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Chapter 1. The search.
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In the heart of London's perpetual gloom, where rain-soaked streets echo the melancholy of its inhabitants, Michael finds himself adrift in a sea of desolation. His days blur together in a monotonous haze, each one a carbon copy of the last, as he grapples with the suffocating weight of his despair.

Depression has become his constant companion, a shadow that looms over him with unwavering persistence. Like the dense fog that envelops the city streets, it obscures his vision, leaving him groping in the darkness for a glimmer of hope.

But amidst the oppressive gloom, there is another source of torment that gnaws at Michael's soul—the gnawing ache of sexual frustration. It consumes him like a voracious flame, devouring every ounce of his being with its insatiable hunger.

In his mind, he is a prisoner of desire, trapped in a cage of his own making. His fantasies taunt him with their unattainable allure, teasing him with promises of ecstasy that remain forever out of reach.

Each passing day only serves to deepen his sense of isolation, as he watches the world outside his window carry on with its relentless march forward. He longs to break free from the shackles of his mind, to escape the suffocating embrace of his thoughts.

But London, with its grey skies and sombre streets, offers no solace for a soul in torment. It is a city frozen in time, a monument to the futility of human existence.

And so, with a heavy heart and a weary spirit, Michael resigns himself to his fate. He knows that the road ahead will be fraught with obstacles and pitfalls, but he also knows that he must summon the strength to endure.

For somewhere beyond the horizon, amidst the swirling mists of uncertainty, lies the promise of redemption. And though the journey may be long and arduous, Michael is determined to find his way back to the light. He wants to emerge from the shadows of despair and reclaim his rightful place in the world. 

Michael, named after St Michael, is multifaceted. His life is a tapestry of experiences, desires, and aspirations. At the age of 33, he finds himself at a crossroads, contemplating the direction his life should take. Despite his namesake, Michael is an angel; he is a man driven by passion and a relentless pursuit of fulfilment.

His journey begins with an introspection fuelled by the realisation that his current state of being is far from what he envisions for himself. While he possesses a strong sexual appetite, he understands that true fulfilment transcends physical desires. It is a union of minds, bodies, and souls—a connection that eluded him in his previous relationship.

He reflects on the past nine years spent in a relationship that left him feeling emotionally and spiritually unfulfilled and drained. His partner, though cold and distant, was a reminder of the void that existed within him. Their interactions lacked depth and intimacy, leaving him longing for something more—a partnership rooted in equality and mutual understanding.

With a newfound clarity, he makes the bold decision to redefine his life on his terms. As a highly successful partner in a prestigious London interior design firm, he possesses the financial means to pursue his dreams. He sells his stake in the firm, liberating himself from the constraints of corporate life, and embarks on a journey of self-discovery.

In his quest for fulfilment, he embraces the unknown with open arms, eager to explore the depths of his desires and the boundless possibilities that lie ahead. He revels in the freedom of being untethered, of charting his own course through the vast expanse of existence.

As the days turn into weeks, and the weeks into months, Michael's journey of self-discovery continues unabated. Along the way, he encounters moments of joy and moments of sorrow, moments of clarity and moments of confusion. Yet through it all, he remains steadfast in his belief that true fulfilment lies not in the destination, but in the journey itself.

And so, with each step he takes and each breath he inhales, he embraces the adventure of life with unwavering courage and unwavering determination. For in the vast tapestry of existence, he is but a single thread, weaving his way through the fabric of time and space, in search of meaning, purpose, and ultimately, love.

In the heart of Eastern Europe, in the year 1991, Michael Sasa Jankovic was born under a sky that seemed to promise both beauty and sorrow. His early years were painted with the vibrant hues of a childhood steeped in the arts. Enrolled in a local school of arts, his formative years were a canvas of creativity, his young mind sculpting dreams of a future where beauty reigned supreme.

Tragedy, however, knows no bounds, and by the tender age of thirteen, Michael found himself an orphan. The loss of his parents cast a shadow over his heart, a shadow that would follow him, shaping his resilience and determination. With the world around him transformed into a stark landscape of survival, he discovered an inner strength that would carry him far beyond the borders of his homeland. This was Yugoslavia in the late 80s. A country that in a few years will cease to exist.

At fifteen, his life journey took a dramatic turn. He emigrated to the United Kingdom, a land of promise and new beginnings. The streets of London were a far cry from the familiar paths of his childhood, yet they held a different kind of magic. Here, amidst the towering buildings and bustling crowds, he sought refuge and opportunity.

Destiny, it seemed, had other plans for Michael. In the heart of the bustling city, a humble family of immigrants, his uncle and aunt, welcomed him into their modest abode. Their home, a sanctuary amidst the chaos of urban life, became his haven. It was a small, cramped space, yet it overflowed with warmth and love.

Under the guidance of his caring relatives, he began to rebuild his shattered world. His uncle, a construction worker by trade, took him under his wing, teaching him the ropes of the trade during his school vacations. The gritty reality of manual labour is juxtaposed with the elegance of architectural theory, shaping Michael's worldview in unexpected ways.

Despite the challenges, he never lost sight of his dreams. With unwavering determination and the support of his newfound family, he pursued his education at University College London. His days were a whirlwind of lectures and assignments, his nights spent sketching dreams, and his vacations labouring on construction sites alongside his uncle.

Upon graduating, his talents caught the eye of a renowned interior design company in London. For a year, he immersed himself in the world of high design, learning from the best, honing his skills, and understanding the delicate balance between form and function. This experience was the final stroke that completed the portrait of his professional identity.

With the confidence born from a year of invaluable experience, he embarked on the bold adventure of establishing his own firm. It was a modest beginning, but his vision was anything but. His designs spoke a language of elegance and innovation, quickly capturing the attention of the elite. His reputation flourished, his name becoming synonymous with excellence and sophistication in the world of interior design.

Year after year, his firm grew, expanding its reach and influence. Offices were established in the world’s most vibrant cities – London, Tokyo, Paris, New York, Los Angeles, and Rio de Janeiro. Each branch bore the hallmark of his touch, a blend of cultural sensitivity and cutting-edge design that set new standards in the industry.

Until just last year, Michael remained the guiding force behind this empire, steering it with a vision that was as unwavering as it was inspired. His journey from a young boy in Eastern Europe to the helm of one of the most prestigious design firms in the world was a testament to his unyielding spirit and boundless creativity.

In every project he undertook, in every space he transformed, there was a piece of his heart, a reflection of his journey. His designs were not just creations but stories – of loss and survival, of dreams and achievements, of a life lived with passion and purpose. And amidst it all, the humble embrace of his immigrant family in London remained the foundation upon which his dreams were built.

But this guy was not a saint, he was a sinner. The journey of self-discovery starts with his sexuality and the need for porn, and it begins here at home in the buzzing swinging scene of London and Britain in general. He is prepared for long journeys and overnight stays in hotels to meet the right person or persons to satisfy his sexual desires. Watching porn is not good enough; he has to experience it firsthand—to see, feel, smell, and touch it. He subscribes to a well-known British swinging site to meet single females and couples willing to meet a single man, particularly a good-looking man in his thirties. He also frequents the gang-bang scenes that pop out every day in the county, evenings of pure lust where multiple men simultaneously engage one or two women. 

The first steps into this world are undeniably gruelling, particularly when it comes to discovering new encounters. His first step is to gain experience, which leads him to join Adult Work, a site dedicated to the sale of sexual services. This platform offers everything one could imagine, from used panties to custom-made homemade porn. The variety is vast, encompassing women, men, couples, bisexuals, lesbians—essentially every sexual orientation imaginable. In the UK alone, nearly three million individuals are involved in selling sex.

Despite his basic knowledge of sexual activity, Michael seeks to observe and learn from professionals. His journey begins with women, as several porn actresses are advertising their services. He learns the intricacies of their techniques, observing how they perform oral, vaginal, and anal sex with professional expertise. Michael is not just a passive observer; he engages by asking questions and being transparent about his intentions, though this honesty comes at a high financial cost.

After a series of encounters with individual women, his curiosity leads him to explore experiences with couples, particularly those who offer double penetration. This exploration broadens his understanding and fuels his desire for more complex interactions. He soon seeks out experiences with groups, such as orgies and gang bangs, absorbing knowledge like a sponge and deepening the comprehension of his own desires. However, despite his fascination, he finds himself increasingly disillusioned with the world of paid sex. He is troubled by the realisation that the vast majority of escorts are impoverished individuals trying to survive in a struggling economy. The thought that some women might be coerced into this line of work is deeply unsettling. The spectre of human trafficking looms large over the industry, highlighting its unregulated and often exploitative nature.

Michael's exploration leads him to a clear understanding of his sexual preferences. He is drawn to the concept of swinging and multi-partner relationships, finding particular enjoyment in threesomes that involve double vaginal and/or double anal penetration. He comes to recognise that his high libido is akin to satyriasis, the male counterpart to nymphomania in women.

Satyriasis and nymphomania are not recognised in the UK as illnesses, but he wants to find out more. First, he needs to have a discussion with his psychiatrist and proceed from there. After a few sessions, his psychiatrist confirms the possibility of satyriasis but cannot determine the cause. Michael has led a normal life, with ups and downs, just like the majority. He wasn’t abused in childhood other than the trauma of losing his parents, which rarely leads to satyriasis. He is referred to another specialist for a second opinion. The second psychiatrist agrees that he is “suffering from hypersexuality”, taking into consideration all the factors in his daily routine. 

Apparently, he “lacks maladaptive thought patterns” and does not engage in compulsive sexual activities; in other words, his life doesn’t revolve around his sexual activities. His shame over his over-sexualized thoughts and dreams is not related to his condition but to the social norms expected of us. Therefore, he is no wiser than before, in limbo, so to speak. However, he is very intelligent and challenges himself to find out more, to educate himself about this condition, and ultimately to know himself a little better.

As he delves deeper into understanding hypersexuality, he realises that it is a complex condition with varying degrees of intensity and impact on individuals. His research reveals that hypersexuality is often misunderstood and stigmatised, leading to a lack of open conversation about it. This prompts him to seek out others who might share his experience, hoping to find a nymphomaniac soulmate, partner, and possibly, a wife.

He learns that hypersexuality, including nymphomania, involves an unusually high sex drive and preoccupation with sexual thoughts and activities. For some, this can lead to compulsive behaviours, but for others like him, it might manifest as frequent thoughts and a strong desire without necessarily disrupting daily life. He discovers online communities and forums where people with similar experiences share their stories and support each other. These platforms become a valuable resource for him, providing insights and a sense of belonging.

Through these interactions, he meets individuals who also struggle with balancing their high sex drives with societal expectations. He learns about the importance of communication and mutual understanding in relationships involving hypersexuality. Some people he encounters have managed to find partners who accept and appreciate their needs, creating fulfilling relationships based on honesty and respect.

His quest leads him to consider the qualities he desires in a partner: someone who is understanding, open-minded, and shares his high sex drive. He acknowledges that finding a nymphomaniac soulmate might be challenging, but believes it is possible. He begins to approach dating with more confidence, being upfront about his condition and what he is looking for in a relationship.

As he continues his journey, he becomes more comfortable with his identity and desires. He understands that his hypersexuality does not define him but is a part of who he is. By educating himself and seeking out like-minded individuals, he hopes to find a partner who can share his passions and understand his needs, ultimately building a relationship based on mutual respect, love, and a shared understanding of their unique condition. 

He delves deeper into the literature on this so-called affliction, he begins to see the definition as deeply patriarchal and rooted in religious dogma. Society, under a collective delusion, often condemns those who are highly sexual. He recalls a vivid memory from his childhood when an orthodox priest warned him that masturbation would lead to blindness and eternal damnation. This memory is a testament to the societal shame that has long surrounded sexual expression. 

However, Michael no longer feels this shame. Instead, he seeks a partner who shares his high level of sexual desire. He dreams of finding a nymphomaniac, though he knows it is akin to finding a needle in a haystack. This is his next quest.

His experiences with the Adult Work website serve as both a catalyst and a crucible. They expose him to a broad spectrum of human sexuality and the stark realities of the sex industry. The platform itself is a marketplace where the most intimate acts are commodified and sold. The diversity of services is staggering, from simple exchanges to elaborate fantasies brought to life. This immersion in the world of commercial sex provides Michael with invaluable insights, yet it also confronts him with ethical dilemmas and moral discomforts.

He meets women who perform sexual acts with the precision and detachment of seasoned professionals. These encounters teach him techniques and approaches that he would never have learned otherwise. However, each encounter also brings a sobering realisation of the economic desperation that drives many into this line of work. The transactional nature of these relationships leaves him feeling hollow and questioning the broader implications of his actions.

Moving beyond one-on-one interactions, his venture into couples' dynamics offers a different perspective. He learns the complexities of engaging with two partners simultaneously, understanding the nuances of double penetration and the synchronisation required for such acts. These experiences are enlightening but also highlight the inherent power dynamics and potential for exploitation within these arrangements.

Group sex, orgies, and gang bangs introduce another layer of complexity. He finds himself in scenarios where the boundaries of conventional sexual norms are pushed and often shattered. These sessions are both thrilling and overwhelming, offering a crash course in the mechanics and psychology of multiple-partner sex. Yet, they also reveal the dark side of such gatherings, where consent and agency can sometimes be murky waters.

Through all these experiences, his internal conflict grows. He is drawn to the raw, unfiltered expression of his desires, but he is also acutely aware of the societal and ethical implications. The commodification of sex on such a large scale reflects broader social issues—poverty, inequality, and the pervasive influence of patriarchal and religious ideologies on sexual norms.

Michael's journey is not just about exploring his sexual boundaries, but also about confronting the societal constructs that shape our understanding of sexuality. The label of satyriasis, for example, is deeply entrenched in patriarchal and moralistic views that pathologize high sexual drive. As he reads more, he becomes critical of these definitions, seeing them as relics of a repressive past rather than accurate descriptions of human behaviours.

His memories of the orthodox priest’s warnings about masturbation highlight the lasting impact of religious indoctrination on sexual attitudes. These early lessons in shame and guilt have long shadows, affecting how individuals perceive their own desires. His rebellion against this ingrained shame is a crucial part of his journey. He seeks to liberate himself from these mental shackles and finds a partner who feels similarly unbound.

The search for a nymphomaniac is more than a quest for sexual compatibility; it is a search for understanding and mutual acceptance. He dreams of a relationship where both partners embrace their sexuality without judgment or shame. This ideal is hard to find in a world where sex is often commercialised, stigmatised, or both. 

Michael’s odyssey through the world of paid sex is a profound exploration of human sexuality, fraught with ethical considerations and personal revelations. It is a journey that challenges societal norms, confronts economic realities, and seeks to reconcile deep-seated conflicts between desire and morality. Through it all, this guy remains committed to understanding and accepting his own desires, while hoping to find a partner who shares and embraces this journey with him.

In the end, Michael's story is not just about sex; it is about the human condition. It is about the search for connection, the struggle against societal constraints, and the quest for self-acceptance. It is a testament to the complexity of human desires and the courage it takes to explore them openly. His journey reflects a broader struggle within society—a struggle to balance the innate human need for sexual expression with the ethical and moral frameworks that have been constructed around it. 

He knows the direction his sex life is taking. He loves the idea of swinging and multi-partner relationships. Threesome swinging is his favourite combination, especially when it involves double vaginal and/or double anal. Understanding that he suffers from satyriasis, the male equivalent of nymphomania, Michael no longer feels ashamed and seeks an oversexed woman who shares his desires and fantasies and is ready to explore and act independently. He is looking for a nymphomaniac.

Now, with a clear image of his ideal "needle," the vast world becomes his proverbial "haystack."

The next phase of his journey involves registering on reputable swingers' sites in the diverse countries he aims to explore, including the UK, various European nations, the USA, Canada, China, Thailand, Japan, Brazil, Colombia, Ecuador, Mexico, South Africa, and Kenya. By doing so, he hopes to connect with like-minded individuals and immerse himself in the local swinging scenes of these regions. Through extensive research, he discovers that most swinging sites are populated by single men, a few couples, and a scant number of single women seeking men. He must therefore embark on a vigorous campaign to market himself to single women and couples, casting a wide net to ensure he stands out and is noticed.

After posting the following ad with excellent yet realistic pictures of himself, including intimate shots showcasing his quite large, beautifully shaped nine-inch penis:


About Me: I am a discerning Virgo, financially independent, and living a life of luxury, in pursuit of the ultimate sexual connection. 

What I’m Looking For: 

A Woman: Straight or bisexual, who shares my passion for sexuality, ideally over the age of 33, and experienced in the art of double penetration in all its forms. 

Couples: Experienced swingers comfortable with all types of sexual encounters, including double vaginal and/or double anal. 

Intelligent and Cultured: Well-read, capable of engaging in stimulating conversations, and adept at both listening and speaking.

Balanced Dynamics: Capable of assuming roles of leadership or submission as the situation dictates.

Physical Attributes: Naturally black hair, blue eyes (baby blue, electric blue, or ice blue), bell-shaped or round breasts (max 32D), sporty, athletic, and flexible.

Hobbies and Interests: Enjoys fishing, card games (Bridge, Canasta, or Rummy), outdoor activities, and theatre.

Countries of Interest: UK, Europe, the USA, Canada, China, Thailand, Japan, Brazil, Colombia, Ecuador, Mexico, South Africa, and Kenya.

Join Me: If you are an experienced swinger over the age of 33, ready to embark on a thrilling and erotic adventure, I invite you to join me. Together, we can explore our deepest desires and create unforgettable experiences.

Contact: Reply to this ad with a description of your experiences and what you seek in a partner. Serious inquiries only, please.

Let’s create magic in the swinging scene.


In the "More About Me" section, he indulges in self-reflection on his personal experiences. Every day, after his routine online Rummy game, he dedicates at least two hours to browsing the mentioned websites, responding to emails, if any, and engaging in the chat rooms. The response is quite unbelievable, with a significant portion coming from single males or fake couples. However, he has gained enough experience to distinguish the genuine from the counterfeit.

He didn’t have to endure a lengthy wait before engaging in genuine conversations with various couples in the lively ambience of online chatrooms, where face-to-face webcam meeting unfolded. Among these interactions, some proved delightful, while others left much to be desired. Though geographical distances often hindered the prospect of tangible rendezvous, hope persisted. Yet, despite his efforts, solitary female responses remained elusive, casting a shadow over his endeavours.

In the realm of international swinging platforms, a familiar pattern emerged, save for one exception: Thailand, where an abundance of single female interest awaited, like a gleaming oasis amidst the desert. But most are looking to escape poverty, and that makes Michael suspicious about their claim of being nymphomaniacs. 
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Chapter 2. First Taste
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Finally, serendipity smiled upon him as he found himself immersed in dialogue with a charming couple from Brighton. They were relatively good-looking according to the pictures on the website and were eager to meet him as soon as possible. Intrigued by his appearance, particularly by his nine-inch member, they also hinted at their experience in various activities.

Michael couldn't help but be captivated. A few more extremely graphic pictures in the private folder (invitation only) convinced him of their authenticity. He felt a surge of excitement and decided to get in touch, leaving his phone number.

Not long after that, the couple called, and they embarked on a lengthy conversation. Their voices were smooth and inviting, drawing him in. Days melted into nights as they indulged in marathon video chats. Their screens became windows to shared desires, with intimate performances crafted solely for his pleasure. The connection felt electric as if the digital space between them buzzed with anticipation.

As their interactions deepened, Michael found himself drawn into their world, one that promised to be as exhilarating as it was uncharted.

With mutual anticipation of kindling, the prospect of transitioning from virtual to physical loomed tantalisingly close. Yet, before stepping into the realm of tangible connection, a necessary precaution beckoned. 

Testing for STDs. It is a requisite for safe exploration. Was a matter he intended to address with his GP as soon as possible or explore the discreet avenues frequented by British luminaries of the adult entertainment industry, renowned for their swift and precise diagnoses. 

He was eager to meet this mysterious Brighton couple, considering they clicked during the webcam meetings. 

The evening begins with a meeting at a charming pub just outside Brighton, nestled in the countryside. Introductions are made, and Michael feels at ease with the couple, and they are with him. Susan and Tim, both in their forties, gradually unwind over beers and wine, steering the conversation towards the purpose of the meeting. All three agree to engage in some action tonight, and slowly, the discussion turns to sex.

"So, M, why don't you share a bit about your sexual experiences and what you’re looking for?" Tim inquires, setting the stage for the conversation.

Michael takes a moment before responding, "I’m quite new to this and don’t have a great deal of experience in these matters. However, I do have many fantasies that I’ve been curious about. My recent divorce was a significant turning point for me; it was largely driven by deep-seated sexual frustration and unfulfilled desires with my ex. I feel that exploring new experiences could be a way to address this. I’m willing to experiment with various things to see what resonates with me. My goal is to find out what truly excites me and build on those experiences as I continue this journey of self-discovery."

"That's quite nicely put," interjects Susan. "So, what are your fantasies? We are veteran swingers and may be able to fulfil some," she said, taking Michael's hand and placing it on her thigh covered with holdups. She is not wearing any underwear, and she slowly guides his hand towards her vagina. With his left hand, Michael probes the opening with his middle finger. The wetness is impressive, and Michael loves it. Tim smiles because he is doing the same thing on her left thigh, and their fingers meet inside her.

"Where to start? I love watching and being watched, filming and being filmed. I want to watch closely, touch, smell, and lick penetration," Michael replied.

"Wow," Susan said, extremely excited. "You want to lick my cunt while it's penetrated? I love the sound of that. Do you also love to suck cock?"

"I've never done it before, but I would love to try," Michael admits.

"What else, what else?" Tim inquires.

"I want to try double vaginal if that's possible and DP," Michael responds.

"Well, you are in good company. We love all that, but we prefer to do it bareback. Is that okay with you?" Susan asked.

Michael wants to take a risk, but he's afraid. He knows how clean he is, but this?

They both notice his concerned expression, and Susan takes out her smartphone. "We are very clean, and to prove it, this certificate will show you how clean," she said, opening a PDF file and showing Michael the contents—a clean bill of health from a sexual clinic issued today.

Michael agrees. "I love bareback too," he exclaimed.

"Follow our car. We live two miles down the road in a genuinely pleasant cottage. You'll love it," Susan said, getting up and ready to go.

All three get into their cars and drive a short distance to the cottage. Once inside the living room, Michael is invited to sit on the sofa in front of a very pleasant fireplace.

"I am going to change myself for fucking," Susan said, smiling. "Make yourself at home, as Tim will take care of you."

She gracefully moves toward the stairs, raising her miniskirt to show her bare buttocks. For a woman in her fifties, she is almost perfect. And she slowly disappears into the ceiling.

The sofas are positioned face to face perpendicular to the fire. Tim lights the gas fire with fake charcoal, and the fireplace emanates a nice, clean heat and a cosy light. Then Tim brings a full bottle of relatively cheap single malt and a small bowl with ice. As they start drinking, Tim turns on the TV above the fireplace and said invitingly, "If you like porn, you are going to love this."

On the screen, Susan can be seen sucking a huge black cock while her husband whispers instructions. She looks at the camera and whispers back, "I love being your slut and sucking this huge black monster." 

From the looks of it, she is a deep throat specialist, and one can see the monster being swallowed to the root, gagging.

"I think this is a good background, don't you think?" Tim said as he got undressed.

Michael starts to undress, and they are now both sitting facing the stairs, waiting for Susan while stroking their semi-erect penises. Susan descends the stairs, clad in white stockings and a white suspender belt. 

"OMG, what do we have here?" she said, kneeling in front of them and taking both members into her hands. 

She starts slowly stroking the cocks and licking both heads. After a few minutes of this, she takes things more seriously by swallowing each in turn and gasping with pleasure at the same time.

On the screen, she is now penetrated by two black cocks. She slowly gets up and lowers herself onto Michael's shaft. 

The bare skin of his cock, with her wet and very, very hot insides, brings Michael's cock to its ultimate size. The veins are inflated as she rides him facing outward, opening her pussy lips for Tim to see and posing for him to take pictures with his smartphone.

The flash of the camera captures the perfect, detailed image. He positions the phone on a tripod in front of them to join their company. He stands on the sofa in front of her, deep-throating her while she moves up and down Michael's shaft. She gags, and her saliva sprints out as she breathes again. 

After a few good minutes of increased pleasure in this position, the men exchange places with Susan remaining in the same position. On her back, legs spread wide, sitting on top of Tim and being deep-throated by Michael. She moans and tells Michael to pull her hair and push her head as much as possible onto his cock. His monster is swallowed whole.

After a few more minutes, Susan asks Michael, 

"Do you want to fulfil one of your fantasies and lick our fuck?" 

He looks excitedly at her and says, 

"Wow, I would love to do that." 

Susan is still impaled on Tim's cock, but now she is spreading her legs wide apart while pulling her pussy lips aside. Michael gets to his knees and slowly touches Tim's cock as it enters and exits. 

This is his first time touching another man's cock, and he likes it a lot. Slowly, he tastes with the tip of his tongue, her clitoral area, and his chin touches Tim's cock. The taste of their fuck is good, and he gets even more excited. He is like a dog, lapping the shaft and the pussy. The juices are on his lips, inside his mouth, and on his face. 

"Come and kiss me now. I want to taste us as well."

And they kiss passionately, while Tim slowly fucks her from behind. 

"Lick us some more and then push your cock inside my pussy as well," Susan demanded, knowing that this is Michael's second wish. 

"Don't you just love this slut of mine being so greedy?" asked Tim rhetorically. 

"This cunt has fucked hundreds of cocks, and I love her for that." 

Susan blushes at this compliment while helping Michael's cock penetrate her. As he enters her vagina next to Tim's, all three explode into a growing sound of immense pleasure. As the cock is all the way in, he lies still to savour the pulsating genitals. All three genitals are now rapidly pulsating, transmitting that sensation to their brains. 

They can indeed feel each other very well. Arched backs, open wide mouths in pleasure, and all screaming, they lay still for almost a minute, and then the real action starts. 

"Don't move, boys; stay still as you are," Susan demanded, and slowly she does all the moving in and out of the cocks. 

Her legs are wide but supported by the edge of the sofa. Her hands and legs are doing the pushing while she squeezes her vaginal muscles to keep the boys inside her. And she moves faster and faster until she orgasms, spastically jumping from their cocks onto the sofa next to her husband, holding her pussy. 

"Oh my God, that was epic," she managed to shout while still convulsing. 

"You guys just messed up my G spot. I want this again, but upstairs on the bed. But first, let's have a drink." 

They all agree, but Michael is still extremely excited, and his balls may not resist that much. He complies. The boys are seated on one sofa, and Susan spreads herself, showing all her holes, on the other sofa. With the fire in the background, this would have been quite romantic if it wasn't such a pornographic scene. Michael has a huge grin on his face. He loves this, and he wants more of it. And for the first time, he feels okay.

After a few minutes of break and chatter about this and that, Susan invites them to the upstairs bedroom. On the bed, a few large dildos are waiting to be used. As she provocatively gets on the bed, laying on all fours, she picks one of the dildos and tells Tim to use it in her bum, at which point she spreads her bum cheeks apart to reveal a very nicely shaven brown anus. 

After Tim applies some KY to the toy, he slowly inserts it, a few millimetres at a time, inside her tunnel. She is very relaxed and open as the dildo slides right in effortlessly. Excited like hell, Michael jumps on the bed right in front of her, inserting his cock into her mouth, while Tim pushes his cock into her vagina, holding the inserted dildo. She is now fucked in all holes. 

Tim is very dexterous with his movements, as he pushes the dildo and exits the cunt and vice versa in a very stable continuous motion. Susan starts moaning really loudly with her mouth full of Michael's cock. In a few more superb minutes of this, they change position into a superb double penetration one, with Michael anchoring her pussy and Tim fucking her arse. 

From time to time, Tim takes his cock out of her arse and inserts it into her vagina, alternating every few seconds. She is in total delirium, as is Michael. For him, this is new, as he has only experienced it by watching porn. 

Now it is real, with flesh on flesh, combined juices, smells, and sounds. It is all super real, and he just loves it. He wants to ejaculate, but not without permission. 

Luckily, Susan seems to have come, and indeed, she screams while coming, shaking all over. Tim joins Michael in her pussy and starts pumping really hard, yelling at Michael. 

"Let's fill her up at the same time, M, let's ejaculate in this slut. I want to feel your sperm mixing with mine," and they both start pumping her really hard. 

Susan moves in unison, matching their force and speed. As they all start to orgasm, they can feel each other's muscles and fibres getting harder and harder, leading to an ultimate common scream. 

They manage to come almost simultaneously, and the sperm starts to exit Susan's pussy, spreading all over Michael's penis, testicles, legs, and the white bed sheets. They are all super satisfied but exhausted.

"I think I really like Michael. Can I keep him?" Susan asked Tim with a serious tone.

Tim replied, "You know you can, as long as we all share in this experience. If you two want to meet on your own, that’s fine with me. However, if you do, I’d like to be able to watch, so you’ll need to put me on video chat."

They all agreed to have a well-deserved break.

Tim comes back with the drinks in the bedroom, and now all three of them are sitting watching Susan on the gigantic TV screen being gang-banged by her husband with two very well-endowed black guys and two white guys.

As they are watching the action taking place on the screen, Susan starts playing with her clitoris while running a live commentary on how she felt at that moment in time, with Tim explaining his feelings. Michael is amazed by the dynamism between the husband and wife and how much they adore each other for who they are. Their perversion is okay for them, and they are happy to share it with Michael.

Michael is getting aroused again, especially now that Susan is running a commentary while fucking herself with an enormous twelve-inch dildo. Her legs are widespread over the boys, pushing the dildo in and out forcefully while still running commentary about the porn on the screen. The boys are masturbating as well, but their members are not fully erect yet. Both are touching her white stockings and masturbating at the same time.

The boys are now fully erect, and Tim suggests a daisy chain, which suggests a circle for each to suck or lick each other. Susan lies sideways first with Michael in between her legs, lapping at her vaginal entrance, while Tim sucks Michael's cock while being orally pleasured by Susan. 

The circle is complete, and they keep at it for almost 10 minutes without interruption, after which Susan suggests another double vaginal, as they all adore this position very much. Tim is at the bottom, with Susan facing up again, taking Michael on top of her. They are so engrossed in this position that the cottage is shaking from all the vibration. 

Michael moans, Susan screams, and Tim is excited as well, running a pornographic commentary as they screw her. 

"You like that, darling? To have two enormous cocks in your cunt?" "Whose slut are you, darling?" "Yours and Michael's and everybody's," she replied.

"Do you love her cunt, Michael? Do you feel how hospitable she is with any cock? Do you love fucking with us?" Tim asked, on the threshold of ejaculating.

"Yes, yes, yes, I love you guys; I love fucking this slut; you are the best thing ever," Michael screams.

Tim said to his wife, "I love you, darling, for looking so good and being fucked like this; I love you for being a slut and my slut at the same time."

Susan is now coming really hard, scratching with her nails on Michael's back. "I love you for letting me do this, for being a slut," she screams, as she explodes in a female ejaculation all over Michael and Tim. Michael is stunned yet excited. He has never seen female ejaculation live, and definitely not in this quantity. They are all soaking wet, and Michael is ready to come.

"I want to come," said Tim, suggesting ejaculating into Susan's mouth. 

She lined up on her back to be sprayed with their cum. They both line up at her head on each side, masturbating really fast. The jets of sperm that exit their cocks simultaneously enter Susan's gaping mouth, with some hitting her face. 

She cleans their cocks at the same time, removing any trace of sperm. All that juice is now fully gone. She swallows the full amount without a trace in sight. They start a three-way kiss, and the only trace of their sperm is in her breath, which smells of cum. But they love it. 

They are all exhausted and ready to go to sleep. Michael is invited to sleep with them in the same bed, with Susan sandwiched between them. The bed is large enough to accommodate five people.

They all shower together, washing each other's private parts and places that cannot be reached by themselves.

As they lay in bed, still watching the porn on the screen, Susan suggested, "Michael, you are invited to come to us anytime you like, and we are going to invite you to all our parties." To which Michael replies that his large flat in London is theirs to visit anytime they like, and the same goes for his parties in London.

With that, Tim switches off the TV and the light. They all cuddle in the middle of the bed with a happy Susan, indeed.

"Night, boys, and feel free to fuck me as I sleep," Susan said in a serious tone. To which Tim replies, "You will be awake at the first erection movement, I am sure." And they fall asleep, smiling at the thought of "sleepfucking."

The next morning, the sunlight filters through the curtains, gently waking them. Susan is the first to stir, feeling the warmth of both men pressed against her. She stretches languidly, causing Tim and Michael to wake up as well. They exchange sleepy smiles and light kisses, enjoying the intimate morning together.

"How did you sleep?" Michael asked, his voice still husky from sleep.

"Wonderfully," Susan replied, snuggling closer to both men. "I can't think of a better way to wake up."

Tim strokes her hair and adds, "Today's going to be another fun day. We have the entire weekend, after all."

They all get out of bed and head to the kitchen for breakfast. Over coffee and toast, they discuss their plans for the day, deciding to explore the countryside around the cottage before returning for more intimate fun.

After a leisurely breakfast, they dress and venture outside, enjoying the fresh air and the beautiful scenery. They walk through the woods, holding hands and laughing, feeling a deep sense of connection and freedom. The experience brings them even closer, strengthening their bond and making the upcoming evening even more anticipated.

Returning to the cottage in the late afternoon, they relax on the sofas, sipping wine and reminiscing about the morning's adventure. The atmosphere is filled with anticipation for the night ahead. As the sun sets, they decide to start the evening with a luxurious bath together, filling the large tub with warm water and fragrant bubbles.

In the bath, they take turns washing each other, the intimate touches and the warmth of the water heightening their arousal. After the bath, they dry off and move to the bedroom, where the large dildos and various other toys are waiting.

Susan starts the evening by teasing Tim and Michael with her body, slowly stripping off her towel and posing provocatively. The men can't take their eyes off her, their desire growing with each passing second.

"Who wants to start?" Susan asked, her voice sultry.

"I think Michael should," Tim said, smiling at his friend. "He's our special guest, after all."

Michael steps forward, taking Susan in his arms and kissing her deeply. He gently lays her on the bed and begins to explore her body with his hands and mouth, making her moan with pleasure. Tim watches for a moment before joining in, the three of them quickly becoming a tangle of limbs and lust.

They take their time, exploring each other's bodies and trying various positions, each one bringing extra levels of pleasure. Susan revels in the attention, her body responding eagerly to every touch and caress. The room fills with the sounds of their pleasure, the three of them lost in their own world.

After several hours of intense lovemaking, they finally collapse on the bed, exhausted but deeply satisfied. They lie in a comfortable silence, enjoying the afterglow and the feeling of being completely spent.

As they drift off to sleep, Susan whispers, "I love you both."

"We love you too," Tim and Michael replied in unison.

And with that, they fall into a deep, contented sleep, dreaming of the adventures and pleasures that await them in the future. 
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Chapter 3. First Party.
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Michael was lounging on his sofa when his phone buzzed, interrupting his thoughts. He glanced at the screen and saw Susan’s name flashing.

He answered with a smile, “Hey, Susan! How are you?”

“Hi Michael,” Susan's cheerful voice came through. “Do you have a minute to talk?”

“Of course, Susan. What's going on? I’ve missed you guys.”

“We've missed you too, darling. That’s why I’m calling. We’re thinking of visiting you in London this weekend. Would that be all right? We can have some fun—shopping, theatre, a couple of nice restaurants. There’s also an exhibition at the Tate I’m dying to see. And, of course, we can be very, very naughty,” she added with a playful tone.

“That sounds fantastic! You’re always welcome. So, is Tim coming along too?”

“Yes, Tim will be there. And we’re bringing a friend as well—Tammy. She’s a sweet Thai girl and an old friend of ours.”

“Great! I’d love to see Tim. Tell me more about Tammy. What’s she like?”

Susan’s voice turned mischievous. “She’s just like me—horny as hell and willing to try anything. I was thinking we could organize something a bit wild at your place, maybe a gang bang with up to ten people. I can call a few guys I’ve been with and invite them too. How does that sound?”

Michael was taken aback by the bold suggestion, though part of him wasn’t entirely surprised. He knew Susan well. Trying to keep his voice steady, he replied diplomatically, “Of course, Susan. It sounds like we’re going to have quite a party. Is there anything specific you need me to prepare besides the venue?”

"No need to bring anything, darling, just pick us up from the station," Susan instructed. "The guys will handle everything we need for a fun night. Thank you, Michael. I’ll call you tomorrow to finalize the details. Love you, darling. You’re the best."

"All right then, see you soon," Michael replied before ending the call.

As he expected, the plans for the evening had already been set. He didn't mind, though the thought crossed his mind: was this truly a free encounter? He quickly brushed aside his scepticism, reassuring himself that it would be an experience worth trying at least once.

Michael turned on his computer and logged onto the website "Adult Work," a hub for independent escorts, couples, and organised parties. Browsing through the latest gang bang parties for the weekend, he found four listings: Sheffield, Manchester, Cardiff, and London. His heart raced with anticipation, but his tension eased when he realised the events were organised by strangers.

"Wow, that was ridiculous of me to be so paranoid," Michael muttered to himself. He didn't despise the sex industry; in fact, he saw it as a necessity in today’s world. His concern lay with the human trafficking aspect that plagued the industry. Knowing that nearly 99% of prostitutes were forced into the profession troubled him deeply. He valued the rare 1% who genuinely enjoyed the work and was willing to support them. Finding such individuals, however, was like searching for a needle in a haystack. Reflecting on his reaction, he realised that Susan’s insatiable appetite for pleasure, a nymphomaniac, had simply triggered his momentary paranoia. He hoped Tammy shared the same enthusiasm.

Michael knew that this was just the beginning of a night he would never forget. As he lay there, spent and satisfied, he realised he was in for the ride of his life.

As Susan and Tammy busied themselves around the flat, preparing tea and unpacking their bags, Michael watched them intently. His eyes were particularly drawn to Tammy, the petite, 5'3" Thai woman. She made him wonder if she might become more than just a fleeting encounter. At 45, she looked no older than 30 and was in her prime. Although there was a significant age difference—Michael being 33—he felt no gap between them. He suspected Tammy might be a bit of a sex addict, but he knew very little about her and was determined to learn more. With ample time and enough money to live comfortably, Michael was ready to explore this new possibility without any reservations.

Once the women had left, Michael found himself alone in the house again. He decided to engage in one of his favourite pastimes, a game of online Rummy. In this special room within the game, he was joined by four virtual companions, playing for hours and discussing almost everything under the sun. This daily routine provided a safe haven where he could share stories and be listened to by complete strangers. The room only allowed four players, each represented by consistent avatars and handles, suggesting long-term familiarity. Michael, known as F1sh0nR00f, had built a rapport with these players over nearly five years, all of them champions at the game.

Distracted by thoughts of the evening ahead, Michael found it difficult to concentrate on the game. Instead, they started conversing. Michael recounted his recent experiences with Susan and Tim, and now, Tammy. His friends were intrigued and confused, yet they refrained from judgment. The discussion stretched on, with one player, in particular, showing a keen interest. They had never seen each other, only communicating through voices, microphones, and speakers. "NoDirtyNails" was a woman of unknown age, highly intelligent and a masterful Rummy and Bridge player, reportedly a five-star hotel manager in Berlin. After several hours of intense conversation, Michael excused himself, mentioning that his guests were on their way.

True to his word, twenty minutes later, Tim arrived and parked his 1960s VW camper van in the driveway outside Michael's upscale mansion block. He was accompanied by five men carrying numerous boxes. Introductions were made, and the men quickly settled into the flat, unloading all the necessary supplies—drinks, nibbles, and other essentials. One man, in particular, piqued Michael's curiosity as he unloaded cameras and filming equipment. Introducing himself as Martin, he was a part-time cameraman who had been enlisted by Tim and Susan to professionally film the evening's festivities for their private enjoyment, with participants receiving face-blurred copies if desired.

As Martin meticulously set up the lighting, sound, and filming equipment, Michael approached Tim and requested a private conversation in the kitchen.

“What on earth is going on, Tim?” Michael demanded.

Tim's response was straightforward. “Well, you know how Susan and I are. We enjoy having our encounters filmed, and Martin is my best friend from secondary school. He’s a porn producer and cinematographer.”

With the ladies still out, the apartment buzzed with activity. Tim moved gracefully through Michael’s home, arranging the buffet on side tables, and setting out glasses and paper plates with meticulous care. Soft laughter and the murmur of conversations filled the air as guests introduced themselves, sharing stories of past adventures and newfound connections.

Michael’s home was a sanctuary of elegance and warmth, an unexpectedly grand abode for a divorced man. The four bedrooms were cocoons of comfort, three of which featured en-suite bathrooms that whispered of privacy and luxury. Two spacious bathrooms, with showers that invited long, leisurely escapes, added to the allure.

One bedroom had been transformed into an office space, where shelves of professional books created a haven of knowledge and inspiration. The living room, the heart of the home, invited with its vastness: a jukebox playing tunes of yesteryear, pinball machines sparking joy, and two large sofas promising relaxation. A cosy reading nook beckoned for quiet moments. At the centre, a Bang & Olufsen music system – sleek and sophisticated – commanded attention, surrounded by an impressive collection of LPs. Hidden discreetly, a large television waited, ready to bring stories to life.

The reception room, alive with the gathering, offered more seating with plush sofas, a well-stocked bar glimmering with potential, two credenzas standing gracefully, and a poker table hinting at playful camaraderie. Two large archways with sliding doors opened to the hallway and dressing rooms on one side, and the dining area and kitchen on the other.

The kitchen, a true masterpiece, combined beauty with impeccable organisation and functionality. It was a dream for any chef, equipped with the finest tools and appliances, crafted with style and finesse by a masterful designer.

Michael’s apartment was a testament to refined taste and thoughtful design, where every room whispered tales of elegance and comfort. Tim, ever the devoted friend, ensured that tonight’s gathering was perfect, his careful touch bringing harmony and warmth to the enchanting haven.

The men have gathered around, absorbed in Martin's tales of his experiences as a porn producer when Tim interrupted, and reminded them that they needed to prepare the "party" area. The mattresses and clean sheets had to be fetched from the van, the lights set up, the four automatic cameras mounted, and so on. Like a well-oiled machine, all seven studs sprang into action. In less than ten minutes, the living room had been transformed into a superb porn studio.

Not long after, the two female stars of the evening arrived by Uber, fresh from a mysterious shopping spree. Both Susan and Tammy were a bit tipsy and very giggly. The men welcomed them with open arms and kisses, inviting them to join in the reception for some drinks and food.

"We're going to join you in just a minute, but first we need to shower and change for tonight's fuck," Susan insisted.

"And I suggest you all go and shower and come back here naked," she added with a playful wink.

The lads exchanged glances and silently agreed to follow her instruction.

After a good ten minutes, the guys returned to the reception area, sheepishly covering their private parts, but all seven were completely naked. They looked utterly ridiculous, the previous banter and laughter replaced by an awkward silence. They stood there, counting floor tiles, until Martin, the seasoned porn veteran, started laughing. "Come on, guys, this is silly. We're going to be very intimate in the next few hours. We've been here before, done this before, so just relax." Suddenly, the tension melted away.

A few minutes later, Susan and Tammy entered the room, dressed to kill for the private amateur porno shoot. Susan was clad in a black lace crotchless bodysuit and over-the-knee high-heeled boots, while Tammy wore black silky stockings held up by an elegant underbust corset that showcased her firm, pear-shaped 32C breasts. Both ladies had smooth, shaven skin. Elegantly, they mingled with the lads, an hour slipping by in a blur of flirtation and laughter until the clock struck five minutes to midnight. Susan broke the noise by tapping her champagne glass.

"Dear all, in exactly five minutes it will be midnight, and Tammy and I will start the party with our little show. So, let's move to the living room; it's time to fuck."

They all proceeded slowly into the "studio."

Michael was savouring every moment; he had nothing to do but be a "guest" in his own home, free to be himself. He liked all the guys, and the girls were perfect.

As Susan and Tammy took their positions on the covered mattress, the men began to gather around, ready to pounce as soon as the signal was given. Michael settled into an armchair, stroking his cock and watching the action unfold. Martin, ever the professional, was capturing all the close-ups while remotely coordinating the static cameras. He wasn’t just a producer but a skilled cinematographer.

Susan and Tammy started kissing passionately, their hands exploring and teasing each other. They were already wet and ready for the men, but this was their moment, and they were fully immersed in it.

As they moved into a 69 position, the men edged closer while Michael remained seated, now fully erect, stroking his cock with slow, deliberate movements.

Susan’s tongue delved deep inside Tammy’s cunt, while Tammy’s tongue rimmed Susan’s arsehole. Susan’s pussy dripped with wetness onto Tammy’s face, which was already glistening with Tammy’s juices. Animalistic sounds of ecstasy filled the room as both women reached a fever pitch. The men were all hard, including Martin, who was, of course, naked too.

The women were now pleasuring each other with dildos, each wielding a massive twelve-inch black phallus. They were enraptured, feeling the imposing toys tear into them. The men watched in utter awe. After several minutes of this intense spectacle, the women knelt, inviting all the men for pre-fuck blowjobs. Three men per woman, thrusting their cocks into their open mouths, each woman a deep-throat expert in her own right. They took the real monsters all the way to the base, moving slowly in and out, servicing each man in turn. The room was thick with the scent of sex; the sounds were electrifying, and everyone was intensely aroused.

Tammy was now accommodating two black cocks in her arse while Michael thrust deep into her mouth. He gripped her hair firmly, gagging her, then allowing her a moment to breathe. Her face was slick with her own saliva as the two men anally ravished her. Their cocks moved in perfect unison as if glued together, aided by a special lubricant. She reached an anal orgasm, while Susan, next to her, was being double penetrated, with Tim furiously face-fucking her. She was in a trance, experiencing one small orgasm after another. The entire scene



































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
xplicigﬁmfa’l content, including detailed
id adult themes. It is intended for mature audiences only and
for readers under 18 years of age.

Reader don is strongly advised.






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





