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‘We hired a high-class hooker for some girl-on-girl action’



Would you Dare?





Introduction





Just about everyone has sex fantasies - and there are lots of reasons why. In fantasy land, there are no rules because you’re in charge of the action. Most fantasies we’d never want to try in reality but there's a second type of fantasy - one that sticks around after the orgasm is over. One which the truly adventurous want to see through to reality…with consequences they can't always foresee.



Michelle has always wondered what it would be like to sleep with another woman, but has been too shy to suggest it to her boyfriends. When Michelle’s new man starts talking dirty to her, she can’t resist suggesting they turn their fantasy into reality. But how will her dreams of a threesome translate when played out in stark reality?



Here, in this extract from Tracey Cox’s Dare, Michelle shares her fantasy, and the true story of what happened when the reality became too irresistible to deny.





‘We hired a high-class hooker for some girl-on-girl action’

Michelle, 44, works in the media

THE FANTASY

The first time I see her, I’m lying by the pool, wearing a gorgeous blue mini-kaftan over my new Heidi Klein bikini. My hair is pinned up in a sexy, tumbly kind of way and my legs look toned and tanned, all stretched out on the sunbed. I’m in Morocco, at a five-star hotel that’s really worth six stars. It’s so luxurious, it’s bordering on ostentatious and I love it. The weather is hot and I’m drinking an ice-cold vodka tonic and lazily flicking through a magazine when I see a girl walk up to the edge of the pool, drop her towel and bag and strip off to her bikini. She has long dark hair, olive skin and the most glorious body I have ever seen: tall and athletic but with curves. I try to guess her age and decide she’s older than 17 but younger than 25. Maybe 19? 22? I stop looking at her face because her breasts are extraordinary. They’re definitely real, judging by the way they jiggle and move when she leans forward to unbuckle her sandals. I can’t decide if I want to be her or fancy her but judging by the way I’m getting wet just watching, it’s the latter.

The girl is wearing a Missoni string bikini that barely covers anything. It can’t contain her full, pert breasts that spill out of the sides of the tiny triangular top and I can clearly see the outline of her nipples. She feels my eyes on her and looks up, and I realise I am openly staring at her. I’ve dropped my magazine onto my lap and lifted my sunglasses for a better look, sitting up and leaning forward. Jesus! I couldn’t be more obviously checking her out! But instead of looking annoyed or self-conscious, she looks straight at me and locks eyes. She’s close enough for me to see hers are dark brown and sultry, lined with thick, black lustrous lashes. Mine are blue and I think just a little embarrassed, but I smile at her and she smiles back.

It’s not a friendly smile, not a girly ‘I know you’re looking at me and I bet you’re having body and bikini envy’ type of smile. This smile is blatant and sexual, spreading slowly and sexily across her face. Her lips part slightly and I see straight, white teeth and a little pink tongue as it flicks over her full lips. She continues to stare back at me, still leaning forward, one hand hovering near her ankle where she was unbuckling her sandals. Then she finishes the job and straightens up, still with her eyes fixed on mine, and lifts up her long hair with both hands, allowing me a full frontal view of those glorious breasts moving, lifting. As she gathers her hair up, she subtly caresses the sides of her breasts, but I know it’s deliberate and it’s all for me. She looks up to meet my eyes again. I couldn’t move my eyes even if I’d wanted to. And so I don’t – I could watch her forever. She smiles another secret smile that makes me wetter than I already am, and then her long fingers disappear under her bikini top briefly and graze her nipples which are now erect. She does it discreetly and no-one is watching but me.

And, perhaps, my boyfriend.

‘Do you want her, my darling?’ he says, having watched the whole thing in amusement, stretched out beside me and peering over his iPad. He lifts my top to expose my brown belly and bikini bottoms and trails his hand teasingly over my lower abdomen. I push it away because I don’t want the girl to know that I’m with him. I want her to think I’m here alone. Alone and available to her.

‘Because I can buy her for you,’ he continues, unabashed. ‘The hotel lets high-class escorts come to the pool during the day for free. The men like to look before they buy. I’m not certain she’s for sale but I’m guessing she’s too young to afford to be a guest. And if she’s here with her rich banker lover, where is he?’

My boyfriend, also rich and a CEO, looks at me enquiringly.

Well, that explains the Missoni bikini. They’re about £250.

‘Do you want me to find out?’ he says. ‘Discreetly of course. You always promised me you’d let me watch you with another woman. So prove you’re not just teasing. You know I won’t touch, just watch.’

I look at his handsome face and wonder how I’ll feel watching him look at another woman, naked. Will I like it or loathe it? He’s incredibly hot to look at: tall with a swimmer’s body and broad, muscled shoulders tapering down to a lean abdomen. He’s got just the right amount of hair on his chest, and his usual great tan in evidence. I can see him starting to spring to attention through his shorts, just by watching our little episode by the pool. I like him. He’s funny and we have brilliant sex. I don’t see myself with him long-term though. He’s too pretentious to settle with but perfect for play.

He whispers that he wants to see her lick me, touch me, and fuck me with her fingers. He tells me I’d be even sexier to him, watching her do that to me, if that’s possible. I squirm in my seat and his eyes sparkle with lust. He knows I’m considering doing it, sleeping with a woman for the very first time, and he leans forward, using his body to shield us from other people sunbathing near us, oblivious to the sexual tensions playing out around them. He kisses me, hard and full on the mouth and slides his fingers along the side of my bikini bottoms to feel me quickly, to see if I’m wet. I’m soaking.

‘Come on, you want to do this,’ he whispers huskily in my ear. ‘We’re on holiday. No-one knows us. She wants you as much as you want her. Come on baby. Do it. Give into it.’

One part of me is bitterly disappointed that she might be a prostitute. I wanted to believe the girl was flirting with me for no other reason than lust, connection, chemistry. But knowing she might be bought, that there was a real possibility of me kissing that mouth, putting my hands on those breasts, pushing her head down, means lust quickly overtakes disappointment.

The girl was now in the water, swimming strongly, lapping the pool easily. I see glimpses of her gorgeous muscled body, sleek and wet and exquisite, with water rivulets clinging to places I want my mouth to be. She pulls herself up out of the water, showing off her athletic arms, toned back muscles, pert little bottom and long thighs and then flips herself around at the last moment so she’s sitting on the side of the pool facing us. Water drips from her, she’s panting slightly and she’s looking straight at me. She’s ignoring my boyfriend but she knows what
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