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Play Swing - A Best Friends Threesome Fantasy is a free novella available exclusively for subscribers to my mailing list.
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Alex and Finn have wanted Grace ever since they all met more than half a decade ago.





They’ve lusted after her for so long that they can’t take it anymore… but they’re best friends, and they know that either one of them being with her would cross the line, leaving the other heartbroken.





The only way to get what they want is to share her… and tonight is their one and only chance.
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‘Thank you so much for coming,’ I say for the eighth time this evening as I wave like a maniac. ‘Again, I’m so sorry about Jess. Have a safe journey home.’


‘See you on Monday, Grace,’ says my new boss as he puts his arm around his wife and steers her drunkenly away down the narrow street. 


I watch to make sure they definitely don’t try and get into their own car, instead hailing a taxi at the bottom of the hill. Satisfied, I push the door closed and lean against it, then I shut my eyes, and breathe out.


‘Tired?’ says Alex.


I open one eye and look at my flatmate standing in the doorway of our new kitchen, my eyes tracing his barely concealed abs beneath his tight polo shirt and his firm jawline layered with thick stubble, then I purse my lips and grin.


‘Physically, no,’ I say. ‘Emotionally? I am awash at sea.’


He laughs and looks down, and I can’t help but notice his eyes linger on my bare legs, his musician hands working methodically as he dries yet another glass. 


I don’t often wear dresses, especially skater ones as short as this, so having my legs on display is a rarity, but tonight I did so intentionally. Alex might be my flatmate, but he’s also one of my oldest friends and one-half of my longest and most intense crush.


Technically, he started out as my sister’s friend when they were in the same class together at school and somehow they ended up close, but over time he and I became closer. He’s like an older brother to me, strong, protective, and thoughtful. I loved that he paid me so much attention back then, looking out for me despite being a year my senior, so when serendipity knocked on our doors with two job offers at the same time in the same town, I jumped at the chance to move in with him, because I know where I want it to lead.


I push away from the door, blushing a little and doing my best to hide it by darting sideways into our little dining room.


‘Are they all gone?’ asks Finn from out of my line of sight making me jump out of my skin.


‘Fuck,’ I scream, not expecting to find Alex’s best friend still here, clearing away the plates and cutlery.


‘Sorry,’ he laughs. ‘Figured I’d stay back and help.’


I take a deep breath, holding my chest with my palm as my nerves settle. ‘Yes, that’s everyone. Thank you.’


‘How are you holding up?’ he asks, running his powerful hands through his short dark hair as he stretches. 


I quiver a little as I watch him and then I shut that shit down before I become a giggling mess. Alex may be good-looking, but Finn is hot - and the second half of my longest and most intense crush.


Somehow it feels less weird fancying Finn, even though I’ve known him - and wanted him - for as long as I’ve known Alex. I still have vivid memories of when he, Alex and Jess would hang out together in her bedroom. I was rarely allowed in - at that stage I was the annoying younger sister - but I often found a way to ingratiate myself. Usually through the distribution of homemade cookies that they were frequently in voracious need of.


As we all grew up that changed though. 


Jess found new friends but the three of us remained close, often joking about a fantasy future where we’d all live together, as we drunkenly teased one another about having wild threesomes… and my stomach knots as this naughty thought crosses my mind.


‘W- Why do you two care so much about my stamina?’ I stutter, flirting a little as Alex joins us, now ringing a plate clean and setting it down on the side. He grins protectively, raising his eyebrows as he looks between me and his friend and my stomach plunges off a cliff.


‘I know tonight meant a lot to you, that’s all,’ he says, smooth as butter. ‘You put a lot of work into it.’


‘It was good fun,’ says Finn, nodding and biting his tongue, trying not to laugh as he points out the elephant in the room. ‘Jess was talkative.’


‘Oh my god,’ I groan, closing my eyes and covering my mouth as my sudden and intense arousal abates a little. ‘What is wrong with her? Remind me why I invited her again?’


‘She’s your sister?’ says Alex.


‘Oh,’ I say feigning crushing disappointment as he obediently does exactly what he’s told. ‘Yeah.’


‘I’ve never seen her that bad before,’ he says. ‘She was game for anything.‘


‘She was smashed,’ I say, laughing. ‘I don’t think she would’ve managed.’


‘You guys want a coffee?’ says Finn, balancing a pile of plates as if he’s some sort of hot professional waiter and not the ripped bodybuilder he actually is.


‘Fuck it,’ I say, gripping the back of one of the dining room chairs and swinging it back and forth on its legs as I picture the pair of them stripping me down, their hands roaming freely over my body before chastising myself over how fucked up I am. ‘Yes, I do. I’m not even remotely tired.’


‘Go for it, mate,’ says Alex, following his old friend into the kitchen with a slap on the back, and leaving me on my lonesome.


Jess was wild this evening. 


She’s usually pretty bad once she’s had a couple of drinks, but tonight was something else. I love my sister, but after this evening I’m going to have my work cut out to repair how I’m seen in my new job. 


Dinner was meant to serve two purposes. A house warming party for myself and Alex, having just moved into our terraced two-bed city rental, and an ice-breaker for my boss and a few of my new work friends from the job I’ve just started.


Jess is usually a good bet for nights like this. She’s fun, lively and easy to talk to. What I hadn’t countered on was her openly flirting with said new boss all night, whilst his stunning Spanish wife sat beside him and stewed.


The pièce de résistance was when she spilt her glass of wine all over Maria’s dress and then proceeded to apologise in the manner of a TV soap star, so disingenuously that her sarcasm was practically dripping from her tongue.


Fortunately, her apparent drinking problem became our collective solution after she passed out in the toilet. Darryl, her boyfriend - also present - was kind enough to take her home at this stage, although I suspect it might be for the last time.


I look at myself in the almost wall-length mahogany framed mirror that Alex and I dragged up the hill this afternoon and mounted ten minutes before everyone arrived, and I sigh.


I should call Jess in the morning and check she’s alright, but tonight I’m still angry with her. There’s no question of forgiveness, she’s my sister, but she also fucking sucks.


On the plus side, she and Darryl were intending to stay here tonight, and now I think as my chest tightens… I’m all alone with Alex and Finn. 


I shake my head and laugh as my pussy flutters, sending an electric tingle all the way up through my tummy and into my chest.


As if.


The idea of a threesome was always a silly flirtatious joke. An exciting idea that made us tingle in all the right places and left me sweating and desperate on countless nights as I enacted it in my mind. Not something that would or could actually happen.


Right?


I take a deep breath, then I push back from the chair I’m inadvertently attempting to snap in half and follow the boys into the kitchen, my knees shaky and my chest filled with trepidation, but as I step inside my senses are immediately overwhelmed by the pleasant and intensely arousing aroma of freshly ground coffee beans. 


I’d forgotten that Finn had a job as a barista before he became a fitness trainer, and right now I couldn’t be more appreciative of both.


‘-actually doesn’t matter if you don’t fully grind them down, it’s all about temperature and time,’ he finishes saying as I walk in before turning to look at me. Again, just like Alex, his eyes flash to my bare legs and I tingle.


I love it when boys check me out. Especially my boys.


Don’t get me wrong, blatantly staring at my tits or my ass is fucking rude, but that subconscious glance they do, as if they physically can’t help themselves? That’s hot.


And these two do it all the time. They always have. They would never admit to it, but they’ve always stolen glances at me as we’ve grown up. Eyeing the curve of my chest as it expanded, checking out my ass whenever I walked away, sneaking a look down my top whenever I wore a loose summer dress. Admittedly I didn’t discourage any of this. In all honesty? I actively worked to make sure they always had eyes for me, but that’s beside the point.


As his gaze returns to mine I smile, throwing a little appreciation his way with my lashes before I hop up onto the counter and cross my legs. Again he glances but it’s slower this time, and I blush, fully aware that I’m showing way more of my thigh than is decent or proper right now, and right on cue, both of them can’t help themselves, but Finn’s eyes linger before returning to mine.


‘Sugar?’ he says, with a little grin. He’s flirting. Cheeky fucker. Right in front of Alex too. That’s new. We may not have seen each other for the best part of a year, but the pair of them have never outwardly pushed it with me before.


I like it.


It’s brave. 


I tingle again in all the right places and again my mind drifts back to the old days, and our fantasy.


There’s no way.


No.


Surely not.


I shake my head. ‘Not for me,’ I say, before licking my lips as my pussy drips. ‘I’m sweet enough.’
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I reluctantly turn away from Grace, my parched eyes taking one last long drink of her smooth unblemished thighs, the skirt of her dress having ridden up so high that we can both see the edge of her black lace panties.


We haven’t all been in the same room for a while, and I haven’t seen her properly in almost a year, and we all grew up together, but now every time I look at her my dick twinges. 


The moment I walked in I practically stuttered. Somehow I’d forgotten how breathtaking she is in person.. Auburn hair so dark it’s like velvet, hung loose in long waves that curl around her shoulders. Eyes so wide and full of stars that I feel weightless looking at them, and a flock of freckles across the bridge of her nose that looks like birds taking flight. 


She’s so goddamn beautiful I’ve become a poet.


And her body… hourglass, tight, lithe. I want to bite my knuckle every time I gaze upon her - though I’d rather bite her. She moves with all of the elegance and charm of her name, and she is doing things to me right now that I think are illegal.


If the three of us weren’t so close, I’d feel bad for flirting with her. She looks delicate and breakable, as though she’s too young and innocent for all the things I keep thinking I want to do to her. I’ve barely been able to keep my eyes off her all night. That was much easier when there were sixteen of us crushed together around a table for eight, but now, I don’t care. 


I want her to know that I’m looking. That’s the plan, isn’t it? 


That’s what we discussed. 


That was the agreement.


Neither one of us could have her.


We had to share her.


It was only fair.


Now it’s just the three of us, alone for the first time in years. So she needs to know our intentions. 


How else are Alex and I going to get what we want? 


What we’ve always wanted.


‘Here you go,’ I say, turning back and sliding her steaming brew along the breakfast bar toward her hand. For a brief moment our fingers touch and she smiles and flutters and my chest feels heavy as my cock hardens. I lean back on the counter opposite her as she scoops it up, watching as she hugs the mug to her chest and breathes the powerful steam deep, her lungs filling as I glance down at her rising chest.


Fuck.


I don’t know if I can wait much longer.


Alex has a plan, he wants to ease her in gently, and make sure she feels comfortable, but after holding back for almost six years, I’m at breaking point.


‘Thank you,’ she says and I look up and find her narrow eyes fixed on mine, a flick of her eyebrows hinting at what I want to hear. I glance sideways at Alex and grin. 


‘So are you two still getting along, now that you’ve moved in together?’ I say.


Grace laughs, cradling her mug in the fine little V shape of her lap. ‘It’s early days,’ she says. ‘We only moved in yesterday, but so far so good.’


‘I’m reserving my judgment for now,’ says Alex with a cheeky grin. ‘Give it two weeks and ask me again.’


Grace gasps as she flattens her palm against her ample breasts. ‘Oh my goodness, Judas.’


Alex shrugs. ‘What can I say? You got to work hard for my approval.’


‘Do I?’ she says, her voice dripping with double meaning as she pulls the edge of her skirt down over her knees.


Damn. 


I watch closely as she takes a sip of her drink, smiling with satisfaction as her eyes pop with pleasure and her lips roll. Goddamn. I want them wrapped around my cock as Alex fucks her from behind, her muffled moans reverberating down my shaft and making me tingle and-


‘Oh my gosh,’ she says, breaking my spiralling chain of thought. ‘This is amazing. Shit. If this whole living arrangement thing doesn’t work out with me and Alex? I’m moving in with you.’


I nod my head. ‘I’ll take that as a compliment.’


‘Can you cross-train him?’ she says, nodding at our mutual friend while taking another sip, a cheeky grin on her face.


‘Believe me, I’ve tried,’ I say.


Alex just nods. ‘Believe him,’ he says. ‘He has.’


God, I just want to walk over there and kiss her.


Alex and I have always dreamed of sharing Grace. We’ve been in love with her for longer than either of us care to admit. So when Alex called me to say that they were moving in together, and that they would be hosting a housewarming party, I knew that it was time. 


It’s been a fantasy of ours for too long, and tonight we intend to make it a reality. 


The only challenge is how.


‘You guys want to play a game?’ says Grace suddenly, kicking her legs out and affording me a brief and balance impacting glimpse at the dark spot between her thighs.


‘What… like Twister?’ I grin, trying to cover my sudden vertigo by clinging to the counter behind me.


‘No,’ she laughs, and then her face drops to serious. ‘Unless you want to?’


‘Do we even have Twister?’ asks Alex.


‘I doubt it,’ she says, giggling still. ‘I think all we have is Monopoly.’


‘I’m not sure we’ve got time for a round of Monopoly,’ I continue.


‘Shut up,’ she giggles. ‘I mean like a game, game.’


‘You’re going to have to elaborate,’ says Alex. ‘Because if you’re thinking of Spin the Bottle, then I am not kissing Finn.’


‘A drinking game?’ I say, feigning confusion as Alex expertly steers.


‘No,’ she says, waving her arms. ‘Like, Never have I ever…’


‘Fuck, I haven’t played that in six years,’ I say.


‘Dangerous game,’ says Alex. ‘Ended quite a few relationships when I was in college.’


‘Yours, or other peoples?’ says Grace.


‘Hey,’ says Alex holding his hands up. ‘What’s said in Never have I ever, stays in Never have I ever.’


‘Alex,’ says Grace, leaning forward on her crossed legs and dangling her shoe on her toe before slipping it off. ‘Are you a dark horse?’


‘As dark as night, your Grace,’ he says with a bow.


Smooth, motherfucker. I want to high-five him for that one. That’s my cue. Time to step this up.


‘Listen, as much I want to stay and play, I really should get going,’ I say, feigning a glance at my watch. ‘If I leave now I can get the last train.’


‘It’s Friday night,’ says Grace her eyes wide with sudden desperation as she shrugs. ‘Stay.’


I look toward Alex who raises his eyebrows and shrugs, then nods. 


‘Well, I guess I could,’ I say, grinning like a wild cat as Grace claps her hands. ‘I’m in.’


And so are we.




*







[image: ]





My dick is so hard right now, I’m surprised I’m still standing, and my heart is pounding so hard as a result that my head is spinning. Grace has no idea what we want, but goddamn if she isn’t letting off signals like flares in the black of night.


We’ve talked about the idea of the three of us getting together for one wild and debauchery-filled night for years, but it was always in jest. Just drunken titillation, something exciting to talk about whenever we were in need of a little buzz, so when Finn brought up the idea again, I thought he was joking at first. But the idea grew like a magic bean, and before I could rationalise a damned thing the night was upon us.


I still haven’t processed what’s happening, but as far as I can tell, it’s happening. There’s no question over whether I want to. I’ve been in love with Grace since the day I first laid eyes upon her, and so has Finn. That’s where our agreement came from, and that’s where the seed of this idea was planted.


Neither of us could have Grace if the other wasn’t involved. Now that seed is blooming out of control, and the only person who can stop it, is the one and only person we want.


Grace is like a little sister to me. I’ve known her and cared for her for the best part of a decade. She’s always been an awkward nerd - a gangly, bespectacled bag of bones with a penchant for witchcraft, an obsession with superheroes, and a collection of plush toys that could rival a gift shop, but she’s my awkward nerd.


I’ve always beaten myself up over all the thoughts I’ve had about her. She’s a year younger - inexperienced, sweet and innocent - unlike Finn and I, but at this point, I’m so damn worked up from years of self-repression, that I’m about ready to burst. 


She’s a magnificent, beautiful little brat and no matter how much I try, I can’t stop wanting her. I know she’s noticed, and on some level, I’ve been hoping that she’s passing off my desire and my lechery as accidental and subconscious; a side effect of being a man. But the bottom line is, I’ve been ashamed of how I’ve felt about her all these years.


Until now.


Now I want her to know because I want her to want us.


Tonight.


She leaps down from the counter, her short skirt fluttering and affording us both a brief and heart-stopping glimpse of her panties, then she twirls, sending it up again as she collects a bottle of something blue and nasty looking from the side along with three shot glasses, before bounding away into the lounge.


‘Come on boys,’ she says giddily, her excitement infectious as Finn and I follow. 


Our new lounge is both spacious and sparse, with one large couch that I brought with me from my last place and two mismatching armchairs that Grace and I found in an antique shop around the corner. There’s a table, but it consists of eight bricks and a flat piece of MDF, and there’s a light, with no shade and one bulb. It’s not much, but it’s ours.


She flops down in one of the armchairs as I head for the couch, smiling as she lays her long legs over the side, offering up an entirely indecent and gut-spinning view of her thigh, all the way up to her hip.


I fall into my seat, thankful for the soft landing as she flicks her dark red hair up and over the wing before grinning sideways at Finn and nodding at the table where the glasses and bottle now stand.


‘So the rules are simple,’ she says. ‘We each take turns making a statement about something we haven’t done. If either of the other two players has committed said act of debauchery, they drink.’


‘Who goes first?’ says Finn, pouring out three glasses of the blue liquid.


‘Obviously me,’ she laughs. ‘Someone has to set an appropriate tone. I know what you two are like.’


‘Of course,’ he laughs, nodding as he slides my glass toward me, then he picks up Grace’s and hands it to her before resuming his seat.


‘Ready?’ she says.


I glance toward Finn who smiles back at me and nods, and then he raises his eyebrows, trying to communicate something, and for a brief moment I’m thrown, but before I can work out what he’s trying to get across, Grace is speaking.


‘Never have I ever…’ she says, before flicking her eyes toward me. ‘Gone on a blind date.’


I burst out laughing. 


Shit.


I am at a tactical disadvantage in this game. I slam back my shot glass with my eyes on hers and then I nearly choke.


‘Jeez,’ I splutter, throwing myself forward as the bitter taste hits then back of my throat. ‘What is this?’


‘I don’t know,’ says Grace, eyeing her own suspiciously. ‘I just liked the colour.’


‘Fuck,’ I say, wiping my lips. ‘Christ, it hurts to breathe.’ 


Finn is doubled over laughing as Grace giggles and blushes, a vague look of concern on her face as she glances over the bottle.


‘Dude,’ says my best friend. ‘You could never take your drink.’


I raise my middle finger at him with a grin, and then I nod at his glass. ‘Good luck.’


‘Whose next?’ he says.


‘Alex,’ Grace nods, after a moment of deliberation. ‘Let’s give him a break.’


I sit back, recovering and occasionally coughing before I settle enough to speak. ‘Never have I ever… streaked in public.’


‘Asshole,’ laughs Finn. ‘You realise you’re starting something you can’t finish, right?’


‘Oh yeah?’ I say, sitting up. ‘Is that right?’


‘Oh my goodness,’ giggles Grace. ‘What have I started?’


‘Drink,’ I say, grinning.


Finn turns and winks at Grace, then he knocks back his shot in one and I lean in. He remains placid and expressionless for a few seconds, just breathing slowly through his nose, and then his eyes begin to water and he coughs, and the dam breaks.


He bursts, spluttering blue liquid all over our makeshift table as he tries to simultaneously breathe in and out and scream.


‘What the fuck is this? Drain cleaner? Jesus fucking wept.’


I laugh so hard I’m crying, slapping the table with my palm as Finn’s face glows red.


‘What’s the matter, mate?’ I tease. ‘Can’t take your drink?’ 


‘That is not alcohol, that is some kind of corrosive acid,’ he cries. ‘I think my lungs are on fire. Pass me the bottle.’


Grace gingerly places her glass down on the table before swinging the remaining blue liquid toward Finn who takes it and squints.


‘This is in Russian,’ he says as Grace grins. ‘The only part I recognise is where it says 80%.’


‘Whoops,’ she says, eyes wide. ‘I think I might pass on mine.’


‘I am not touching this shit again,’ says Finn.


‘What shall we do instead? We got any beer or wine left?’ I ask.


‘No, Jess drank everything,’ laughs Grace. ‘Bitch.’


‘Strip,’ says Finn, leaning back.


I blink, nodding at him. Good gambit. Well played. But I don’t know how Grace is going to take it. It’s risky and we agreed to take things slow. I flick my eyes toward her as my stomach churns.


‘Now that’s an idea,’ she says, pointing at him.


Holy shit.


‘Fuck off,’ I laugh, leaning back and clasping my hands behind my head, interlocking my fingers.


‘Why not?’ says Finn, leaning forward. ‘Are you afraid we’ll judge your tiny penis?’


‘My penis is extremely average, I’ll have you know,’ I say, grinning.


‘Top of the bell curve,’ says Finn.


‘Five out of ten,’ I nod.


‘Ninety-nine per cent of women say it’s okay,’ he laughs.


Grace is now giggling hysterically as she hides behind her finger lattice whilst the two of us spar, our banter natural and relaxed as we bounce off each other.


‘Fine,’ I say. ‘I’m game. Let’s do it. Grace?’


‘Oh my goodness,’ she says taking a breath, then she points her finger back and forth between us both. ‘Fine. But you have to play fair. You can’t gang up on me.’


‘No problem, we’ll just take turns with you instead,’ winks Finn, licking his lips and glancing back at me.


For a moment Grace says nothing, then she pushes her hand between her thighs and squishes them together as if she’s trying to quell an intense and overwhelming sensation, and suddenly I feel breathless.


‘Finn,’ she says, taking a deep breath with a quick sideways glance at him. ‘It’s your turn.’
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Oh my god. Oh my god. Oh my god. I feel like I’m on fire. 


Every inch of my skin is tingling with crackles of arousal. My chest feels like a thousand butterflies are fluttering around inside it, and my tummy is so heavy with that oh-so-wonderful sensation of taboo that I feel like there’s a lead weight dangling inside of me, pulling me down.


We always talked about it. 


We always said that one day we would get together, and make love. 


We joked, we teased, we fantasised, but it was never serious. 


Sure, it’s every girl’s fantasy to be fucked by two men at once, but fantasy and reality rarely collide.


If I’m reading this situation right, then tonight is going in a direction I would never have imagined might actually happen in a million years, and yet here I am, unsurprised to discover I am one hundred per cent down with the idea being unsubtly floated by Finn and apparently tacitly agreed to by Alex.


My panties are so wet right now they could extinguish a forest fire.


Oh my fucking god.


A wave of naughtiness washes through me as I catch Alex’s eye, and I push my hands deeper into my thighs the moment I do. 


He smiles kindly and reassuringly in the way that he always does. It’s his way of saying, don’t worry I’ve got you, I’ll look out for you, keep you safe - but right now it’s taken on a whole new meaning. 


The idea of Alex and Finn… sharing me, should feel weird - I’ve known them both for more than half my life. But right now? It doesn’t feel weird. 


It’s a huge turn-on.


Is this really something they want though? I start to panic as I consider the implications. There would be no going back from this. It would change everything. We would still be friends, that’s a given, but we would be friends who’ve been intimate, who’ve seen each other naked, who’ve kissed, who’ve been together.


Friends who’ve fucked.


But the idea of being taken by two men at once, and not just any two men, but Alex and Finn, my best friends, is too perfect to pass up.


Oh my god. 


I rock back and forth, my thumb brushing against the thin material of my panties as I wait for Finn to speak. 


‘Wait,‘ I say, holding up my free hand. ‘So we’re going with if you’ve done the thing, you have to strip?’


‘Unless you don’t want to,’ says Alex, giving me an out.


‘Oh, I’m in,’ I say, panicking for a moment as though the smallest thing might derail this train.


‘Good. Never have I ever,’ begins Finn, not waiting for me as he narrows his eyes. ‘Peed in the shower.’


I burst out laughing, throwing myself back in my chair as I cover my mouth and kick my legs. Then as I rock forward I find both of them leaning in, expectation dripping from their chins.


‘You both suck,’ I say, through gritted teeth. ‘I pee in the shower all the time.’


‘I knew it,’ says Finn.


‘Oh man,’ says Alex, shaking his head as he groans. ‘We share a bathroom.’


‘It washes away,’ I protest, blushing. ‘It saves water, and it’s clean.’


Alex laughs harder, shaking his head as he wipes his mouth. ‘Strip,’ he says.


Fuck.


I grin and peel my cardigan off my shoulders, acutely aware that all I have left beneath is my dress and my panties. I didn’t even wear a bra this evening. This is escalating fast.


‘Your turn,’ says Alex.


I take a shallow breath. ‘Never have I ever,’ I say, pausing for dramatic effect. ‘Sent or received nudes.’


Finn groans and rubs his face before standing up and unbuttoning his shirt. ‘So many times,’ he laughs. 


It’s all I can do to stay upright as I watch him, my breath taken away altogether as he reveals his washboard abs and tight stomach muscles that lead my eye down into his-


Oh my god, he’s hard. 


I take a deep breath as my pussy flutters. Holy shit. I suddenly feel like there isn’t enough air in the room. I turn to Alex, covering my eyes. 


‘Your turn,’ I say, blushing so hard I think I must be glowing.


‘Never have I ever,’ he says. ‘Slept with someone whose name I don’t remember.’


‘You fucker,’ I whisper, doing everything I can not to look at Finn right now. ‘That’s not fair. You have insider knowledge.’


‘Strip,’ says Finn.


‘Strip,’ says Alex, nodding knowingly.


‘I’m wearing a dress,’ I shriek, shaking my hands in the air.


‘Strip,’ they say in unison.


I’m laughing so hard right now that I’m bent double, but as I recover I take a long deep breath, locking my eyes first on Finn - avoiding the bulge in his pants - and then on Alex.


His zealous expression softens as he looks at me, a blush creeping in around the edges of his stubble, but this time he isn’t prepared to give me an out, and my tummy flushes with taboo.


This really is happening.


I stand up, bite my lip, grip the hem of my skirt, and pull my dress up and over my head in one smooth motion.


Well, I would’ve done, if in my haste I had remembered to undo my zip. Instead, what I do is pull my dress up to my chest, get it stuck somewhere around my shoulders and breasts due to the velocity, and stumble backwards before falling over the side of my chair and collapsing into a worm-shaped lump.


‘Noooo,’ I cry at the indignity, as Finn’s laugh booms and echoed around the empty room.


I struggle but I can’t even stand up, and the fact that I’m face-down on the floor with my ass in the air makes the situation even worse.


‘I can’t-‘


I try to roll to one side but I can’t go anywhere. I’m trapped.


‘I can’t-‘


-and then all of a sudden I feel kind hands close around my bare waist and slide up tenderly.


‘Hey,’ says Alex’s familiar voice, soft and close as he rolls me over, his strong hands brushing against the skin of my rib cage. ‘It’s okay. I got you.’


He supports me until I’m sitting, and then I hear a slow zip somewhere near my ears, and my dress falls down around me once more.


‘Well,’ I say, sitting on the floor, my hair a mess and glowing like a beetroot. ‘I’m back inside my dress.’


‘Want to try that again?’ he says.


I blush as I take his hand and he pulls me up to standing with ease, the strength contained in his arms barely concealed as I’m thrown upwards.


Then I look up into his eyes, bite down on my lip and before I know what I’m saying, the words I’ve wanted to say for years are tumbling from my lips. ‘Why don’t you do it?’


And my heart races as I wait for him to respond.
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Alex hesitates as Grace gazes up at him, his eyes glazing over for a few seconds, and for a moment I wonder if he’s finally cracked. Then his fingers twitch, and he takes hold of her arms, stroking the soft skin of her wrists as he raises them high up above her head, before sliding back down and taking hold of her hem with both hands.


‘I’ve wanted to do this for so long,’ he says, and then he pulls.


As her dress comes up and over her head my eyes travel down her curves in slow motion, drinking every inch of her body in as she twists and turns awkwardly. 


Grace is bold and full of confidence and flair, but for just a flicker of a heartbeat she’s left without her defences and she falters, her skin flushing, and I glimpse her vulnerability.


Goddamn.


I almost feel bad about all the deviant things I want to do with her… all the things I want us to do with her, because there’s no doubt about where this is going now. 


No doubt at all.


I stand as Alex drops her dress to one side, walking slowly over toward them as Grace’s eyes flutter away from him, and I smile with dark promise as she watches me approach.


I see her breathing, her swollen chest rising and falling inside her tight little bra, every inch of her skin covered in goosebumps as I draw near.


And then I’m standing behind her, the two of us towering over her, and she’s looking back and forth, licking her lips and trembling.


‘Are we still playing?’ she says softly, with a nervous giggle.


I shake my head as she looks up at Alex. ‘No.’


‘I’ve never done this before,’ she says, her voice barely a whisper as I take her hand. At the same time, Alex takes the other. ‘But I’ve thought about it-‘


‘-a million times,’ finishes Alex. 


She nods, biting down on her lip. ‘Will you be gentle?’ she says.


Alex looks up at me and grins, then he tilts his head to one side and takes a deep breath, and says. ‘No.’


And Grace says. ‘Good.’
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Every inch of my skin courses with electricity as I hold Grace’s hand in mine, and every organ in my body buzzes with raw energy as I stare down at her quivering before us.


Between us.


She’s ours, and she knows it.


After all these years.


I don’t want to rush this, I want to savour every single second as though it’s my last. I want us to taste her, to make her tremble… to make her gasp and cry out in ecstasy as she comes so hard that her whole body thrums. I want her to never want anyone else but us ever again. I want to break her, and make her whole again, reborn anew as ours.


And I am frozen.


I swallow.


My chest feels like someone has clamped me in place with a vice, as though I am being crushed. I can’t move my limbs, I can’t feel my skin anymore. 


I am paralysed.


Every atom in my body wants me to lean forward and pull her close and kiss her hard as I hold her tight, but I can’t. All I can do is move my eyes in a wild panic, every second stretching out as I face the irony of finally getting everything I’ve ever wanted and finding it just out of reach.


And then she takes my hand and places it softly against her chest, and I feel a warmth spreading up my arm, throbbing with energy as it reaches my shoulders, flowing down past my chest and across my abs. Then she stands on her tiptoes, stretching her tight little body, and she reaches up, letting go of Finn as he holds her waist, and she kisses me.


And I am free.
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Time itself stands still as my lips press softly against Alex’s. 


At the same frozen moment Finn holds my naked waist with his firm hands, the warmth of his body radiating off of him like fire as the flames of his touch lick, kiss and caress me.


I am in heaven. There’s no other explanation. I died of shame due my sister’s behaviour, and here I am now, living out the rest of eternity in a state of pure bliss and ecstacy.


Alex takes a moment to kiss me back, and I smile as he does, my hands curling around his neck and tugging him down, and then I feel his tongue ease inside my mouth as his arms curl around my waist and then I’m sandwiched between them and the world fades away.


Oh yes.


This is it. This is everything I always wanted. This is the fantasy I dreamt and dreamt and dreamt again. Two sets of lips on my skin, two pairs of hands, two hard cocks pressing into me.


As Alex pulls back he looks at me, his thumbs stroking my bare hip bones just above the line of my panties and he breathes in and smiles, his eyes sparkling. 


Then Finn presses himself against my ass and kisses my neck and I moan and writhe. 


Fuck. 


I can feel the shape of his hard cock against my ass as his lips press into my skin, his adventurous hands wasting no time as he teases his fingers inside the black lace hem of my panties. I gasp and twist, turning to face him and looking up into his hungry mouth, and then he kisses me hard as Alex holds me tight from behind, stroking my arms and throbbing against me, and I am beyond heaven.


I am where the gods go.


Finn’s touch is raw and rough, Alex’s tender and sweet, and the contrast is mind-melting as they explore my body, and then as fast as it began it all becomes too much, my senses overwhelmed in a heartbeat and I have to pull away.


I gasp for air as I tingle, looking back and forth between them as their faces fill with concern, and then I relax and begin to laugh, biting down on my lip.


My heart is racing so fast that I feel like it’s going to vibrate out of my chest.


‘Are we really doing this?’ I say, trying to keep my eyes off Finn’s naked upper half as I giggle.


‘Do you want to?’ he asks.


I blush and immediately look away in shame, and then I nod.


‘We’ve always wanted you, Grace,’ says Finn.


‘It’s true,’ says Alex.


I take a deep staccato breath and blink and then I look between them both, and nod. I must be dreaming. But if I am, it’s the best dream ever.


‘Take me upstairs,’ I say, reaching out for both their hands and clasping them tightly as I quiver. ‘I’m yours. I always have been.’




*







[image: ]





Alex leads Grace into her bedroom as I follow them both, my big hand holding her little one, the contrast of her skin against mine stark as the soft side lights fade up at her touch. I smile as she looks at me, and then my eyes travel down her body as she pushes Alex back until he’s laying on her bed.


‘Oh fuck,’ she says, looking back over her shoulder as I kneel behind her, running my hand down her spine and making her curl.


I kiss her neck, then bite her gently as my arms wrap tight around her waist, her hands resting on Alex as my fingers sweep over her belly button, eliciting a gasp and a giggle.


I watch as she works his belt from muscle memory, her lips finding mine as she kisses me deep, and then she pulls away and concentrates as my fingers sweep up to her neck and down her back, and unclip her bra.


She grins giddily as the thin lace drops away, Alex’s eyes widening at the glorious sight before him, and then I slide my hands around the side of her ribcage and tease the underside of her curves as Grace reaches into Alex’s beltline.


My cock throbs as I watch her, her deft fingers searching for him as I kiss her and push myself against her, and then he’s free and she gasps, one hand rising to her mouth as the other holds him.


‘You are not average,’ she says blinking, her fingers barely encircling his girth as she slides up and down in disbelief, and then she breathes in deep and looks back up and I kiss her deeply as she pumps him.


Alex moans, his head dropping back onto the pillow as his hands travel up her naked thighs, and as her one hand caresses him, her other begins to search, and I find her fingers and guide her as our lips part for just a second.


Then before I can even process everything that’s happening, she closes over me and I surge.


For a moment I buck, fearful that it will all be over in a heartbeat as Grace touches me for the first time, but I stay in control - barely - and I relax as she grins and bites her lip.


Then she looks down and blanches. ‘Holy shit,’ she says, her eyes wide as she takes me in. ‘What the fuck?’


I grin. I know I’m big, and I know Alex is too. Grace is in for a treat.


‘Oh my goodness,’ she whispers, looking back and forth between us, our members in her hands as she pumps, and then Alex leans up and his mouth closes over her breast as I lean in and kiss her neck and she moans so loud I’m sure the neighbours can hear.
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Grace’s nipple thrusts into my mouth as my lips close over her breast, her little fingers wrapped tight around my cock, squashed between us, my shaft pressed against the lace of her panties as Finn kisses her neck.


I watch with wide eyes as he teases her, and for a brief moment we see one another and grin, and then he raises his eyebrows and runs his hand down the back of her spine before closing them again and losing himself in her skin.


Grace gasps as Finn’s hands slip inside her panties from behind, and at the same time, I run my hand around her breast and then down and over her tummy, making her buck and moan and gasp and quiver as the two of us tease and pleasure her.


Down I go, further and further and slower and slower as she tingles, goosebumps erupting everywhere I touch as she holds me, and then I find the hem of her panties and push inside and she writhes.


‘Oh fuck,’ she gasps, looking down at me. ‘Alex.’


‘Grace,’ I whisper, and then my fingers find her soaking wet lips and she shudders, and then her eyes go wide as Finn grins, and her mouth drops open and she thrusts.
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Oh my god.


I am nothing but pure ecstasy, floating on a cloud of sin.


I have Alex’s cock in one hand, and Finn’s in the other. Alex’s fingers between my lips, and Finn’s swirling softly against my asshole, and in that instant I know what I want… and I’m damned.


I writhe back and forth against them, rubbing my pussy harder and harder against Alex’s thick shaft as I pull Finn toward my ass, pressing him into the gap between his hand and my cheeks as he thrusts, my body rocking as I straddle Alex, the sensation bordering on too much, building and building to a crescendo that I’m not sure if I can handle. 


Before I know what’s happening I’m squeezing my thighs together in delight, and then Alex’s fingers slip inside me and curl up and tap my g-spot at the same time as Finn gently eases his way into me from behind and I shudder and come.


‘Oh fuck,’ I cry out, half in surprise and half in pure pleasure as my orgasm crashes through me, my whole body erupting with goosebumps as my chest tingles and my tummy flips, and then I fall forward, gasping for breath as Alex holds me tight.


I quiver and shake in his arms, my breasts pressed against him as I recover, short shallow emanations of delight escaping my lips as Finn tugs gently at my panties, sliding them down over my ass and kissing my cheeks.


‘You two are naughty,’ I whisper, bucking again as he sends a tingle throughout my body. 


‘We’ve only just begun,’ says Finn, pulling back and standing up as he drops his pants and kneels forward again.


For a brief moment, I get a glimpse of how hard he is before he grabs my ankles as Alex moves aside, tugging me down and rolling me onto my back as I scream, and then the pair of them take hold of my panties and slide them down over my knees as I squirm.


I’m naked, in front of my boys… for the first time ever.


And it feels incredible.


Alex leans in and kisses me again as I reach out for him, his touch comforting, and at the same time Finn begins to kiss my feet, starting from the sole and working his way across each of my toes as I tingle and throb and giggle uncontrollably.


As Alex’s hand sweeps across my chest, Finn starts to work his way up, kissing my ankle and then my calf as my body twists, lips on mine and fingers curling over my breast.


Then Finn’s warm breath rolls across my tummy and I buck and look down as he grins up at me and licks his lips, and a heartbeat later, as Alex holds me tight, the world fades away as his tongue slips inside my pussy.


And I melt… for I am nothing but a puddle of love and lust.
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Goddamn.


Grace tastes like heaven.


I feel like I’m drinking nectar from the gods as I lap at her, her thighs squeezing my face as she throbs and bucks, Alex holding her firmly as she cries out in delight.


My tongue runs up and down her, her juices flowing freely over my lips as I swirl around her clit. For a brief moment, I float, as though I’m a feather in the wind above a sea of reeds, and then my angel cries out again in delight and I grin and keep going.


I reach up, sliding my hand over her thighs and then under her ass, finding her sweet little hole again as I part her and press into her, and she squirms with pleasure.


When I next glance up I grin as I watch her grappling with Alex’s jeans tugging them loose and then slipping his cock into her mouth, and at the same time, I move one hand between her thighs and slide my fingers into her, curling them up as I make her moan.


Alex grins, sweeping his hand over her breast as she sucks him, pinching her nipple between his thumb and forefinger before sliding down her tummy and circling her clit as I sit back.


And then I’m kneeling and rolling her over, pulling her back and parting her thighs as I gaze down on her dripping pussy and her sweet little hole. 


I lick my thumb and press it against her, teasing and preparing her, gently easing myself in and making her slick. How else are we both going to fuck her at the same time?


She squirms and squeals as I slip inside, and then I bring my cock up to her parting and slide myself up and down, drenching myself in her excitement as Alex pushes into her mouth once more.




*







[image: ]





My head spins as my cock slides smoothly between Grace’s parted lips, her tongue swirling quickly over and around my head before she takes me deep, her throat squeezing me, and as she looks up, her eyes water. She slips me out fast as she breathes, pumping me with one hand, then I watch as Finn lines up behind her.


We agreed that if this happened there should be no first and that anything that did happen should happen naturally, so I feel no envy as my best friend holds the girl of our dreams in his hands, and slides his cock up and down her parting.


Grace looks up at me as she tenses, licking her lips, her eyes wide with trepidation. Then she glances back toward Finn, reaching out for his hand and squeezing it before she braces, breathes deep, nods, and moans as he slides into her.


She drops forward as he fills her, her grip on my cock loosening and then failing altogether as he thrusts, the two of us smiling wide as she cries out in delight. I reach out and stroke her back, all the way up to her cheek, sweeping my thumb over her lips as her eyes close, reassuring her.


‘You okay?’ I whisper.


‘Yes,’ she gushes, nodding fast, her eyes sparkling for a moment.


Finn settles into a rhythm as Grace writhes, but after a few moments she reaches out for me again, and I move around until Finn and I are facing, Grace bent over between us, and again she takes me deep.


I lean back, my cock so hard as she sucks me, her lips so smooth and her tongue so slick and practised that I almost come. 


I don’t want to hold back, I want to fill her up, but not yet.


Finn leans forward as he fucks her, scooping her tummy and pulling her up and as she slides me out of her mouth I come forward and kiss her, holding her upright and tight between us as Finn thrusts and thrusst, our arms wrapped close around her as we squeeze.


Then Finn slips out of her and the two of us drop forward, Grace straddling me and grasping for me, sliding me up and down against her swollen lips, and then she raises herself up and slides me in, and it’s all I can do not to explode.


She drops forward, her arms coming down either side of me as we embrace, her lips on mine, her perfect breasts pressed against me.


And then I feel Finn straddle me too, his knees either side of my legs and I grin as Grace flushes.


‘Oh my god,’ she whispers, gasping as he sweeps his fingers over her and then lines himself up.


‘Is this what you want, Grace?’ he says.


‘Yes,’ she nods without hesitation.


‘Both of us inside you at once?’ he continues. 


‘Yes,’ she moans, burying her face in my neck. ‘Yes, yes, yes.’


And then he grins and pushes, and Grace’s head rises up uncontrollably, her eyes widening, her jaw dropping as I thrust up and up, and then she moans hard.


And we’re one.




*







[image: ]





Yes.


Time stretches out like a chasm as both sensations stun me, like the moment you step into a warm shower and for a brief moment the water runs cold and you can’t move. My eyes roll into the back of my head, my jaw drops, my tummy quivers and then a rolling wave of pleasure gushes through every inch of my body as my boys thrust.


I am theirs.


Alex’s cock fits inside me perfectly as Finn’s member fills my asshole, the pair of them quickly settling into a rhythm as they hold me tight in their strong arms; Alex wrapped around me, his hands and fingers stroking my back as I burrow into his neck; Finn’s holding my ass firmly as he spreads me and fucks.


I’m going to come.


Fast and hard.


The sensation is overwhelming. Every part of me feels like it’s floating, as though my body is coming apart, my atoms drifting away from one another as I get closer and closer. 


I bear down, thrusting hard onto Alex’s cock as he groans, my body aching for his seed as his abs tighten and his thighs squeeze, and then all I can see is stars as my every part of snaps back together in an instant.


‘Yes,’ I cry as my climax rushes me, Finn’s cock throbbing and pulsing as he tries to hold back, Alex’s doing the same, the pair of them still thrusting into me in unison as I thrash.


‘Come inside me,’ I beg. ‘Come inside me.’


And then Alex groans in my ear, pushing up as I feel him erupt, his hot warmth gushing into my pussy and a heartbeat later Finn leans forward hard and his whole cock throbs and thrums and bursts and leaks, and I come again.


‘Oh fuck,’ I mumble into Alex’s neck, pressing my face into him as I squeeze him, as though my pussy is out of control, trying to drain every last drop of his seed and keep it inside me. I can feel myself gushing I’m so full, come dripping from my ass and spilling out of my pussy.


For a few minutes we all lay still, holding each other, just breathing gently, my eyes and head succumbing to sleep as Alex strokes my hair, Finn on top of me, sandwiching me between them, all of us still connected.


One.


Then Finn’s cock twitches, and Alex’s does the same and I lean up and look between them with wide eyes as they come back to life inside of me. Then Alex grins and kisses me deep before he pulls away and whispers.


‘Oh, Grace,’ he says as Finn slowly slides out. ‘We’re not done with you yet.’


And I turn, breathing deep as Finn pulls me down so I’m on my side and facing him, Alex spooning me from behind now as he lines himself up with my ass, and then I blanch as I realise that they’re swapping.


And then as Finn pushes his sticky cock inside my come drenched pussy, he whispers too.


‘Your ours now,’ he says as he fills me up. ‘We’re never letting you go.’


And I grin as Alex thrusts into my tight little ass from behind, because I’m exactly where I always want to be… in heaven, with my two best friends.


Forever.




THE END
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I’ve never liked Christmas.


I don’t know what I hate the most about it. The holly-jolly bullshit, the fairy lights, or the meaningless sentiment. Not that it matters, I’ve never understood it anyway. All I ever wanted for Christmas was to be left alone, and for a long time that wish was granted. The holidays bring everything into focus. The world stops for one day and grinds to a halt. You’re one year older. One year wiser. One year closer to death, and with every revolution, life accelerates. Christmas brings the gift of time. Time to think, time to dwell, whether you want to or not, and then it takes it away. Now all I want to do with whatever time I have left is to be with her. 


Anna. My miracle.


The moment my eyes met hers everything changed. I’ve been a tall ship all my life, sailing in one direction, a steady wind in my sails and nothing on the horizon, and all it took was one song from my sweet little siren and I was wrecked. I can barely take my eyes off her, and when I do they ache with longing to see her again. She’s a maelstrom of beauty and I’m swimming into her current, lost forever in her tender sea as she drags me under, and I can’t breathe.


I close my eyes as I listen to her upstairs, every tinkle and patter she makes is like music to my ears, and for a moment I wonder what the hell went right, and then I grin and shake my head because I don’t care. Last night I made her mine, and I don’t ever mean to let her go.


Outside the winter sun is rising on a cold and bitter morning, the frosted windows of my bar dripping as the ice melts and the sky glows, and despite every dark moment that led up to this point I’ve never felt more alive.


I turn around and something catches my eye, something out of place and I grin, shaking my head, my old heart beating a little faster as fragments of memories hit me like shrapnel. 


Goddamn.


I lean down slowly and collect Anna’s sweet little panties with reverence, the white lace soft and delicate as I run them through my fingers, then I close my eyes and breathe her scent and it is intoxicating.


‘Yo, Jack,’ shouts the muffled voice of Marlie as she bangs on the glass panels between the old wooden door, making me jump. ‘Open up.’


I snap out of it, blinking. I’m vaguely aware that I’ve been standing still for a few minutes now, lost in thought, daydreaming like some air-headed kid as high as a kite, and I shake my head and laugh. Marlie’s my manager. I own the bar, she runs it, and she’s the only reason it’s still open. I don’t know shit about running a business, but she does, and I’m learning.


‘I’m coming,’ I say, chuckling as I lift the hatch and jangle the keys, stuffing my sweet little trophy deep inside my pocket.


The bolts slide open easily and the key spins free and a moment later the frigid air of Manhattan, still knee-deep in the tail end of the big nor’easter that swept in last week, washes through with a flurry of snowflakes.


‘Finally cracked, huh?’ she says, shaking herself off. 


I grin and look away. ‘Something like that,’ I say.


‘What was her name?’ she says as she tumbles inside, unwrapping her scarf and stomping her boots on the mat.


‘Whose name?’ I ask.


‘Don’t play dumb with me,’ she says, cocking her head. ‘The broad whose teeny cotton panties you were twirling.’


‘You know me,’ I laugh, bolting the door again and locking it. ‘I don’t remember their names.’


‘Bullshit,’ she says as she pulls off her coat and hangs it up. ‘This is different, you’re smiling. You got some fresh pussy last night and you liked it.’


‘I-,’ I start to protest, but I can’t help it, Anna’s broken me. I hesitate and Marlie sees it, her eyes growing wide as I sigh in defeat. I can’t hide anything from her for long, her bullshit detector is stronger than a polygraph. ’Her name is Anna.’


‘Holy shit, Jack,’ she says, rooted to the spot as her eyes go wide. ‘You used the present tense. You really do like this one.’


‘Fuck off,’ I say, giving her the finger as she snaps out of it, nodding slowly. I watch as she hops behind the bar and busts open the register, leafing through yesterday’s takings before slamming it shut and looking around.


‘You gonna let me put the decorations up to today, boss?’


‘Nope,’ I say.


‘You know it’s three sleeps until Christmas, right?’


‘Yep.’


Marlie shakes her head and grins. ‘So Anna, huh?’ she says as if she’s trying the name on for size, rolling it around on her lips before shaking her hips. ‘Sounds classy.’


‘Maybe she is,’ I say, leaning back against the same pillar I made my girl come against just last night. Then her sweet little angel voice filters down from upstairs and I try not to laugh, pushing my tongue hard into my cheek.


‘Jackie?’ she tinkles. ‘Are you there?’


‘What the fuck?’ mouths Marlie, her jaw dropping as she freezes. ‘She’s still here?’


I grin and lick my lips. ‘I’m downstairs,’ I call out.


‘Can I come down?’


‘Sure you can, angel,’ I say.


Marlie goggles at me, then her eyes drop to the bar and she blinks. 


‘Wait,’ she whispers, leaning closer to the mahogany as she frowns and focuses, running her fingers across the surface before pointing. ‘Is that her ass print on my bar?’


I laugh as Anna’s footsteps begin descending. ‘What can I say?’


‘You could start by saying sorry, for fucking on my bar,’ she hisses as I laugh silently.


‘It’s my bar,’ I laugh as Anna’s freckled face appears, fresh and flushed in the doorway, looking like a goddamn princess. Marlie short circuits as their eyes meet, her jaw dropping as she blinks.


‘Oh,’ says Anna, her face draining pale.


‘Anna, meet Marlie,’ I say, gesturing. ‘Marlie, meet Anna.’


‘I’m not his wife,’ she says after a moment. ‘I’m his manager.’


‘Oh,’ says Anna, visibly relieved. ‘Okay.’


‘I own this place,’ I say, patting my chest before gesturing toward Marlie. ‘But Marlie’s the reason I still own it.’


Anna smiles and licks her lips then she takes a deep and awkward breath before looking down at the skirt of her dress and blushing. I grin as I feel her panties in my pocket. 


‘We’re gonna take off,’ I say, turning to Marlie and throwing her the keys. She catches them in one hand, spinning them before she tucks them under the bar. 


‘No problem, boss,’ she says, her tongue firmly in her cheek. I can tell she wants to say more, but she’s holding her silence for now.


‘I’m a teacher,’ announces Anna suddenly, blushing hard, and my heart thumps as I fall a little harder for her, wondering what train of thought brought forth the need in her mind to justify her presence with her profession.


‘I’m going to go ahead and guess Kindergarten,’ says Marlie, and Anna breathes out and smiles, laughing silently as she nods. 


‘Good guess,’ says Anna, smiling again.


‘She’s too good for you, Jackie,’ says Marlie, turning back to me. ‘Marry her. Don’t let her go.’


I laugh as I grab my jacket, collecting Anna’s at the same time and holding it up as she makes her way around toward me. Her eyes alight from the mahogany surface to the pillar and then back to mine as she blushes even harder, the play-by-play running through her mind evident as her hands shake.


‘You going to be warm enough?’ I say, but before she can reply Marlie’s speaking.


‘Here, take these,’ she says, throwing her own hat and scarf from behind the bar. Anna catches them in both hands and looks back.


‘Are you sure?’


’Now you have to come back,’ grins Marlie, nodding with a wink.


Anna looks up at me and smiles. ‘I was hoping I wouldn’t need to ask.’
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I’m nervous.


The kind of nervous you get where an ocean of anxiety swells in your chest every time you breathe and makes your tongue go numb, and then occasionally diverts to your butthole and makes you tingle and squeeze. It’s not helping that I’m almost an hour late, and I’m being held up.


The six-foot tall security guard standing in front of me, whose name badge is declaring he’s called Gud, eyes my student card with sneering suspicion before he snorts and turns away, rotating it idly between his fingers.


‘This all you got?’ he says. ‘No driver’s license?’


‘Do you see a car?’ I say, half lying. I’ve got a license but I hate my picture and I’m not showing it to anyone unless I have to.


‘Wait there,’ he sneers before speaking into his radio headset. ‘Gate Four. Run an ID check on a Mackenzie Miller for me. Nineteen years old, red hair, freckles. Card says she goes to UCLA. No driver’s license. Reckons she’s the Ledger’s new nanny.’


Red hair and freckles. 


I roll my eyes. If I was ever a fugitive on the run from the law, that’s how the police would describe me. Suspect is a white Caucasian female, five-foot tall, with flame-red hair, and more freckles than a Lichenstein.


I take a deep breath.


My tummy is filled with dark butterflies. I haven’t done anything wrong but everything about this situation is terrifying, and it has nothing to do with Mr Grumpy and his surly performance over gate security. I’m just way out of my depth.


‘Yeah, about five foot,’ he says, turning back and eyeing me briefly.


I’m nervous because I’m starting a new job as a live-in nanny to a host family just south of Crestwood Hills. Nannying wasn’t my idea, but right now, whilst I’m studying in my second year at UCLA, I need a job, some time to study, and a place to live, and this ticks all the boxes.


‘Yeah, really white,’ says the guard, nodding with a smirk on his face. 


This guy is a joke. I had to knock on the window of his booth to get his attention when I arrived. I could’ve just walked straight past and into Hollow Vale without him noticing, but I’m too darn polite and too darn honest.


His shoulders sag as he listens to the response, and I can tell he’s disappointed. I bet he was looking forward to kicking my ass to the curb. Opportunities to exert his authority must be few and far between up here in the hills.


‘Are you done playing gatekeeper?’ I say, raising my eyebrows and cocking my head as he turns back. I can’t help it, my natural reaction to stress is to become a snarky bitch and the words tumble from my mouth even as I try to stop them. ‘Power trip over?’


The guard blinks, his face short-circuiting. I can tell he wants to yell at me, to tell me to fuck off, maybe even smack me around a little. He looks like the kind of guy that gets off on that. But apparently, I check out, and it’s good to know that being a resident nanny carries some weight around here. There is a pecking order, it seems.


He hesitates, and for a moment I feel that thrill in the pit of my stomach as I think he might actually be about to strike me, but then his big hand hits the gate buzzer instead, and after a brief cacophony of mechanical symphony, the token wooden barrier opens up, slowly.


I need to watch my tongue, otherwise, my bratty little mouth is going to get me fired. I highly doubt that my host family would have the tolerance not to sack my ass after one too many snide comebacks. 


I flash a smile laced with malice in his direction, then step forward, slipping through the barely open gap impatiently and swinging my little rucksack over my shoulder again as I start down the tree-lined avenue, practically running past houses that cost a thousand times more than I’ll ever earn in my lifetime.


I am way outside of my comfort zone here, but at least I look the part. I even went to the effort of buying myself some new high-waisted jeans, a blue stripy top, a few cardigans that cover up my tats, and some sensible shoes for this job. I don’t know all the details, but getting a solid recommendation from a gated family is like a six-star review, so I am pulling out all the stops. I did not, however, pull out my tongue piercing. There are some lines that I am not prepared to cross. 


I lucked out with this job. The family are so desperate they skipped the interview altogether and just went solely on agency advice. I haven’t met them, they haven’t met me, and that suits me just fine. I don’t interview well. The aforementioned tats, tongue piercing and snark do not help. 


I slip my phone out of my back pocket and triple check the address. I don’t need to, I’ve memorised it and looked it up on Google sixteen times already, but my anxiety is through the roof and doubt is creeping in around the walls, and I am so late. The moment I go to put it back it rings and I panic. It’s probably the agency, calling to ask where the hell I’ve got to - it’s not my fault the stupid bus didn’t turn up on time - but when I look it’s Felicity, and then I remember why.


Shit. 


I forgot I’d told her to call if I hadn’t texted her by now. I hammer the answer button.


‘Hey Flick,’ I say, out of breath. ‘I’m really sorry.’


‘You’re not dead?’ she says.


‘No, but I’m late.’


‘So they haven’t murdered you yet?’ she asks suspiciously.


‘I’m talking to you aren’t it?’ I say.


‘That’s exactly what a dead body would say. Blink twice if you’re in distress.’


‘Flick, you can’t see me.’


‘That’s exactly what a kidnap victim would say,’ she laughs.


‘You’re not helping,’ I huff, but she is helping in her own way, and a grin begins to creep in at the corners of my lips.


‘Take it easy,’ she says, her voice turning genuine. ‘You really want to show up looking like you’ve run a marathon? What if the dad is super hot and has a thing for nannies? He’s not going to want to sneak into your bedroom and play tickle under the covers if you look like a swamp monster.’


‘Ew,’ I say, my tummy twisting. ‘Firstly, gross. Secondly, they’re married with kids.’ 


‘So?’ says Felicity. ‘I’ve fucked like two out of the four dads I’ve au-paired for, and they were married. Men have a major hard-on for cute nannies.’


‘Again, you’re not helping.’


She gasps. ‘Maybe he’ll spank you for being late?’


‘Stop it,’ I giggle, my outburst drawing the ire of an old man tending to his garden.


‘Don’t sweat it,’ she says. ‘The first couple of times it hurts, but before you know it, you’ll be begging for him to do it again.’


‘You’re sick,’ I say.


‘I’m manipulative,’ she pouts, correcting me. ‘And I get massive tips. Sometimes, just the tip…’


‘Flick,’ I snap, but she’s taken the edge off my stress and I’m already feeling better. I take a deep breath and exhale slowly. ‘Thank you,’ I say reluctantly.


’My pleasure,’ she says. ‘Seriously though, you’ll be fine. No one could ever be mad at you for more than like, three seconds, max. You’re way too hot.’


I smile. ‘Call me again in an hour?’ I say, cringing.


‘Only if I get to listen,’ she says, gasping for breath suddenly. ‘Ooh, Mr Ledger, hurt me again.’


‘You need help.’


‘Because I’m so naughty.’ 


‘Goodbye, Felicity.’


‘Oh Mackenzie,’ she moans deliriously. ‘I love it when you full name me.’


I shake my head, laughing as I end the call, then I close my eyes and take a few deep breaths, slowing down my pace and listening to the sounds that surround me as I walk; a sprinkler bouncing on its spring, a lawn mower buzzing in the distance, the splash of someone diving into a backyard pool. It’s an old trick I used to use when I’d get into a mess on whatever base we were living on at the time, and it still works, although now I can’t get the vision of being spanked by the mystery hands of Mr Ledger out of my head. 


Get it together, Mackenzie.


It’s highly unlikely that he’s hot and even more unlikely that he’d be my type anyway. After all, musclebound bad boys that treat me like dirt and cheat on me are few and far between in neighbourhoods like this, and this is all overlooking the fact that he’s married with kids. Regardless, I relax a little, but as soon as I do, I’m standing in front of the house and my heart accelerates dangerously.


Shit. 


It’s even bigger than it looked on street view. Mock Tudor cladding, uneven brickwork, barn doors on the garage, curved walls and a porch with wooden pillars, it looks like somewhere a wizard might live, not a family of four. There’s something off about it though, and I can’t put my finger on it like something is… I don’t know. It’s too late to start trusting my instincts, I’m way past that point. An hour past.


Deep breath.


The driveway is paved with white bricks and lined by lush green grass and palm trees that sway gently in the breeze as I walk. The agency girl who put me on this job said this place was swanky, and she wasn’t lying. It’s a damned mansion. I never got around to asking why they needed someone so urgently, and it’s been bugging me for the last two days, but right now I don’t care, because before I know it I’m standing in front of the main entrance, looking up at the security camera and wondering if anyone is looking back. 


I adjust my cardigan just in case, check my ponytail, straighten my posture and- 


The door opens and I blink, and all the breath leaves my body in an instant as my heart thumps and my legs turn to jelly because standing in front of me is the most handsome man that I have ever seen. 


He’s more than six feet tall, built like a lumberjack, with a grizzly dark beard that’s mottled with splashes of silver and bed hair that’d make a boyband jealous. His steel-blue eyes somehow cut right through my chest and straight to my heart, and the dangerous look on his face as he runs me up and down makes my panties tremble. I force out half a smile, and then I bite down on my lower lip, my tummy filling with something that I don’t even have a name for. 


I whimper, literally whimper, and then I say, ‘Hgng.’


Fuck. 


I’m in so much trouble.




Read Forbidden Nanny - A Single Dad Age Gap Romance on Kindle & Kindle Unlimited now!










Be With Us: An Urban Foursome Love Story - Sample Chapter





The afternoon sun shone down a little too warm as Emilia relaxed on the wooden lounger in her back garden. Her sandals were off, her feet were stretched out, her toes were pointed, and her legs were ever so slightly apart. 


Half an hour prior she had returned home from her shift at the city hospital, swiftly changing into a short floaty skirt and a shoestring camisole top. She’d thought about her outfit very carefully, and had done so for days in anticipation of this moment, and as a result, she was feeling very kinky, her naughty thoughts sending little shivers of arousal travelling throughout her body like sparkles of electricity, for this was to be no ordinary afternoon.


It was spring, and it was quiet. Occasionally she could hear the sound of bluebirds flitting between the branches of the cluster of trees that bordered their fence, the only barrier between her and the normally busy road beyond. She listened nervously and felt a small tingle of apprehension, her chest thumping as next door’s patio door slid open, closely followed by the quiet footsteps of Josie, their mousy and friendly neighbour as she made her way into her own garden. After a few tense moments, Emilia could make out the snip-snip of shears as she began to tend to her roses and her stomach filled with trepidation.


Could she really do this?


She’d been thinking about her risqué plan for a while, indecorously inspired after she’d read a racy scene in her favourite naughty book, an idea that had tickled her in places she’d thought long dormant, and she had finally managed to build up the courage to see what… it would feel like. 


She took a deep breath.


Her husband wouldn't be home for an hour, so she had plenty of time. But now, faced with the prospect of actually carrying out her plan, she was starting to feel silly and somewhat on edge. If she didn't do it now, she thought to herself with a little tingle of excitement, then she might never have the courage to try it again.


She lay still, savouring the anticipation and then ever so delicately, she rolled up the edge of her top, laying her hands flat on her stomach and spreading out her fingers, before looking around as she lightly traced the contour of her belly. Tingling with the thrill of the moment, she picked up her battered novel from the decking and flicked it open. 


It was already on the right page.


Her sister, Alice had recommended this book to her over a year ago. Emilia had initially baulked at the idea of reading an erotic Victorian romance, particularly the kind that she was now cradling in her palms, but the seed had been planted in a wholly repressed and mortifyingly shameful part of her mind, and there it had blossomed, and as she had become more and more curious she had shamefully agreed to borrow it, but instead, her sister had gifted her, her very own copy.


The Paramour was set in the lonely highlands of Scotland and centred on the unconventional love between the Duke, the Duchess Elizabeth and her best friend, Lady Victoria. And it was so naughty. She had read it so many times now that it could only be regarded as ruined, battered and crinkled - a book no more - instead it had become a totem of shame. 


Beautiful, sexy, shame. 


She had read this particular chapter so many times that she knew it almost by heart, often recounting a little of it under her breath during quiet moments on her shifts whilst she tried not to blush. Usually out of earshot of the other medical staff and her patients.


Usually.


It wasn't just the thought of the book that had inflamed her, not entirely. It was the thought of what she planned to do to herself as she read it. 


That was the exciting part.


Every two weeks she and her husband Cassian’s work patterns left her with a whole hour on her lonesome - a happy hour so to speak - and she would often come home, sneak up to their bedroom and have a little sensual alone time, and this week was no exception… except this week she was going to have a little fun outside, with the sun warming her face.


But that wasn’t all of it, not if she was honest.


What had aroused her so much, was the thought that one of her neighbours in the houses that overlooked their garden might, maybe, just a little bit… glance down from a first-floor window or peek quietly through a hole in the fence and see her. 


Oh gosh, she thought as she closed her eyes.


It was the taboo thought of being watched as she touched herself; a willing participant in an act of voyeurism that had inflamed her so, and every good-girl part of her body was horrified at the thought. 


She was turned on by the fear and the guilt of being caught. 


And it was making her feel shockingly giddy, and unmentionably aroused.


She’d never done it outside before and for weeks since the idea had fomented in her mind, she had found herself feeling like a young girl again, discovering her body for the first time. She’d never touched herself beyond the confines of her own bedroom before, and for an inordinate amount of time each day, the idea had been preoccupying her thoughts.


Deep breath.


She tried and failed to settle herself down and then slowly she began to read, her breathing already uneven and shallow, her hands and fingers trembling.


Snip snip went Josie’s shears.


The Duke was stood by the hearth of the manor, stoking a roaring fire which blazed from the coals as a storm swept down through the moor and battered the old stone building, whilst on the chaise-longe opposite him, huddled under a thick blanket were the wet-through figures of the Lady and the Duchess, stripped down to their underclothes, warming themselves before the roaring flames.


You can do this, she breathed.


As she read, she carefully slipped the tips of her fingers underneath the waistband of her skirt and into her knickers, and took a long, deep and stuttering breath, as skin touched skin.


Oh gosh.


She started slow, circling herself surreptitiously with a single fingertip, her movements steady and subtle, whilst her eyes flicked up and around guiltily before finding the pages once more.


She read on as Elizabeth stroked Victoria’s knuckles beneath the large blanket, and then ever so delicately moved her hand down to her friend's naked thigh. She closed her eyes, picturing the scene, whilst running her wet fingers down to her opening and back up to her clit.


Beneath the blanket by the fire, the shy and retiring Victoria had found herself electrified at the touch of her friend, and after some gentle exploration was now slowly unlacing Elizabeth’s petticoat strings as her hands explored between Victoria’s thighs.


Emilia quickened her pace, pushing her fingers inside and arching her head back, her eyes closed as she pleasured herself.


Oh wow.


The book fell aside, but it didn't matter, she knew the story well enough that she didn't need it. She pictured Elizabeth’s fingers making their way up Victoria’s thigh, finding the edge of her undergarments and slipping inside them. She saw in her mind as the Duke stood up and made his way over to the two women, throwing aside the rug and revealing their secret and illicit affair, and her fingers swirled faster.


Her underwear was getting wet and she pushed it down past her bottom and let out a quiet involuntary moan, and then she blushed and froze as she wondered if Josie might’ve heard. 


Snip sni-


Her heart thumped in her chest.


As she started again, she found she was picturing herself as Lady Victoria, as the strong arms of the Duke picked her up and handled her like a doll, positioning her against the tall edge of the chaise-longe, his trousers falling aside and his thick member searching and then slipping into her from behind.


Emilia’s fingers were deep inside herself now, her movements no longer subtle or quiet, if anyone was looking out of their window they would see her playing with herself, and the thought made her quicken. She felt herself beginning to climax, her eyes fluttering open and looking around anxiously as her mouth let out another soft moan. Her fingers worked quickly against her clit, and for a fleeting moment, she thought she heard Cassian calling her name.


 She suddenly felt ashamed and guilty at the thought of her husband catching her thinking about another man - and another woman - her fingers between her thighs. Then to her surprise, she felt a sudden rush of arousal as she pictured him in the room with them, seeing her bent over the chair, the Duke thrusting into her and filling her with his seed, knowing that Cassian would be next in line to have her, to claim her.


The thought of him watching her with the Duke caught her off guard and she felt a blush rise up past her neck as her whole body quivered, then her spine arched and her mouth fell open and she started to come, holding her breath, her fingers deep inside her pussy… and then she could hear Cassian calling for her.


He was in the house, he had come home early, but it was too late - she had passed the point of no return. 


She gripped the edge of the wooden lounger as she shuddered in climax, desperately trying to stifle the moan escaping her lips, her mouth wide and her eyes screwed shut as she bent forward and bucked hard.


Now the conservatory door was opening and she could hear him stepping onto the decking as she collapsed back down onto the lounger, her fingers still inside herself, twitching and pulsing as she gasped for breath.


‘Em, you okay?’ he said. ‘You asleep?’


‘Huh?’ she managed, her chest still shaking from the intensity of her orgasm. Her lips and tongue were dry and she was breathing erratically as she rolled away sideways and slid her hand back out of her skirt, smoothing herself down and trying to catch her breath.


‘No, just dozing,’ she said, her whole body still throbbing. ‘Could you put the kettle on?’


‘Sure,’ he said, turning back towards the kitchen and buying her a few more seconds to recover.


Oh my goodness, that was close.


‘How was your day?’ she called out, a little too loud as he came back and stood beside her, leaning down to kiss her glistening forehead as the low whistle of the boiling water began to build.


‘Interesting. James handed in his notice.’


‘Oh?’


‘Yeah, he’s moving over to Integen,’ he said, sitting down on the lounger next to hers. ‘Tom’s putting him on gardening leave.’


‘When he’s going?’


’Two weeks.’


‘But that’s before-‘


‘Yeah, I know,’ he raised his eyebrows in dismay and then swung his legs up and lay back. ‘You okay? You’re sweating.’


‘I'm fine, just a little warm.’


‘How was your shift?’


‘Good, I had a nice old man with a hip dislocation who was telling me all about his wife and his mistresses, that was very entertaining,’ she laughed, taking a deep and uneven breath. ‘And a pretty young girl who works on a cruise ship as a singer and she had a few interesting stories to tell. People are very naughty on cruise ships. She was telling me that there are whole cruises for swingers.’


‘Oh, really?’


‘Mhm, she worked on one for six months. She got quite used to turning down invitations from older couples to join them in their cabins.’


‘Oh,’ he said, smiling.


‘Sounded quite exciting to me,’ said Emilia. ‘Other than that, it was quiet. Although the MRI scanner broke down, so that’s going to create a backlog for a few days.’


‘That’s a shame,’ said Cassian. 


She watched as he leaned forward and drew off his tie before unbuttoning his shirt. 


Handsome didn’t cut it. Cassian was hot.


Emilia’s heart rate fastened as a new idea formed in her mind. Her husband’s physique was toned, to put it mildly. He ran ten kilometres four times a week, lifted weights, and cycled to work most days at a shared office in the city centre, and during lunch, he went to the gym. 


Her sister Alice referred to Cassian as The Greek, and Emilia had often wondered if his past hid some middle-eastern ancestry with his olive skin and his thick dark hair. For a whole summer a few years ago she had buried herself in discovering their shared family histories, but she had hit a roadblock around one hundred and fifty years ago on his side and had eventually lost interest, telling herself she would pick it up again one day.


She couldn’t help herself around him though, and ever since they’d met, all those years ago, they had been unable to keep their hands off each other, and although she naturally worried that one day their mutual attraction might falter, she didn’t see it happening any time soon. Fantasies about fictional men and swinging cruise ships aside. Besides, right now she was feeling horny, courageous and very, very kinky, and Josie had gone rather quiet next door.


She stood up quietly, letting her skirt settle down around her thighs and smiling as her knickers dropped down onto the decking between her feet, and then she tip-toed softly across the warm wooden slats, letting the strap of her top fall off her shoulder to her elbow and exposing her breast. 


Quickly and quietly she stepped over her husband and lowered herself down, straddling his legs and unfastening his belt, and before he knew what was happening, she was pulling his trousers down and sliding up and over him.


‘Em, what are you-’ he managed to say before she placed a finger over his lips as his eyes widened, and then as she knelt up she felt him surge and grow beneath her, teasing her, then she slipped down onto him and sighed.
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Tushie: A Taboo Tale of Forbidden Love - Sample Chapter





Elsie shivered, pulling the little blanket she was clutching up high under her chin as she snuggled into her husband’s broad shoulder. It was dark, and the wide back garden of their country cottage home shimmered with licks of orange and red as the pair of them sat mesmerised, watching the flames inside their fire pit crack and crumble the last small log they had placed there only half an hour before.


The stars above shone brightly as Cole leaned back and stared up into the night sky beside her, letting his eyes adjust as the bright twisting shapes that had been seared into their vision subsided. Elsie followed his gaze and together they sat in wonder, holding each other's hands and stroking each other's fingers as the stars flickered and blinked back at them from on high.


‘Isn’t it incredible to think that those tiny spots of light up there have travelled so far to get here?’ said Cole, stroking Elsie’s shoulder. ‘All that way, and at the very end of their journey, our eyes were here to meet them?’


‘Nerd,’ she laughed. 


‘Watch it,’ he grinned.


‘Cheesy nerd?’ she asked, raising her brow.


‘I’m not sure that’s better.’


Elsie smiled and shook her head. ‘They are beautiful,’ she conceded. She squeezed him and rested her head on his goofy shoulder as they sat close together, gazing up into the brilliance of the Oxford night.


Out here, in the countryside, nestled amongst dark hills and deep forests, the sky was almost entirely devoid of light pollution and the stars often shone so brightly that on some nights it seemed unreal. Elsie gasped and pointed as a tiny meteor raced across her vision in the blink of an eye.


‘This is the same sky as the one we married under,’ said Cole.


‘Almost. One more night and it will be.’


‘Do you remember our first dance?’ he continued, turning to face her in the shimmering light.


‘To Rocket Man? How can I forget?’ she laughed.


Her husband relaxed, loosening his shoulders and kissing her head as she slipped her arm across his chest. His jumper was thick and baggy and she loved how it made him look and feel when she cuddled into him. He rested his face in her hair and breathed in her scent as she looked up.


‘Do you remember Alice got so drunk she tried to chat up my dad?’


Cole laughed. ‘I think he would’ve gone for it too if you hadn’t stepped in.’


‘Oh my gosh, can you imagine?’


‘I remember how beautiful you looked,’ he said, looking down at her.


‘You scrubbed up pretty well yourself.’


He raised his hand and stroked her hair as the two of them looked into one another’s eyes.


‘It’s getting late,’ said Elsie, breathing in and sitting forward, whilst placing her palm suggestively on his chest. ‘We should go to bed.’ 


He nodded, smiling. ‘Sounds good, Mrs Winters.’


She stood up and reached out for his hand, sliding his fingers between hers and helping him up out of the snug. The embers of the fire were almost dead and she watched, smiling as he considered dealing with it, deciding instead to leave it to die out as they headed inside hand-in-hand. Priorities.


As he swung the patio door shut behind him and turned the latch he paused and watched in the reflection of the window, his eyes catching hers as she walked back towards the light of the stairwell. She stopped as she reached the doorway to wait for him and he turned to follow her after making sure the back door was firmly locked.


As he reached the lower landing, she set off up, and he couldn’t resist squeezing her pert little bottom as she walked ahead of him. Elsie in response jumped and ran up a few more steps and Cole laughed and gave chase as she screamed and ran into their bedroom.


‘No, no, no. Please,’ she said, laughing as she leapt onto the mattress, spinning around and backing up on her knees, holding her hands up in surrender.


‘No mercy,’ he said, as he advanced.


He charged forward and grabbed her, pinning her down and tickling her as she screamed and laughed and writhed, desperately trying to fight him off with her hands but failing. He paused for a moment to let her breathe and then just as she thought he might have finally relented he shot forward again, as she convulsed back and forth.


After another ten seconds, he stopped and Elsie collapsed onto the bed, panting as she tried to catch her breath. She both hated and loved when he did this, but he always knew when to stop. He kissed her on the cheek and she smiled and turned to look at him with mischief in her eyes.


‘Don’t start something you can’t finish,’ he said as he saw the look she was giving him.


She raised her eyebrows and laughed, defeated. ‘You win,’ she said, taking a deep breath.


‘You’re cute when you laugh.’


He wrapped his arms around her and spooned her on the bed, and she smiled and took hold of his hand in hers, cupping it to her breast over the top of her thick jumper.


‘Can you believe it’s been almost a year?’


‘I know, it’s gone so fast,’ he propped himself up and looked down at her, lying still on the pillow.


‘A year of being Mrs Winters,’ she turned a little so she could look up into his eyes and he kissed her on the lips.


‘A long year,’ he pulled away, laughing.


Elsie glared at him. ‘Almost. Tomorrow it will be anyway. So we’ve got an entire…’ she paused and turned her head to look at their bedside clock. ‘Forty-eight minutes left of being newlyweds.’


‘Then we should fuck like rabbits before we become old and boring.’


‘We definitely should.’


Cole grabbed at the bottom of her jumper, pulling it up and over her head with an urgency that made her gasp as she struggled out of it. She sat up as her husband knelt forward and tugged at her camisole top, pulling it up as it got caught in her ponytail.


Now she was undoing his belt as he unclipped her bra and within seconds her breasts were bare as his hard cock bulged through his jeans, and she reached down and felt the contour of it through his trousers as she smiled and unzipped him.


Quickly she knelt back up in front of him and began to undo his shirt as he caressed her breast. With one hand he stroked her hair and with the other, he brushed against her nipple, and as the last button came undone he threw it off and Elsie turned her attention to his boxers, pulling them down hard and exposing already throbbing cock.


Without hesitation she slipped him into her mouth and stroked him back and forth in her palm, running her tongue over his glans as he moaned and arched his head back and away. With a desperate fervour, she took him deep into her throat and back out again, then quickly around her lips and tongue, tickling the very tip as she pumped him firmly.


Quivering, he reached down and took her shoulders, pushing her back onto the bed, and then suddenly he was tugging at her skirt, pulling it down and off, his thumbs slipping deftly inside the edge of her knickers as he exposed her.


Her pussy, already soaking wet, throbbed for him, and she leaned back against the pillow and parted her knees. Without breaking eye contact, she lowered a single finger and pushed it inside herself, as deep as she could go, then she pulled it out and beckoned him forward, pushing her wetness into his mouth as he knelt, firm and ready between her thighs.


Wasting no more time, he pulled her down sharply so she was lying flat, making her gasp, and then he put one knee beside her, and the other between her legs, and traced his hand down from her cheek… along her neck, down her chest, around her breast, down her stomach and onto her waist and then finally, he parted her lips and slipped two fingers inside her.


‘Oh yes,’ she moaned.


She was soaking wet already and as he pushed in and arched up he began to thrust back and forth, like he was beckoning her toward him, tapping over and over against her g-spot and making her buck with pleasure.


As she writhed and moaned and twisted with her eyes closed he surprised her and leaned in and closed his lips over her nipple, running his tongue around it in a swirling and flicking motion as he maintained his relentless, perfect pace.


‘Yes, oh fuck,’ she cried, biting her lip as he worked her.


She could feel herself starting to come already, barely two minutes having passed since her clothes came off, and she reached out for the back of his neck, pushing his face into her bosom as his fingers pleasured her, wanting this moment to last longer but at the same time desperate to climax.


As she came, she arched her back and moaned out loud, then she went silent… and quivered, her mouth in the shape of an O as she shuddered, thrust and whimpered.


Then, as it passed, she collapsed back onto the bedsheets, and her husband sat up. In one quick motion he rolled her over and pulled her up onto all fours, and she grinned as he knelt behind her.


‘Fuck me,’ she whispered as they locked eyes, and a moment later his rock solid cock slid all the way into her at once - without resistance - pushing her forward as she cried out in ecstasy.


‘Oh yes,’ he moaned as he bottomed out, pulling back gently. His cock was so big she could feel it push against her cervix and for a brief moment she yelped out in pain.


‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘I didn’t mean to go so deep.’


She winced but then nodded.


‘It’s okay, keep going.’


Slowly he pushed into her again, but not as far this time and began to speed up.


It felt so good when he fucked her from behind. It was her favourite position, although she loved missionary too, and several other positions they’d played with recently. Whilst it was nice to look up into her husband’s eyes as he made love to her, he fucked her harder like this, and she loved it.


She pondered sometimes if it was because he liked the view? She always felt a little self-conscious - vulnerable even - especially with the light on. It felt funny to her that he was making love to her and looking down on her ass.


At her tight little button.


It was taboo, wasn’t it? Her naughty little hole was something that only her husband ever got to see. It was forbidden, but she had to admit, that turned her on.


His hands grabbed hold of her waist and then slid round to her ass as he continued to pound her, the head of his cock stretching her insides as it grew and pulsed and throbbed.


Then she sensed him raising his hand into the air and felt it smack down on her behind as he spanked her. In quick succession, he did it a second time, and she moaned in delight.


She loved a good spanking.


Pausing for a moment he rested his hand against her ass and squeezed it as he pushed into her, thrusting harder and harder with every passing second.


Then something else happened.


As he swept his hand across, his thumb grazed her other hole and she bit her lip as a wave of naughtiness and surprise rushed through her.


‘Sorry,’ he said, as he pulled his hand away.


But Elsie was shaking, and her lips had gone dry as her tummy and chest filled with something new and indefinable. She turned back to look at him.


‘I’m sorry,’ he said, slowing down as their eyes met.


‘Do that again,’ she said.


Cole frowned. ‘Touch… your?’


She nodded urgently, pushing herself back onto his cock and biting her lip. ’Touch my… my asshole.’


Nervously, Cole’s shaking fingers slid across his wife's bottom, hovering over her for a heartbeat, then he traced a single finger down between her cheeks, ever so slowly. He continued to slide in and out of her as he moved, drawing ever close, as her pussy tightened over and over around his cock. Then as lightly as he could, he pressed his thumb against her.


And waited…


Elsie’s body shook and she mumbled and bucked, and then she breathed out in pleasure, her mouth wide, her eyes closed and her body rocking forward at his touch. Something had changed inside her, as though a cable had snapped and instead of plummeting to her doom, she rocketed up into the heavens.


‘Keep fucking me,’ she cried. ‘And don’t take your hand away.'


Cole realised he had stopped his thrusts as soon as he’d touched her and he resumed straight away, still holding his thumb against her little button as his cock dipped back into her luscious lips.


‘Oh fuck,’ she said, shaking her head - it wasn’t enough, she needed more. ‘Put it in.’


‘My cock?’ he said, looking up in surprise.


She shook her head from side to side - too soon. ‘No, your finger, put your finger in my ass.’


Cole’s eyes widened and he started shaking with excitement and trepidation. Elsie had never talked like this before and it was almost too much. He was going to come soon and he wasn’t going to be able to slow down or stop himself. He withdrew his thumb, licked his little finger and then slowly traced the line between her cheeks again before wiggling it and pushing it against her sweet little hole.


‘Yes,’ she whispered, she didn’t know what had come over her, but she didn’t care. This felt good. He pushed a little harder at the same time as she pushed back and then suddenly, the tip of his finger disappeared inside her ass, and the whole room spun.


Oh fuck.


That was it, that was as far as he could go, and she knew it. The sight and the feeling of what was happening was too much, and it sent him over the edge.


She could feel it. Feel the moment that he lost control - that errant twitch, the sudden throb, and the deep and uncontrollable pulse.


And then her husband came, and a second later, so did she.


Elsie buried her face in the pillow as her husband’s cock strained and erupted inside of her, filling her up with his love, rope after rope of warmth squirting into her pussy as she quivered and shook and writhed in orgasm.


Up and up she floated, the sensation deeper and more powerful than any feeling that had come before, and then she was out, high above the clouds, floating in climax before as gently as a feather, she began to descend.


Slowly Cole removed his finger, as gently as he could, and a moment later, his soft slick cock slid - still hard - out of her pussy, and Elsie collapsed forward onto the bed, shaking and breathing erratically.


Desperately she grabbed for him, pulling his arms around her tight, and then she covered them both in the duvet, hiding her face underneath. She was feeling more than a little embarrassed.


Mortified might be the word.


Cole stroked her hair with his hand and pressed his body up against hers as she willed the bed to swallow her whole.


Her husband had fingered her asshole as he’d fucked her.


And she’d loved it. There was no going back from this.


‘That was amazing,’ he whispered into her ear.


She shook her head, unable to form words yet.


‘What’s wrong?’


‘It was rude,’ she managed, her head still hidden beneath the covers.


’So?’


‘It was really rude.’


‘Does that matter?’


She shrugged. ‘I’ve never done that before.’


‘Me neither, ‘ he said as he squeezed her tight in his arms to reassure her. ’I think you liked it though.’


She shook her head again vigorously and then stopped. That wasn’t true. She’d come harder than she ever had before, and there was no use lying - he knew. A moment later, she very delicately nodded. ‘Maybe a bit,’ she said, but it was barely a whisper.


The two of them were silent for a little while, just holding each other as Elsie processed what had just happened. 


Her husband's finger had been inside her ass, and it had felt so fucking naughty.


As soon as he had pushed it in, she had come. It had been a different orgasm too, more powerful than the first, and more powerful than any she had had before - even by herself - but she felt strangely ashamed, as though she’d done something wrong.


What was even more confusing, was that she wanted to do it again.


She peeled back the covers and turned to look at her man, who simply smiled at her. Her eyes grew big and wide as she kept staring, and she knew she looked pale and embarrassed.


‘Did you like it?’ she said.


‘I loved it.’


‘Did you really think I meant your cock when I asked you to put it in?’


Cole nodded and smiled.


‘Would you like that?’ she asked.


He gazed into her eyes and then nodded again.


Elsie shot back under the covers and moved back, so her ass was further away from him.


‘That is so rude,’ she said, loudly this time.


Cole grabbed her and pulled her towards him, shifting the covers down so he could see her face.


‘Why is it rude?’


‘Because you can’t put your willy there,’ she said, whispering again but laughing this time.


He laughed hard, and then kissed her, shrugging as he did so.


‘I don’t care,’ he said.


‘You should care.’


‘It doesn’t bother me,’ he continued. ‘I love you.’


Elsie shook her head again, but she was still smiling. ‘No,’ she lied. ‘I don’t want to.’


‘That’s fine,’ he said, nodding sincerely. ‘It’s not up to me, it’s your body.’


She stared into his eyes for a while, happily grinning as he gazed back. ‘You mean that don’t you?’


He nodded then he leaned forward and kissed her again. As his lips met hers she wrapped her arms around his head and pulled him down towards her, pressing her forehead against his and biting her lip. 


‘It’s our anniversary tomorrow,’ she said. As she spoke she felt his cock twitch against her leg. ‘Maybe, I might feel differently in the morning.’


Cole grinned. ‘Maybe you will.’


‘Maybe… tomorrow night, you could… fuck my ass?’ she whispered as she felt his cock hardening against her.


‘Maybe I will?’ he laughed.


‘Maybe,’ she blushed. ‘I would like that.’


Oh gosh, what she was saying?


But before she could have second thoughts, he pulled her towards him, enveloping her in his arms, and then he kissed her with such a fervent, desperate passion, that all she could see were stars.
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