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    Three Times a Virgin


    The room had been carefully chosen. Jess had scoured hotel-booking websites and even visited before making her final selection.


    The bed had to be big, of course.


    The headboard needed to be solid, and it needed to have somewhere to attach the handcuffs.


    She hadn't been sure about the footboard. Being able to tie the ankles might be an advantage, but it did limit access.


    The bed in this room was king-sized at least. The headboard was made of chunky, pale wood, with solid posts and a horizontal bar running across the top of the main wooden panel. No footboard, so easy access. The complimentary robes were a bonus. Handcuffs could get uncomfortable for any extended period. She had decided to tie him with stockings instead, after she had peeled them from her long legs, but she knew from past experience that nylons could easily cut into the wrists when they were tied tight enough, and the knots were impossible to undo again afterwards. The belts from the complimentary robes were the perfect alternative.


    The room was just right. Just as she had imagined.


    She stood at the foot of the bed, in stilettos, black hold-ups, a tiny thong and a lacy balcony bra.


    Before her, Adam lay spreadeagled. His arms were stretched wide above his head, each tied to a bedpost by a length of terry-towelling belt. His legs, although not tied, were spread.


    Just then, his body gave a little twist, as if he was testing the restraints.


    His body was lean, fit. He had the physique of someone who worked out but didn't go silly with the weights. His belly was flat, with just a hint of a six-pack ripple. His cock lay flaccid for now, flopped over to one side.


    "You okay there, Adam?" she asked. "You sure you want to go ahead with this?"


    He tipped his head up as if trying to see, but the black blindfold meant he was in darkness.


    "You still haven't told me what we're going to do," he said.


    "We're going to fulfil one of your fantasies, Adam. We're going to live out one of your dreams. Are you ready?"


    Tentatively, he nodded, and so she turned, went to the hotel room door and opened it. A man was waiting there. Rick. An old flame, an occasional hook-up. She nodded and stepped aside to let him in.


    "Okay," she said. "Let's get started."


    §


    Jess was the adventurous one in their marriage. Adam had known that from the start, and he liked it that way. He encouraged her. He even suggested things for her to try. His one condition was that she must always tell him all about it.


    In the time they'd been together there had been many long evenings when she would look at him with big eyes and say, "Adam love, I have a confession. I've been bad again." And she would tell him every little detail. She told him about the times she had been away on business trips and hooked up with old friends, or friends of friends. She told him every time she used her 30-second pick-up routine: that dangerous rush of picking a man out in a bar, pausing by him, making eye contact, an innocent comment, gauging him... and if he had that spark, taking the next step, telling him she wanted sex and she wanted it now. Thirty seconds. She was careful, she was selective, and it had worked every time for her.


    If she had nothing to report, sometimes she would tell Adam what was in her head. Gently kneading his cock to full hardness, she would tell him that she loved the way it grew so long and hard, the way it twitched in her hand, or against her arse in the night. She would kiss his cock and tell him how it compared to others she had known.


    She would tell him about the fantasies she was yet to fulfil.


    "I want men to queue up for me and fuck me one after another. I want them to be around me in a ring, jerking off until my body's covered in their come. I like cock... is that bad?"


    Then, one night a week or so before she tied him up in that hotel room, she had paused and asked, "What do you want, Adam? You like to listen... but is listening really enough for you? If you could do anything, what would you like to do?"


    §


    She closed the hotel door and followed the new arrival into the room.


    "Who... Who's that?" asked Adam. "Is there someone else there?"


    Rick was tall and slim, his hair short and nearly black. He opened his mouth to speak, but she silenced him by looping her arms around his neck and drawing him down into a long, slow kiss.


    He didn't take much persuading, and his hands ran down over her ribs, the narrowing of her waist, her hips, and then round to her arse. He drew her against himself hard, and she felt his growing erection through his jeans.


    She half-pulled away, managed to twist, but found that she was still in his embrace. One hand cupped her right breast, the other slid across her flat belly and down over her thong, fingers pressing firmly against her mound, making her gasp.


    "Jess? What's going on?"


    Adam's voice was nervous and for a moment she felt guiltily that she should tell him more, then she saw that his penis was starting to fill out and was now lying flat against his belly.


    She bent over and immediately felt Rick's hands on her arse as she dragged her teeth across Adam's belly, tantalisingly close to his still growing cock. "It's your dream, honey," she said. "This is your dream. Just relax and go with it, you hear me?"


    From behind, she heard the clank of a belt, the rustle of clothes being removed. When she turned, Rick was naked, his cock hard and pointing towards her. She took it in one hand and pulled on it, with a twisting roll of her wrist. She wanted it inside her now, hard and fast, but she held back.


    Slowly, slowly.


    They had all night.


    §


    "You'd be nervous, Adam. You've never done anything like that before. What would be the rules? Who could do what?"


    "Nothing. No rules. No boundaries. Something like that... it should be fluid. It shouldn't matter who is doing what. You should just go with it. No restraints."


    "No restraints at all? Or maybe handcuffs...?"


    §


    He was hard now.


    Adam's cock lay stiff and upright against his belly, the head already wet with pre-come and no-one had even touched it yet.


    Sometimes she would tell him about her adventures. He would lie naked and she wouldn't touch and he would get hard and wet like this just from her words. Sometimes she even thought she could talk him all the way through to orgasm, but that was still on her wish-list. One day.


    She put a hand on his chest, just below the nipple, a reassuring hand. "It's okay, honey," she said to him. "It's fine. This is your fantasy, right? No boundaries."


    Rick stood on the other side of the bed, his eyes roaming over Adam's naked body.


    She ran her hand down until it passed between Adam's cock and his belly, his hardness against the back of her hand, the head of his cock forced up away from his body. When she reached the base of his shaft, she wrapped her fingers around him and squeezed.


    Rick was watching everything.


    She nodded and slowly, nervously, he reached out. When he was almost touching, he paused, his eyes on Jess's and then, finally, his cupped hand slid down over the head of Adam's cock and along the shaft until he met Jess's hand.


    Adam gasped and his back arched, and immediately Rick slid his hand back up until the wet head was in his fist.


    Jess watched as Rick started to work her husband's cock while she held it firm.


    "I... who...?" gasped Adam, and finally Rick spoke.


    "Nobody," he said. "Just an old friend of Jess's." And then he dipped his head and took Adam's cock into his mouth.


    §


    "So you're on? Can you get here?"


    "I've never done anything like that before," he'd said. "I've had threesomes, of course."


    "I know that," said Jess, rolling her eyes even though they were on the phone and he couldn't see. "I haven't forgotten that night with you and Tony!"


    "But that was different. That night... it was all about you, Jess. It wasn't... well, it wasn't--"


    "It wasn't you and Tony, I know."


    "What you're asking... I've never done that before."


    "Have you never wanted to? Have you never fantasised about it just not mattering? About it just being bodies, people... about it not mattering whose hand or mouth is doing what? Have you never even wondered what it would be like?"


    "You know I have, Jess. But I've never actually done it!"


    "So you're a virgin. Adam's a virgin that way too. We're all virgins. None of us have done this. We're three kinds of virgin. That sounds like a challenge to me. That sounds like fun. So you're on?"


    §


    She kissed him on the mouth, calmed him, stilled him. Easing away, she stroked his brow and glanced down the length of his body to where Rick now held Adam's cock upright so he could duck down on it, taking it as deep as he could before sliding back up.


    "It's your dream, babe," she whispered. "It's what you told me."


    She moved down his body and started to kiss the base of Adam's cock. Rick moved so that he was kissing the shaft from the other side and their lips met around it. Then together, they started to work upwards, kissing and tonguing until their mouths met over the wet head and she was kissing her lover and her husband's cock at the same time.


    She nudged Rick aside and took Adam's cock completely into her mouth, forcing the head into her cheek so that its underside rubbed across her teeth. Then she pulled back and let Rick take it again while she licked the base of Adam's shaft.


    At a signal from Jess, Rick moved so that he was on his knees by Adam. Jess reached up and took him in her hand and started to rub his full length while she sucked on her husband's cock. Then she switched so that she was sucking on Rick and Rick had both hands wrapped around Adam's cock, pulling and rubbing and stroking.


    "Let me see," gasped Adam. "I want to see."


    She looked at Rick, an eyebrow raised. "What do you think?"


    He shrugged and moved so he could reach Adam's head. He put both hands to the blindfold as if about to remove it, then ducked down and kissed him. Suddenly they were lying full length, Rick grinding on top of Adam.


    Hand at her crotch, kneading her pussy lips and rubbing at her clit, Jess sat back and watched for a time, but watching wasn't her thing. She moved down their bodies, her hands and mouth all over them. Eventually, she managed to reach between them and suddenly two hard cocks were running over her hand.


    They were so wet!


    These boys may have had inhibitions before, but that had all been dispensed with now.


    She put a hand on Rick's shoulder to get his attention. "Make room," she told him.


    He slowed his grinding and arched his back so that there was space between his and Adam's chests. As he stretched back further, she managed to get into a position where she could see their two cocks grinding together.


    This was it. This was the picture she'd had in her mind.


    She had seen her share of cocks, but these two...


    When he was soft, Adam's penis withdrew, almost as if hiding. It wasn't tiny, but he was definitely more grower than shower. She loved to make him hard, loved to watch his cock expand from soft and withdrawn to long and hard, a good size and in perfect proportion. Rick was almost as big soft as when he was erect, and with him it was a different thrill, the sensation of hardness taking over rather than growing.


    Soft, the two of them couldn't have been much more different, but erect they could have been twins.


    And now: their two, near-identical cocks were lined up against each other, wet with pre-come, grinding.


    As she watched, Rick drew himself along Adam's length until it was his balls dragging along her husband's cock and then back down again.


    She moved down, her head between them. Now, as Rick ground upwards, the head of his cock slid into her mouth: briefly, a tease, and then he slid back down, away from her.


    She moved lower, limiting their movement, and now the heads of both cocks were sliding against her, hitting her lips, her teeth, her chin. She managed to slip a hand in and wrap it partly around the two cocks, pinning them into place while her tongue danced across both wet heads, sliding across them, between them, gently probing the eye of one cock and then the other.


    When she sensed the tensing in Adam's body she worked her head free, her hand still on both cocks. "No," she told her husband. "It's way too early to come yet. I have plans."


    But her plans were sidelined, at least for a time, as Rick took over.


    There was a look in his eye she had never seen before, an excited spark, a determination.


    He moved up until he had his knees either side of Adam's chest, then he raised himself onto one foot, braced himself against the head board and pressed his cock against Adam's mouth.


    "Now," he said. "Take the blindfold off now."


    Jess did as he said, half-fearing the look she would see in her husband's eyes when she did so.


    But no... He was excited. Eager. He looked up at her, and then at Rick and then, slowly, he opened his mouth.


    The bulbous head of
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