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        With Grant’s fat cock embedded in her pussy, and Dave’s seven-inch rammed down her throat, Pippa began to rock back and forth as both men eagerly fucked her. Instead of trying to suck on her husband’s meat, she just held her tongue under his shaft and let him thrust in and out of her mouth. Soon, long dribbles of saliva dripped from her chin and down onto the couch beneath her.

        Lydia then began to stroke Pippa’s back and shoulders. She dragged her nails against her bare flesh before slipping her hands underneath her and playing with her tits. As the tiny blonde pinched and pulled on her nipples, Pippa let out small wincing sobs that were smothered immediately by her husband’s cock.

        Slowly, Lydia’s hands slipped down toward her waist, and she began to massage her bottom. She closed her eyes as the petite woman stroked and caressed her ass. She then gave a sudden cry of surprise as Lydia slipped two fingers deep into her asshole and continued to push until her knuckles brushed against the entrance to her tight hole. She groaned in ecstasy as those fingers then began to finger-fuck her most secret spot.

        Pippa closed her eyes and gave herself over entirely to the steady backwards and forward rocking of both men. She lost herself as all three of her holes were fucked and teased. She revelled in the attention of her three lovers.
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      Pippa took a sip of wine, settled back in her seat and crossed her long legs.

      “I’m bored,” she said with a sigh. “Bored and horny.”

      Lizzie let out a loud snort of laughter. “I might be able to help with your first problem,” she said, “but I’m not sure there’s much I can do about the second!”

      Both women laughed, ignoring the curious glances from the other customers in the bar.

      Lizzie looked at her, a question in her clear blue eyes. “Sounds as if you and David are regretting the move.”

      “Not really,” said Pippa. “It was the right thing for Dave’s career. He likes working for the firm, and he’s already been promoted, so he’s happy. And we like the new house. It’s just…” she trailed off.

      “It’s just compared to the excitement of living in Chicago, this place is a bit dull,” said her friend.

      “It’s just a little too quiet, that’s all,” Pippa replied. “Before we moved here, there was just so much to do; we’d go to bars, restaurants, theatres – that kind of thing. There was always plenty to keep us occupied. Moving here has just been a bit of a shock, that’s all.”

      Lizzie nodded with understanding. “I love Evansville,” she said, “but it definitely isn’t the most exciting place to live.”

      Pippa looked at her friend and shrugged politely. She knew how much Lizzie and her husband loved the little town, having both grown up there. But she and David had moved less than a year earlier, and she just didn’t feel that attached to the sleepy little suburb. Not yet, anyway.

      When Dave had first told her that he had been head-hunted by a rival IT firm, Pippa had initially been thrilled. His new job involved more responsibility and a better chance for advancement. And the jump in pay certainly wouldn’t hurt. But when he had told her that the company’s campus was located over five hundred miles away – and in a sleepy little town – Pippa had felt her enthusiasm begin to fade. Still, she’d reasoned, it was a good career move, and she wouldn’t stand in the way of his career. Besides, as a self-employed social media consultant, she could literally work anywhere; all she really needed was a phone and access to the internet.

      Once Dave had agreed to the job offer, they had put their apartment on the market, and two months later, they had moved into a three-bedroom house at the end of a cul-de-sac on the edge of the little town. Pippa had met the first of her neighbours, Lizzie and Mike, the day after they moved in, and the two women had struck up a quick friendship. Although Lizzie was six years her senior, she had a quick sense of humour, along with a friendly warmth that immediately endeared her to Pippa.

      Over the following weeks, Lizzie introduced her to the rest of the neighbours and showed her around the small town. Included in one of their walking tours was a visit to a cosy little tapas bar, and it had quickly become a favourite hangout of theirs.

      So, when earlier that bright Wednesday morning, Lizzie had suggested they go out for lunch, the bar was their first choice. The pair had walked the half-mile into town and grabbed a table. They then ordered a bottle of wine, along with a selection of Spanish dishes.

      Pippa glanced at Lizzie and saw the concern on her friend’s face.

      “Oh, don’t mind me,” she said. “I’m just feeling sorry for myself.”

      “And horny?” Lizzie reminded her with a sly smile.

      Pippa blushed with embarrassment.

      “What’s really wrong, Pip,” asked Lizzie. “Are you and David not getting along?”

      “No, it’s nothing like that. We still talk, and we still love each other. It’s just we’re in a bit of a rut –,” she lowered her voice to a whisper, “– in bed.”

      She faltered, feeling a little uncomfortable. A lock of her shoulder-length chestnut hair drifted in front of her face, and she absently brushed it back behind her ear. She didn’t often discuss sexual problems with her friends, mainly because, until recently, there hadn’t been any problems to discuss. But the situation between her and Dave had been playing on her mind for weeks, and her anxiety had made her a little desperate. Pippa could really use the advice of a friend.

      She pushed on. “We never used to have problems like that. In fact, when we first met, we were at it like rabbits, and that carried on well after we were married. But over the last few months, things have cooled off, and –” she broke off, feeling flustered.

      “Liz, we haven’t had sex in three months,” she confessed sadly. “Dave just doesn’t seem that interested.”

      Lizzie smiled sympathetically, understanding etched on her face.

      “You and Mike have been married longer than we have. Did you guys ever have this problem?” Pippa asked.

      Lizzie nodded. “I think most couples who have been married for a while do. What is it now, nine years for you guys?”

      Pippa nodded.

      “Most couples hit a quiet patch. But there are ways to deal with it,” Lizzie continued.

      Pippa looked at her friend. “What did you and Mike do?” she asked.

      Lizzie’s smile was more than a little embarrassed. “Well, I’m not sure our solution would work for you guys,” she said.

      “Why, what happened?” Pippa asked, intrigued.

      Lizzie took a sip from her wine glass and leaned forward in her seat. “About a year ago, Mike and I were going through something similar. We were still having sex, and it was OK, but something was missing. I was finding it harder to – you know – finish.”

      Pippa nodded.

      “One night after we’d made love, Mike asked me if everything was all right. I think he could tell I hadn’t been that into it. So, I told him: sometimes I needed something –“ she glanced around at the other customers sitting nearby and lowered her voice “– something bigger inside me.”

      Pippa’s let her mouth fell open in surprise. “You told him he wasn’t big enough?” she said incredulously.

      “Well, not quite as harshly as that,” Lizzie said hastily. “I just told him that sometimes I needed something bigger to help me get off. Sometimes I need to feel stretched.”

      Pippa sat back in her seat and stared at her friend. “So, what did he say? Was he upset?”

      “No, he just went kind of quiet. Then he turned off the light, and we went to sleep.” Lizzie shook her head sadly at the memory. “Pip, I felt terrible!”

      Pippa smiled gently at Lizzie. “Then what happened?”

      “Nothing for a couple of days, and he didn’t bring it up, so I just left it alone. Then one night he came home from work and gave me a parcel.”

      “What was inside?” Pippa asked, afire with curiosity.

      Lizzie paused and gave her a sheepish look. “It was a 12-inch dildo,” she whispered.

      Pippa’s mouth flopped open again. “A what?” she exclaimed. She glanced around at the curious looks some of the other customers threw at her.

      “A foot-long rubber dick,” said Lizzie quietly. “A thick monster, too.”

      Pippa covered her mouth with her hand, still shocked at her friend’s confession. “Wait, didn’t you already have one?” she asked with surprise. Nearly every woman she knew owned at least one dildo, herself included.

      “Of course, I did. But Mike didn’t know that!”

      Both women laughed.

      “Where did he get it from?” asked Pippa.

      “He bought it from that sex shop on the other side of town.”

      “There’s a sex shop in Evansville?” Pippa said incredulously. “I didn’t know that.”

      “Oh, it’s down a back street away from the main drag,” said Lizzie.

      In her mind, Pippa filed that juicy bit of information away.

      “So,” she asked conspiratorially, “did it work? Did it help you guys get your groove back?”

      “Oh, yeah,” nodded Lizzie with a smile. “It definitely did the trick. We don’t use it all the time, but now and again he’ll dust it off and give me a good seeing-to with it.” She grinned sheepishly.

      Something then occurred to Pippa. “Wait, how did he know which one to get?”

      Lizzie shook her head in embarrassment. “He asked the man behind the counter.”

      Pippa burst out laughing.

      “And then the two of them walked around the shop while they discussed the pros and cons of all the dildos.”

      Both women were now shaking with laughter.

      “Typical engineer,” said Lizzie, “give them a problem, and they just have to find the solution.”

      For long moments, both women continued to laugh. Finally, Pippa wiped tears from her eyes and took another sip of wine.

      “Well”, said Pippa, “I have to give Mike full marks for effort. But I’m not sure his solution would appeal to Dave.”

      “No, you’re probably right.” Lizzie gave her a sad smile.

      At that moment, their waitress approached the table and, with practised skill, laid out plates and cutlery before them, along with five terracotta dishes of hot food. For the next quarter of an hour, both friends cooed over the spicy, aromatic food, discussing the merits of each dish as they enjoyed their lunch.

      As they ate, Pippa’s mind returned to the problem between her and her husband. Although she appreciated Lizzie’s honesty – it had been reassuring to learn that what she’d been experiencing wasn’t unique – it hadn’t really helped her with her situation. Something was missing from her marriage, and she suspected that not being able to identify what that thing was lay at the heart of her problem. She still loved Dave and still found him attractive, but the sexual fire that had – up until recently – been a constant in their relationship had dwindled. She could only hope that it hadn’t gone out completely.

      Pippa’s thoughts drifted back to several months earlier when she had finally decided to tackle the matter head-on and had confronted Dave about their lack of physical intimacy.

      It had been early evening, and they had eaten their supper and were now curled up on the couch watching a movie. Pippa had suddenly reached for the remote and pressed mute. Dave had looked at her enquiringly. She looked earnestly into his eyes and calmly explained her concerns about the state of their sex life. After she had told him of her feelings, he had smiled and then apologised if he had made her feel neglected. Dave then told her that he had been feeling both tired and stressed from work, and he reassured Pippa that he still found her attractive. But with work being as busy as it was, he just hadn’t been in the mood for sex. He promised her that their love life would return to normal once his workload eased a little. Besides, he had reasoned, it wasn’t unusual for relationships to settle down for couples who had been together for as long as they had.

      Pippa had nodded, feeling a little mollified but not altogether convinced by his reassurances. That night, when they had gone to bed, he had held her tightly, whispering in her ear how much he loved her, before falling asleep in her arms. Pippa, however, had lain awake for several hours before sleep finally claimed her. She had not discussed the matter with him since.

      Pippa’s attention returned to her lunch with Lizzie, and she stared down at the food on her plate. Maybe Dave just doesn’t find me attractive any more, she thought sadly. She glanced down at her body – even at the age of 31, she still had the tight, flexible body of a girl in her late teens: nice, firm tits, a flat tummy and slim waist, along with long, shapely legs. And a pert round ass too, she thought with a sad smile. She sighed again.

      Oh, enough, she chided herself – just enjoy lunch with your friend. She shook off her doubts and concentrated on her meal.

      After they had finished eating and the empty plates had been removed by their efficient waitress, Lizzie refilled their glasses. “Have you tried asking Dave what the problem is? she asked. “Maybe he feels the same way you do.”

      “I’ve tried to get him to talk about it, but he thinks it’s normal for things to cool off a bit between married couples.”

      Lizzie considered for a moment. She then gave Pippa a sly look.

      “Have you tried being a little more adventurous in bed?” she asked.

      Pippa nodded. “We’ve tried that. I bought some sexy underwear, nothing too slutty, but still very revealing. It helped for a while, but things soon cooled off again. And I’ve tried asking him if there was anything naughty he wanted to do – tying me up and spanking me, that kind of thing.”

      “What did he say?” asked Lizzie.

      “He just got all tongue-tied and looked embarrassed.”

      “What kind of porn does he like to watch?” Lizzie asked.

      Pippa looked at her friend in surprise. “Liz! What a thing to ask.” She paused to consider the suggestion, then dismissed the thought with a shake of her head. “I don’t think he does things like that.”

      “Oh, yes, he does. They all do, trust me.” She gave Pippa a conspiratorial look. “You know, you could just look at the browser history on his computer and see what he’s been up to.”

      Pippa stared at her friend. “Wouldn’t that be spying on him?”

      “Take a look and see. If there’s nothing there, then it isn’t really spying, it is?”

      Before Pippa could respond, Lizzie glanced down at her watch. “Hell, I need to go. I have some errands to run.” She waved to get the waitress’s attention.

      As they waited for the check to arrive, Pippa finished her wine and gazed out of the window, lost in thought as she considered her friend’s suggestion.
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