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Story So Far


Author’s note: trust me, this story is fine to read on its own. But… if you want the back story, below is a brief summary. And, of course, if you want to read those stories too then please be my guest… either way, happy reading.

In , when Zach shared his dream of watching Harriet with another man, it unlocked a shared fantasy that revealed new dimensions to their sexuality and deepened their emotional intimacy. Their months of playful experimentation with ‘night caps’ suddenly got real when they met Ben, Zach watching from across a crowded dancefloor as Harriet crossed the line, with Zach’s blessing, from fantasy to reality.

The experience revealed Harriet's capacity for sexual adventure and Zach's unexpected enjoyment of the complex emotions that came with sharing his wife. Their decision to bring Ben home in the days that followed marked a tentative embrace of the lifestyle, with both partners discovering new aspects of themselves and their relationship.

After the success of their initial exploration, in they had a second encounter with Ben at his apartment, where their dynamic deepened and their roles as ‘hotwife’, ‘bull’, and devoted husband became more defined.

Their Bali holiday soon after was meant to be a break, an opportunity to regroup, but instead became the setting for their most intense adventure yet. A spontaneous encounter with Tom and Grant, two Americans on vacation, pushed every boundary they thought they had, with Harriet experiencing her first threesome while Zach watched. The two-day experience tested not just their physical limits but their emotional resilience, proving that their foundation of love and trust could support even their wildest explorations.

They returned to Sydney transformed, and in they started an experiment… one weekend away, the two of them and Ben, three different ways to explore the hotwife and bull dynamic, starting with a crazy first night where Zach called the shots.

Following then captured the second night… a night that pushed Harriet’s boundaries to their limits and explored the depths of her fantasies, as Ben took on the role of dominant bull.


Prologue


Harriet stirred sleepily in the dark, happy to feel Zach’s arm wrapped around her tightly, his warm breath on her neck, his bare chest against her back… and further down, above his legs against hers, his manhood pressed against her ass, soft, flaccid now, relaxed in his sleep.

Smiling to herself, she wrapped her fingers around his, nestling back into him, feeling safe with her husband.

“Mmm… that feels good…” he murmured.

Except… that wasn’t Zach’s voice. Memory flooded back to her… not Zach, it was Ben, Ben who she’d ended the night in bed with. Ben who she’d chosen to end the night with, leaving Zach to sleep alone.

She smiled to herself in the dark.

It felt… sinful.

Deliciously sinful.

She felt safe thinking that, knowing it was part of their experimentation over the weekend.

Harriet knew that she shouldn’t be there, in the dark, in the middle of the night sleeping alone next to Ben… alone with her bull, still aching in the most wonderful way from what he’d given her that evening, while her amazing husband Zach, Zach who’d watched and enjoyed seeing her with Ben, was asleep alone in their bed upstairs.

It was wrong, but it felt so very, very right.

Normally Harriet would be alone with Zach by now, reclaiming each other, declaring their undying love for each other, their marriage all the stronger for her having given herself to another man and returned.

Not tonight though… tonight, for the first time, she’d gone to sleep next to Ben, experimenting with this different dynamic, and she liked it. In the morning, yes, her and Zach would reclaim each other again, but not yet. Not quite yet.

A memory came back to her, from nearly ten years ago. Matt. The last time she’d gone to sleep next to a man who wasn’t Zach.

That same feeling of it being sinful, of it being wrong, but feeling so right.

That same feeling of a different body, a different experience, not good different, not bad different, just… different.

A different context back then, Harriet rebounding hard into Matt when her and Zach had thought they were being grown up and splitting up when he ended his year in Oxford… stupid at the time, but it took them that summer to work it out.

But the memory was strong… the emotions, the feelings.

Grasp this opportunity, she thought, allow yourself to be deliciously sinful… just for this one night.

“You asleep?” she whispered, quietly enough that she could claim she wasn’t trying to wake him but loud enough that she knew it would. She shouldn’t want him to be awake, she should want him to be sound asleep, should want to go back to sleep herself, to expedite waking up at dawn and returning to Zach… but she couldn’t help herself.

What Ben had given her in the hours before sleep had been special, truly special… eye opening, a gift, surprising her, fulfilling her fantasies in ways she hadn’t dared hope were possible.

Harriet wanted to show her gratitude.

“Dozing,” he murmured. “What’s the time?”

Harriet glanced at the bedside clock, fully awake by now but happy, warm and close against her bull. “3.30am.”

“Too early,” he whispered, but she felt a twitch that told her he thought otherwise, the press of his rapidly hardening cock against her skin.

Without moving her body she reached her hand back and took hold of his cock, slowly starting to play with it, to tease him.

Ben grew still, so still that she thought he might actually have gone back to sleep, but then she felt him shift his body slightly and a quiet gasp came from his lips. She still didn’t move, but he did, his hand pushing her hair back from her neck, his mouth finding her favourite spot, his kisses sending a shiver of anticipation through her.

“You want me to stop?” she teased.

“No chance,” came the reply from the dark behind her, Ben fully awake too by now. It felt illicit, knowing that Ben could, if he wanted, take her like that, slip into her from behind and fuck her hard… when she thought it she realised that she half wanted it, but only half.

Instead Harriet rolled over to face him, just about making out his silhouette, moving her hand from his cock to find his head, then pulling his face to hers, kissing him hard. He kissed her hard back, his hand wrapping around her, their bodies moving and pressing up against each other.

“What’s brought this on?” he whispered as he broke the kiss, their foreheads pressed together.

“I want to say thank you, for earlier, and…” She hesitated, not sure if she should say it. “And… I want to make the most of this, staying the night with you.”

“You’re sure?” he asked. “Don’t get me wrong, I want to do this but… I’d understand if you want to go back to Zach now.”

“That’s for the morning…” She laughed quietly. “Later in the morning, anyway. Now.” She kissed him. “Shut up. You’re not the dominant bull anymore.” She kissed him again. “And let me do something for you.”

Harriet pushed gently and rolled Ben on to his back, then started to kiss down him, starting with his neck, then his chest, then lower, lingering for a long time on his muscular torso, loving the feel of each individual muscle under her fingertips and her lips, loving the way he reached his hand down to stroke her hair too, not possessively, only gently.

“Wait,” she whispered, an idea coming to her. “Where’s your bag of goodies from earlier?”

“In the corner by the window. Why?”

“You’re about to find out…” Harriet climbed off the bed, switching the bedside lamp on, then went to the bag. As she suspected there was quite a lot in there as she rummaged around that they hadn’t got round to using earlier, and then she heard the clink of metal and knew she’d found what she was looking for.

Turning around and standing to look at Ben she held a set of handcuffs with pink fluffy lining up to show him. “You were thinking of using these on me earlier?” Harriet teased, grinning.

Ben looked bashful. “Well… yes, but I think we found plenty of other entertainment, didn’t we?”

“We did, definitely. So… your turn…”

She walked slowly back over to the bed, Ben watching her eagerly, and when she climbed back on she said to him, “Wrist.”

He held up his right wrist with a grin, and Harriet secured the cuffs around it, then lifted both his arms up above his head and fed the cuff around the bed frame before cuffing his other wrist.

“They feel ok?” she asked.

“Perfect,” was his reply, though she thought the cuffs looked faintly ridiculous… pink, fluffy cuffs holding this muscular, athletically built bull in place. He tested them and they held.

Harriet leaned close and smiled. “Your turn… you’re mine.” Ben looked at her with eyes that were bright with arousal. “Where was I again?” she joked as she resumed kissing and stroking his abdomen, glancing up from time to time to see him looking at her eagerly.

“I think…” she said between kisses, “that you might…” she kissed down lower, “have a submissive side…” she went lower still, close to his cock but not giving him the pleasure of that just yet, “that we’ll need to explore in future…” then another kiss.

“So do you…” he whispered back. “We can have a lot of fun swapping roles…” and then his voice dissolved into a long, low moan as she took his cock in her mouth.

She wanted to pleasure him, yes, but slowly, dragging it out… she wanted to thank him for earlier, and that meant trying to maximise his pleasure. He likely only had one climax in him so she wanted to make it count, wanted it to be special.

Harriet was slow, and she could tell that he wanted her to go faster but she resisted, giving a blowjob that was all about teasing, about changing focus every minute or so, sometimes flicking with her tongue, sometimes using her lips to tease the head of his cock, and sometimes sinking herself as far as she could on to him, deep throating him then popping off, gasping for air.

She was thrilled to see that when she did that his wrists were straining against his cuffs, Ben clearly desperate to show some semblance of control, but from his rueful grin and the noises he was making, not to mention the way his legs and hips were moving, she could tell that he was enjoying being submissive to her, loving being unable to do anything but lie back and enjoy her attentions.

When she thought he might be getting close from time to time she backed off, slowed down, even stopped entirely to climb up the bed and kiss him at one point, until he was almost begging her to let him climax.

Finally, when she could tell that he was desperate, she lifted her mouth from his cock and with a grin she straddled him, positioning herself above him then sliding down on to him, using her own saliva, not to mention her own considerable arousal, to make it all that much easier.

As he filled her she moaned in pleasure, surprising herself by how good it felt even after what had gone before… she wasn’t sure whether she’d be able to orgasm again so soon after her experiences of earlier that evening, but regardless it felt really… fucking… good to have him inside her again.

Harriet rode Ben slowly, grinding against him, and then, when he looked like he couldn’t take it anymore, she sped up… sliding against him, getting quicker, using his chest to support her hands, and she watched enthralled as he came, his face a picture as he tried and almost succeeded in keeping eye contact, Harriet realising at the last minute that the bed frame was banging against the wall, a rhythmic thump-thump, but by then they were both beyond caring as he orgasmed deep inside her, Harriet grinding against him slower before stopping when he said it was too much.

She looked down at him, hair falling loose around her shoulders, a tired grin on her face matched by his tired grin looking back up at her.

“I’ll set you free now,” she said, laughing quietly, climbing off and retrieving the key from the bedside table.

When he was freed he grabbed her and wrapped her up in his arms, rolling her on to her back and kissing her passionately.

“That was… incredible,” he whispered. “You are incredible.”

She smiled. “You’re not so bad yourself…” she joked before kissing him again.

“How about… you?” Ben asked. “You didn’t quite get there?”

“Don’t worry about me,” she said, and meant it. When morning came she’d go back to Zach, and she wanted to save that for him reclaiming her… that was important.

For now, though, she had a few more hours in Ben’s bed, and as she switched off the light again and rested her head against his chest, feeling his arm around her, his kiss on her hair, it felt natural… being there like that with her bull.


Chapter 1


It was late Sunday morning, a few hours since Harriet had snuck out of Ben’s bed and done the naked walk of shame to end of all walks of shame back upstairs, when Harriet felt Zach stir and roll over to face her, their faces inches apart.

“Morning beautiful,” he whispered with a gentle kiss.

“Morning,” she whispered back, stroking his cheek.

They looked at each other, half awake, for a long few moments. “That was a crazy night…” he said eventually.

She smiled sleepily. “Yeah, it was… did you enjoy it?”

“Yeah, I did. It was… eye opening. There’s some stuff there I’d like us to try. But yeah, watching you so into it… it was good. Really good.”

They lay peacefully for a few minutes, close together, comfortable in each other’s space in a way that ten years of familiarity allows.

“When did you come to bed?” he asked.

“Around seven,” she replied. “Is that ok?”

He smiled. “Of course. What was it like going to bed with him?”

Harriet paused to think. As ever with their hotwife experiment, truth was the only policy. Zach expected, and as her husband he deserved, complete honesty. The minute she hid something from him, anything, was the minute this started going wrong. Well, apart from telling him he was as big down there as Ben… that was the one little white lie that she was confident was morally justified.

“Different. Not in a good way or a bad way, just different. We went to sleep with me backed into him. Naked. Both of us. We kissed a little first, and he kissed my neck while I fell asleep. It was intimate… but it was different to you and me.”

“How was going to sleep like that?” he asked.

“Comfortable,” she replied. “We went to sleep quickly.” Harriet laughed. “Not surprising after that evening…”

Zach grinned back. “No, not surprising at all.”

Harriet took a deep breath. Confession time…

“We fooled around quite a bit before going to bed.”

“Fooled around?” Zach looked genuinely curious rather than annoyed.

“Yeah… it was awkward when I first went into his room. That whole atmosphere with him having been so dominant and it having been so serious yesterday evening… I realised that we needed to do something light and fun to break it before going to bed.”

“Ok…?”

“So we did a role play. Ben was my chemistry teacher and I was a bad student.” She felt herself blushing at how corny it sounded in the cold light of day. Harriet was relieved though to see Zach laughing.

“A bad student needing punishment?”

Harriet felt her cheeks go even redder. “Yes…” She took a deep breath. “I had to be spanked over his knee, then he tied me to the bed frame and massaged me and touched me… I’ve got a new kink I think…” She trailed off.

“One we can try?” He seemed genuinely excited at the prospect.

“Absolutely… role play to make it fun, I’m game for anything involving that… It was fun, and it really worked to get me and him back to normal.”

Zach nodded his understanding. “Then you slept?”

“Then we slept. But… I woke up around three. Felt him against me. I… woke him up.”

“Ok…?” Zach looked impressed with how Harriet had spent her night as much as anything.

“I… went down on him. Then we had sex. It… just felt right.” She paused. “With handcuffs.”

Zach laughed quietly. “He tied you up again?”

Harriet felt herself blush. “For the role play, yes. Later, the other way round…”

“Wow… that’s kinky.” He grinned. “And very, very hot. You liked doing that?”

“Yeah, kind of. Yeah.”

“More than the other way around?”

“Less. But… I liked it. I… I guess I wanted to repay him for what he gave me earlier.”

They lapsed into silence again.

Finally, Harriet said, “Are you ok with all of that?”

Zach reached his hand over and stroked Harriet’s hip under the covers. “One hundred percent. We’re experimenting this weekend, right? Seeing what works for us?” She nodded. “So even if I didn’t like it, it’s all good.”

“You didn’t like it?” Harriet asked. Throughout the exploring of their joint sexuality that they’d been doing she had always been acutely aware of the need to ensure that Zach was happy with what was happening… the instant he wasn’t happy, neither was she, no questions asked.

“Quite the opposite… I think there’s room in our arrangement with Ben for you to spend the night with him sometimes. Not often, but sometimes, the exception rather than the rule. Going to bed in here was a bit like Friday afternoon… knowing what you were doing, knowing you’d come back to me even if I wasn’t in the room for it… I love that.” He paused. “What about you though?”

“I loved it… but as a one off. We’d need to think whether it’s something we do again. But… it was good.”

After a few moments he grinned. “I heard you, you know.”

Harriet felt herself blushing hard. “Seriously?”

“It was either the two of you trying to smash down his bedroom wall at 3am with the bed frame, or it was a possum with a very good rhythm outside.” He laughed. “My bet is on the former… You guys were really going for it.”

Harriet laughed too. “I’m totally busted… I was… well, I was the one on top…” She waited a moment, then said. “So… you need to reclaim me now.”

“And you me…” Zach grinned. “What do you say I go downstairs and borrow those handcuffs? Least Ben could do is lend them to me.”

Harriet felt a flash of heat… Zach and her playing with handcuffs? Now she’d broken the seal she was as keen as anything. But she had a better idea… Harriet sat up and reached for her ponytail.

“You see the thing is…” she said as she untied the strip of fabric holding her hair back, smiling suggestively at Zach, “that I was a very…” she took the fabric as it came loose and handed it to him, “very…” she crossed her wrists, holding them to Zach as an invitation, “very naughty hotwife last night, and…” she paused as Zach’s confusion turned to aroused understanding, “you, as my doting, cuckolded husband, need to spank me and…” she paused again as he started to wrap the fabric round her wrists, “then do anything you want to me… anything at all. I’m all yours…”

Zach tied a knot and her wrists were secure, then she let out a laugh of surprise as he deftly tipped her over so that she was over his knee, bare ass in the air, his hand warm and gentle on her skin.

“I will, don’t you worry about that,” he replied as she felt his hand draw back.

“Good,” she said. “Because Ben is a very good lover. But what I need right now is more, I need fucking by a proper man, my true bull above all bulls… and I think you’ll do the trick.”


Chapter 2


Harriet and Zach eventually emerged from their bedroom around lunchtime, fully reclaimed, both as in love with each other as they’d ever been, and for the first time in a good few hours wearing clothes.

When they came downstairs Ben was up and about, dressed too… while they’d all now spent significant time together naked it would have felt wrong to spend all their time like that, just as her and Zach didn’t simply strip naked whenever they were home all alone together… well, often, but not all the time. After all, they were trying to build something more meaningful between them and Ben, ‘friends with benefits plus’ he’d labelled it and after two nights of their weekend away together Harriet was starting to think that this might just work out… she felt a level of affection for Ben that was similar to that for a very good friend, and Zach was getting on really well with him too.

But… one more night to go. They’d done Zach calling the shots on Friday, they’d done Ben playing the dominant bull on Saturday, but today, Sunday, was different again.

Equality.

A threesome.

All of them working together mutually to build an evening to never forget, at least that was the plan. But, Harriet realised, it could go two ways… the dream would be her two alpha males playing nicely together, that would be perfect. The nightmare though was them competing, vying for top dog… that wouldn’t be a fun night. But Harriet was ready for that if need be, ready to nip that one in the bud if she had to.

“You two lovebirds want some lunch?” Ben asked when he saw them.

Harriet blushed and looked at Zach who grinned. “Don’t know what you’re talking about mate,” he joked, making Ben grin back.

“Seriously, I’m really pleased you’ve done all your reclaiming thing… I know how important it is.”

Harriet put her arm around Zach. “It is.” She meant that too… each time she’d been with Ben, or the time with Grant and Tom in Bali, it was Zach’s willing presence that turned what would have been something average into something special, and reclaiming each other at the end of the night made it amazing… even if that was actually the next morning as it had been the night before.

“So… lunch?”

“Sorry! Yes please,” Harriet replied.

She went to sit down at the dining table while Zach helped Ben make some sandwiches. “Harriet,” Zach called from the kitchen. “You’ve not told us what we’re doing this afternoon.” He smiled. “Tonight, yeah we know that, but what about after lunch?”

“Well… I’d kind of planned on us all being up sooner…” She trailed off at the sight of both men laughing guiltily, laughing herself in the end. “Ok… yeah, maybe I underestimated last night… but this afternoon, I thought a hike from here? There’s a walking route, about three hour round trip to a viewing point.”

“I’m game,” Ben replied.

“Me too,” Zach said.

“Great… and then back here for…” She raised her eyebrows. “Maybe the best night of the three?” She felt a thrill thinking about it… she’d discovered in Bali that she really quite liked the attention of two men at once, but to have those two men be her husband and her bull… surely it didn’t get better than that?

***

They’d been hiking for more than an hour when the path finally started to flatten out, after having done most of it uphill.

“Reminds me of my Duke of Edinburgh gold hike…” Harriet joked.

Both men looked at her baffled. “You’ve lost us… is that another English cultural reference?”

Harriet laughed. “I forget you two Aussies are so uncultured sometimes… it’s a kind of resilience award you do back in the UK in your teens. Gold is the hardest, it’s notorious for a challenging hike at the end.” She paused and shrugged. “Like this.”

It was lucky, she thought, that they were all in good aerobic shape… the hike had been described to her as easy level, but it wasn’t. Anyone without the right kit and fitness would be struggling. She wondered whether the person grading it was describing it as easy for an experienced hiker, that would explain it at least. Not much use to them though…

“Not long to the top though, right?” Zach asked.

“Not long… the description said you’re in the trees and suddenly it opens up.”

They went on for a few more minutes, then she looked up when she heard Ben call back from a little ahead, “You guys have got to come see this.”

Harriet and Zach looked at each other then forced themselves along the last few metres, and when they emerged from the tree line the sight was unbelievable… it felt like they could see for ever, tree covered mountain behind tree covered mountain going on for miles, almost a two hundred and seventy degree view.

Harriet felt her tiredness fall away, so enthralled was she by the view. Everywhere she looked she wanted to see more, and she realised that it was unlikely that half the mountains in view had ever been climbed… it was staggering.

And also peaceful, incredibly so. There was absolute silence as the three of them stood there, the sort of silence you can only get when you hike away from the beaten track.

She turned to Zach, grinning, then to Ben, and both returned her grin with interest.

“You chose the hike well,” Zach said, taking her hand in his as they stood next to each other.

Harriet smiled back and stepped closer to him, leaning her head against his shoulder while Zach put his arm around her.

They stood like that for a few minutes before Harriet glanced over at Ben and realised he’d quietly edged away, giving them space. Aside from her respect for him ratcheting up yet another notch at his emotional intelligence, it felt wrong after all they’d shared, after all he’d done for her and Zach, for him to lessen his experience for their benefit.

Harriet looked at Zach and whispered, “Ben should join us here…”

Zach thought for a moment. “I agree,” he said finally.

With a little smile of thanks for Zach, she turned her head and called out, “Ben…” reaching out her hand to him.

He smiled shyly back. “You guys are sure?”

“Absolutely,” replied Zach “Friend with benefits plus, right?”

Ben sidled over and took Harriet’s offered hand, before Harriet stood up straighter and took Zach’s hand again in her other hand.

Her fingers and Zach’s did what they usually do, interlacing, his thumb idly stroking the back of hers, as familiar as anything after ten years together.

Ben, in contrast, had only held her hand a few times and never in a situation like this… it felt different, their fingers more tentative with each other, less familiar. Nice still, really nice, but very different.

They stood like that, her in the middle of their three, for a while longer.

“You know something?” she said finally.

“What?” both men said simultaneously, making them chuckle.

She smiled as she looked to one, then the other, then back at the view.

“This is great.”

The three of them lapsed into comfortable silence again, both men’s touch reassuring… the familiar and the new.

It boded well, she thought, for the night’s activities.


Chapter 3


The walk back down had been much easier because, in the end, what goes up must come down, and they were back at the holiday house within an hour.

The atmosphere between them had been different coming back, more relaxed, less conversation but even nicer as a consequence, they were all so comfortable in each other’s presence by that stage. Whether it was the staggering view they’d seen, or the step forward in three way intimacy they’d taken, or some combination she didn’t know, but it felt good.

Ben had suggested the hot tub with a bottle of wine as they came through the door, and both Harriet and Zach had jumped at the idea… on one condition from Harriet though.

“We’ve got to wear swimwear,” she’d said.

“Seriously?”

“Seriously… I’m sure we’ll all be getting naked at some point later, but for now I genuinely want to soak my weary legs for a bit.”

Zach had made a great pretence of sulking about that, as had Ben who’d played along, but they’d grudgingly agreed, all three settling in to the warm water, their own pretty spectacular view laid out in front of them, glasses of chilled white wine in hand.

***

The warm water felt great on Harriet’s legs, and she shifted slightly, trying to catch a bit more of one of the jets of water on her calves.

It was funny, she thought, that even after all the intimacy of the last few days they had still stationed themselves in corners of the hot tub, albeit that Harriet had got there first and staked the claim for the corner with the best view down the valley and of the sunset.

They were being a little naughty, ignoring the dire warnings of the holiday home’s guest information book that ALL GLASSWARE IS FORBIDDEN IN THE HOT TUB… wine just tasted better out of a proper glass, after all.

The three of them had been making idle conversation, the night ahead not really looming, at least for Harriet, in the same way it had the two nights before. It felt much more natural, like it was the most obvious thing in the world that of course the three of them would go to bed together at some point… to Harriet that felt good, really good.

“So I’ve got an idea,” she said during a lull in the conversation, the second glass of wine loosening her tongue a little. “Where did you put the cards from Friday night?” she asked Zach.

“They’re in the living room… why? I don’t think they cover threesome positions…” he teased, grinning.

“Shame…” she joked back. “We could make a head start on later… but seriously, I want to get the talking ones, the ones to start things off. I reckon that could be fun.”

Harriet got out of the water, shivering briefly as the cooling sunset air hit her skin, and went to fetch them.

When she came back, she said, “I’ve got a few cards… and guess what, because neither of you gentlemen offered to get them for me I get to choose.” She slipped back into the warm water, leaving the cards in reach on a table next to the tub. “You fellas ready?”

“Yep,” Zach said and Ben nodded.

“Ok… so, tell each other a fantasy you’ve had about them that they don’t know about.”

Ben looked at her for a moment. “Each other?” He glanced at Zach. “That… might not work.”

Harriet laughed. “Yeah, I see what you mean. Me about each of you, each of you about me?” She wondered, just for a split second, whether Ben’s reaction suggested that maybe there was something more to his question… but she buried it, knowing that the fastest way to kill the threesome planned for later was to start creating any uncomfortable man-on-man vibes.

“Deal. Who first?” Zach replied.

“I’ll go,” Ben said. He looked at both of them. “So Harriet, it’s not like I’ve had much opportunity, we’ve not known each other that long, but I can tell you one about you that was very vivid…”

She felt herself blushing… it wasn’t every day that you got to hear your bull who you happened to be immensely attracted to telling you their fantasy about you.

“The night we first met, in the bar. When we went to the dance floor… remember it?”

Harriet grinned. “Like I could ever forget.”

“After… when you left so abruptly, I… well, let’s just say that I fantasised about us taking it further. A lot further.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Oh yes…?” A quick glance at Zach told her that he was enthralled.

“You want details?”

“Every detail… tell me what you imagined happening.”

Now it was Ben’s turn to blush. “It… well, I… I imagined that rather than you leaving after you’d… got your pleasure, that you stayed. That you whispered to me to take you back to my place.”

“And…?” Harriet was enjoying this, particularly with Ben’s awkwardness. It was clearly a strong fantasy to have this effect of him.

“And, we’d get back there, we wouldn’t make it to my room… our hands would be all over each other, and we’d make it as far as the rug.”

“The rug…?”

Ben nodded. “We wouldn’t even lose our clothes, we’d just go right at it…”

“We’d…” She lowered her voice to a whisper, teasing him slightly. “…fuck?”

Ben smiled. “We’d fuck… yes.” He paused. “It would be good.”

“Good for me, or good for you?” she asked, teasing a little more.

“Good for both of us…”

Harriet nodded. “Good…” She turned to look at Zach. “That’s hot, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, that’s hot.” Zach was grinning. He looked at Ben. “What’s better, the fantasy or the reality?”

Ben started laughing. “No contest! Reality wins by a huge distance.”

Harriet nodded, then on instinct she moved from her corner over to Ben’s. Leaning close to him, she said, “Thank you for sharing… my magnificent bull.” She leaned in to kiss him, a lingering kiss, and she ‘accidentally’ rested her hand on his cock at the same time, feeling a thrill that he was rock hard… she very much liked that him thinking about fucking her turned him on so much. It was a good feeling to know that.

Settling back into her own place she looked at Zach. “Who next?”

“I can go?” he replied. “So… Harriet, you know how I’ve always had a thing about you and another woman?”

Harriet couldn’t help but burst out giggling, stealing a look at Ben who was hiding his own smile.

“You told your bull about that?” Zach was amused rather than annoyed from the look of it. He shrugged. “I guess our marriage has no secrets any more…”

“Not that one anyway,” Harriet joked. “We were having a longer talk on Friday… I mentioned that maybe, emphasis on maybe, another woman could one day be on my bucket list…”

“Really?” Zach looked surprised, but in a good way. “Interesting… because you’ve always got the…”

“… hall pass, yes I know,” Harriet interrupted. She rolled her eyes at Ben. “As if I need a hall pass for that…” She turned back to Zach and smiled. “But I appreciate the thought…”

Zach grinned back. “One day…”

“Maybe… anyway, continue. Me and another woman?”

“Yeah… so I’m slightly hesitant, but do you remember my colleague Lily?”

“The woman from Singapore? Doing an internship in her MBA or something?” Also incredibly attractive, Harriet didn’t add… she came from a wealthy Singaporean family, she recalled, and the good genes showed. “What about her?”

“So I never told you this…” Zach left a dramatic pause, long enough to make Harriet wonder just for a second whether there was about to be some dramatic confession, before realising that Zach wasn’t that dumb. “You remember when you met her, right before she finished?”

“At the summer boat party in the harbour?”

“Yeah…” Zach turned to Ben. “Her and Harriet chatted for ages, and I could see from where I was stood that Lily was turning on all the flirting, pulling out all the stops…” He looked back at Harriet. “And you were flirting back too…”

“No I wasn’t,” Harriet replied, but it came out too loud, too demonstrative. Because she knew that she had been, not from a perspective of anything happening, but because she had found Lily physically attractive, had appreciated that she had an open, warm personality, and had enjoyed the unusual attention.

“Hmm… Ben, what do you reckon?”

Ben grinned. “I reckon that Harriet is blushing right now…”

Harriet allowed them both a little smile. “Enough of that… so what didn’t you tell me?”

“About an hour after you’d finished talking to her, you were telling a couple of my colleagues a detailed story. And I looked over and saw her… she was off to one side, watching you… and I could just tell.”

“Tell what?”

“The way she was watching you, she thought no one could see, it looked for all the world like she was undressing you with her eyes, playing out a fantasy in her head… she had her hand like this,” he put his hand gently against his chest, “and she was biting her lip.” He paused and grinned. “She was absolutely eye fucking you.”

Harriet felt her blush deepen but made a joke of it. “And you didn’t tell me?!” Her grin hopefully told both men she was joking… well, kind of. The six months ago version of Harriet wouldn’t have done anything, would have dismissed it out of hand, but the now Harriet… the now Harriet would be tempted. Sorely tempted, Lily was stunning and likeable, she’d have at least asked Zach the question. “Anyway… the fantasy?”

“Ah yes, that… so my fantasy was that she did something about it, came over and talked to you again, then I see you following her out of the room.”

“Ok…?”

“And I follow, I can’t find you to start with, then I turn a corner, somewhere below decks in a maze of corridors, and I hear a noise from the end of a corridor. I follow the noise and, well…”

Harriet grinned and looked at Ben. “Where do you reckon this is going?”

“No idea,” he joked.

“You and her are there,” Zach continued. “You’re leaning back against a wall, she’s leaning against you, you’re both kissing, and your hands are… doing stuff.”

“Stuff I’d like…?”

“Stuff you’d really like.” He took a deep breath and Harriet realised that it was a genuinely arousing thought for him. And, she had to admit, for her too… she wasn’t going to admit to her own secret fantasies about women over the years, but suffice it to say that what Zach was telling her resonated.

“Like?”

“You’re both… excited. And as your excitement reaches… a peak.” He smiled as he said that. “Then you look at me, while she peaks too.” He paused. “And then I leave you to it…”

Harriet nodded her head slowly, then moved over to Zach’s corner and kissed him, ‘accidentally’ feeling his hard cock too. “Thank you for sharing, my magnificent husband,” she whispered. Then, leaning close, she whispered into his ear, just for him, “I want you to tell me the detailed version next time we’re alone…” His look of wondrous surprise almost made her burst out laughing.

Sitting back again in her corner she looked at both men. “So I reckon we’re done… next card?” she teased.

“No chance,” was Ben’s immediate reply.

“Yeah, you don’t get away that easily…” Zach added. “Tell.”

Harriet reached for her wine glass and took a long drink. “It’s about both of you…” She had the exact fantasy in her mind, one she’d played out quite a few times in her head recently.

“Both of us?” Zach replied. “As in… just both of us?”

Harriet laughed. “No, don’t worry… I’m not into man-on-man action in the way that you’re both clearly into woman-on-woman…”

She took another sip. “Both of you and…” She looked at both men, building the dramatic tension. “A woman. Not me.”

Ben looked surprised. “Not you?”

Harriet shook her head. “No. I’m watching.”

“And what’s happening?” Zach asked.

She grinned. “What isn’t happening… in my fantasy, you’re both focused entirely on her, and her on you. You’re doing everything… and she’s loving it. I imagine that she’s climaxing again and again, sandwiched between my muscular husband and my magnificent bull.”

“You’re directing?”

Harriet shook her head. “No… she is. I’m sometimes, well, sometimes I’m helpless, sometimes less so, but always only watching.”

She saw Zach shift a little, seeing that he was finding it a turn on. “You’re ok with it?”

Harriet smiled at him. “More than that… I’m loving it. Seeing you both so focused on her, my two men. Love it.” She really did too, it was a favourite of hers recently… such a hot fantasy.

Both men were looking at her then Zach moved from his corner and so did Ben. Zach leaned in to kiss her, his hand resting gently on one of her thighs, and then when he broke the kiss Ben leaned in to kiss her too, his hand on hers. It took her by surprise, but she soon leaned into Ben’s kiss while Zach said, “Thank you for sharing…”

When Ben leaned back too, she looked from one to the other. “Why do I feel like we don’t need the other cards?”

Zach grinned and kissed her again while Ben started to kiss her shoulder and then her neck. Harriet let out an involuntary sigh of pleasure, becoming a gasp as she felt one of their hands brush a nipple through the fabric of her bikini top.

The men swapped, Ben’s lips meeting hers while Zach kissed the other side of her neck, and then she said just loud enough for them both to hear, “I think we should take this inside…”

“Soon…” mumbled Zach, resuming his kisses on her neck, what she was pretty sure was his hand sliding inside her bikini bottoms and starting to touch her teasingly.

She let them continue for a few more minutes, feeling her arousal build and build, and then she moved. “You’re going to need to follow me…” she said, climbing out and towelling herself down before pulling on a dressing gown.

“Unless, that is,” she teased, “you want to hang out in there just the two of you and your raging erections…”

She’d never seen two people move so fast.


Chapter 4


Harriet stood inside the living room, willing both men to come to her, and they didn't disappoint. She found herself facing Zach, kissing him passionately, tongues playing against each other, their passion undimmed by familiarity, while both his hands reached down under the hem of her dressing gown and then up, grabbing on to her ass. She felt one of his hands slip under the fabric of the bikini bottoms and slide teasingly down her ass crack, not touching her there but not far away. She moaned into the kiss as Ben came up behind her and started to kiss her neck, ear and shoulders, while his hands reached around to softly kneed her breasts through the fabric of her dressing gown.

They stayed like that for a few minutes until Harriet was desperate for what she hoped would be the first release of many that night. Turning around, she started to kiss Ben and felt Zach behind her, kissing her neck and then working his way down, kissing through the fabric of her dressing gown until he reached the skin of her thighs, and then back up again, this time kissing up her thighs and then on to her ass as he untied the dressing gown at the front.

While Ben continued to kiss her, things getting more and more passionate between them, she felt Zach's hand start to slide between her legs and, parting her legs slightly to give him room, she was rewarded by the feel of his finger sliding under her underwear and touching her soaking wet folds, brushing over her clitoris. She moaned loudly into the kiss, realising just how close she already was.

Zach's hand started to slide back and forth, and Harriet realised that she was involuntarily grinding against it, so turned on, so desperate, she just needed it, and then as Ben's tongue found hers and she clung on to him for dear life, Zach's finger slid inside her and she came instantly, hard and loud, her moans of pleasure getting louder as she broke off from the kiss, head thrown back, before she rested her head on Ben's shoulder to recover for a few moments.

"Fuck that was good," she said quietly, before laughing. Ben was smiling and Zach, stood up again having pulled her dressing gown back down to cover her ass, kissed her gently on the neck. "Now it's both your turn. I'm going to go in the bedroom, and I'm going to take my dress off. When I say to come in, I want you both to be naked. Got it?"

"Sounds like a fair deal," joked Zach.

"We'll see you in a minute," replied Ben.

Harriet walked over to the stairs and, pausing to look over her shoulder at the two men who'd already given her a first, epic orgasm of the night, climbed them to the bedroom. Jesus, she thought, this is going to be intense... she'd not remotely expected to have her first climax of the evening so soon, but just as with the threesome in Bali there was something about having two men pressed against her, both so attentive to her and her needs, that she couldn't resist.

She was quick to slip the dressing gown and bikini off, setting it to one side, but decided that she was going to give them both a treat... in her packing she'd included a suspenders set, stockings, belt, the full works. Harriet grinned to herself as she thought that they deserved it. It didn't take her long to get them on and then, as a final treat and a nod to the night before, she popped back into her and Zach's room briefly to retrieve the strip of fabric from the night before.

As she picked it up, Harriet paused for a moment, remembering... the fabric that had tied her wrist to the railings the night before, that had held her hair up, that had bound her to Ben's bed at the end of the night... it symbolised far more to her than a strip of fabric normally would or could. She tied her hair back with it, or at least partly in a half top-knot, then glanced in the mirror... she knew that she looked ready for them.

Ready, she went back to their 'communal' bedroom and kneeled on the sheets, facing the door... she wanted to give them the full effect when they arrived.

"I'm ready," she called downstairs. "And you'd better both be naked..."

As she knelt there, waiting, Harriet thought about what came next. In Bali it had gone on and on, the intensity never letting up, but she could tell that her two partners that night had taken something to keep going and going. If that turned out to be the case this time, well, she could certainly live with that. But she suspected not… that didn't feel like Ben's style and she knew it wasn’t Zach’s.

So, she figured they each probably had two, maximum three times in them. Still plenty, but compared to Bali she knew that this night was going to be about quality as much as quantity. Although, she thought to herself with a smile, three times two was six, and having sex six times was really about quantity after all...

Harriet heard them heading up the stairs and gave her sexiest smile, which dissolved into giggles when she saw them... her two muscular, alpha males, her husband and her bull, they looked somewhat awkward, even though they'd both seen each other naked multiple times before. Presumably, she thought with amusement, making small talk with the other guy who was going to sleep with the hotwife upstairs wasn't that conducive to relaxation, although she did notice that both men weren't exactly flaccid.

“Come on through and join me on here,” she called, patting two spots to either side of her. They walked through and she was pleased to see that at the sight of her Ben’s cock had quickly got hard, while Zach’s twitched a little too.

They climbed on to the bed, Ben kneeling to her right, Zach sitting cross-legged to her left. Harriet looked at one, then the other, then reached both hands down to take hold of their cocks, toying with them playfully, running her fingers over them, feeling them. Zach quickly hardened at her touch and she thrilled at the feel of that, always had found it a huge turn on to know that her touch alone had driven a man’s arousal.

Zach leaned in and started to kiss Harriet while she touched them both, and Ben copied him, so that she was constantly kissing one or the other, while the other touched her and stroked her. Ben’s hand found one of her nipples through the lace of her lingerie and she felt a little jolt of arousal at the sensation of the slightly rough fabric against her erect nipple.

After a few minutes, she said quietly to them both, “Shall we lie down?” She then lay back on the bed, her head on a pillow, and Ben and Zach both lay down next to her, facing her.

This had been Harriet’s absolute favourite thing about that night in Bali, without a doubt. A man on either side of her, both focused on her pleasure, and she focused on both of theirs. It was the slow build before the periods of frantic sex, and it had tied that whole night in Bali together, made everything else a hundred times more pleasurable.

She reached down again to take both their cocks in her hand, and started to properly play with them, gripping them and slowly sliding her hands up and down. She looked over to Zach and he leaned her way to start to kiss her, his hand resting on her hip. Ben leaned closer too and started to kiss her shoulder while his hand pushed up and under her bra, touching her nipple with his fingers and drawing a little gasp from Harriet, pushing the bra up so that one of her breasts was exposed.

As the kiss went on, she broke off and turned to face Ben, kissing him too, before she rolled on to her side to face Zach, kissing him more deeply now, tongues playing slowly over each other. She felt both men’s hands slide between her legs at the same time and parted them with a sigh as one of them stroked down inside her underwear and through her pubic hair, the other stroking her inner thighs, which was which she didn’t know. Zach let out a groan into their kiss and she could tell that he wasn’t far off.

Breaking the kiss again, she turned her head to Ben and said, “Get some lube,” before looking back at Zach and lowering her head down until she took his cock in her mouth, sliding her tongue over it first before taking closing her lips on it. Starting by holding her head still, she used her tongue to flutter against the head and was rewarded by a small spasm rolling through Zach.

Harriet felt Ben move back behind her and parted her legs. Reaching her hand back without taking her mouth from Zach’s cock, she took Ben’s rock hard cock tightly in her hand and pulled, making clear that she wanted him inside her. Ben didn’t need to be asked twice, and after pushing her underwear to the side she felt him push against her, and his cock slid from behind into her slick folds, so aroused from the last few minutes all playing together on the bed.

Ben’s cock felt good, larger than usual in that specific position but in a good way, and she let out a moan as he slid into her. Harriet felt Ben’s hand holding her hip as he started to thrust into her at a regular pace, not holding back but also not going too fast either, and she started to time the movement of her lips and tongue on Zach’s cock with Ben’s thrusts. Harriet could feel that familiar, exquisite tension growing between her legs again, too soon surely but it was definitely there. Just as with Bali, she thought, it’s the situation sending me wild… I’d never be so aroused again so soon if it wasn’t for the stimulation from these two men, and for who these men are.

For the next minute or so they continued, the only sounds the heavy breathing and moaning of all three, the occasional sound of Harriet’s mouth when the seal she’d formed broke, and the slight creaking of the bed as Ben thrust into her. Then Ben started to speed up and suddenly came, a few more thrusts and he was done, and then he pulled out.

Harriet was close, very close, and she half moaned to Ben, “Touch me with your tongue…” before continuing with Zach, who was breathing very heavily by then. In no time at all she felt Zach twitch and then had the sensation of him cumming into the roof of her mouth, thick ropes of cum that seemed to last for a while but could only have taken a few seconds.

She popped her head off, lay back as she swallowed down Zach’s cum, then reached her hands down to Ben’s head and whispered, “Keep going, so near…” before a moan and a tremor rolled through her.

Harriet knew she was cumming hard and looked straight at Zach, no longer able to keep quiet, her cries of pleasure getting louder and louder until she felt her back arch, she reached one arm over her head to hold onto the bedframe, and she came hard. Very hard. Ben was clearly a good listener who'd honed his technique with her so that he knew to keep going slowly as she peaked, and to continue once she’d come down from the heights, before increasing his pace again, pushing Harriet to cum a second time, or maybe just a second peak of the first time, she didn’t know and didn’t care, and she didn't care who heard her, screaming in pleasure as that second wave crashed through her. It just felt so… fucking… good that she didn’t want it to ever end.

When finally it did, she lay back, stunned, never having had two back-to-back orgasms so quickly in her life. Harriet smiled as first Zach and then Ben moved up to kiss her and stroke her, though inside she knew she had a happy conundrum… while in Bali she’d been able to tell Zach with a straight face that none of it would even have been in his and her top ten, there was no chance of that here. That was number one in her whole life, without a doubt, and as Zach had had a very close view, he’d have known it too.

But… for Harriet that was a problem for later, not for now. And she still had plenty she wanted to do that night.


Chapter 5


A difference to Bali was that both Zach and Ben needed some time to recover after that first time all together, and if Harriet was being honest with herself so did she. That double orgasm, along with the first one less than half an hour before, had taken their toll and she needed to regain her equilibrium.

"I need another drink after that..." Harriet said, laughing. "Living room?"

"Works for me," Ben replied, and Zach nodded, the three of them heading downstairs.

Harriet fetched a fresh bottle of wine and three glasses from the kitchen, then paused as she looked at the two men talking amiably, any awkwardness completely dissipated by what had just happened between the three of them. She felt a surge of affection... Zach, the man she loved more than anything, and Ben, a good friend, a good lover... and their experiment that had gone better than they could have dared to imagine.

"You ok?" Zach asked, noticing her paused near the kitchen.

"Never better," she replied, smiling. "Seriously... never better."

Harriet joined them on the sofa, settling down between the two men. "Are you guys having fun?" she asked.

They both laughed and Ben said, "Yeah, definitely. This is wild. How about you?"

Harriet looked at Zach and shared a smile before looking back at them. "I'm having fun, definitely. But I hope you both aren't planning on getting sleep any time soon..."

They talked for a little while, similar to the hot tub earlier, so easy, so familiar between them now... the dynamic was fantastic. It was also insanely flirty, and Harriet grew more and more aware of both men's hands lingering on her skin, their legs moving closer to hers... she could feel the temperature rising again.

"So Harriet," Ben said, a serious expression on his face but his eyes twinkling with humour.

"What is it my bull?" she replied, feigning innocence.

"We can't let you wear more than us."

"You can't?" she asked, feeling her cheeks redden at the thought of what was about to happen, and very much liking that sensation.

"No," Zach said, "we can't." His hand went to her bra and started to undo it, while Ben's hands went to her underwear. She didn't resist, didn't want to resist, but probably couldn't have even if she’d wanted to... it took them moments to strip her as naked as them, and then both men stood and helped her up.

"I guess our break is over..." she teased, before turning to kiss Ben first, standing facing him and smiling up at him, her hands resting on his chest. Harriet smiled up at him, and then pulled his head down to kiss her, hard, passionately, tongues playing together. Ben wrapped his arms around her, one hand gripping her ass while the other held her back, and she felt his fingers on her ass squeezing and kneading.

Zach stepped up behind and started to kiss her shoulders and neck, and she felt him press up against her rear, his hard again cock there against her. Zach's hands reached to her front, one on her breasts, playing roughly with them, the other sliding between her legs, and as she parted her legs slightly she felt Zach's cock slip into the gap, pressed right up against her but not quite inside.

As Zach's hand went to work, she moaned into her kiss with Ben and reached her hand down to hold his cock while her other hand grabbed his ass, hard. For Harriet this was heaven, two men pressed against her and focused on her pleasure, and they stayed like that for a good few minutes, soft moans from Harriet punctuating the deeper sounds coming from the two men.

Harriet wanted more though... she wanted someone inside her, and she didn't care who. Breaking the kiss, she said to Zach, "One of you needs protection... for that..." She paused and moaned as Zach hit just the right spot. Harriet was so turned on again and, well, she was feeling naughty. Like she wanted to take it to the next level. "And bring the lube..."

With a gentle slap on her ass, more of an affectionate tap, Zach turned away to go back upstairs while she resumed her kiss with Ben, feeling his hard cock pressed against her.

Zach came back and Harriet turned to kiss him. After a minute or two of his familiar lips she was very, very ready to take things further. "I need you in me," she whispered to Zach. "And I want you in me hard, ok? But one other thing..." She paused and gave him a wink. "I want you in my ass in a minute, so if you want to put some protection on and some lube on your finger and get a head start, I wouldn't object."

In record time, Zach slipped on a condom while Harriet turned to Ben, pushing him back on to the sofa then kneeling between his legs and taking his cock in her hands. "I heard you like blowjobs?" Ben smiled and Harriet smiled back, before moving her head to his cock, running her tongue down the length and then taking it in her mouth.

Harriet started the blowjob slow, not wanting Ben to peak too soon, her plans needing him to last for a little while. As she moved her head up and down, she shifted so that she was on all fours, and quickly felt Zach move behind her, his hand touching her between her legs before she felt the tip of his cock at her entrance and he slid into her.

She couldn't help gasping as he slid in fully, the doggystyle position always giving her deep penetration, and he held himself in her for a few seconds before pulling out and thrusting back in hard. He'd taken her literally, exactly what she wanted, and for the next minute he thrust into her slow but hard while she gave Ben the best, slow blowjob that she could.

Zach's strong hands were holding her hips, pulling her into him when he thrust, but then she felt one hand move, heard a squirt of lube, then felt his finger press up against her other hole. Zach held it there, applying pressure, and the thrusting did the work, each time he slid out of her Harriet's hips shifting back and letting his finger in a little more, until suddenly the resistance gave and she felt what she thought was his whole finger in her.

Lifting her head, Harriet turned to look over her shoulder and said, "Slower, gentler now," to Zach, moaning as Zach thrust into her again, before moving her head back down to Ben's cock.

The three of them stayed like that for a few minutes, all in various states of growing pleasure, and when Harriet started to feel that familiar feeling growing between her legs again she lifted her head and, with a smile, she said to Zach, "Can you pull out for a second?"

Zach obliged and Harriet moved forward to straddle Ben, positioning his cock between her legs and sliding down onto it, taking a few seconds to adjust to his slightly larger size, grinding a little to get comfortable. She rested her hands on his chest and smiled, then said, "Zach, you can join in. But use plenty of lube."

Looking over her shoulder she saw Zach kneel behind her, then felt the tip of his cock press against her ass, before the finger and the lube did its job and he slid in smoothly. She let out a gasp as he did, saying quietly, "Gently... be gentle..." then stayed still for the next minute, her eyes closed, getting used to both men inside her.

In Bali, in a similar position, Harriet had worked out a sort of rotating hip motion to make the most of this, and she started to slowly do that now, taking control of the pace, effectively fucking both men while they stayed relatively motionless. Zach had one hand on her hip, the other on her shoulder, and she felt him push her hair to the side and lean down to kiss her neck briefly, while Ben had one hand on her other hip and one hand holding her breast.

Harriet was in ecstasy. Her biggest fantasy since that night in Bali had been this, two men inside her at once, but she'd wondered since then whether it had been as good as she remembered, or whether she'd built it up in her memory, caught up in the wild abandon of that night.

She now knew, unequivocally, that it was that good... all the better for being her husband and her bull, not two random guys they'd hooked up with from a bar.

That thought had triggered something, the first low peak of her impending orgasm sending a shudder through her, and she started to speed up her rolling motion, but then Zach started to thrust slowly into her ass. She stopped her rolling and let him take control, and felt him reach both his strong arms around her, pulling her back against his chest, turning her head and kissing her mouth and cheek.

Zach taking control felt so hot, she felt another little wave roll through her, and then Zach said, "Let's try something."

She nodded and whispered, "Anything..." punctuated by another moan, so turned on she'd let either man do anything at that moment, and he lifted her, literally physically picked her up, his cock still in her ass, and holding her he lay back on the sofa, Harriet lying on her back against his chest.

She tried to turn her head to kiss him again, but the angles didn't quite work, and he thrust into her gently. It felt so carnal, lying on her back, cushioned by Zach's muscular chest, her legs wide apart, his cock in her ass, and with one of his arms wrapped around her, holding her arms, his other had slid down between her legs and was stroking her clitoris. Her cheeks reddened when she thought about the sheer eroticism of the view that Ben must have had.

Harriet was desperate for another cock inside her though, to really give her what she needed. Ben quickly obliged, rolling over and positioning himself between her legs before sliding back into her. She let out a cry of pleasure at the feel of his cock inside her again, and he leaned down to kiss her.

Now, Ben was setting the pace, while Zach was only thrusting gently in time into her. Harriet had never felt like this before, the feeling of being fucked so thoroughly by these two men, and as they all got closer Zach strengthened his hold on her, wrapping one strong hand around her wrists to pin them against her shoulder while the other roughly played with her nipples. After the night before, in this position, in heaven like this, she realised that she was theirs to do what they pleased with.

Ben's pace started to increase, and she could tell from his breathing that he was very close, and then she came, unavoidably, uncontrollably, crying out in pleasure again and again as both men thrust into her until Ben came as well, his body tensing and she felt, against her tensed vagina, his cock spasming inside her.

As Ben pulled out, Zach took control, pulling his cock out, lifting Harriet again effortlessly and rolling her so that she was on all fours, before he slid back into her ass again easily. She braced herself and he started to fuck her ass hard, chasing his own orgasm, which she felt crash through him a minute later, ending with him on top of her, kissing her neck, while Ben lay alongside, holding her hand and kissing her cheek, and she felt her cheeks redden as she looked at him, realising that Ben had just seen a side of her and Zach's sex life that had been private to them before, the way that she always let Zach chase his own orgasm, regardless.

A deeply, deeply intimate aspect of their marriage… now shared.


Chapter 6


It took her an age to recover, that fucking had been unreal. She felt utterly spent, the way it had gone, the way it had shifted so that she wasn't in control any more, the way both men had pleasured her so much, it was incredible.

When Zach pulled out, the three of them lay there laughing and kissing, stroking each other all over, Harriet in her favourite place between the two of them, getting both of their attention.

After half an hour recovering, lazily touching each other, kissing, she sat up slowly and said, "We never showered after the hot tub, did we?" Both men shook their heads. "Naughty us..." she continued. "The guest instruction book will be angry. How about we relocate?"

"Lead the way..." Zach replied.

"Give me a couple of minutes, I want to get it warm... nothing less romantic than a cold shower," Harriet joked, laughing.

She headed upstairs to the sight of both men grinning, and both men too satisfied, too content, to even realise that they were lying around next to each other naked any more.

***

Harriet went into the bathroom and set the shower running to get warm. The owners hadn't spared any expense in their bathroom fit out, and the shower was a large rainfall one with sand coloured tiling and plenty of room to stand. She tested the floor with her foot and was pleased that it was suitably non-slip... Harriet didn't want to end up being helicoptered to the emergency department of her own hospital being treated for a shower sex injury, not one bit.

She stepped into the warm water, careful not to run it too hot, and then she saw Zach and Ben come into the bathroom and pull open the shower door.

Pulling them both under the cascading water, Harriet kissed one, then the other, and soon their hands were all over each other, slippery with the water, touching and stroking, her holding both their cocks at various points, their hands all over her breasts and between her legs, a whole confusing, deeply pleasurable mess of touching everywhere.

This went on for a while, and then Harriet dropped slowly to her knees, the water soaking her hair and running down her face, and took Ben's cock in her mouth while with her hand she continued to stroke Zach's cock. Both men stood there under the warm water while she alternated, sucking Zach's cock next, then Ben's again, then Zach's, and she could tell that they were super aroused themselves.

She felt Zach's hand under her chin, gently pulling her face up to look at him, and then he pulled her to stand up and turned her around so that she was facing Ben. Harriet was confused, not sure what was about to happen, and Zach whispered, "Put your arms back around my neck and hold on."

Harriet nodded, unsure what was happening, and was rewarded by Zach putting his hands under her thighs and lifting her up, so that her back was to his chest, her legs parted, facing Ben. Ben smiled when he worked out what Zach was up to, and dropped to his knees to put his tongue between Harriet's legs.

She shuddered at his touch, completely unexpected, but suddenly so aroused again to be in this unusual, exposed position. The warm water falling down mixed with the touch of his tongue to add little sparks of pleasure where she didn't expect it, almost like a low-level vibrator at work, and as Zach lowered her legs down Ben took the weight on his shoulders, freeing up Zach's arms to hold her chest, touching her breasts and stroking her nipples, while he kissed her neck.

As a wave of pleasure rolled through her, Harriet realised Zach's game... she was basically pinned, her arms around his neck until he let her down otherwise she'd fall and hurt herself. Very clever, she thought, and as she shuddered again at the touch of Ben's tongue mixed with the water, incredibly hot... it seemed that Zach's kinky side was coming out to play.

Yet again that night, Harriet felt her orgasm rising, starting to roll through her, starting somewhere deep inside, but then Ben slowed right down, still between her legs, but just keeping her topped up, not pushing her orgasm over the edge. She kept on moaning and gasping, incredibly turned on, but he kept it slow, and then she felt Zach lift her legs again and Ben stand up.

"Bed?" asked Zach, monosyllabic and all the hotter for it. Harriet couldn't trust herself to speak, only nodding her agreement, and Zach carried her through to the bedroom.

Putting her down gently on the bed, Zach, who seemed to have taken charge for the moment, said, "Which one of us do you want to fuck you?"

She looked up at them startled, not used to Zach talking like that, and could only reply, "I don't care, just one of you. Please. Now." They looked at each other and nodded, and as Ben walked round to the foot of the bed Zach climbed on, kneeling next to her with his hard cock. He had a smile on his face and his requirements were clear.

Harriet looked up at him, her head spinning a little. For the second time that night it was spiralling out of control, but she was powerless to do anything to change that. Not that she couldn't. Of course, in an instant, she could say no and it would be done. Those were the rules and she knew with absolute certainty that both of her lovers would honour them.

But, and this wasn't how she usually did things, she didn't want to do that. She wanted to take Zach's cock in her mouth to please him, to be good for him, and she wanted Ben to fuck her to be good for him too. More than anything in the world. This was the threesome experience that she craved, something out of the ordinary, something that pushed the boundaries without going too far. So yes, she was powerless, but only because she wanted them so much at that moment.

She didn't waste another second, putting her lips around his cock and starting to give him the very best blowjob that she knew how. Harriet was rewarded after a minute or two by a spasm rocking through Zach, telling her that he was as close as she felt, and then Ben joined in, positioning himself between her legs and sliding in, before quickly leaning back and putting her legs on his shoulders.

Oh fuck, she thought, this is Bali all over again. I can't help but climax like this, and fast. She redoubled her efforts on Zach's cock, coating it in saliva and reaching to stroke behind his balls as she did, trying to get him off as expertly as possible. Then Ben started to really fuck her, hard, powerful thrusts, each one making her gasp and moan in delight. Her slow burning orgasm, so close when they'd held her in the shower, started to roll through her again, but Ben seemed to sense this and back off a bit. Somewhere in the back of her mind she gave thanks again to how Ben had been paying attention over their times together, but only for a second before she felt the orgasm starting to slowly, teasingly peak.

She didn’t know for how long she lay like that, being slowly fucked and with Zach’s cock in her mouth, though afterwards Zach told her it was at least ten minutes. All she knew was that she was right on the edge of her orgasm that whole time, shudders rolling through her, moans escaping her lips, her blowjob getting sloppy as she struggled to control herself.

And then, finally, Ben sped up ever so slightly, almost imperceptibly, just enough to push Harriet over the edge, her body shaking. Her moans must have triggered Zach’s own orgasm as he let out a loud moan and a spasm shook through him, just as Harriet moved her head to focus on crying out from the sheer pleasure coursing through her, and she felt his semen hit her cheek and hair, though she didn’t have the head space to even really register the fact as her long delayed, slow build orgasm was so all-encompassing.

She writhed under Ben’s steady, powerful thrusts, the orgasm rolling through her slowly, incoherent noises coming from her mouth, a series of peaks with very little troughs between, and just when she felt she couldn’t take any more Ben himself came inside her, hard she could tell, his cock feeling larger as he climaxed, Ben clearly having fought back his own orgasm to give her more.

As he pulled out, Harriet could finally catch her breath, lying there with her hands over her face, trying to make sense of what had just happened. It had been incredible. Truly incredible. She didn’t quite have the words to describe it, but all she could think was that it was the epitome of how this sort of fun was elevated to stratospheric levels by having Zach there, and how much less enjoyable that would have just been without him. Ben and Zach, particularly Ben, had made physical pleasure insanely good, but Zach being her husband and, if she was being honest with herself, Ben being her bull, made it all something more.

She lay there long enough that Zach leaned over and asked, with a gentle hand on her shoulder, “Are you ok?”

Harriet nodded, sitting up, and smiled. “I’m fine, that was just something else.” She paused. “Both of you, we’ve got to call it a day at that. I can’t take any more.” Then, with a quieter voice, almost to herself, she continued, “It was so, so, so fucking good. My god,” and then she lay back down and covered her face again, not trusting herself to stand up yet.

When she looked again, Zach was lying next to her and she moved over to cuddle him, enjoying his comforting presence after all of the insanity. He simply held her, stroking her hair, before Ben joined them behind her and started to gently caress her too.

Finally she said, "Thank you, both of you. That was incredible." She shook her head and laughed. "Absolutely incredible. You make a good team."

Ben grinned as he kissed her shoulder. "We all make a good team."

"True... very true."

After a while of lying together like that, Ben said, "I'll head downstairs in a minute... you'll be wanting to do your reclaiming."

Harriet looked at Zach who nodded, words passing between them silently. She turned to look at Ben. "No chance... you're staying over with us tonight." She paused. "If you want to, of course. We can do our reclaiming when we get home and, to be frank, I'm done for the night." She grinned. "Here's some bragging rights... you've fucked me into submission!"

Both men laughed at that. "Bragging rights among just us I reckon..." joked Zach.

"Seriously though, that was amazing... thank you both so, so much."

Zach looked around at the damp sheets in their ‘communal’ bedroom. “What do you say Ben comes to sleep in our bed… you know, the dry one?”

Harriet looked at Zach, then at Ben. “Perfect.”


Chapter 7


Harriet woke early, at least early by the standards of their weekend away… meaning that while the sun was long since up, it was still recognisably breakfast time rather than lunchtime.

She had a moment of disorientation, just as she always did waking up in a strange bed in a strange house, but it soon gave way to a feeling of warmth and comfort as she saw her husband, Zach, the man she loved more than anything, lying next to her, and felt her bull Ben’s leg entwined between hers.

Both men were still asleep, and she realised with a smile that across the three nights she’d worn them out… one of those weekends where they all needed a weekend to recover from it.

Harriet didn’t move, not for a while… didn’t feel the need to. It all felt so perfect, so right, she didn’t want to spoil it.

Instead her mind drifted back to the night before, the insanely good threesome to cap an insanely good weekend of experimentation between them all… she wondered whether it would be one of those epochal moments in her life, one of those times when both her and Zach started to truly understand each other’s sexuality and what it meant to them both. Or, maybe, that epochal moment had happened weeks ago, back when her and Zach had started their experimenting, or maybe even before then… maybe at the start, when Zach had shared his dream.

Who knew? She’d know in time, and that would be enough, and maybe she’d come to realise that it was this whole period, this whole mad few months that had transformed the both of them.

No. Not transformed.

Freed.

Freed them to both be who they naturally needed to be.

Ben was great. But Zach was better, and watching him sleep she smiled to herself again, thinking for the thousandth time that weekend just how lucky she was to have him, and just how desperately, deeply in love with her husband she was.

***

Harriet was just finishing making pancakes when Ben came downstairs, bleary eyed and, she laughed to see, completely and utterly naked.

“Morning my handsome bull,” she teased. “Forget something?”

He grinned ruefully. “Somebody wouldn’t let me upstairs without taking my clothes off first…”

She walked over and grinned back. “Oops.” She took a moment to very obviously look him up and down, then leaned closer to kiss him playfully. “You’d best go get some clothes on before you give me ideas… and I can’t give you breakfast naked, can I?”

Harriet could see his mind racing as he dealt with the conflict between his desire for something to happen, and his desire for breakfast. She smiled to herself as he finally walked off to his room… men are always ruled by either their cocks or their stomachs, she thought, and at this time of day it was no surprise that the stomach won.

“Morning my beautiful hotwife.” She turned to see Zach at the bottom of the stairs, clothed… but of course he had had the advantage of sleeping where his clothes were last night.

“Morning my handsome husband,” she replied, letting out a little exclamation of delight when he walked over, smiling, and lifted her in his arms. The kiss that followed was perfect… tender, gentle, loving.

“I love you so much,” he whispered, his forehead leaning against hers.

“I love you so much too,” Harriet whispered back. “But…” She glanced over at the stove. “I don’t want to burn the last batch of pancakes.”

He grinned and, as she turned away, chased her with a playful slap on her butt before following her and sitting at a stool at the kitchen island. “Can I help?” he asked.

“No, I’m all good.” She saw Ben come back out of his room, clothed again. “Ah, just in time, grab a seat too.”

She laid out three plates and some cutlery. “Thanks, these look great,” Ben said.

“Harriet’s a feeder,” Zach replied. “And very good at it.”

“Well I need to keep my husband and my bull strong, don’t I?” She paused and grinned again. “Otherwise what use are either of you to me?”

“I knew it,” joked Ben. “She just wants us for our bodies…”

Zach shook his head. “I feel so used…”

They made small talk as they ate, enjoying the last of their time in the holiday house… they had to be out by midday but Harriet figured they had a bit of leeway.

“I’m going to ask the question…” Zach said eventually. “This weekend… what are we taking from it?”

“Ever the management consultant…” Harriet said it with a grin.

“It’s funny,” Ben said after a few moments of silence. “But I started this weekend thinking that we’d find something, some way of doing things that was way better than all the others. Something transformative.”

“And…” Harriet asked.

“And… we did.” He laughed. “It turned out to be all of them…”

“Yeah, it did,” agreed Zach. “I think we can tweak them all a bit, but they were all great. And, of course, what we normally do… that’s still great too.”

“Yeah, we mustn’t forget that,” Harriet replied. “Look, I think we should all settle down to talk about it properly once the dust has settled, in a few weeks’ time. But for now… I think what we’ve discovered is it all works.” She picked up her coffee mug and took a sip. “I don’t think friends with benefits plus quite captures it though.”

“It doesn’t?” Ben asked.

“No… it’s more nuanced than that, and also more fluid. I don’t think we need a label. I think it’s what works for all three of us at any one time, sometimes Ben you’re going to want to see someone else for a bit, sometimes Zach and I will want time to ourselves or to experiment with another person… sometimes even it might be you and I Ben, with Zach’s agreement… sometimes we might want to all broaden our horizons a bit, or repeat some of this weekend in different flavours… it’s all up for grabs.”

“I guess that’s what so liberating and so fun about this?” Zach asked.

“Exactly.” She raised her coffee mug. “To freedom and no labels…”

Both men chuckled as they raised their own mugs and echoed her. “Freedom and no labels…”

Harriet smiled at Zach and Ben. She felt so lucky, so content… and she knew, with absolute certainty, that she never wanted this arrangement to end.


Want More?
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Experimenting

This was just the last episode in the Experimenting Season 1, and you can read Season 2 right now as either a Single Boxset or the full series of novellas (the boxset is usually better value). Here's the start of Season 2 Episode 1 to whet your appetite:

Zach glanced over to the door again, telling himself to be patient… good things come to those who wait after all.

He forced himself to listen in to the conversation around the table, his and Harriet’s friends talking about the pros and cons of moving out to one of the beaches… Zach nodding his agreement at the right moments, making the right noises about commuting times, but his heart wasn’t in it.

His mind was elsewhere as he glanced down at his phone. Nothing. No updates yet. Just the messages from a few minutes before on their group chat with Ben… Harriet the instigator:

My bull is looking particularly magnificent tonight x

Zach couldn’t really vouch for that, but Harriet liked to have fun with the terminology… bull, hotwife, not so much cuck, Zach hadn’t been so keen on that, but either way she enjoyed the fun side of their arrangement.

Then Ben playing the game:

Your hotwife is looking pretty good herself, Zach… particularly in those jeans.

Now that Zach really could vouch for… Harriet was looking stunning tonight, tight white jeans paired with high heels and a black top. The fact that another man was saying that about his wife, well… he’d long since given up on being precious about that, loving the thrill of knowing that Harriet was lusted after, would come back to him later to be reclaimed.

And then Harriet, of course, inevitably, escalating it:

Outside. Two minutes x

She’d sent that and stood up immediately, leaning over to kiss Zach and whisper, “You sure you’re ok with this?”

He’d smiled and whispered back, “You know I am. Remember… picture.”

“You’ve got it… and then we’ve got so much reclaiming to do later.” She’d kissed Zach again. “I love you so, so much…” and then she’d headed for the door, Ben getting up from his table and doing the same.

And now… Zach was waiting. For a picture. For an invite to come outside too. For Harriet to return. Or maybe some combination of all three? And he had to force himself to make small talk while he tried to keep a close eye on both the door and his phone… distracted didn’t even begin to describe it.

What were they up to? He was dying to know… this was Harriet’s last chance to get intimate with her bull for the next month as he’d be away travelling with work, and she’d promised him a surprise to make it all worthwhile because, well, setting up that evening had been tricky…

First, Ben had to persuade his mates to choose where they were going to go out that Saturday night in advance… not easy with a bunch of guys in their mid-twenties used to their weekends evolving somewhat organically.

Then, Harriet and Zach had to persuade their friends to go to the same place without explaining why… their arrangement with Ben was several months old now and going strong, but it was very much private, all three well aware that if they went public there was no closing the door on that particular Pandora’s Box.

And then the final complexity… the woman that Ben had been seeing in recent weeks casually, or at least casually as he described it, was turning up later with some of her friends, the reason why the three of them couldn’t just meet back at Harriet and Zach’s place at the end of the night, and the reason why Harriet had moved things along so fast… Zach had detected a hint of jealousy from Harriet, amusingly, and he knew that she wanted Ben to have had his own surprise before his new woman turned up.

So… Zach was waiting and highly distracted.

Finally, a message pinged up on his phone… a short video. He slid the phone under the table, out of sight of his friends, and opened it.

Harriet in a darkened side alley, he thought not far from the bar, looking at the camera.

Well, not just at… more like looking up at.

Because she was on her knees, the camera held up above.

She was smiling, he could see it in her eyes and around the edge of her mouth, but mainly in her eyes… eyes bright with arousal, a look so familiar to Zach by now.

But it was her lips… my God, thought Zach, his breath catching, his heart racing… because her lips were wrapped around Ben’s hard cock and as the video played she closed her eyes, moving her head forward to take more of Ben’s length in her mouth, and Zach could almost feel what Ben would be feeling, she’d done that so many times with him before.

Zach shifted position a little, conscious that he was getting incredibly turned on at the sight, just as he always did… not fifty yards from where he was sat his wife, Harriet, was sucking her magnificent bull’s rock hard cock and Zach was sat there, helpless to do anything about it.

He loved it.

Forcing himself back to the conversation, his mind very much elsewhere, he kept an eye on the time.

Ten minutes had passed since the video. They were taking their time.

A group of three attractive women had joined Ben’s mates and Zach wondered whether one of them was Ben’s new casual flame… good luck to them explaining where he’d got to.

And then Harriet came back into the bar, unable to hide her grin, looking ever so slightly dishevelled and flushed, the knees of her white jeans a little dirty from kneeling in the alleyway, but only because Zach was watching her closely and knew what she’d been up to.

He returned her grin as she sat back down next to him and then, once everyone else at the table was back focused on their conversation, she looked at Zach and ostentatiously licked her lips before taking a sip of her wine. Jesus, he thought, she’s just swallowed his cum, hasn’t she? He felt his breath catch again… he loved her so much, loved her all the more for this extra dimension to their relationship that they’d found.

Zach leaned close. “Enjoy it?” he whispered, quiet enough that only she’d hear.

“I reminded him of my merits….” Harriet replied, smiling. She glanced over to Ben’s table. “You think that’s her?”

Zach shrugged. “Could be. I mean, probably…”

“She’s cute.” Harriet leaned in close and whispered right into Zach’s ear. “But she doesn’t matter. You do. When we get home later I’m going to need the man I love to absolutely… fuck… my…” She bit his earlobe gently. “…brains out.” She leaned back. “You can do that for me?”

Zach laughed. “I think that can be arranged…”

Reclaiming Harriet afterwards was the best part, after all.

Reading it is just a few clicks away: Experimenting Season 2
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Beyond The Game

The most powerful woman in the room has never knelt for anyone. Until tonight. 


Caitlin doesn't submit. Not to demanding clients, obstinate CFOs, or anyone who dares challenge her authority. She's built her entire identity on being the one in control... at work, in relationships, in every aspect of her life. At twenty-eight she's already a legend of the Houston consulting scene: the consultant everyone wants on their team, the woman who makes things happen through sheer force of will.


Helena is supposed to be invisible. She's younger, Caitlin's junior, only on temporary assignment to the Houston office from Sao Paolo for a few weeks. But when their team celebrates a major victory, Helena sees what everyone else misses: the cracks in Caitlin's armour, the hunger for something that Caitlin doesn't even know the name for, the desperate need to stop controlling everything.


"Would you like to learn what it feels like to let go?"


One question. One game. One Friday night that spirals from playful commands in a Houston bar to bound wrists in Caitlin's bedroom, where Helena introduces her to pleasures she never knew she craved, and that turns the days that follow into a week that will transform Caitlin's entire life.


Some women are meant to command. The right woman can teach them how to obey.

All three of these steamy, lesbian power exchange novellas are available in a single box-set: Beyond The Game (The Caitlin Collection)

***

Coming Into The Light

Lesbian romance? Check. High heat level? Check. Love triangle spread across continents? Check and check.


Amy fooled around a little at university, of course she did... who doesn't experiment, after all? But now, in her late twenties, living with her boyfriend, most of her friends' thoughts turning to getting married and settling down, those days are far behind her.


Well, at least she thought they were.


When her colleague and kind-of-boss Sarah helps her out with her career it sets in motion of a chain of events that opens the door to long buried emotions... and when she then meets Luisa Amy finds herself with a dilemma, her heart torn between these two amazing women that have come crashing into her life from nowhere and her boyfriend, James.


Discover this spicy lesbian love triangle romance, and join Amy on her journey to rediscover herself as she Comes Into The Light. 

Alongside the main novels in the series, companion novels tell the stories of other women in the same world… characters who cross paths with the main trio and have their own journeys to take. Starting with Her Miss Perfect.

***

Experimenting

Harriet and Zach have everything… a happy marriage, a life together in Sydney, a love that runs deep and strong.

But when Zach has a dream one night, a dream about Harriet with another man, it unleashes desires that neither of them knew they had, making them both ask the question about whether they have the courage to share their deepest selves with the person they love most.

Through encounters with other people and adventures beyond their wildest dreams, they learn that jealousy and desire can coexist, that trust can strengthen their relationship, and that love grows stronger when tested.

A high heat series about hotwives, bulls and polyamory, with Seasons 1 and 2 available now:

Complete Season 1

Complete Season 2

(if you are particularly interested in lesbian high heat romance, you may want to take a look at book 2 of season 2 in particular: Surprising)


About the author


What happens when you push a character past what they thought were their limits? What do they discover about themselves? What lines will they cross?

Camilla's shorts built a devoted following of readers who found answers to those questions: over half a million individual reads, averaging more than 15k reads per story and ratings of 4.8+/5 for her three most popular series of shorts.

Now she writes novels and novellas that let her show what comes next. The full transformation, not just the spark. Relationships that go deep. Tension that builds to something worth the wait. Characters who don't just glimpse who they could be... they become it.

Whether expanding popular series or exploring fresh ground, every story is designed to deliver.
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