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Chapter 1


I worshipped my husband’s cock when he was here to give me a portion and that was happening right now. I was kneeling on the floor in front of him, we were both naked and he had a huge hard on courtesy of my right hand, but now I wanted his cock in my mouth. I looked at it and with the foreskin pulled back the purple head was there for me to see, a lovely sight. I touched the little hole where his cum would burst from later with my tongue. I teased it, just licking the hole slightly. I looked up into the eyes of my husband and smiled, he smiled back. He loved me sucking his cock and after three months away from me would be bursting with lovely cum for me to swallow. Stephen shuddered from the touch of my tongue as I delicately flicked his knob head. I grasped his organ with my right hand, it was more than a lovely hand full and I would know as I’d held plenty of cocks in my time. Stephen’s cock was bigger than average, longer and with more girth and for all those people that say size doesn’t matter I say bollocks, the bigger the better as far as I’m concerned and if he knows how to use it as well, heaven on earth.
I put my lips around the head carrying on licking at the same time. His prick tasted lovely, nectar for my mouth. I slowly slid my mouth further down relishing the feel of his skin in my gob. I’ve always loved giving blow jobs ever since I found out about them when I was seventeen. Ever since then I’ve practised the art and believe I’ve mastered the technique of giving my men the ultimate satisfaction with my mouth. Stephen always acknowledged my expertise and was more than happy to let me blow him. Not that he ever neglected my cunt, my hole needed satisfying too and the combination of his tongue on my clit followed up by a good fucking from his cock always sent me into orgasmic orbit.
I clenched my lips around his erection and began to move my head up and down the shaft, slowly, I wanted Stephen to feel every little bit of pleasure I could give him. My mouth went further and further down his glorious prick until I began to feel his knob head just touching my throat, no problem for me, I tilted my head forward a little so that Stephen’s cock could slide down my throat unimpeded. With each stroke my mouth went further and further down his prick until my forehead touched his belly, I held it there for a moment and then straightened my neck and slid forward again taking the last inch of his engorged cock all the way. I could now wank his cock completely with my mouth. I rocked backwards and forwards; feeling his cock between my tightened lips.
Stephen groaned. “You give the best head ever Sue.”
Now I had it in properly I could make my moves more expansive, bobbing my head further along his shaft with each stroke. This was delicious, my first cock for over three months; I was determined to make this special and enjoy every sexual nuance of the experience. Some couples I know after a separation go at it like hammer and tongs, not Stephen and me, it was always the same when he returned, slow and easy so we could eke out every moment of sexual delight. By now I was holding his bum with both my hands so I could control every movement of my body and his. Stephen liked me to be in control of this part of our love making. Later, he would take control but for now I ruled the roost guiding the action and dictating the pace of things. I sucked his cock for a while until I felt the need, the desire for Stephen to go to my cunt. He like me was an expert at giving head and I wanted him down there, with his head buried deep in my crutch licking me, touching me stimulating my body until I would crave his glorious cock in my fanny. I pulled away from his cock and lay back on the floor with my legs wide open so he could enjoy the view of my cunt. Stephen knew what I wanted but waited a moment as he savoured the look of my fanny as I opened it up with my fingers so he could see my hole properly.
“I am so looking forward to this.” He said as he knelt down between my legs.
He took one last look and then buried his head between my legs. I gasped as his tongue made contact with my cunt. He pushed my fingers away and used his to hold me open and began to lick each of my cunt lips in turn. He took it slowly enjoying the feel of my skin on his tongue as I enjoyed the feelings his efforts were putting into my body. I think he loved my cunt as much as I worshipped his manhood. He would always give it time, time for him to enjoy sucking and licking and for me to build towards the inevitable climax our love making always produced. Later on or tomorrow we would fuck with wanton passion, now it was all about love. He poked his tongue as deep into my hole as he could, his face pressed tight into my cunt. It felt wonderful as he licked my fanny walls, all around his tongue went and then he slid it up towards my clit, finally touching it, teasing it with the very tip of his tongue. Then he pushed downwards onto it massaging the organ as hard as he could. He grasped my legs and lifted them up wide so he could get to my bum. He licked the outside and forced his tongue in that hole as far as he could before sliding upwards slowly again burying his head into my crutch so he could lick the inside of my cunt and then upwards once more to my clit. This was pure sexual joy to me and I laid there with my arms stretched out over my head accepting the pleasuring my husband was giving me.
After a while I knew I needed his cock inside me.
“Make love to me.” I asked.
He put my legs down gently on the floor and moved his body up so his prick was just at the entrance to my cunt, his knob head just an inch inside me. He fucked me like that for a minute just swaying slightly his prick teasing my hole than suddenly he plunged into me all the way. I gasped in surprise and pleasure. He laid his whole body on me and we stayed like that for a minute both enjoying the feel of his prick inside my fanny. Then he started to ride me, slowly, his prick almost leaving my cunt, but not quite. Then he would plunge into me once more, all the way and back out again. The joy this style of fucking was giving my body are outside any words I can say. Wonderful, gorgeous, marvellous just don’t describe the enormous stimulation my body was receiving. Stephen has both stamina and staying power and could keep this up until he knew I was ready and at my request would speed up to fuck me with a fury that would tip me over the edge. After three months it didn’t take long and I begged him.”Fuck me hard, right now.”
He responded instantly by pounding into me, the entire length of his cock still nearly leaving my cunt and then thrusting all the way back in. Long hard fast strokes that brought me into my orgasm. I’m noisy when I climax and I screamed out as the waves of pleasure hit me. I grasped his back pulling him towards me, needing to hold him as the orgasmic joy shot through me. I bucked my hips up to meet his thrusts compounding the absolute pleasure I was feeling. The orgasm went on and on and still Stephen thrust into me, then just as my high began to subside he groaned as his orgasm hit. I loved the way his final few thrusts into me were harder as his cum shot from his lovely cock deep inside my cunt. Eight, nine, ten times he pumped his liquid into me. He laid the weight of his body back onto me and we cuddled like that for an age our arms around each other. Then he rolled off and lay alongside me holding my hand.
There was no silly talk of was that good for you darling? We both knew we had expressed our love for each other and fulfilled each others needs. Life was perfect, if only.

My name is Susan Monk, I married Stephen when I was eighteen and he was twenty six, that was six years ago. I work as a legal secretary at a small firm of solicitors in the local high street. Stephen, what does he do? I have absolutely no idea. He says that he works for the government but what he does is governed by the Official Secrets Act and he can tell me no more than that. I do know he keeps two suitcase permanently packed one for warm weather and the other for cold weather. He will get a phone call on his work mobile anytime day or night, pick up one of the suitcases and leave the house within five minutes of the call. Sometimes he is gone for a few days and other times like the last, for three months. When he is away there is no communication from him at all, not a phone call, text or email. I tell a lie, one time after a three week absence, this was three years ago, he phoned me from Heathrow and said he would be home in two hours. I waited and waited, he eventually turned up one month later.
All he said when he did finally get home was. “Sorry about that, a job came up. I won’t phone you again.”
Now I first met Stephen when he came into the solicitor’s office for conveyancing on the house he was buying and we started going out, Mr Mystery man was an enigma to me. I loved the secrecy of his life, it was exciting and to an impressionable eighteen year old the tall good looking chap just swept me off my feet. But after a while the separation and not knowing when he would return and sometimes I wondered IF he would return began to gall on me. This was our only source of arguments, the only sour note in our relationship. Mind you I say relationship, in our six year marriage we had taken four holidays and on one of those Stephen had received a phone call and left me on my own in Side and during those six years I reckon we had actually been together for all of a hundred or so nights.
He is paid well and his salary goes into our joint account each month without fail. He is generous and tells me to spend the money as needed, but if one day he didn’t return and the money stopped coming I wouldn’t even have a phone number to call to find out what was occurring. I don’t know where he works, what department or anything.
Stephen had returned this morning from a ‘job’ at just after six. I was still in bed when I heard the key in the front door. Naked I ran down the stairs to greet him and we had gone into the living room and made love. It was beautiful as you know but the loneliness and so many unanswered questions left me feeling very sad.
After making love Stephen made me go to work. “You can’t ever do anything out of the ordinary when I’m home.” He had told me a long time ago.
“Can’t I just throw a sickie?”
“No Sue, you have an impeccable record and phoning in sick for the day won’t be like you at all. So go on off you go, I’ll be here when you get back.”
I’d heard that before, three or four times I’d arrived home from work to find a scrawled note. ‘A job’s come up; see you when I get back home.’
So very reluctantly I went to work waiting for five o’clock so I could get back home to my husband. The day dragged past and when my boss asked my to type a letter at ten to five I nearly screamed. I eventually left the office at five twenty five and was driving like a maniac to get back home when I saw Stephen’s Jag heading down the other side of the duel carriageway.
“Fuck no.” I screamed.
It was a mile or so until I could turn around and attempt to follow my husband, I tried what was a forlorn attempt but at the junction with the M1 I had no idea which direction Stephen might have taken. I headed home found the note. ‘Sorry, duty calls,’ and cried my bloody eyes out. A half a bottle of whiskey later and I was totally bladdered and still crying. A whole nine hours wasted when we could have been together all for the sake of keeping up appearances, nine hours when we could have fucked each others brains out. We hadn’t even had time for our normal row about his disappearances. Fuck I was really beginning to hate this life.
It was a good job the next day was Saturday because I woke up with a humungous hangover and it was not self inflicted it was my bastard husband disappearing that was at fault. I woke at eleven drank a pint of water and took three paracetamols and sat on the sofa with my arms around my legs and my head resting on my knees. This was so unfair, so unjust.
By one o’clock I was feeling more like my normal self and had a bowl of cornflakes and a mug of coffee and then picked up the phone and speed-dialled the number of my best friend, confidant and sometimes lover Beth.
“Can you come over?” I asked as soon as she answered.
“Fifteen minutes.” She replied and put the phone down.
She knew straight away what the problem was; I’d bored her with the same thing time after time. Beth was a free and single woman after a messy divorce from an alcoholic bully and was always happy to come and spend time with me. We had met at primary school and had been friends ever since. Before I married Stephen, even though she liked him, she had tried to persuade me not to tie the knot with him for the very reason I was now so upset.
She let herself in with her key and we immediately cuddled, a hug from her was worth a thousand words to me at that moment and we must have stood like that in the middle of the living room for ten minutes. We finally broke off and holding both my hands she looked at me and said. “You look like shit.”
I told her exactly what had happened the day before and about the whiskey. She shook her head and could very easily have said. “I told you so.” But that wasn’t Beth’s style. Instead she said. “What you need is a holiday, a complete break from things.”
I was stunned, “What if Stephen comes back home?”
“What if he does, if he does, will it be for an hour, a day, a week?”
My head slumped down; would he forgive me if he came home and I wasn’t here, should I give a fuck what he thought for all the consideration he gave me?
“I’ll have a think about it Beth.”
“When people say that they usually mean no; I’m serious Sue let’s both get away somewhere new and different.”
“I can’t think about it now. God I’m tired.”
“Why don’t you go back to bed for an hour, I’ll have a coffee and we can chat properly when you’ve revived a bit.”
“You are the best friend a girl could have, do you know that?” I said with genuine affection in my voice. “I’ll slope off, just for an hour mind.”
I left Beth to her own devices and went upstairs, slipped off my dressing gown and got between the sheets, I was asleep in minutes.
I woke up an hour later with the wonderful feeling of my cunt being licked, for a moment I thought Stephen had returned but no it was Beth her dark head of hair buried deep in my crutch.
“Oh Hiya,” She said when she realised I was awake. “I just thought you could do with a bit of tender loving.”
“Mmm you carry on girl; I’ll catch up with you in a minute.”
As I mentioned Beth and I are some time lovers. Neither of us were lesbians and I didn’t count this as being unfaithful to Stephen, my logic dictated that this was two girls sharing a common need, some loving, some tenderness.
Beth was doing an excellent job of licking my clit and with one hand groping my left tit I couldn’t think of a better way to be woken up. I let her carry on for a while before I wanted to get to her fanny.
“Turn round so I can lick you too.”
She moved up to kiss me but quickly gave that up as a bad idea.
“You need to clean your teeth before I kiss you again madam. You taste like a jock strap.”
Trust Beth to be frank, I hadn’t washed or done anything to myself since showering after making love to Stephen yesterday morning. My fanny probably tasted a bit ripe too but that didn’t seem to be bothering her. She knelt with a knee each side of my head and leant forward to carry on at my cunt. Her fanny was just above my face, I used my fingers to separate her fanny lips and dug in with my tongue licking her slit from bottom to top giving her lovely little clit a good seeing to along the way. She and I could carry on like this for ages just enjoying the feelings we were giving each other but after a while though we both slipped a couple of fingers into each others holes to add to the pleasure. It was no good though, I think I was more upset about Stephen going off the way he did than I realised. Despite Beth’s very best efforts I knew I wasn’t going to achieve the sexual satisfaction I needed so I said to Beth. “Sorry but I’m going to need some additional help.”
“You do what you have to do girl.”
She got off me and I reached over to my bedside cabinet for my electronic friends. Don’t be shocked, I’m a normal healthy woman with needs and if Stephen isn’t here to satisfy those needs and Beth isn’t available then I just look after myself with my little assistants. I extracted from the draw a two pronged dildo. It had larger prong for your fanny with a smaller one to go in your arse. I found the tube of lubricant, smeared the two prongs and passed it to Beth who slowly inserted the device into me. She pressed the button at the end and pulses of movement began in my cunt and arse. Now every girl knows that it is your clit that really does the job, so I reached into the draw and got out my favourite little vibrator. It was gold plated and about as thick as a big man’s forefinger. Again I passed it to Beth; she switched it on and began to work it on my clit. I lay back, closed my eyes and let the wonderful feelings take over my body. Beth bless her reached up with her free hand and pinched a nipple, fiddling around with it just the way I liked. Now the feelings in my cunt rapidly began to build. I clenched my cunt muscles and very soon my orgasm started. Not a stonker but very satisfying all the same. I cried out quietly as the waves of pleasure pulsed through me. Finished, I lay back for a moment and looked up at Beth.
“Thank you for that, it was just what I needed; your turn now.”
She laid back as I extracted the double dildo from myself and pushed it into her, what are friends for if you can’t share and share alike. I then got to work with the other vibrator running it around and over Beth’s clit.
“That feels sooooo good.” She murmured as I increased the pressure on her clit. It didn’t take long before she let out a scream as her climax began. I watched her face enjoying the contortions it went through under the influencer of an orgasm. She finally relaxed her climax done with. I pulled the dildo out of my best friend and lay alongside her. She gathered me in her arms and we cuddled like that for a while.
Later, over a cup of coffee she said. “Well what about a holiday then, just the two of us?”
I thought for a moment, looked at her and said. “Fuck it why not.”



Chapter 2


Ten days later Beth and I were on a plane to Malaga and there we would board a cruise liner for a two week sea voyage around the Mediterranean. The itinerary for the cruise meant we would be stopping off in quite a few countries, some with overnight stops where you could do your own thing or take a guided tour.
Beth and I had flown out two days early so we could meet up and stay with some friends of ours who owned a villa in the mountains north of Marbella. Another friend of the couple Selina has recently written a book, (well ghost written by Phebe Bodelle entitled My very Sexy Holiday,) about a two week vacation she spent with the couple and her husband. The book was very revealing; it seemed that Judy and Alec have changed a lot in the two years they had lived in Spain. So be it, it would be good to catch up with our old friends.
Judy was there to meet us at the airport and quickly whisked us off in her BMW for the hour or so trip to her home. The girl looked good, slim and tanned. We chatted away like school girls on the trip and when I told Judy about Stephen’s ‘job’ she was disgusted.
“You should dump him for someone who cares more about you than his work. He obviously doesn’t realise that a man’s time with his woman is the most important aspect of a relationship, more important than anything.”
Judy was always forthright with her opinions. I was sat in the back of the car and went quiet for a while thinking about what she had said. I really had not even thought about separating from Stephen, I loved the man with all my heart and soul and the thought of leaving him filled me with pain but his absences also filled me full of pain. I dismissed her words, for the time being and rejoined the chit chat, three girls together after two years; you just knew there were lots to catch up on.
We turned right off the motorway and headed off up hill toward Monda and then it was a short ride along a dirt track to their place and from the first sight it looked impressive. It was big and although fairly new it was built in the traditional Spanish style. Judy took us in and we dumped out bags in a twin bedroom then out to the kitchen where Judy put the kettle on.
“Alec’s out by the pool working on his lap top, go and say hello while I get out of these clothes.”
Beth and I wandered out and the swimming pool looked gorgeous as it was surrounded by various trees and vegetation. It was totally private and just as well Alec had is lap top on a table under an awning and was totally naked. He got up to greet us walking around the table and gave us both a big hug and a kiss. Beth and I looked at each other with raised eye brows. Moments later Judy came out, she was now starker’s too.
“Bloody hell you two,” I said, “let it all hang out why don’t you.”
Judy laughed. “Listen you don’t get an all over sun tan wearing clothes. Nobody can see us; the sun’s hot and swimming nude is divine.”
Alec chipped in. “Come on girls don’t be shy, join us.”
I looked at Beth, she looked at me, I shrugged my shoulders and the next thing we were both stripping our clothes off. When we were both naked Judy said. “Now doesn’t that feel good, go and jump in the pool, you’ll feel great.”
She was right swimming without the encumbrance of even the tiniest bikini felt so much better. I felt free as I swam casually on my back looking up at a cloudless blue sky. Wow who’d have thought it, within five minutes of arriving Beth and I had thrown off any inhibitions we might have had, along with our clothes and were enjoying our first naked swim, well it was for me and I was pretty sure the same held for Beth too. Judy joined us and the three of us were quickly laughing and joking. Alec closed down his laptop and jumped in with us.
“Well then ladies, what do you think of the place?”
“Bloody gorgeous,” Beth said, “did you win the lottery or something without telling us?”
“Nope, we just managed to buy at the right time and as long as I’ve got the internet I can work anywhere.” Alec replied.
“Well I’ve got to hand it to you, the place is fabulous.” Then turning to Judy, Beth said. “You always were a jammy cow.”
Judy leapt onto Beth and pushed her under the water’s surface. “Cheeky cow.”
We all dried off in the sun and sat under the awning drinking ice cold beers that Alec fetched from the kitchen. We were all still naked which seemed a bit weird but I suppose when in Rome. Naked was the order of the day even when Beth and I helped Judy prepare a salad for dinner we did it in the nude and ate it under the awning the same way. After the food had settled and with a couple more cold beers inside us it was all back in the swimming pool for some more wet frolicking.
Later back under the awning with more beer and some nibbles Judy announced. “We’re having a pool party tomorrow afternoon, we’ve invited some friends we know from a local bar.”
“That sounds like fun.” Beth said.
“Judy!” Alec said a distinct tone in his voice. “Tell them the rest.”
Both Beth and I looked at our friend.
“Well?” I said.
“Our pool parties can get a bit, err wild.”
“Wild?”
“Yes everybody tends to strip off and well, anything goes really.”
“Anything?” I asked.
“Pretty much,” said Alec, I don’t want you two to be taken by surprise. They’re a pretty crazy bunch and after a few drinks their inhibitions tend to disappear.”
“Along with ours,” Judy added quickly.

Judy had put Beth and I in a twin bedded room. “I hope that’s okay for you or would you prefer separate rooms.”
“No that’s fine.” I said answering for Beth and me.
When Judy left the room and closed the door I looked at Beth and laughed. “Well what do you think?”
“Christ Judy’s really gone au natural hasn’t she?”
“I’ll say, and what about Alec, nice cock I’ve got to say.”
“Sue really, he’s a married man and anyway at least you’ve had a cock recently, all I’ve had up me are your toys and they just aren’t the same as the real thing.”
“That might change by the sound of things.”
“No, you don’t mean.”
I interrupted her. “Yes I do.”
“Fuck me, no!”
“At least strutting around naked means it doesn’t take long to get ready for bed. I guess my nightie is surplus to requirements, it’s too bloody warm to wear anything.”
“I make you’re right on that. Were you comfortable, you know in the nude?”
“Mmm, I think so, I felt a bit strange at first especially when we sat down after the swim, what about you?”
“I thought it was lovely, it was my first time ever naked in front of anybody but my ex and it did feel completely natural.”
“So you’ll strip off for the pool party then?”
“I think I might see what the score is first, you?”
“Likewise I think. Now, how do you fancy getting between my legs and giving my cunny a bit of a seeing too. All this sexy talk has got me going.”
“I thought you’d never ask.”
I laid on my bed, spread my legs wide and very quickly had Beth’s tongue dancing on my clit. God she was good at giving head to a woman so I lay back for a while just enjoying the sensation of her tongue licking me.
After a few minutes Beth looked up. “You know my fanny wouldn’t mind you getting down there and giving me some too you know.”
“Oops sorry mate, you are just soooooo good at licking me I just got lost in the moment. Turn round so we can do each other.”
In a sixty nine the pair of us worked with tongues and fingers on each other until we both orgasmed, what a wonderful thing for friends to do for each other and soon after that it was the land of nod.

The next morning when I got out of bed I slipped on my little light weight kimono style dressing gown and leaving Beth asleep went out to the kitchen. I spotted Alec out by the pool sitting with his legs in the water. I went out and he was chatting to Judy who was swimming lengths in the pool, both were still as naked as the day they were born.
“Morning Sue, sleep well?” Alec said cheerfully.
“Yep, like a log. Judy’s working hard in there.”
“Yes, she swims a kilometre every day to keep fit. You going to join her, nothing like an early morning dip to refresh you.”
“Mmm, I think I will.”
I slipped of the kimono and dived into the water, this swimming nude lark certainly takes the biscuit. I tried to keep up with Judy but there was no way, she was one powerful swimmer and after two lengths I gave up.
“Wimp,” she shouted at me and carried on.
I got out and sat by Alec at the edge of the pool.
“You and Beth okay about this afternoon?” He asked.
“Yes I think so. Is it really as wild as you say?”
“Yes is the simple answer. The people who come, there’s only four of them two other regulars are in Greece on holiday, well they know what they are here for so tend to be pretty up front about things.”
“We are talking sex here I suppose.”
“Got it in one.”
“Oh!”
“There’s no compulsion you know, you can just sit and watch if you want to. They like to put on a show.”
“A show?”
“Well I say a show, we’ve got a couple of blow up mattresses that we bring out here by the pool and people just get on with it.”
“In front of everybody?”
“You’re shocked aren’t you?”
“Yes I am. Bloody hell I don’t know what to say.”
“Don’t say anything just go with the flow or not as you feel like. Who knows you might just enjoy yourself.”
Judy finally finished her swim and came and joined us at the side of the pool.
“Alec’s just been telling me about the goings on at your pool party. I’ve got to say I’m surprised to say the least.”
“They’re good fun and plenty of pricks on offer if you’re up for it.”
“Judy!”
She laughed. “Listen Alec and I have a great time at these things, you’ll see. Now go and get Beth up and I’ll get some breakfast, I’m starving. Then we’ll pop out to get some food for this afternoon’s shindig.”
I went into our bedroom and Beth was already awake. She looked at me, “still naked then?”
I hadn’t realised.
“Yes, but wait until I tell you about this pool party, it’s nothing short of an orgy.”
Her eyes opened wide, “really?”
“Oh yes, as Judy put it ‘there’s plenty of prick on offer’”
“Wow, sounds like my sort of a do.”
I sat there opened mouthed for a moment and then said. “I am shocked, well and truly.”
“Lighten up Sue. As I said at least you’ve had a bit, perhaps it’ll be my turn this afternoon.”
“Well I won’t be taking part. I’ve a husband somewhere and I won’t be unfaithful to him.”
“Despite what Stephen did to you?”
“Yes even despite that.”
How wrong could I be?

We actually put some clothes on to go shopping. Judy took us into the local town of Monda, a lovely place with narrow streets and the whole place seemed to be freshly painted white. We went into a little supermarket where she bought loads of nibbles and snack things for the party plus beer, lots of beer and wine. The prices were an eye opener, talk about rip off Britain. Then it was back to the villa and every thing was put onto plates and covered with cling film for later. Alec in the meantime had blown up two mattresses and put them by the pool, the scene was set.
Us three ladies went and stripped off then it was fresh coffee under the awning waiting for the guests to arrive. First was Marcia and Andrew a Scottish couple from Aberdeen. They were a nice looking pair in their mid thirties. Judy actually greeted them at the front door naked and brought them straight through to the pool where she introduced them to Beth and I. Then they just took their clothes off and carried on chatting, wow. A little later the other pair arrived, Tom and Angela, they were a bit older late forties early fifties but looked like they took care of themselves. Tom was a bull of a man with a large physique and when he stripped off my eyes nearly popped out of my head, his cock was enormous soft, Christ knows how big it would be erect. At the very first opportunity I whispered to Beth. “Did you see Tom’s cock?”
“Too bloody right I did, I’m going to have some of that later, mark my words.”
“You tart.”
“So I’m a tart, are you not tempted?”
“Nope, you know the score.”
A bottle of wine later and that was all about to change.

We all went for a splash around in the pool and then Judy got out and brought the snacks out to the table under the awning. Alec opened up a white and a red wine and brought out cold beers and we sat around eating, drinking, laughing and joking for the next hour. I was beginning to wonder if Judy and Alec had just been winding Beth and me up but then Tom stood up and looked at me and Beth. “Would one or both of you beautiful young ladies care to join me on one of those mattresses so thoughtfully provided by our hosts? Beth stood up like a rocket.
“I’m more than happy to join you.” She said.
I shook my head I really was shocked. I just hoped that Beth didn’t live to regret it.
On the mattress I heard Tom say. “You wouldn’t give me a little suck would you my dear, let’s get this bit of equipment into working order.”
Beth went straight down onto her knees and took his cock into her gob. Her head started bobbing backwards and forwards and very quickly Tom’s cock started to grow in length and girth. I reckon he must have been ten to twelve inches long. Beth was holding it with two hands at the finish and still managed to suck a good few inches of it. She was working at it like it was the last cock she was ever going to have, or the first one she’d had in a while, either way she looked like she was having fun.
Andrew asked me if I’d join him but I declined so he and Judy went off followed moments later by Alec and Marcia.
Angela turned to me. “Are you not going to join in my dear?”
“Perhaps later, I’m just not sure about this.”
“You’re married?”
“Yes, my husbands away and well, I don’t want to be unfaithful.”
She smiled. “It’s only sex dear, nothing complicated. Tom and I enjoy these parties gives us a chance to let our hair down, get our clothes off and have some fun.”
“That’s as may be but my husband’s not here to take part. Besides I’m not too sure he’d approve.”
“Oh dear, well I think I’m going to join Alec and Marcia I think they’ve got room for a little one don’t you?”
At that precise moment Marcia had her head hanging back off the mattress with Alec deep throating her with every inch of his cock. Angela opened up Marcia’s legs knelt down and started to give her cunt a good seeing to with her mouth and at the same time she reached up and groped Marcia’s tits. So Alec was right anything goes at these pool parties, no inhibitions, just straight forward sex. By this time Beth and Tom had got into a sixty nine with Tom on his back giving Beth’s twat his all with his tongue and Beth still holding his cock with both hands and sucking away like crazy. Judy meantime was on her knees with Andrew fucking her from the rear doggy style. I watched fascinated, I could have got morose about things but the scene before me was too intense to get down. I glugged some more wine and just wished that my Stephen was here to look after my needs, but it was no use thinking that way and I dragged my thoughts back to the here and now. The wine was good so I poured myself out another large glass. By this time Beth was on her back with Tom about to enter her. As he approached her and his cock entered her hole I heard her gasp.
“Oh fuck me Tom; that is lovely.” She said; lucky bitch.
He began to ride her slowly with long deep strokes. She started to moan, that girl was having a good time. It must have been about then although I don’t remember exactly that my hand wandered down to my crutch and I started to finger myself. I know I was wet from the visual stimulation. I just rubbed my clit enjoying the feeling. Judy started a low animal sound as I guess Andrew’s fucking brought her to climax. These women were really relaxed to be able to come in front of each other like that. Alec meanwhile was between Marcia’s legs now fucking her with Angela squatting over her face getting her fanny licked. Then Beth screamed out in ecstasy as she evidently climaxed. It was at this point as I went to refill my glass and realised that I was getting a wee bit pissed and I also realised that I had been playing with myself, in front of these people, I wonder if they had noticed, of course they had. Tom, having satisfied Beth walked over to me.
“Could I do that for you?”
“It’s alright my glass is full now thanks.”
“Not that.”
“Oh, you saw me.”
“Yes and it was a wonderful sight.”
“Really?”
“Oh yes a woman pleasuring herself is always beautiful, Angela sometimes entertains me finger fucking herself, it’s glorious. Now may I help you?”
I pondered just for a moment. “Okay but that’s all.”
“Whatever you say.”
He came and sat in the chair next to me and reached down with his hand just brushing my clit with his finger. I shuddered as he made contact, God it felt good. He began to rub my clit very gently; I closed my eyes enjoying the feeling of this strange man’s hands manipulating my most private area. He reached across with his other hand cupping a tit; he squeezed my nipple between a finger and thumb sending sexy messages down to my cunt. This man was good at what he was doing and I lapped up the pleasure he was giving my body. Very soon he got onto his knees in front of me, pulled me forward on the seat and next thing he was licking my fanny. He started on the lips, licking each one in turn before burying his tongue as deep into my hole as he could before sweeping upwards to my clit, he pushed down hard on the little nub and I gasped at the wonderful feeling he produced in my crutch. All the time his hand never left my tit, playing with the nipple, rubbing it, twirling it, pulling at it. How could he know that my nipples loved this sort of treatment? I don’t know how long he kept playing with my body but next thing he was up close to me and using his hand to guide his cock into my body I felt the knob head at the entrance to my cunt. I was too far gone to say no at this stage and shivered as his massive member slid deep inside me. It filled me up, my cunt felt tight as his gorgeous organ began to thrust in and out of me. As with Beth he took his time, using long deep strokes his hips moving backwards and forwards using every inch of his cock to fuck me. All the time his fingers were working on my nipple. I suppose I had brought myself fairly close using my fingers but this man rushed my body towards climax and when it hit me it was complete and utter joy. My body flooded with orgasmic pleasure, wave after wave of delicious feeling overwhelmed me and I screamed out as it hit me. I could not have stopped the noise I was so overcome. He carried on fucking me until the climax finished and then pulled out of me. Then he put his fingers down to my fanny, gathered some of my juice and licked them clean.
“You taste fantastic.” He said and smiled.
I smiled back, what a man. I don’t know what the others had been up to while Tom was servicing me as I’d given him my full concentration but Alec was now fucking Beth who was flat on her back with Judy playing with her tits and with Andrew’s cock in her mouth. Marcia and Angela were laid together snogging with their hands all over each other. They had kept busy. Tom led me by the hand to the mattresses just as Beth moaned a second time with orgasmic pleasure from the fucking that Alec was giving her. The man spotted me and asked me if I’d oblige him with my lips around his cock. By this time I was in the full swing of things and happily obliged. He pulled out of Beth and I immediately took him in my mouth, I could taste my friend’s fanny juice on his cock and it was lovely. I went to work with a passion. Having seen the man naked for the last day or so I’d began to wonder what it would be like to be fucked by him, blowing him was for me the prelude to getting his cock into me. Andrew took Alec’s place in Beth’s cunt, I didn’t realise that my friend was such a whore, but then again who am I to talk with a second prick about to go up me in as many minutes. Tom meantime got between Marcia’s legs and was giving her the benefit of his wonderful cock. Alec got me to kneel down so that he could stick me from the rear, his prick entering me felt amazing as he began to thrust in and out of my hole. He was quicker than Tom but I was more than ready for some hard fucking and was quite happy for him to ram into from behind. Andrew in the meantime was in a sixty nine with his wife and by the looks of things they were thoroughly enjoying themselves. I felt the stirrings of another orgasm and encouraged Alec on. “That’s it fuck me harder, Jesus that feels good. Ram it into me, harder, oh yes.” What a slut!
Moments later my second orgasm burst in a flood of climactic fervour. I moaned as the pleasure took over my body, God this was sex at its best. I slumped forward as Alec pulled out of me. How were these men not shooting their loads yet, they all had amazing stamina and control. I eyed up Andrew still with his wife and crawled over to him.
“Would you like to fuck me now?”
He got off his wife and Tom quickly took his place while I lay on my back legs wide so that I could accept the third prick into my cunt. Like Tom Andrew took his time and having just come down off my climactic high I took a quick glance around to see what else was going on. I watched fascinated as Alec slid his cock very slowly into Angela’s arse. Jesus, everything that could be done sexually was taking place here. He slowly but surely speeded up his thrusting as on her knees she was able to give Judy’s cunt the benefit of her tongue who in turn was licking Beth’s fanny. Nobody was missing out even though we could really have done with another cock, sorry man.
I turned my attention back to Andrew who wasn’t doing a bad job of seeing to my needs. Needs, who am I kidding I think this was the most prolonged sex session I’d ever had in my life, absolutely glorious. I didn’t think I’d be able to manage another orgasm but the excitement of the situation, a third cock just took over me and once again that glorious orgasmic feeling took over my body and filled me full of ecstasy. I began to wonder how this was all going to end and it finished with me taking Tom’s prick into my gob for me to suck him to climax, Beth did the same for Alec and Judy finished off Andrew, Marcia missed out but she was laid on her back looking comatose so I don’t suppose it mattered much.
Tom’s prick felt enormous in my mouth but I took as much of it as I could and wanked it at the same time as sucking. It didn’t take long until I felt his whole body stiffen and he groaned as his cum shot down my throat. I lost count of the pulses of cum that slithered down my throat, it felt like a lot and his hot spunk felt good as I swallowed it. When Tom finished pumping I carried on sucking and using my hand drained him of every last drop of the white stuff. I then lay back on the mattress exhausted, God what a session, I thought sex with Stephen was good but this surmounted anything I’d ever know before.



Chapter 3


The next morning after a relaxing nude swim with Judy, Beth and Alec before breakfast it was time to pack our suitcases and head off to Malaga port to connect with our cruise. There was no embarrassment as we ate our meal, everybody was perfectly relaxed surprising considering what we had got up to the day before. After the orgy, that’s the only word to describe yesterday Tom, Angela, Marcia and Andrew had stayed for another hour eating more of the nibbles with a few more drinks and then left. Judy made coffee and I quaffed that trying to sober up a bit. After the others had left the four of us just sat there gabbing away until close to midnight. It’s hard to believe that you can sit outside naked until that time without getting chilled, you would very rarely be able to do that in Britain. In bed Beth and I just closed our eyes and both were very quickly asleep. We both knew we would have to talk about ‘the orgy’ but that could wait, tiredness took over.
Alec had work to do so it was down to Judy to drive us to Malaga. In the car I sat in the back and Beth opened the conversation.
“So do you and Alec get up to that sort of thing often?”
“One or twice a month, there’s usually one other couple like I said, we go round to each others houses and just have fun. Did you two enjoy yourselves?”
“I did.” Beth said. “What about you in the back?”
“Bloody amazing, mind you I’m a little sore this morning.” I answered.
“Aren’t we all.” Judy laughed. “Well worth it though.”
“I wouldn’t mind some more of that.” Beth said.
“You are welcome any time you know that.”
“Thanks Jude, you’re a star.”

Just before we went into the dock I tried phoning home on my mobile just to see if Stephen had returned home. The phone went onto messages so I left a message to tell Stephen if he did return where I was and what I was doing.

The boat or ship, whatever was enormous, the SS Voyager of the Seas was startlingly white and looked beautiful. Our introduction to cruising could not have been better. The ship inside was as spotless as the outside and our cabin was perfect with twin beds and lovely bathroom and plenty of wardrobe space. We boarded an hour and a half before the boat set sail so emptied our suitcases into the wardrobes and stowed the suitcases away then went out onto the deck to watch the departure procedure. Malaga from this high looked marvellous with the castle going up into the hill to the east. At two pm precisely the massive hawsers were dropped from the dock and we started to move, very slowly the boat was nudged away from the dockside and out into the Mediterranean, when in open water it turned left towards the east, our adventure had begun with the first port of call Barcelona. Beth and I stood there for a while watching Malaga disappear and then we went off to explore our home from home for the next two weeks. We found a bar, had a long cool drink each and then decided to head to our cabin for a rest and to freshen up before dinner and the evening’s entertainment.
We both stripped off and lay on our beds; with the air conditioning whirring away it was quite pleasant.
“So then madam, you succumbed to the delights of Tom’s cock,” Best started.
“I’d had too much to drink, my guard was down.”
“And Alec’s and Andrew’s.”
“So I got into it.”
“And how do you feel about yourself now?”
I thought about this for a moment, how did I feel?
“To be honest, pretty good.”
“Thank Christ for that, I thought there was going to be dramatics about your infidelity.”
“It was Judy, when she said its sex, just some fun, what an enlightened attitude to have.”
“She and Alec seem to have it made don’t they?”
“They certainly do, they’re not short of a bob or two, they have like minded friends, and yeah they do seem to have a good life.”
“And you’ve no regrets?”
I shook my head. “Why should I, Stephen thinks more of his job than me that’s for sure, why else just disappear at the drop of a hat. No fuck it; I’ve no regrets at all. I’m bloody going to enjoy this cruise and who knows you and I might just get lucky again.”
“Huh, you’ve busted your cherry and turned into a tart over night.”
“And why not?”
She laughed. “That Tom was something else wasn’t he and that cock, wow.”
“Mmm yes, I think I’ll be heading back to Spain at some time in the future for more of that.”
“I’m coming too.”
“We both did that alright.”

After dinner we went and watched a live show and then headed off to the piano bar where a guy was quietly tinkling the ivories on a small raised dais in the middle of the room. We had a drink or two with Beth spending the time scanning the room for talent but I think we had chosen the wrong bar for that, it was full of middle aged people, couples mostly just out for a drink or a chat. No problem it was only the first evening there was plenty of time for the odd conquest or three. At midnight we purchased a couple of cans, went back to our cabin and sat out on our small balcony overlooking the sea. We both stripped off and enjoyed the feeling of the cool breeze on or bodies. We went to bed at one and had a nice loving session with fingers and tongues, this was becoming more than the casual thing it had been before, but no worries, it felt good and we both achieved the satisfaction that brought on a good night’s sleep.

The next morning after breakfast we had a couple of hours to kill before the boat docked in Barcelona so we both went and sunbathed by one of the three swimming pools on board. Having lost any sense of shyness the pair of us took our bikini tops off and lay out topless, what a wonderful feeling. I even pondered taking my thong bottom off as well but perhaps that would have been a step too far, later on in the cruise perhaps. I noticed a couple of guys giving Beth and I the once over, they couldn’t have failed to be impressed with two good looking girls with lumps and bumps in all the right places. I mentioned them to Beth.
“See those two chaps over there, casual. Well they keep giving us the eye.”
She turned her head slightly. “Mmm not bad, let’s see if they brave enough to come over and talk.”
Ten minutes later they left the pool, wimps.
Barcelona was breathtaking, Beth and I caught a tourist bus, the best way to see a place if you don’t have a lot of time. I could give you a list of the sights but there were too many to mention and besides any tourist guide book will tell you everything you need to know.
That evening back on board the Voyager of the Seas and headed towards Salerno after dinner we girls headed towards a disco and quickly bumped into the two guys who had been eyeing us up at the pool.
“Sorry,” I said as I nearly spilled my drink all over the taller of the two.”
“No problem.” The guy said with a heavy Spanish accent and putting out his hand, “Me is Diego, hola.”
“Hello,” I said taking his hand, “I’m Sue and my friend is Beth.”
“Mi amigo is Juan.” Diego answered back. “We buy drinks for ladies, no.”
“I take it you mean yes.” I said looking at Beth, who nodded. “Yes please.”
We found a relatively quiet corner with a table after getting the drinks. It turned out that the guys had just finished working in Dubai on a contract and fancied a holiday before heading off on another contract in Brazil; they were engineers of some sort.
“We see you in the pool, but me shy, my English not so good.” Diego said. “Juan knows little words in English.”
“We can get by.” Beth said. I’m sure I saw a glint in her eye for Juan.
We had some drinks, a bit of dancing and a few laughs. The guys were very well travelled and spoke a little bit of several languages. They were both from Sevilla.
“Next time in Spain, you come Sevilla, we show you places not for tourists, okay.”
“It would be my pleasure.” I said.
Beth and I went to the loo together, as you do.
“Well,” she said, “are you up for it or what?”
“I should bloody think so, that Diego is gorgeous.”
“He’s not a patch on Juan, even if he is the strong silent type.”
“Hey, the language of luvvvvv is universal so I’m told, so what the fuck.”
“So we going to invite them back to our place?”
“Yea, let’s go for it.”
“So you don’t mind fucking in front of me now?”
“No problem mate. After Judy’s place I’d fuck in front of a bus load of nuns.”
“Trollope!”
“Tart!”

Back in our cabin I think the lads were a bit surprised at us girls being happy to do it side by side on the twin beds but when we both stripped off and invited them to join us they got the message taking their clothes off at the double. Diego joined me on my bed and Juan with Beth.
Diego went straight for my tits with his tongue down my throat. His hands groped me squeezing my bundles of joy and tweaking the nipples, not a bad start. I glanced sideways and saw that Beth’s Juan was already between her legs giving her cunt some attention with his tongue; hopefully it would be my turn for that before too long. I reached down to feel Diego’s prick, I wanted to know what I was getting, it was rock hard and felt like a nice cunt full. My man started to manoeuvre himself down my body licking and kissing as he went, first my throat and neck. He took his time, this felt like a well practised technique, if it was I wasn’t about to complain, he was doing nice things to my body and was turning me on more and more. His mouth strayed to my tits, sucking at my nipples and giving them a gentle chew with his teeth sending wonderful signals down to my fanny saying ‘prepare yourself for a nice prick.’ He reached down with his hand to my cunt and slipped a finger between my outer lips.
“You much wet,” He said.
I couldn’t disagree with that, I was feeling as horny as hell and his attentions were only making it better. He found my clit and very gently brushed it with his finger tips before slipping a couple of fingers into my hole and now used his thumb on my clit.
I heard a moan from the other bed where Beth was thrusting upwards into Juan’s face, my friend was obviously having herself a good time.
Diego finally made it down to my fanny with his lips and tongue and started doing marvellous things to me burying his tongue as deep into my hole as he could. I don’t know how he managed to breathe his face was pressed so hard into my crutch. Then he licked upwards caressing my clit with his tongue, pushed the little nub around, pressing it before taking it between his lips and massaging it. Like Beth I began to push into his face, thrusting into him to increase the pleasure I was getting. Now normally I like to give a bit of oral to my man but the intensity of Diego’s work already had me wanting his prick inside me.
“Fuck me Diego please.”
He climbed up my body and slowly slid his prick into my sopping wet cunt. His face glistened from my cunt juices. Fully inside me he leaned forward to kiss me and then started to fuck me slowly almost pulling completely out of me before sliding in again slowly, it felt wonderful, this was fucking at its best. Diego was going to take his time and ensure that this little lady fully enjoyed the benefits of his cock. He got into a lovely rhythm fucking me long and slow and I responded by wrapping my legs around him and pelvic thrusting into him at the same pace so he knew he was doing exactly the right thing to me. I felt the first stirrings of an orgasm and increased my pace, Diego responded and very shortly after the climax exploded sending wave after pleasure wave coursing through my crutch. I wrapped my arms around the man and moaned out my pleasure. He carried on pumping away and within seconds started to groan as he shot his load deep inside my cunt, brilliant.
Diego pulled me into his arms and we lay side by side on the narrow bed and I looked over at Beth just as her face screwed up in orgasmic pleasure, she whimpered out her joy, no where near as verbal as me and then just lay arms spread eagled while Juan finished off.
The guys turned out to be very satisfactory lovers and would do to keep us girls out of mischief in the long evenings aboard the boat.
The next day the boat docked at Palermo in Sicily for a five hour lay over, just enough time to see a little of the town in a tourist bus, like the Quattro Canti in Madqueda Street, the san Domenico Church and Pretoria square with a bit of time left over to buy some souvenirs, a coffee a bite to eat, the pasta was wonderful and then back on board for the twenty four hour cruise to Athens. That was going to be a ten hour stop over so Beth and I would have more time to do all the touristy things.
The weather was beautiful as we steamed across the Mediterranean so Beth and I decided to catch some rays by the pool on the upper deck; I tell you these cruise ships are very well appointed. We lay side by side on two sun beds chatting away about our two Spanish lovers, both of us were topless.
“What about swapping the guys this evening?” Beth asked.
“Mmm I don’t mind if you don’t although they might object.”
“Huh I shouldn’t think so this isn’t some long term romance, just a bit of cruise nooky as far as I’m concerned.”
“Me too and variety is the spice of life after all.”
We both laughed. I looked around and saw that the crowd of sun worshippers were thinning out as they prepared for lunch.
“I’m taking my bikini bottom off.” I whispered to Beth. “I got used to being nude at Judy’s.”
“Well I will if you will.”
“One, two, three go.”
In unison we pushed down our bikini briefs and I immediately closed my eyes, I didn’t want to see if we had suddenly become the centre of attention. You know even that little scrap of material feels inhibiting after you’ve lain naked in out in the sun so taking my bikini bottom off was liberating. After a couple of minutes I braved opening my eyes and found that nobody was taking any notice of Beth and me, so be it nude sunbathing for me in future.
Over night on the long trip to Athens Beth and I did swap the boys and I needn’t have worried they were just as keen as we girls to sample the delights of another woman’s body. Juan didn’t have quite as good a technique as Diego but he still left me orgasmically satisfied at the end of the night. Beth the lucky cow managed two climaxes from Diego so I knew the following night I wanted him back.
“I’ll fight you for him,” she joked later.
“No fucking way madam, share and share alike and tomorrow it’s my turn.”
On the way to Athens the guys informed us that the Greek capital was their destination. They were leaving the boat and flying to Madrid that evening for an onward connection to Brazil. Beth and I were a bit surprised at that revelation; we thought the guys had exactly the same itinerary as us. Still we made the best of a bad job and after I fucked Diego and Beth, Juan we made them swap and after the change over and giving the lads extended blow jobs to get their pricks back into working order once more had the pleasure of a second fuck with a different partner. I tell you that Judy one had a lot to answer for, Beth and I were now officially tarts, lovely.
Athens was stunning, we had time to see it all, a bit of an exaggeration I am aware but you know what I mean. Again we took a tourist bus to see The Acropolis with a quick trip into the museum, off to Syntagma Square, beautiful, we then drove past the Helenic Parliament building scene of so many news clips in the last year due to demonstrations against the European Union’s imposed austerity measures and finally Monastiriki Square, again beautiful.
Then it was back on board for the cruise to our next stop in Turkey at Antalya.
The stop over in Antalya was another four hour rush. I’d flown into Antalya one time with Stephen when we had a fortnight’s holiday in Side, the one where he had to disappear in a hurry for a job, and knew it was a tradionally Turkish town but with only a few hours off the ship we inevitably only saw the tourist area, Hadrian’s gate, the Hirdirlik Tower and The Fluted Minaret to name a few. Still a lovely thimble full of proper Turkish coffee with the necessary glass of cold water went down well along with a portion of ultra sticky baklava and then it was back on board for the trip south to Alexandria and the delights of Egypt.
Perhaps it was just as well that our lovers had departed so we could have a good night’s sleep. Beth and I needed to be up early when we arrived in Alexandria, we had signed up for an excursion to Giza to see the pyramids and the Sphinx and to experience a true Arabian Night. We just had time in Alexandria for breakfast at one of the portside cafes that we were led to by our tour guide. It was a pavement cafe, very busy and the eight others on the tour plus Beth and I were the only Westerners there, the rest were all Arabs. While we were sitting there enjoying the food and coffee a black Mercedes pulled up and out stepped a very distinguished guy in full Arab style clothing, he was obviously a toff of some sort because he had people fawning all over him. He was led straight to a table and the waiters were double quick to serve the guy. He sat there looking around watching the dhows as they spread their sails and headed off out to sea, then he scanned the customers in the cafe and his eyes settled on me, we made eye contact and he smiled, I smiled back and then he raised his coffee glass in a toast and went back to watching the harbour. A few moments later he waved a man over to him and said something, the man turned around looked at me and quickly turned away.
Aye aye I thought what’s going on here was I about to be asked to swap my life to be come a concubine for some Arab prince? Moments later the guy stood up went to his Mercedes and it zoomed off; so much for that little fantasy.
Ten minutes later a mini bus pulled up and we tourists were ushered into it for the two and a half hour drive to Giza and tourist heaven. Fortunately the air conditioning in the mini bus worked superbly and on good roads we were soon approaching the fourth largest city in Egypt. The urban sprawl was enormous, we seemed to be driving through suburbs of the town for ever and then in the distance we caught our first glimpse of the pyramids, all conversation stopped as we took in the magnificent sight.
The whole place was overwhelming, our tour guide explained and gave us the history of everything we could see, The Great Pyramid of Khufu, the smaller Pyramid of Khafre, the smaller still Pyramid of Menaure, the Tomb of Khentkaues 1 and of course not forgetting The Sphinx.
Towards dusk we were ushered back to the minibus and taken to our accommodation for the night, a bloody tent!



Chapter 4


The Bedouin tent inside was a revelation, it was without any doubt whatsoever the most luxurious tent I’d ever seen in my life. The floor was covered with thick rugs of the highest quality, drapes of the finest silk hid the tent’s walls. On the far side from the entrance were ten proper beds made up ready for us ten tourists to go to pilly cush later. Low tables were placed in the centre of the tent surrounded by dozens of cushions. I couldn’t find a grain of sand anywhere which was remarkable seeing as we were surrounded by the stuff. The staff here must have worked extremely hard to keep the place so clean. Outside western tables were placed under awnings with proper western chairs. I’ve never particularly liked the idea of camping ever since I got soaked and freezing going for a jolly with a boyfriend one Easter back in the U.K. All he wanted to do was get inside my knickers but I was so bloody cold I kept my clothes firmly on, needless to say we parted company on our return to civilisation. When this trip was advertised as a true Bedouin experience I thought we would be going to a hotel and have a bit of entertainment some Arab food and that would be it I never thought for a moment we’d be sleeping under canvas, but if you do have to then this was definitely the way to do it. Behind the main tent there was a second large tent which were the showers and western toilets, unbelievable, hot water was provided by solar panels, this company had thought of everything. To the side and downwind of the outside tables a huge barbecue pit had been set up and delightful aromas promised a lovely feast a little later.
We all put our bags by our beds and then assembled by the outside tables where cold drinks including beer and wines were available. Beth and I got tucked into a particularly flavoursome bottle of chilled sauvignon blanc and enjoyed the distant views of the pyramids. Our fellow explorers, okay I know that’s a bit over the top, were a chatty bunch and time quickly passed when Mohammed asked us to be seated for the feast. And what a feast platter after platter of the finest foods were laid on the table, we started with Molokheyyak a green soup followed by Kebdah a fried liver dish, lamb kebabs, Mahshi Haman, roasted pigeons stuffed with rice would you believe, Samak Makly a grilled fish followed by fresh fruit or ice cream for desert if you wanted it.
After the meal we all sat chatting under the stars until one by one they started to disappear off to bed.
Much later Beth and I were left alone until she declared, “That’s it I can’t keep my eyes open any longer I’m off to bed.”
“I’m just going to finish this off,” I said holding up my glass, “and I’ll join you.”
All alone I marvelled at the millions of stars up there in the black sky. Mohammed wandered over and started to collect the empty bottles and dirty glasses.
“You okay Mohammed?” I asked.
“Fine thank you,” he replied. “You are enjoying this experience?”
“Wonderful, I can’t believe there are so many stars up there.”
“There is light here madam. Come with me there is a wadi not far where there is total blackness; there you will see the sky truly as Allah meant it to be seen.”
“Really?”
“Yes, it is a wondrous sight.”
Just for a second it crossed my mind that it would be crazy for me to wander off into the desert with this Arab, but hey holidays are all about doing different things.
“Why not my man, lead on.”
“It is not far, perhaps three hundred metres.”
Mohammed switched on a torch to lead the way. At first the going was easy, the sand was hard packed but after a hundred yards the sand softened and turned to powder, my feet dug in with every step. Eventually we came to a kind of cliff with a gap in it we walked through and along the length of a small valley.
Mohammed shone the torch on a flat rock. “Sit madam.”
I sat down and he switched the torch off.
“Now you can see Allah’s sky.”
I looked up and here in the total blackness the sky was alive with a million, no a billion stars. It was a magnificent sight, one that I committed to memory and then a hand was clamped over my mouth, my arms were held to my side and tape wrapped around me. I struggled but three or four strong men held me fast. Tape was fastened over my mouth and a heavy cotton bag that stank of onions was put over my head. Finally my feet were taped together and then I was bodily carried off. I tried to wriggle free but it was to no avail, there was no escape. I was carried like this for perhaps half an hour and then unceremoniously dumped into the back of some sort of vehicle. It set off and all I could hear was the droning of the engine.
I hadn’t felt any fear up until this moment but suddenly got very scared, where was I being taken and why? If this was for a ransom of some sort they were out of luck, I was a working girl along with everybody else I knew, nobody was about to pay for my return. I was lost, why had I been so stupid to walk away from the campsite, nobody would miss me until the morning and by then I would be miles away.
The ride was very bumpy, my head banged against the metal floor of the vehicle every so often, I was finding it very difficult to breath inside the cotton laden air of the bag and on top of that I wanted to pee, desperately. Every bump of the vehicle increased the discomfort until in the end after a particularly harsh jolt my bladder let go, the relief was instant but the shame came on immediately. I hadn’t pissed myself since I was three and here I was my crutch soaked and nothing I could do about it. I tried to scream but the gag and bag prevented me. The journey dragged on so much that I even felt a hint of boredom it was so monotonous.
Suddenly after what seemed like hours the vehicle stopped and the engine was switched off. It was very quiet for a few moments and then I could hear mumbled voices in Arabic. I tried shouting again and then heard laughing, bastards. We waited there again for an age and then I heard another engine in the distance and eventually recognised it as a plane. It got closer, louder and then the sound stopped. Next thing the tailgate was being opened and once again I was picked up and carried a few yards and once more dumped unceremoniously into another vehicle which I assumed was the plane which was confirmed as the engines started, it swung round and I felt the G forces as it accelerated for take off. The flight was only short I think, a half hour or so and then I was bundled into the back of another vehicle and a few minutes later once more lifted up and carried, not very far. I was put on the ground, a door closed and there was total silence. I lay there for ages straining to hear any sound at all, nothing. It was then I burst into tears my plight was so overwhelming. Here I was God alone knew where, alone and abducted, was my life now over?
Maybe an hour later I heard another door open, opposite the one that had closed on me before. Next thing the sack was taken off my head and the sight I saw just about knocked my socks off, five naked women ranging from white, fair skinned to black as the darkest night.
“Hola,” An olive skinned girl said.
I shook my head.
“Bonjour,” a brown skinned girl said.
Again I shook my head.
“Do you speak English?” The white girl asked.
“At last yes I do.”
“Welcome to Sheik Abu?s little harem.”
“What?”
“You my girl are the Sheik’s latest acquisition for his growing love nest.”
“There’s been a mistake, I’m not meant to be here, I’m on holiday with my friend Beth.”
“No mistake darling, we were all on holiday and here we are. Now if you don’t mind let’s get those clothes off you, you stink.”
I sniffed myself and yes I did smell a little the worse for wear but I wrapped my arms around myself and stood up.
“I’m getting out of here,” and walked to the closed door. It was of course firmly locked. I walked over to the other door and entered a large room with low beds scattered all around and a low table in the centre surrounded by cushions. There was only one other door off. I went to it passing into a gloriously appointed bathroom with a sunken bath, seven showers and what looked like two gold plated toilet bowls and bidets. The place was exquisite.
The girl I took to be Spanish said something in her native tongue and the English girl answered in Spanish.
She turned to me saying, “Maria told me to tell you the full story so here it is. We have all been abducted, Belen the French girl has been here the longest, about eighteen months, Maria just over a year, me six months, Justine the black girl five months and not forgetting Misha the half caste girl about nine months.”
“Where are we?”
“No idea really, somewhere in the Sahara desert we presume, the Sheik calls it his weekend retreat.”
“Who is this sheik?”
“To give him his full title he is Prince Dhakwan Abu Fathi Habib, third inline to the throne of Bahrabi. We my dear are his concubines, his play things, his fuck partners.”
“Bollocks to that, he can fuck off.”
“Don’t be too hasty, we all said that in the beginning but it’ll be a lot easier if you play along believe me.”
“So what can he do?”
“Don’t be so naive. I was beaten into submission, Maria was starved, Justine was electrocuted and Misha was staked out in the sun to burn during the day and freeze at night.”
“What about Belen?”
“She’s French, you know what they’re like, she gave in without a fight.” She said in a whisper. “Probably the best course of action as it turns out.”
I sighed. “What about escaping?”
“If we could get out of the complex, which I don’t think we could, which way do we go? That plane ride we all took was about a half hour or so, one hundred and fifty to two hundred miles across the desert. It’s a death sentence to even think about it.”
She said something to Maria in Spanish who disappeared into the bathroom.
“She’s gone to run you a bath, then we’ll get you something to eat and then I suggest you put your head down, you must be tired.”
“Do you have any clothes?”
“Nope, we can wear a pair of knickers during our monthlies and that’s it.”
I shook my head, what had happened to me?
I decided to go along with the bath, food and bed and woke up some time later alone, the other five girls had disappeared. I scrunched myself up into a ball on the bed and sobbed my heart out cursing Stephen, if he hadn’t have gone off and left me none of this would have happened, men they are all bastards, users, get their end away and then go off and do what the hell they like, bastards.
When the sobbing stopped I sat on the edge of my bed and looked around. The room was luxurious in an Arab style but the beds and mattresses were of the very highest quality. Then I spotted the door I had entered the room through. It was unlocked and I found myself in a small entrance hall, this had been where my journey from Giza had finished. The door facing the bedroom door was still firmly locked but the door off to the right opened out into a long corridor with two doors off to the left and right. The first on the left was an entertainments room with a very big telly and cinema style seats, opposite was a gym, down the hall a bit was a kitchen and opposite that a sauna. At the end of the corridor were double doors and much to my surprise they were unlocked, I walked out into the sunshine to the most beautiful garden you could imagine. It was vast, the size of two football pitches at least with a central path from which led off eight garden rooms separated by high hedges. The only downer was the twenty feet high wall surrounding the place, topped off with razor wire. Totally naked I walked down the central path, the very hot sun was more or less overhead so it must have been about midday, I must have slept for about four or five hours. I found the girls in one of the gardens sitting under an arbour covered in grape vines providing shade from the searing sun. The arbour was surrounded by a small aqueduct where water trickled past. No expense had been spared making this garden into a wondrous oasis.
I sat down, “Hello ladies,” I said.
“Hiya,” The English girl answered. “Feel a bit better after your snooze, I’m Moira by the way and you are?”
“Susan, Sue.”
“Hello Sue, welcome to the party.”
“I’m still too stunned to believe this is actually happening.”
“Well believe it girl, this is your life.”
I looked at the other five girls and realised that apart from skin colour and our faces we were in fact very similar, our figures were almost identical.
Moira suddenly said, “you’ve spotted it haven’t you, The Prince likes a certain type of woman, and we’re it.”
“When do I get to meet The Prince?”
“Who knows, sometimes it can be two or three weeks before he arrives, other times a couple of days. You’ll know when you hear a helicopter, and then be prepared.”
I looked at the other girls, “do any of you speak English?”
“Yes a little,” Maria said, “we all learn the other people’s language. It is something to do.”
Misha said, “My English good, no.”
“Yes very good,” I replied.

I quickly slotted into the routine, older Arab women came in three times a day to cook meals for us girls, but there were always plenty of snack foods available in the kitchen if we wanted them. Everyday other women came in to change the beds and clean up, they worked hard but only spoke their own language, or at least that was the way it seemed. We watched films as we liked The Prince supplying us with hundreds of the very latest movies on disc. One of the gardens had a pool so inevitably we all went swimming once or twice a day to cool off and then there was the gym.
Moira warned, “keep yourself trim and fit Sue, there was another girl here, Olga, she let herself go and started to put on weight, she was warned but one day she just disappeared, what happened to her we’ve no idea.”
I took the hint and worked out for an hour every day, this was bad enough and I definitely didn’t want to head into another unknown.
I had been in the complex for ten days when we were sitting in the garden when we heard the thump, thump, thump of a helicopter approaching.
“He’s here girls, come on.” Moira said and with that the five girls stood up and practically ran into the building, straight into the bathroom and under the showers. I followed along watching the action.
“What the fuck are you lot doing?” I asked.
“He likes us to be clean, perfumed and with wet hair, he has his little ways.” Moira answered.
“He can go fuck himself.” I cried out.
“Sue all you’ll get for resistance is a world of shit. My advice is just go with the flow; your life will be a lot better that way.”
“No fucking way Jose, never.”
After drying themselves off and brushing their hair the girls all went and sat at the central table appearing to me to be eager to see The Prince. I went and sat on my bed anxious to prove I was not going to play the guy’s game. A few minutes later three old Arab women walked into the room a right ugly old bitch pointed to me and indicated she wanted me to follow her. I sat still defiance in every fibre of my being. She waved me towards her again, I glared at her. Next thing she walked over to me, smiled and then slapped me across the face, I stood up and lunged at her but instantly the other two women grabbed my arms. They were surprisingly strong and held me fast. Bitch one then gave me another crack across the face and then I was being frog marched out of the room, through the entrance hall and the always locked door, down a corridor, up a stairway, along another corridor and then pushed through a doorway into a spectacularly decorated bedroom. I fell on my knees on the floor, so angry I could have cried.
Then I looked up and saw him. “You!” I shouted.
He was the Arab who smiled and toasted me with his raised coffee cup in the cafe in Alexandria.
“Yes, it is I,” he said in a very public school British accent. “I saw you there and decided I wanted you for my harem.”
“You’ve got no fucking right.”
“On the contrary I have whatever rights I decide.”
“Not in my country.”
“We are not in your country, we are in mine.”
That deflated me somewhat.
“So what is your name?”
“Go fuck yourself.”
“Your defiance is quite amusing Mrs Susan Monk, but it won’t amuse me for long so I would suggest you change your attitude and quick. Here in my little country estate I am supreme ruler and what I want I get and to put it simply I want you.”
“I’ll fight you every inch of the way you dirty bastard, and how do you know my name?”
He waved his hand in dismissal, “a very simple matter, Mohammed my servant.”
So Mohammed was in this all the way up to his scrawny Arab neck, another bastard.
“You have two choices Susan, if I may call you that, one you can submit to my desires willingly or we can do things the hard way.”
All the while this conversation was going on I was aware of my nudity and just knew this filthy cunt was appraising my body.
“One more time, you can fuck off.”
“On your head be it.”
He walked over to a desk in the corner and rung a little hand bell; instantly four burly men walked into the room, the first men I’d seen since my arrival. The Prince said something in Arabic and next thing they grabbed me and laid me spread-eagled on the bed, my arms and legs held fast. The Prince approached the end of the bed taking his clothes off as he walked; he stopped a few paces from the end of the bed and gazed down at my fanny opened up for him to see.
“You see Susan I can do as I please.”
He then walked around to the side of the bed and grabbed my left tit.
“Yes very nice, I’ve chosen well.” He smiled, “breaking you will be exactly the same as breaking a horse, kill the spirit and compliance follows.”
He slid down his trousers and pants and his cock sprung out, rock solid and ready for action.
“Now,” he said walking over to a sideboard, “I don’t want to damage you in anyway so we’ll lubricate your vagina a little I think.”
He daubed something on his fingers and came back to the bed putting his hand between my legs smearing me with the lotion. I squirmed as he touched my cunt but to no avail. I was about to be raped and that’s all there was to it. He got between my legs and slowly slipped his cock into me, I closed my eyes and tried to think of anything else but him inside me but it was impossible his thrusting took over my being, that’s all there was in my world, him, his prick and me being used. It didn’t take long and he started to grunt as he climaxed. The ordeal was over and I had won. How wrong could I be? The prince grabbed an arm and the guy holding it took off his clothes next thing he was rutting away at me. All five of them fucked me, raped me. I can do this I kept telling myself, just go along with it and it will soon be over.
When the fifth guy had finished with me The Prince asked. “So are you now ready to comply with my requirements Susan?” His manner was so blase it sickened me.
Though the tears were streaming from my eyes I screamed out, “fuck off you dirty bastard, all of you dirty filthy bastards.”
He said something in Arabic and I was swiftly turned over and laid on my front. The Prince walked back to the sideboard and once again daubed some more lotion on me this time my backside. Now Stephen and I have engaged in anal sex from time to time and it was from my point of view a very intimate and pleasant experience to do with your husband, this was different The Prince was going to force himself into my arse. I clenched it as tight as I could but soon his probing opened me up and then I had his prick sliding in and out of me. He lasted ages this time and I was grateful when I finally felt him stiffen and groan as he climaxed.
The Prince swapped places with one of his servants who was about to enter my bum when I said, “okay, you win, I’ll do whatever you want.”
I’d given in so easily, I was mortified, but I didn’t want another prick up my bum, no way did I.
The Prince waved the men away and they quickly disappeared and turning to me said, “Now kneel in front of me, suck my manhood back to life until it spurts the fluid of life, prove yourself to me.”
I knelt down and took his softening cock into my mouth, it tasted of cum but I sucked it for all I was worth. It didn’t take long for it to spring back to full hardness and I bobbed my head up and down its length. I pulled away and licked the knob head and all around it. One time I actually looked up into The Prince’s face and smiled. I wanted him to enjoy this I didn’t want his pals to come back in and force themselves back into my bum. When he was close to coming for a third time he grabbed my hair and held my head rigid and fucked my mouth with an ever increasing pace. He was like a steam train ramming into me until once again he moaned in pleasure at the release of his cum pulsing deep into my throat. I didn’t let go and showing my compliance by licking his cock clean. I used my tongue on every inch of him.
Finally I looked up at him. “Was that good?”
He nodded. “Stand up Susan. Next time I come I want you showered, your hair wet and as enthusiastic as you were just now. Do you understand?”
“I do.”
“Good, we will make your next experience far more enjoyable. Now tell Justine I want her next.”
Bloody hell he’d already shot his load three times and he wanted more, he must be some kind of super stud!
He rang the bell again and the three women from before led my back to our room.
“Justine.” I said cocking my head towards the door. She smiled, she was actually happy going off to see the megalomaniac prince, it takes all sorts.
“So what happened?” Moira asked.
“I was gang raped, The Prince and four of his henchmen and then they turned me over and The Prince fucked me up the arse, I told him to stop when his buddies were about to start. I just couldn’t take any more.”
The woman came and put her arm round my shoulders. “I think Belen was right, why suffer for the inevitable.”
“He’s a cunt, a fucking bastard cunt.”
“Yes he is. I know you won’t want to hear this but he can also be charming, kind and considerate.”
“Huh I don’t see how.”
“Next time if you acquiesce you’ll see.”
I went and ran myself a bath, used one of the bidets to flush myself out and then lay in the tub soaking away the filth and degradation I felt. I pondered what Moira had said and realised she was right. I was a prisoner here totally under The Prince’s command. He could do with me as he pleased, or get rid of me, what had happened to the other girl who had gone missing, left in the dessert to die, murdered and buried somewhere in the wilderness? Who knew? If I was to get out of this at some time in the future then I would have to play a waiting game. There I had made my decision, next time The Prince wanted my services I’d blow his mind with my sexual prowess.



Chapter 5


It was three weeks before he required my services. He had arrived in between but called on Belen and Moira together, they told me he liked them to put on a girl on girl show before he fucked them both. They confirmed he had the stamina of a horse and had fucked them both twice, fanny wise and anal wise, it seemed our prince was into rear end buffing.
The next time his helicopter arrived all six of us rushed to the shower to refresh and fragrance ourselves deliberately leaving our hair wet, if that’s what he liked then that’s what he’d get. Maria was called for first and then an hour later it was me. I followed the three old crones readily this time and walked into The Prince’s room with a smile on my face. He was laid on the bed still naked from his encounter with Maria.
“Hello Prince,” I beamed, “Or should I call you something else?”
“In my bed chamber you may call me Abu, if we should meet anywhere else just say Sir.”
I nodded. “Abu, that’s a nice name.”
“Thank you, now come to the bed. I must say Susan you are looking lovely today.”
“Thank you, I’ve been looking forward to this encounter.”
“You have?”
“Yes, can we just forget our last meeting; pretend it never happened and start over.”
“What meeting was that?” He smiled.
I laid down on the bed beside him reached over and took his already half erect cock in my hand slowly pulling the skin up and down its length.
“Is that good?” I asked.
“Perfect.”
He was on his back his head resting on his arms enjoying my attentions.
“You know Abu there was no need to abduct me, if you had asked me to come in that coffee bar I would have.”
“That would not be possible, all Western women are thought of as whores, a man in my position cannot be seen talking to a whore.”
“That’s very harsh, we aren’t all whores.”
“Your tongue makes a liar of you Susan. You are a married woman and yet you say you would have come with me, does that not make you a whore?”
Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it, I’d walked right into that.
There was nothing further to say after that so I leaned forward and took his now hard cock into my mouth. I moved around and kneeled alongside his head so I could take his cock as deep as I could into my mouth. So I was a whore, I’d fucking act like one and give him the sexual time of his life. I bobbed my head up and down on his cock, taking it deeper and deeper until I felt it touch my throat. I gagged a little, pulled back a bit and then plunged down again taking more of his cock, I kept at it until at last I felt his pubes on my lips, I bet there weren’t many whores who’d be willing to take that much cock down their throat. After a couple minutes of giving his prick the best oral I could muster The Prince did something that I hadn’t expected at all, he pulled my left leg over his body so he could get to my cunt with his tongue. Now that wasn’t in my script at all, I was there to pleasure him, give him his oats all be it as good as I could, me being pleasured was not what I was expecting but if he wanted to lick my cunt who was I to stop him. I determined that I wasn’t going to enjoy it but when his tongue caressed my clit my determination kind of dissolved, it felt nice, lovely in fact and for a girl who hadn’t had a decent bit of sex, any sex come to that, in weeks I then decided that I might as well enjoy it even if it was against my will. I’d stop short of coming though and perhaps finish myself off in the toilet once I returned to our room.
The Prince was however a master craftsman at giving head and he worked my cunt over good and proper, his tongue examining every nook and cranny, probing deep into my hole and giving my clit a very thorough going over. When he eventually slipped a finger inside me, then a second I felt the first stirrings of that very pleasurable feeling welling inside me. I fought it, honest, I didn’t want to come but his ministrations were just simply too much for me and moments later my orgasm burst through me. I tried to moan but with eight inches of solid manhood stuck down your throat it’s difficult. I think I must have sounded like a strangled frog as my climax struck, I groaned my way through enjoying the wonderful feelings pulsing through my body. As soon as The Prince realised my climax had subsided he put me on my back, opened my legs wide and slipped his prick into my fanny, it felt superb and as he started to ride me I wondered why I had fought it in the first place. His technique, rhythm and prick driving into me were all in perfect harmony and my second climax started moments later. I wrapped my legs around his body and using the leverage this afforded swung my hips up to meet his thrusts, this time with my mouth free of cock I was able to scream out my alleluias for a fucking good climax. As soon as that climax died down he had me on all fours shagging me doggy style. I didn’t want to but knew I would, I reached down to my clit to give me that bit extra you miss when taking it from behind. I rubbed myself vigorously in time to The Prince’s motions. It took a little longer but orgasm number three was a right stonker, my whole body shaking with the passion. Then it was my bum’s turn to take his cock. He spat on it and used a finger to moisten and open me up a bit and then slid his cock straight in. This time it felt pleasurable, not sufficient for another climax but nice enough to just enjoy it. He pumped away at me for five more minutes until he started to groan and I felt his cock pulsing inside me as he shot his cum deep into my hole. Sated he pulled out and lay with his back on the bed. I turned over and lay beside him.
I closed my eyes for a moment enjoying the relaxed feeling you get after a good fuck and make no bones about it The Prince was a great fuck, excellent in fact. I began to realise why the other girls were always so keen to join The Prince, they wanted a good seeing to and who could blame them. We girls did mess around with each other from time to time but there is absolutely nothing like a good prick up you to satisfy your cravings.
I wondered if I should say anything to the man, did he want to talk or was he like a lot of men a silent one.
Five minutes passed without a word being spoken and then he sat up, “Thank you Susan that will be all.”
I got off the bed and headed to the door, as I opened it I turned and smiled at him, he smiled back and then I closed the door. The three crones were there to escort me back to our room. The were talking in Arabic and cackling away, I can’t say for sure but I reckon it was something like The prince gave this Western whore a good seeing to, she won’t want ever to go back to her own kind, possibly, maybe?
Over time I actually began to wonder if this life wasn’t so bad, okay I was a prisoner but apart from that what worries did I have, food and drink were plentiful, there was plenty of entertainment, the girls were good company and my language skills were coming along no end. Once every three or four weeks I had great sex with The Prince and between times one or other of the girls would see to my needs, and me to her. Is that the so called ‘Stockholm Syndrome’ or was I just adjusting to my fate. I just knew it was not worth getting into a lather about or depression could and would set in which wasn’t going to do me any good at all.
Once in a while The Prince would actually join us ladies in our room for a feast. The old crones would bring in platters of the finest foods and even bottles of wine and he’s spend an evening with us, telling us stories and jokes. He was a very personable man and in any other circumstances I think I could have fallen in love with him, perhaps I already did love him just a little.



Chapter 6


Three months or was it four, without a calendar it was difficult to keep track of the days passing and we were joined by another woman, Jackie an American lady. She was truly striking looking and had a figure the carbon copy of us other six ladies. When we released her from the sack and bindings in the little vestibule she immediately accepted the offer of a bath to freshen up some food. After a rest we explained how life went on in the house and Jackie very quickly got with the programme and said she would do exactly as we advised. I thought she was a little odd giving in so easily and so readily but it takes all sorts, look at Belen. The following day we introduced her to the garden and after a very thorough walk around, where she could almost have bee accused of surveying the place the seven of us were in the pool splashing around and having fun when we heard the whump, whump of a helicopter approaching.
“This is it Jackie, you get to meet The Prince.” I said.
“Wanna bet.” She answered, I looked at her odd.
“Girls listen to me, we are about to be rescued, out of the pool and over there behind that low wall, duck down there’s going to be a very big bang.”
We all looked at her.
“Move it ladies, come on.”
We ran for the wall and took cover and I realised that the helicopter noise was much louder and with a far deeper tone, also if I was not mistaken there were two of them, military helicopters. Moments later there was a whoosh followed by an almighty explosion and when it was over Jackie shouted, “Follow me.”
We ran to the wall farthest from the house where a huge hole had been blown, as we did so men dressed from head to foot in black streamed into the compound, they were all wearing helmets and carried weapons. Any body looking for trouble was going to get it from these guys and make no mistake. I turned round for a last look at the house and saw the three old crones at the door looking at us, gesticulating for us to return, huh no chance. WE stumbled over the rubble and through the hole in wall and two huge black helicopters sat with their rotors still going, a guy at the side door waved us towards him and helped each of us up and into the body of the machine. I watched as the men in black started to retreat back through the opening in the wall and splitting up between the two helicopters and climbing aboard, as soon as the last man threw himself inside the engine note changed and we lifted off. A guy sitting at the back of the passenger area threw us each overalls, we girls were still naked. One guy strapped himself into a safety harness with his gun trained on the compound; anybody coming out into the open would be headed for trouble. A few minutes later when we were safely away from the area the guys started to remove their helmets and there as large as life was my Stephen, I looked at him amazed and he came over and swept me into his arms, holding me like the most precious thing he had ever seen.
The engine noise was too loud for conversation but Stephen managed to shout in my ear. “This is my last job, okay?”
I nodded enthusiastically.
After a ninety minute flight we landed on a U.S. aircraft carrier somewhere in the Mediterranean and from there were flown to Cyprus and onto our homes countries. There were plenty of hugs and kisses between us girls as each set off on the final leg of the journey with promised to keep in touch.
Stephen and I had to spend the night in officer’s quarters at RAF Akrotiri where he explained what had happened.
“Beth contacted the authorities the next morning when she realised you were missing but to be honest they didn’t have a clue and dismissed the case as just some foreign tourist going missing. By the time we Brits got involved the trail was completely cold so we enlisted the help of our U.S friends and the lovely Jackie. She was a plant pure and simple with tracking devices in her shoes and clothing. Once her position became stable an AWAC was sent over to take aerial photos from then we planned our strike we piled in and here you are.”
“Wow, I thought I was going to be a prisoner there for the rest of my days, I’d resigned myself to it in fact.”
“There’s no way I wasn’t going to find you Sue, you are the most important thing in my life and that’s why I’ve resigned. Beth told me why you took the holiday and I can’t say I blame you, my job and married life does not fit together and being married to you is the most important thing to me.”
Back home Stephen got a job recruiting ex forces personnel for personal security operations. He had to go away on business occasionally, but it was rare if those trips lasted longer than two or three days. I settled back into my job and life was sweet. Regular sex with Stephen was also on the menu, wonderful but I must admit after a while I began to wonder if and how I was going to tell him about Judy and Alec’s little set-up
Sometimes, just sometimes I also wondered about The Prince, how he was doing and who with. I was glad he wasn’t at the house on the day we girls were rescued, he might have been hurt and I would not have wanted that to happen. His methods for getting women were decidedly unconventional but for him I supposed the ends justified the means and sex with him was to be honest pretty fantastic, although I would never tell Stephen that. I suspected that now his lair was uncovered he’d just set up somewhere else and more girls would go missing, lucky bitches, he was after all a bloody good fuck.
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