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1. Spies Out of the Cold

“God and people complain about Russia being cold!” Anastasia said to her friend, and co-spy, Dominika.

“I know,” she replied. “Come on, it’s time we got out of this wind. Let’s see if we can get into the pig’s office.”

The ‘pig’ was one James Mason who worked alongside the CEO of Ryman Industries Inc., in Colorado, and the girls were on a mission to find out certain information from him. It was thought that both he and the CEO, Martin Delaney, had knowledge of certain facts which could cause great problems back in their homeland of Belarus. James was their primary target as he had been contacting other members of their group with offers to sell information to them. It was the women’s aim to get that information for free.

Dominika expertly picked the lock on the back door and the girls huddled inside, sheltering from the biting wind. They made their way up to the penthouse suite which was where James’ office was. They knew he was out of the way for the time being as one of their associates, Dmitry had called to say he had arranged to meet James with a view to buying the information from him. This was just a ruse to give the girls time to get into his office and see what they could find.

It was then Anastasia’s turn to pick the lock, although it really didn’t matter which one did it, they were equally as skilled. They opened the door and let themselves in and began immediately, but expertly, rifling through un-locked drawers, making it appear as though nothing had been touched. After about twenty minutes, they were getting more and more frustrated as they had found nothing, and then they found a safe which was somewhat obviously behind a painting.

Even Anastasia’s years of training would not allow her to break through the multiple combinations on the lock and that was when the girls became certain that what they wanted lay inside that safe.

“Why else would he make so sure that it was safe?” Dominika asked in their native language.

“So what are we going to do?” Anastasia asked, but it was too late.

Both girls froze when they heard footsteps coming down the corridor and towards the room they were in. they both looked around desperately seeking cover, but it was impossible. There was no other door within the four walls, other than the one which was just opening…

****

James was extremely annoyed with himself for believing that Dmitry would be interested in purchasing the information he had and so had fortunately for the girls stopped off at a bar on the way back to the office. So to say that he was not at his sharpest would maybe be something of an understatement. This was a good thing for the two girls who were currently in his office, because James was a big guy, in every sense of the word. He stood at almost six feet seven, and was almost as wide. In fact he had to walk into the room sideways to allow his bulk to enter safely. It gave them the chance to hide under the desk and they could only hope that he would leave as quickly as he had come.

Unfortunately for the girls, James did not leave. Instead, he sat down at his desk and Anastasia jumped when his knee hit her in the nose. The next thing she knew, a head the size of a bear was peering under the desk.

“Come on, get out,” he said in a resigned tone, as if nothing would surprise him that day. “What are you doing under there?”

Although both of the girls had been born and raised in Russia, they had perfected many accents; American was only one of them. They both clambered out and apologised in a perfect Southern drawl.

“Are you the guy that has the cleaning jobs on offer?” Anastasia asked. “Only we were told to come up here and ask.”

“Told by whom, and to come up at this time of day? I don’t think so,” James replied. “I know what you’re doing here anyway. I know who your boss is, and let me tell you now, there is no way are you getting your hands on that information unless you pay,and you pay well, for it.”

“Well as we have no money, I suppose we will just have to find something else to pass the time,” Dominika said, now using her normal voice.

What James was not aware of, was that as well as her lock-picking skills, Anastasia had an uncanny ability to hack into computers and as she currently had her eyes on James Lap-top which was on a table behind him, Dominika knew that she had to distract him. She took off her fur coat, revealing very little clothing underneath; the girls always made sure that they were ready for any eventuality.

James looked at her appraisingly and thought that if he wasn’t going to get any money, then he might as well enjoy what was on offer instead.

“Why don’t we all get better acquainted?” Dominika said, straddling James and pushing her breasts against his face to shield Anastasia from view.

Anastasia quickly began working on his lap-top. James was happily nuzzling inside Dominika’s breasts as Anastasia nodded towards her to carry on doing what she was doing. She held her hands up, indicating that she needed ten minutes to complete what she was doing. Her fingers were flying like lightning over the keys.

Dominika reached down to unzip James’ cock and shivered when she felt it all clammy and lying like a dead snake against his thigh.We must serve our country, she told herself, forcing herself to go down and try getting it hard by sucking on it.

Despite her best efforts, nothing seemed to be happening. James looked at her and sighed. “We both know that’s not going to work,” he sighed resignedly.

“No matter,” Dominika said. “You can still enjoy me, can’t you?” She glanced across to her friend, who was indicating ‘five minutes’.

“I suppose,” James said, clearly disgruntled.

Dominika stood up and slipped her panties down and opening her legs. As she was tall, this meant that her pussy was in James’ face. “I need some help over here,” Dominika said to Anastasia, hoping that between them they would be able to distract James’ thoughts from what they were really there for. Anastasia looked at her, indicating ‘two minutes.’ Dominika nodded back.

“Finger my cunt,” she commanded.

James was so fed up with the day’s events that he did so, but very half-heartedly. It was just as well that Dominika was a good actress because she feigned her enjoyment, gasping and moaning and pulling his head between her breasts again. Anastasia was giving her the thumbs up sign and slipping a memory stick into her pocket.

“Aah, aah, that’s so good,” Dominika said convincingly. By then Anastasia had joined her and was now massaging his flaccid dick again, which did start to get hard, probably due to him feeling up Dominika’s pussy. Anastasia then began sucking on it, wondering how much she had to do before they could leave. James suddenly got much thicker in her mouth and she knew then that it would be time to take this operation to the next stage.

“Oh you make me so horny James,” she said. “I have to allow you to fuck me now.” Dominika moved to the side, and Anastasia climbed onto his now hard cock. She expertly tightened her internal muscles as hard as she could, hoping that he would cum quickly. To help her out, Dominika thrust her breasts into his mouth and jiggled them about a bit.

Knowing how these Americans were, Anastasia knew what was guaranteed to make him cum, and she allowed a tiny trickle of pee out. As soon as he felt the heat, James could not help it; he came, thrusting hard into her and calling her a sexy bitch. She climbed off as soon as she could as Dominika also moved to the side again.

“It’s a pity you cannot pay for the information,” James said, tucking his soft dick back into his pants.

“We’ll have to see what our boss says,” Dominika replied. She nodded to Anastasia and said, “Shall we leave now?”

When they got outside, they turned to each other and spat, “American dog!” Anastasia smiled and patted her pocket.

2. The Buck’s Party

Jay, Steve, Mick and Tim were all off to Amsterdam for the weekend. Jay was getting married in three weeks’ time and this was to be his Buck’s weekend. A lot of his friends had been unable to make it and so there was only the four of them on this trip, but he planned another party the following weekend for everyone else. Jay was twenty three and full of self-confidence, unlike his younger brother, Steve. Steve was nineteen and a shy virgin. He was definitely a follower and not a leader and was slightly apprehensive about what his brother and the other two guys had planned for the weekend.

Jay had insisted that they were going to get Steve drunk and planned on making him visit a prostitute in Amsterdam so that he could lose his virginity. Steve was petrified that they might make him do something he didn’t want to do and so had plans of his own. He was thinking that while the other three got drunk that he could slip off un-noticed and find someone he actually liked the look of to lose his virginity to. He knew that Jay wouldn’t care if the woman was rough, as long as she ‘did the job.’ Steve planed on at least finding a nice, young and sympathetic working girl to help him get over his shyness.

****

Sure enough, the other three were getting drunk in a bar in Amsterdam before they were going to be heading off to a live sex show. “C’mon Steve, get a couple of these down you,” Jay slurred, trying to pass his brother a vodka shot.

“Erm in a minute,” Steve said, playing for time. “I think I need to let a bit out before I put any more in.” He walked away in the direction of the toilets, glanced behind him to make sure that no-one was looking, and slipped out of the door instead. They were already in the Red Light area, and Steve had seen a girl in one of the windows which he liked the look of, but as he came to her window, the curtains were closed, which meant she was already ‘entertaining’ someone else. Steve stood there unsure of what to do. He could either walk around and try and find someone else, or he could wait here until the other ‘client’ came out.

His mind was made up for him just then anyway, when the curtains opened and a guy walked out of the side door. The girl he had seen before was still there and she smiled and beckoned him to come on in. he opened the door before he could change his mind.

“Good evening,” the girl smiled warmly. “How can I help you? I can do whatever you want, for however long you want. Here,” she smiled, passing him a price list.

Steve had made sure he had enough money with him as he so rarely went out when they were at home, he had managed to save a fair amount for this trip. He coughed shyly, and looked down at his feet, hoping the girl would understand.

“Are you a virgin?” she asked him gently.

He nodded mutely.

“That’s okay; it’s not a problem. I’m honored that you chose me to be your first, so I better make sure that you have a night to remember, hadn’t I? By the way, my name is Michelle.”

Steve was grateful that she seemed so nice and understanding. “Thank you,” he smiled.

“I have a great idea actually,” the girl continued. “Not only could you lose your virginity, you could also have your first threesome. I have a really understanding friend who sometimes helps me out at times like this. After all, you want to make it a night worth remembering, don’t you?”

“Erm, okay then,” Steve said. He was thinking,fuck it; I really should make it a night to remember. Bring it on! He stood there uncertainly, not knowing what was expected of him next.

“Adrianna,” the girl called through to the next room. “Could you come through here for a while please? I have a special guest I would like your help with.”

The internal door opened and another girl walked in. she was slim and blond and looked very like a young Madonna, when she sang ‘Like a virgin.’How appropriate, Steve thought, beginning to get excited by the prospect of what was about to happen.

“Now then, let’s get you sorted out, shall we?” Michelle said, moving towards him. “Now, listen to me. We are professionals and there is nothing at all to be scared of. We are going to take care of everything and make sure that you leave here as a man, okay?”

Steve nodded again. “Thank you,” he smiled gratefully.

Both of the girls came across to him and helped him pout of his clothes and then lay him down on the bed. They stood either side of it and began massaging his body, starting at his feet and working their way up his legs. By the time they got to his groin, he was already hard and Micelle leaned over the bed and began to gently suck on his erection.

“I’m not going to last long if you do that,” Steve moaned.

“That’s the plan,” she replied. “We will make you cum quickly now, and then you will last longer when we fuck.” She said it so matter-of-factly, that Steve felt entirely at ease and allowed himself to cum in her mouth. She swallowed quickly, and then smiled and said, “And now the fun can begin.”

She and Adrianna climbed onto the adjacent bed and got into the sixty-nine position and began lapping at each other’s open pussy. Steve watched fascinated as their tongues and fingers slipped into each other and he could quickly feel himself getting hard again. Michelle came first and Steve could actually see her squirting onto her friend’s face. There was no problem with his erection then.

Michelle came back over to him and climbed onto his hard cock, and Adrianna straddled his face and lowered her pussy onto it. “Make me cum with your tongue,” she commanded, rubbing her clit over his tongue. Michelle was riding him at one end and Adrianna continued to ride his face.

“That’s it; that’s it,” Michelle murmured her encouragement as his cock pumped in and out of her. She expertly tightened her internal muscles and as they clamped around his cock, he came again, in huge bursts of hot semen. Adrianna knew what was happening and so ground her pussy into his face at the same time, making herself cum.

That’s it; I’m not a virgin anymore, Steve thought as he again emptied his balls.And God, was it worth it!

3. Changing Room Antics

Mike and Tammy were at the mall, clothes shopping. Mike absolutely hated it; if he could have helped it, he would have stayed at home and watched the football on the TV, but Tammy had insisted. The problem with Tammy when she went shopping was that she could never make her mind up and would take armfuls of stuff into the changing room and Mike would be standing outside for ages while she tried to decide on which one to purchase. At the end of it, Mike would feel very lucky if she managed to pick one item, otherwise it would be off to the nest store to do exactly the same thing again.

Today was no exception. She had indeed taken two loads of dresses into the changing room and so far had not emerged, twenty minutes later. Mike was starting to getvery bored, and was wondering up and down waiting for her. Just then he heard a voice from one of the other changing rooms.

“Can you zip me up?” a female voice was asking.

Mike looked around, but no-one else was in sight. “Who, me?” he asked.

“Well as I don’t see anyone else standing there, yes, you,” replied the disembodied voice.

Mike wasn’t even too sure where it was coming from, and then when he saw a very pretty head emerge from the changing room at the far end of the line, he realized. He walked towards her thinking,what the hell; it’s not as if Tammy will be out any time soon anyway.

When Mike went to step inside the small curtained area, he was expecting someone with a dress and an awkward zip and was shocked almost speechless when he walked in and discovered that she was in fact naked. She was a stunning brunette, with waist length hair, long slim legs and breasts to die for.

They must be at least a D cup, Mike thought appreciatively; he was a breast man after all. And not only were the breasts firm and full, they were also topped off with a pair of the largest and darkest brown nipples that he had ever witnessed.

The brunette looked at him, smiling. “D’ya like what ya see?” she asked in a southern drawl.

Mike coughed. Embarrassed to be caught staring at her. “Erm, yes, very much,” he replied, and as she was asking, he had another good look, stopping when he got to her neatly trimmed bush.

“Do you often ask strangers to zip you up when you’re actually wearing nothing?” he asked in a bemused voice.

“Only the ones I find attractive,” she smiled. “My friend has just gone to change the dress I was trying on. It was too small to get over these bad girls,” she said, scooping both her breasts up and holding them aloft.

The action made them look even bigger and Mike’s throat went dry. What I would give to have a tit-fuck between those, he thought, feeling his cock getting harder as he pictured the action in his mind’s eye.

“Suck them if you want to,” she whispered.

Mike didn’t mind if he did! He stepped forward and scooped one from her, leaning over to take the massive nipple into his mouth.

“When I saw you I wondered if you fancied a quick blow job,” she sighed as her nipple went deeper into his throat.

Mike looked up from what he was doing and said, “I don’t mind if I do!” around a mouthful of nipple.

“Good,” she grinned. “You better let me kneel down quick then. I assume you’re waiting for your wife?”

Mike hadn’t even given Tammy a thought for the last couple of minutes. “Oh fuck. Yes I am,” he said.

“Well we better be quick then, hadn’t we?” she grinned impudently as she dropped to her knees and unzipped his cock.

“Oh my word, I just knew you were going to be a big boy. This is my lucky day,” she said, flicking her tongue over the sensitive frenulum.

Just then the curtain opened and another woman walked in holding a dress.

“Sally, what the hell am I going to do with you?” she laughed. “Up to your old tricks again, aren’t you?”

“I couldn’t resist. Besides, just take a look at the size of this,” she smiled, pointing his cock in the direction of the new woman.

“Hmm, can’t say I blame you,” she replied, also dropping to her knees. “Well we better share then saying as there’s only one of him and two of us.”

Mike closed his eyes for a moment, savouring the feel of two tongues flicking over his dick, but then opened them quickly when he felt the unforgettable sensation of a pair of warm breasts wrapping around hid erection. He was so big, that the head popped up from between her considerably heavy breasts and he was in heaven when she leaned her head down to suck on it.

Mike got into a rhythm of fucking her tits, and hoping and praying that it wouldn’t take him too long to cum. Please let it be before Tammy chooses a dress, he thought. The other girl was cupping and stroking his balls with one hand and fingering her own cunt with the other. Mike could hear the wet and squishing noises as her fingers moved around. I wish there was room in here to eat her out, he thought. He loved the taste of a wet pussy, but Tammy didn’t like him going down on her.

“Here let me finish you off,” Sally said to the other woman. “I can suck his cock and finger you at the same time. Stand up.”

The other woman stood up, pulling her panties down as she did. Mike was torn between looking at his cock getting a good stiff tit-fuck, and Sally’s fingers plunging into her friend’s wet cunt. Between both sensations, it didn’t take him long, and he moaned, “I’m gonna cum,” as quietly as he could manage. Sally moved her mouth down over his cock until her nose was nestled against his pubes. Her hand was buried in her friend’s cunt and Mike came, shooting hot loads of steamy spunk into her willing throat. As he was spurting, the friend came too, holding onto Mike’s arm for support as she gasped her orgasm. Sally removed her fingers and popped them into Mike’s mouth.

“Here see how good she tastes,” she offered.

When Mike had sucked them clean, he zipped himself back up and said, “Well I don’t think I will moan the next time Tammy wants to go shopping. Thank you ladies; it’s been an absolute pleasure.”

He was outside her changing room when Tammy came out moaning, “There’s nothing I like here. Let’s find somewhere else.”

“Okay my sweet,” Mike said meekly, hoping that there might be someone who wanted hely with her zip in the next store.

4. The Delivery Guy

Arnold had been working for A & B Deliveries for almost fifteen years when he paid a visit to Sarah Tilesly who lived in the next town away in Boston. He was a hard-working guy who loved driving for a living and to be truthful, Arnold was not really qualified for anything else. But he was a kind and thoughtful kind of guy who would do anything for anybody and was in fact kindness itself. He would shy away from confrontation and would rather walk away than have an argument.

He had been married for almost as long as he had worked as a delivery driver, but his wife Tracey was not the sort to keep a man happy for very long. It had been a different thing when she had been eager to get her claws into him, but almost as soon as he had placed the ring on her finger, she had started to withhold his ‘conjugal rights.’ As a result of this, Arnold was not a satisfied husband to say the very least, but he was a loyal one. That was until the day he met Sarah Tilesly.

He needed to deliver a large parcel to her which needed a signature. When he rang the doorbell, it had all been a typical day up until then. She was the last delivery of the day and it was about four thirty when she opened the door. Despite the hour she was wearing a robe and slippers and Arnold immediately thought that she must be a shift worker.

“Hi there,” she smiled brightly, with her arms outstretched when she saw the parcel.

“Actually it’s quite heavy,” Arnold replied gallantly. “Would you like me to carry it in for you?” He had a few minutes to spare and was in no rush to get home to Tracey anyway.

“That’s very kind, thank you,” she smiled. “Maybe I could get you a coffee in return for your kindness?”

“That would be lovely,” he agreed.At least it means I don’t have to get back to Tracey for a while, he thought. Arnold followed Sarah through to the kitchen and placed the heavy object on the floor as she put the kettle on to boil.

They chatted for a little while about inconsequential things such as the weather while they were waiting for the kettle. Sarah had her back to Arnold, but as he was rambling on about his favorite hobby of watching movies, he didn’t notice her placing something into his cup.

“I know it’s a chick flick,” he was saying. “But I have to say that Dirty Dancing is one of my most favorite movies of all time.”

“Me too,” Sarah agreed, carefully stirring his coffee for what was probably a lot longer than necessary.

Arnold was startled by a noise coming from the other room. He had assumed that Sarah was alone, and he could only hope that it wouldn’t be a vengeful husband who didn’t like strangers talking to his wife. Arnold was relieved therefore, when he saw another woman come into the room. She looked about the same age as Sarah, which Arnold took to be mid to late twenties, which would be round about fifteen years younger than he was.

He had celebrated his fortieth birthday the previous year, and it had been on that momentous occasion when he and Tracey had last made love. She had thought she may as well give him a present to remember, and yet far from being a memorable occasion, it had in fact been a dry and boring affair, in the dark, under the covers, and with Tracey still wearing her nightgown. He had given up even trying after that, figuring that his right hand was preferable to the treatment he got from his wife.

Sarah passed him his coffee, looking at him carefully. “Make sure you drink it while it’s hot,” she said, handing another cup to the other woman. “This is Jan, and I’m Sarah,” she said, smiling at Arnold once more.

****

When Arnold woke up he thought he was dreaming. He could feel a faintly remembered sensation of lips on his penis. He struggled to open his eyes and when he managed to, he was shocked to discover that he was lying naked on a bed and that Sarah was sucking his hard dick.

“What the…?” he began saying.

Sarah looked up, removed his erection from her mouth and smiled. “There’s nothing to worry about. We thought you looked a touch fed up and could do with some cheering up. You fell asleep, so we brought you up here for a rest, and here we are!”

Arnold looked around, thinking,we? He was puzzled as to whom the other person was, and then he saw Jan, kneeling behind Sarah and looking as if she was fucking her, if the movement of her hips and the noises were anything to go by.

“You don’t mind, do you?” Sarah asked, before once more lowering her head to his stiff dick.

What’s there to mind about? Arnold thought, enjoying something he hadn’t had for many years. He closed his eyes to concentrate on the sensations which were flowing through him. Sarah’s head was bobbing about as Jan continued to fuck her with what Arnold could only assume was some sort of dildo.Do women really do that? he thought, but then all other thoughts were removed from his mind when Sarah pushed a well-lubricated, (and practised!) finger into his ass, feeling for his prostate.

He started gasping and as if Sarah could sense that he was close to orgasm, she stopped what she was doing and instead crawled up his body to straddle his dick. She opened her pussy lips for him to have a look at the slick wetness within, licked her fingers and then promptly began to frig her clit.

“Oh God, that’s it,” she smiled. “I’m ready for you now.” She lowered her pussy onto his dick and then straightened her legs so that she was lying on top of him. Jan then stood above both of them, slathered some lube onto what was an enormous strap-on dildo and then she pushed it into Sarah’s ass.

“God I adore a bit of DP,” Sarah moaned as the two cocks fucked her simultaneously.

Arnold didn’t stop to think of the rights and wrongs, figuring that as he was already in a somewhat compromised position, he might as well enjoy it. He pounded his dick into Sarah, quickly getting into a rhythm with the movements that Jan was making in Sarah’s ass, with the result that within a few strokes, he was ready to cum.

“Aah,” he groaned as he shot his load into Sarah’s willing cunt. “God that feels so good!”

“I’m glad about that,” Sarah smirked. “I have another delivery due in a couple of days. Do you think you can make sure you’re the delivery guy again?”

5. Double Dating

Simon had been lonely since his divorce. He was forty eight now and could feel himself slipping into middle age like a pair of old carpet slippers. He thought he had nothing more to look forward to anymore. The kids had grown up and left home and that had been when he and Diane had realized that they had only stayed together all these years for the sake of the kids. The divorce had not been acrimonious, but it had left him feeling down and lonely. He had been the one to move out, as the kids still sometimes came back and he thought it only fair that they could still stay in their own rooms; the rooms they had grown up in.

He had moved only a couple of miles away and was now closer to work, but the estate he was living on was quite a snobby place and it seemed as if the neighbors didn’t really mix with each other. He had been used to having a good social life with his old neighbors, and now had nowhere to go. He really had even thought about applying for a new job and moving completely away from the area for a fresh start, but the truth was that he was inherently lazy and couldn’t be bothered. He had been wondering what he would do with the rest of his life when a work-mate of his had taken him to one side for a quiet word.

“Look Simon, we all know what it’s like to go through a break-up and we sympathize, but there comes a time when you have to start living for you again, and not for the past. Why don’t you try the internet? That’s how the modern man gets laid these days!”

Simon had given it some thought and had actually started looking around a couple of nights previously. When he logged on that night when he got in from work, he was surprised to see his inbox flashing with eight messages.Eight?he thought.Well that’s at least seven more than I had been expecting! He clicked on the messages wondering if there were any likely candidates in there. One, two, three and four weren’t worth even a second glance. It looked as if they were far more desperate than he was and he even doubted the validity of a couple of the pictures, given the women’s ages and the fact that the pictures looked like those of a twenty year old.

So much for that, he thought, starting to give up hope. But by the time he got to number six, he was starting to feel pleased that he had logged on. She was forty one and looked really nice. Okay so there were a couple of lines crinkling the edges of their eyes, but that was only to be expected. He clicked on ‘add to short list’ and moved onto to number seven.Fuck me, I would have to be freakin’ more desperate than I already am, and blind, deaf and dumb to be attracted to that! He clicked on ‘delete.’

When he got to number eight, he got excited again. She was similar to six, but a couple of years older; still younger than his forty eight though. She was blond, whereas the other one was red-head, but they both looked smiley, nice, and normal,whatever ‘normal’ constituted these days, he thought. He added her to the short list and then proceeded to devise a suitable e-mail to send to them.

By the time he had deleted that half a dozen times, he was happy with the result.

I would love to meet you and get to know you better. Would you like to come for a meal on Friday evening at seven thirty? My address is:…..

All the best, Simon.

Okay it was short and to the point, but he really couldn’t think of anything else to say. After all, wasn’t it better to save the chatter for when she got there instead of wasting it all now? He posted both the letters, expecting at least one of them to say no thank you, so when Friday night came, he was really happy when the door-bell went at seven twenty and he went to answer the door.

The one he mentally thought of as ‘number six’, but who was in fact Cherie, stood there expectantly.

“Come in, please. Let me take your coat,” he smiled.

The door-bell went again.Oh fuck! Now what the hell do I do? Simon asked himself. He had never expected both to turn up.

The bell rang again and Simon opened the door to ‘number eight’, otherwise known as Catriona.

“Excuse me a moment,” he called through to Cherie who was sitting in the lounge.

He ushered Catriona in and stood there speechless, wondering what the hell he was going to say and how he could explain himself. The women looked at each other and fortunately burst out laughing.

“Making sure that if one didn’t turn up you would still be okay?” Catriona was first to ask. “I’ve done that myself, I have to admit.”

Simon breathed a sigh of relief.At least one of them understands, he told himself, looking at Cherie to see what her reaction would be. He was glad to see she was smiling as well, or at least didn’t look as if she was ready to throttle him.

“I don’t blame you,” she smiled. “But we just have to hope now that you have enough food for both of us! Would you like a hand in the kitchen? But first, have you got any white wine? I know I could do with a massive one.”

“Couldn’t we all?” Catriona roared with laughter and the ice was well and truly broken.

****

Four bottles of wine later and they were all getting on well. It seemed as if the two women would be firm friends from the on and so Simon thought that at least he had done something right. He got up to visit the bathroom, excusing himself. When he came out of the bathroom, he was surprised to find the tow of them standing at the door, naked.

“We know why you asked the two of us at the same time,” Catriona laughed. “You were hoping for a threesome, weren’t you?”

Simon swallowed nervously. That had been the thought furthest from his mind when he sent the letters, but now he had two naked women who appeared to be ‘up for it,’ he thought he may as well play along. “Of course it was,” he bluffed. “How did you guess?”

The women winked at each other and Cherie pushed a door open. “This one yours?” she asked, nodding her head into the bedroom. He nodded and they all walked in.

“What are you waiting for? Get your clothes off; I haven’t had a fuck for years,” laughed Cherie.

Within ten minutes, Simon was feeling better than he had done for years and thanking God that he had sent those two letters at the same time. At that moment, the two women were in a sixty nine position and eating each other’s pussy. Simon was kneeling by them on the bed and finger fucking Cherie, who happened to be the easiest one to get to at the moment. But then everything changed and it was Simon who was lying down and the two women were sucking his stiff dick. Cherie sucked one of his balls into her mouth while Catriona continued slurping on his cock and he thought he could cum right there and then.

Catriona moved just as he was getting into it and climbed up towards his head. “Eat my cunt,” she commanded, straddling her knees either side of him and lowering herself. That was Cherie’s cue to move and so she did, straddling his dick instead before climbing on and lowering her pussy to ride him. He held onto her hips as she bucked and writhed, and he was struggling to keep Catriona on his face as she was wriggling with his tongue buried inside her.

“I’m gonna cum,” the girls moaned simultaneously, and Simon thought that he may as well go for it himself. He rammed his stiff cock as deeply inside Cherie as he could as her internal muscles clamped around him, and as she came, he followed, shooting deep inside her. “Oh God,” he moaned. “Thank the lord for the world wide web!”

6. The Business Trip

Alex was standing in the airport lounge, waiting to go through security. He was on his way to Boston from London for his annual catch-up with Lucas. Lucas was his best friend and business partner and had re-located to Boston almost three years ago. Given that their business was internet-based, it didn’t matter where they lived, but they always tried to catch up twice a year. Lucas would come over to London, and about six months later, Alex would travel to the States. Usually, he travelled alone, but this time he was taking his PA, Estelle with him.

Estelle was very young to be in such a responsible position, but she was very qualified. Alex had chosen her not because of her stunning looks, but because of her business acumen, and the flair she had with their clients. Granted, her appearance certainly made working with her a pleasure, but had not been the prime consideration.

They were travelling business class, and Alex for one had become used to the luxury that provided compared to travel with the ‘plebs.’ Estelle had only ever been on package holidays before and therefore wasn’t used to having leg room and a waitress service on board. She was very excited about the trip and planned on making the most of every minute.

Estelle was twenty two, and single and had no plans on getting into any heavy kind of relationship as she wanted to put her career first. She enjoyed a one night stand here and there, but that was mainly to relieve her sexual tension, and as it had been almost two months since her last liaison, it would be fair to say that the tension was getting pretty bad at the moment. Estelle did wonder if she would almost pounce on the next attractive person to look her way.

They were ushered through security, and within no time were boarding the airplane. Estelle looked around her thinking that she could get used to living life this way. The fact that they had a private section curtained off just for them, and that champagne was to hand, really made her realize the difference between this and what she had so far been used to.

“Sit down and get comfortable Estelle,” Alex said. “We’ve got a good few hours ahead of us yet. Here have a glass of champagne and relax.” He settled himself into what looked more like an armchair than a cramped ‘plane seat and so Estelle did the same.

Just as they got settled, an air hostess came across to see if they had everything they needed. She was tall and slim, with long dark hair wound into an artful topknot. She looked to be in her late twenties and from the color of her skin, appeared to be Mediterranean.

“Good evening, Sir, Madam,” she smiled; her voice was heavily accented and Estelle would have guessed her to be Italian. “Welcome to Air America. My name is Viola. Is there anything at all I can get for you; anything which would make your journey more enjoyable?”

I know what would make my journey more enjoyable, Estelle thought, gazing longingly at Viola’s full breasts. When Estelle was feeling horny, she wasn’t too fussy whether she made out with a man or a woman, as long as they made her cum, she was a happy girl.

Unknown to Estelle, Alex was also thinking the same thing about the stewardess.I wouldn’t mind her bouncing on my dick, he was thinking. He had recently broken up from a long-term relationship and was feeling probably as horny as Estelle was. He had a fleeting vision of what Viola would look like naked apart from the red, white and blue silk scarf which was tied around her throat.I bet she has fabulous nipples, his thoughts continued, as he tried to catch a glimpse down the front of her shirt as she fastened his seat-belt.

Viola had already assessed the situation with these two. She had been doing this job for a long time, and thoroughly enjoyed her time there and could read the passengers pretty darn well. From time to time, she would fuck carefully selected clients, but only for the sex; she never expected to get anything else out of it, even though some well-to-do businessmen had offered her money for her ‘services,’ she had never accepted. Sex was to be with someone she liked the look of, and not what money they had. And Estelle certainly liked the look of these two.I’ll pay them a visit in a while when everyone else is asleep, she told herself.

About four hours later, they were flying over the Atlantic and Viola decided that the time was right to pay her ‘chosen’ passengers a visit. She poked her head around the curtain and was pleased to discover that they were both awake and quietly reading. “Is there anything I can get for you?” she whispered, stepping inside the curtain.

There’s definitely something you could give me, Alex thought, feeling the beginnings of another hard-on. He glanced over at Estelle and wondered what she would be like in the sack too.

Viola had caught that look, and knew that she was okay to say and do what she wanted. Estelle looked up at her just then and a kind of electricity passed between the two of them. Viola started to un-button her shirt without another word and Alex and Estelle looked on in excitement. Her skirt followed, and as it fell to the floor, she moved her hands to her throat to untie the scarf.

“Leave it on,” Alex almost groaned, thinking of his ‘vision.’

Viola was wearing only stockings, high heeled shoes and her underwear. She reached behind her back and un-did her bra, freeing her large heavy breasts which did indeed have impressive nipples. Viola stood between the two of them, offering herself to whoever wanted her first. Estelle was the one to make the move and she pulled Viola between her legs and began sucking on a pendulous nipple. As the nipple filled Estelle’s mouth, Alex looked on with excitement. He freed his hard-on from his suit pants and began gently stroking it.

Estelle moved her fingers up the inside of Viola’s thigh and slipped them inside the moist triangle of her panties. Alex could hear the wet sounds as Estelle’s fingers went deep inside Viola’s cunt to finger fuck her as she continued sucking her breast deeper into her mouth. Viola’s hands grasped Estelle’s shoulders to keep herself steady as she came with heaving gasps which she attempted to keep quiet.

Estelle pulled her fingers out and offered them to Alex to suck clean. He lapped at them greedily, adoring the taste and smell of Viola’s cunt. The two women then kneeled between Alex’s legs and took it in turns to suck on his thick cock which was straining to be inside one of the beauties in front of him. Estelle stood up and quickly removed her clothing. She straddled Alex and slipped her already wet cunt down onto his erection.

When he felt the heat of her, he groaned quietly and buried his face between her breasts in an attempt to keep quiet. Viola kneeled down again and began lapping at Estelle’s pussy from behind. Her tongue kept slipping down to lick at Alex’s balls as he pounded into the sweet tightness of Estelle and he knew he wouldn’t be able to last long. He had never had a threesome before and the whole situation was extremely exciting for him.

When Viola took one ball into her mouth and gently sucked it, it all became too much for him and he came, shooting a copious amount of hot cum deep within Estelle’s wet cunt. Viola’s tongue continued to lap at Estelle’s pussy from behind and she greedily swallowed as his cum began to dribble out. Alex slipped his hand between him and Estelle and frigged her clit as Viola licked her ass-hole. She came too, gasping and trying so hard not to cry out loud with the ecstasy of it.

Estelle climbed off Alex when they had all calmed down and pulled her panties back on. “I adore travelling business class,” she smiled.
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