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Victor – Juliet – Charlie

When police raid a large house in an exclusive London suburb expecting to find women forced into the sex trade by human traffickers, all they find are very attractive young women reaping the benefits of being the playthings of older Russian oligarchs. While most of the officers consider their evening wasted, Lynne, a WPC, sees things differently. Having witnessed a young blonde woman tied to a bed being used by two men, she finds herself both excited and painfully aware that her own life isn’t as exciting as it should be.

As the raiders ‘debrief’ over a few drinks at the pub, Lynne confesses to Joey, an old friend and ex-lover, how much the experience had affected her. And when a young, handsome PC joins their conversation, she realises that this may be the perfect opportunity for her to have a little fun of her own…
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Chapter One

The mood in the squad car was downcast as they made their way back to the station yet, though exhausted, Lynne was secretly buzzing from the experience. It was approaching midnight and they’d spent the last three hours on a wild goose chase.

“What a waste of fucking time that was.” Darren, the front-seat passenger, opened his window a couple of inches and spat out his chewing gum. “We’ve been played.”

There were nods of agreement from the other three men in the car. Lynne felt she should agree with them, but smiled to herself in the darkness. A few hours earlier, their station had received an anonymous tip-off about a party planned for that evening at a private residence in Knightsbridge. The informant had assured them the amusement for the men at the party would be eastern European women forced into the sex trade by human traffickers. A magistrate was contacted, and a warrant issued. Off-duty officers had been called in at short notice. Almost thirty officers had been involved in the raid.

What they’d found inside the large house were some filthy-rich Russian oligarchs and some attractive young ladies. Everyone present had indeed been involved in some sort of sexual activity when the police arrived, and it was highly improbable that the women were supplying their services for free.

But the women weren’t victims of human trafficking, and they certainly hadn’t been forced into the sex trade against their will. They were living the high-life and reaping the benefits.

The officer driving the car was a guy with over twenty years’ service in the Met. “When the shit hits the Chief Super’s fan tomorrow, he’ll make sure none of it lands on him. Someone from CID will end up back on the beat after this fiasco.”

Lynne was one of three officers in the back seat. On her left was Aaron, a twenty-four-year-old constable from Swansea. “I don’t think it was a total waste of time. I saw more minge tonight than I’ve seen since I got to London.”

The others giggled, although probably not as loudly as they would have done had Lynne not been in the car. She’d been one of six WPCs involved in the raid, supposedly to comfort and reassure the women after they’d been rescued from their modern-day slavery ordeal. She smiled along with the lads’ banter for the rest of the journey, but agreed with Aaron about the evening not being a complete waste. Tonight’s fruitless operation had been rather entertaining—and very enlightening. It had certainly made her think hard about her personal life.

The car pulled into the station carpark and the officers climbed out. There’d be a quick debrief, and then they’d head off in their different directions. Some would continue with their shift, some would go home, and others would call for an after-hours drink to wind down. Lynne had every intention of heading straight to the pub.

They assembled in the briefing room. DI Watts stood up and addressed the collection of uniformed and plain-clothed officers.

“Okay, ladies and gents, can I have your attention please?”

All murmurings in the crowded room stopped immediately.

“Firstly, I’d like to thank you all for your work tonight. I know some of you were supposed to be off-duty, and I’m sorry your personal time was interrupted.

“We all know that slavery is a very real and serious problem, and that’s why we had to follow this lead. But the information was obviously false, and we need to find out if this was something to piss us off, or to make us look in the wrong direction.

“It was a fuck-up, but it wasn’t your fuck-up. I’m sure there are lessons to be learned from tonight’s events, but I want to thank you all for your services.”

Lynne smiled along with most people in the audience. This was why everyone liked DI Watts—he didn’t have his head up his own arse.

“Even though there were no arrests, I’m afraid there’ll be paperwork for you all to write up.”

Groans filled the room.

Watts held up his hand apologetically. “Hopefully we’ll be able to make it simple box-ticking for most. I don’t want you all writing similar reports about a wasted evening when you should be out there helping the public. Right, that’s it, back to work—or to whatever you were doing before this mess happened.”

The chatter started up again as the officers filed out of the room.

Lynne passed a couple of the guys from her shift and smiled. “You pair calling for a beer before you go home?”

Steve shook his head. “Sorry, I can’t make it tonight.”

Joey nodded. “I’ll be there, but I still need to finish something off before I can leave.”

“Okay, see you later.” Lynne headed off to the locker room. She didn’t bother to change out of her uniform, but removed her jacket and shoes and put on her long grey trench coat and normal shoes. Although the heels weren’t particularly high, they looked better with her nylons and skirt than the flat lace-ups she wore on duty.

The Rampart—commonly referred to by the Bobbies as The Rampant—was a small back-street pub owned by a former policeman. It was just around the corner from their station and a regular haunt for Lynne when working the eleven ’til eleven shift. Inside it was small, like sitting in someone’s living room with an open fire and comfortable chairs. On a cold evening like this one, it was the perfect place to wind down after a twelve-hour shift.

When Lynne walked into the pub, there were a dozen or so people already there, all coppers, the regular customers having left at least an hour earlier. Considering their night was deemed wasted time by their superiors, the atmosphere in the pub was jovial. Many of the lads were laughing and telling stories of what they’d seen in the rooms they’d been assigned to search.

Lynne ordered a bottle of Beck’s.

“Did you see the tall redhead?” Rick stood at the end of the bar with two other men, but was talking to the whole room.

Bob was sitting by the fire. “The one in the high leather boots?”

Lynne wasn’t surprised Bob had noticed her. His wife was a very pretty redhead, so he probably had a preference for that colouring.

“Yeah. Jesus, what a body. Three men were naked and taking turns at her.”

A few of the other men muttered among themselves.

The women had been gathered from the many bedrooms and taken into one of the large reception rooms downstairs, where it soon became obvious they weren’t victims of human-traffickers. But it had given the officers a chance to have a good look at them, though they’d been allowed to get dressed by then.

Aaron was standing by the fire. “We walked in on one of the blondes getting spit-roasted by two men old enough to be her father.”

Gerry, a bald sergeant in his early fifties, scoffed at him. “Well, that’s the sort of men these young girls go for. Men with experience—not virgins like you.”

“Fuck off, I’m not a virgin.” Aaron’s Welsh accent was conspicuous in the bar room full of English officers.

Rick placed an arm around his shoulder. “Sheep don’t count, mate.” 

Aaron frowned. “Don’t they? Oh, right. Maybe I’m technically still a virgin, then.”

The others laughed. Aaron had obviously learned since arriving in London that it was easier to play along with the sheep-shagging jokes if he wanted to be accepted as one of the lads. Lynne wandered over to the table to join Jenny and Chrissie, two of the other WPCs who’d been at the raid. She slipped off her coat and sat down.

Lynne and Jenny were Rampart regulars, but Chrissie had two kids at primary school so usually went straight home after her shift.

Jenny leaned over to Lynne. “What did you find in your room?”

She considered how to answer. “I found a girl half my age having more fun than I’ve ever had, and earning a lot more money than I ever will.”

“You’re not wrong there. Did you see their clothes? One of them had an outfit that probably cost more than my car.”

Chrissie nodded. “And they say crime doesn’t pay.”

Joey finally arrived. “Hiya. Room for a little one?”

The women smiled and moved up to make space for him to sit down.

Lynne looked at Chrissie. “Was it a crime, though? I don’t think they were really doing anything illegal. The men have money coming out of their ears and their wives are over a thousand miles away in Moscow. Men like that probably have girls in every city.”

Joey frowned. “But prostitution’s still a crime.”

“There’s no evidence the girls were being paid.”

He snorted. “Women who look like that wouldn’t be taking ugly, hairy blokes three at a time for nothing.”

Lynne nodded. “You’re right. But I was chatting to a couple of the girls, and the way they justified their behaviour made sense. They’re young, and they know they’re not going to be able to live like this forever. There are countless rich men willing to throw money at women for a bit of fun.”

“Fun?” Joey was smiling.

“Well, it looked like fun to me.” Lynne held eye contact with him.

Lynne and Joey had enjoyed a very brief fling one night a couple of years earlier. Joey was recently separated from his wife when he and Lynne attended a residential training course. One drink had led to another, and they’d ended up in bed. Shortly afterwards, and before they got the chance of a repeat performance, Joey had tried to reconcile with his wife. Lynne had been hurt and felt guilty for what happened—she’d never have slept with him if she’d thought he still wanted to be married. He’d apologised, explained how much he liked her but that he wanted to work things out with his wife for the sake of his children. Lynne and Joey remained friends, but his marriage had failed again a few months later. He was now divorced.

Chrissie downed her drink. “Well, I’ll be standing at the school gates in less than eight hours, and I can’t do that with a hangover. See you all tomorrow.”

The others bid her goodnight and went back to their conversations. “How many men were there altogether?”

Jenny was quick with the answer. “Fourteen men, six women. That’s the sort of ratio I’d like.”

“Yeah…” Joey pulled a face. “But I’m pretty sure you’d choose different men. One of the guys was so hairy I actually thought he was wearing a suit when I saw him. The only place he didn’t have any hair was on the top of his head. It was even growing out of his ears.”

“You’re only jealous,” Jenny teased.

He nodded. “Too bloody right. Money in the bank means it doesn’t matter if you’re butt-ugly, you still get gorgeous women. Look at some of those professional footballers! No women would look at them twice if they worked at Tesco. But they’ve all got gorgeous wives—models, dancers, actresses or some such. Fucking hell, if I’d known that at school, I’d have tried harder in PE.”

The women laughed, and Jenny stood up. “Who wants another drink?”

Joey held up his almost-empty pint of lager and Lynne showed the label of her bottle.

As Jenny headed for the bar, Lynne looked at Joey. “What group were you with in the raid?”

“I was with Rick and Dennis in DS Mullen’s team.”

“So you saw the redhead?”

Joey’s eyes widened. “What a babe. Three of them lined up on the bed and she was probably working her way across them. She had on a leather dog collar and these long high-heeled boots. It was like a scene from a porno.”

Lynne leaned close so her shoulder pressed against his. “Did it turn you on?”

“Well let’s put it this way, if the guys had attacked me I wouldn’t have needed my truncheon. I could have defended myself with my hard-on.”

“I doubt that would have saved you. I’ve seen it, don’t forget.”

He smiled and looked embarrassed at the same time, his dark brows lowered over clear blue eyes. There was definitely still an attraction there—on both sides.
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Chapter Two

Jenny returned with their drinks. “Here you go. Joey, I got you Fosters, is that right?”

“If it’s cold, wet and contains alcohol it’ll be perfect. Cheers.”

Lynne put down her empty bottle and picked up the full one. She clinked necks with Jenny, who was also drinking Beck’s. “Thanks. Joey was just telling me he got a stiffy watching the redhead do her tricks.”

Joey sighed and shook his head.

Jenny laughed. “I’m not surprised—even I fancied her, and I’m straight.”

Lynne lowered her voice. “Did you see the very petite blonde girl?”

The others nodded.

“I was chatting to her downstairs. She said that she shared an apartment with one of the other girls, Cheryl, but I’m not sure which one she was. Anyway, she told me they lived in a penthouse in Kensington which is paid for by these Russians. Those men are only over here three or four weeks a year, but the rent gets paid for them every month, all year long.”

Jenny’s eyes widened with disbelief. “Jesus, I should start charging the men I shag.” She sighed and looked down at her thick thighs straining against the trousers of her uniform. “But I doubt they’d pay me enough to cover the rent on my bedsit in Lewisham.”

Lynne smiled. “And these Russians aren’t the only men they see. The little blonde said she’d spent last week on a yacht in the Aegean with five Greek businessmen.”

Joey grimaced. “Five guys and her? Wow, I bet she was sore.”

Jenny slapped his arm. “You filthy beast. Haven’t you ever heard of lube?”

“And last month she spent a week in a villa by the Red Sea with three Arabs. They have a thing for blonde white women, apparently.”

Jenny shook her head. “It’s another world, eh? Makes you wonder why we’re on this side of the line when all the fun seems to happen on the other side.”

Two more policemen entered the pub. Lynne didn’t know either of them, but recognised them from the raid earlier. They looked over and one of them nodded at Joey. While they were getting served, she asked him who they were.

“They’re with the Serious Crime unit in Kent. They’re working on human trafficking full time and since they were here anyway, Watts invited them on the raid.”

Lynne nodded thoughtfully. The younger of the two men was really good-looking. She glanced back to see the knowing smirk on Joey's face. “What?”

“Can't think why you might be asking.”

“I was just wondering.” She leaned closer so that Jenny wouldn’t hear, but that turned out to be unnecessary; her mate was suddenly deep in conversation with someone from the next table. Lynne winked at Joey. “You’re not the only one who was turned on by what they saw tonight.”

Joey dropped his voice, leaning closer. “So, what was it you saw that turned you on?”

“Mind your own business.”

He pressed his arm against hers. “Come on, spill the beans. Which bedroom were you assigned to anyway?”

“One of the ones on the top floor.”

Joey nodded. “I assume the petite blonde was in there?”

“She was one of them. There were two girls and four blokes.”

“Maybe the other woman was Cheryl.”

“Yeah, I suppose she could have been.”

“What did she look like?”

“Taller, with a short, dark bob hairstyle.”

“I know the one.” He winked. “Were they acting as a tag team?”

“No. The dark-haired one was kneeling on the floor giving two guys alternate blowjobs.”

“Ooh, sexy. And the tiny blonde?”

“She was tied to the bed with a guy at each end.”

Joey stared off into space as if imagining the scenes, then glanced back at Lynne. “So, what was it that gave you the buzz? The idea of being tied up or having two guys at once?”

She looked deep into his eyes and opened her mouth as if about to confess all, then grinned and sipped her drink.

“Lynne!”

“Sorry, Joey. That’s something you’ll just have to wonder about.”

He looked like he was about to press for more details when the two late arrivals from the Kent force came over to their table.

“Mind if we join you?” The older of the two had spoken, and immediately Jenny pushed the chair opposite out with her foot.

“Thanks.” He took the proffered chair, and his young, good-looking partner sat directly opposite Lynne.

The older guy did the introductions. “I’m Pete, this is Nathan.”

“Jenny. This is Lynne and Joey.”

The group nodded and smiled at each other, and Lynne was pleased when Nathan held her gaze for a split-second longer than he did with the others.

Jenny leaned towards Pete. “So, what do you lads think about tonight’s disaster?”

Pete smiled. “It wasn’t really a disaster. A disaster would have been if one of the Russians did something stupid like brought out a gun and someone had been hurt or worse.”

The others murmured their agreement.

Pete sipped his beer. “These things happen—we often get bad intel. It’s the traffickers’ way of keeping us busy elsewhere.”

Joey put his glass down. “Do you think they were making sure we looked the wrong way tonight?”

“Maybe. Or it could have been to waste our time. Or it may have been someone who doesn’t like the Russians.” He shrugged. “It could even have been a jealous boyfriend of one of the whores—that happens, too. In most cases, we never find out the reason they did it.”

Lynne could sense Nathan checking her out, and it excited her. She turned to look back at him and held his gaze. He smiled and she experienced a warm tingle inside. He had big brown eyes with long lashes. When he smiled she saw white, even teeth and dimples in his cheeks. She wanted to hear his voice.

“So,” she asked. “What scene did you interrupt?”

“Pardon?”

She could tell he hadn’t got a clue what she was talking about. “Sorry, we were just telling each other what had been going on inside the rooms we’d barged into.”

“Oh, right.” He smiled again and shook his head. “I didn’t go in any of the rooms. I was in the garden in case anyone made a break for it.”

Pete looked at Lynne. “Nathan’s actually only shadowing our unit as part of his training. When we found out he’s a rugby player we decided to leave him to tackle all the runners.”

Lynne looked back at the young officer. He had broad shoulders, big arms and a slim waist. She wouldn’t mind him tackling her.

“What about you, Pete? Have you got the body of a sportsman?” Jenny was being her usual flirty self.

Nathan snorted. “Yeah, a darts player.”

Pete laughed. “Cheeky sod.”

“Right, my round.” Joey got to his feet.

They all gave their orders and he headed off to the bar. Jenny was concentrating her attention on Pete, so this left Lynne and Nathan by themselves at one end of the table.

“So, how long are you in London for?” She tried to make it sound like a friendly, casual question.

“We’re going back tomorrow. Should have been back by now, but when we heard about the raid we decided to tag along and sleep in a couple of free cells.”

“That’s the sort of commitment we need in the force.”

Nathan grimaced, showing what he really thought about sleeping in a cell. “So, how long you been in the force, then?”

“Eighteen years.”

His eyes went wide. “No, you can’t have.”

She smiled. “Thank you, but it’s true.”

He looked disbelievingly at her. “Are you winding me up?”

“I wish I was. I joined when I left school after my A-levels.”

“You started at eighteen, and you’ve done eighteen years?”

Lynne nodded. “Yeah, sad isn’t it? Half my life’s been spent as a copper.”

“Are you seriously telling me you’re thirty-six?”

She glanced to either side as if checking for eavesdroppers, then leaned forward and whispered. “Don’t say it too loud.”

He laughed, shook his head. “I honestly thought you were about ten years younger than that.”

“God, I wish I was. But thank you, you’ve made my night.”

Nathan shook his head. “I’m serious, you really don’t look that old.”

“Okay, don’t spoil it now by reminding me that thirty-six is that old.” Lynne saw Joey struggling with the round. “So, before I go and help carry the drinks, depress me. How old are you?”

“Twenty-three.”

“Oh, God.” Lynne stood up and went to the bar. She couldn’t believe Nathan was so young—she’d thought he was about twenty-eight.

Joey was obviously grateful. “If you carry the two bottles and a pint, I’ll carry the other two pints.”

“Okay. Whose is which?”

“You carry that one back to Nathan. I’m sure he’d enjoy getting it from you.” He shot her a cheeky grin.

Lynne moved close. “Well, I wouldn’t mind giving it to him.”

“Looks like whatever you saw tonight really got your motor running.”

“Hmm.” Lynne narrowed her eyes at him, then smiled and walked back to the table. She knew he’d be watching her bum and legs as he followed.

Having passed out the drinks, Joey sat back next to Lynne, a little closer than before. His leg and hip touched hers, and their arms were pressed so close she could feel his body heat. She remembered their night of passion and squeezed her legs together.

She noticed Nathan was still stealing glances at her, which made her feel good about herself. Jenny was probably feeling pretty good too, enjoying an exclusive tête-à-tête with Pete.

Joey started a friendly conversation with Nathan. “So, how long have you been with the force?”

“Almost two years. I started straight after Uni.”

Lynne smiled at him. “Ooh, brains as well as looks.”

Nathan’s mouth dropped open, but she could see he was flattered as well as surprised.

Pete leant into their conversation. “He’s a bright lad— been put forward for the High Potential Development Scheme but his DI feels he needs to see wider police work in action, first. So he’s been stuck with an old bugger like me.”

“What was your degree in, Nathan?” Lynne looked straight into his big, beautiful eyes and imagined the success he’d probably had with all the female undergraduates.

“Sports Science. My original plan was to be a PE teacher, but when I found out you’re not allowed to hit the naughty kids I became a copper instead.”

Joey laughed. “Well, we’re not officially allowed to hit the naughty kids, either.”

Nathan’s eyes seemed to be drawn to Lynne’s chest. She wore a black bra under her white blouse. It wasn’t usually a problem because she wore the uniform jacket on duty, but she’d left that in her locker. She liked the idea of being fancied by someone so much younger.

“Do you realise I’m more than fifty-percent older than you are?”

“I thought it better not to mention it.”

Lynne smiled at him again. “Brains, looks and tact. You’ve probably got a lovely young girl waiting for you back in Kent.”

“No, I’m single. Girls don’t want someone who works most Friday and Saturday nights.”

“Occupational hazard for all of us.” Joey’s stoical tone didn’t fool Lynne—she knew how much he missed his kids.

“Are you two single, then?”

They both nodded.

“Have you ever been married?” Nathan asked

Joey laughed. “Yeah, but not to each other.”

Nathan’s dimples appeared again. “How long for?”

Lynne answered first. “I got married when I was your age, but it only lasted a couple of years.”

Joey sighed theatrically. “I served a ten-year sentence. Two kids, seven and five.”

Nathan nodded towards Pete. “He’s going through a divorce at the moment. Came home early to find his neighbour getting a lot more than a cup of sugar.”

Lynne watched Jenny flirting with Pete. “He seems to be getting over it.”

Joey pushed his arm against hers. “Looks like he’ll be getting over her later.”

A warm tingle between Lynne’s legs made her think tonight might not be as disappointing as their superiors had said.
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Chapter Three

Nathan pushed his chair back. “Okay, who’s ready for another drink?”

While Nathan was at the bar, Joey nudged Lynne. “I still think about our night together, you know. I’m sorry about how things…”

She placed her hand on his. “I know. And I also know how much you love your kids, and that you had to try.”

He nodded towards the bar. “That lad can’t keep his eyes off you.”

Her hand was still on Joey’s. “Yeah, I noticed that.”

“You’re almost old enough to be his mother.”

“Not quite, but thanks for pointing it out.”

“He’s young and fit, though.” Joey watched Nathan at the bar.

“Yeah, I’d noticed that, too.”

Joey held his hand next to his mouth and distorted his voice to sound like it was coming through a two-way radio. “So, are you thinking it may be nice to treat yourself to a foxtrot-uniform-charlie-kilo?”

Lynne chuckled and copied him, though she didn’t try to do the static-voice. “I may be more in the mood for a tango-hotel-romeo-echo-echo-sierra-oscar-mike-echo.” She watched Joey’s face as he worked out the word ‘threesome’ and smiled when his eyes widened.

His hand kept hold of its invisible radio. “Are we talking a Juliet-Romeo-Juliet type of set-up?”

She laughed. “That’s a negative. There’ll be only one Juliet present, and that’ll be me. But there will be two Romeos – or should I say a Victor and a Charlie. Or a Mike and an Oscar. But definitely two men, and me.”

Nathan returned with their drinks.

Lynne pointed at the tray he’d used to carry them all. “See what a university education can do, Joey?”

Joey looked at Nathan. “She only came to help me so she could get a better look at my arse.”

Lynne snorted. “Dream on. If that was the reason, I’d have helped Nathan.”

The young officer blushed again.

Joey picked up his pint. “Cheers, Nathan. I think Lynne’s being so forward tonight because she saw something going on in one of the bedrooms that’s turned her on.”

“Oh yeah?” Nathan turned his big brown eyes in Lynne’s direction.

She’d been about to take a drink when she froze, the neck of the bottle almost touching her lips.

Joey smiled suggestively. “Is that a clue?”

Lynne was half-tempted to put her tongue to the rim of the neck, but decided it wouldn’t be appropriate, setting it back on the table.

Nathan smiled. “You don’t have to tell us details if you’re shy.”

“Thank you.” She turned to Joey. “See? That’s how a gentleman behaves.”

He ignored her and leaned closer to Nathan. “We already know it’s either being tied to the bed or getting two men doing her at once.”

Lynne felt the heat in her face. “Oh, for God’s sake! Why not tell everyone in the pub?”

Joey pled innocence, palms up. “I’m only letting Nathan know exactly what sort of pervert he’s buying drinks for.”

“Thanks!”

Nathan was smiling broadly when Pete leaned and whispered something in his ear. He nodded in reply and Pete stood up, heading for the toilets.

Joey and Lynne looked at each other and smiled. Jenny had obviously pulled.

Jenny stood up. “Right, I’ll be getting off.”

Joey burst out laughing. “I’m sure you will.”

Jenny turned bright red and slapped his arm. “Bugger off. I meant that I’m—”

“We know what you meant, Jen. See you tomorrow.”

Jenny walked out of the pub, her cheeks still red. When Pete emerged from the toilets a couple of minutes later, he smiled as if a little embarrassed and followed Jenny outside.

The three remaining at the table shared looks and drank in relative silence for a couple of minutes.

Lynne cleared her throat, hardly able to believe she was about to do this. “I was wondering… if you two would rather have a nightcap back at my place. I’ve got a nice bottle of Cointreau I save for special occasions.”

The two men exchanged glances. Both nodded in unison.

“Good. Come on, we won’t even need a cab.”

The three of them said their goodbyes to the rest of their mates and headed outside. It was a chilly evening and their breaths condensed in the air as they walked the ten minutes back to her place, Lynne strolling in the middle, her heart racing. What exactly did she want to happen tonight? She thought again about the petite blonde, tied spread-eagled on the bed with two men using her body.

“Did you grow up round here?”

She didn’t know if Nathan was being polite or actually interested. “No, I grew up in Reading, and that’s where I started on the force. I transferred to the Met, lived in Enfield for a couple of years, then Hammersmith. I’ve been here in Camden for just over four years.”

Her semi-detached house was halfway along a quiet street. She showed them into the living room then went to fetch the Cointreau and three glasses from the kitchen. The men had removed their uniform jackets and were sitting on her couch. She knelt on the carpet next to the coffee table and poured three large measures. She wondered if the men noticed her hand shaking slightly.

They all raised their glasses.

Joey’s eyes met hers. “To special occasions.”

She took a large gulp, relishing the warm sensation travelling down her throat and chest. The liqueur was sweet, and the thick viscous consistency felt somehow erotic, although that was probably more due to the two hunky men sitting in her lounge watching her drink it.

There was an awkward silence. Even Joey’s sense of humour seemed to have failed him. The two men were watching her, no doubt wondering where tonight was going to lead. They were both handsome and sexy, though in different ways. Lynne fancied them both, and knew this was the closest she’d ever been to doing something like this.

She considered the options in the living room. The couch and armchair were both good for sex—she’d used them before, more than once. But it wasn’t the best location for what she had in mind.

She took a breath and broke the quiet.

“That girl on the bed… she looked so tiny. She was only about five feet tall anyway, and the bed was huge.”

Lynne’s voice sounded strange in her ears. In the pub, everyone had their own way of talking about their night; comic anecdotes had mixed with observations delivered as if giving evidence in court. But here, her voice was quiet, intimate—as if revealing a secret to a confidant. The men didn’t interrupt.

“She was lying on her back and tied to the bed. The headboard was leather, so they’d secured her wrists and ankles with silk scarfs to the corner legs. The two men were much older than her, and both much bigger. She looked like a fragile doll. One guy was kneeling between her legs…”

Lynne considered how best to describe what the man was doing to the blonde. She decided the Russian hadn’t been making love.

“He was fucking her. The other guy was kneeling facing the door, his dick pushed into her mouth. When we showed up, the men froze where they were. They stared at us open-mouthed, but neither of them tried to remove his dick from the girl.”

“Can’t say as I blame them.” Finally, Joey’s humour had returned.

She continued her story in the same soft voice. “It wasn’t until our DS told them to get off the bed that they withdrew. I went to untie her. When she’d put her clothes on I took her downstairs, and while we were alone she asked me if it had turned me on. I tried to laugh it off, but she claimed she’d seen something in my expression when I first went into the room.”

“Was she right?” Nathan’s voice was as hushed as Lynne’s.

She looked at his handsome face, his dark, intelligent eyes shining in the lamplight, then glanced at Joey, who appeared to be holding his breath.

She nodded. “Yeah, the scene turned me on a lot.”

Joey sat forwards slightly. “Which part?”

She took a breath, hesitating. There was absolute silence while she looked from one man to the other. Finally, she shrugged. “All of it. I imagined being tied to a bed and having two men stroking me all over and using my body for their pleasure. And…”

“What?” Joey prompted.

Lynne took a breath, wondering whether to reveal this part or not. What the hell. “And she suggested I join her for a night with the Russians.”

“What?” Joey looked incredulous. “You can’t be serious.”

“I don’t know if she was serious or not, but obviously I said no.”

“Why?” Nathan was smiling.

“Because the Russians were all ugly. Whereas I have two very handsome men of my own to fulfil my needs.” Lynne blushed. “But when she asked for my number, I gave it. I could do with a trip on a yacht.”

Lynne looked at the men for a couple of seconds, then slowly got to her feet. Standing in the middle of her living room, she held her hands out to them. They got up from the couch and moved to either side of her. Joey reached out a hand and touched her arm. She tilted her head up and kissed him gently on the lips. Then she turned to Nathan and kissed him, too.

Both men started to stroke her through her clothes, and Lynne closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensation of their caresses. Hands gently traced along her arms, back, waist, hips. One of the men cupped a breast through her blouse and bra and she moaned.

She became aware of fingers undoing the buttons of her blouse. Another pair of hands undid the fastener and zip of her skirt. Lynne opened her eyes to see Nathan pushing her blouse gently back off her shoulders, and Joey sliding her skirt down over her hips. She stepped out of the skirt and stood facing them in her underwear. Her black silk panties matched her bra and she was glad she’d worn black hold-up stockings rather than tights. The hunger in the men’s eyes excited her. She cleared her throat.

“Would you two please take me to bed?” 
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Chapter Four

Lynne led the way, with Joey immediately behind her and Nathan following him. She liked the idea of them staring at her backside as she walked up the stairs.

Once in the bedroom, Lynne whipped the curtains shut. This was something she definitely didn’t want her neighbours to witness. She stood by the side of the bed and Nathan and Joey approached her. Their strokes and caresses resumed and Lynne closed her eyes, enjoying being the centre of their attention. Two strong arms wrapped around her, fingers at her bra strap.

She opened her eyes and looked up into Nathan’s face as he removed her bra and dropped it on the floor. She was proud of her boobs and had often been complimented on them. They weren’t overly big, but were firm and well-rounded, with dark brown nipples set in small areolas. His hands cupped her breasts, the thumbs stroking the already taut nipples. She let out a groan. He pulled her close to kiss her again, and her breasts crushed against his shirt. She could feel the erection inside his trousers pushing against her soft belly.

Joey was standing close behind her, his hands stroking her bum through the material of her panties. As she broke the kiss with Nathan she turned round to face him, pushed her breasts against his chest and kissed him, too. Joey’s hands slid up her body and stroked the sides of her boobs. He also had an erection straining against his uniform.

Lynne pulled back and looked at the two men. She was a little breathless. “I seem to be wearing considerably less than you two.”

Joey smiled. “Yeah, and you look pretty good like that.”

“Thank you, but I think you two would also look pretty good without those clothes on.” She started to undo Nathan’s tie, then his shirt buttons.

Then she turned towards Joey and did the same to him. Nathan slid his shirt off his broad shoulders. His chest was wide and completely hairless, his waist narrow. The muscles in his abs and upper arms were well-defined—he definitely worked out. Joey was less bulky but still in good shape. He had a smattering of dark hair on his chest and arms.

Lynne’s fingers moved to Joey’s belt, unbuckling it. He undid the button and zip of his trousers and pushed them down his thighs. As she turned to start on Nathan’s, she saw he’d already removed his trousers, shoes and socks. Wearing only a pair of white cotton boxers, Nathan seemed like a dream—handsome face with a fabulous body. By now Joey had also removed his trousers and Lynne glanced between them, both sporting bulges in their underwear. Lynne’s heart pounded in her chest: the two men in her bedroom were far more attractive than the Russians who’d been with the tiny blonde earlier.

She slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slowly pushed them down her legs to her feet. Still wearing her shoes and stockings, she stepped out of her panties and stood between the men. They closed in until they were all standing in a close huddle. Hands moved over her waist, breasts, hips, bum and thighs. She tilted her head up and kissed Joey, then Nathan.

A hand moved down her belly to her pubic hair, then further down to between her thighs, gently tracing a finger over the wet opening of her sex. Nathan bent over and took one of her nipples into his mouth. She cradled his head in her hands and looked into Joey’s eyes. He smiled, then ran his hand down her back, over her bum and between her thighs. He dropped to his knees and kissed her hips, her belly. He ran a tongue through her pubic hair, and she heard him inhale. She could smell her own arousal.

Nathan also dropped to his knees, and Lynne looked down at the two men worshipping her body. Joey slowly rolled one stocking down her leg, and Nathan did the same to the other. Although the sight of it was erotic, Lynne was a little disappointed—she loved the feel of men stroking her legs in nylon and often wore stockings when having sex. But bare legs were probably more sensitive, and tonight she wanted to feel every sensation available to her. When the nylons were down to her feet each man removed a shoe and stocking, leaving her completely naked.

Joey took the initiative. “Lie on the bed.”

Lynne did as instructed, lying in the middle with her legs together and her arms by her side.

He approached the bed, one of her stockings in his hand. He gently tied one end of the nylon around her ankle, telling Nathan to do the same with the other.

Lynne’s heart raced a little faster. Under normal circumstances she probably wouldn’t have wanted to feel this vulnerable, but tonight she was more than happy with the idea of it. She trusted these men—Joey especially. As both ankles were tied with stockings, the men slowly and gently eased her legs apart until she was splayed on the bed. They secured the stockings to the cast iron foot guard on the bed, pulling her legs flat on the mattress, her feet pointing at the corners.

Joey walked over to the pile of clothes on the floor and returned with his tie. He took both Lynne’s wrists and bound them together, then passed the tie through the rails in the middle of the headboard, pulling tight until her arms were held up at either side of her head and secured.

Lynne looked at their faces, then let her eyes wander down their bodies. Her eyes settled on their boxers. “Take them off.”

Both men complied and though she tried not to compare, Nathan’s cock was particularly impressive. An involuntary shudder ran down her spine.

Joey walked around the bed and knelt next to her left leg. He waited until Nathan had got on the bed on the other side of Lynne. Then both men began stroking her legs, fingertips running from her thighs all the way down to the tips of her toes. Lynne quietly murmured with each stroke. When Nathan leaned down and sucked one of Lynne’s nipples, Joey did the same to her other, making her cry out and arch her back. Her entire body tingled.

Nathan sat and held eye contact with her as he placed his huge hand on her inner thigh. He moved it slowly upwards until his knuckles brushed against her sex. His thumb traced around her swollen clit and she breathed heavily through an open mouth.

She felt his finger slide between her slippery labia, and she thrust her hips towards it, urging him to plunge into her.

His thumb circled her clit again, his eyes smiling at her impatience. He pushed two fingers deep inside her and she cried out, arching her back off the bed to get his fingers as deep as she could. Joey pinched her nipples and watched her writhe on the bed.

Nathan removed his fingers and looked at Joey, who immediately placed his own hand between Lynne’s legs. Their gazes locked and she nodded, silently begging for him to do the same thing to her as Nathan had done. He pushed his fingers inside, curling them and pressing against her inner front wall. Lynne’s legs locked straight, and her toes spread. Nathan dropped his head to her chest again, sucking her nipples alternately as Joey massaged her g-spot. She came with a grunt, squirming and moaning through the wonderful orgasm. Finally, Joey withdrew his fingers and went back to stroking her legs.

Her hair was sticking to her face a little, but she couldn’t use a hand to wipe it away.

Joey climbed over and knelt between her legs. She looked up at him, desperate for him to slide his cock inside her. She started thrusting her hips on the bed, heart still hammering in her chest after the climax.

He shook his head very slightly and smiled. Then he bent down and ran his tongue through the wet lips of her sex.

Lynne groaned, the sound guttural.

He licked her again, then pushed his tongue deep inside, wriggling it from side to side.

She closed her eyes and held her breath, aware she’d probably come again before either of them had even entered her. She looked up at Nathan, then down at his dick. It was sticking out of his lap, thick and long, curving slightly upwards.

She nodded at his groin. “Bring that up here and fuck my mouth.”

He manoeuvred himself up the bed and knelt by her armpit, then leaned over and fed his cock into her mouth. She kept her eyes open and watched his face as she traced her tongue around the huge tip. Lynne could taste his precum. She craned her neck and took more of him in, feeling his cock slide further into her throat. She swallowed, relaxed to overcome her gag reflex, and pushed her head a little further onto him—all the while watching his face. She was pleased to see his expression of surprise as she took him deeper into her throat. If she’d had a little more time and a better angle, she knew she could get him all the way in and deep throat him. But as Joey’s tongue settled onto her clit, she had to pull her head back and release Nathan’s cock so she could breathe through her mouth.

Joey’s tongue moved slowly over and over her clit and her legs began to shake. Nathan was watching her face and she frowned at him in silent apology for not being able to carry on with the blowjob. Then she closed her eyes and sighed as her second orgasm raked through her, an avalanche of tiny electric shocks which started at the blood-engorged nerve centre of her clitoris and swept outwards through her entire body, making each tethered limb tremble and shake.

It wasn’t until her orgasm abated and she quieted that she realised she’d been whimpering. Joey sat looking down at her, face slick with her juices. He’d made her come twice tonight, and seemed very pleased with himself.

Lynne saw Nathan’s cock, now even bigger and harder after being sucked. She wanted it inside her. She looked up into his face. “Fuck me, Nathan. Fuck me now.” Her voice came out in a croak, but both men heard.

Joey stepped off the bed and to the side, allowing Nathan to position himself between her legs. He leaned over her, held the tip of his cock at her entrance then looked into her eyes.

Lynne bit her lip and nodded, aching to be filled.

He pushed slowly and she let out a long sigh. He was huge and filled her, but she was so wet she stretched around him without difficulty. When he was all the way in, she felt his cockhead nudging her deep inside. Low moans escaped her lips as she rocked herself beneath him.

Nathan held himself up on his strong arms, but because he was that much taller, his head was directly above hers. She turned sideways to look for Joey—she wanted him in her mouth. He was standing at the side of the bed, watching Nathan fuck her. She looked down his body. His cock was sticking out, a long clear strand of pre-cum hanging down from the slit in the tip. He was breathing hard and fast.

“Joey, come here and put your dick in my mouth.”

He stepped closer but hesitated, obviously aware that he couldn’t kneel over her head with Nathan there. Instead Joey lay on his side with his groin by her face, his head and shoulders curled against the headboard. As she opened her lips and he fed his cock into her open mouth, the long strand of pre-cum tickled across her cheek and upraised arm.

She felt Joey shiver as she enveloped his cock in her mouth. She moved her tongue against his underside and rocked her palate over the head.

Nathan was now fucking her with slow, deep thrusts and her body was responding to him, rolling under him like a boat in the surf. Her eyes were closed but her body completely open, lost in pleasure as the two cocks slid in and out of her with different strokes, sometimes in sync, sometimes not. The feeling was wonderful, but she didn’t think she’d be able to come again.

She became aware of Nathan pushing into her even harder. She opened her eyes, looking sideways and up at the man making love to her—because that’s what it felt like he was doing. She could tell from his expression that he was about to come, and she welcomed it. She let Joey’s cock slip from her mouth and looked up at Nathan, wishing for the first time that night that her hands were free so she could hold his hips and pull him into her while he unloaded.

Instead, she clenched around him. “Come in me, Nathan. I want to feel you coming in me.”

His eyes closed and the muscles in his neck and shoulders stood out. His cock twitched and pulsed.

“Yeah, that’s it.” She bucked her hips and tightened around him, milking every drop she could get. “Come on, give it to me.”

He pushed into her, hard. When she cried out, he did it again.

“Harder.”

He started to jack-hammer into her and she cried out, surprised that another orgasm had arrived so unexpectedly. There’d been no tell-tale tingles or tremors, just a sudden spasm which sent her into meltdown. She thrashed her head from side to side as Nathan went on pounding her, his cock losing a little of its hardness but still filling her completely.

Eventually they slowed their movements and opened their eyes. Beads of sweat covered Nathan’s gorgeous face, and Lynne’s hair was now plastered to her forehead and cheeks. Nathan raised up off her and stepped back from the bed. Lynne smiled at him, grateful for his young, fit body.

Nathan was looking over at Joey, who was sitting on the side of the bed. He’d taken on the role of spectator for the last few minutes, but his cock was still rock hard. Lynne knew he’d probably be extremely frustrated and eager to come by now.

She beckoned him over with her eyes. “I’m here, Joey. Use me. Do whatever you want.”

Joey gripped his cock in his hand, wanking himself slowly. “What do you want me to do to you?”

She shook her head. “I don’t care. You’ve already given me everything I could have asked for, now I want you to come.”

“I’d…I’d love to come in your mouth—”

“Okay then, come in my mouth.”

Joey shook his head. “No, I’m so horny I need it hard and fast—I need to fuck you.”

Lynne nodded. She clenched her muscles, felt Nathan’s cum ooze out of her. Joey was looking down at her sex, no doubt watching the thick white mess slipping down her bum crack and onto the quilt.

She pushed her groin up off the bed. “Hard and fast works for me. Fuck me as hard and fast as you like, and come as hard and fast as you can.”

She groaned as he lay full-length on her body and pushed his cock into her. His chest flattened her boobs and his hands gripped the soft flesh of her hips.

Lynne kissed his ear, whispered encouragement.

She closed her eyes and pretended she was on a yacht in the Aegean Sea with yet another stranger using her body for his pleasure. She imagined she’d already had two of them, and this was the third. When he was finished there’d be two more demanding their release. For one night only, Lynne allowed herself to be a slut, letting strangers do whatever they wanted with her body. She was just an instrument for their pleasure, a receptacle for their loads.

She heard Joey sigh and felt him coming inside her. She tried to clench and wriggle to increase his pleasure, but she was completely spent. Joey didn’t seem to need it. His eyes were squeezed tightly shut and she could feel him trembling as he pulled slowly out of her.

The room was now silent. Nathan undid the knots in the tie and stockings, and Lynne went to the bathroom to clean up.

When she came back, the men were still standing by the bed, looking a little awkward. The alarm clock showed it was a little after three in the morning.

She pulled back the quilt and looked at them. “I think we should all try to get some sleep.”

She slid into bed and moved to the middle. Joey walked round to the far side of the bed and Nathan got in on the near side. They settled down onto the pillows and Joey turned off the lamp. They’d probably been awake for about twenty hours. Between the expended nervous energy in the build-up to the raid, the drink and the exertions of the sex, all three were fast asleep within minutes.
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Chapter Five

Lynne woke up when she heard the bedroom door open. Joey’s arm was draped around her waist, and Nathan was fully dressed and about to leave the room. It was still dark outside. She checked the clock: a quarter to seven.

She started to slide out of bed and Joey gripped her arm. “Where do you think you’re going?”

She turned back and smiled at him. With her other hand she opened the top drawer of her cabinet, taking out a set of police-issue handcuffs she’d only ever used in the line of duty.

“I’m going to see if Nathan wants any breakfast before he leaves.”

“What about me?”

“Your shift doesn’t start until later, so you can wait.” She silently fastened one bracelet of the cuffs to her cast iron bed-head behind him.

Joey smiled knowingly. “And what are you going to offer him for breakfast?”

Lynne leaned over Joey, her bare breast brushing his chest. She lifted his arm above his head and leaned her face close to his. She smiled and raised her eyebrows. “Me.”

Then she clicked the other bracelet round his wrist and stood up.

He pulled at it, surprised.

“Sorry, but you’re going to have to be patient.”

She headed to the bedroom door and turned to catch him staring at her naked body. She smiled again and slipped out and down the stairs.

Nathan was nowhere to be seen. She was disappointed to have missed him, but then she heard the toilet flush upstairs. He was in the bathroom.

She saw her reflection in the full-length mirror at the bottom of the stairs. Her hair was tousled, but she looked good. Well, she hoped Nathan thought so. The bathroom door opened, and she heard him walk along the landing and start down the stairs. She waited silently in the hall.

When he saw her he stopped, his eyes on her body as she started up the stairs.

“Were you planning on leaving without saying goodbye?”

He smiled and shrugged. “I thought I’d leave you two to catch up on your sleep. I assume your shifts start later.”

Lynne stopped when she was standing two stairs down from him. She reached forward and stroked his cock through the trousers of his uniform. She felt him start to harden.

She put on her big eyes. “Do you have to leave straight away?”

He paused, shook his head. He looked back up the stairs, probably expecting another threesome session.

Lynne smiled and undid the buttons of his trousers. She slid her hand inside and released his glorious dick. He was getting harder by the second, and she leaned forward and took him into her mouth. She could taste her own juices on him because he hadn’t showered. It turned her on.

He sighed, placed a hand on her head. “What about Joey?”

Lynne looked up into his big brown eyes and pulled her head back so she could answer. “He’s going to sit this one out.” She flashed a smile. “He’s not as young as you.”

Then she took him back into her mouth. She wanted to do it properly this time, and slowly worked her way down on him, patiently swallowing half an inch at a time and suppressing the gag reflex. Within a minute she had his full length in her throat. It was the biggest dick she’d ever managed to do this with, and she was quite proud of herself.

She wanted more—she wanted him inside her. And she wanted him inside her in her favourite position. She pulled back and slid her hand over and around his cock, her saliva coating it and making it feel wonderful. He moaned as she wanked him. She pulled his cock gently, leading him to stand on the stair next to her. Then she moved up one step and bent over, resting her hands on the top stair. Her head was only about five feet from the bedroom door where Joey was undoubtedly listening to them from the bed.

Lynne looked over her shoulder at Nathan, but spoke loud enough for Joey to hear. “Fuck me from behind. I want to feel you going as deep as you can.”

Nathan positioned himself and lunged into her without any foreplay, but she was already soaking.

“Ooh.” His size surprised her, even though she’d experienced it only a few hours earlier.

He pulled back and slammed in again and she gritted her teeth, pushing back to meet each of his thrusts.

He gripped her by the waist and banged her hard. She found herself grunting and swearing with each beautiful stab. He reached round and stroked her clit, and she started wailing and moaning.

The sound of their fucking was loud. The squelching of his dick as it plunged into her wetness, the slapping of his groin against her bum, the cries and groans that each thrust elicited from her: Lynne knew Joey would be hearing all of it, and decided to give him even more.

“Oh, I’m coming. Don’t stop doing that, just keep on doing exactly…” Her orgasm made her legs weak, but Nathan’s hands held her in place while he continued to plough into her.

She cried out again as another spasm shook her body. She didn’t know if she’d come again, or if it was just aftershocks from the first one. It didn’t really matter. She could hear Nathan start to gasp and she knew he was ready to blow.

Joey had probably heard Nathan too, but she wanted to make sure he knew exactly what was happening on the stairs.

“Come in me Nathan. Shoot it deep inside me. Oh, I can feel it, I feel your hot cum.” It wasn’t exactly true, but she felt him pulsing as he came.

Nathan continue to pump her from behind, but the ferocity of his thrusts had subsided. Now he was slowly pushing all the way in, pausing, and pulling almost all the way out. His breathing was unsteady, and each time he pushed in she could hear a squelching sound.

Finally he pulled out of her and she turned around to look into his face. He smiled, but she got the impression he was a little shocked at her behaviour.

She leaned closer and straightened his tie while he fastened his trousers, then they walked downstairs and stood in the hall.

She wanted to explain last night had been her first experience of a threesome, and even though she’d loved every single minute of it, it would probably be her last as well. She also wanted him to know how glad she was that he’d been involved. She liked him, and she loved his body.

Instead of saying any of this, she kissed him gently on the cheek. “Thank you for last night.”

He laughed and shook his head. “I’m the one who should be saying that. Last night was awesome—like nothing else I’ve ever done.”

Smiling, Lynne opened the front door, watched him walk down the road and out of her life. Then she fastened the latch and walked back up the stairs. Joey was lying on the bed, his wrist still attached to the headboard. He had an erection.

She looked at it. “I hope you weren’t eavesdropping.”

“I thought that was exactly what you wanted me to do, since you decided to fuck him right outside the door.”

Lynne pushed back a loose strand of hair from her face. “Yeah, maybe.”

“So, did he enjoy his breakfast?”

She knelt on the bed next to him, traced a finger up the length of his dick, making it twitch. “He seemed pretty satisfied with it, yeah.”

“So…” Joey was trying to be patient, but she could sense his frustration as she kept running her fingertip up and down his sensitive underside.

Lynne gazed into his eyes. “Hmm?”

“I was wondering if I’d be getting any breakfast.”

She laughed at how he’d phrased it. She shook her head. “Not until you take me out for dinner.”

His eyes widened. “On a date? Would you let me take you out after what I did last time?”

“When you consider what I let you do to me last night, you shouldn’t be that surprised.”

“I thought that was simply satisfying your carnal desires after chatting to the little blonde.”

“Yeah, it probably was. But I wanted it to be you.”

He smiled mischievously. “You wanted the young, fit stud.”

“Hmm, and I got him. But I wanted you, too.”

Joey held her gaze. “I’m really sorry about before. I wanted to see you, but I wasn’t coping with not seeing my kids.”

She nodded. “I know that, and I understand why you had to try again. I also know you didn’t see me as just a bit of fun for you to have before going back to your wife.”

“You were never that.”

Lynne leaned down and kissed him gently on the mouth. “And that’s why you’re getting another chance.”

He smiled, but she could tell he was still desperate. “So breakfast is out of the question?”

“Yeah, sorry. After what you both did to me last night and Nathan’s rough treatment on the stairs, I’m a bit too sore.”

“Oh.” His face dropped.

She laughed and gripped his cock. “Last night you told me you’d love to come in my mouth, but you were so horny you wanted me hard and fast.”

His mouth dropped open.

“Do you think you could cope with it not being hard and fast now?” As he didn’t seem to know how to answer, she leaned over him and dragged her thick black hair over his stomach. “Would you like to come in my mouth now, Joey?”

“Yes please.”

She looked into his eyes and brushed her tongue over the tip of his cock. “Do you want me to undo the handcuffs first?”

“Not particularly.”

She lowered her head onto him. She was slow and gentle, and took her time. She gave him some deep-throat treatment, but also spent a lot of time licking up and down his shaft and nuzzling his balls. His breathing got more ragged, and then he started to mumble to himself. Still she kept the pace slow, taking him up three steps then letting him fall back two while she licked and kissed his balls.

After almost fifteen minutes, she could tell he was finding it almost unbearable. His hips were bucking on the bed with his need to explode.

She raised her head and looked at him, her face serious. “Okay, I think I’ve teased you enough. Ready to come for me?”

He sighed, nodded.

“Good.” Lynne took him back into her mouth, then her throat, and moved up and down, twisting her head slightly as she did so.

He whimpered, groaned and grunted as he erupted deep in her throat.

She squeezed his balls and kept her head bobbing on him, and he gushed again. She pulled back until the head of his dick was in her mouth. She swirled her tongue round and round, making him groan again.

Finally, she released his cock from her mouth and knelt up. “Are you feeling a bit more relaxed now?”

He laughed. “You could say that, yeah.”

She used the key to undo his cuffs, then pulled the quilt up over them. “Good. Now maybe we can get another couple of hours’ sleep before we go back on patrol.”

Joey wrapped his arms around her, and she lay with her back snuggled into his stomach. She was warm and contented, and she was happy. She was also a little bit sore, but only in a good way.
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The Lodger

I woke as Gemma slipped into bed beside me, her bare leg rubbing against mine. There’s nothing like waking up to a soft, warm body after five solitary nights in a cab, and my dick was hard before she’d slid her hand under the quilt.

“Mmm,” she said as she wrapped her fingers around me. “What’ve you been dreaming about?”

I eased her onto her back and slipped inside, hearing her sigh as my cock slid all the way home. She often told me mine was the biggest she’d ever had, but I assume she was trying to stroke my ego. I reckon if it was that big, my ex-wife wouldn’t have been so eager to sample quite so many others.

“Ah, that feels good,” Gemma whispered as I started to fuck her with long, slow thrusts. “That’s just so…”

I sped up a little, revelling in the softness of the mattress and her tits, the smoothness of the sheets and her legs. The snugness of her bed and her cunt.

“Oh, Jon.”

When she came, her nails raked my back and her inner muscles gripped my dick. I ploughed on through her contractions, feeling her wetness dribbling onto my balls. Her nails dug into me again, and it hurt. I pinned her arms above her head and held myself up as I pounded her, watching her tits shake from the force of my thrusts. Her eyelids fluttered and she let out muted little whimpers.

With a final lunge, I buried myself as deep as I could and unloaded, flooding her. She let out encouraging moans as she wriggled beneath me, and I finally dropped on top of her, satiated. This was the best way to start the weekend.

────
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Trucker Jon has a good thing going. He might spend the week in his cramped cab, but his weekends are spent in the warm comfort of Gemma’s bed. Life couldn’t be better—until Gemma announces that she’s taking in a lodger.

He’s worried at first that their blissful routine may be disturbed, but it turns out that drama queen Amy happens to be a blonde stunner with a body to die for.

When Gemma confides that her attempts to comfort Amy went a little far one night, after Amy’s latest boyfriend drama, other previous indiscretions come to light, too. Jon gets the impression that his lovely girlfriend is giving him carte blanche to sleep with the flirtatious lodger to even up the scores.

Jon knows that only the most unscrupulous of men would accept such an offer, but who's he to deny Gemma her absolution? Besides, the lodger is so incredibly hot…

The Lodger is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

Bon Voyeur

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Bon Voyeur is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

Operation: Cuckold

“Come on, Sissy. Get up here now.”

Harry obeyed.

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

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

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

Harry hesitated for a split second too long.

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

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

“That’s it. Now, wank me off.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

A cuck and bull story about a very happy hotwife. 

Operation: Cuckold is available at Amazon. 

───Ξ───
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