imposing cast iron gates, which opened automagically to admit our vehicle in. We were all silent as the limo proceeded down a tiled driveway past a lush lawn and Italian-style guest house, a tennis court on which a very attractive couple were hitting a ball between them, and into a little courtyard flanked on one side by fruit trees.

      The villa was just beautiful—Romanesque white walls and terracotta roof tiles, with sharp-edged black rectangular windows offering a modern interpretation of the Italian look.

      Our limo driver gave us a card bearing a number we could call or text to arrange a ride back to our hotel.

      Then we were out of the vehicle, greeting a smart-looking young guy in a tuxedo, who looked like he could have played James Bond.

      ‘Good afternoon,’ he greeted us warmly, glancing at the iPad he was carrying. ‘You must be Anna, Freddie and… Jim?’

      We had one of those jarring little moments where we had not expected to be recognized. But here we were.

      ‘Uh… yes,’ Freddie said, leaning in to accept the man’s handshake. ‘I’m Freddie. Anna. And, Jim, of course.’

      ‘Excellent. Well, I’m The Concierge. If there’s anything I can do to help you enjoy your stay…’

      ‘Thank you,’ I said, as he shook my hand, too.

      Then we were entering the house through a small portico supported by classical columns, and into a large open-plan living-dining space that was minimalistic in its furnishings, but stunning in its interior design. In the dining area there was a huge marble dining table surrounded by ten designer chairs. The kitchen was something chefs would choose as their own. And the expansive lounge area looked like a museum of modern art with its trendy furniture accompanying fascinating sculptures, all under a super high ceiling.

      Then the living space opened out via huge windows to a wonderful-looking outdoor terrace and a stunning ocean view.

      ‘Wow,’ Freddie said.

      ‘I’ll second that,’ I added.

      It made us wish ardently that we were billionaires who could afford to live in a place like this, rather than in a pokey flat in gray London.

      ‘Let’s go outside!’ Anna said, taking hold of her husband’s hand and skipping through the lounge toward the gorgeous view.

      It was difficult not to be as enthusiastic about it all as Anna was.

      Outside seemed to be where all the guests were—and they all seemed as in awe of their surroundings as we were. Past a covered area immediately outside the house, four steps that spanned virtually the entire width of the property descended to an immaculate lawn, hot tub and long, rectangular swimming pool. To our left, the pool was turquoise blue and very inviting. It was paved by the same pale, stylish stone as the terrace and the steps, and surrounded by luxurious sun loungers under shade umbrellas. To our right, the lawn was flat and perfectly green under the raging California sun. On the righthand side of the lawn was a bar, grill and pizza oven.

      ’This is the kind of place that gets on the cover of magazines,’ Anna said.

      ‘What d’you think it’s worth?’ Freddie asked, breathless.

      ‘Fifty million?’ I guessed. ‘Sixty?’

      Out past the pool, there was a sharp drop to the ocean below, and just a stunning view over the water to the horizon beyond. Wow.

      Everyone around us seemed to be dressed smartly, and it was difficult to avoid noticing how attractive they all were. I mean, I know it was California. Los Angeles. Malibu. But still—everyone here was gorgeous. I mean, if a plastic surgeon came here to network and hand out business cards, he’d probably just take one look at this crowd, then just sigh and go home.

      ‘Come on,’ Anna said, ‘Let’s get a drink!’

      We were served ice-cold gin and tonics by a cheerful young redhead in a  white blouse and black skirt, and then just stood for a while and gazed at everything. There weren’t too many people here—it gave us the sense that this really was quite an exclusive event. But what surprised me a little was that there seemed to be a lot more men than women here.

      ‘Are you sure this is a sex party?’ Anna asked her husband.

      I glanced around. I could see why she doubted what Freddie had told us—there was no one having sex around here. There wasn’t a heat of anything inappropriate whatsoever—not even any guests lurking in shadowy corners making out. It was just a very glamorous-looking party.

      ‘Maybe we’re supposed to… I don’t know… meet people and… go off somewhere,’ Freddie said.

      God, we were so English. So socially awkward in a place where we didn’t know anybody.

      Anna said, ‘Hey, look over there—aren’t those some of the people from our plane?’

      I glanced over, dreading the thought that the objectionable Will Barker, would be here. But Anna had it wrong—they were not the folks from the plane.

      ‘We saw them at the hotel,’ I said. ‘Around the pool.’

      ‘Oh, yeah. Of course.’

      It was the woman who had been wearing that tiny red string bikini. Tonight, she was wearing something equally stunning—a peachy pink dress that simply defied gravity. It looked like someone had quickly slung three expensive scarves around her phenomenal body—and had lucked out by creating something that looked designer and expensive.

      Naturally as I openly stared at her, she noticed me staring.

      Ah well. Might as well say hullo, I thought.

      ‘We’ve seen you somewhere before, right?’ I asked her, acting innocent as though I didn’t know exactly where I’d seen her, and what kind of a sensational swimsuit she’d been wearing.

      ‘You’re right,’ Anna said.

      The woman smiled. ‘The pool—we saw you guys by the pool,’ she said. American. Her voice went with her Bond girl looks.

      ‘That’s it—you two were giving us funny looks,’ Anna giggled.

      I can’t say I’d noticed them giving us funny looks at the pool, but Anna had, clearly, and hadn’t said anything.

      ‘I confess,’ the woman laughed. ‘We were looking around the pool and wondering if anyone else out there was attending this party. It was a fun game. I’m Dana, by the way. This is my husband, Dave.’

      ‘Dana and Dave—how sweet,’ Anna shook Dana’s hand and smiled cheerfully.

      ‘They call us the double Ds back home,’ Dana said.

      ‘I can see why,’ I said, trying hard not to rudely stare at Dana’s very own double-Ds. Strangely, as I imagined exploring her phenomenal breasts, the fantasy came along with the sense that Laura would be there to watch. Hmm. And now I missed Laura.

      ‘Stop it,’ Anna told me, with a grin, then added, ‘Oh, I’m Anna, by the way. And this is my husband, Freddie. This is… uh… our friend Jimmy.’

      ‘Friend’. I suppose that’s all I was, technically. A friend she’d said she loved. A friend who could control her every sexual experience.

      ‘Jim,’ I said, holding out my hand for Dana.

      Dana shook my hand with a firm grip, and then Freddie’s.

      ‘We thought they might put all the out-of-town guests up at the same hotel,’ Freddie was saying to her. ‘But I don’t recognize anyone but you two yet.’

      Dana asked us, ‘How did you guys end up here?’

      Freddie said, ‘A producer I’ve been working with invited us.’

      ‘Oh, you work in Hollywood?’ She seemed impressed.

      Freddie smiled. ‘No, nothing like that, really. I’m not a big shot—I wrote a novel that’s hopefully being adapted into a film.’

      ‘Still impressive,’ Dana said. ‘You must be so proud.’

      ‘We’re all proud of Freddie,’ Anna answered, squeezing her husband’s arm.

      ‘Does this producer guy know about your… uh… what you guys do?’

      Freddie laughed. ‘Actually, yes. You might say I wrote about our experiences in my novel!’

      ‘And they were okay with that?’

      Anna said, ‘We’re very comfortable with our situation. Plus, he changed the names.’

      I said to Dana, ‘So what’s your situation? Do you have a regular… bull?’ The term still seemed funny to me. But it didn’t make Dana skip a beat.

      ‘I’ve been seeing someone for a couple of months now. It’s just casual, not as tight-knit as you three look. I’ve always tried to avoid becoming too attached to anyone other than Dave.’

      Anna said, ‘And that works for you? My connection with Jimmy makes everything so much better. I doubt if I could let go so easily with another man.’

      Dana had a twinkle in her eye as she said, ‘I think you’re going to find out tonight.’ Both of the beautiful women laughed at that.

      I glanced at Freddie, but he seemed so taken by meeting Dana and Dave that he didn’t look nervous about what Dana alluded to. Dave was gazing at Anna, seemingly impressed.

      ‘You’re okay with Anna and Jim’s… closeness?’ Dana asked Freddie.

      ‘Jim’s my best friend,’ Freddie said, beaming ear-to-ear. ‘There isn’t another man I’d trust more with Anna.’

      ‘Maybe we should meet up later, and compare notes,’ Dana said to Anna.

      Anna laughed. ‘Sounds like fun—if we’re not too worn out.’

      But then we were all silenced by a loud woman’s voice blaring out on some kind of PA system. Everyone everywhere stopped in their tracks.

      ‘Good afternoon and welcome to our summer event,’ the woman said. ‘Please help yourself to food and drink and feel free to explore the gardens. The pool is open for any of you that might have brought swimwear, there are several sitting areas with their own mini-bars and at the end of the estate is a fire pit with ocean views.’

      There was a pause. Anna was gazing at the pool longingly, and I could tell she was tempted after the woman had said people could swim if they wanted. It was a hot and humid afternoon, even if the evening was fast approaching.

      Then the woman’s announcement continued: ‘I am The Manager. You’ll see me walking the grounds later today. If you need anything at all, please don’t hesitate to talk to any of our staff, or The Concierge you may have met on your arrival.’

      Then she said, ‘You were all invited here because you’re either involved in, or you’ve expressed an interest in, what we call The Lifestyle. But please, refrain from going to any of the rooms inside Casa Del Grande Toro just yet. The party will begin properly later when you meet your hosts, W and J. You’ll all get a chance to… participate… when the moment is appropriate.’

      There was a moment of silence, and then as guests figured this ‘Manager’ had finished her announcement, conversation around the terrace began to resume.

      Freddie said, ‘Well, there you go. The party doesn’t begin properly until later.’

      Anna nodded. ‘That explains why there’s nothing much happening…’ She seemed vaguely relieved, as though she’d received a stay of execution. I could tell she was getting steadily more nervous.

      ‘There’s a lot of… chaps around,’ Freddie said as we took our drinks over to the pool area.

      ‘I’d noticed that,’ I agreed.

      ‘The women… well, they’re all in couples, don’t you think?’

      I glanced around, trying not to look as though I was staring at anyone in particular. Freddie seemed to be correct. You could usually tell from the body language when two people were a couple, particularly at a strange party where they didn’t really know anyone else very well. Here, the women all seemed to be in couples from what I could see. Some of them were chatting with single guys, and then there were various other guys wandering around, or chatting amongst themselves.

      What kind of sex party had such an uneven gender balance?

      I snapped out of my brief daze to find Anna had taken off a shoe, and was dipping a toe into the pool to test the water.

      ‘How does it feel?’ I asked her.

      ‘Refreshing!’ she grinned back. ‘I wish I’d brought a suit…’

      Freddie piped up, ‘Oh yes, I’m sorry. There was something about that in the information pack they sent me. I should’ve said.’

      The sun really was beating down on us, despite the fact it was past six already. I was sweating like crazy in my tux. I could tell Anna was thinking about hiking up her dress and sitting on the edge of the pool, her legs in the cool, blue water. But I had another idea.

      ‘Take off your dress,’ I told her.

      She gave me one of those short, sharp, inquiring looks that sought out whether I was merely offering her a suggestion—or giving her the kind of order I expected her, as my submissive, to follow.

      ‘Right now,’ I said, confirming that this was not optional for her.

      ‘Serious?’ she said, glancing around at all the smartly-dressed people around us.

      ‘Serious. Take it off and give it to me.’

      I saw her shiver slightly with what I knew to be quiet excitement and even the beginning of a state of arousal. Anna got off on giving me this kind of control, though right now our surroundings certainly gave her more pause for doubt than usual.

      But then she looked at me, and cast me a resolute, unwavering look of pure determination, before slowly peeling off her dress right in front of us. In front of everybody.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          6 LADY IN THE WATER

        

      

    

    
      I could tell people around us were somewhat surprised. Some were watching, overt. Some tried to make it look like they hadn’t noticed or were polite enough not to stare. 

      Right out beside the pool, Anna peeled down her dress to reveal her breathtaking body, covered only by her black satin bra and panties. She stooped to slide the dress down her legs, then stepped out of it to hand it to me. 

      ‘There you are,’ I said, satisfied by her compliance. Trying not to look stunned by her beauty or overly amazed by her audacity at actually carrying out my order like this. ‘Your underwear covers more than that bikini of yours.’ 

      She smiled at that. Well, it was true, wasn’t it? What she’d been wearing around the hotel pool the last day or two had been far more revealing than the underwear she had on now. 

      ‘Go ahead, then,’ I said. ‘Dive in.’ 

      She actually seemed happy at this development. Delighted that I’d told her to strip after all. 

      She turned, put her arms up, and then performed a very graceful dive into the swimming pool. 

      There was even a light round of applause from some guests around the pool area when she returned to the surface. 

      ‘How is it?’ I called out. 

      ‘It’s wonderful,’ she said, laughing as she brushed her wet hair back with her hands out of her face. 

      I have to admit it — I enjoyed the way people were looking at Anna. As she’d stripped. As she’d dived. As she now swam slow, elegant lengths of the pool. A few of the other guests seemed to take inspiration from her and began sitting around the edge of the pool themselves, rolling up pants, hiking up dresses, and dipping their legs into the crystal-clear water. 

      We saw a large, athletic-looking African-American guy come out to the pool area wearing a pair of damn speedos — which rather emphasized the sizable package he was stowing. He dived in like Anna and apparently had few qualms about approaching her to introduce himself. 

      Freddie and I watched her take delight in his approach and then flirt with him outrageously. 

      ‘Another drink?’ I asked Freddie as we watched her making friends. 

      ‘Uh… yes, absolutely.’ 

      When we had our gin and tonics refreshed, I asked Freddie if he was nervous. In many respects, I could have been asking myself. 

      He said, ‘Of course. We don’t know what’s going to happen, do we?’ 

      When we returned to the pool, there seemed to be more guests in the water, most of whom had brought swimsuits with them, though a few people I noticed had simply stripped to their underwear like Anna. 

      Anna herself had drawn two other guys into her little flirtatious circle. It naturally had me wondering whether she’d end up sleeping with any of these guys when the hosts of this event decided to begin the sex part of the party.

      Freddie and I met a few of the other guests, who seemed nice, though almost all were as nervous as we were. 

      Then Anna finally hauled herself out of the pool and dried off while we mingled a little more until she was dry enough to put her dress back on. Before she did, however, there was ample opportunity for people around us to catch sight of Anna’s gorgeous physique. I think it was the main reason people were keen to introduce themselves. 

      While I was fetching more drinks, however, I did see the couple from the plane who had been with Will Barker. And now they were talking to Anna and Freddie. And there was Will Barker himself. Shit. I kept away, hoping he wasn’t going to attach himself to Freddie and Anna. 

      Then, I don’t know what time it was — eight? Eight-thirty? — The Manager’s voice came back through the PA system.

      ‘Can I have your attention, please?’ 

      We all turned to see her on the top step in front of the main house. She was a tall, svelte blonde who looked as though she could be a movie star herself. She wore a Venetian-style mask that glimmered in the bright lights that now beamed over the terrace since the sun was rapidly disappearing over the horizon.

      ‘I hope you’re enjoying Casa Del Grande Toro,’ she said, clutching a microphone. ‘Please allow me to introduce you to W and J, your gracious hosts for the evening.’

      A tall man wearing a tuxedo and a theatrical-looking black cloak, his face largely obscured by a stag mask, accepted the microphone from The Manager. ‘Hello. I hope you’re having a good time. My home is yours until the morning.’

      There was a quiet round of applause from the assembled guests. 

      Freddie whispered to me, ‘Who is he? I swear, I recognize his voice.’ 

      Anna and Freddie had returned to my side — sans Will Barker, thankfully.

      ‘Is he famous?’ I whispered back. 

      I thought perhaps I recognized the guy’s voice, too. I couldn’t place it, though. This was California. Los Angeles. The Hollywood sign was just down the road. It felt like the chances would be higher than in most places that there were celebrities in our midst. 

      Now a stunning African-American woman stepped out from the main house, wearing a stunning emerald green dress. She was also wearing a mask, a black one in the shape of some kind of animal — a vixen, perhaps. 

      I murmured, ‘It’s all getting a little bit Eyes Wide Shut, isn’t it?’ 

      The woman in the green dress took over the microphone to introduce herself. ‘I am J, and together, we want to invite you to join tonight’s main event. A very special game that we’ve planned for you all.’

      Anna nudged me with an elbow. I turned to her, and she flashed her eyes, as though warning me this game would turn out to be the sex part of the sex party. I shrugged and grinned, trying to silently reassure her. 

      Now our gracious hosts disappeared back inside the house, and the blonde Manager spoke into the microphone again. ‘The game works like this…’ 

      Here was W and J again — wheeling out a large glass bowl mounted on a wheeled pedestal, like they were setting up a magic trick for David Copperfield. 

      The Manager said, ‘In this bowl are room keys for each of the villa’s bedrooms. We will invite each wife here to draw a key from the bowl. Then, she will go to the room that matches the number on the key ring.’

      The Manager dipped her hand into the bowl and pulled out a brass key, which had a shiny metallic disc attached to it with a ribbon. The discs had numbers on them. 

      Now the man in the stag mask, W, took the microphone. ‘Once she is in her room,’ he explained to us all, ‘She will wait to be joined by one or more of our special guests.’ 

      There were a few gasps from the audience at that, as though our host had just pulled a rabbit out of a hat, and the rabbit had farted fireworks. 

      W smiled broadly. ‘You will have met some of them earlier,’ he said, making me think of some of the single men who had been flirting with Anna in the pool. ‘These guests are professionals. Some are exotic dancers. Some are just good friends of mine who are… shall we say, well-equipped for a party such as this.’

      Anna looked up at me, somewhat nervous. 

      ‘Don’t worry,’ I whispered. ‘I won’t leave you on your own.’ 

      I turned back to see the woman in the green dress explain, ‘The husbands can go to the room with their wives if they wish.’ She pointed back toward the house, where I’m guessing the rooms would be found. ‘Or, they can stay out here.’ 

      W said, ‘Or, they can join us in the media room, where we will have some excellent live entertainment for you.’

      There was more noise from the audience in response to this. I didn’t quite understand the significance — but it made me feel there were people here at this party who might have attended such parties before. 

      ‘Media room?’ Freddie whispered to me. ‘What kind of live entertainment?’ 

      I whispered back, ‘If they’re saying the husbands can go there, I’m guessing the entertainment’s going to be their wives.’ 

      I saw Anna’s eyes widen at that. ‘Seriously?’ she said. 

      Freddie said, ‘Oh. Okay.’ 

      I got the sense that both Freddie and Anna quietly liked the idea that people would be able to watch the wives from the media room — though they both had different reasons for liking the idea. 

      Our green-dressed host, J, said, ‘If anyone doesn’t want to participate, they don’t have to. We invited you all because you have some experience or interest in the lifestyle, but if this sort of thing isn’t for you, we respect that.’

      Then W — her husband? — added, ‘If you don’t want to play, you’re welcome to finish your food and drinks, and then your limo driver will return you to your hotel. We will start the draw in ten minutes.’

      With that, our hosts disappeared mysteriously into the house again. After a brief pause, conversations among the assembled guests resumed — though distinctly nervously. 

      I said wryly, ‘So you don’t have to let someone else fuck your wife in public… but if you don’t, get your coat and fuck off back to your hotel.’ 

      Freddie laughed nervously. ‘I guess that’s the gist of it.’ 

      Jesus. I’ve never known so many nerves to jangle in a single place. It wasn’t just Freddie and I facing the prospect of our sweet Anna going to a mysterious room to be fucked by Lord-knew-who. Other couples — most of them, perhaps — seemed similarly anxious around us. 

      I felt the urge to reassure Anna, however. I told her, ‘If you get in that room and you don’t like the look of whoever is in there, we walk straight back out again.’ 

      She nodded and smiled, apparently grateful I was with her. 

      She said, ‘And if I like him?’ 

      I shrugged. ‘Then we’ll have a heck of a night.’ 

      Freddie nodded. ‘Hey, look. Some of them are leaving,’ he said, flicking his eyes toward the steps up to the house. Sure enough, a few people seemed to be sheepishly sloping away. 

      ‘It’s not for everyone, I guess,’ I said before wondering why anyone would have come here to a party like this, only to get cold feet when the full purpose of the event was explained. Hadn’t they known this was going to be some kind of sex party? 

      I couldn’t see Will Barker anywhere. Had he left? Maybe he couldn’t handle this kind of thing after all. 

      After leaving sufficient time for disapproving people to leave the premises, the Manager returned with her microphone, flanked by W and J. 

      ‘Are we ready to begin the draw?’ she said before turning to discuss something with the hosts. 

      W passed her a card like it was some kind of gameshow or awards ceremony. 

      ‘Excellent,’ she said. Then, to us, she announced: ‘The first to select a room will be… Tina.’

      There was a light ripple of applause as the Manager urged Tina to come forward. I recognized one of the women from the plane — the one who’d been accompanying Will Barker, I thought. She squeezed her husband’s hand with reassurance before stepping through the crowd toward the Manager and the huge glass bowl.

      It was J who told her to choose her key.

      Tina dipped her hand into the bowl and drew out one of the brass keys. The shiny disc tied to the key with a ribbon bore the number one.

      W peered at the disc to ensure there were no mistakes and then announced to us all, ‘Room One. Very apt for the first to choose. Please make your way towards your room.’

      Tina glanced back toward the crowd and her husband, and then clutched her key tightly and walked up the steps back into Casa Del Grande Toro. 

      Our host in the black vixen mask, J, said to Tina as she went by, ‘Don’t worry about your husband. We’ll look after him until you’re reunited.’

      Then, the Manager called for the next wife from among us, Rowan.

      Nervously, we all watched the wives being called up to choose a room. Callie, Jessica, Mia. 

      Anna went up after that, nervously, to choose Room Seven from the glass bowl. There were a few claps from the audience as she chose her room — I could only imagine some people recognized her from her swim in the pool earlier.

      Next came a woman by the name of Camille, a petite brunette in a coral pink summer dress who I vaguely recognized from somewhere — and after a moment’s thought, I realized I’d seen her on the plane. Checking out her superb cleavage, I felt a flicker of envy for whoever awaited her in her room. 

      As Camille climbed the steps up to the house on her way to Room 8, Freddie nudged me and whispered, ‘Look… she’s wearing an anklet.’ 

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I nodded, seeing what he was pointing at.

      He said, ‘It shows she’s a hotwife.’ 

      I grinned. ‘I hate to break it to you, buddy. But a lot of the women around here are hotwives.’ 

      But Freddie seemed fascinated by the sparkle of gold around the lovely Camille’s ankle. It made me shiver to think of Anna wearing something like that. Marking her out publicly as a hotwife. Presumably, the whole point was to let other men know she was available.

      God. I felt a ripple of anxiety. Very soon, I was going to see a complete stranger fucking Anna. That was the whole point of tonight, wasn’t it? Sharing her with someone other than Freddie for the first time.

      I was both terrified and curious. A strange combination.

      Anyway. After Camille came the gorgeous Dana, who looked just about ready to pop, and then the last two wives choosing their rooms were Willow and Harriet. Harriet was another beautiful brunette I recognized from the plane, and in fact, I remembered her introducing herself to Will Barker while Anna and I had kept away. The UK seemed well represented here at the party.

      Now I felt a little torn — should I have gone into the house with Anna? I’d said I wouldn’t leave her alone, and yet the key selection process had left no room for anyone other than the 10 wives to go up to the house to find their rooms. 

      Right now, the Manager told those of us remaining behind to wait where we were. ‘Your wives are safe,’ she said. ‘They will shortly be joined by a bull — or bulls. But for now, it’s up to you gentlemen to decide what you want to do.’

      W clarified, ‘Do you want to remain here? Food and drink will continue to be provided. Or would you like to join your wives in their rooms? Or are you going to join us in the media room? Watching all your wives experience new pleasures is my favorite part of this night. I’d be jealous if I didn’t get to have my own fun.’ 

      My nerves were really fluttering. They would allow me to join Anna, wouldn’t they? They’d said the husbands could join their wives if they wanted to. 

      ‘You’re going to watch from the media room, then?’ I asked Freddie as we saw W and J opening the huge windows between the lounge area inside the house, opening up the whole space to the outside terrace. 

      ‘I suppose so,’ Freddie nodded. 

      ‘Come on, then,’ I said, and we walked up the steps and into the great villa-of-the-big-bull before Freddie disappeared into the media room to our left, and I ventured onward to Room 7.

        

    

  


  
    
      
        
          7 AND THEN THERE WERE FOUR…

        

      

    

    
      I opened the door to the room, and there was a little squeal; then Anna was running toward me, jumping into my arms. 

      ‘Hey!’ I laughed. ‘We’ve only been apart a few minutes.’ 

      ‘I thought you might not come,’ she said, sounding relieved.

      ‘I wouldn’t miss this for the world.’ 

      When she finally let go of me and allowed me to step into the room properly, I saw two large men standing by the bed waiting for us – and one of them I recognized. It was the tall African-American guy from the pool. He was wearing a stylish shirt and pants now, rather than his tiny speedos. 

      ‘Hey,’ he said, stepping forward with a huge smile to shake my hand. ‘Jeff.’ 

      ‘Jim.’ 

      ‘How are you?’ He had a firm handshake. ‘Oh, and this is Felipe.’ 

      If anything, Felipe was even bigger. Certainly taller. An impressive-looking Hispanic guy, also wearing a fairly elegant shirt and pants. 

      ‘Nice to meet you,’ he said. 

      I glanced at Anna, who must have already met her two ‘bulls,’ having been alone with them in this room for some minutes before I arrived. She looked distinctly excited by the prospect of being with us all. 

      The prospect of fucking us all.

      Wow. Just the thought of it took my breath away.

      Thankfully, I didn’t feel that queasiness I’d felt on the plane thinking about someone like Will Barker getting to be with Anna. I wasn’t jealous here. What I felt about Will Barker was purely about Will Barker. 

      Right now, I had to put him out of my mind.

      I actually found my pulse quickening and my manhood thickening up at the thought of seeing these two buff guys sliding their hard cocks into our sweet, petite Anna.

      ‘So you guys have met Anna, I take it?’ I said to our two new friends. 

      ‘Oh yes,’ Jeff grinned. 

      ‘So beautiful,’ Felipe said, making Anna blush profusely, his tone genuine and awestruck.

      Anna flashed a flattered smile at him and then looked at me, and I saw the anxiety in her pretty, blue eyes—although she did also seem thrilled by all this.

      ‘How long have you guys been married?’ Jeff asked.

      I said, ‘Uh… oh, we’re not, actually. Her husband is outside. Freddie. You might catch sight of him later.’

      ‘Right,’ Jeff grinned, appreciating that we already had some kind of unconventional arrangement.

      ‘He’s been… sharing her with me for over a year now,’ I said. ‘But we’ve never done this kind of thing before.’

      Jeff smiled again. He was very charming, which made us all feel more comfortable. ‘So, from the answers in your questionnaire, our hosts have decided you get Felipe and me tonight,’ he said. ‘And up there—’

      He pointed up into the corners of the room, where I could see little security cameras mounted on the ceiling.

      ‘—are cameras that allow folks out in the media room to watch.’

      Anna piped up, ‘People can watch?’

       Jeff smiled. ‘If you want to switch off the cameras, we can,’ he said.

      ‘Uh… no,’ our sweet brunette grinned bashfully. ‘I think… I think it might be fun, actually…’

      I could see her trembling a little with excitement. It was such a thrill to see her like this. I’m not sure I’d caught an exhibitionist streak in Anna, but here was one opening up before our very eyes.

      ‘I bet Freddie’s out there watching right now,’ I pointed out to her.

      She smiled, and waved at the nearest camera, then blew a kiss.

      Jeff said, ‘Are you both happy with Felipe and myself being here?’

      I looked at Anna, a serious question imprinted on my face. She gave me a little nod, consenting to what was going on.

      ‘We’re good,’ I said.

      Felipe asked, ‘Do we have a safe word if either of you wants to stop for any reason?’

      ‘Marshmallow,’ I said, remembering the word Anna and I had agreed on since the beginning but had never used.

      ‘Good,’ Jeff said. ‘So. Before we start — drinks?’
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      There were drinks easily to hand, of course. A little bar in the corner of the room by the door to the en suite bathroom. But these weren’t just any drinks; these weren’t even Marks & Spencer drinks. 

      I had a very nice glass of Johnnie Walker bicentennial blend — something I’d heard of but never seen in reality. Was it worth $1,000 a bottle? It did taste good, but I’m not sure I’d pay that much for whisky. 

      But it did settle me down a little. 

      Anna had a glass of chilled Montrachet white wine that was similarly rare and expensive and seemed to have a similar calming influence on her. 

      There was a knock on our door, so I went to see what it was. 

      It was Freddie, standing there looking clearly nervous. I felt a pang of concern for him — but also a selfish stab of worry that this had proved too much for him before anything had even started. Was he going to pull the plug?

      ‘Hey, Fred,’ I said, opening the door for him to enter.

      He remained where he was. ‘Jim,’ he said. I could sense a whirlwind of thoughts going through his mind, but I couldn’t interpret his immediate intentions. 

      ‘You okay?’ I asked him. ‘You want to come in for a drink?’ 

      ‘Plenty of drinks out here,’ he said. ‘I… uh… I just wanted to… I guess… see Anna for a moment before… you know…’ 

      I hesitated, but mainly because there seemed to be so much information to process right now; it took a moment to figure out that Freddie wasn’t here to cancel the event. He just wanted to wish Anna luck. 

      ‘Of course,’ I said. ‘You want to come in?’ 

      ‘No, I…’ 

      I nodded. ‘Hold on.’ 

      I left him there on the doorstep as I went to fetch Anna. She’d heard her husband’s voice, so as I came back into the main part of the room, all she needed was a little nod confirming that Freddie wanted to see her, and she was on her way to him. 

      Jeff and Felipe were hovering at the mini-bar, sampling a special limited-release, single-barrel edition bottle of Jack Daniels. I was already pleased they had been chosen for Anna — they seemed like good guys. They didn’t project any hint of pressure for us to rush into this. 

      They both smiled as they saw me approach, their body language distinctly welcoming. 

      ‘You tried this bottle of Jack?’ Jeff said, offering it to me. 

      ‘No, but if it’s as good as the Johnnie Walker Blue…’

      ‘I don’t know, but I never tasted whiskey like this before.’ 

      I took a glass and accepted some of the Jack Daniels. It was good — they had that right. Darkly fruity and spicy, with a hint of cinnamon, chocolate, and toffee. I was usually a beer drinker, but I’d be happy with this all night.

      As I sipped, I turned to see how Anna was getting on with Freddie. 

      My friend didn’t seem to want to step over the threshold into the room — like a vampire who hadn’t been granted permission to enter. Anna took one step outside and stretched up on tiptoes to gently kiss his mouth, offering him a loving smile. 

      He kissed her and ran his hand over her body, exploring her, indulging in her beauty as though she was going away from him for some time. She smiled again, adoring his attention, and gave him a little twirl to show herself off for him in that stunning skin-tight dress.  

      I saw him slip a hand up between her thighs — it was easy enough for him; her dress was so short. He touched her intimately through her underwear, and then she put a hand on his, pressing it firmly against her sex. 

      They were murmuring to each other, though I couldn’t hear what they were saying. Something reassuring, I supposed. For some reason, I remembered how dismissive Anna had been about sex with her husband — I’d felt bad for Freddie about that. About the fact that she preferred sex with me. And yet observing them now, there could be no doubt how intensely they loved each other. 

      Just because she preferred sex with me, didn’t take it away from how much she loved Freddie. 

      At that moment, watching them, I seemed to understand them a little more. If you loved each other, why shouldn’t you let your lover experience sex with others? It wasn’t the sex that was important. Freddie loved Anna so much that it turned him on to see her receiving satisfying sexual attention from others. 

      I wondered if I’d been unfair, not trying to explore these kinds of experiences with Laura. It wasn’t just that I’d been selfish about our relationship: perhaps by failing to let her have experiences with other men, I’d shut her out from the possibility of these powerful feelings developing between us.

      Maybe things needed to change when I returned to London.
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        * * *

      

      But now, it seemed that Freddie had wished Anna good luck. She turned toward us and walked away from him. My eyes connected with Freddie’s, and he gave me a cautious but approving smile, doing his best to keep a lid on his excitement for such a serious moment. 

      As Anna ventured into the room, I moved to her, and now it was my turn to kiss her, her arms encircling me as our lips pressed together. 

      ‘You’re ready?’ I asked her quietly. 

      ‘I think so,’ she nodded. I couldn’t help but run my hands all over her, just the way Freddie had. Her figure was far too enticing to ignore.

      She moaned as I skirted my hands over her breasts and turned so her back was against my chest, making it easier for me to fondle her as I leaned in to kiss her soft neck. 

      ‘How do you want to do this?’ I asked her. 

      She smiled, turning her head to find my lips with hers again. ‘I’m yours,’ she whispered, breathless. ‘Even tonight, I’m all yours.’ 

      One of my hands found its way between her thighs, under her dress. Her panties were damp already, and as my fingers slipped under the lace, I found that her pussy was already soaking wet and furnace-hot.

      She caught her breath as one of my fingers slipped inside her. 

      ‘You like the look of our new friends?’ I asked her quietly. 

      ‘Oh, yes,’ she said, smiling across the room at them as they calmly sipped their drinks and watched us. 

      ‘You want to fuck them?’ I asked her. 

      ‘Oh yes…’ she moaned, and I felt her hand reach behind her to press against the prominent bulge in my pants. She added, ‘I want you to fuck me, too.’ 

      She turned to face me, kissing me again, her mouth frantic, desperate, craving connection. Her hands worked at my fly, and in a matter of moments, my hard cock was free and in her clutches. 

      It felt a little strange being exposed like this in front of strangers. But this was where the expensive alcohol proved invaluable. 

      It seemed to have given Anna courage, too. She knelt down before me and now took my cock in her mouth. 

      Oh, God, it felt good. 

      Anna was a marvel, there was no doubting it. 

      Was I going to be able to share her with strangers? That was the question. The two large men watched with envy as the gorgeous brunette took my manhood deep in her throat. The way they looked at me did stoke my ego; I couldn’t deny that. 

      But I wanted to get things rolling. I needed to determine whether I could do this. 

      I urged Anna up to her feet again, kissed her mouth deeply. 

      Then, I said, ‘You want to meet our friend, Jeff?’ 

      She smiled sweetly. Nodded. 

      I glanced over at Jeff, who raised one eyebrow slightly to silently ask whether I wanted him to come over. I gave him a little nod. 

      Jeff approached. 

      He was taller than me, or so it seemed. In fact, all three of us towered over her. She’d always enjoyed my physicality. The way she looked at Jeff as he came over made me figure she had a thing for large guys. Freddie himself was tall, though perhaps not as athletic. 

      As he approached, I turned Anna toward Jeff, and it was clear what she was expected to do. 

      Jeff put his hands gently around her, pulling her to him, and kissed her just under one ear. She moaned and pressed her body against his — I guessed she wanted to feel what he was packing. 

      Then, they were making out right in front of me. Anna moaning quietly as Jeff sucked on her mouth. I felt a little tug of tension deep down. I took a deep breath, trying to tell myself not to be ridiculous. 

      It was only sex, for goodness’ sake. 

      It wasn’t like there was any chance Anna would experience Jeff, or Felipe—or both — and decide to reject me, or Freddie, or both of us. This was just sex. This was just the chance for Anna to have the most insane sexual experience ever. For one night. Here, in exotic Malibu.

      I calmed down a little. Jeff turned Anna so her back was against his chest, as I had done before. So he could reach around and grope her through her thin dress. She gasped at his boldness — but seemed delighted. 

      Her eyes found mine as Jeff cupped her breasts and kissed the base of her neck. I winced at how pretty she was, how disturbing it was that another man was handling her now instead of me. 

      But I hid my emotions. 

      ‘Why don’t you see what he has for you?’ I suggested. 

      Her eyes twinkled with unbridled excitement, and her full lips curled upward in a jubilant smile. 

      She turned toward Jeff and crouched in front of him. Jeff helped her unfasten his belt buckle, but then her hands were at his fly, dragging down his pants part way so that a rather large erection sprang free. 

      Anna gasped again, her jaw dropping at the sight of the handsome man’s big cock. 

      She gazed up at his face and took his massive manhood in her hands — revealing her wedding ring as she did so. I felt my heart beating inside my heart — I knew I could stop this. I could cancel everything, take Anna away to be mine alone. 

      Even Freddie would agree to it — I had confidence in that. 

      But while my stomach seemed to be churning with uncertainty and fear and anxiety, I couldn’t deny that I was hard as diamond just then — and my raging libido wanted to see Jeff’s big cock stuffed down Anna’s sweet throat. 

      I focused on breathing — in, out, in, out. I couldn’t believe the strength of the feelings rushing through me as I watched that man’s giant dick squeeze into Anna’s pretty mouth. It’s hard to describe how I was feeling. 

      Somehow, it was like preparing to do one of those base jumps. I was standing at the top of a super-tall cliff — or, maybe even on the roof of a skyscraper. I was terrified by the great height of the drop in front of me, terrified to the point that it burned inside me. And yet, at the same time, I was excited at the possibility of the experience I was about to have. I had a parachute strapped to my back, and yet there was always the possibility that something would go wrong. 

      God. But if I didn’t take that leap, jump out into the empty, cold air, then I wasn’t going to experience the full rush.

      I had to take a leap of faith. 

      ’Take him in your mouth, sweetie,’ I told her. 

      Her eyes flicked my way briefly, and she flashed me a broad smile. Then she stretched her lips around the man’s huge glans and sank her head down on it. Jeff moaned loudly, his deep voice vibrating seemingly through the floor. 

      And here it was. 

      The rush. 

      My sweet Anna had another man’s big dick wedged in her pretty mouth. She was so sweet, and adorable, and almost innocent — and I was here to corrupt her. She was going to get fucked by three big guys in this room while her husband watched on a giant TV screen in the room outside. 

      ‘You like him, sweetie?’ I asked her. ‘You want to test out Felipe?’

      Anna stood. ‘I love his dick,’ she said, eyes blazing, her hand still squeezing Jeff’s shaft as she rose to kiss his mouth.

      ‘Why don’t you introduce yourself to Felipe?’ I told her. Felipe stepped up in front of her. 

      Jeff made way so his friend could scoop up petite Anna in his powerful arms, his hands roaming all over her body. 

      Anna squealed with delight and then giggled as Felipe held her tight and lifted her clean off the ground before kissing her deeply. 

      I watched every moment, feeling that rollercoaster of emotions taking me up and down, twisting this way and that. Felipe was as big, if not bigger, than Jeff. Both of them were taller than me, perhaps not so toned. One upshot of my year of dating wildly was my need to hit the gym regularly to keep my confidence high.

      Now I watched Felipe let Anna down, whereupon she was at his feet, pulling his pants open to check out his equipment. 

      I watched her take yet another man in her mouth and revel in her wickedness. I watched her, and somehow through all the burning and trembling and churning and buzzing sensations that were whirling and mixing together inside me, seeing these guys putting their swords to Anna only made me want her more myself. 

      The act of having sex with other men made her more desirable in my eyes. 

      I had no idea why this would be the case. But I couldn’t deny my own feelings. Was this how Freddie had felt when he saw me taking her in front of him? 

      It’s funny how after a year sharing Anna with another man, it required some crazy orgy to finally get me to understand what was going on between Freddie and Anna and myself. 

      And now Anna had sampled Felipe’s cock, she stood up, waiting for me to issue my next order. Felipe and Jeff might have been taller than me, but they, too, seemed to be waiting for my instructions. I liked that. 

      Anna, though, was looking at me as though trying to work out if I was okay with what was going on. As though the real test here was not whether she could handle three big guys fucking her at the same time, but whether I could handle it. 

      I stepped in front of her, breathing her in. She had a questioning look on her face, still. I answered it by leaning in to kiss her lips. For a moment, I detected an odd scent about her and an unusual flavor in her mouth. I wasn’t born yesterday, though. I’d shared her with Freddie enough to know what it was. But with Freddie, it had gotten to the stage that we were so familiar with each other that it was like tasting yourself on your lover’s lips. 

      This, I was tasting, was the taste of two strangers. Two large men we hardly knew who had just shoved their big dicks down my lover’s throat. 

      And yet, this, too, made Anna seem so sexy in my eyes. I couldn’t explain it. It just was. 

      I kissed her, and she could tell how much I wanted her, and that alone reassured her more than a thousand kinds of words ever could. As we locked lips and our tongues danced the tango, I felt her hand slide down my shirt and reach for my crotch. 

      Checking my reaction to what was going on. 

      She squealed in delight as she felt the bulge I was stowing. 

      ‘Are you going to let them fuck me, my darling?’ she asked me, slightly breathless with excitement.

      ‘Are you happy for me to let them?’ I asked her, my tone making clear that I needed her to tell me she wanted to do this. 

      ‘Yes,’ she said, her face all light and joy and music. ‘I’m very happy for you to let them fuck me.’ 

      Then she fell to her knees and started pulling my cock out of my pants before taking that in her mouth with great enthusiasm. 

      God, she felt amazing. Even after all the times we’d had together. I was going to have to pace myself tonight.
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      I gave them both a little nod, and they stepped forward.

      As Anna sucked on my cock, she became aware of two more large dicks approaching from either side. She glanced up at me, her mouth full but her eyes blazing with delight, excitement, and amusement. Her hands let go of my own shaft and now took hold of Jeff’s and Felipe’s.

      It was like several Christmases and birthdays all rolled into one for her.

      She withdrew from my own cock and, while still holding Jeff, took Felipe’s mammoth dick in her mouth. I stepped back, glancing up at the camera in the corner of the room, making sure Freddie could see this. To make sure he could, I walked around and stood behind her, beside Jeff.

      Anna switched to sucking Jeff’s cock, pumping Felipe’s in her other hand. Jeff’s deep voice encouraged her softly.

      ‘Yeah… oh yeah, that feels good, baby… oh, yeah… you are so beautiful… you make me feel incredible…’

      A few bobs of her head on Jeff, and she was back to sinking onto Felipe’s shaft, cupping his big balls in one hand as she did so, getting a surprising amount of his lengthy cock inside her mouth.

      Then she was back to Jeff, noticing that I was beside him, quietly tugging on my own dick as I watched her. Her hand gripped my shaft for a moment, and she flashed me the brightest of beaming smiles. I smiled in return, approving of what she was doing, letting her know to continue.

      Jeff brushed a rogue strand of her long, dark hair out of her face so that Freddie could see everything as she resumed sucking on his cock.

      She was moaning as she sucked on them, as she reveled in having two big dicks in her hands, alternating between them.

      God, she was sexy as hell, taking them.

      Her hair fell out of its tie, so that I had to hold it back for her out of her face so that it wouldn’t hinder her efforts fucking two large men with her mouth. Her face, her upper chest flushing red with the effort of pumping two big cocks with her lips. Her forehead moistening with sweat, her hairline becoming damp.

      Her pretty face getting smeared with the pre-come of other men, and from the saliva lubricating her eager mouth on their sizable tools.

      I wanted her so badly. And strangely, I felt this weird self-reinforcing feedback loop that meant because what Jeff and Felipe were doing with Anna was making me want her more, I must want them to do what they were doing to her more.

      It was like the opposite of a vicious circle.

      Her depravity turned me on, so I wanted her to be more depraved. And if she was more depraved, that would turn me on more.

      This was how Freddie felt about his wife, wasn’t it? It clicked with everything he’d ever said, trying to explain this to me. I thought I’d understood it. I probably did understand the theory. But now I felt it.

      But I was not Freddie.

      I was not sitting on a bench outside, peering at my wife’s depravity through a high-definition TV screen. I was in here with her. I was in control. If I wanted her, I could have her.

      ‘Anna, onto the bed,’ I said, urging her up. She didn’t need much urging.

      Jeff and Felipe stood back, giving her space. Anna climbed onto the bed and knelt expectantly — obediently — in the middle of the mattress.

      ‘Maybe it’s time we got a little more comfortable, fellas?’ I suggested to the other men and started unfastening my shirt.

      ‘Sure,’ Jeff grinned. The two of them began stripping off their clothes. Anna watched us, enjoying the anticipation like she was unwrapping Christmas presents.

      Jeff and Felipe seemed to have zero inhibitions — they shed everything, bit by bit until they were completely exposed. I felt a little reluctance, the kind you feel when you’re in a busy restroom where the urinals are somewhat exposed, and you have to whip it out in public. But I told myself that everyone had already seen what I was packing — Anna had been sucking on it. So my last remaining clothes came off to Anna’s approving smiles.

      Jeff gave me a quiet, questioning glance seeking approval to get onto the bed with Anna. I returned a little nod and mirrored his movements so that we were both kneeling on the bed with Anna between us.

      ‘Is this really happening?’ she asked me, turning her head to kiss me as Jeff and I framed her on the bed.

      ‘You want it to?’ I asked her. ‘You want to be fucked by three big guys?’

      ‘Mmm-hmm,’ she said, kissing me again as Jeff put his hands on her breasts and leaned in to kiss the base of her neck.

      Felipe was in front of us, parting Anna’s thighs, admiring her legs, reaching up to press his hand against her black satin panties.

      Anna turned away from me and began kissing Jeff mouth-to-mouth, her hands finding our hard cocks beside her, gripping them like ski poles. I reached into her dress to unlatch her bra and gently removed it from within her dress. The dress itself was tight on her but made of stretchy material that allowed easy access to her breasts.

      Felipe moved behind Anna on the bed now as Jeff reached between her thighs to stroke her pussy through her panties. The big Hispanic man reached around to take hold of her breasts and kissed her neck. Jeff and I were sucking on her breasts, and it didn’t take long before we tugged the dress off her shoulders and rolled it down to her waist so that we could toy with her gorgeous tits to our hearts’ content.

      Anna just closed her eyes and moaned as three men kissed and stroked and fondled her while she squeezed and gently stroked the two hard cocks of Jeff and myself.

      It was fun, giving her this experience. Sharing in it. I wanted her to feel how it was to be fucked by the three of us in one session. My jealousy, it seemed, was being defeated by pure sex.

      As though to confirm it, Anna turned to me to enjoy a little more tongue teasing and lip-tasting as Jeff’s hand over her sex made way for me to touch her there. Her panties were soaking, of course, but even before my fingers made their way beneath the wet satin and sought out her searing-hot entrance, I noticed that she was already flooded so much it was dripping down her thighs.

      Well, it wasn’t as though the arousing experience had only just begun. We’d been building to this all evening. She knew it was coming.

      But now the door to our private room opened. It surprised all four of us, I think.

      Freddie.

      Had he changed his mind? Was the sight of three big guys surrounding his sweet wife too much for him after all? I couldn’t believe it.

      He ventured into the room, still fully dressed in his dark shirt and suit trousers. He looked anxious — as anxious as I’ve ever seen him — and it worried me a little.

      ‘Everything okay, darling?’ Anna said, seeing him approach.

      The three of us men released the beautiful brunette from our clutches, and she went forward onto all fours, facing Freddie as he drew near.

      ‘Yes,’ he said, offering us all a little cautious smile. ‘I just… I just wanted to tell you I love you.’

      Anna reached for him, ordering him to lean in so she could kiss him, which she proceeded to do. As they kissed, long and slow and deep, I found myself trying to put myself in my best friend’s shoes. Was he feeling the trepidation I had been earlier? But Freddie wasn’t in here with her, he wasn’t getting involved in the actual sex. He had to keep back and watch.

      Maybe we would have to adjust, to include him.

      Their kiss ended. Anna said, ‘You know how much I love you, my darling?’

      Freddie nodded.

      ‘You’re going to watch me fuck all of these big, beautiful men?’

      He nodded again.

      ‘Can you see everything that’s happening in this room?’

      ‘Yes, my sweet,’ he said.

      ‘Can other people see, too?’

      Freddie smiled — and I got the impression that he knew of Anna’s quiet desire to be watched and had known before I knew myself. He said, ‘There’s a big screen, my darling. Everyone thinks you’re so beautiful… so sexy…’

      ‘Gosh…’ she blushed but smiled, enjoying the thought of being watched.

      Then Freddie said nervously, ‘I’d better… let you get to it, my sweet…’

      He took a step back.

      Anna said, ‘Wait…’

      Right in front of us, she took off her panties and then held the tiny scrap of black satin up for her husband to take.

      Freddie beamed and accepted his gift cheerfully. He held her panties up to his face and inhaled her scent, and before withdrawing from the room, he looked as though he’d won the lottery.

      Speaking of winning the lottery, Anna was now on all fours, wearing only her dress, which had been pulled down to expose her chest, and pushed up to reveal practically everything else. The dress was essentially now a belt. And I was in prime position to be the first to slide my hard cock inside her soaking wet pussy.

      I wasn’t going to modestly move aside to allow another man to enjoy such a gift. Not yet.

      I took her by the hips and pulled her back toward me. She let out a little squeal of delight, and then as I directed the tip of my cock to her entrance and thrust forward to slide inside her, she let out a long, breathy moan of pure joy.

      ‘Felipe,’ I said, directing our Hispanic friend to kneel before Anna and let her take his big cock in her mouth.

      Jeff helpfully held back her hair as our sweet brunette took hold of Felipe’s manhood in one hand, leading it to her mouth. Her moans loudened and rose in pitch as I began pumping my hips to thrust my cock into her again and again — while her mouth was stuffed full of Felipe’s hardness.

      Jeff reached under her to squeeze and fondle her breasts while Felipe and I spit-roasted her between us. My God, what a sight. As I fucked her, she could turn easily to Jeff and take his cock in her mouth instead. I took hold of her hips and pounded her for a while as she alternated between sucking on the two strangers’ cocks.

      It felt just unbelievable. She was so wet. And every time I slammed into her seemed to send a fresh burst of her spicy scent into the air — just exhilarating.

      But I had to pace myself. I didn’t want to finish yet, but the sheer intensity of the sexual stimulation my brain was dealing with meant I was dangerously close to the edge. After a few minutes, I had to make way, allowing Jeff to take up position behind her, kneeling between her knees.

      And now, my heart was racing again. I had to take a seat in the chair in the corner to watch Jeff line up behind her — and slide his cock inside her pussy bareback. There were no condoms here. The men were clean and regularly tested. There was nothing to worry about health-wise. But I had a strange feeling inside, watching a stranger taking our Anna bareback like that.

      I had to repress that feeling of helpless fear that made me think of cliff-diving.

      I tried to focus on how much pleasure these two men were giving Anna. What a thrill it clearly was for her. And perhaps appreciate the beauty of these three bodies moving together in sexual ecstasy.

      After a while, I felt settled again and energized enough to step around to stand by the bed beside Felipe so that Anna could take my hardness in her mouth as Jeff continued to fuck her from behind.

      She gave me an adoring smile as she glanced up at me, and then with Felipe holding her hair out of her face, she sank down on my cock, her lips feeling so good closing around my shaft, her tongue pressing against my hardness, her mouth so hot and wet as it engulfed me.

      After a while, I took over from Felipe holding her hair back, and it allowed me to control her movement on my cock. I was fucking her mouth while Jeff fucked her pussy. Her moans only loudened further.

      ‘That’s so good, sweetie,’ I encouraged her. ‘You’re so beautiful. You’re just incredible…’

      Then it was time for Felipe to take over from Jeff. Anna knelt up as he slid his big cock inside her from behind, and I kissed her mouth as her hands took hold of both Jeff’s and my cock again. She was getting so flushed and sweaty — and yet she looked so beautiful. The presence of these men, their attention toward her, and their enjoyment of her only fueled my own desire for her.

      Now Felipe was standing on the floor as he fucked her. It allowed the big guy to get real power going as he took her. I guided her mouth back toward Jeff’s cock with some encouraging instructions, and then it was like she was being batted between them both, like it was some kind of game.

      But sweet, petite Anna wasn’t going to be able to take that kind of hammering for too long.

      After a little while, I directed Jeff to lie on the bed and then had Anna straddle his thighs. She squeezed his big cock back inside her pussy, and began riding him reverse cowgirl-style while Felipe and I stood on the bed beside her, offering her options for her mouth.

      We kept switching around, the three of us taking turns. Anna seemed to like that, and it probably meant that each of us could pace ourselves and keep from getting too close to an orgasm.

      Freddie paid us another visit — he seemed happier this time as he came forward to claim a long, deep kiss from his beautiful, pink-flushed wife. He certainly didn’t flinch from the fact that she was glistening with perspiration and saliva and pre-come. Her depravity was a thrill to him, and I could understand it fully now myself.

      Before he withdrew back out to the media room, Freddie even held Anna’s head and directed her back onto Jeff’s big cock. Then he kissed her cheek while the big African-American was fucking her mouth before disappearing again to leave his wife to the three of us.

      The first time Anna came, she was lying on her front, flat on the bed. I was fucking her from behind, wedging my cock between her thighs and into her flooded sex, while Jeff and Felipe stood on the floor in front of her, jacking their dicks and occasionally slipping one in her mouth until her orgasm made it difficult.

      Then it was like she was holding on to their cocks for dear life as her rollercoaster ride swooped down a great, steep drop.

      As she came, we had another short visit from Freddie, who even had his cock out to present to her. Perhaps it was even the sight of her husband, confirming how turned on he was by all this, that sent her over the edge. As she took his cock in her mouth, her body was shivering and quivering and shuddering, and she was crying out from the sheer power of the feelings sweeping through her petite frame.

      Wow.
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      After that, we all had to take a break, enjoying the mini-bar, all of us sweaty and red-faced but totally elated, Anna standing between us like whatever the opposite of Snow White and the Seven Dwarves might be.

      Standing there, sopping up some ludicrously expensive alcohol, we looked like a bunch of 20-somethings who had been throwing ourselves about a mosh pit at a rock festival. We were now taking a break with our overpriced alcohol, all flushed and sweaty, stinking of our own exertions.

      ‘You ready for more?’ I asked Anna.

      ‘Always,’ she said, looking up at me as though I were her acolyte and she was waiting for me to give her instructions.

      ‘Do you think Freddie’s okay?’

      She smiled. ‘He seemed okay the last time he came in,’ she said, but I noticed a glimmer of concern in her eyes.

      ‘Why don’t you have a little more fun with Jeff and Felipe, and I’ll step out for a few moments and check on our boy.’

      ‘Okay,’ she readily agreed.

      ‘You’ll be okay without me being here?’ I double-checked.

      Anna took hold of Jeff’s cock in one hand. ‘Oh, yes, I’ll be okay.’

      I told Jeff, ‘Take care of her for a little while — I just need to check on her husband.’

      Jeff smiled. ‘Of course, my friend. We’ll take good care of her.’

      I pulled on my shirt and pants as Anna led Jeff back to the bed. On my way out, I saw Felipe fetch something black from a cupboard under the mini-bar. What was that? A toy?

      Outside, I wandered down the hallway toward the media room.

      There were quite a few people now watching the events on the TV screens. Freddie was peering intently at the screen showing Anna and her party.

      ‘You see what they’re doing?’ Freddie said.

      I glanced at the screen. Felipe was putting black cuffs on Anna’s wrists. I smiled. ’She likes a bit of restraint,’ I pointed out to her husband.

      Freddie laughed. ‘She does, doesn’t she?’

      ‘How are you getting on, old timer?’

      Freddie, two years older than me but still only 40, grinned at my little dig. ‘I am doing fine and dandy, you cheeky young whipper-snapper,’ he said. ‘Although I rather think we’re making it harder for ourselves.’

      ‘Like how?’

      He grinned. ‘We’re going to get our sweet Anna home to London, and she probably won’t be able to come unless she has three or four big chaps fucking her at once.’

      ‘I’m sure she won’t need four.’ I said.

      On the screen, we watched as Felipe now fixed cuffs onto Anna’s ankles. What were they planning?

      ‘How are you feeling?’ I asked Freddie.

      ‘Pretty good, all told. I thought this whole party would prove disappointing — but so far, it’s definitely defied expectations.’

      ‘You’ve been enjoying Anna’s adventures?’

      ‘Oh yes. There’s something about watching someone so beautiful being completely and utterly defiled. Like watching an angel being corrupted,’ Freddie said, sounding almost like he was in a daze.

      Then he snapped out of it. ‘More to the point — how are you coping, my friend? You’ve been a stallion in there.’

      ‘I’m surprised,’ I said earnestly. ‘I thought I’d hate it. I thought I’d hate letting other guys have Anna. But here we are…’

      ‘It’s hot as a heatwave in Hell, huh?’ Freddie grinned.

      ‘Yes. You’re onto something about an angel being corrupted. It’s so weird, though. The fact that seeing her being taken by other guys… only makes you want her more.’

      ‘Don’t fight it, I say,’ Freddie said. ‘Who cares why it is how it is? Just let it happen and enjoy it. She likes fucking other men, so let her, and enjoy it when it happens.’

      Freddie always astounded me with how simple he made things seem. What an easy approach he seemed to have with everything. Why complicated matters? Just enjoy life.

      On-screen, we watched Anna on the bed on her hands and knees, black cuffs on her wrists and ankles. Jeff was kneeling by her head, and she was sucking his cock. But then Felipe pushed her over onto her back and took hold of one wrist and then the other, connecting her up to the corners of the bed.

      Anna seemed perfectly delighted to be shackled to the bed. As Felipe fastened her ankles in place so she was spreadeagled right across the bed in an ‘X’ shape, she seemed jubilant. Goodness. She was breathtakingly beautiful. Her petite frame, pert breasts. Her fully shaven pussy.

      Felipe knelt by her head and fed the tip of his cock into her eager mouth. He pulled on her nipples as she sucked on the last few inches of his manhood, and then he reached down to stroke her pussy. The camera offered us a very nice view. Her body wriggled a little under his touch.

      ‘I guess you would have been all right leaving me behind,’ I told Freddie. ‘She seems perfectly okay in there without me.’

      On-screen, Jeff replaced Felipe, and when Jeff reached out to touch Anna’s open pussy, the man had something pink in his hands. A vibrator.

      ‘We’re both glad you could make it,’ Freddie said. ‘You’re a great reassuring presence for us both — and there’s no way Anna would have agreed to do all this without you being here.’

      ‘She’s getting a hell of a workout,’ I said.

      We watched as Jeff held the vibrator to Anna’s pussy, nudging it up against her clit. Anna was moaning loudly, her hips working as though she was actually fucking somebody. Jeff continued using the vibrator on her as Felipe knelt opposite, and now Anna turned to take his cock in her mouth.

      ‘You think she’ll be addicted to this?’ Freddie asked.

      I shook my head. ‘It’s a one-time deal. She’ll be exhausted after this. She’ll need plenty of time to recover. And then… she’ll be happy enough the way things were before.’

      ‘You think?’

      ‘We’ll find her some new guys to try,’ I said. ‘That’s what you want, isn’t it?’

      ‘But what do you want?’ he asked.

      On-screen, Jeff was lying between Anna’s outstretched legs now, sliding his cock into Anna’s dripping pussy. Did I want Anna to see other men on a more regular basis? The way she was looking up at the camera as Jeff fucked her was as though she imagined Freddie and I were watching her out here. She was still including us in her sex.

      I liked the idea that we were giving her this, Freddie and I. We were having sex with her, we were just using Felipe and Jeff to do our bidding.

      Jeff pulled out of her again and resumed toying with her using the pink vibrator. Now Felipe was lying between her thighs, pushing his big dick into her. Really working those big muscles as he plunged his big cock into her over and over again.

      ‘I want her to see other guys,’ I said. ‘I never thought I would. I thought it might work out good, just the two of us sharing her. But it’s so hot…’

      ‘You’re hooked,’ Freddie grinned. ‘Just like me.’

      I said, ‘Don’t you think it’s time we went in there and took her back?’
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        * * *

      

      Inside the room, I told Jeff and Felipe, ‘You guys can finish on her now.’

      The two men nodded their understanding, then knelt up and started jacking their big dicks. Anna looked up at her husband and me, smiling, utterly joyous, and fully satisfied with a crazy evening.

      Jeff was kneeling between Anna’s thighs, and as his orgasm arrived, he directed his cock down, grunting as he shot thick, white cream all over her pussy and her stomach.

      But once he was done, Felipe slung a leg over Anna’s body to straddle her torso and, for a while, rubbed his cock between her breasts before finishing off with his hands, spraying his cream all over her breasts, her neck, and her face.
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      We needed a break from that room — the three of us. It was around 11pm. Anna had been in that room, three big dicks jammed into her from various angles, for two incredible hours. 

      But we needed to get out. We needed air. 

      Freddie and I were already dressed. Anna only had to pull on her dress — she didn’t bother with underwear. 

      The cool ocean air hitting our faces was pure heaven as we stepped outside. For a moment, the three of us just stood there on the terrace and breathed like it was a meditation class.

      Things were relatively quiet out there by now. A few guys sat over at the far end of the pool, dipping their feet in the water, looking like they were recovering from an evening of servicing wives somewhere within the Casa Del Grande Toro.

      There were a few couples, too, who looked like they had either finished their great Key Party adventures — or were taking a breather, like we were, with hopes of something else happening later.

      ‘I’m famished,’ Anna said, gazing over toward the barbecue, where we could see a bald guy with a short beard slapping burgers and steaks onto the grill. 

      The smell of cooking meat was irresistible. 

      ‘Come on,’ I said, leading them over to meet Sean, an Irish ex-pat happy to dish out as much red meat as we could eat. 

      After that, some more drinks from the redhead at the bar — and the alcohol was almost as welcome as the food. 

      We sat on sun loungers breathing the sea air, feeling like every conceivable need we had was being met. Well, almost every conceivable need. Our resident water nymph was lamenting that she hadn’t brought her underwear, so she couldn’t take another dip in that oh-so-tempting swimming pool. 

      Well. I gave her a look. She gave me one back. 

      ‘Seriously?’ she said. 

      ‘Take it off, and give it to me,’ I ordered her. 

      But after the evening she’d had so far — not to mention all the expensive alcohol — Anna was actually less self-conscious about removing her dress now than she had been earlier when she’d had underwear underneath. 

      Freddie and I sat back with our Johnnie Walker Blue and delighted in the sight of sweet Anna getting naked in the open air. And we delighted, too, in the number of people around the terrace who stopped and gazed at her as she exposed herself completely. 

      I was tempted to remind them this was a sex party. But I was having too much fun with their response to our ravishing brunette. 

      Even Irina, the cute Ukrainian redhead behind the bar, gazed across the lawn at Anna as she approached the pool’s edge. She couldn’t tear her eyes away as Anna raised her arms and performed another tidy dive into the cool, crystal water. 

      Anna was laughing as she came to the surface, turned, and swam slowly back toward Freddie and me. 

      ‘You guys should come in, too!’ she yelled. 

      Freddie and I were not quite so keen on getting naked out here in front of everybody — but when Anna yelled at us, I glanced over to see the three young men over the other end of the pool looked as though they thought she might have been calling to them. 

      They’d seen her strip off. They’d seen her dive into the pool. They hadn’t taken their eyes off her while she’d been in there swimming. 

      Now, I saw them pulling off their shirts and pants and then slipping into the water themselves, swimming toward Anna like hungry sharks. 

      Well, it was a sex party. 

      Anna glanced around and saw them, and then she was giggling and looking up to see if we saw these handsome studs approaching her. 

      She called out to us, ‘If you don’t come in with me, I’ll have to let these guys have me.’

      I looked to Freddie, who simply smiled and raised his glass in a toast to his thirsty wife. I shrugged and raised a toast to her, indicating that I was planning to stay put just then, too. 

      Anna’s eyes widened, and her jaw dropped at what we were essentially telling her. 

      Then she had three handsome — and very naked — guys in the pool with her, taking her in their arms, asking whether she would like a little fun here in the pool with them. 

      ‘How could I possibly say no?’ Anna said, allowing one to press up against her back, another to sandwich her against him from the front, his hands moving to her bare breasts.

      ‘I’m not sure it’s a good idea doing it here in the pool,’ she was saying. 

      The third young man — a handsome black guy with a small, dark goatee and a single gold earring in one ear — hopped out of the water to perch on the edge of the pool in front of Anna — his big, thickening cock flopping out just inches away from her.

      Anna gasped at how bold the guy was — but as she gave him a coy smile and giggled at the situation, she ventured closer to him and soon gave in to the temptation to take that big thing in one hand. 

      The seated guy could reach forward and gently put a hand on her head — and then guide her mouth to the tip of his thick manhood. 

      Freddie and I watched like connoisseurs as our sweet brunette opened her pretty mouth and filled it with her new friend’s cock — as two horny young men hovered in the water behind her. 

      Anna moaned as she sucked on the guy’s big cock, pumping his shaft with her lips. His cock was long but perhaps not as girthy as Jeff’s cock or Felipe’s. If anything, it meant she was enjoying herself a little more servicing this guy with her mouth. 

      I couldn’t help but smile. Anna was so beautiful. The guy she was sucking was as handsome as you could meet. But what they were doing out in this world-class pool was hilariously obscene. 

      If it wasn’t as sexy as hell, I might have been shocked by Anna’s behavior. 

      Oh, and it was a damn sex party.

      Everything. Goes.

      One of the other guys was lining up behind Anna now. Holding her hips with intent. Was he lining up to fuck her? Right in the pool. 

      As I was getting my head around that possibility, the third guy hopped up out of the water, as nimble as a gymnast. He sat beside the handsome black guy, his hard cock sticking straight up and dripping with pool water, right in front of Anna. She was more than happy to take his shaft in her spare hand. 

      Anna withdrew from the black guy’s cock, although she kept it held tight in her hand. Then she lifted her head and gazed up at Freddie and me — and then just me — as the young blond man in the pool threaded his cock inside her from behind. 

      Her expression was a mixture of gentle chiding that I had given over my sex duties to this group of puppies, trepidation at being so exposed and open to public attention, and pure unadulterated exhilaration at the possibility of being watched engaging in such permissive and unconstrained sexual adventure.

      I sipped my drink but gazed into her beautiful sapphire eyes, trying to portray a quiet confidence that this was what I’d intended all along. 

      Freddie sipped his drink and tried to portray a quiet confidence that he wasn’t going to spill it everywhere because of the sheer intensity of the feelings he was experiencing, watching his beloved wife being used by three young men. 

      After a while, the blond guy behind Anna grunted and jerked a little, and I wondered if he’d actually finished pumping his come deep inside her. He pulled away from her, and his softening manhood seemed to confirm it. Anna didn’t seem to notice until the black guy slipped off the pool’s edge and switched places with the blond who had finished inside her. 

      Then the black guy squeezed his big dick into her while she sucked the third guy’s cock. The blond sat up on the side of the pool, gently stroking his softening dick. 

      Freddie and I were enjoying the spectacle while we sipped our expensive drinks. Anna’s moans suggested she was having a wonderful time, though it seemed like hard work taking that black guy in her tight pussy. 

      Freddie glanced around — I’m guessing aware that Anna was attracting more attention from the guests who had been milling around outside. Then as he saw me looking at him, he flicked his eyes toward the other end of the pool. I saw what he’d noticed — two more attractive men had stripped off and slipped into the water. 

      I’m guessing they weren’t too worried about people looking at them since they had foregone the need for clothing. But the confident way they moved through the water toward Anna unnerved me a little. 

      Were we going to just let this turn into a free-for-all? 

      Anna looked up at me while taking a breather from sucking off the guy sitting above her, and now I flicked my eyes toward the newcomers to warn her. While the black guy continued pumping his big dick into her from behind, she saw the two men approaching and then turned back to offer me a little shrug and a contented smile. 

      Well, it never rains, but it pours. 

      Now the black guy made way for one of the newcomers to slide his stiff cock into Anna’s well-lubricated sex. The black guy stood beside her head so she could take him in her mouth while the other men stood around, jacking off to the view. 

      The black guy held her head and thrust into her mouth, but she coped well, and it wasn’t long before he shuddered and released his big load down her throat. 

      She swallowed it all and then wrapped her lips around someone else’s cock. 

      A few more men approached. Initially, perhaps, to see what was going on. But then, they formed part of the group, standing around stroking their hard cocks while they watched one after another taking Anna from behind or feeding their manhood to her eager mouth. 

      There were so many men around her that it wasn’t always easy to see what was happening. But Anna seemed like she was in heaven, so much dick around her, inside her, stroking against her, spurting hot cream all over her, softening and thickening and saturating her world. 

      Even Freddie had his cock out after a while. Sat there on his sun lounger, stroking himself as he gazed at the sensational sight of Anna pleasuring — and being pleasured by — so many men at once.

      I kept my cock in my pants, though I felt the call of the wild as much as Freddie. 

      But I needed to oversee proceedings and ensure Anna was safe and happy. I stood over them all like a Baywatch lifeguard, ready to wade in if things got a little too choppy for my liking or if Anna seemed like she’d had enough. 

      Alternating between three different cocks with her mouth, while she had no idea who was fucking her pussy, Anna looked hot and sweaty. Hardly the refreshing dip she’d craved before getting into the pool. 

      She kept glancing up at me, happy that I was there, keeping an eye on everything. Hoping that she was making me happy. Wanting my attention, even if she had the attention of the small army of mercenaries currently attacking her virtues. 

      I offered her an adoring smile, and her tired eyes lit up. 

      Then I noticed that Will Barker was in the pool, naked, and lining up to fuck our Anna himself. My skin crawled. 
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      ‘Okay, that’s it,’ I announced, waving away anyone who wasn’t already inside her. ‘I think she’s had enough.’ 

      Will Barker looked up at me, aghast that I was going to prevent him from joining the fun. I was going to stop him from fucking this delicious creature. 

      It took him a moment or two to fully realize he knew me. That his older brother, Oliver, had been my best friend at school before he’d stolen away my first love. Will had gone to my school too, but he’d been a fair bit younger. But he knew who I was. He knew my shame at his brother’s hands. He'd needled me about what Oliver had done.

      Will seemed to heave a resigned sigh as though accepting that there was no way I would let him have the exquisite Anna for himself. 

      Then he gave a little shrug of the shoulders and walked away — no doubt to find some other available tail.

      Anna seemed happy for me to pull her out of there. Freddie and I watched the last three guys shoot their thick, white cream all over her mouth and her pretty face—and the guy thrusting into her from behind reach his own conclusion—and then helped our sweet delinquent out of the pool. 

      She smiled sweetly as she stood before us, naked, flushed, looking wretched. 

      I pulled her to me, one hand clamped to her lower back, and kissed her lips deeply, not caring about the complete state all those horny guys had left her in. Our kiss left her breathless and somehow reinvigorated, her eyes blazing with jubilation and contentment. 

      I made way for Freddie to kiss her. 

      But Freddie quietly suggested we make our way back to Room 7, where we at least knew there was a bed for the night. 

      *

      We were all exhausted but safely shut inside our room. Freddie and I lay beside Anna, just marveling at her — how adventurous she’d been all night, how hot it had been watching all those guys take her. 

      She lay between us and quietly enjoyed our gentle, devoted worship. 

      We caressed her soft, slightly clammy skin, recalling how all those big guys had used her beautiful, petite frame for their own purposes. How physical they’d been with her. 

      Our hands glided softly over her breasts or between her legs, eliciting quiet moans, her eyes closing as she thought about her incredible night. 

      When I pressed my hand over her rosy-red, well-used pussy, she let out a little gasp, opened her pretty eyes, and looked at me, her mouth breaking out into a bright smile. 

      ‘Do you still love me?’ she asked me. 

      ‘More than ever,’ I said, smiling broadly. I traced some of the wetness from her pussy up to lubricate my fingers pressing at her clit, and she flinched and arched her back. 

      ‘Gentle,’ she pleaded. ‘I’m a little worn out.’ 

       I replaced my fingers with my mouth, engulfing her little button in heat but only lightly sucking on her. That seemed to placate her, her body stirring only mildly. She still had a little cream leaking out of her pussy as I teased her clit with the tip of my tongue. I wondered how many of those guys in the pool had finished inside her. Some of it must have washed away, but clearly not all.

      Strange to be toying with her pussy after so many men had used it. 

      But it was still Anna. And I was still obsessed with every little bit of her. So it didn’t bother me that she was smeared with other men’s emissions. I’d never worried about it with Freddie.

      There was something so innately sexy about her precisely because she had just fucked those other men. After a while, the evidence of her promiscuity only started to turn me on more.

      Freddie, meanwhile, was lying up by her head, and I now saw that Anna was now using his thigh as a pillow, guiding his erect cock to her mouth, so she could lick him and slip his manhood between her lips. 

      Anna was able to reach out and take hold of my own cock, though she was very much focusing on her husband’s. Freddie could toy with her bare breasts while she sucked on him.

      It seemed like the slowest sex I’d ever experienced. And yet it was so sensuous, so tactile, so steamy, so beautiful.

      I don’t know how long we were like that. 

      Eventually, Freddie came in her mouth, and then he was asleep. Anna spooned against me, and I slid my hard cock back inside her pussy, but we were both at the end of our energy supplies. 

      I held her tight in my arms and kissed her gently under her ear, just appreciating our closeness. My cock was squeezed inside her exquisite pussy, but hardly moving at all. At that point, we didn’t need to move much to generate sexual bliss between us. 

      It was like some kind of tantric thing. 

      Anna moaned quietly, and I wondered if she might even fall asleep like this. 

      But then, as Freddie started snoring quietly, Anna’s entire body began to tense up. I could tell she was going to come again, even though this orgasm seemed unusually slow. I sucked on her earlobe, my hands brushing against her stiff nipples, and she just seemed to fall away into her climax, as though falling off a cliff where there was low gravity. 

      Then as she gently stirred, I felt her pussy tightening around my manhood, which sent me over the edge, too. The most blissful orgasm swallowed me up, leaving me shaking and groaning quietly as I finally released my own hot seed deep inside her.

      ‘Oh my God,’ she breathed, breaking into the most satisfied smile. ’That was unbelievable… so intense… but we were hardly moving at all…’ 

      ‘We didn’t need to move much,’ I said. 

      She smiled and moaned again, wriggling a little as though trying to get as tight against my body as she could. ‘I feel so loved…’ she murmured, as though she was already talking in her sleep.

      And then she was gently snoring, too.
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      I awoke to the most wonderful dream in which the adorable and delicious Anna was sucking my cock. The very best thing about the dream was that as I awoke, it turned out to be happening in real life, too. 

      ‘How are you awake this early, after what happened last night?’ I asked her. 

      Her lips smacked as she temporarily lifted off my cock. ‘Because it’s 9am,’ she said, smiling. 

      ‘How long have you been awake?’ 

      ‘Long enough to get horny with two big strapping men in my bed,’ she said. 

      I lay there and enjoyed her magnificently talented mouth, and I didn’t entirely shed that feeling that I might still be dreaming. When I reached the moment of orgasm, I remember feeling like I’d reached the gates of Heaven itself and then came inside her mouth. 

      Then, to my shame, I drifted straight back to sleep. 
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        * * *

      

      When I next woke up, there was nobody else in the room with me. Freddie and Anna had gone. 

      I found my phone in my pants pocket and peered at the time. 10am. 

      I groaned, unsure quite whether I had had a dream about Anna giving me a rather delightful blowjob earlier or whether that had been reality. And now she was gone because I’d been rude enough to go straight back to sleep as soon as I’d finished shooting my semen down her throat.

      Was she upset with me? 

      The scent of shampoo was hanging in the humid air, suggesting that my good friends had taken a shower, either together or separately, and then skipped out of there. 

      I took a shower myself to freshen up, although when I came to put my clothes on, they gave me a faint yet lingering odor of a night of partying.

      Before I left our room, I paused for a moment or two, taking in the sight of it. The memory of what happened here the previous night. 

      Me and two big guys splitting Anna between us.

      Boy, oh boy.
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        * * *

      

      Outside, the sun was already blazing in an azure sky, and there was a lavish breakfast buffet laid out on what had been the bar the previous night. 

      I saw Anna and Freddie over in the hot tub — spending some time with none other than the mysterious W, who was still wearing his mask, though nothing much else, it seemed. 

      In fact, Anna appeared to be sitting on W’s lap. 

      As I wandered over, it was W that noticed me first. 

      ‘Good morning!’ he called. 

      Anna and Freddie turned and offered me welcoming smiles. Anna, in particular, seemed very happy to see me. Well, that was a relief. I felt a little foolish for thinking she could think ill of me for going straight back to sleep after she’d woken me with a blowjob.  

      I smiled back at them and approached — and as I did, I noticed two things: firstly, that none of them had bothered with swimwear, and secondly, that Anna wasn’t merely sitting on W’s lap — she appeared to be actively impaled on our gracious host’s cock.

      God, she was insatiable.

      I felt the flickerings of another erection coming. 

      ‘Grab yourself some food!’ W cheerfully suggested to me. I did, indeed, do exactly as he suggested. ‘Anna was just showing me why half the bulls we’ve got in our service can’t stop thinking about her…’ 

      As I wandered back with a plate loaded with food and perched on a sun lounger nearest the hot tub, impressed that our sweet Anna had managed to snare one of the elusive and mysterious hosts of the entire occasion. 

      Anna giggled and gazed at me with those big, seductive blue eyes as she stirred her hips under the surface of the bubbling water. Teasing me with the fact that she had yet another man inside her.

      I couldn’t help smiling. ‘I’m guessing when we get home, having two men at her beck and call won’t be nearly enough anymore…’ 

      She beamed. ‘Do you think I’m terrible, my darling?’ 

      I laughed. ‘I think we ought to start calling you Holly Golightly.’ 

      She smirked. ‘But then my brother would be Fred, not my husband…’ 

      I glanced down at my best friend. ‘You okay, Fred?’ 

      He looked up at me and smiled broadly, looking as contented as I’ve ever seen him and just delighted that W had honored him with his presence inside his wife. 

      ‘I just heard from my buddy Joel,’ Freddie said. ‘Our movie got the green light. $25m budget.’ 

      ‘Fantastic!’ I said, feeling genuinely happy for my friend.

      ‘That’s great news — it’s a wonderful story,’ W said, surprising all of us. We all looked at him, and he smiled broadly. ‘Our friend Joel sent me the script. I could not put it down, I swear.’ 

      I said, ‘You’re in the movie business?’ 

      W laughed. ‘Well, I probably shouldn’t reveal too many details…’ 

      Anna giggled. ‘I know who you are…’ she said, squirming a little harder on the man’s hard cock.

      ‘You do?’ 

      ‘I am entertainment editor for the London Evening Standard.’ 

      W grinned. ‘I know you signed an NDA…’ 

      ‘You’re no fun.’ 

      ‘I have something big and black and hard inside you that begs to differ…’ he kissed the base of her neck, and she moaned like one of those crazy slow orgasms was about to roll all over her. 

      She looked across at me as it all happened. W was suddenly groaning and grunting and using the Lord’s name in vain. Anna moaned quietly and contentedly, closing her eyes and holding her breath as her body suddenly tensed up for a long moment and then finally relaxed.

      It left our new friend W somewhat breathless and amazed. 

      ‘My God… you are something else…’ he said to Anna as she climbed off him to allow him space to recover. 

      She gave a satisfied, cat-like smile. ‘Come to London, give me an exclusive interview… and maybe you can have a little more…’ 

      W laughed. ‘I will speak to my agent about it today.’ 

      Our host seemed slightly unsteady on his feet as he pulled himself up and out of the hot tub — although his naked form was so impressive, there could be no doubting his unsteadiness was merely temporary. 

      He retrieved a black silk bathrobe as if by magic and then graciously thanked us all for coming to the event before wishing us a pleasant journey home. 

      ‘Fred, my friend, we’ll be in touch soon,’ he said to Freddie, making me wonder if he had some connection to the movie being green-lit. Then, finally, he said to Anna, ‘And I’ll definitely be seeing you again…’ 

      She blew him a kiss, and then he was gone. 

      ‘Jeez, Fred,’ I said, pulling off my own clothes before slipping into the warm, bubbling water. ‘You got your wife to sleep with a top Hollywood movie producer just so he’d green-light your movie?’ 

      ‘No, I… I… it was entirely unconnected…’ Freddie insisted, flustered. 

      I grinned. ‘Hey, I’m kidding, hot shot! Congratulations!’ 

      Now Anna was sitting in my lap, kissing me, giggling. ‘They want to cast Emilia Clarke as me,’ she said. ‘Isn’t that crazy? The Mother of Dragons…’ 

      I kissed her back. ‘You know it’s not really you in the book?’ I said. 

      ‘Well, yes, not exactly…’ 

      ‘The woman in the book only gets to sleep with two men…’ 
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            NEXT IN THE SERIES…

          

        

      

    

    
      The Hotwife Key Party: Camille

      

      by Zoey Adams

      

      When Julian and I are given an invitation to an exclusive party in a mansion in California as an anniversary gift, we are excited to accept.

      

      All our friends can tell us is it's a party especially for people in the hotwife lifestyle, and that it may or may not be hosted by two celebrities who are part of a secret sex society.

      

      We have no idea what's in store for us when we arrive at the Casa Del Grande Toro, but we suspect it will be an evening filled with exotic adventures and sensual delights. Especially when the hosts begin drawing keys to decide which bull will be spending the night with each hotwife.

      

      Up until now, Julian has only ever shared me with his friends, but now I'm ready for more. So I willingly hand myself over to fate, and to the whims of the two mysterious hosts, to take part in the Hotwife Key Party…

      

      
        
        Available June 26

      

      

      
        
        Get Your Copy Here >>
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            THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        An ACHE Presentation

      

      

      The Hotwife Key Party a series of ten books, each written by a member of the acclaimed ACHE group—the Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica.

      

      Each unique volume tells the story of a different couple at the Casa Del Grande Toro party, how they got there and what happens when their wife's key is drawn…
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      The Full Series:

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Tina by Paul Garland

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan by GK Grayson

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Dana by Kirsten McCurran

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet by Delores Swallows

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Jessica by Lacey Cross

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Callie by Anya Knightly

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Anna by Max Sebastian

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Camille by Zoey Adams

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Mia by Jordan Riley

      

      The Hotwife Key Party: Willow by KT Morrison
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