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Sam: Announcement
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Three days before our flights, I called a meeting to discuss where to from here. I knew Sophie wished to return home and that she assumed the three of us would travel with her. This discussion would prove painful, but until now I had not found the right time to break the news about my decision.

“Aren’t Maren and Jake returning to Vietnam?” asked Sophie.

Jake sat silent with the head bowed. That afternoon, he had told Maren about my plans. While surprised I wouldn’t travel home, Maren’s first thought concerned the welfare of Sophie. I liked to think Sophie did not know, but I suspected intuition told her something was amiss. 

“What goes on guys?” asked Sophie. 

“Maren and Jake wish to stay in Europe. They wish to stay in Europe ... with me.”

Sophie’s eyebrows raised and the mouth hung slack while the eyes searched our faces. No words came for ten seconds. 

“What?” 

“I am not returning home. Not yet anyway. Too many sights to see, Sophie! This is what I desire. Jake also wants it, and Maren wishes to stay with Jake.”

Still silent while a hand covered the mouth. Eyes shone with tears. Tears trickled down her cheeks, but Sophie brushed them off.

“Phew ... well ... this is a shock. How long have you planned this?” 

Honesty here made sense. Sophie dared me to say ‘a long time,’ and would counter with, ‘why didn’t you tell me?’ Or ‘don’t you trust me.’

“Two weeks ago I saw the end and started having second thoughts about going home. Yesterday, I told Jake and he told Maren. W agreed to not being ready to leave Europe yet.” 

“It appears you and I have different needs, Sam.”

“Yes, Sophie it does.”

Sophie stood and trudged away while Maren hurried after her.

The next morning Sophie and I sat down over coffee. 

“You don’t wish me to go back to making movies, do you?”

“Not really. Not in the way you did before. I still remember our falling out and that asshole who hit you. Are you sure you want to do this?”  

“Yes, and no. Occasional acting, but I have ideas and dreams to pursue. The female touch of romance and sex. Our channel needs more material, much more and I require actors. Look, to remove any regrets I must at least try. I go into this aware of the dangers.” 

Sophie slumped and refused to look me in the eye. Acceptance is a finality and Sophie’s monotone voice ended the conversation with ‘what else was there to say’.
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Sophie: Shock
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Perhaps shock drained away emotions. What had happened? One day we were a group of four intrepid hikers and the next I sat alone on an aeroplane travelling away from my friends and lovers at six hundred kilometres an hour. When? Why? How? I couldn’t answer these questions. A chill tip toed down the spine and I faced the reality, I was alone. Too many questions rattled around the brain that I didn’t have the answers to. Confused, a wave of emotions caused tears to tumble down the cheeks. No, Sophie. Get a grip, Sophie! Stop it. Part pride, part determination, I vowed to be successful no matter what. If Sam no longer wished to be part of the life I sought to pursue, then I must deal with that.

The distraction of onboard entertainment, food, and alcohol, plus a fine book on the kindle reader, made the journey bearable and gave time to reflect and accept why we split. Sam always lacked enthusiasm for what I did when it came to the adult industry. I valued his support, but ambivalence on his part diminished the help. He didn’t care. In hindsight, I should have seen this coming, but the suddenness of it rattled me to the core.

Was the marriage finally over? When I thought about it, perhaps I killed it forever when I had him assaulted. Reconciliation, despite our efforts didn’t feel quite the same as before. No, I don’t accept that. Unless he divorces me, I will stay married to him. Another round of tears. God! A hole sat in the stomach. Images of his face, smile and of fuck ... his bottom popped into the head. Further images of Maren and Jake tormented me. Happy memories made me smile, but recognising those times may be in the past caused me tear up again.

“Are you okay, madam?” a steward asked.

I nodded. 

“I just said goodbye to my husband and dear friends, and I’m not sure when I will see them again.” 

Sophie! Stupid words. No! The steward wandered away, but the tears redoubled. Yes. I couldn’t be sure when I would see them again ... if ever. Oh no. Sam, I wish to be with you.

Trance like I endured the remainder of the flight. On landing, I wandered through customs and immigration and forgot the tax-free Gin I wanted. Like enduring an odyssey, I made it home to an empty apartment. Oh, God. 

Puffy red eyes reflected in the mirror, emphasising a sorrow, and lethargy had become normal. Fingers fumbled to switch on the phone. I had forgotten to turn it on at the airport, so I sat and listened to a beep and then another beep. Messages poured in. Sam! Maren! Jake! Sam! Sam! Maren! Shani! Sam!

Oh god, deal with it Sophie. I read them all. They hadn’t forgotten me. Sam sounded down and missed me. Sam loved me. He would be home to sweep me up into his arms, kiss me, and ravish me in bed. The gloom lifted, and I replied to every text with increasing enthusiasm. Soon I felt reconnected despite the distance between us. 

Over the following days, I accepted the choices I made. Make the best of this, Sophie, get it done and be the best you can be. Sam had encouraged me in his texts. ‘Hurry and be excellent. I need you here.’ 

After ten weeks in Spain, not much had changed. Seb operated the studio; Evie got her own way and Shani and Emma provided the grunt to make the place work. Liz joined at my request as another director dedicated to my part of the business. Eric qualified as a camera operator and now worked closely with Liz. The two of them were like rabbits, off fucking when not working. They even made a series for the channel. ‘Quick love’ soon emerged as a parody of a young couple fucking like rabbits. They rented an apartment near mine in the city, and we saw much of one another, but three is a crowd and soon I regressed to my own company.  

I stopped going up the coast on the weekends, preferring to stay in town to concentrate on work. Should I sell the apartment and buy here in the city? I couldn’t decide so made no decision at all. Loneliness crept up into my life, and I became a recluse when not at the studio. 

Not replying to Sam’s texts became a habit, I couldn’t break. ‘Too busy’ or ‘I forgot to charge the phone.’ Excuses to not communicate with him mounted. Not only Sam, but also Maren and Jake. No longer part of their lives I switched off and stopped caring where they were or what they did. One day I told Sam not to text me again. Was I spiteful? Was I jealous? Perhaps I am all of these, but I believe what hurt the greatest is I couldn’t share my success with anyone I loved. Only for me did I do all this and therefore I must internalise the satisfaction of my success because those I loved didn’t care like I did. A deep sense of loss ate away, but I refused to give up.

Silence has a life of its own. It breathes, cries, and exists. The silence grew to represent loneliness. Each night, the nightmares returned. Separated from Sam, the life while divorced from him became a nightly torture. Darkness. Despair. 

Over time, I hardened and accepted the previous life with Sam had ended. Work became my life and I cared for nothing else. Medication kept me sane, anti depressants kept me from the dark pit but the loneliness ate at the soul. I was bad; I was evil and deserved punishment. 
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Sam: Ménage à trois
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Sophie flew out on a Thursday and standing there watching the aircraft taxi and take off seemed surreal. Together for so long, so how could this happen? Absent tears, a deep despair sat amongst us. The night before Sophie left, we conducted a wake. We laughed, told jokes, and made promises. Sophie put on a brave face and I hoped she would change her mind and stay in Europe. No, not Sophie. Her stubborn streak would not allow such a catastrophic turnaround. This intersection in our lives had built its foundations long ago. How could I deny her the opportunity and success she craved? But neither would I deny my own happiness and needs. After the awakening, Sophie grew to become a different person and I accepted that but shit, it still hurt. Sophie promised to keep in contact and wished things could be different. There would be no change of mind and for that I admired her. Tough, relentless, and talented. Then Sophie had gone. Numb. Yes, numb. Had I done the right thing? Was I selfish? I didn’t know, but the return to the adult industry worried me. An industry full of dangerous people, who ate their young, and I didn’t wish it for her or for me. Other aspects of life I longed to explore opened before my eyes. These fresh adventures and experiences were always there, but I hadn’t had the time to pursue them. Life will be what it will be I thought. 

In this reverie, Jake and Maren stood by my side while three sets of eyes watched the aircraft take off. I stared after it until it disappeared into the clouds. Before I left the airport, I sent her a text and then another. Maren and Jake followed suit. A shrug of the shoulders and a slow listless walk from the terminal closed a chapter and I hoped opened to a new adventure.

Over the following days, the three of us headed south by train to Lisbon and then through the Algarve into Spain. Exploring history became my sole focus so much that Maren seemed forgotten. Jake joined me on long treks or off-the-cuff journeys. The routine became chaotic and after three weeks, Maren rebelled.

“Sam! Jake! Can we stop? I can’t do this. Please, I need to stop.”

Maren took rapid breaths and clenched her fists. 

“The two of you are out of control. I’m exhausted. Can we please stop and rest? What happens here? Neither of you shows affection toward me. I love you both, but you don’t come near me. Please, can we stop and rest?”

Maren’s plea hit me with the truth. I sat and stared in silence at the two of them.

“Sophie ... Sophie’s absence has driven a fear in me. To bury that fear, I race here and there to keep the mind occupied. Yes! We must stop. Tomorrow, we reach Seville. A wonderful city, Maren! We will stay a week and ah ... ah start to please you like we should have.”

Joy and relief come in many forms, but Maren smiled and cried together. 

Seville, a city of over a million, full of history and character presented as a perfect spot to stop and recuperate. Yes, I should stop to smell the roses and here came a chance to do just that. A one bedroom furnished apartment for two weeks met our needs. The female agent glanced at each of us with raised eyebrows. An unspoken question waiting on her lips. But curiosity didn’t stop her from taking our money. Jake and I smirked at her repeated comment about the ‘single bedroom.’ Maren whispered in her ear. The woman coloured and blinked before handing us the keys and leaving.

“What did you say?” Jake asked.

“Not much, except you two men were sex slaves and expected to service me whenever I desire.”

Jake and I looked at one another. Maren picked up on our devious looks and raced to the bathroom and locking the door behind her.

“What do you think her problem is, Jake?”

“Sexual anxiety perhaps. It’s been two weeks; she doesn’t cope well without a regular bonk in bed.”

“Mmm, we must fix that, then.”

Fifteen minutes later, realising she cannot stay in the bathroom forever, Maren emerged. Jake and I had made ourselves at home checking out the TV and the Wi-Fi connection and ignored Maren when she sat on a chair. 

“Promise me! Not now, but tonight. I’m scared. I noticed what you did to Margarita those months back. It scarred my mind. Tied up like that, Jake riding her like a horse, Sam bouncing her head on his cock. Fuck, the roughness and helplessness of Margarita frightened me. Promise me you won’t do that.”

In a flash, we had her surrounded. Maren whimpered. 

“You are our queen. We are here to protect you, and service you like you wish,” bowed Jake. Maren giggled while I kissed Maren’s hand.

“We will never hurt you or do anything, I mean anything to frighten or hurt you. Trust us.”

Maren hugged us both. A three-way hug I liked. Mmmm later, I thought. 

“First. We require food and supplies. Let’s go.”

Summer in Seville is hot and uncomfortable. A heat haze rose off the cobbled walkways and concrete, so we headed for the old town and its narrow-sheltered streets. What a divine place. Yes, I could live here. After dinner and shopping, we returned to our apartment well after 11 pm. Tired and sweaty, we readied for bed, but Maren had plans. 

“Did you men notice the shower? Room for three I think,” she winked.

“Do we smell, madam?” I inquired.

“Probably yes, because I do.”

Into the bathroom, the three of us stripped before dunking under the cool water. Two weeks without intimacy made my nakedness almost awkward. What had happened? Maren wrapped arms around herself, but Jake strode around as if nothing had changed. Soon arousal relaxed everyone. Maren made soft feminine sighs while male hands washed our queen. The washing of Jake’s dick took a long time. His erection assaulted us whenever he moved. To my surprise arousal avoided me. Maren and Jake noticed and fixed the problem.

A blowjob is a beautiful experience. The male isn’t required to do anything or spend any energy and he considers the action a form of worship and dominance. With two mouths, pleasure reaches a new level. Two minutes of warm tongues and lips transformed a flaccid dick to raging hard erection sitting on the edge of the abyss. 

“Cured.” Maren chuckled through a hoarse croak while leading us both to the bed. 

A ceiling fan cooled drips of water sitting on the skin as Jake and I took Maren to unknown places. Feather-like touches from lips and finger tips pampered her body, skin, and mind. Soft mewls amid closed eyes showed her bliss. Trapped in rapture, Maren became restless and unable to lie still. Bunched fists gripped the sheets, while the back arched and sighs became urgent. Both Jake and I knew what Maren enjoyed and like a double blowjob, she got the works. Desperate for a release from the edge riding, Maren whimpered. 

“Jake, Sam, make love to me please ... right now...please.”

Maren’s body glistened from oral caresses. Hands above the head and eyes closed small pebbles sat upon rounded breasts to point the way. In silence, hands positioned Maren into her favourite position, doggy style. Soft mewls became urgent sighs and whimpers. Jake applied lubricant to his cock while Maren’s head turned and eyes darted to discover the delay. Hurry! Hurry! Maren giggled in anticipation of what the immediate future held. 

A light spank and grip from Jake led Maren to raise her bottom. A cock slipped along glistening folds. Each lip separated around the cock head until it vanished into her pussy. Both groaned. Maren’s eyes widened with the groan while I watched his cock absorbed. Underneath, I had the perfect view of a cock, balls and pussy working together. In and out, the cock thrust. A beautiful sight to gaze at while I pulled her hips down to my face. A hard stone waved before the eyes until it met two lips. Silence, but I could sense the increased tension. The tongue explored and licked Jake’s cock when possible. A perfect rhythm of sucking and fucking could not last, and alas, it didn’t. Maren called out, tensed and gripped. From my vantage, I spotted the muscles spasm, which drained Jake within two minutes. A constant flow of noise accompanied each of his thrusts before, during, and after his climax. A cum covered cock withdrew and I tasted warm cum while I cat licked and then tongued her butthole. Maren gave up and surrendered and asked me to stop. 

Sex had taken eight minutes from start to finish. Not even enough time to get sweaty. To the moonlight streaming through the window, we fell asleep. Jake on one side, me on the other, and a contented Maren in between.
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Sophie: Renaissance
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I met Joshua. Within the studio, a subsidiary company, part owned by him, produced BDSM movies. Like my arrangement, Joshua directed and starred in many of them while using the studio resources. Scenes included degraded women and men, bound and gagged to be used in elaborate ways as sex slaves. Women lined up for punishment, to be taught to be a slut and become submissive. Anti violence laws limited physical punishment to an occasional slap and pinch so various methods of restraint featured instead. 

Joshua noticed I watched his productions and out of the blue invited me to dinner at his house in the suburbs. On a professional level, Joshua had shown interest because of an overlap in mature kink. But now the interest from him appeared personal. To this interest, the body and mind responded positively. A need for human contact warped any judgement of what I yearned for, and desperation drove me into his arms.

That evening, I arrived at his house wishing to discuss possible joint productions. Bondage scenes produced by Joshua tallied with data Emma collected on kinky sex for the over-fifties. Sensory deprivation, handcuffing and spanking, I had experienced and enjoyed. Perhaps a desire to enjoy it again made me vulnerable to Joshua’s spell, but I discovered a soulmate in many regards. His BDSM knowledge far outstripped my experience.

The splendid suburban residence sat on a hill, ten kilometres from the studio. An old-style, pre-war solid brick house contained twelve-foot ceilings, decorative plaster, chandeliers, and a staircase. The exterior hid a beautiful home full of mystery and intrigue.

Joshua answered the door after the first chime hadn’t finished ringing. 

“Sophie darling. Come on in. You brought wine. Fabulous.”

Before dinner, he gave me a tour of the house. Massive would be one adjective, but many others would also fit. Four bedrooms and two bathrooms upstairs, an open dining and kitchen area plus a game and TV room downstairs. Outside at the back, a deck and barbecue area fringed a small pool. 

“I purchased this for a song fifteen years ago before the housing boom. Admittedly, I have spent more on it since then compared to what I paid for it, but I think I’m ahead.”

“For sure. With today’s prices, this is a gold mine. It is huge though, for one person.”

“Yes, it is, but I have guests stay over. The children visit. Perhaps when I bought this, I planned to marry again and have more children. Alas, two is enough.”

“Life gets in the way and for me it is too late. Although Sam has five.”

Joshua knew about Sam and knew much about me. Gossip, stories and history. He knew it all. After the tour, we adjourned to the kitchen, and I watched him cook. Skilful and efficient, he prepared pasta and salad. Perfect for an evening meal. 

“Did Sam have a previous marriage, then? For the extra children, I mean.”

“No. These children result from our open relationship. One child with a Chinese ship steward who lives in China, another with a western woman who lives in Vietnam, and one here with Emma.”

“Ah yes, I knew about Tiffany. Cute kid.”

“Sophie! I assume you have an interest in my style of moviemaking. The BDSM scene?”

“I do Joshua. Emma found nearly twenty per cent of our subscribers have an interest in or already take part in BDSM at one level or another. If I project forward, I expect it would be prudent to include your speciality.”

“Have you tried it yourself?”

The question caught me unawares and I struggled to answer. Joshua smiled.

“Too personal Sophie? Please accept my apology.”

“No. Don’t apologise. It is a fair question. How can I implement new ideas if I haven’t experienced it? In our industry, authenticity is rare. For me, everything must present as real otherwise the actors, the scenes and the story appear fake and the audience picks up on it.” 

I paused. 

“Sensory deprivation, spanking, and restraints I have tried.”

“Ah. Spanking. It is wonderful, isn’t it? Paddle, whip, or hand?”

“Hand only.”

“Ah. More erotic than BDSM. The hand touches the flesh of the partner and transmits a sensual, erotic sensation. Paddles and whips are about pain and dominance. More systematic and organised versus the spontaneity of spanking during a sex act. Blindfold, I assume, for sensory deprivation. Tried a ball gag? Ear plugs or nose clamps?”

“No. None of those. A blindfold and I enjoyed being passed around.”

A blush burnt my cheeks as I realised I had said too much.

“Sophie! Everyone has kinks. And I mean everyone. Fantasies make life exciting. New experiences. Move outside the comfort zone, take risks, you name it. Without additional elements, vanilla sex ends quickly. Don’t be ashamed. Restraints then!”

“Handcuffs only.”

Joshua studied me like a lab rat until the conversation switched to work, personalities, and opportunities. 

“Have you heard about the team to be sent to LA? Two weeks to six months at the biggest adult industry hub on the planet! I’m putting in for it and training a sidekick to fill in when I am away. I will be ready in a month.”

This trip to LA became a regular discussion topic within the studio. Seb suggested I go because the contacts I made would last forever and help grow the business. In fact, he recommended me to the major investors and producers. But I hadn’t decided on one way or the other. Perhaps I hung on to the idea of reuniting with Sam to travel the world? The reason for my uncertainty remained hidden, but perhaps the trip was worth a shot to get away. Despite life moving on, I continued to think of Sam. No matter what I tried when night came and silence reigned the mind wandered to the handsome but average man I adored. Every day, signs appeared of him. Baby Tiffany resembled him. A tiny nose and bright eyes stared at Emma while she talked about Sam.

After dinner, we enjoyed another glass of wine and delicious D’Affinois cheese. Joshua stood and cleared the throat. 

“Sophie! There is a part of the house I haven’t shown you.” 

He extended a hand, which I took. Down a corridor, Joshua unlocked a door under the stairs. Inside, another set of stairs led down to a basement.  

The body trembled as images rushed to answer the question. Where does this lead?
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Sam: The end of the old
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Seville is what I desired. Without reasons to leave, two weeks became. Seville provided a gateway to visit nearby Merida, an ancient Roman city with a castle, museum, amphitheatre, and even a Roman circus or Malaga with its harbour and castle. A blissful existence except Sophie had stopped texting and then asked me to stop contacting her. She blocked my number. Maren cried out one day when she found herself also blocked. Jake suffered the same fate.

Emails didn’t matter and one afternoon the three of us discussed why Sophie had broken contact. 

“She has met a man, or is too busy, or wishes to be left alone or is envious. I don’t know.”

“Sam, meeting a new lover doesn’t mean abandoning you or us. Perhaps it is the other three plus a fling. An open marriage Sam means exactly that. Sophie thinks we have fun and lots of sex and she has no one. Maybe it got her down. I don’t know, Sam, but what I know is she loves you with all her heart. She just wants to make a success of this movie business. Don’t worry,” said Maren.

“Why block us, though?”

“We keep telling her about our fun and excitement, which might make her feel lonely.”

“Yes, Maren, I agree. When alone, Sophie doesn’t cope well. During the separation, she became suicidal. Oh shit! I must contact Seb.”

A long-winded email desperate for information came back answered within hours. Sophie is okay, business is booming and yes, she is sick of your stories. Sophie will unblock you if you stop with the fun and adventure. By the way, Sam, when are you coming back? Evie and Emma ask and what is this with Shani. The woman flushes and studies the floor whenever your name arises? Seb included a wink emoji. Tiffany is a cute kid but shame about the button nose, though. The question about when I will return I couldn’t answer and I told him. Seb included a contact number and my reply included mine. 

Despite the ménage à trois growing even closer, an open relationship proved problematic. One night at a bar the three of us drank too much. Maren slurred and became ill. Jake, on the other hand, danced like a wild animal to burn off the booze. Sweating out alcohol, he sat at the table and commented to Maren. 

“A bit drunk, dear.”

“Yes. But what do you care?”

“What does that mean? You know I care.”

Voices became raised, but because of the surrounding noise nobody noticed.

“Then why dance with those women when I feel awful? You should stay with me,” she slurred.

“That’s unfair, Maren. I’m having fun. It’s not my fault you drank too much.”

“Well then, fuck off Jake. Go and dance.”

Jake and I glanced at one another and shrugged. Maren sipped and spilled part of another drink while Jake sat in silence, avoiding eye contact with Maren. 

“Still here, Jake! Why? Have fun! Go on.”

“Maren! Stop it. It’s the alcohol talking.”

Jake didn’t wait for any further discussion and, taking his drink, wandered off. On the pretence of going to the bathroom, I found Jake and told him I would take Maren home. Jake’s face didn’t mask the anger or hurt. He remained silent. With a touch to his shoulder, I said goodnight and took Maren home. 

Drunk as a skunk is a term used for a person unable to perform normal functions because of alcohol. Tonight, Maren fitted the bill. Twice she vomited on the way home. Late revellers gazed at the prone woman as they passed. Another drunk tourist, hey! All I could do was shrug and smile until helping her upstairs into our apartment. Swaying out of control, I caught her before she fell and propped her against a wall while found door keys. 

“I love you, Sammy. I do. Why? Where? I don’t understand. I think I am about to be sick again.”

Just in time, we made the bathroom, although I would need to clean the shower stall. The toilet wasn’t close enough this time. Inebriated, Maren emptied her stomach and dozed in the shower stall. Despite wild sexual thoughts filtering through the male lizard brain about taking advantage, I remained a gentleman. When another person is helpless, innate instincts sober one up to provide protection. Maren, I loved. Different to Sophie but



























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
’fldgof B é@ﬁd while feedlng

U
gromng fetlshes.





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





