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I’d been stuck in a rut since my partner of four years left me. It had been a brutal, callous breakup with little to no explanation and no warning. Coming home from work and finding all her things gone had been my first warning. And my last. And then she was simply only a memory.

The writing was on the wall all along, looking back. We disagreed about many things, the least of which was my desire to explore my sexuality a bit more and experiment with other men. She wasn’t keen on that idea. 

It wasn’t so much that it was a deal breaker so I swallowed all ideas of ever getting the chance to live out my dark, twisted fantasies of sharing her with another man before exploring him too in order to maintain a relationship and be with her.

My friends had rallied round me at first. Telling me what a great guy I was. Telling me how there were plenty more fish in the sea. Telling me I could do much better. I listened to their advice, nodded politely when prompted and continued to drink heavily and not plan for anything else on the horizon. 

Then there was Jake. He had a different approach.

“The best way to get over someone is to get under someone else,” he stated boldly in the black-and-white way he saw the world, “And you can get over them so much quicker if you get under a lot of someone else’s!” he laughed loudly at his own statement and I took an extra large swig of my neat whiskey. I was in no mood to get under anyone else right now. 

He’d convinced me to meet him for a drink under the pretence he had ‘big news’. I was skeptical but had nothing else on so I’d agreed.

Jake was my oldest friend. I told him everything, even my kinky fantasies of fooling around with other men. I’d been super drunk at the time but he knew, and wasn’t revulsed or shocked at the notion. 

“Where am I gonna find a ‘someone’ let alone several? You know I’ve never done well with the whole club scene.” It was true. My friends tauntingly called me ‘the twenty four shop’ on account of the fact I never closed. 

Jake rolled his eyes, sighed and produced a piece of paper from his pocket. Crumpled up, decaying and yellowing with age. 

“What’s this?” I immediately questioned as he insisted I take the old piece of paper from him, “And when is it from? This century?” I added sarcastically.

“Ha! It’s something very special...” He answered, trying to sound as mysterious and aloof as possible but he ended up coming off more like a cartoon villain. 

“So what is it?” I asked again, unfolding the paper to examine the contents. Looking at the piece of paper all that was staring back at me was an address. “What happens here, then?” I folded the piece of paper back up and tossed it over to him.

“Like I said, it’s a very special place.” Something about the way he lingered on the word ‘special’ immediately gave it a sleazy, sexual connotation. 

“So special they don’t advertise and don’t even have a name?” I snorted, unimpressed at whatever prank Jake was trying to pull.

“You idiot! They don’t put out adverts ‘cos they don’t need to. They don’t even have any kind of online presence.” His voice became low and hushed as if to suggest even more secrecy.

“What happens there?” I asked, figuring I’d humour his secrecy.

“Fun activities...” He spoke the word using finger quotes and a smarmy grin on his face. 

“So what sort of ‘activities’ do they have in mind? Gardening?” I retorted, taking a swig of my whisky.

“Think kinkier...” he sighed, knowing I was mocking him but still playing along.

“Naked gardening?” I pressed, resulting in a frustrated eye-roll.

“Look. Take the address. Go visit this place this weekend. Take an overnight bag and be ready for something special. They don’t invite just anyone and spaces for men are severely restricted.” There was a proud look on his face at his announcement and I couldn’t resist the urge to take him down a peg or two. 

“How did you get an invite, then?” I chided.

“I know people!” He replied, his fragile ego clearly taking a knock from my comment. “Look, just keep an open mind. Don’t tie yourself down to binary sexual concepts like ‘heterosexual’ or ‘homosexual’ or anything.” I looked at him, wide-eyed and becoming more and more curious by the second.

“I know that’s something which you’ve been dying to explore.” He lowered his voice as he spoke. I glowed red with embarrassment he knew that fact about me but appreciated his discretion. 

“True...” I breathed, thinking about the last time I got laid. It was with my ex and it wasn’t good. More of a ‘hate-fuck’ reserved for right before the inevitable big break up.

I took the piece of paper from him and he slapped my back hard in a congratulatory gesture. 

“Is it really, you know, that good they don’t need to advertise or anything?” I was aware I was quickly being suckered into what could be one of Jake’s classic pranks but couldn’t help myself. The thought of another weekend alone in the place I shared with my ex for four years wasn’t an appealing one. 

“Trust me, it’s good. So good you’ll forget all about whats-her-name. In fact, I guarantee you won’t think about her once whilst you’re there. The only downside is you might end up a little sore from overuse...” He winked and let out a low, loud belly laugh. I rolled my eyes but pocketed the address and sat back, taking a long drink whilst surveying my surroundings.  

We both sat and drank in silence before I plucked up the nerve to ask a question which had suddenly popped into my head, given the nature of how he described the place. 

“Which part of me is going to end up sore?” Jake smiled, a suggestive smile which crooked only one side of his mouth. 

“Depends on what you get up to...” He took a large ‘victory sip’ as he made his statement, his eyes locking into mine.

Part of me didn’t believe him. Not one bit. He was always prone to hyperbole but what else was I going to do this weekend? Sit around feeling sorry for myself. And it had been a while since I’d been laid, or even done anything fun.
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I looked at the small piece of paper once again. Was this it? Was this really the correct address? I looked at the large mansion towering above me in disbelief. It was way too nice, way too fancy to house such kinky and depraved acts such as the ones Jake had described for the remainder of the evening after I’d finally relented to his wish for me to check it out. 

Ascending the large staircase to approach the imposing oak front door I was hit with a wave of nerves from out of nowhere. Up until this point I was simply going along with things and seeing how they unfolded. 

I’d packed an overnight bag as Jake had suggested, hopped in a taxi and that was it. It wasn’t until this moment in time I’d thought maybe he wasn’t lying. Maybe there were treats in store for me behind this door I couldn’t even conceive of, as he’d so eloquently put it. If so, I suddenly felt very unprepared.

As I reached for the doorbell part of me was still expecting Jake to jump from out of nowhere and yell ‘surprise’, as if this was some kind of weird ruse where he wanted to see just how much of his bullshit I’d believe. 

Once pressed, the doorbell was an old-school chiming sound which reverberated through the wood frame of the house and rattled around my skull as I waited for what felt like an eternity. The cold wind of the autumn afternoon stung my skin and I shivered against it’s touch. 

As the door finally creaked open, swinging on its hinges slowly by a large security man’s hand, I caught a glimpse of the interior. 

Jake wasn’t lying. Not one bit.

I glimpsed the exposed backside of a lithe female form being led up a large staircase behind the reception area by a leash around her neck. 

In another corner a tall, svelte woman walked confidently by, completely naked except for the towel she was using to dry her hair. 

She was also sporting one of the largest erections I’d ever seen, bobbing up and down with every step as my eye caught hers.

My mouth fell open at the sight of such a huge dick sticking out from a feminine body and I looked harder to see if it was fake or a strap on or...something other than what it definitely looked like.

She noticed me standing there in the doorway, examining her critically and staring so blatantly at her huge cock.

Far from being ashamed of her nakedness, she gave me a sly wink and a wry smile crept across her face. Wrapping one hand around the large girth she proceeded to give herself a couple of decisive tugs and I gasped as her cock reacted the way a real one would.

It wasn’t fake. This beautiful woman had a cock. 

She didn’t
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