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		Foreword

		

		The Hotwife Key Party started off as a simple enough idea: I’d played my part in the founding of the A.C.H.E. group, the authors of cuckold and hotwife erotica, and now I wanted the association to be more than just a social guild of like-minded authors. I wanted it to produce something. I wanted a visible ‘product’ to come from the group, and after many discussions with the other A.C.H.E members, the Hotwife Key Party was born. Ten of us opted into the first collaboration and six months later, we’re finally releasing the first book. A lot of hard work went into coordinating the releases, cover designs, and of course, the stories, so I hope you enjoy it.

		

		The characters in this; my entry and opening book in the collaboration come from two of my previous books; Tina: Taking One For The Team and the shorter follow-up; Tina Takes Another One For The Team. It’s not essential that you read these stories beforehand, but it would enrich the experience for you.

		

		Have fun and be sure to let me and the other authors in the collaboration know if you enjoyed this, our first collaboration. We already have plans for another one later in the year.

		

		Thanks for picking up this book, and once again, I hope you like it.

		

		Paul
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		Invitation

		

		The room reeked of sex. As soon as I pushed the hotel door open and stepped inside, I could smell it; the familiar tang of sweat, cum and wet pussy mixed together with a hint of Tina’s musky perfume.

		“Don’t stop,” my wife moaned urgently as Will Barker, the England international rugby player made love to her. She was lying naked on her back in the centre of the bed and the big man was atop her, his muscular butt thrusting away between her slender, tanned thighs.

		This wasn’t the first time she’d had sex with him, their first time had happened impulsively while on vacation in Italy. Tina and I were both huge rugby fans and we’d been excited to accidentally meet the England team on the flight to Positano, where we were booked for a week’s stay. We got talking and when we met up, during a boat party towards the end of our trip, events conspired, culminating in Tina and Will having sex while I watched, entranced at the sight. He wasn’t the only England rugby player that got to fuck my wife that day. Three others joined in and then several months later, some of them hooked up again with Tina and me at an important international game at London’s Twickenham Stadium. Will had secured a private box for us to watch the game, but there wasn’t much watching of the game that afternoon. Tina again ended up fucking five men, four rugby payers and me.

		Before the boat trip on the Amalfi Coast, Tina had flirted with attractive men in front of me. She knew I liked it and she’d teased me but it had never gone further than flirting. The sex in Italy was the first time she’d been with anyone but me since before we first met but it had unlocked her inner desires and brought out her adventurous side. Even so, we hadn’t done anything with anyone else since Twickenham, some six months ago.

		I knew I had a cuckold fetish. I’d fantasized about her with other men but never in a million years had I thought my dirty daydreams would be anything but jerking off material in the shower. Now I’d seen her with several guys, white, black, athletic, muscular, ugly, and good-looking. She’d been fucked roughly; she’d been fucked fast and hard and she’d been cum on - and in. They were memories that I’d never forget but since the last time, despite us talking about it all the time, nothing had happened.

		Until today. Will Barker, her favourite player - and favourite fuck - had told us that he was staying in our hometown to visit the local rugby club. Of course, he invited us out for a drink and here we were, a few hours later, in his hotel room.

		“Hi, Joe,” my wife murmured, in between moans, when she saw me standing in the room, watching them. “You got the drinks?”

		“Beer and wine,” I nodded, putting the bag of bottles down on the floor and taking off my coat and shoes before sitting in the chair nearby the bed.

		“Good man,” Will said, stopping what he was doing and sliding away from Tina for a moment. His lock, thick cock stood out proudly in front of him like a jouster’s lance as he stood up and walked over to take one of the beers out of the bag.

		“I said ‘don’t stop’,” moaned Tina, closing her bare legs but not before I got a view of her waxed, bald pussy, glistening wetly. “I was close too.”

		The tall, broad, blond-haired rugby player expertly popped the cap off the bottle using the edge of the bedside cabinet and took a long draught from it before placing it back down. “Don’t worry,” he grinned at her. “I’m only just getting started.”

		Only just getting started? They’d been fucking for at least an hour. I’d watched them for half an hour when they first got in the bedroom, then I’d been out for around the same amount of time fetching the alcohol. I’d thought they might be done by the time I got back, but according to Will, this was just the beginning.

		As the large sportsman downed the rest of his beer and tossed the bottle to one side to rejoin my wife on the bed, I undid my zipper and pulled out my dick. It was much smaller than the rugby player’s but it was the only cock I had and if I was going to be here for a while, I intended to make the most of the show.

		Another thirty minutes and two powerful orgasms later, Tina got on top of Will and fucked him in the cowgirl position until he eventually came inside her. She looked exhausted but found the energy to slither from the bed and kneel in front of me.

		“Let me finish that for you,” she purred, her large brown eyes gazing into mine. Then she lowered her head and I tangled my fingers in her hair as she took me in her mouth.

		It took me less than a minute to cum and once my cock had stopped twitching in her mouth, she let up, looking up at me again while licking her lips.

		“Yummy,” she giggled. “This was fun.”

		“It certainly was,” Will sighed from the bed. “And I’m not done yet. I have a surprise for you.”

		The naked man got up and walked over to the bedside cabinet, which now held several empty beer bottles atop it. He slid open a drawer, reached inside and pulled out a golden paper envelope.

		“What’s that?” Tina asked, walking over to him. Even though this was the third time she’d fucked him, it still struck me as surreal; my wife being so relaxed and chilled while naked around another man that wasn’t me, especially when that man was a foot taller than her, physically imposing and just as naked as she was.

		“It’s an invite to a very exclusive event.” Will took the last bottle of beer while Tina poured herself a glass of wine. “A friend of mine is a Hollywood agent and… I didn’t tell you this, but I was dating this woman. An actress, actually. We recently broke up but I still have the invite.”

		“What kind of invite?” Tina sat on the bed and as she did, I noticed Will’s cum dribbling down her thighs. She took a wet wipe from the dressing table nearby and cleaned herself up while he explained.

		“It’s a party. A celebrity party. I don’t know the hosts, but they know me, or to be more precise, they know my ex. It seems they took a liking to me because when I told them that we’d broken up, they asked if I wanted to attend anyway. But to bring a plus one.”

		“And you want Tina to be your plus one?” I asked, finally realising what this was about now.

		“Where is it?” My wife asked, lying back on the bed, all cleaned up now.

		“California. Los Angeles,” Will said, which made Tina almost choke on her red wine.

		“L.A.” she repeated. “Really?”

		“Malibu,” Will nodded. “To be precise.”

		“I’m not sure,” Tina said slowly, looking over at me and raising her eyebrows. “I mean… That’s a long way from England.”

		“It’s all expenses paid,” the rugby player added, his long, flaccid cock swinging between his legs as he joined her on the bed. “Flights to a Hollywood hotel. A limousine from there to the event and back. It won’t cost you a thing.”

		“Wow. It’s tempting,” my wife said, scraping her long, brunette hair and looking over to me for advice. “What do you think?”

		“I’ll be honest,” I said, after a moment to think. “I don’t feel comfortable with you flying half the way around the world without me. I know Will would look after you but-”

		“I already anticipated you saying that, Joseph,” the rugby international smiled at me. “So I went to the trouble of asking the event manager if I could bring a couple with me, rather than just a plus one. A plus two, if you like?”

		“And he agreed?” Tina said, her eyes widening optimistically.

		“It’s a she,” Will said, pausing for effect, “And yes. She said it’d be fine.”

		“Wow,” I smiled at my wife. “Los Angeles, huh? It’s hard to say ‘no’ to such an invite, I suppose.”

		“Then you’ll come?” Will said, looping his thick arm around Tina’s shoulder and gazing at her pleadingly. “Please say you’ll come.”

		“When is it?” she asked, moving closer to him so that their bodies were pressed together once more.

		“Late in June,” the rugby player answered. “That gives you a couple of months to book time off. I can get the manager to email you all the details. It’s very exclusive. Invite only, as I mentioned. There’s a questionnaire thing you have to fill out.”

		“We’ll think about it,” I replied. “I’ll check with work to see if I can get some time off.”

		“Awesome,” Will smiled and Tina responded by throwing her arms around him and kissing him roughly on the mouth.

		I saw his dick stir as their lips connected and he tossed the envelope at me then let Tina push him back onto the bed.

		As she kissed down his chest to his impressive cock, I opened the golden paper flap and slid out the immaculately presented R.S.V.P. that was inside. Made from a thick, almost-metallic card as shiny and golden as the wallet it came in, I turned it over in my hand, impressed by its weight and quality.

		

		You are cordially invited to our annual summer hotwife party

		RSVP

		W & J

		

		“Is ‘W’ you?” I asked, flipping the card over to see an unfamiliar reply email address on the back that matched the initials on the front.

		“No,” Will shook his head, then sighed as Tina took his dick in her mouth. “It’s the name of the host. I don’t know who they are, but they’re rumoured to be Hollywood socialites. They use the single letters to keep their identity a secret.”

		“It all sounds very mysterious.” I slid the invite back into its envelope and put it on the bedside table. “Is it an underground sex club or something? If not, why the need for all the secrecy?”

		“It might just be,” Will grinned, then closed his eyes and sighed again. Tina’s head was bobbing up and down fast on his impressive cock, coaxing him to full hardness again. “My ex was a kinky bitch, if I’m honest.”

		“Oh, was she now?” Tina stopped the blowjob and stroked his wet cock with one hand while raising an eyebrow at the rugby player. His dick was hard again, long and thick as she played with it.

		“She was into sex in a big way,” the blond England play nodded. “You know how high my sex drive is, right? I could barely keep up with her. She wanted it every morning, every night, sometimes twice or three times a night.”

		“Is that why you broke up?” Tina ran a finger over the end of Will’s cock, wiping away a glob of pre-cum as it formed on the tip. “Was she too much for you?”

		“Oh, no,” he replied with a shake of his head while looking down at my wife massaging his erection. “She got serious, wanted me to move to America and I wasn’t ready. I mean, we’d only been dating for a few months. Too much, too fast.”

		“Well, it’s good that you broke up,” Tina giggled, sitting up and straddling his lap while still slowly rubbing his dick. “Because it means I get more of this.”

		I loved hearing Tina talk suggestively like that. I hadn’t cum yet. Whenever I’d watched Tina have sex, I always got so excited that I felt like I might ejaculate right away, so this time, I played with myself gently, being careful not to finish too soon.

		“So are you going to sit there talking all night or are you going to fuck it?” Will asked, wriggling his hips beneath her and pointing to his vertical hard-on in her hand.

		“I rode you already,” my wife licked her lips as she spoke. “This time I want you to fuck me and I want you to do it really hard. Fuck me like I’m a cheap slut that you’ve pulled in a bar or something.”

		“If you insist,” Will replied as Tina moved, rolling over onto her back and spreading her thighs as wide as she could.

		My dick was as rigid as it ever got after listening to the dirty talk between them. Tina had finally embraced her sexuality fully and was relaxed enough around this man to say and do whatever she pleased with no inhibitions. I let myself get near the edge as I wanked off faster, enjoying the sight of Will positioning himself between my wife’s legs and then thrusting his cock into her roughly before starting to hammer into her with the force of the tall, powerful sportsman that he was.

		Tina came spectacularly moments later, her juices gushing out around Will’s thick shaft and I came too, my own juices leaping out of my stiff prick and landing on my lower belly. Finally, Will came, pushing himself deeper into Tina one last time and letting out a manly grunt as he filled her with his spunk, only pulling out once he’d shot every last drop into my wife.

		“That was fucking amazing,” Tina sighed, several minutes later, once we’d all caught our breath.

		“I needed it,” Will smiled gently, trailing a finger over Tina’s breasts, his touch making her nipple pucker as he played with it. “Since Roisin - the ex I told you about - and I broke up, I haven’t had sex.”

		“I’m glad we could help,” I said softly, making them both look over at me and smile. While Tina had embraced this side of herself - having sex with other guys - I was still getting used to my part in it all; the willing, cuckolded husband, happy to watch and jerk off while waiting for my turn with my wife. I also felt awkward talking after I’d cum. It was almost embarrassing for me to acknowledge enjoying it, even though neither Will nor Tina judged me for it.

		A little while later, after we’d relaxed and drunk and chatted some more, we all headed for a shower, Tina going in first while Will and I hung out.

		“So, you’ll come to the party?” he asked. “I hate to press you for a decision but I need to let them know in the next day or two.”

		“Can Tina and I talk it over and let you know tomorrow? I’ll still have to make sure with my office that I can get some time off in June.”

		“I have to head home tonight but yeah, I guess so.” Will finished his beer and we watched Tina as she stepped out of the bathroom with just a towel around her. “Drop me a text and I’ll give the party manager your details. As I mentioned, there’s some sort of questionnaire you have to fill out, so…”

		Tina dropped her towel, standing naked in front of us.

		“You have to head home tonight?” she pouted. “I was hoping for one more round.”

		Will looked over at the clock by the bed and pretended to consider it.

		“I guess I can manage one more,” he sighed reluctantly and Tina dropped to her knees in front of him again with a triumphant grin.

		Here we go again, I thought to myself and got comfortable to watch yet again.
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		Preparation

		

		The following day - a day where Tina complained from morning until evening that she was sore from all the sex that she’d had yesterday - I checked with my boss that I could take some time off in June and once I got the green light, Tina texted Will that we’d go to the party with him.

		“Los Angeles,” she mused, putting her phone down on the kitchen worktop. “I can’t believe we’re going to Los Angeles.”

		“I’ll believe it when I see the plane tickets,” I cautioned her. “It all seems too good to be true, an all-expenses paid trip halfway around the world? An out-of-the-blue invitation to some secret star-studded party? Really?”

		“Will’s a celebrity,” Tina pointed out. “Kind of. Sports stars are celebrities, right?”

		“But we’re not,” I replied. “I don’t mean to sound negative. I just don’t want you getting your hopes up and feeling let down if it doesn’t happen.”

		“I trust Will.” Tina looked out of the window of our home. It was the middle of Spring and the garden was beginning to fill with colour as the first flowers bloomed. “He wouldn’t have invited us if he didn’t think we could go.”

		She was right. Will Barker might be many things but he wasn’t the kind of man to raise someone’s hopes or make promises he couldn’t keep.

		A few hours later, as expected, Tina was proven right. I was watching a film when she came into the room and sat next to me before thrusting her phone into my face.

		“We’re going to California!” she screamed happily. “Will says it’s booked for us. All we have to do is fill in some forms, send over photographs and then answer the questionnaire.”

		“Photographs?”

		“Apparently,” Tina said, scrolling back up on her phone and reading his messages again. “There’s a certain standard of people they let into their parties.”

		“A certain standard?” I frowned at my wife and she rolled her eyes in response.

		“You know?” She shrugged. “People have to look a certain way. It’s Hollywood land. Attractive people only, I’m guessing.”

		“No uglies allowed into their secret sex cult.” I nodded sagely. “Got it. We’ll be fine then.”

		“Joe, stop.” Tina punched me playfully in the shoulder. “This is serious. I’m really excited. We’ve never been to California before. It’s going to be fun. We might even see someone famous.”

		“Okay, let’s just wait and see what happens.” I rubbed my shoulder where she’d bashed me. “That’s all I’m saying.”

		“Hello?” called out a young voice from the hallway.

		“Sarah?” Tina replied. “We’re in the front room.”

		I frowned at my wife. “Why is Sarah here?”

		Sarah was Tina’s best friend’s daughter. She worked at the coffee shop in town as a barista but recently, Tina had employed her as a part-time cleaner.

		“I asked her to stop by.” My wife winked at me. “I’ve got everything in hand, you see?”

		“Hey,” the gorgeous young brunette said as she arrived in the front room where Tina and I were sitting. “Is everything okay?”

		“Everything is fine,” Tina assured her. “I had a question and didn’t want to say it over the phone because it’s quite a big thing to ask.”

		“Sure,” Sarah nodded. She was in her early twenties and was absolutely stunning. Darker-skinned than my Mediterranean-looking wife, with deep brown eyes and long, wavy, dark hair, she was exactly the type of girl I’d go for if I was ten or fifteen years younger. “Ask away.”

		“In June,” Tina began, “Which is only six weeks or so away, so I know it’s perhaps short notice, but Joseph and I are going to America on vacation.”

		“America?” Sarah’s big brown eyes opened wide. “Cool.”

		“We don’t want to leave the house empty, with the pets and everything, so I wondered if you’d like to house sit for the week?”

		Wow. Tina really did have everything in hand. I was impressed.

		The young brunette barista was wearing a pretty, flowered, off-the-shoulder top and she fiddled with her pink bra strap for a moment while thinking. She was extremely busty for a young woman and I caught myself gazing at the shape of her large, pert breasts through the top as she answered.

		“Would I be sleeping here?” she asked. “Living here, like… properly, for a week?”

		Tina nodded. “If that’s okay with you?”

		“Yes, it should be fine.” Sarah batted her long, black eyelashes at Tina for a moment. “Would it be okay to bring a friend over to hang out?”

		“If you’re talking about Steve, yes,” Tina replied with a knowing smile.

		“Who’s Steve?” I stared at the pair of women, feeling completely out of the loop and also slightly uncomfortable.

		“Steve is Sarah’s boyfriend,” my wife informed me. “You saw him drop her off the other day, remember? You showed an interest in his car.”

		“Oh, yeah,” I recalled. “The guy with the silver Porsche Boxster. Nice car.”

		“Thanks,” Sarah smiled at me. She really was super cute when she smiled. Not for the first time, I mentally undressed her, imagining the young woman smiling at me like that, but in the bedroom.

		“Yes, you can bring Steve over,” Tina said, giving me a sharp look which meant that she’d seen the way I was looking at the barista-turned-cleaner. “As long as you don’t let him stay over. Understood?”

		“I wouldn’t disrespect you like that,” Sarah replied in a suddenly grown-up voice. “Just let me know the dates and I’ll let my mom know.”

		“I’ll speak to your mother too. I’m sure she’ll be fine,” Tina added. Sarah’s mom was Katherine, Tina’s best friend.

		“That’s all sorted then,” Sarah smiled happily. “Is there anything else? Has my cleaning been okay since I started? Are you happy with everything?”

		“Everything’s been perfect,” my wife replied, then showed Sarah to the door. “Thanks for stopping by. I’ll let you know the dates we’re going and then we’ll work everything out nearer to the time.”

		“Cool,” Sarah replied then waved at me before she left. “See you, Joseph.”

		“Bye,” I waved back, then waited until Tina came back from letting the girl out of the front door. “Are you sure that’s a good idea? Letting Sarah stay here? What if she and this Steve get up to… stuff… in our bed or something crazy?”

		“I trust her,” Tina shook her head. “She’s not that kind of girl. I was talking to Katherine last week and she said she feels like Sarah needs more responsibility so I thought this might be good for her.”

		“I suppose it makes it easier for us with the dogs,” I admitted. The last time we’d gone on vacation, we’d put our pets in the local kennels.

		“And there’s been several burglaries around here recently,” Tina added. “I know we’ve got the security cameras but that doesn’t stop some burglars.”

		“True,” I nodded. “Well, if you’re happy with Sarah house-sitting, I guess it’s okay with me. Now what else do we need to arrange, Little Miss Organised?”

		“Oooh,” Tina giggled. “I enjoy being called names like that. Why don’t you let me organise something in the bedroom next?”

		“Hmmm,” I pretended to think about it. “Can you organise my cock into your pussy?”

		“I’m very good at organising things like that,” my wife cooed softly then took my hand and I let her lead me upstairs.

		

		* * *

		

		Over the next few days, we received a bunch of emails from someone called ‘The Manager’ who introduced themselves as the party planner of W and J. It was all very confusing until Will explained to us on the phone that W and J were the pseudonyms of the hosts of the party. Apparently, the two of them were rich Hollywood socialites that likes to keep their identities secret. The Manager was an employee of theirs, paid to organise their social events.

		“It’s all so clandestine,” I said, reading through the emails together. “Are you sure you want to get into all this stuff? If you’re that set on going to L.A. I could always just pay for us to go.”

		Tina gazed at me and raised a finely-shaped eyebrow. “Are you scared, Joe? It’s a high-class Hollywood party. We’ll never get another chance to do something like this.”

		“I guess,” I sighed. We were sitting at the desk in our bedroom together and had just sent over our photos, as requested and we were now ready to attempt the questionnaire that we’d been asked to fill in.

		“Oh, my God,” Tina giggled as she clicked the link and a document appeared on the screen saying Questionnaire Completed. “Will has already filled it out for us. What a sweetheart.”

		“That’s good,” I said, relaxing in my office chair. “I hate filling out stupid forms that take hours. What else is there to go through?”

		“Just the information sheets.” Tina closed the questionnaire down and went through the email attachments one by one. “Here’s the venue details. We’ll be staying at a five-star Los Angeles hotel for the duration of our trip. On the day of the party, we’ll be collected by our very own chauffeur who will take us to-”

		“Casa Del Grande Toro,” I read out the next line myself. “Nice. That sounds very cool. Very L.A.”

		“After the party, our chauffeur will take us back to our hotel. All food, drink, travel, and hotel costs are paid for, courtesy of W and J.” Tina stared at the screen. “This is so good of Will to take us with him.”

		“I’m still waiting for the catch.” I knew I was being cynical but I couldn’t help myself. “It just seems too good to be true.”

		“There’s only one way to find out,” Tina shrugged. “It says here we have to sign and date that we agree to the terms and conditions.”

		Before I could stop her, she filled in our names on the digital signature section and pressed the ‘I agree’ button.

		“Don’t you think we should have perhaps read the terms and conditions before signing?” I asked in an exasperated tone. “God only knows what you’ve signed us up for.”

		“Hey. Maybe it is one of those secret celebrity sex parties you mentioned,” Tina said, looking at me doubtfully. “Shit. I didn’t think of that.”

		This time it was my turn to cast a look of scorn her way. “Very funny.”

		“Loosen up,” she said, turning off the PC monitor and standing up. “Come on. Let’s go downstairs. I said I’d call Will and tell him when we’ve done everything to confirm we’re going.”

		She’d been on-and-off the phone with our rugby player friend all week and knew much more about the forthcoming trip than I did, so I relented and let her lead me down the stairs to relax in the front room while Sarah did some cleaning in the kitchen.

		I trusted Tina. She wouldn’t allow Will Barker to drag us on a trip halfway around the planet if she wasn’t completely sure of his intentions. I had to admit, it was an exciting prospect to visit the star-studded movie capital of the world, but at the same time, I had a gnawing feeling in the pit of my stomach that all wasn’t quite as it might appear to be.
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		Vacation

		

		“Wake up, sleepy head.”

		I felt a nudge in my ribs and opened my eyes to see Tina holding out a cup of coffee. I took the drink gratefully and gazed out of the aeroplane window to see a city next to a large lake beneath us.

		“Are we almost there?” I asked, confused for a moment as to how long I’d been asleep.

		“A couple of hours to go yet,” said Will Barker who was sitting next to Tina on her other side. “I told you it was a long flight. We would have been better off taking a connecting flight and having a break somewhere.”

		“I really don’t like flying,” I complained. “I’d rather do it in one long flight and get it out of the way rather than fly, sleep, fly.”

		“I’m the same,” said a brunette woman walking past our seats. “I’m sorry, I’m sitting a few seats in front of you and I couldn’t help overhearing that you’re going to a party in Los Angeles.”

		“You did?” I was even more confused now.

		“She must have overheard Will and I talking,” Tina explained. “You’ve been asleep for ages.”

		“I’m sorry,” the pretty brunette lady apologised again. “My name is Harriet. I’m with my husband, Luke. We’re going to a party too, so I just wondered if it might be the same one.”

		“That’s quite unlikely,” Will replied, speaking at the same time as me.

		“We’re going to an exclusive thing,” I said. “At Casa Del something or other.”

		“Casa Del Grande Toro?” said a man, stepping up alongside Harriet. “I’m Luke, Harriet’s husband. What a coincidence. That’s where we’re going. You got an invitation too so you must be-”

		“Ahem,” Tina cleared her throat, interrupting the friendly-seeming guy. “I’m going to stretch my legs and get another drink.”

		“You only just sat down,” I pointed out.

		“I didn’t get myself a drink,” she replied with a roll of her eyes. “I was just getting a coffee to wake you up but now, seeing you drink yours has made me thirsty.”

		“I’ll come with you,” Will offered, then turned to the couple standing next to us. “Luke, Harriet, would you like to come too? I’ll get us a round of drinks and you can tell us about your plans for the party.”

		Luke was a handsome enough fellow, standing about six feet tall and in his early thirties. Harriet was probably around the same age, with dark hair hanging halfway down her back and an amazing pair of long, slim legs. He looked at his wife and shrugged.

		“Sure,” Harriet nodded, then looked back to me. “Nice to meet you…”

		“Joseph,” I smiled. “Call me Joe, if you like.”

		“Nice to meet you, Joe. Oh, and that’s Salt Lake City down below us, by the way, or so I’m informed. Two more hours to L.A.”

		“Interesting,” I said, looking out through the window again at the city far below us. “Hey, maybe I’ll see you again at the party later this week?”

		“I certainly hope so.” The pretty brunette gave me a flirty wink and then followed Tina, Will and her husband down the plane towards the stewardess who was serving drinks someway down the aircraft.

		I shook my head, confused by that whole interaction but pushed it to the back of my mind. This entire trip has come out of nowhere less than two months ago and the very notion that we were going on an all-expenses paid trip to Los Angeles with a V.I.P. invite to some sort of exclusive high-class party was bizarre, so nothing much could surprise me from this point onwards. Or so I thought.

		I drank my coffee and waited for my wife and friend to return while mulling over what lay ahead of us for the next week. I couldn’t deny being excited but I was looking forward to exploring Los Angeles itself much more than I was the party. I wouldn’t say I was dreading it but it was certainly the least important part of the trip. I knew Tina was hyped for it, so I’d been feigning enthusiasm for the past few weeks and I was sure that Will would somehow make it fun. And if Will took Tina somewhere private for them to fuck - they were going to have lots of sex during this vacation, that much I was sure of - then I guessed I could always chat to Harriet and Luke now we’d been introduced. It was unlikely that there would be any other Brits there.

		“I’ve made an itinerary for our trip,” Tina told me when she finally returned, sitting down with a fresh glass of red wine in her hand. With her other hand, she opened a text note on her phone. “The Getty Center looks nice. Of course, we have to spend a day at Universal Studios. Then I want to do some shopping at Rodeo Drive. Will’s been to L.A. a few times and knows his way around.”

		“If you’re shopping on Rodeo Drive, he can pick up the bills too,” I smiled.

		“I told you,” the big rugby player said, rejoining us with a beer in hand. “This trip isn’t going to cost you a thing. Relax, Joseph. I’ve got it all planned out.”

		I was sure that some of Will’s plans included enjoying my wife in the hotel room and various locations around Los Angeles but I didn’t mind. I’d enjoy that too.

		The remaining couple of hours passed by fairly quickly, without any further interruptions by the other English couple going to the party and once we arrived at our hotel, a small but lavish five-star place in downtown Los Angeles, I wondered if they might be staying here too but we didn’t see them.

		We had two rooms, both double and in the lead-up to the hotel, Tina teased me that she’d sleep with me most nights, but might spend a couple of nights with Will in his room if that was okay with me.

		“If they’re adjacent rooms,” I’d replied and then teased her, “Sure. I can listen for the sounds of you fucking through the wall.” She’d liked that. Unfortunately, Will’s room was a few doors down from ours so there was no chance of that but I didn’t care. I was exhausted and I was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.

		

		* * *

		

		Our first few days in Los Angeles were amazing. We did an organised tour of Beverley Hills and Hollywood, we did the shopping on Rodeo Drive - at Will’s expense, thank the stars because Tina bought a bag that cost over a grand - and our day at Universal Studios was a blast. My wife spent the first night with me, then the second night - after the shopping - all three of us were too exhausted to do anything, so it wasn’t until the third night that Tina and Will finally spent the night together.

		“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked while getting ready to leave to head to Will’s room.

		“It’s ten at night,” I reassured her. “I’ll watch some TV and then get an early night. Some of those rides at Universal have left me feeling a bit queasy so a good sleep will do me good.”

		It wasn’t going to be as straightforward as that. The thought of Tina going to another man’s hotel room for sex and then sleeping with him, probably having sex numerous times through the night and again in the morning, drove me crazy with horniness. What would probably happen once she left, would be me wanking off until the early hours then jerking off again in the morning when I woke up, imagining lustful thoughts such as what positions he was fucking her in and where he’d cum.

		“Okay,” my wife walked over to me and kissed me passionately on the lips. She was very obviously horny and excited to do this too. “Maybe tomorrow, or the night after the party, we can do a threesome again. Would you like that?”

		“Mmhmm,” I replied, kissing her back and trying to pull her down onto the bed where I was lying before she wrestled herself away with a sexy giggle.

		“As tempting as it might be to have a quickie before I go, I’m saving myself for Will.” Tina bit her lip and I felt my dick throb. I loved it when she did that. Then she walked over to the hotel room door. “I love you.”

		“Wait,” I said, sitting up. “You’re not going like that, are you?”

		My gorgeous wife was only wearing a black silk negligee and sheer stockings beneath it. The negligee wasn’t completely transparent or anything but the silk was that gossamer-thin that you could see the shape of her pert breasts clearly through it.

		“Why not?” Tina asked innocently, looking down at herself as if nothing was amiss. “Don’t you think he’ll like it?”

		“Oh, he’ll like it all right,” I agreed. “So will anyone else who sees you.”

		“Will’s room is literally a few doors down,” she pointed out with a mischievous smile. “No one is going to see me. And if they do, well… lucky them, I guess.”

		With that, she waved her fingers at me and slipped out of the door.

		Fuck. This is crazy.

		I turned on the TV and tried to watch some American chat show with a host and guests that I didn’t recognise for a few minutes but it wasn’t enough to distract me.

		“Fuck it,” I mumbled to myself and slid my shorts down. I might as well get on with emptying my balls for the first time. It was going to be a long, sleepless night.

		

		* * *

		

		“Good morning,” said my wife and I felt her body slide into bed alongside mine.

		“What time is it,” I said, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes and gazing at her as she kissed me on the lips.

		“A little after nine,” she sighed against my cheek as she pressed her body against mine. She was naked. “I just fucked Will again right before coming here.”

		“I hope you didn’t make the run between rooms without any clothes on,” I murmured, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her over and on top of me.

		“I borrowed a dressing gown,” she giggled. “I thought you’d be awake already.”

		“I couldn’t sleep,” I admitted. “I was horny, wondering what you were doing together.”

		“I’ll tell you,” she purred into my ear while reaching down to guide my already-erect cock inside her. I slid into her easily. Her pussy was wet and loose. She’d clearly been fucked well by the big rugby international. “While you fuck me. Ask me whatever you want to know.”

		Then she rolled over onto her back, pulling me with her so that I was on top now, nestled between her thighs, my cock buried fully inside her.

		“How many times did you fuck?” I asked, starting to thrust in and out of her slowly.

		“Four times,” she revealed, her brown eyes holding mine. “Once as soon as I got through the door. He kept my negligee on, pulled my panties to one side and fucked me hard and rough. Then again in bed, softer this time, before we went to sleep. Then he woke me up in the middle of the night by shoving his cock inside me in the spoons position.”

		“Then again this morning?” I guessed.

		“Right before I left,” Tina nodded and wriggled under me, pushing her hips upwards to meet my first, more arduous thrust.

		“How many times did you cum?”

		“I had too many orgasms to count,” my wife sighed in my ear as I rammed myself in deep. “His cock is so big and hard, it’s impossible not to cum on it.”

		“Where did he cum?” My cock was throbbing inside her already. I wasn’t going to last long.

		“In my pussy, the first time. Then on my face, on my boobs and then this morning, he came all over my back.”

		“So you did it doggy style with him just now?” I could picture it in my mind; the large athlete pounding my petite wife roughly from behind, making her cum on his impressive cock.

		“Yes,” she confirmed. “He fucked me so good, Joe.”

		That was the straw that broke the camel’s back. We’d only been having sex for a couple of minutes but I came, shooting my seed deep into her.

		“Argh. I’m sorry,” I sighed, once I’d got my breath back. “I was so fucking horny.”

		“Didn’t you make yourself cum last night?” Tina’s hand went between her legs, feeling the sperm run from her as I rolled away. There looked to be a lot of it but I didn’t know how much was Will’s from last night.

		“Several times,” I admitted, feeling myself blush. Even though we’d done this a few times now with Will, it still felt strange afterwards. Emotions such as guilt, shame, and sometimes regret, seemed to creep in every time, always right after I’d ejaculated. The process of cumming seemed to flush the testosterone-fuelled arousal from my system to be replaced with stark sobriety and a sense of ‘what have we done?’

		“But you still managed to get a rock-hard erection and fill me up with a ton of cum,” Tina smiled. “Not bad, Joseph. Not bad at all.”

		“I’ve still got it,” I chuckled.

		“You have,” my wife nodded, then sat up and stretched, the gesture making her pert breasts stand out beautifully in the golden morning light filtering in through the window. “Now let’s get up, showered and head down for breakfast while they’re still serving. It’s our last free day before the party tomorrow and I want to make the most of it.”

		“Not more shopping, please,” I pleaded.

		“No shopping, no rides,” she comforted me as she climbed from the bed and walked over to the bathroom, completely naked. “I want a day of just you and me, like the old times. I love having Will as a lover but I don’t ever want us to forget what it means to be just Tina and Joe.”

		She gave me such a loving smile right then that my heart almost burst. I loved this woman. I felt like the luckiest man on Earth. Our bond was so strong that not even a gorgeous, muscular, wealthy sportsman could get between us.

		What I didn’t know at that moment, was that the days ahead of us, especially the party, was about to test that bond to its fullest.

		

	
		4

		

		Initiation

		

		“This is the place,” the driver said, pointing out through the window of the gold limousine we were riding in. “Casa Del Grande Toro.”

		“Wow,” Tina gasped, staring at the imposing wall and impressive cast-iron gates before us which were slowly opening. We were in Malibu, home to many celebrities and the world’s richest and wealthiest.

		This morning, we’d been picked up as promised and driven here, a trip which took longer than I thought it would, along the way passing dozens of incredible mansions and some stunning views out over the crystal-clear blue ocean.

		As we drove through the gates, we passed a tennis court to our right where a dark-skinned couple were playing and then the car finally pulled up in a large courtyard outside a stunning pale-walled building, surrounded by a crop of blue elderberry trees.

		The California sun beat down heavily as we exited the limousine, a heat I had never felt back in the UK and we were greeted by a tall, handsome, dark-haired man in a sharp black and white tuxedo.

		“I am the Concierge,” he introduced himself before the limousine driver turned to face Will.

		“Have fun. Oh, and here,” the black fellow who had named himself Leeroy handed the rugby player a card with a telephone number on it. “Call me when you want picking up. Today or tomorrow. I’ll be around.”

		Tomorrow?

		I looked up at the impressive home standing in front of us. While it was only a single story, it imposed itself on the landscape before us, with beautiful gardens and the ocean view in the distance. Casa Del Grande Toro seemed to extend quite far back. It probably had what… a dozen bedrooms? It was huge.

		“Can I take your names?” the handsome concierge asked. “There are three of you, I see?”

		“Will Barker,” Tina’s lover nodded. “I arranged with your manager that it was okay for me to bring two guests with me.”

		“Yes,” the handsome man smiled, showing a set of perfect, white teeth and scrutinising the iPad in his hand. “I believe all is in order but bear with me. Can I take your names?”

		“Tina-” my wife began but the suave concierge hurried her along because another limousine was pulling into the courtyard as Leeroy’s left.

		“And Joseph,” he nodded, his blue eyes switching from the three of us to the car behind us. “I have you down. It’s unusual to have a party of three at one of our summer events. There are several single guests you might meet, but only two groups of three, so I found you right away. You were recognisable by your large friend. A rugby player, I believe?”

		“That’s me,” Will grinned, rubbing his large meaty hands together. “So can we go in? This heat is making me thirsty.”

		The concierge stroked his lightly-stubbled chin and raised an eyebrow at the rugby player’s enthusiasm and then beckoned us through the tall doorway that led into the house.

		“Please,” he ushered us inside. “Go straight through the house. The party is just beginning. You’ll find everyone on the lawn. Feel free to mix and mingle. I will speak to you again later, no doubt.”

		“This place is amazing,” I heard Tina say to Will as we walked through a small foyer into a much larger interior living space but I was distracted by the couple now introducing themselves to the concierge. I heard them introduce themselves as Dana and Dave and for a moment, I wondered if they were celebrities. Dana was gorgeous, older than me, perhaps in her mid-forties but she had a curvy, Jessica-Rabbit-like body, with beautifully styled light brown hair that hung down just below her shoulders in gentle waves. She was wearing a perfectly-fitting peach dress that was sure to catch any man’s attention and when her bright green eyes noticed me staring at her, she smiled and I felt my cheeks redden.

		“Stop being so nosy.” I felt Tina tug on my arm, dragging me through the large spacious living area towards the large open glass doors, giving access to a breathtaking area beyond it. “Come on, let’s get some drinks.”

		A small set of white-stone steps took us from the Casa Del Grande Toro’s main building to a large pool area on the left and an immaculately kept lawn on the right. A paved pathway stretched away to a sitting area that overlooked the drop to the ocean beyond and a further trail led away behind a row of palm trees to another area somewhere beyond them.

		“Drinks.” Will pointed towards an outdoor breakfast bar which had been converted into a bar for the day. A cute young redhead dressed in a white blouse and almost skin-tight black pencil skirt was serving another couple but as we made our way over to relieve our parched throats, I felt Tina suddenly stop, jerking me to a halt.

		“What are you doing?” I frowned at her. Tina looked beautiful today, dressed smartly in her best blue dress, the front of which was low enough to show some of her tanned cleavage and the hem of which was high enough to show her long, toned legs.

		“I have to tell you something,” she said twisting her red lips into an awkward knot. She looked at Will. “We have to tell him now.”

		“Tell me what?” I looked up at the rugby player as he nodded his assent.

		“I guess so. Shall I?” He looked at my wife but she shook her head.

		“No, let me. It was my idea to keep it a secret until now.”

		Tina resumed walking, pulling me along with her towards the pop-up bar and the pretty red-haired waitress.

		“This isn’t just any party,” she said quietly, looking around at the other couples that were standing around on the lawn drinking and talking.

		“I know,” I replied slowly. “It’s an exclusive-”

		“It’s more than just an exclusive celebrity party,” Tina interrupted me. “In fact, there might not even be any celebrities here except for our hosts and possibly some special guests of theirs.”

		“I don’t understand,” I said, as we reached the bar.

		“Hello,” said the flame-haired barmaid in an exotic accent. “My name is Irina. What would you like?”

		I saw Will’s eyes roam up and down the young woman’s body before he ordered three beers and then once we had the much-needed cold beverages in hand, we walked out to the centre of the lawn where there was space to talk.

		“In L.A. there’s a secret club called Sanctorum, or something like that,” Will explained, looking over his shoulder to make sure no one was close enough to hear. “It’s frequented by the rich and famous and it’s quite notorious for being extremely decadent and…”

		He trailed off, looking to Tina for help so my wife continued for him.

		“It’s a sex club,” she shrugged.

		“I knew it,” I clapped my hands together. “I told you this was a secret sex cult thing.”

		“No,” Tina laughed after putting a finger to my lips before I could do anything else to attract unwanted attention. “Let Will finish explaining.”

		“W and J, our hosts today, used to be members of Sanctorum,” Will said in a hushed tone because several guests had heard my exclamation and were looking over at us. “Apparently, they left the club to set up their own parties. They hold this one; their summer ball, once a year.”

		“So we’re at a sex party?” I questioned, looking around at the various couples nearby. They were all fairly good-looking but none that I’d seen so far screamed ‘swingers’ at me.

		“Possibly,” Will nodded. “I only got an invite here because Roisin - my ex - was a friend of W and J. She never told me their identity but she says they’re extremely rich and famous. When we broke up, I asked the party manager via an email if I could bring someone else and they said yes.”

		“And here we are,” Tina smiled. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you but I thought you were going to freak out.”

		“It was actually my idea to keep it from you,” Will defended her. “I really wanted you to come and thought you might decline if you knew the whole truth.”

		I sighed, preparing to tell them exactly what I thought but I didn’t get a chance as a woman’s voice rang out through the PA system that I suddenly noticed was positioned strategically throughout the large garden.

		“Good afternoon,” she started off by saying. “And welcome to our summer event. 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.”

		I looked at Tina and she smiled happily at me. I’d been about to give her a piece of my mind about deceiving me for the past couple of months about the true nature of our trip here but she looked so excited that I just couldn’t. I didn’t have it in me to spoil her vacation in any way. I had no idea what this ‘sex party’ would entail, especially in a couple of hours when the sun went down, but I would just have to go with the flow, I supposed. At least we had the more experienced Will to guide us through it.

		“I am named The Manager and you’ll see me walking the grounds later today,” the voice continued through the speakers. “But until then, if you need anything else at all, please don’t hesitate to talk to any of the staff or The Concierge, who you will have met upon arrival.”

		At that moment, I saw the handsome man she was speaking about as he emerged from the main building with yet another couple in tow. The woman was young and strikingly attractive, with long, dark hair. Her husband was handsome too, with short blonde hair and an honest, open face. I recognised them from the flight. Harriet and Luke weren’t the only other people from the UK at the party. I made a mental note to go over and speak to them later.

		“You were all invited here because you’re either involved in, or you’ve expressed an interest in, what we call The Lifestyle,” the Manager’s voice rang out one last time. “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.”

		“Participate means fuck,” Will informed us once the woman’s voice finished speaking, replaced instead by some modern pop music that I didn’t recognise but which should help build the party atmosphere that was so far lacking.

		“Yeah, we know,” Tina rolled her eyes at Will and then waved at someone and when I turned around, I saw Harriet and Luke, the couple from the plane.

		“Have you told him yet?” the attractive female half of the couple asked as they made their way past us towards the bar. Then when Tina nodded and smiled, the woman winked at me again. “Have fun, Joseph.”

		“So they’re in the lifestyle?” I asked, watching them order drinks from the pretty redhead.

		“That’s why I had to draw them away from you on the plane,” Tina nodded. “So they didn’t spoil the surprise.”

		We took our drinks over to the pool area, where Tina rued not bringing any swimwear.

		“It’s so warm,” she commented. “I could really do with a dip in the water to cool down.”

		“That’s my fault,” Will commented as we sat down in the chairs that surrounded the long, rectangular pool. “It was in the information pack that I kept from you.”

		“Again, because it mentioned it being a sex party,” I guessed and the rugby player nodded.

		“Never mind.” Tina took off her navy blue designer heels and sat by the pool, dangling her slender feet into the shimmering blue water. “This will have to do.”

		She sighed in pleasure as her feet slid beneath the surface and for a moment, I was tempted to do the same. However, we were at a high-class sex party and a man with rolled-up trousers and no socks on probably wouldn’t be a sexy look.

		“Annyeong,” said an Asian man striding towards the pool. “You must be Tina.”

		I looked at my wife to see her gazing at the tall, pale-skinned man standing before us. Her jaw was hanging open before she closed it suddenly and I could see why. Whoever this man was, he was strikingly attractive, like a Calvin Klein model or something.

		“I don’t speak…” My wife began, eventually finding her voice.

		“Korean?” The man was older than I’d first thought, maybe in his forties but his skin was unlined and smooth over his perfect bone structure. “Do not worry. My name is Park Jin Sun but you can call me Jin.”

		“Hello, Jin,” Tina said, her face turning pink as the Korean sat next to her by the pool. “Are you here with your wife?”

		“No,” the handsome Asian replied simply.

		I noticed that Will was smirking and when he saw me looking at him, he straightened his face quickly. Tina liked Asian men, I knew that but did Will? Had he somehow set this up? If not, how did this man know Tina’s name?

		I was about to ask when the hot brunette that I recognised from the plane joined us by the pool, introducing herself as Camille and her partner as Julian. I was reminded once again, that everyone here was in the lifestyle and I couldn’t help but wonder what they were into. Had they stumbled accidentally into it, as Tina and I had? Or had they sought it out via dating websites or however it worked?

		“Are you okay?” Will asked, drawing my attention away from the newly arrived British couple.

		“I’m fine,” I nodded, my eyes drifting instead to Tina and Jin who were chatting away by the water’s edge.

		“After you told me all about your holiday hotel in Italy,” the rugby player explained, “And how it turned out to be a secret swingers resort, I thought you might enjoy trying something like this properly. Have I made a mistake? You seem… uneasy.”

		“I am,” I nodded. “This is all new for me. I have no idea what to say to any of these people. I’m out of my league, Will.”

		“Relax,” the big man said, standing up and clapping a heavy hand on my shoulder. “Come on. Let’s get more beers and see what food is on offer. They’ve started up the grill.”

		I looked across the lawn area to see that he was right. A large pizza oven, grill and barbecue were at the far side of the garden and a thin column of blue smoke was beginning to rise into the air. The smell of searing steak caught my nostrils and I nodded and smiled.

		“Let’s go eat,” I nodded, and then as I went to tell Tina, he shook his head.

		“We’re at a sex party,” he murmured into my ear. “Let her talk while we go chat to people. Look at some of the women here.”

		I gazed across the lawn. He was right. Every woman here was attractive.

		“I didn’t come here to-”

		“Shut up,” the big man grinned. “I know. But I need a wingman.”

		Then he pulled me behind him towards the lawn and the growing crowd of hot, sexy lifestyle couples assembled upon it.
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		Conversation

		

		“Hey, I know you. You’re a rugby player, right?”

		Will and I turned around to see an attractive young couple standing behind us at the bar.

		“Wait,” I frowned at the male half of the couple. A tall American with an open, friendly face. “You know Will?”

		“Will…” The man said slowly as if trying to recall the name.

		“Barker,” Will helped him out, “Yes. I’m an international rugby player. I’ve captained the England team, as it happens.”

		“Very cool,” Parker nodded, seeming impressed. “I saw the last Six Nations. Tough match, that one. You made the news over here by dating that actress… Roisin… Matthews, as I recall.”

		“Ah yes. We’re not together any more,” Will replied, smiling in a way that I recognised as a disguised annoyance that he’d been recognised for being the actress’s ex-boyfriend rather than the sports star that he was back home.

		“Sorry to hear that,” the man’s partner smiled sympathetically, then introduced herself. “I’m Rowan and this is my rude husband, Parker. It’s nice to meet you.”

		“I’m Joseph,” I said, offering my hand for Parker to shake, which he did, after a moment during which he seemed to notice I was there. “You can call me Joe.”

		“Are you guys… together?” the tall man said hesitantly, looking at us both for a moment. “It’s cool if you are but-”

		“Oh, shit, no,” I laughed. “Will might be single now, but I’m here with my wife, Tina. She’s over there.”

		I pointed to where she was, standing and chatting with an attractive young black man called Alfonso. Like Jin, he was one of the single guests here, invited personally by W & J. We’d seen several other single guys hanging around the party, but strangely, no single women.

		“Do you want a drink?” Will asked Parker and Rowan, his head turning from the red-haired serving girl back to the couple standing next to us.

		“We’re fine, thanks,” Parker replied, then as Will turned to head to the bar, “Hopefully, I’ll be able to catch up with you later. I’d love to hear what it was like dating someone like Roisin Matthews.”

		I recognised the name now. Will had made her out to be some minor actress but if I recalled correctly, his ex was quite a big star, featuring in a couple of popular US hit TV shows.

		“Sure,” Will said, seeming disgruntled for some reason as he nudged past Harriet and Luke, who were talking to Camille and Julian at the bar. During the evening, as we’d mixed and mingled, we met another British couple too, Anna and Freddie and their friend, Jim, but the majority of the people here were American.

		“It’s your first time at something like this,” the dark-haired, pretty Rowan commented while we waited for Will to get served. I glanced at my friend to see why he was taking so long, only to realise that he was doing his best to chat up the red-haired waitress.

		“Is it that obvious?” I asked, hoping I wasn’t blushing.

		Rowan’s hazel eyes twinkled as she smiled at me. “Yes. Don’t worry, Parker and I are new to the lifestyle too.”

		That was a relief. I told her about our adventure in Italy and how the hotel we had stayed in turned out to be a hotel designed for men to watch their wives with other men and how it had all led to Tina having a group sex session with almost half of the England rugby team.

		“Our story isn’t quite as exciting as that,” she said, pushing her mid-length brown hair back over one slim shoulder. “I found out that my parents were into the hotwife and cuckold thing and Parker suggested that we try it.”

		“That sounds pretty exciting to me,” I disagreed. “Do you think everyone here is inexperienced like us, or do you reckon that there are some hardcore swingers among us?”

		The sun had disappeared over the ocean and the sky was a stunning gradient of purple overhead to a burning orange at the horizon as Will finally came back with a tray of refreshingly cold drinks.

		“Hardcore swingers?” Rowan giggled. She was really attractive when she giggled. “You Brits are so cute, the way you say things.”

		“Thank you,” Will grinned, joining the conversation but Rowan’s attention was all on me for once. Most women had gravitated towards the tall rugby player but not Rowan. Maybe this party wasn’t so bad, after all.

		“Can I have your attention, please?”

		The woman’s voice booming through the PA system made me jump and I saw Tina’s eyes widen in surprise as she walked over towards me.

		“This is Rowan,” I barely had time to introduce the two women before a tall, dark-skinned stranger stepped out of the villa. Standing at the top of the short steps in front of the main building, he surveyed the assembled crowd around the pool through a half-face mask, topped with a pair of stag’s antlers which rose above his short, black hair.

		“I hope you’re enjoying Casa Del Grande Toro,” the woman’s voice sounded again and we saw her - The Manager - for the first time. Tall, blonde-haired with a willow-like body, she emerged from the house with a microphone in her hand. “Let me introduce you to W & J, your gracious hosts for the evening.”

		The blonde was wearing a Venetian-style half-face mask with diamante detail that glimmered in the halogens illuminating them from the veranda above the steps.

		The man in the stag mask leaned into the microphone. “Hello. I hope you’re having a good time. My home is yours until the morning.”

		A quiet round of applause rippled through the assembled crowd as people moved closer to the foot of the stairs where our hosts were standing. His voice sounded familiar but I couldn’t put a finger on who he was. He was someone famous. I knew he was.

		“The food and wine will continue to be provided all evening,” said another voice and a black woman, also clad in a cloak and with a mask covering her face, stepped out to join him. I tried to figure out what her mask was. Was it a fox?

		She leaned into the microphone as The Manager held it towards her. “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.”

		“A game?” Tina whispered in my ear. “Did you know about a game?”

		“No.” I shook my head. “I feel like I know who our hosts are. They seem familiar.”

		“Shhhh,” my wife said, placing a finger on my lips. “Listen.”

		“The game works like this,” the Manager continued to explain while W and J disappeared back inside for a moment before returning with a large glass bowl atop a wheeled pedestal. “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.” The blonde woman placed her hand into the large glass container and pulled out a brass key. A small shiny disc swung from a ribbon attached to the key before she tossed it back into the mix. “Then, she will go to the room that matches the number on the key ring.”

		“Once she is in the room, she will wait to be joined by one of our special guests,” W said, his lips widening into a smile. “You will have met some of them earlier. 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.”

		“Oh my god,” Tina gasped. “You know what this is, right?”

		“I think so,” I nodded. “It’s like one of those car key parties?”

		“Yes.” My wife pushed her long, dark hair out of her eyes and leaned in close to whisper in my ear. “Where the wife chooses a key and then has to go to the bedroom with whoever’s car it is.”

		“The husbands can go to the room with their wives, if they wish,” the vixen-masked woman extended a slender hand, pointing inside the villa. “Or they can stay out here.”

		“Or they can join us in the media room,” her partner took over explaining. “Where we will have some excellent live entertainment for you.”

		When he paused, I realised a collective gasp was echoing around the lawn and pool area where all of us were gathered. I looked around the dozen or so couples and recognised a similar look of surprise on the faces of most of them. A few others looked bemused and doubtful but no one said anything just yet.

		I turned to look at Will for the first time. The rugby player was standing behind us, listening and watching the blonde woman intently. A little too intently. What was wrong with him? It wasn’t like Will Barker to be lost for words.

		“If anyone doesn’t want to participate,” J said, softer now, “They don’t have to. The reason you were invited here today was because of your interest in what we call ‘The Lifestyle’ but if this sort of thing isn’t for you, we respect that.”

		Her partner’s head turned, his dark eyes gazing at each of us in turn. “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.”

		The mysterious couple disappeared back through the large glass doors into the villa, leaving just the blonde masked woman watching the assembled guests murmuring to each other.

		“I don’t know about this,” I whispered to Tina. “We haven’t done anything like this before.”

		“Is it any different to what we did at Twickenham?” she countered. “Although that was ages ago, I guess.”

		“So… do you want to?” I felt my dick stir in my pants. Could we do this? Obviously, Tina had been with a few different guys but it had been mainly Will since our adventure in Italy. What we were being offered here… was a whole new level.

		“You guys don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” Will said softly, the first words he’d uttered in a while.

		“I mean…” Tina’s brown eyes switched from Will’s and gazed into mine. “A while ago, we said we wanted to try something new, right? Something exciting.”

		I mulled it over for a moment while taking a sip of my beer. “What if the guy that walks into your room isn’t your type?”

		“Then I say ‘no’ and we leave,” Tina shrugged. “Oh shit, look. A few people are leaving.”

		I turned to see at least two of the couples, a tall Scandinavian-looking blonde and her older partner and a mixed-race couple I’d noticed earlier, walking away. They were joined by another couple that had decided the game wasn’t for them but then our attention was drawn back to the top of the steps as our hosts returned. I noticed at the same moment that Will had gone missing. I hadn’t heard him slip away.

		“Are we ready to begin the draw?” The Manager called out after a quiet discussion with her two bosses and when no one objected, she looked down at a card that W passed to her. “Excellent. The first to select is…”

		I just knew it was going to be us.

		“Tina,” she said, her eyes searching the crowd.

		“Oh, fuck,” my wife cursed, then grabbed my hand and squeezed it. “I love you.”

		“I love you too.” Then her hand left mine and she walked away, pushing to the front of the crowd and then ascending the steps towards the familiar-seeming couple and the large glass bowl between them. I looked around for Will but couldn’t see him anywhere. Where had he gone?

		“Choose your key,” the brown-skinned, vixen-masked woman instructed my wife and I watched as Tina dipped her hand into the bowl and drew out a brass key with a golden disc hanging on the ribbon.

		“Room One,” W announced the result after leaning in to look at the disc. “Very apt for the first to choose. Please make your way towards your room.”

		“And don’t worry about your husband,” J said, her eyes finding mine and holding my gaze for a moment. “We’ll look after him until you’re reunited.”

		My heart was thumping in my chest as Tina walked through the doors and disappeared inside Casa Del Grande Toro. I felt like everyone was staring at me. My cheeks were burning hot.

		“Next, can we have Rowan?” the Manager called out and a huge sense of relief washed over me as the eyes of the crowd were pulled away from me and to the brunette woman I’d just been talking to. I caught Parker’s eyes and he smiled at me as his wife followed the path of Tina to choose her key.

		Once Rowan had chosen her room and disappeared just as my wife had, I looked again at Parker and felt a certain sympathy as he shuffled his feet uncomfortably on the marble floor while waiting for the next draw.

		One by one, the remaining wives chose a key at random until finally, the only people left by the pool were the husbands. Ten of us, I counted, including Parker, Julian, Luke, Dave and Freddie among them.

		“Your wives are safe,” the Manager called out, once the final wife, Harriet, was safely through the doors and inside the villa. “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.”

		“Do you want to remain here?” W asked. “Food and drink will continue to be provided. Or would you like to join your wives in their room?”

		“Or are you going to join us in the media room?” J took her husband’s hand and then the two of them pushed the long glass doors to the villa wide open, waiting for us to join them.

		What was I to do? I looked around at the other husbands who all seemed to be suffering from the same dilemma. Where the fuck was Will? I cursed under my breath. Will was my comfort blanket. He’d know exactly what to do but he’d disappeared just when I needed him the most.

		W and J were waiting. I needed to make a decision. The warm California evening air felt thick. There was no breeze. The sound of cicadas singing in the distance rang loud in my ears.

		Fuck it. I decided to head into the Media Room first and see what I could learn there. Maybe Will would be there. If he wasn’t, or if I couldn’t find out somehow what Tina was up to in Room One, then I’d just head to the room and find out for myself.

		I looked around me to see Parker staring at me. He seemed to make the same decision that I did, giving me an almost imperceptible nod.

		This was insane. Just as Tina had been the first to climb the stairs towards this crazy game, I was the first husband to walk towards W & J and whatever lay inside Casa Del Grande Toro.
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		Observation

		

		Will wasn’t in the media room either. The room was a large, darkened space, blissfully equipped with an air-conditioning unit overhead that pumped refreshing cold air downwards as I entered the room.

		“Joseph,” I was greeted by the stubble-jawed man that called himself The Concierge. “Are you enjoying the party so far?”

		“I am,” I nodded politely. “But I’m looking for my friend, Will Barker. Have you seen him?”

		“I haven’t.” He shook his head apologetically. “I’m sorry. Perhaps he’s gone to the room with your wife?”

		“It’s also possible that he’s slunk away with Irina,” a woman’s voice said from behind me and I turned to see the blonde masked woman. Her eyes were an amazing pale blue and her lips were full and kissable. Whoever this woman was, I’d have staked my house on her being stunning. The fact she was wearing a mask probably indicated that she was someone famous too. Like W & J, she seemed familiar.

		“Is Irina not at the bar?” The Concierge walked over to the doorway of the media room and peered outside, then swore. “I’m sorry. I’ll go look for her.”

		“No, you stay here,” the blonde masked woman replied. “I’ll find her. If she’s with Will Barker, I’ll send him here to you, Joseph.”

		I watched her leave and then looked around at the room I found myself in. The media room was dominated by a massive white screen, illuminated with a test image projected from an overhead projector at the back of the room. A large refrigerator was packed with beers in one corner of the room and the rest of the space was filled with chairs for people to sit. Then I noticed a table behind me, on which were several iPads.

		“What’s the entertainment?” I asked The Concierge as the room began to fill with some of the other husbands, including Parker who stopped to look around the room for a moment before heading to the mini-bar fridge for a presumably much-needed drink.

		The Concierge didn’t answer right away but once all the husbands that were making their way into the room were here, he smiled at me and then stepped away to speak to the assembled men. I noticed that W and J were here too, although they’d seated themselves at the very back of the room on two large leather chairs set aside, presumably, especially for them.

		“Each of our bedrooms is equipped with a high-resolution camera,” the Concierge began and then paused as the room filled with the sound of the assembled husband’s gasps of surprise. “From here, you can watch what your wives are doing.”

		He stepped over to the table and picked up one of the iPads and then pressed an icon on the screen, causing the projector above us to flicker and the image on the screen to change.

		Rather than a plain blue test image, we were now staring at a split-screen display. I counted ten different camera feeds, all extremely clear, full-colour, high-quality videos. It took me a moment to find Tina, top left on the screen. She was sitting on the bed and next to her were two men, The young black fellow I’d met earlier, Alfonso and the handsome Korean, Jin.

		“For obvious technical reasons,” the Concierge continued as the assembled men in the room all scoured the screens for their respective partners, “There isn’t any sound, however, if you want audio, please take one of the iPads from the table behind you and use the headphones supplied to listen in via the app on the main screen. Each iPad is linked to one of the rooms, so be sure to take the correct one.”

		This was bad. I didn’t mind watching Tina with these two hunky men but I wasn’t sure I wanted Parker and the rest of the men here watching her as well.

		“If you don’t want your wife to be watched,” the Concierge added as if he’d read my mind, “There is a feature in the app for you to turn off the live feed on the large screen.”

		I looked around the room to see several of the husbands get up and walk over to pick up an iPad. I headed over and did the same, quickly locating the one labelled ‘room one’ and then finding the app and opening it on-screen.

		I was met with an image of Tina kissing the Korean man. Wow. They weren’t wasting any time. I watched as he slipped down the straps of her dark blue dress and her breasts came into view. Tina wasn’t wearing a bra.

		Fuck. How did I block the live feed? I looked at W and J and saw that the two hosts were watching the large screen avidly. Was this why they hosted these parties? Did they get off on watching?

		My fingers scrambled over the screen, pressing the different icons as the Korean guest helped Tina out of the dress. She was lying on the bed now in just her panties and heels. My cock was growing hard in my pants and I wanted to watch but I had to somehow stop everyone else from watching too, even though when I glanced at the screen, several other wives were even further along than Tina. One wife, I couldn’t tell who, was already fully naked with a young man on top of her between her thighs, fucking her.

		Alfonso joined Tina on the bed, lying on the opposite side of the Korean and then reached down and slipped down her panties. Everyone in the room could see my wife fully naked as she slowly helped the young black man take her undergarments off. Then, to my relief, she looked straight into the camera and threw them at it, shutting off the view.

		I stared at the blurred, fuzzy grey and black image on the iPad and then checked up at the big screen to check it was the same. It was. Whatever Tina got up to now, no one would be able to see.

		“I was looking forward to watching that one too,” I heard W murmur from the back of the room and turned to stare at him. He and J had their heads close together, talking quieter now. When he saw me looking, he merely waved and smiled before returning his attention to the screen.

		“I can go to the room, right?” I asked, walking over to where the Antler-headed host and his consort were seated.

		“Of course,” the oh-so-familiar man nodded.

		I smiled and then walked over to the minibar to grab a beer. I was going to need it. Then, leaving the iPad on the seat where I’d been sitting, I left the room and began to look around for Room One.

		

		* * *

		

		Where the fuck was Will? I knew that The Manager had gone looking for him but I couldn’t simply wait around for her to return. I was sure that Will knew what he was doing with these types of events whereas I felt like a fish out of water.

		With one last look over my shoulder to see Parker and the other husbands staring avidly at their wives on-screen, I headed out of the darkened room and into the large living space beyond.

		In the centre of the white-and-cream-painted room were a pair of oatmeal-coloured settees, upon which were seated two guys and a woman that I didn’t recognise but it sounded like they were discussing going to the fire pit to have some fun. I didn’t have time to listen further. I had to find Will and get to Tina to make sure she was okay.

		Beyond the living area was a kitchen and dining area, equally as modern and expensive-looking as the living space, with a long breakfast bar surrounded by trendy black chairs. There was an assortment of snacks and drinks lined up in the middle of the table but I pressed on, my head swivelling on my shoulders for any sign of my rugby player friend.

		“Where the fuck did he go?” I muttered under my breath, then I went quiet as I heard a man’s voice coming from a door right in front of me, quickly followed by a soft, female moan.

		The door was emblazoned with a silver number: Two. That must mean that Tina’s room one was next to it. I looked to the left and right of the tight corridor but was again distracted by a noise and now I noticed that the reason I could hear was the door to room two was slightly ajar. Perhaps Will was in there? Likely not, but I gave in to temptation and walked over to the door to peek through the gap.

		Past the door was a brightly lit, beautifully decorated bedroom. There was a large, king-sized bed and kneeling on the floor beside it was Rowan, the pretty woman that I’d met outside. Completely naked.

		Standing in front of her was an enormous black guy, six feet tall at a minimum and then to either side were two other men, one almost equal in size and another, slightly smaller guy who looked to be in charge. Then I saw Rowan move slightly, showing me her profile I could see that she had the black guy’s dick in her mouth.

		The man with light brown skin cleared his throat as I stood there watching through the slim gap. “You have come to the Key Party to get royally fucked. Is that true?”

		Rowan nodded, her long brunette hair uncoiling from where it was sitting on her shoulder and slithering down her back. With the thick-looking cock in her mouth, she couldn’t reply but she nodded.

		“Excellent,” the first guy said calmly as if this was all perfectly normal. “Before we get started, the Hosts asked that we handle a couple of bits of housekeeping. First, something just for us. Whenever we say anything, make a request, or ask for a response, the word ‘Sir’ should be involved. Like ‘Yes, Sir’. Is that clear?”

		Rowan nodded a second time, as the black guy seemed to push even more of his large dick into her mouth. I couldn’t see between her thighs from the way she had them pressed together but I admired her shapely tits. A good handful-sized, they sat nicely on her chest, her round, dark pink nipples stiff and erect.

		Then the guy in charge grabbed her long hair, pulling her away from the black man for a moment. Rowan gasped for breath and I felt a moment of concern for her until I saw the way she looked up at him. There was lust in her eyes. And pleasure. She was enjoying this.

		As tempted as I was to watch further, I had to go. I needed to find Will but perhaps first and foremost, I needed to check in on Tina. If the men in her room were treating her anywhere near as roughly as Rowan was being treated, I had to be there to look out for her. This wasn’t rugby players we were having fun with today. It wasn’t guys we already knew, or knew enough of to know their characters. The two men that I’d seen with Tina were total strangers.

		I heard Rowan moan softly and wondered what the men were doing to her now but I was already walking away towards the next bedroom.

		Crap. That room door was labelled with a number three, so I headed in the opposite direction, back towards the room that was closest to the lawn area but again as I walked away, I heard the muffled sounds of sex coming through the door. Whoever was in there was already being fucked, by the sound of it. That made me hurry towards the other room and as I turned to face it, I felt a sense of relief upon seeing the silver ‘one’ on the door. I grabbed the handle and turned it, unsure of what I was about to see, and then I walked in.
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		Distraction

		

		Bedroom one smelled of cedarwood and vanilla, a combination of Tina’s perfume and whatever aftershave one of the men was wearing. A king-sized bed dominated the middle of the smartly-decorated room and behind it were a series of glass patio doors that Tina had drawn a curtain across so that no one could see in from the garden and pool area beyond.

		“He’s here,” my wife said, seeing me step into the room and causing the two men with her to both turn around.

		“Ah, Joseph,” said Jin, the handsome Korean that we’d met earlier. “I wasn’t sure if you’d come or if you’d prefer to watch from the Media Room.”

		“Hi,” I said, not knowing what else to say. I’d seen Tina with other men before, but never in a situation like this. “I felt more comfortable being here with my wife.”

		“Totally,” replied Alfonso. Tina was sitting on the bed, naked apart from her high-heeled shoes. Jin was next to her, but the young black man was standing by the window, finishing drawing the curtains across the expanse of glass and then he turned the dimmer switch on the wall, darkening the room to a more pleasant ambience. “We don’t need the light so much if you’re not watching.”

		“I think the cameras have night vision,” Jin corrected him. “Although they’re still not going to see through her underwear.”

		I looked to the corner of the room to see her black panties still hanging over the lens of the camera, which was standing on a tripod, discretely positioned next to a tall, slim wardrobe.

		“Alfonso told me that I’d be on a big screen in the media room,” Tina explained. “And that a lot of the other husbands would probably be there. I didn’t mind giving them a flash of my body but I wasn’t going to let them all watch me getting fucked.”

		“I told them the other men would be mostly occupied by watching their own wives,” the young black man went on, walking over to sit on the bed on the other side of Tina. “But I’m sure that with a woman as gorgeous as your wife, some of them would be watching her too.”

		The sexual tension in the bedroom was palpable as I closed the door behind me and walked over to a leather-covered chaise lounge in the corner to sit down. My legs were shaking with trepidation at what was going to happen here.

		“Did you go to the media room?” Tina asked and it struck me how strange this was at the moment; my wife talking to me so casually while naked and flanked by two total strangers who had every intention of fucking her in front of me.

		“Yeah,” I nodded and sat down before my legs, wobbly with nervousness, gave out. “It was weird. There was one big screen, split into ten camera feeds with all of the wives on. Some of them were already having sex when I left. Unbelievable.”

		Right at that moment, I heard a loud female moan from the room next door. Rowan was undoubtedly finished with sucking cock and was getting fucked now

		“Whoever it is in the next room is one of them,” Jin commented wryly and Tina giggled. From the tight laugh, I could tell she was nervous too.

		“It’s Rowan,” I informed Tina. The woman we were talking to outside right before this. “She’s in there with two men. They left the door open slightly and I saw as I walked past.”

		“So it’s not just me that randomly ended up with two men,” Tina smiled, glancing at the Korean and the black youngster next to her.

		“The bedrooms are all different.” Jin took his shirt off to reveal a torso far more ripped than I expected. He clearly spent a lot of time at the gym. “Some have one guy, some two, some three. Some even have women in there.”

		“You got lucky with us.” Alfonso also began to disrobe. He was slimmer than Jin but impressively toned. “Jin and I are the best here.”

		The Korean reached out and ran his fingers lightly over Tina’s breasts. My wife turned to him and smiled. I’d already seen them kiss back in the media room but it didn’t appear that they’d gone any further than that from the way she seemed, frozen still as if hesitant to progress.

		“So you guys do this a lot?” I asked, watching Alfonso run his hand along the upper side of her thigh, caressing her soft skin gently. I was trying to buy her some time because I could tell she was nervous.

		“I used to work in Jamaica,” Alfonso replied, his hand still gently getting to know Tina’s skin. “As a male stripper but also as a male escort. I’ve slept with more women in the past year than you’ve had your entire life.”

		“W is my friend,” the Korean added. “I live in L.A. currently, trying to find work as an actor and met him at a casting. He invited me to his place - not here, his actual home - and I ended up fucking J in front of him. They were so impressed that they invited me to these parties that they throw and now I’m one of the regulars. This is Alfonso’s first time. They hired him because of his cock.”

		“Oh yeah?” Tina giggled, looking at the young black stripper and he obliged her by completing his undressing, dropping his shorts to reveal a long and exceptionally thick penis. I saw my wife’s brown eyes widen as she saw it and she licked her lips in either anticipation or fear. I couldn’t tell which.

		“You fucked W’s wife in front of him?” I asked, continuing to stall while I processed what was happening here and hopefully giving Tina time to work out if she really wanted to do this or not.

		“They’re in the lifestyle,” Jin nodded. “W can’t keep up with her voracious sexual appetite. She’s fucked every Hollywood legend that has a dick worth fucking.”

		“And you impressed them?” I asked, fearing for Tina’s pussy if Jin’s dick was anywhere near as big as the black monster cock that she was still staring at.

		“Some women have an Asian persuasion,” the Korean grinned at me then turned to my wife, his fingers playing with her nipple now, making it pucker tightly. “Have you ever been with a Korean before?”

		“No,” she shook her head. I could hear a tremble in her voice. Alfonso’s hand slid up the inside of her thigh now, his fingers skimming over her bald mound.

		“Would you like to?” Jin murmured softly, leaning in to kiss her and my wife responded with a nod, letting him press his lips to hers.

		Fuck.

		This was really happening. We were at a sex party and I was about to watch my wife have sex with two complete strangers. How did we get from being a straightforward play-by-the-rules couple going on a simple vacation in Italy… to this?

		Jin was groping her breast, kneading and squeezing it while kissing her and Alfonso’s hand was pushing apart her thighs for better access to her pussy. His chunky dick was already stiffening and looked like it might end up the size of my forearm when fully erect.

		“Tina,” I called out, realising we were almost at the point of no return. “Are you sure you want to do this? We don’t have to. Just because we’re here doesn’t mean we’re obliged to go through with everything.”

		I didn’t quite know what I wanted her to say. Part of me wanted her to ignore me and carry on because I wanted to see these two strangers fuck her but another side of me was apprehensive and wanted her to have reservations and stop.

		“We said we wanted to try new things,” Tina said softly, breaking the Korean’s kiss and looking at me with an expression that I could only define as aroused. She was ready. She wanted this. I had to accept that.

		“Okay,” I replied in a tight voice. My throat and mouth were dry and it was nothing to do with the cool, air-conditioned air in the room. I was in a mixed state of excitement, arousal and nervousness at what was about to happen in front of me.

		Now she turned her face the other way, her mouth meeting Alfonso’s and she kissed the younger man while he explored her pussy lips with his fingers, parting them so I could see her moist pink softness within. Jin took the opportunity to finish undressing, dropping his shorts to reveal an impressive fully-shaved cock with skin darker than the golden skin of his torso and face. His body was muscular; his thighs were like an athlete’s and rippled as he mounted the bed again.

		I didn’t know what to do with myself as I watched Tina’s hands blindly reach out to either side until she found both of their dicks. Her hand wrapped around Jin’s first. His was flaccid, so she began to stroke it to get him hard but when she found Alfonso’s her fingers barely made it all the way around and she broke off the kiss to look down at it in amazement.

		“I’m not sure I’ll be able to get that thing inside me,” she said, swallowing anxiously. “It’s huge.”

		“If you’re wet enough, you will,” the young Jamaican replied, his fingers pushing inside her and making her groan loudly. I wondered if Rowan heard that next door.

		Jin climbed to his feet on the bed, moving his semi-erect dick close to Tina’s face and she didn’t need any encouragement to take him in her mouth. I felt my own cock stir in my shorts at the sight of her lips wrapping around his brown shaft and I considered pulling it and satisfying myself while watching but these two men were far too physically impressive for me to dare expose myself to them.

		“Suck that Korean cock,” Alfonso murmured, seemingly enjoying watching my wife with Jin’s dick in her mouth. Tina’s thighs were spread wide on the bed and the young Jamaican was working two fingers in and out of her tight hole, loosening her up for what was to come.

		Right then, I felt what I thought was my dick stirring further before realising that my phone was actually vibrating in my pocket. I pulled it out and glanced at the screen, not really wanting to take my eyes off what was happening on the bed.

		It was Sarah, the house sitter. Shit. Why was she calling me at this time? It was late here, so back home in the U.K. it must be… what? 6 or 7 a.m?

		I answered it and put the phone to my ear but when I said ‘hello’ there was no answer. Then I heard a giggle that sounded like our young house sitter, followed by a low moan. A distinctly male moan.

		“You suck cock so good,” I heard the man say. He was quiet, distant from the phone.

		“I’m impressed you can get it up again for an old man,” was Sarah’s equally distant response.

		What the fuck?

		Was she fucking someone at our house? An old man? I knew Sarah had a boyfriend but he was young, not much older than her. Just when I thought today couldn’t get any more crazy, I was now listening to our gorgeous young house sitter having sex.

		“I love morning sex,” the male said and then there was the sound of movement, a muffled rustling noise followed by a gasp from Sarah.

		“Shit,” I heard her say. “I must have leaned on my phone and called Joseph. I hope he hadn’t heard-”

		Then the phone cut off as she ended the call. I had an idea. I needed to know what was going on, so I opened the security camera app on my screen and cycled through the four cameras that we had installed at home. We didn’t have one in the bedroom but there was one outside on the upstairs landing that if the door was open could see straight inside.

		Jackpot.

		On the phone screen was the landing space at the top of our staircase and the open bedroom door, through which I could see two people on top of the guest room bed. One of them was a man I’d never seen before, lying on his back and kneeling over him the beautiful young woman, Sarah, who was house-sitting for us. She was naked and her huge breasts swung beneath her as she leaned forward to suck the older man’s dick.

		As I watched further, she sat up and swung a leg over him, then positioned his cock at the entrance to her smoothly-shaven pussy before lowering herself down onto it.

		If my dick wasn’t already hard from watching Tina suck Jin’s dick, then it certainly was now. I watched our young house sitter start to bounce on the unknown man’s cock, her large tits with her perfectly round, dark nipples, swinging in front of her before I heard Tina’s voice.

		“Joseph?” she said and I snatched my eyes guiltily from my phone to look at her. “Is everything okay?”

		“I got a motion detection thing on my phone,” I lied. “I don’t know why. The alarms shouldn’t be on. Maybe Sarah messed with it or something.”

		“Is she not staying at the house?”

		Tina was sitting up, the two men standing on either side of her, with their dicks next to her face, forgotten for a moment.

		“I saw her head upstairs,” I made up. “She must have come downstairs for a drink and somehow the alarm thing picked her up.”

		Reluctantly, I turned off the app, just as the older man was pivoting Sarah onto all fours to fuck her doggy style, and shoved my phone back into my pocket.

		“Well, as long as everything is okay,” Tina smiled sexily at me, then she reached up and took hold of the two cocks next to her. “I want you to watch me, not your phone from now on. Okay?”

		“Okay,” I grinned at her as she took Alfonso’s big black cock in her mouth. She could barely open her jaw wide enough but she managed to get the tip of him between her lips and the sexy sight of her struggle to give him a blowjob was enough for me to forget Sarah’s beautiful young body.

		I adjusted my erection in my pants and made myself comfortable on the chaise lounge. This was it. The show was about to begin.
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		Penetration

		

		“Am I the biggest you’ve had?” Alfonso asked, watching my wife struggle to fit his dick in her mouth.

		“No,” Tina tried to mumble around his girthy shaft, before resorting to shaking her head instead.

		“She’s been with a couple of well-endowed guys before,” I explained, then went silent when the two bulls looked my way. “I’m sorry. I’ll just sit here and-”

		“Don’t apologise,” Alfonso waved a hand at me. “It’s all good.”

		He pushed his penis into her mouth further, causing her to gag and then he pushed again, forcing more and more of it into her throat. Tina gagged a second and third time but didn’t try to push him away. She was learning how to deep throat him, I realised and felt a strange sense of pride at that. How odd. I shouldn’t be feeling pride at my wife sucking another man’s cock, but I was.

		“Lay her down on the bed,” Jin suggested when Alfonso finally allowed Tina to stop and catch her breath. “I want to see how hard she cums.”

		“You’re going to show her your talent?” the young black youngster asked.

		“Fuck yeah,” the Korean grinned and I wondered what they were talking about as Alfonso manoeuvred Tina down onto her back and then Jin eased her smooth thighs apart. Watching these two studs talk about and take control of my wife like I wasn’t here was a new experience and I felt unsettled by it but also turned on.

		“What’s your talent?” Tina said, looking at the golden-skinned Korean man as he settled himself between her thighs.

		“You’ll see,” he promised. I thought he was going to fuck her already from the way he positioned his body over hers, but instead, he planted a trail of soft kisses along her collarbone and then moved down her body. When his lips found her nipple, Tina gasped softly in pleasure.

		“I love having my tits sucked,” she murmured, then tossed her head back, gazing up at the spinning ceiling fan as Jin proceeded to do just that. While he sucked, licked and teased her erect nipples, his other hand slid down over her stomach, coming to rest between her open thighs and I watched as his finger worked between her small pussy lips.

		Alfonso knelt on the bed beside them, keeping his black cock hard by stroking it slowly as he enjoyed the sight of my wife quivering beneath Jin as a small orgasm shuddered through her.

		“You came already?” he teased.

		“I think so. I…” Tina was breathing heavily as Jin finger-fucked her with two fingers. “I’ve never done anything quite like this. I’m so fucking turned on.”

		Then the Korean left her breast and snaked further down the bed until his face hovered over her pussy. “Now time for me to show you my talent,” he said, in his far eastern-accented voice.

		He extended his tongue and I knew right away what he was talking about. It was long and broad and as it glided over Tina’s slit, I saw her shudder slightly again. She was on the edge of another, bigger orgasm. I could tell by the short, shallow breaths she was taking and the pink flush across and between her breasts.

		“Uhh,” she groaned as Jin’s fingers parted her small pussy and he delved his tongue into her soft pinkness within. “I’m going to cum. Slow down. Please.”

		“That’s not going to happen,” Alfonso said with a wide grin on his youthful face. “Jin loves making women orgasm on his tongue.”

		The former stripper shuffled closer and offered Tina his cock as Jin alternated between tongue-fucking my wife and lapping at her clit. I watched as she wrapped her lips around the tip of Alfonso’s dick but she couldn’t seem to suck it properly because of the distraction between her thighs.

		It took perhaps two minutes for her to orgasm. Her hands both reached down, trying to push Jin’s head away but the Korean locked his arms around her thighs and kept his head there, his tongue buried inside her as she came.

		“Oh, my fucking God,” Tina screamed, her entire body convulsing as the climax ripped through her until Jin finally let go, releasing her to allow her to catch her breath.

		“Do you see what I mean now?” The Korean looked at me as he asked the question and I nodded dumbly. I’d never made her cum with my tongue as fast or as hard as that.

		“Are you ready for some dick now?” Alfonso said in a soft but serious tone once Tina’s eyes reopened and she relaxed after such a thorough orgasm.

		“I’ve never been more ready,” she sighed but then pushed herself up onto her elbows to look over at me, sitting a few feet away. “Are you okay, baby?”

		“I guess,” I said, with a hesitant nod then looked at the two naked men flanking my wife. “So, is this what a typical sex party is like? Just raw, no-strings sex, like this?”

		“This is tame compared to some of the stuff that goes on,” Jin answered honestly. “Sometimes it’s ten guys onto one woman. Sometimes more.”

		“Sometimes it’s ten couples all in one room, swapping partners,” Alfonso added. “Anything goes when it’s like that.”

		“Do you get many men like me?” I asked, feeling my cheeks heat up as I explained. “You know… that are just happy to watch.”

		“You don’t have to just watch,” Tina said and I gazed at her and smiled. She looked gorgeous and slutty, lying on the bed completely naked, her tits and pussy exposed to the two strangers on either side of her. “Why don’t you come over here and enjoy me first before I let these two studs fuck me?”

		My erection throbbed in my pants at those words.

		Fuck. Why was it so exciting to hear my wife say something so dirty and so wrong? Happily married couples didn’t talk like this, did they? It felt so wrong and yet so right at the same time.

		“Yeah, come on, Joseph,” Jin encouraged me. “Show us what you’ve got.”

		“No. Really… I’m fine.” I couldn’t do what they were suggesting, as tempting as the prospect was of getting to fuck Tina’s pussy before the two impressive dicks in front of me ravaged it. I wasn’t comfortable in this situation yet, not enough to get naked and have sex with my wife in front of two handsome, well-endowed professional bulls.

		“Joe,” Tina murmured sexily, wiggling her hips at me suggestively. “Come on.”

		“Can’t we do it afterwards?” I asked, trying to express my discomfort subtly through a tight look and twist of my lips. “I just want to watch, for now.”

		“Sure. Okay.” My wife nodded then took hold of Jin’s dick and started stroking it. “So which one of you two hunks do I get to ride first?”

		I breathed a sigh of relief but didn’t have any time to relax because things moved quickly after that. Alfonso wanted her first and got comfortable on the bed as Tina deftly straddled him and positioned his monster cock at the entrance to her pussy. She looked sideways at me for a moment, licking her lips in what I recognised as nervousness, despite her bravado, and then she pushed down onto it.

		It wasn’t the first time I’d seen a black cock go into Tina’s married pussy but the other times, I’d not been in a position to sit and observe it properly. Things had always happened spontaneously and I’d struggled to keep up with the action because my mind was constantly on catch-up with everything that was happening. I’d witnessed Tina being fucked on a boat by half of the England rugby team. Then I’d been there as she got gangbanged in a luxury box at Twickenham Stadium. But now was different. I was sitting by the bed, in a scenario deliberately set up for Tina to fuck someone else. My mind was calm, even though my heart was beating fast. I’d enjoyed a few drinks but I was sober enough to know where I was and what was happening.

		All of that added up to this being the most surreal experience yet.

		“Your dick is so fat,” Tina groaned as she managed to take Alfonso inside her. “Fuck.”

		The young black man’s hands were roaming across my wife’s breasts as she slowly slid down his length until her tight ass rested on his thighs.

		“Feel good?” the former stripper asked her, his eyes enjoying the sight of her atop him.

		“Full,” she nodded, biting her lip in pleasure. “I feel really filled up.”

		Then she raised herself up slowly, before lowering back down onto his long, thick cock.

		“Go slowly,” Alfonso advised. “I don’t want you cumming again already and wearing yourself out.”

		“Hush,” Tina replied, her face focused as she concentrated on slowly fucking him. As she rode to the tip of him, I could see his black dick was slick with her wetness.

		After a few minutes, Alfonso began pushing his hips upwards, meeting her downward movements with a slow thrust and each time their bodies met, Tina grunted, probably from the tip of his cock pushing against her cervix. When Jin joined in the action, offering my wife his dick to suck, she continued to make the sexy sound around it.

		“She’s tight.” Alfonso’s voice sounded thick with arousal. He was enjoying this and that made me strangely proud. “To say she’s had some big dicks before, she’s very tight.”

		“Really?” Jin asked. “Too tight to get my dick inside at the same time?”

		“Yes!” Tina exclaimed, spitting out his cock to stare at him. “There’s no way…”

		She went quiet for a moment and still, her hips stopping from the rocking movements she’d been making on Alfonso’s length.

		“You could try putting it in my ass.”

		I took a sharp intake of breath.

		No way.

		She hadn’t just said that. My ears were deceiving me.

		“Did you just say-” I started to ask but closed my mouth as Jin moved swiftly behind her and Tina leaned forward to rest her weight flat on top of the younger black guy. All I could do is watch, almost in a trance, as she arched her back slightly, and tilted her ass so that Jin had better access. Then the Korean aimed his hard cock with its subtle upwards curve at her small, pink asshole and pushed forward.

		“Oh, oh, oh, fuck!” Tina cried out. “It hurts… No- wait…”

		Jin eased more of his dick into her ass and my wife went quiet.

		“Slow,” she whimpered, her body rigid and still.

		Jin thrust forward slowly again and now she bent her head and kissed Alfonso; the sign that she was fine, and then the two men began to move in and out of her in unison.

		It was so weird, watching her kiss someone at least a decade younger than her, especially a black guy, and even more so while she had two cocks inside her, fucking her slowly and steadily at the same time. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

		Fuck it.

		The urge was too much. I undid my trousers and drew out my dick, slowly stroking it. I was so turned on, I couldn’t help it. If I didn’t, I was going to cum in my pants anyway.

		I wanked off, being careful not to get myself off too quickly. I wanted to enjoy this. I watched the two men fuck my wife like that for some time before they finally changed positions, Tina getting on top of the Korean while Alfonso got behind her. I wasn’t sure if his girthy black cock would go in her ass but it did, with a certain amount of spit from the young man’s mouth.

		“Take my panties off the camera,” Tina moaned when both men were inside her again. She looked at me, her eyes going down to my dick for the first time. “Oh, you’re enjoying this too. Don’t cum. I want you afterwards.”

		“Okay,” I replied, reluctantly leaving my cock alone and moving to the camera to slip her panties from the lens.

		“I want people to see me getting fucked.” Tina looked at me as I sat down. There was pure lust in those big brown eyes. I hoped she didn’t regret any of this but we’d come this far. We might as well throw caution to the wind and go the distance.
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		Exhibition

		

		Jin and Alfonso fucked Tina as she’d never been fucked before. After fucking both of her holes as they had been doing, she took them one by one, first Jin, in the missionary position and then the young black guy, doggy-style.

		She didn’t cum from the double penetration but both men had no problem in bringing her to orgasm with their dicks one-on-one. With Jin on top, powering into her with the strength and speed that I’d expect from someone as muscular and toned as he was, she came quickly. Her thighs wrapped around his back and her fingers dug into his back and she wailed so loudly that I suspected that everyone in Casa Del Grande Toro might have heard her.

		When Alfonso took her from behind, holding her long, brunette hair like a pair of reins as he speared her with his glorious cock, she took longer to cum but this time, the orgasm was accompanied by a shower of pussy juices that exploded from her and left a puddle on the bed after he let go and she sagged forward, face down, exhausted.

		“I don’t know about you,” the black ex-stripper said to his colleague as they waited for Tina to recover. “But I’m ready to cum on this horny fucking slut.”

		“Me too,” the Korean replied, then turned to me. “Are you okay, Joseph?”

		I’d put my dick away, trying to resist the impulse to finish myself off. When I did cum, I wanted it to be inside her.

		“Yes, I’m fine,” I nodded, glancing at the camera and wondering if anyone was watching. For whatever reason, the thought of W&J and the other husbands in the media room seeing Tina fucked like this, was a turn-on now. Earlier, it had seemed repugnant but things had somehow changed.

		“I want you to cover me,” Tina said from the bed, drawing my attention back to her. She looked exhausted but managed to push herself to a sitting position. “Cum all over me. I want to be treated like one of those slutty girls in a porn video.”

		“You are a slutty girl in a porn video,” Jin reminded her with a sharp laugh and a pointed look at the tripod-mounted camera.

		“I guess you better make it look good then,” my wife teased him. “Come on then. Who’s going first.”

		She raised herself onto her knees, then spread her thighs sexily in the direction of the camera and began to tease her clit with one finger. Jin and Alfonso clambered to their feet on the bed, their dicks on either side of her face.

		The young black man came first, his fist bunched around his chunky cock, beating himself off until a huge stream of white sperm launched from the end of his penis, spraying right across my wife’s pretty face.

		Again, the urge to get my own cock out and jerk off surged through me but I couldn’t. I needed to save it to reclaim her afterwards. I’d regret it if I came now, I knew I would.

		As Alfonso’s cock continued to spurt smaller jets of cum onto Tina’s shoulder and breast, Jin took his turn to jerk off. Tina pushed her breasts together for him, looking up at the handsome Korean in anticipation until finally, he ejaculated too, his legs trembling slightly as the first ribbon of spunk flew out to decorate her tits and then several more loads, which dripped rather than shot, landing on her belly and thighs.

		“Thank you,” my wife giggled, looking down at the copious amount of male bodily fluid dashed across her body like sexual graffiti. “That was amazing.”

		“It was for me too,” Jin replied and Alfonso agreed. The two men stepped from the bed, watching as she got up and walked over to the camera, putting her panties over it one more time.

		“I don’t want them watching me get cleaned up,” she explained. “I think they saw enough.”

		“Fair enough,” Alfonso smiled. “Should we leave you two alone for a while?”

		“Yes, please,” Tina replied, walking over to the young black man and giving him a long, lingering kiss. Then she did the same to Jin. “I’ve had a wonderful time but I think Joseph and I need some alone time.”

		“And after that?” the Korean asked, seeming eager for a second round of sex.

		“As I said,” Tina patted his flaccid dick and smiled at him, “I had a good time but once I’m cleaned up and my husband and I have had some fun in this lovely room, I think we’ll be heading back to our hotel.”

		“That’s a shame,” Alfonso replied, “But no problem.”

		“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Jin added.

		The two bulls dressed and Tina headed into the shower to get cleaned up, for which I was grateful. I needed her so badly but didn’t find the idea of Tina transferring their cum all over me appealing. The two men both shook my hand and thanked me for letting them spend time with Tina and then left fairly quickly after that. That was something else that I was grateful for, to avoid any awkward post-sex conversations.

		I got up and wandered over to the en-suite shower, peering around the corner of the door to see my beautiful wife standing, her eyes closed, enjoying the sensation of the hot water cascading through her hair and down her slim body.

		“I know you’re there,” she giggled, opening her eyes and looking at me when I didn’t reply. “Why don’t you get out of those clothes and join me?”

		I didn’t need to be asked twice. I undressed hastily and stepped under the hot runner water alongside my wife, who leaned into me and met my lips with hers.

		“Fuck me,” she demanded, murmuring the words against my mouth and then turning around to face the white, tiled shower wall.

		My cock sprung to life at those words and I waited for her to push her hips back against me and then shoved upwards, feeling the head of my dick glide inside her easily.

		I half-expected her to feel different. Her pussy had just been pounded by two other dicks, one of which was impressively girthy but besides feeling slicker with her juices than normal, she still felt tight enough to be enjoyable. Unfortunately, I was so turned on that within just a few minutes of wrapping my hands around her waist and fucking her slowly from behind, I came. The sensation came across me so quickly that I didn’t have time to withdraw and cool down. I thrust into her and it just happened so I held myself there, waiting for my dick to finish pulsing inside her and then I stepped back and apologised.

		“I’m sorry,” I sighed.

		“Already?” Tina arched an eyebrow at me but smiled. “It’s a good job I’m already satisfied enough, isn’t it?”

		“Tonight was so crazy,” I shrugged, “Everything that happened… It was such a turn-on that I-”

		“It’s okay,” she reassured me, putting a finger to my lips and gazing deeply into my eyes. “I love you. I’m glad you enjoyed it because I sure as hell did.”

		“Good,” I smiled back and then we kissed for what felt like forever, still under the steamy stream of hot water showering from the high-tech, silver, LED-lit, showerhead above us.

		“Now shall we find what the fuck Will Barker is up to and get out of here?” I asked when we finally stopped kissing and gazing lovingly at each other.

		“That sounds like a plan,” Tina agreed. “And maybe we grab one more glass of Champagne on the way out?”

		

		* * *

		

		“I forgot all about Will.” Tina and I stepped out of Room One and looked up and down the short corridor that led towards the other bedrooms and the living and dining areas beyond. “Is that bad of me?”

		“I went looking for him at first,” I told her as we walked past Room Two. The door was still slightly ajar. I thought about telling Tina what I’d seen through the gap but then thought better of it. We needed to find Will, and not get distracted again. “But when I couldn’t see him right away, I decided to find you instead.”

		“I was hoping you’d come,” she replied as we turned the corner and walked out into the impressive living space. “I know you could have watched through the camera but it wouldn’t have been the same.”

		There was no sign of our England Rugby player friend in either this main area of the house or the dining room section, so I led Tina through the doorway that led into the Media Room.

		“Wow,” she said as we stepped into the darkened interior where several of the husbands I’d seen outside were still sitting, watching the action on the large screen at the far side of the room. “This is insane.”

		Will wasn’t here.

		“Wait here,” I told her, leaving by the doorway and I walked over to a couple of the husbands, asking if they’d seen Will but none of them had. Even if the big man had been here, they were all so transfixed by what their partners were up to on the split screen display that they probably wouldn’t have noticed him anyway.

		I pulled my phone from my pocket and tried calling him but his phone was turned off.

		I turned to look at the back of the room where W and J had been sitting but their chairs were empty.

		Crap.

		“Do you think some of them watched me earlier?” Tina asked, staring at the big screen as I walked back over to her.

		“No doubt,” I shrugged. “They’re bound to have enjoyed it too if they did. But now, we have to find Will. His phone is turned off, so we’re just going to have to explore and see if we can see him.”

		“What if he’s in a bedroom with someone?” Tina pointed out. “Some of the other wives were very attractive, so I wouldn’t blame him. Look at the screens. You might see him.”

		I did just that, my eyes flitting from one depraved scene to the next but I couldn’t see him. I saw Rowan who was being spit-roasted by her two bulls and for a moment, I felt my dick twitch in my pants. I also saw the attractive woman who had followed us through the door when we first arrived and the woman who I’d talked to on the plane. Both were being fucked hard. The bulls that W & J had invited along were all very good at what they did, I had to admit that. A couple of the rooms were empty, so I presumed those couples had already finished what they were doing, like Tina and I, and had gone home.

		“He’s not there,” I said, my eyes scanning the screen one more time. “The woman who called herself The Manager implied that he might have gone somewhere with that red-haired bar girl.”

		“Come on then.” Tina wrapped her hand in mine and she led me out of the sexually-charged Medium Room. “Let’s go and find him and see what he’s up to.”

		We walked down a side area, past what looked like a small gym and office and down a corridor off which were bedrooms seven to ten. That way ended in an archway that led out onto the paved courtyard where we’d entered and I noticed two people standing outside what must be a small guest house along the main building. It was dark now, the sun had long since set and I squinted in the direction of the two figures.

		“That’s not Will,” Tina said, pulling me away. “Will’s taller and broader than him. It might be the manager woman and the guy who met us at the door. The Concierge guy.”

		“I wonder what they’re doing,” I mused but Tina was already pulling me around the corner of the house, onto a sloping grass verge that ran alongside the house towards the rear, where the lawn and pool areas were.

		Then we stopped. Standing outside one of the bedrooms, looking in through the tall windows was Parker, the guy we’d been chatting to earlier this evening. I half-turned, to avoid him but he’d already seen us, so we carried on, waving at him as we approached.

		“Hey there. How was your session?” he asked Tina, looking my wife up and down.

		“She had an excellent time,” I answered for her when she hesitated. “At least what I saw of it. Will and a couple of other gentlemen gave her all she wanted. Didn’t they?”

		I looked at Tina, unsure why I was lying about Will. It felt strange, him not being with us. Almost embarrassing, in an odd way.

		My wife took a breath, then nodded. She’d just been fucked silly by two hung studs but she still wasn’t used to talking about it candidly with strangers like this. “Yes, they did. I’ve done it before with a few guys, but I never thought I would like it this much with total strangers.” I must have flinched at those words because she looked back at me. “I’m sorry, babe. Didn’t mean to hurt your feelings.”

		Something caught Parker’s eye and for the first time, I turned to see what he’d been looking at. Through the window was another of the bedrooms and I realised it must be Room Two when I recognised Parker’s wife, Rowan on the bed. She was lying, resting between the two men I’d seen her with earlier and from the way that they were breathing heavily, they’d just been fucking. After a few seconds, when she recovered enough to look up, she saw the three of us staring at her through the window and immediately, she tried to sit up to cover herself but the Latino guy pulled her back down, whispering something comforting to her and smiling at us as he did.

		I’d already seen her sucking their cocks earlier, so she needn’t panic at me seeing her again but then I realised she was probably more startled by the fact that not only was Tina here too, but we were also standing with her husband. That must have seemed strange but after tonight, I questioned what strange even was.

		No sooner had she settled on the bed than the two bulls decided they needed another turn. Even as the big man pushed her on her back, raising her legs onto his shoulders, she seemed to wave at her husband through the window and he nodded, seemingly giving her his approval.

		“So, when do you folks go back to the UK?” Parker asked, turning away from the window and dragging my eyes to his face and away from his wife as the big guy pushed his cock inside her.

		“Monday,” Tina answered before I could find my voice. I glanced at Rowan again, watching the huge bull pound her into the bed. This was horny as hell. “Will is supposed to join us for our last day here. But he keeps disappearing. We’re not sure where he is. Have you seen him?”

		“Will is your regular bull?” Parker asked, his gaze alternating between me, Tina and the scene through the window.

		“He has been with us since Italy,” she replied. “Joe struggles a little with me seeing him so much. I just enjoy his company.”

		“You don’t like her playing, Joe?” Parker seemed surprised. I supposed he was more experienced at this than I was.

		“It’s complicated,” Joe replied and stepped away from the window, walking past him. I didn’t want to talk about this now. I needed to find our friend and get out of here and back to normality.

		Tina followed me but unfortunately, so did Parker. “Were the bulls in the room like your questionnaire responses?”

		What? What did any of this have to do with the questionnaire?

		“Joe didn’t know about the questionnaire,” Tina replied, glancing at me as we rounded the corner of the building towards the pool. “We told him it was a celebrity party.”

		“I see,” Parker replied. “Felt a little tricked. I wouldn’t have liked that either.”

		He put his hand on my shoulder and gave it a manly squeeze. What was he doing? I wasn’t comfortable talking about this but he continued. “Sometimes, people make choices they think are best for the people they care about, even if it turns out later it wasn’t. That doesn’t mean they don’t love or care about you. Try to keep that in mind.”

		I nodded at him politely, then took Tina’s hand.

		“Thanks for that, Parker,” I replied. He was a nice guy, I could tell that. He was trying to advise me on the best way forward but right now, I had questions to ask Tina about his questionnaire comment and we still needed to find our missing friend.

		Leaving the helpful American behind, we headed over to one of the seating areas, a circle of chairs beneath a sprawl of Elderberry trees and after helping ourselves to a couple of beers from the stocked mini-bar plugged in nearby, we sat and contemplated where to look next.

		“He has to be down at one of the fire pits or perhaps by the pool,” Tina suggested and she was probably right.

		“What did Parker mean by your bulls being like the questionnaire?” I asked, taking a sip from the beer and savouring its cool freshness.

		“When we find Will, I’ll explain everything,” she promised. The air was heavy and warm and full of the sound of singing cicadas still. Everything felt good and right. I didn’t want to push her for answers and spoil anything, despite a growing sense that she’d kept something from me.

		We sat there for a little while, away from the madness that had been earlier. It felt good to be normal again for a time, just Tina and I. From where we were sitting we could see a few of the married couples coming and going from Casa Del Grande Toro but still no sign of the big rugby player that had invited us here in the first place. Where the hell was he?

		After we’d finished our drinks, we got up and after walking past the lawn, we finally came out into the brightly lit rear of the property and the pool area, which was populated by a growing group of people.

		In the pool was one of the gorgeous wives I’d seen earlier, a pretty brunette with a figure to die for. She was topless, possibly naked although I couldn’t see properly beneath the surface, and around her was a throng of guys. It took us until we were close enough to the pool to see properly to realise what was going on. One guy behind her, waist-deep in the water, seemed to be fucking her from behind and the other men gathered around her were all naked. She had a dick in her mouth and another in each hand. It was a gangbang but then again, we were at a sex party, after all.

		And then, finally, of course, there was Will Barker, walking towards her through the water.
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		Revelation

		

		“That’s the woman… Anna, that we met earlier,” Tina said in a hushed voice as we approached the pool. She was right. I looked around and located the two men she’d come with her. Her husband, Freddie, was sitting on a poolside sun lounger, seemingly happy to watch his wife being freely used by the gang of men in the water with her. The other man, bigger and taller, was called Jim, if I remembered rightly, and he was striding towards the pool from wherever he’d been sitting.

		“Okay, that’s it.” His voice boomed out around the garden as he waved away the few guys that hadn’t had Anna yet. “I think she’s had enough.”

		I don’t think the woman in the pool agreed because she paid Jim no heed, continuing to suck the dicks in front of her hungrily like a porn actress. Will, however, stopped and stared at the big man standing by the pool’s edge.

		I watched as our friend’s mouth opened as if to say something but he didn’t. Instead, a palpable tension built up between the two men as they stared each other out for a moment before eventually, Will gave a resigned shrug. He was muttering something under his breath as he waded out of the pool and when he did, I realised he was naked.

		“Will,” I called out to him as we made our way towards where he was scooping up his clothes from a small pile on the pool patio. “Where have you been?”

		He turned at my voice and his face dropped. “I’m sorry. Something happened and I didn’t know how to handle it.”

		“What was that all about?” Tina asked as he dried himself off with a towel that I gathered must be someone else’s when he looked over his shoulder at the pool gathering and then tossed it away before anyone could see him using it.

		“The guy shouting at me?” Will shrugged as he dragged his pants up his legs. “I wanted to play with Anna but he’s pissed at me for what my brother did to him when we were young.”

		“You know each other?” I looked over my shoulder at Jim, who was now helping Freddie lift Anna out of the pool. Her face was covered in sticky, white cum, but neither her husband nor Jim - whose part in their relationship I didn’t understand - seemed to mind. Was Jim a lover of Anna’s, much like Will was to Tina? Or was he more than that? Will would never have taken charge of the situation and stopped a gangbang on Tina.

		“I didn’t recognise him at first. Jim and I went to the same school,” the rugby international explained. “He was a few years above me and my brother, Oliver, stole his girlfriend. Natasha, I think she was called. The funny thing is, I screwed Natasha too, but I don’t think he knows that.”

		“Or maybe he does,” Tina laughed, gazing a Will with a look of… adoration? “Either way, it’s a small world.”

		“It certainly is,” I agreed, then turned the conversation back to the matter of where he’d been all evening. “You said something happened earlier. What was it? You missed out on the fun part of the night and I needed you there, Will.”

		The tall rugby player finished buttoning his shirt and winced apologetically at me. “There’s a woman here… that I know. It’s complicated.”

		“Oh dear,” Tina chucked, covering her mouth with her hand in amusement. “So you’ve been dodging another one of your ex-girlfriends? I take it back. It’s a very small world.”

		“It’s not funny,” the former England captain complained, then looked around. The party by the pool had dissipated, Anna, Freddie and Jim had left and the other men were now scattered around the pool and lawn areas. “Can we go somewhere more private to talk?”

		“I was going to suggest the same thing,” Tina replied. “Why don’t we go back to the bedroom? Then you can explain about this woman and also, we need to tell Joseph about the questionnaire. One of the other husbands said something.”

		“Ah,” Will nodded, his handsome face examining mine. “Yeah. About that. Take me to your room. You can tell me what you got up to as well.”

		We headed back across the patio and up the small flight of steps to Casa Del Grande Toro but as soon as we headed inside, Will froze, quickly backtracking back outside.

		“What’s up?” Tina hissed, following him outside.

		“She’s in there,” he mumbled awkwardly. “Can we go somewhere else to talk?”

		I looked through the door but didn’t know who it was he was referring to. There were several people in the living area, a few of the wives and the masked Manager lady but then I saw her, the flame-haired woman with the Eastern European accent. Irina. I remembered that according to the Manager, she’d disappeared at the same time as Will. Everything started to make some sort of sense now.

		“I know where we could go,” Tina whispered, also looking back through the doorway into the main house, trying to ascertain who was the woman troubling Will. “Follow me.”

		Music was sounding from the speakers dotted around the grounds again and the balmy night had a party atmosphere once again, even though it was late now. A warm breeze carrying a faint scent of citrus swept around the corner of the house as we rounded it, heading towards the front courtyard once again.

		“Are you taking us where I think you’re taking us?” I asked. The moon was bright, its blue-white glow illuminating the pale pavement of the courtyard and painting it with long, creepy shadows of the palm trees that lined the property.

		“The guest house,” Tina smiled mischievously as we followed the path around the edge of the parking area. “I don’t know if we’re allowed in here or not, but let’s find out.”

		We reached the double doors that led inside the small building just in time, because a black limousine turned up at that moment, its driver getting out and heading towards the main house before being met by the familiar figure of The Manager at the main entrance.

		“Quick, inside,” I whispered, pushing the large form of Will Barker through the door in front of me. Tina had already entered and we joined her, finding ourselves in a small hallway with doors in front, right and left.

		“This way.” Tina peeked through the nearest door and then pushed it open. “There’s no one here.”

		“Wait,” I replied. I’d heard something. A sound that sounded like… sex. I stepped forward towards the door that the noise was coming from and eased it open just a fraction, enough to peer through. The sight on the other side stopped me dead in my tracks. A bank of monitor screens was in the long bedroom, showing the scenes from the bedrooms back in the main house, just like the big screen back in the Media Room.

		Tina squeezed in next to me and lowered her head to look through. “Holy shit,” she gasped.

		Sitting on a chair in front of the monitors was W. He’d taken his mask off but his back was turned, so I couldn’t see his face. His trousers were gone and he was jerking off as he alternated between watching the screens and what was going on nearby. On the wide, king-sized bed in the middle of the room was his wife, J. She was still wearing the vixen mask but that was all she had on. Behind her, fucking her hard in the doggy position was the man we’d been introduced to as The Concierge.

		“Wow,” I whispered into the darkness of the hallway. “This party is fucking crazy. Let’s go.”

		“Why?” Tina giggled. “They don’t know they’re here. Come on, let’s go into the other room. I want to do something.”

		I let her drag me by the hand away from the room that held W, J and The Concierge and into the room that she’d checked out earlier. Will followed us in, closing the door.

		“What did you see?” he asked.

		“W has a private feed to the bedrooms,” Tina explained. “He’s watching them and wanking off while The Concierge fucks his wife.”

		“Wow,” the rugby player replied, brushing a hand through his short blonde hair. “I don’t think they’d be too happy if they knew we’d seen them.”

		“Whatever,” Tina murmured, sitting on the edge of a desk and smiling. “What they don’t know won’t hurt them.”

		I looked around to see that we were in an office. The desk that Tina had perched herself on held a PC with a double-monitor setup and several filing cabinets lined the wall next to it. I daren’t turn the main light on in case we drew someone’s attention, so instead, I turned on the monitor screen, illuminating the room with its pale glow.

		“So what did you need to tell me?” I asked, sitting in the comfortable leather chair in front of the desk.

		“I knew it was a sex party,” Tina answered. “Will and I set everything up before even telling you. It said on the invitation that it was a hotwife party, so we thought it would be obvious but you didn’t seem to realise.”

		“Did it?” I replied. “It must have gone over my head. You said it was a celebrity party, so I just went with that.”

		“Tina and I had been talking and she told me that she was curious about sex parties,” Will continued. “I knew… well, I dated… a woman who came to these events and so I arranged for us all to come.”

		“I wanted to try it,” Tina added. “Will and I had to fill out a questionnaire, detailing our sexual experiences, preferences and fantasies. I only kept it from you until we were here because I thought you might freak out.”

		“You might have been right,” I admitted but smiled at my nervous-looking wife. “But I’m glad we’re here now. It’s been… interesting.”

		“And fun?” Tina asked, walking over and sitting on my lap to kiss me.

		“Yes, it was fun,” I confessed.

		“You haven’t told me what you did yet,” Will reminded me as she kissed me some more.

		“Well, I’ve got an idea.” Tina stood up and walked over to the big rugby player. “I’ll let Joseph tell you while you fuck me.”

		Will didn’t hesitate. He undid his trousers and got his cock out while Tina took off her dress, then he picked her up in his strong arms and lowered her onto his cock, pinning her back against the office wall to fuck her again.

		I told him everything as he fucked my wife; how I’d gone to the Media Room but not stayed after Tina had covered the camera with her panties. I divulged as many details as I could recall of what happened in the bedroom, including how Tina had taken Alfonso’s long, thick, black cock at the same time as Jin’s, with one man in her pussy and one in her ass.

		“Good girl,” Will complimented Tina as he kept thrusting his big dick into her. Then they kissed, fucking passionately while I continued telling him everything until I got to the part where they both came on her face and tits.

		With the story completed, Will lowered Tina onto the long couch that ran along the opposite wall of the office to the filing cabinets, where she obligingly opened her legs for him to get on top. As they fucked, I looked at the screen in front of me.

		“Whoa,” I exclaimed under my breath, seeing what was on the monitor properly for the first time; a folder with dozens of files but what caught my eye was the one labelled with our names. I double-clicked it and was astonished to see photos of us, the answers to the questionnaire and even a document that had Jin and Alfonso listed as ideal bulls. Did this mean the room selection hadn’t been as random as it appeared? Had it somehow been set up?

		There were files on everyone else too but what interested me even more was another folder named Fall Event, alongside the one we were in, listed as Summer Event. I clicked inside it and saw several more documents and files; names I didn’t recognise and then a large file named Event Plan.

		“This is so weird,” I murmured to myself. There was clearly much more to W and J than just their annual summer hotwife key parties. On a whim, I opened a browser, quickly logged into my email and then, after zipping all the files together, I sent them to myself.

		Then the door opened, and light flooded into the dim office. Quickly, I closed the browser window and folder and spun around in the chair to see three figures standing in the open doorway, silhouetted against the light.

		“Shit,” I heard Will curse as W, J and The Concierge all stepped into the room.

		“Please, don’t stop on our account,” W said softly. He didn’t sound angry but I couldn’t tell because he’d donned the stag mask once again and gotten dressed. J had a dressing gown wrapped around her as well as her mask and the perverted couple stared at Will and Tina, who were still wrapped around each other on the couch.

		“You really shouldn’t be touching that,” The Concierge informed me, striding across the room and turning the screen off.

		“I’m sorry,” I apologised, standing up. “I was just using the internet while waiting for…”

		“While waiting for your wife to fuck her bull in my private office,” W finished for me.

		“Um, yeah,” I replied, watching Tina and Will get up from the couch. J bent down and picked up her dress, then handed it to her but not before enjoying a good, long look at her naked body.

		“We never said you were allowed in the guest house,” J said. “You could get in a lot of trouble, coming in here and poking your nose around.”

		“It’s okay,” said another voice from behind them and the three of them turned around to see The Manager step into the room. “I know them. They’re trustworthy.”

		What?

		I stared at the blonde woman, who had removed her mask, recognising her. Now it all made sense. Will hadn’t been avoiding Irina. He’d been avoiding The Manager, his ex-girlfriend.

		“Hi, Roisin,” the big rugby player said, with a sheepish expression on his handsome face.

		“Hello, William,” she replied. “I’ve been waiting for you to grow a pair of balls and come talk to me.”

		Tina’s big brown eyes went wide as she looked from Will to Roisin and then back to Will again. “This is Roisin Matthews?”

		“I am,” The Manager nodded. “Hello, Tina. William had told me all about you. It’s nice to finally meet.”

		“Am I the reason you split up?” Tina asked, looking aghast at the situation she suddenly found herself in. Roisin must have seen them fucking.

		“Urgh,” The Concierge pulled a face. “This is awkward. I’m out of here.”

		W and J glanced at each other, sharing a look, before the man in the stag mask turned to Roisin. “This is the man you wanted to marry?”

		“Marry?” I spat out the word without meaning to, causing Will to give me a pleading look.

		“I asked him to marry me and he shit himself,” Roisin nodded.

		“I thought you said-” I began to say but Will silenced me with another look.

		“Roisin, can I talk to you alone?” The rugby player asked quietly. “I made a mistake when I said ‘no’. I’ve been meaning to talk to you but I had no idea it would be here.”

		“I organise these parties, William.” Roisin shook her head, exasperated. “Of course I’m here.”

		“I emailed W and he said you wouldn’t be here,” Will explained.

		All eyes turned to our hosts and W shrugged and then laughed beneath his mask. “Whoops.”

		“You set this up,” Roisin accused him but he simply continued to laugh, an oh-so-familiar sound until J took him by the arm and led him from the room. Then Roisin turned to Tina. “I’m fine with Will continuing to see you. As you’ve probably guessed, I’m into the lifestyle and fully understand his urges. He understands mine too, don’t you William?”

		The rugby player stood up, shifting his feet uncomfortably on the rich carpeted floor. “Please, can we talk privately?”

		“We’re going to head back to our hotel,” Tina replied, walking over and taking my hand to lead me from the room. “We’ll leave you to work things out.”

		“Thank you,” Will replied, kissing my wife on the cheek as we left. “I’ll catch up with you tomorrow.”

		“You better,” I made him promise.

		

		* * *

		

		“Here we go,” Leeroy announced as our limousine pulled up out front of our hotel. We’d taken no time in calling the number on his card once we’d left the guest house.

		We’d talked the whole way here, excited to discuss the revelation of The Manager being Will’s ex-girlfriend and the fact that he’d only bailed on their relationship after she’d asked him to marry her.

		“It’s a big deal, getting married,” I said. “Especially for someone like Will, who likes to play the field.”

		“But he’s found a woman who accepts that side of him,” Tina countered. “And who’s more than a match for him, I think.”

		“True,” I nodded. “Anyway, here we are.”

		Leeroy had gotten out of the car and opened the door for us.

		“Did you guys have a good time?” the tall, dark-skinned chauffeur asked as Tina stepped out of the car, holding her dress closed because she’d lost her panties at some point during the evening.

		“We had the best time,” my wife replied with a smile, then as I got out and stood next to her, she looked the handsome man up and down. “It doesn’t have to be over just yet.”

		“I’m paid to be at your service all night,” Leeroy smiled back. “If there’s anything else I can do, you only have to ask.”

		My wife looked at me with mischief in her brown eyes. I knew what she was going to ask from him. I sighed and nodded, giving her the okay.

		As Tina led him into the hotel, I realised the hotwife key party might be over, but our Los Angeles adventure wasn’t.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		“What are you looking at?” Tina asked me. I was on my laptop in our hotel room, watching our security feed from last night. Our house sitter, Sarah, had fucked the older guy all night but then in a twist of events, her boyfriend turned up the following morning and the three of them had enjoyed breakfast together in our kitchen. Then the older man kissed her goodbye and shook her boyfriend’s hand before leaving. What the fuck was going on there? I wasn’t happy that she’d had sex in our house, abusing our trust, but at the same time, I’d enjoyed watching the busty young brunette naked and having sex.

		“Nothing,” I replied, shutting down the security footage and opening my emails instead. “I’m just checking my emails.”

		“What a night.” Tina stretched out on the bed. We’d enjoyed breakfast in our room once Leeroy had left. The three of us had enjoyed an amazing night of sex but it had left us both incredibly tired today. We’d planned one final day of sightseeing but changed our minds and instead, we were now going to have a restful and relaxing day around the hotel and pool instead.

		“Have you heard from Will yet?” I asked her and she shook her head.

		“He’ll be in touch when he’s ready. It sounded like he had a lot to work out with Roisin.”

		“I’m not going to disagree with you.” I downloaded the zip file that I’d sent myself from W and J’s office and extracted it to my desktop. Then I clicked on the folder labelled Fall Event and skimmed through the files.

		“What’s that?” Tina said, sitting up and looking over my shoulder at the screen.

		“They’re files on different couples from all around the world,” I said in wonder, clicking through the documents. “Wow. This is crazy. And look, they don’t just host key parties. They do so much more.”

		I clicked the document named Event Plan and it opened up on the screen. A picture of a large, grand-looking mansion greeted us and I scrolled down, gasping at what I was reading.

		“Joseph,” Tina said, after taking a sharp intake of breath as we read the title, written in an eloquent, golden font. “What the fuck is The Hotwife Games?”

		

	
		Afterword

		

		What the fuck is The Hotwife Games? You’ll find out soon enough if you follow me on social media or my blog posts. Sorry for the teaser, but we’re not quite ready to tell you just yet what we have in store from the ACHE group next.

		

		If you enjoyed Tina and Joseph’s journey and haven’t read their two previous books, make sure to give them a read (links at the back of the book) and also, if you’re wondering what exactly was happening with Sarah, the house sitter, check out my Medium page for a short story explaining all.

		

		Thank you for reading The Hotwife Key Party: Tina and read on to see what’s next in the series.

		

	
		What’s Next?

		

		The Hotwife Key Party #2: Rowan

		

		Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them was sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

		

		Enter ‘Casa Del Grande Toro’, a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

		

		What Rowan and Parker don’t know is that they’ve been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.
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			Click here to order
		

		

		An ACHE Presentation

		

		The Hotwife Key Party

		

		The Hotwife Key Party is 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…

		
			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
		

		

	
		Also By Paul Garland

		

		The 1st ACHE Collaboration

		

		
			The Hotwife Key Party: Tina
		

		

		The Holiday Hotwives Series:

		

		
			Tina: Taking One For The Team
		

		

		
			Tina Takes Another One For The Team
		

		

		
			Kelly: Takes Two To Tango
		

		

		
			Stacy: Three’s A Crowd
		

		

		
			A Hotwife’s Christmas Roast
		

		

		Gemma: Four Little Words (coming soon)

		

		The Improper Investigations Series:

		

		
			A Hotwife’s Love Letter
		

		

		
			The Detective Hotwife
		

		

		The Thirst Games (coming soon)

		

		A Size Queen Story Series:

		

		
			Part 1: Great Lengths
		

		

		
			Part 2: Hard Feelings
		

		

		The Cuckold Collection Series:

		

		
			Size Matters
		

		

		
			Ex Appeal
		

		

		
			Dark Curiosity
		

		

		
			Locked Up
		

		

		
			Access Denied
		

		

		
			Access All Areas
		

		

		
			Cleaning Up
		

		

		The No Angels Novels Series:

		

		
			The School Reunion
		

		

		
			Dawn’s Dark Desires
		

		

		
			The Photo Shoot
		

		

		
			The Bad Crowd
		

		

		
			Katie’s Casting Call
		

		

		
			Sara’s Shocking Secret
		

		

		
			No Angels: The First Collection
		

		

		
			No Angels: The Second Collection
		

		

		The No Angels Stories Series:

		

		Tales of the Black Cats Club:

		

		
			#1: The Cat That Got The Cream
		

		

		
			#2: Cat Got Your Tongue?
		

		

		
			#3 Cat And Mouse
		

		

		The Photographer’s Secret Portfolio:

		

		
			#1: The Camera Doesn’t Lie
		

		

		
			#2: Camera Shy
		

		

		
			#3: Lights, Camera, Action
		

		

		The Sexy Season Stories Series:

		

		
			Tracy’s Trick or Treat
		

		

		
			A Cuckold’s Christmas Carol
		

		

		
			A Hallowe’en Hotwife House Party
		

		

		The Cerulean Archives Series:

		

		
			Hannah’s Helping Hands
		

		

		
			The One That Got Away… Until He Didn’t
		

		

		
			Perfectly Cucked!
		

		

		Over Cucked! (coming soon)

		

		The Cerulean Erotica Presents Series:

		

		
			The Dream Holiday Nightmare
		

		

		
			What Would You Do?
		

		

		
			A Seduction in Sorrento
		

		

		
			A Friend in Need
		

		

		
			Beth and her Boss
		

		

		
			Costa Del Cuck
		

		

		
			The Complete 6-Book Bundle
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		About the Author

		

		Paul Garland is an author of erotic novels and short stories, guaranteed to keep you turning the lust-filled pages until the early hours of the night. He lives with his wife and two children in a small house in the suburbs of Sheffield, England along with a lazy green budgerigar, an African Grey parrot that curses and a tubby tabby cat who would love to eat either. (Preferably the vulgar-tongued parrot.)

		

		He has been writing since the turn of the millennium but only turned to the erotica genre in 2018 with his Cerulean Erotica Presents series and No Angels series of books which rapidly gained him a following. In 2020, he began ‘The Cuckold Collection,’ a brand new collection of cuckold-themed books and two new series of shorter stories: The No Angels Stories, The Sexy Season Stories and The Cerulean Archives. 2022 began two series, Holiday Hotwives and A Size Queen Story and 2023 will introduce two new series, Improper Investigations and ‘The Sevens.’

		

		You can connect with me on:

		

		 http://www.paulgarland.net

		

		 http://www.twitter.com/eroticapaul

		

		 http://www.facebook.com/paulgarlanderotica

		

		 http://www.instagram.com/paulgarland

		

		 https://medium.com/@belgarionten

		

		 https://www.patreon.com/paulgarland

		

		Subscribe to my newsletter:

		

		 https://storyoriginapp.com/giveaways/7375561e-1ec9-11eb-a48c-6f06a9bd6d9e
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