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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 Playing, 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 Embracing 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, having discovered that their willingness to share the most intimate aspects of themselves had created an unshakeable bond and opened the door to whatever adventures their imaginations might conjure next...


Prologue

Harriet dried the sweat from her forehead with a towel as she climbed off the rowing machine, two thousand metres at a fast pace leaving her breathless but happy. She loved this point in the day, the crews all long gone after training, including the men’s first eight that she coxed, just her in the peace and quiet of the boathouse, the river just outside. It was her happy place in the hectic life of a third-year medical student.

Except today she wasn’t alone.

As her eyes grew accustomed to the gloom she made out three tall, well-built figures stood near the doors, casually arrayed but obviously waiting for her. As if on cue they all stepped forward into the light and she recognised them as three of her crew… David, James and Brad. The power unit of her team, the strongest, fittest rowers, they made Harriet seem tiny in comparison despite her own 5’9 frame.

“Harriet,” called out David. “We need to talk to you.”

As she slowly walked towards them she could see that all three were wearing their rowing lycra, tight against their impressive physiques, not leaving much if anything to the imagination. As the season had progressed she’d found herself looking at them more and more, thinking about what was beneath their lycra, about what it would be like to be with them, but she’d always kept a distance and avoided temptation.

So far.

“You’ve been working us hard,” continued James with his irrepressibly charming grin. “Telling us what to do. We thought it might be our turn.”

“I don’t understand?” replied Harriet, stopping a few metres from them.

“We’ve seen you looking at us,” replied Brad, his Californian accent coming through strong, delivered with the confidence that went with his astonishing physique and West Coast good looks. “When you thought we weren’t looking.”

“Very funny,” Harriet said with an attempt at a laugh as she tried to conceal her excitement, aware that her cheeks were flushed and her heart was racing. “But…”

“But nothing. Take off your kit, everything,” interrupted James, still with that irrepressible grin.

Harriet paused for a moment and then obeyed without question, standing in front of them, hands trembling in excitement rather than fear as she stripped naked for them, her clothes and shoes in a pile on the floor by her feet.

The three men looked at her appreciatively. “Hold out your hands,” commanded David, stooping to pick up her lycra shorts. “Cross your wrists.”

Harriet did as she was told, and before she could change her mind David wrapped her wrists in the lycra, tying them tight.

"Now come over here.”

They led her to where an oar rack on a pulley hung down from the ceiling and, lowering it, James hooked the lycra bind on to the rack before David raised it again so that Harriet’s bound wrists were above her head, her naked body totally exposed to the three men, Harriet utterly helpless in front of them.

She felt a rush of excitement so intense it was almost overwhelming. This was it… the fantasy she’d replayed a thousand times, being completely helpless and exposed in front of these three specimens of male strength that she’d so secretly, so illicitly desired.

“You’ve been wanting this, haven’t you?” David observed with a smile as his fingers lightly grazed her ribcage, sending a little shiver of pleasure through her. “All those training sessions, to be told rather than to tell?”

The realisation that they'd seen through her, that they'd known about her secret desires all along, made an intense situation even more so. She wasn't just helpless… she was helpless because she wanted to be, because they were giving her exactly what she'd been too afraid to ask for.

The physical helplessness was overwhelming. She couldn't lower her arms, couldn't step away, couldn't do anything but stand there as they circled her, their arousal obvious through their tight rowing kit. The lycra binding her wrists was strong but soft, holding her securely without cutting into her skin.

"Please," she heard herself whisper, desperate for them not to stop.

Brad smiled and dropped to his knees in front of Harriet, putting his hands on her hips and burying his tongue between her legs. She let out a loud moan of pleasure which was cut off half way through by David’s mouth against hers, kissing her hard, while she felt James press up behind her, and he must have stripped while she couldn’t see him as she could feel his big, hard cock pressed up against her ass while his hands reached round to hold her breasts and his lips found her neck.

Harriet was helpless and in heaven… sensory overload from being pleasured in so many ways at once, all while being so utterly helpless.

Brad's tongue pulled away, and Harriet’s groan of frustration was soon replaced by a cry of pleasure as instead Brad stripped off his own kit, lifted her legs, wrapped them around him, and slid his hard, heavy cock into her, every inch as big as her friend Emma had claimed, his hands gripping on to her upper thighs to support her.

James behind her had dropped to his knees and she felt his tongue start to lick her other place, gently probing inside her too, while David had stepped to the side and kept on kissing her mouth while his hand roughly held her hair. She was totally at their mercy as Brad thrust into her and loving every single second of it, her body completely open to whatever they wanted to do with her.

Her orgasm was building to impossible heights, the combination of the attentions of the three men and the knowledge that she was being physically restrained for their pleasure as much as her own pushing her towards an orgasm that promised to put every other orgasm she’d ever had in the shade.

"That's it," Brad encouraged, his grip on her thighs tightening. "Take everything we're giving you. Show us how much you love being our toy."

James stood up behind her and she felt his hard length push against her other place, wet now from his tongue which, she realised with a shock of arousal, had been preparing her to take him, and suddenly he was inside her too, not too hard but not too softly either, and she felt full, so incredibly full. So taken, an indescribable feeling, her wrists bound still above her head, double penetrated... so wanton.

She was right on the edge, seconds away from the most intense climax she'd ever experienced...

The unexpected sound of the front door of her Sydney apartment closing made her snap her eyes open and pull her hand away quickly from between her legs, her heart hammering against her rib cage, her breathing ragged and fast.

“Fuck…” she whispered in frustration as she wiped her fingers on the sheets, her whole body humming with the massive orgasm that had been moments away, every inch of her demanding that climax to her fantasy.

She pulled her pyjama shorts back up and pretended to just be waking up as her husband Zach came into the bedroom. Thank God I shut the bedroom door when he left, she thought.

"Sorry," he whispered. "Forgot my security pass. Didn't mean to wake you." He looked at her and she smiled back, then he came over. "You look flushed, do you feel ok?" he asked, putting his hand to her forehead.

"Hmm... just tired is all. I stayed after my shift last night. There was a patient that needed more handover than usual."

Zach leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. "I'm so proud of you... get some more sleep, I love you. You're still ok for lunch later?"

"Yes, definitely... love you too," she replied, and then she was alone again in their silent apartment.

Harriet rolled on to her back and stared at the ceiling, her body too wired to let her get the sleep she so badly needed after her overnight shift, her mind too distracted from Zach’s interruption to let her finish what she’d started. She was caught in no-man’s-land, and there was nothing to do but lie there and, at least, try to rest.

That fantasy... wow. She'd not had it for years, an old favourite from her student days back when her and Zach had settled into a long-distance relationship and her mind had been a mess of desires and temptations, though she’d never strayed, not once.

Now all the old and not so old fantasies were flooding back, they had been ever since her and Zach had started experimenting, him watching while first she slept with Ben, and then a few weeks later in Bali while she had a threesome with Grant and Tom, incredible nights that had come to define what their marriage was becoming.

It was as if the experiments had been the key that unlocked a vault in her mind, opening a world of possibilities that had felt like distant fantasies before… at least with some of the themes she fantasised about if not the details. Take the fantasy with the dominant rowers... over the years it would have been one at a time but now, having experienced double penetration from Grant and Tom, she was hooked, it was a part of her fantasy that was new but improved it.

She was a mess, but a happy mess. And she knew, without a doubt, that there was an opportunity that came from the experimenting that her and Zach were doing... the opportunity to realise as many of these fantasies as she wanted and Zach would be happy with.

Which, she figured as her hand slipped back between her legs and she let out a soft gasp as her fingers started to play again, knowing Zach like she did, would be most of them.


Chapter 1

“Wait, one second.” Harriet came to a sudden halt outside the closed storefront next door to the restaurant where they were due to meet Ben. She looked at her reflection in the glass window. “You promise I look ok?”

Zach turned and stood facing her. “For the hundredth time,” he said patiently, “you look more than ok… you look stunning.” He paused and looked her up and down, she knew just for effect but she appreciated it all the more because he was making the effort to calm her considerable nerves.

“I’m not overdressed?” She’d chosen a long, black halter neck dress for dinner, elegant but with a slit down one side that showed plenty of leg if she wanted to, black high heels to match. Her long, dark blonde hair was worn down and she wore matching gold necklace, earring and bracelets… she’d gone all out in a way that she hadn’t for years, really wanting to make an effort for Ben.

Zach grinned. “You could never be overdressed looking like that… you look absolutely incredible.” He leaned in and kissed her.

“It’s just… I’m nervous. I really don’t want to screw this up.”

“Our first date as a couple,” he teased. “Tell yourself this, if it goes awfully then it’s still gone well because we go home together at the end of the night, right?” He paused. “Nerves are natural but it’s all going to be fine.”

Harriet took a deep breath, reassured as much as anything by how calm Zach seemed. He always seemed calm about this experimentation they were doing, even though inside he must have had some conflicts, some doubts. Harriet certainly did, although more than compensated for by quite how much she was enjoying this new hotwife lifestyle, far more than she’d ever expected.

She looked at Zach, remembering how much she loved him and how physically attracted she was to him… and tonight he looked good, really good, jacket and smart trousers, open neck shirt underneath, and if the night didn’t go well then having him to climb into bed with when they got home was a pretty good Plan B.

“Ok,” she said, taking Zach’s hand. “One more question, do I keep my wedding and engagement rings on or off this time?”

“On for now, off if things go their usual direction?”

“Deal… I love you, remember that.” She leaned into whisper. "I kind of fancy you too..."

He smiled and gave her hand a squeeze. “I love you too… but let’s go inside, we’re fifteen minutes late already and I’d hate for him to think we’ve stood him up!”

***

Ben was already at their table and when he saw Harriet and Zach being shown over he stood with a broad grin, shaking Zach’s hand and giving Harriet a friendly hug and a peck on the cheek.

“Wow,” he said to Harriet. “You look stunning…”

She couldn’t help blushing at the compliment, glancing at Zach and relieved to see him smiling back.

“You don’t look so bad yourself,” she replied and was pleased to see Ben react too… she almost forgot when they were apart, but every time she'd seen him there had been an insane physical attraction, not to mention strong chemistry, between them. Zach had commented several times that that was one of the factors that made it so good for him to watch them together, and that night looked like it was no different, nerves or no nerves.

Ben really did scrub up nicely… she’d seen him relatively smartly dressed once before, on the night when she’d met him and Zach had watched while she got overly friendly with Ben next to the dancefloor of a late night bar, but since then it had always been casual clothes. A jacket and shirt suited him well though, his muscular swimmer's frame filling them out nicely.

The restaurant was reassuringly expensive, perfect for this sort of evening, and as Harriet looked around she appreciated the subtle pastel hues of the decor, the white tablecloths, the lighting that meant it felt like the three of them were in a little world of their own even as the buzz of conversation from other tables washed around them, and the waiting staff who were invisible except when they were needed. It was a restaurant where discretion was assumed.

Their table was off to one side, circular with the three of them evenly spaced around it, ideal for the sort of three-way conversation that she anticipated… this wasn’t an evening of her and Zach seeing Ben, this was an evening of all three of them seeing each other, that was the mindset she wanted to have, Ben’s opinion holding equal weight with hers and with Zach’s.

They made small talk as they looked at the menus and ordered, Zach and Harriet talking about their morning bike ride with Ben showing interest in joining them some time in future, Ben talking about his open water swim that day, minor topics but with an undercurrent of something bigger that they were all skirting around.

It wasn't until the main course was cleared away, comfortably on to their second bottle of wine, that Ben brought it up. He looked at them both, smiling but Harriet sensed an edge of uncertainty to his expression, and said, "If you don't mind me asking... this all seems a bit more formal than our usual encounters. So far it's been a message saying 'you free later' and then, well... you know what happens. What gives?"

Harriet glanced at Zach who smiled. "You're saying we can't go out to a nice meal in a romantic restaurant, just the three of us?" he joked.

Ben grinned. "Usually in my dating experience there'd only be two at the meal..."

"It was my idea," interjected Harriet. "I thought... kind of awkward to say, but I guess... we've seen you a few times now since our holiday and, well, we thought it would be good to get to know you better."

"Get to know me better?" Ben paused. "I like that, I'd like to get to know you guys better too. But we could do that over a drink somewhere." He looked at Harriet, then Zach, then back to Harriet. "Last time I dated a woman, we went out for a dinner like this, right before things got serious... are we getting serious? Is that what you want to talk about?"

Harriet and Zach exchanged looks, both waiting for the other to talk. Finally they both laughed, and Harriet went first, "You've got us... I figured maybe once we're all a bit drunker we could discuss. But yeah, I guess as well as getting to know you better, it's not so much about being serious but..." She trailed off, struggling to form the right words.

Zach stepped in. "This is our first time doing something like... well, like what you've been doing with Harriet. We don't really know what we're doing other than it's something we like... and it feels to us like we got lucky meeting you, but we don't want to mess you around..."

"...And so we wanted to talk to you about it," continued Harriet. "Because we'd all agreed it's casual, but we don't really know what casual looks like with this sort of arrangement... because it feels, at least to me, like it's got potential to be something quite long term." She paused, searching again for the right words. "Casual, but a little more than casual."

Ben grinned. "Friends with benefits, but more like friends with benefits plus?"

Both Harriet and Zach nodded. "Yeah," replied Zach. "Although I don't even know what the plus would mean! But yeah... because casual we think is important, we wouldn't want you to feel like you couldn't pursue other relationships. But then what makes it all the better, at least for me, is seeing the good connection between you and Harriet." He lowered his voice and leaned forward. "Not just physical, but emotional."

"You want there to be an emotional connection?" Ben replied, eyebrows raised sceptically.

Harriet nodded. "Yes, within limits. Unless I've misread you, I think we've got potential for that?"

Ben was silent for a few moments. "We do, definitely. But... can I be honest with you both?"

"Of course," both Harriet and Zach replied, making all three smile.

"I'm not a marriage wrecker. I worry that if you and I," he gestured at Harriet at this point, "develop feelings, no offence Zach but that could be difficult. I'm not that guy."

Zach was nodding. "I appreciate your candour. Look, I think your friends with benefits plus phrase is a great way for us to think about this. Much more succinct than anything Harriet or I have come up with. If we aim for you to have that sort of good friends connection with both Harriet and me, and then the added bonus is you and Harriet doing... what we've been doing, that sounds pretty perfect?"

He was looking at Harriet as he asked the question, and she saw that Ben was looking at her too. She took a moment to think... 'friends with benefits plus'. A bit clunky as a catchphrase, but the more she thought about it the more she liked it. The idea of sleeping with Ben not only as a nice, good looking guy, but as someone that was genuinely a friend… it worked.

“It works for me. I think emphasis on friends… we’d talked before about this being casual, not exclusive, it needs to be that way. We can’t stop you meeting someone, that would be wrong.”

Ben laughed. “Don’t worry about me… I ended a three year relationship a few weeks before meeting you guys. I’m on a break from anything serious for a while.” He paused, a serious look suddenly on his face but a sparkle in his eye. “Wait a minute… it’s you guys want casual, not me.” He shook his head in mock horror. “Don’t tell me there’s been other bulls…?”

Harriet felt her cheeks going red while Zach was trying to hide a grin. “I’m a classy lady,” she replied. “How dare you…” Her own grin suggested something other than offence. “Anyway, I’ll bet good money you’ve found yourself some other hotwives too…”

Ben shrugged. “Not hotwives…”

The three of them looked at each other, all smiling, and Zach said, “Do we share what we’ve all been up to? Or keep it secret?”

“I… don’t know,” replied Ben. “Not a situation I’ve ever had before.” He shrugged. “What do you guys think?”

Harriet thought for a moment. “I think yes, but high level. For two reasons… one, friends with benefits plus probably means we should trust each other with that sort of thing. And two, I don’t know about you Ben but if we keep on doing what we’ve been doing then I would want to know how… active you are, for want of a better word.” That second point was important to her… if Ben was out there shagging anything that moved then maybe she would need to rethink what was going on.

Both men nodded their agreement. “So… I’ll go first,” said Ben. “One other woman since I met you. After my mate’s girlfriend’s birthday party.” He paused and smiled. “Turned out not all of her friends were bad…”

“After you and I had… you know, the first time?” asked Harriet.

“Yeah… I figured it was a one off, and the girl I met was nice. We went for a drink a few times, but nothing long term came of it.”

“That’s fair I suppose…” Harriet in truth felt a little jealous, knowing that after her first hotwife experience her new bull had ended up with someone else. But, she realised, an unfair jealousy, or at least unreasonable, because while Ben was doing that her and Zach had been having fantastic reclaiming sex.

Zach smiled. “You had a good night that night…”

Harriet was pleased to see that Ben didn’t take Zach’s bait, definitely a point in his favour.

“How about you guys?” Ben asked.

Harriet looked at Zach who nodded his agreement, then looked at Ben. “A threesome. In Bali. Me and two other guys.”

Ben had been taking a drink of wine as she spoke and nearly spat it out in surprise. “A… threesome?” he whispered. “Wow… I did not expect that.”

Harriet felt herself blushing again. “Well… now you know.”

“Now I do. I appreciate your honesty.” Ben shook his head. “You do that often?"

"First time."

"We should… talk about whether you’d ever want a repeat.”

Harriet simply smiled. “Another time." She paused and clarified, "We can talk about that another time, I mean.” She took a sip of her own wine, trying to steady herself... she could feel she was getting a little flustered by all this talk. “So… it’s all out in the open and I’m glad to hear none of us are being too promiscuous.” She raised her glass. “To friends with benefits plus…”

The two men raised their glasses too and joined her toast.

Zach summed it up best. “I feel like this is going to be fun.”


Chapter 2

The three of them went on to a bar nearby for a drink after dinner, an upmarket place with table service and jazz in the background. "If we've all got dressed up we might as well make the most of it," was Harriet's rationale when they'd been working out where to go.

When their drinks had arrived, cocktail for Harriet and beers for the two men, she looked at them both, sat much closer than in the restaurant at a more intimate table.

"There's something else I want to talk to you both about," she said, noticing Zach's slight surprise... she'd not forewarned him about this particular topic, wanting to make this a genuine conversation rather than something that they sprung on Ben.

"Ok..." replied Ben, who looked at Zach. "Should I be alarmed?"

Zach grinned and shrugged. "I don't know what this is about... Harriet likes to play games sometimes. Keeps me on my toes."

Ben nodded and grinned back. "Noted." He turned to Harriet. "What's on your mind?"

Harriet took a deep breath. "Well... now that we've settled on our friends with benefits plus thing... there's another question we should try and answer. A philosophical question." She tried to suppress a smile as she said that, enjoying the looks of complete confusion on Zach and Ben's faces.

"Right..." replied Zach.

"I've been reading up on the whole hotwife and bull thing..." Harriet couldn't help herself with the terminology. That first night with Ben she'd mentioned it, and since then she'd used it at every opportunity she had... there was something so incredibly sexy and erotic about describing Ben, and also Grant and Tom from the Bali threesome, as her bulls, her strong, virile lovers. She had a type, tall, well built, handsome, precisely what Zach was in fact, and she absolutely loved talking about these bulls who could challenge him, and knew that that sort of talk turned him on a great deal as well.

"Not again!" muttered Zach in fake bemusement.

"Quiet you... I'm talking to my bull." Zach's grin told her she hadn't gone too far. "So anyway, both of you need to be in on this. There are different flavours of how this can work, a whole range of things, and we've kind of settled into a default where we do things a certain way. We've got a routine now, right?"

Ben was nodding. "I guess so, seems to work though?"

Zach nodded his agreement. "Yeah, I think so too." He looked at Harriet. "What are you thinking?"

She took a deep breath again. Here goes nothing, she thought... "What if... we had a weekend where we tried out different flavours... kind of like trying on different clothes at a shop? To help us work out what we wanted to do as a three in future?"

Both men sat there in silence, and she thought to herself that she'd blown it, she'd gone too far. After enough time had lapsed she said, "One of you answer me, at least. Don't be shy!"

It was Zach who cracked first. "I'm... keen, I think. So kind of like a situation where we try some things out, all agree that if they're a disaster we never speak of them again, but if they're great then great?"

Harriet nodded. "Yes, exactly. Ben, what do you think?"

Ben started laughing. "You had me at 'What if'! Yeah, I'm game... what things though?"

"Ok... so I've got three scenarios, so we'd need three nights. Probably somewhere neutral rather than our place or yours. The first is trying the stag and vixen set up."

"Which is...?" Zach asked. "Ben and I haven't been doing our homework like you have."

"A stag and vixen set up still has a bull, but the stag... that's you Zach... is involved in deciding what the vixen... that's me... and the bull do. So essentially, Zach, we'd be doing what you told us to do while you watch."

"You love the terminology, don't you?" he replied with a smile.

Harriet couldn't help grinning. "And you don't?"

"You've got me..." Zach replied. "So the other two?"

"Next, the opposite end of the spectrum, the dominant bull." She felt herself getting flushed as she talked about it, something about the thought of being ravaged by a dominant, powerful man tapped into some of her deepest and oldest fantasies, not that she was going to admit to that just yet. "So in that scenario, Zach, you watch and that's it. The bull is in charge, he's dominant and I'm, well..." She paused, her mouth going dry at the enticing prospect. "I'm submissive to him."

Harriet looked between Zach and Ben, and both were watching her, slowly nodding. She could see that both liked the idea, the way that Ben had a little smile playing around the corners of his mouth, the way that Zach was trying to play it cool but needing to shift his position.

"That... I think that could be good," Ben finally said before he looked at Zach. "You'd be ok with that?"

"As a one off to try it out... yes. But we'd need some boundaries, like a safe word or something. Just in case. I guess it would be a one off experiment where, well, I suppose it would mean that night that Harriet and me aren't the ultimate priority... seeing what it feels like for all of us to have the two of you temporarily as the priority, if that makes sense?"

Ben was nodding. "It does... I guess maybe Harriet and I would need to talk boundaries." He turned back to look at Harriet, who was secretly thrilled inside to hear both men taking her ideas so seriously that they were starting to think through the practicalities, as well as the thought of some sort of twist where, for that one night, returning to Zach maybe wasn't the goal that it usually was. "Is that something that you and I need to have a talk about just the two of us before hand?" he asked Harriet.

"That would be sensible, I think... Zach, would you be ok with me and Ben having a chat without you, just as a one-off?"

"Yeah, that would be fine. As a one off."

Ben smiled. "You've definitely got me intrigued. And what was the third thing?"

"The third is entirely fair and equal... a bog standard threesome, you two and me, all having fun together. See where it takes us."

"I'm good with that," replied Zach. "Again, as a one off." He paused. "You said somewhere neutral?"

She smiled. "Funnily enough I've found the perfect place already, and it's available next weekend. I know we're free, Zach, if you are Ben?"

"Yep, I'm good... nothing particular on next weekend. Where is it?"

"Up in the Blue Mountains, there's a house with what looks like great views just outside one of the towns. Three bedrooms... that's one for me and Zach, one for you, and one for... us I guess is the right word? We can get it from the Friday to the Monday if you two can get a little time off... my shifts work with that already. And we can try some things out."

Ben laughed. "This has been an eventful evening... first I find myself in some sort of friends with benefits plus arrangement, then I find myself agreeing to what sounds like a very interesting weekend away." He paused. "You're sure you guys want to do this?"

"Definitely," Zach said, and Harriet nodded her head.

"We'll I'm very much in."

They talked for a while longer about logistics, and Harriet was pleased to see that both Zach and Ben were really getting into it, talking about how they were going to get up there, what the three of them could do during the days, all of that sort of thing.

As they got up to leave the bar, Harriet said, "So it's getting late... Ben, you want to come back to our place for a bit?" Zach stood next to her, holding her hand but nodding... they'd talked before leaving home about how the night would end, and were firmly in agreement that Ben coming back was on the table.

"You know what," Ben replied though. "I've really enjoyed tonight, I mean really, you've both been great company, but I'm going to head home... I've got an early start in the morning and... I think we should save it for next weekend. Make it special."

Harriet felt a twinge of disappointment, but only a twinge, because Plan B was holding her hand and he was Plan A in the end anyway, given how even if Ben had come back she'd have then had reclaiming sex with Zach for hours afterwards anyway. Looking on the bright side, Ben going home meant she could get to sleep a couple of hours earlier... a win-win end to the night.

"Ok, no problem." Ben shook Zach's hand then leaned over to give Harriet a hug and a kiss on the cheek. She held him for just a moment or two longer than would be normal for just friends, enjoying the feel of his muscular torso against her body. "Until next weekend..." she teased as they parted, giving him a wink as Ben turned to walk off down the street.


Chapter 3

"Hey," Harriet said without looking up at the sound of Zach coming back home through the front door. "Good day?"

He walked over and she glanced up as he kissed her on the top of her head. "Not bad thanks, you?"

"Kind of busy. I had coffee with Ben." She looked at him properly and saw that he looked tired. "To talk about... boundaries for him on the middle night. We're on the same page."

Zach raised an eyebrow and smiled. "Anything that's going to surprise me?"

Harriet grinned. "No more than I surprised you with our American friends in Bali..."

He shook his head, laughing. "Expect the unexpected..."

"Exactly. There's a safe word we've agreed, that sort of thing. We'll talk about it on the day. I just wanted to be up front with you that I'd seen him."

Zach nodded. "Thanks, I appreciate it."

Harriet looked at him for a few moments. "Are you ok?"

Zach shrugged. "Slight problem..."

Harriet looked at him, trying to work out if this was a real problem or a mini-problem.

"What kind of problem?" she asked eventually, watching Zach as he slipped off his work shoes and suit jacket, loosening his tie. It was Thursday, the evening before their weekend away with Ben, and she wasn't really looking for problems at that stage. She had enough on her mind being the chief planner of their weekend.

"A slight one... nothing major."

"Which is...?" She knew that when Zach didn't spit it straight out it may only be a slight problem, but it was one he was worried she might not like.

"Well... I've kind of a little bit got to be at a meeting until late afternoon tomorrow. In person, here in Sydney." He paused as Harriet looked at him. "So..."

"So, we can't head up to the rental place until the evening?" Their plan had been to drive up mid-morning, have lunch as a three and spend the afternoon enjoying the house. This wasn't fatal to her plan, but it was an unwelcome change so late. Everything had been falling into place nicely... the accommodation, what she had planned each evening, the plans she'd made for during the days too. But now this was a problem.

"I can't head up to the rental place until the evening... not quite the same thing." He paused. "You and Ben can still head up earlier in the day."

Harriet looked at him for a long moment, thinking, trying to understand the nuance to this because if they got it wrong it could be a problem. On the surface, what Zach was saying made sense... her and Ben head up earlier, get settled in, then Zach arrives early evening and they start with their first night of experimentation, Zach the stag being in charge of the vixen and the bull that night.

On the surface, a good plan.

But... there was complexity here. Her and Ben, alone together for most of the day for the first time... was Zach really ok with that, or was he suggesting it to avoid causing problems with Harriet's schedule? Would Ben be ok with it? And... what would the boundaries be if so? Everything with Ben so far had been in Zach's presence, but it would be kind of weird for her and Ben to keep their distance until Zach arrived... not weird because she couldn't keep her hands off him, but weird because they'd need to go from 0 to 100 in terms of intimacy when Zach arrived, that might not be a great dynamic to start their evening.

"You ok?" Zach asked, interrupting Harriet's thought. "I'm sorry about this, it's a last minute thing but one of our key clients, they're in town tomorrow before flying back to the US and I can't miss this..." He trailed off with a shrug, his hand a reassuring presence on her shoulder.

She looked up at him and smiled. "I understand, don't worry... it's not as if I've not had my fair share of last minute work problems over the years. I get it. It's just that... be really truthful with me, what are you saying about me and Ben tomorrow until you're there? We can head up earlier as planned, or we can wait for you and all drive up together... I want you to tell me what you actually want to happen, that's important."

Zach took a seat next to her, facing her with his eyes meeting hers. He took a deep breath, then said deliberately, "I want you and him to go up there earlier. Get settled in. Go for the lunch we'd planned." He paused. "Do whatever feels natural during the afternoon. Then I'll join you early evening."

"Do whatever feels natural?" Harriet thought she caught his true meaning, but wanted to clarify... she thought, from his expression, from his intense delivery, from his precise choice of words, that he was saying that that included her and Ben doing the sort of thing that friends didn't normally do together. But it would be a disaster if she'd misunderstood.

"Whatever feels natural." He paused. "But, if you do... that... I want you to message me to tell me, and I want photos." He smiled. "I'm trying to not be too overt here. Not doing a particularly good job of it either... subtlety is not my natural strength!"

Harriet laughed. "I get it... it feels like you actively want us to do... that? Like it's you starting your role for the evening early?"

Zach grinned. "If you want to, of course, but yeah, something like that. Entirely up to you, though, of course."

She nodded her head in understanding, and also ever so slightly wondered... the two of them had had a very drunken night near the end of their Bali holiday where they'd both opened up about some of their deepest fantasies. Zach had admitted to one of Harriet 'cheating' on him, but only pretend. This felt like he was looking to try something like that, not that Harriet was going to complain... in truth, she was intrigued what it would be like to be with Ben just the two of them, just as a one off experiment too, but of course she couldn't have been the one to suggest it.

"That's very gracious of you... you'll let Ben know? It kind of needs to come from you, not me."

"Sure, I will." He picked up his phone and started to type out a message to their group chat.

Harriet looked at him for a long moment. "I've got to ask you outright... this is your cheating fantasy, right? You genuinely want me and him to... you know?"

Zach glanced up with a smile. "Yes. But if I tell you that any more it won't be the same, so... a much more important question for the here and now. What do you fancy for dinner tonight?"

She smiled back, nodding her understanding. An interesting twist, but one she figured she could work into the plans... so long as she remembered the messaging and photos part. Otherwise that would not be good.


Chapter 4

"We might as well finish the bottle."

Harriet tilted her head and looked at Ben with a smile playing around the edges of her mouth. "Why do I get the feeling you're trying to get me drunk?"

"Who, me?" Ben replied with an expression of exaggerated innocence as he topped up their glasses. "I wouldn't dream of it... far too much of a gentleman."

Lunch had been good, very good. A rustic restaurant in the nearby town, a fifteen minute walk from their rental house along the sort of eucalyptus tree lined, empty road under a clear blue sky that made Harriet so happy to have made the move Down Under all those years ago. Great food in a relaxed environment. Great company, her and Ben getting on insanely well. And wine, rather a lot of wine.

She looked at him in mock scepticism. "I hope my magnificent bull isn't hoping to take advantage of me..."

Ben laughed. "There's no hope involved... your bull is planning to, not hoping to." He paused. "With photos for your husband of course." He thought for a second. "Definitely keep calling me your bull, I like that."

Harriet grinned back across the table, Ben's confidence sending a thrill of arousal coursing through her... she wanted him, really wanted him, and clearly him her. They'd been flirting heavily all lunch long, and having now paid the bill with just the last of the wine left she could feel things rapidly progressing.

Fuck it, she thought, I want to get him back to the house. She picked up her glass, looked Ben in the eye, and said, "Down the hatch." She drank the glass in one while Ben grinned in amusement, before he followed suit, seeing his glass away with considerably less effort and more style than her.

They left the restaurant in the afternoon sun, heading back towards the rental house, and soon found themselves back on the deserted road, just the two of them and the trees.

"Lunch was fun," Ben said after a couple of minutes of them walking in contented silence. "You were great company."

Harriet looked at him and smiled. "So were you... Zach's loss!"

Ben smiled back then took her hand and they came to a stop next to the road, looking at each other. "So... Zach was really ok with just the two of us this afternoon? Genuinely?"

Harriet nodded. "Yes, he was." She looked at him intently. "I think this might be where you're supposed to kiss me..."

He stepped closer, holding her hand still while his other hand went to her waist, settling on the belt of her jeans. "I thought it might be you were supposed to kiss me?" he teased. "Being a married woman and all."

She shrugged. "Maybe so..." Harriet reached up her free hand to the back of Ben's head and pulled him down towards her, their lips meeting gently, a strangely tentative kiss given their previous exploits together but, she realised, a kiss that captured something more... this was a kiss between two people who were rapidly becoming good friends, not between two people incidental to them sleeping together. It felt different, in a much better way, with meaning.

After a few minutes they separated, Harriet leaning against Ben. "Let's get back to the house my magnificent bull," she whispered. "In a hurry..."

***

They made it back to the house, yes, but not quite inside... or at least not at first. Their hands had been all over each other as they walked back and they'd stopped to kiss again once, but when they reached the door, as Harriet fumbled for the keys in her pocket, Ben stood behind, his hands not shy in exploring her chest while his lips focused on her neck, finding that one particularly sensitive spot that always drove Harriet wild.

She got the key in the lock but then gave up, resting her palms and elbows against the front door and giving in to Ben's attentions, turning her head to briefly find his lips with hers before he went back to her neck. One of his hands had slipped inside her vest top and had pushed up her bra, his fingers roughly playing with her nipple, drawing a moan from her lips, while his other hand started to fumble with her belt.

"Wait, one second..." she gasped as her belt came under done and he started to undo the buttons on her jeans.

"What is it?" he whispered into her neck.

"Don't stop, please God don't stop, but I need my phone," she replied, reaching a hand to her pocket and pulling her phone back.

Ben's hand was inside her jeans by then, inside her underwear, touching her, and she was so turned on, wanted him so badly, that his fingers were slipping easily through her pubic hair, starting to touch her just right, but she needed to keep her promise to Zach.

With her elbows still resting on the front door, with Ben entirely focused on her, with his finger now slipped inside her, she managed to just about type out a rudimentary message to him:

Ben fed me wine, look Hxx

Even with the considerable distraction of Ben, Harriet was feeling playful... she thought for a second about whether to send or not, but then figured it was exactly what Zach would want given his fantasy. She held the phone up to the side in selfie mode, capturing her looking at the phone, flushed, Ben's lips clear on her neck, his hand on her breast under her top, his other hand down her jeans, and took it before hitting send.

"Now where were we...?" she asked as she put her phone back in her pocket and focused on Ben's touch, resting her palms and elbows again on the front door.

It was a rhetorical question, but still... where she was turned out to be on the edge of a sudden orgasm, rolling through her with little warning, making her cry out as Ben increased the pace of his touch, feeling herself clench around his fingers and backing herself into him, reaching her arm back to put her hand to the back of his head, and then sloppily kissing him on the lips again before turning away and gasping as a second wave rolled through her.

When she came down from the heights he pulled his hands away and she turned around, grinning. "Let's hope the owner doesn't have a security camera set up out here," she teased. "Though... they'll have enjoyed the show I guess."

Ben was grinning too. "Not half as much as if they watched the rest of the weekend." He leaned in to kiss her, and she reached her hands up to his jaw, kissing him back gently.

"Why don't we take this inside... I owe you now, and I've told you how much I hate owing people."

Ben smiled. "You don't owe me anything. But... if you wanted to take yourself upstairs to the big bedroom and take those clothes off, I'll see you up there."

She kissed him again. "You've got yourself a deal..." God, she thought, I'm so attracted to Ben... this is going to be an incredible weekend.


Chapter 5

When they got through the door, with a last, lingering kiss, Harriet walked over to the stairs while Ben went to his bedroom on the ground floor.

She glanced to the far wall, or more accurately the far window... almost the whole of the wall of the house facing the mountains was glass, the view outside stunning, the house perfectly located to look down a valley at the trees far below with the blue haze that gave the mountains their name, a flock of cockatoos flying past in the distance.

Downstairs in the house was a large, open plan living room and kitchen, Ben's bedroom through a door to one side, all Scandi-style wood and mountain chic, with a large veranda the other side of the glass wall, a hot tub at one end, plentiful outdoor seating scattered around.

Stairs led up to the two main bedrooms, one for her and Zach, one for all three of them, both of which looked down onto the living room and the view. In another circumstance the bedrooms might have lacked a little privacy, but that really wasn't a problem for what the three of them had planned that weekend.

Harriet took a deep breath as she got to the top of the stairs and went into her and Zach's bedroom. What had just happened by the front door had been crazy, but she wasn't done for the afternoon, no chance... Ben just did something to her, and she wanted him. She wanted Zach more, of course, and she was looking forward to him reclaiming her when he arrived, but she was more attracted to Ben than just about anyone in her life other than Zach... she'd really enjoyed their drive up and lunch together.

It didn't take her long to take off her clothes, a vest top, jeans and lingerie hardly at the complex end of things, and she was soon stood there naked. She took a look in the mirror, glancing to check that she'd taken her wedding and engagement rings off, part of the ritual her and Zach had established, but keeping her earrings and necklace on... she figured she looked good in just them, so why not.

Tying her hair back into a ponytail she gave herself the once over in the mirror, then walked through, remembering her phone for Zach's photographic evidence, to the bedroom they'd earmarked for the three of them... the largest, with the biggest bed and the best view as well as, crucially, a couple of arm chairs for Zach to sit in and watch, his role for most of the weekend.

"I'm ready and waiting for my bull," she called downstairs.

"One second," came Ben's voice, so Harriet climbed on to the bed and lay back, waiting. She was excited... this would be their first time together just them, and she suspected that that would create a very different dynamic to when Zach was watching. It would be interesting to see what it was like when neither her nor Ben felt like they were performing for someone else which, if she was honest with herself, was an element of what had happened each time so far.

She thought about what she wanted from this afternoon, and realised that all that she really was after was something genuine... seeing what it was like when the two of them were able to pour all of their attention into each other. That was the prospect that excited her above all else.

Harriet heard Ben's footsteps coming up the stairs, and then he was there at the door and she felt her heart race, felt herself getting flushed, because he looked like something out of a dream or a fantasy...

He stood there, a smile on his face but not just that, his whole face lit up to see her. He was naked, like she was, and she found herself staring at his body, muscular, fit, hard in all the right places, easily topping six foot tall. Zach liked to joke that she had a type, but he was right... Harriet knew that she was blessed with good looks herself, and it had given her the good fortune over the years to be able to be picky with her men, to the extent that it was rare she'd ever settled, even before Zach, for anyone not meeting her type.

What really got her heart racing, though, was his... well, for want of a better word, she thought, his arousal. His cock, hard, poised, ready. She really liked his cock. Zach had asked her whether he was bigger than him, and she'd told a little white lie to spare his feelings, because Ben was a little better endowed, a little longer, a little thicker, not much but enough to be different. Not different better, not different worse, but different enough that it felt like a different experience having sex with Ben compared to Zach. She'd never tell Zach, obviously, but it was true.

And his arousal, his hard cock, there near the doorway, was hard for her. No one else. It was ridiculous at the age of thirty, but she'd never tire of the feeling of satisfaction to know that she could have that physical effect on a man... she loved that Zach reacted to her in that way, she loved that Grant and Tom had in Bali, and she loved that Ben did. It felt like a huge compliment.

"You still want to do this?" Ben asked, ever the considerate partner.

Harriet nodded, biting her lip in anticipation of Ben joining her.

He grinned and walked slowly over, then she said, "Wait... for Zach," as she picked up her phone.

This is getting heated Hxx

She accompanied the message with a photo of Ben stood there, naked, erect... she was kind of messing with Zach with that, but she knew that secretly that would drive him wild in his meeting, the sight of the virile bull about to claim his hotwife. "Now come over here."

Ben climbed on to the bed and leaned down over Harriet, both of them smiling at each other. "This feels surreal," he said quietly, his fingers gently tracing the shape of her collarbone. "Just the two of us."

She nodded. "It does... good surreal though."

"Yeah, good surreal." He leaned down and kissed her gently. "Very good surreal."

Their kiss deepened, and soon Ben was lying down next to Harriet and she'd rolled over to face him. They took their time, even though she knew that he must have been super aroused after their trip back from the restaurant, and she could taste wine still on his lips, realising that she must taste the same.

Harriet ran her hands along Ben's back and down to his ass, feeling his muscles, enjoying the sensation, while his hands ran along her body, feeling her breasts, her back, her ass, her legs.

After long few minutes of touching each other, she moved her hand round to take his hard cock, drawing a quiet moan from him into their kiss.

"You like that," she murmured between kisses.

"You know I do," he almost growled. He moaned again. "Don't go too fast... I want to draw this out."

"Me too," she replied. "I want you in me though... you've got protection?"

"In the drawer." He reached over and she tore open the packet and slid it onto his length, applying a little lube as well because, well, she was coming to think that everything was better with a little lube.

"On top of me," she said, rolling onto her back and parting her legs. Ben grinned and complied, positioning himself on top of her, his tip at her entrance. Harriet could feel him just on the edge, less than half an inch inside, and he looked down at her. "You're teasing me..." she said.

"I wouldn't dare..." he replied, but didn't move.

"Yes, you would," she said quietly, putting her hands on his ass and pulling him into her gradually, letting out a long moan as his length slid into her. "Oh God, that feels so good," she said, feeling him fill her, all her nerve endings seemingly supersensitive, a wave of pleasure washing through her.

He slid slowly back out, then in again, making Harriet moan loudly for a second time, and they set a slow pace, patient, unhurried, despite both of their obvious arousal. It felt to Harriet like they had all the time in the world, which to a certain extent they did, Zach not due to arrive for three or four hours yet and literally nothing else to do with their afternoon... they could really take their time.

Thinking of Zach, her phone pinged. "Keep going," she said as she picked it up, seeing a reply from Zach.

Looks like you're having fun. It looks super hot, enjoy, love you so much and see you later Zx

The message came with a surreptitious selfie of him sat in a conference room looking bored. Harriet smiled, appreciating his sense of humour and knowing that Zach genuinely meant it when he said to enjoy. "He's glad we're having fun, I'm just going to send a reply, but don't stop."

She typed out a message while Ben slowly thrust into her:

Love you so much too and thank you, this weekend is going to be special Hxx

To accompany the message she held out her phone to take a selfie video, capturing a few seconds of Ben thrusting into her, both of them looking at the camera, Harriet unable to stifle a gasp as Ben's thrust hit just the right spot.

"Back to us," she said as she tossed the phone to one side, and Ben grinned before leaning down to kiss her, a long, slow kiss, tongues playing against each other, the pace matching the slow thrusts as they made gentle love to each other.

Harriet was absolutely loving it, really fantastic sex... without Zach there Ben was obviously happy to take it slowly, and she really liked that, in fact made a mental note to tell him after that that was something for them to do in front of Zach some time as well. She'd been a little sensitive, a little sore after her earlier climax at the front door, but she'd soon rediscovered her mojo and this was turning into pure pleasure.

She could sense that Ben was getting close though, he was like a thoroughbred holding back and fighting a primal urge to go harder, but she knew it was selfish of her to hold him up for too long purely for her enjoyment. One position, one thing above all else was almost guaranteed to push her over the edge... it had worked in Bali, it had worked before with Ben, and she wanted to give him the climax he was so desperate for.

"My legs," she gasped as another thrust hit just the perfect spot. "On your shoulders..."

Ben grinned breathlessly and settled back, still inside her, but quickly moved her legs, one then the other, so that they were on her shoulders. "How about like this?" he suggested, moving her right leg over to the same side as her left, him kneeling up now.

"Ooohhh…" she gasped, feeling him go deeper in that more intense position. "Yes... let's try."

He wrapped one arm around her legs, while with his other he roughly reached for her breasts, and then he started to thrust, slower but harder, and Harriet felt it straight away... the delicious orgasm that had been slowly building was starting to crest, and she could see him getting close to. It was only moments, a minute or two at most, before he started to moan, triggering her, and their orgasms rocked through them simultaneously, Harriet clutching on to Ben while Ben ground hard into her until finally, drenched in sweat, he collapsed down on to her, kissing her cheek and neck and holding her tight.

"My God Harriet, that was something else..." he whispered between kisses.

"That was just the beginning of the weekend," she teased back. "Make sure you've got something left for later..."


Chapter 6

They lay entwined for a while, sweat mingling, skin to skin, Ben leaning back against the pillows, Harriet's head resting on his chest while his hand gently played with her hair, both looking out at the view through the windows. It felt peaceful and, Harriet realised, it felt right. There was a connection there between her and Ben, without a doubt, and one they'd have to be careful didn't grow too strong, but she was glad of it... the previous times with him she'd enjoyed, yes, but this felt like something better, particularly with Zach being involved still, albeit remotely.

"I've got to ask," Ben said finally.

"Mmmm..." replied Harriet quietly. "What...?"

He was silent for a moment, then said, “This afternoon… Zach’s really ok with it? It’s surprising. I wouldn’t be.”

Harriet thought about how to phrase it precisely, how much to share. “It’s complicated. Zach has… fantasies about this sort of thing, like with watching me with someone else. We didn’t think it would be something we liked in practice but it turned out we did… but only in that specific dynamic.”

“Which was…?” His hand kept on playing with her hair, and she liked it… it felt good. She started to gently stroke his muscular abdomen in return, slowly, a light touch, and that felt good to her too.

“Which was me being with someone tall, handsome, strong, a plausible love rival… but then me coming back to him after, him reclaiming me. One works because of the other.” She paused. “Trust me, it’s good. Very good.”

“But how does that work with this afternoon?” Ben asked. “He’s not here.”

“But he is, with me telling him what we were doing and sending him photos. Look… you need to be ready for the fact that when he gets here later I’m taking him to our bedroom and you won’t see us for a little while.” She paused, turning her head and looking up into Ben’s eyes to check that he understood. “That’s the part you haven’t seen before, it’s like a kind of hierarchy… he watches me and whoever, but then there’s me and him in private, that’s the top of the hierarchy.”

Ben was nodding. “I get it. I mean, I wouldn’t share you if I was him.” He shrugged and grinned. “But if that’s what works for you guys then I’m not going to complain!” He went silent for a while, then said, “So kind of you guys are acting out your fantasies?”

Harriet had turned her head back and Ben had continued toying idly with her hair. “I guess so… we had a drunken heart to heart about it towards the end of our Bali holiday, ran through each of our top three.”

“Interesting…” Ben replied. “Care to share?”

She sat up and looked at him, seeing genuine curiosity on his face mixed with something a little more carnal. To share or not to share? She could see pros and cons.

In the end, she figured it was good to be open. “I’ll make you a deal… I’ll tell you mine if you tell me yours. But I won’t tell you Zach’s, that wouldn’t be fair… although this afternoon ticked off one of them, a fantasy of me cheating but not really cheating. Deal?”

Ben smiled. “Deal!”

“Ok… you get to go first though.”

Ben shifted position so that he was sat up too. “My first one is easy. Pretty much this… weekend away in a secluded house with a beautiful woman.”

Harriet felt herself blushing. “That’s cheesy as hell, but ok… I guess my turn. More than one man.”

“As in a threesome? Didn’t you do that already?”

“Could be more than two… I’m going to overshare here, back when I was a student I coxed a men’s rowing eight. I used to wonder what it would be like to… get to know a few of them… maybe even all of them.” She paused and looked away embarrassed. “I’m oversharing though.”

“No, you’re not… that’s hot as hell. If you ever need a volunteer to help make the numbers up then let me know.” He was grinning as he said it and Harriet playfully punched him on the arm.

“Not allowed to tease…” she said, smiling.

“Ok, so next one for me, not lots of people but I’d like to try a threesome. Both kinds.”

Harriet laughed. “You’re in the right place for the two guys kind on Sunday then…”

“I am… that’s true. So half that fantasy ticked off. The other half of it, not sure how likely that ever is…”

“You just need to find the right woman who likes both I guess?” Lucky two women, she thought but didn’t say, wondering what that might be like to be part of… she’d be interested, certainly. She paused and smiled. “Unless you mean three guys…”

Ben went red but laughed along. “I’d be flattered, maybe even a little curious… but no.” He paused then said again for emphasis, “Definitely not. So how about your second one?”

“It also links in nicely to this weekend. Tomorrow, when you’re being the dominant bull, I’ve… well, I’ve always been curious about what it would be like to be the submissive partner in bed. As an experiment I mean.”

She saw him sit up a little straighter, and couldn’t help but notice a distinct twitch between his legs… the trouble with discussing this topic naked was it was hard to hide what you thought, witness the way her own nipples weren’t exactly being shy.

“Submissive like we talked about over coffee the other day? Or something else?” Ben asked. “Useful for me to know for tomorrow.”

Harriet thought for a moment. “Not nasty, I’d hate that, but…” She struggled a little to say it. “Tied up a little, maybe spanked, maybe thrown around the bed a bit, maybe blindfolded…” She felt herself going bright red to put into words. “But nothing painful or humiliating. Kind of like what we talked about the other day.”

Ben reached over and stroked her arm gently. “You look cute as hell when you’re embarrassed… you and Zach haven’t tried that? It sounds like something you could.”

She shook her head. “No… I don’t think it’s healthy when our relationship is as equals. To introduce that could be… complicated.”

“More complicated than having sex with other people while he watches?”

Harriet shrugged and smiled. “I didn’t say we had to be logical… are you genuinely ok being my experiment with that tomorrow, taking on that role? And you're ok still with the boundaries we talked about earlier in the week?”

“Yes, though I’ve not got experience of it… I’ll enjoy it though. I brought the… stuff too, that we talked about.”

“Thank you… I know that Zach will enjoy it too, he hasn’t said so but after ten years with someone, well, you get a pretty good feel for what they’ll be into.”

Harriet couldn’t help but notice that Ben was sporting a proud erection by then, clearly enjoying the talk of tomorrow night. He saw that she’d noticed and smiled guiltily. “Maybe I should cover myself up,” he laughed.

“Don’t you dare,” Harriet replied. “Tell me your third.”

“Location. Somewhere hot, tropical, outdoors… really getting into it.”

Harriet’s mind flashed back to her and Zach’s villa in Bali, hot, tropical, outdoors, where she had finished the encounter by having Grant and Tom inside her while she took Zach in her mouth… she figured she wouldn’t show off though that she’d already done Ben’s last fantasy.

Instead she said, “I could get with that… it would be hot, wouldn’t it?”

“Play your cards right and we’ll see,” Ben teased, making Harriet laugh.

“Ok, my final one… another woman.”

She stopped to watch Ben’s reaction and wasn’t disappointed… he tried to play it cool but she could see the idea excited him.

“You’ve ever tried it?” he asked.

She shook her head. “No… not even kissed a woman, but I want to try it before I die, definitely.”

“That would be… good to watch.”

“Not you too… I told Zach that fantasy back when we were students and he’s never shut up about it… the more he jokes about it the less likely it is to happen. If he keeps quiet then who knows? He told me years ago I’ve got a permanent hall pass to be with a woman, only need to tell him afterwards and so on… he reminds me of it every few months.”

Ben laughed. “I’ll keep quiet then… one question though, you got a target in mind?”

“I do as it happens, but I’m keeping that to myself… a lady needs to have some secrets.”

“Well, if you need a chaperone to keep an eye on you when it happens you have my number,” Ben joked.

“Such a kind, gentlemanly offer,” she replied, laughing.

They sat for a few long moments looking at each other, it felt to Harriet like they were moments away from being all over each other again, until Ben broke the spell.

“I hate to be the sensible one, and I could happily spend every minute in here until Zach arrives, but I figure we should be sensible… save ourselves for the evening.”

Harriet found herself nodding, shifting her mindset which only seconds before had been thinking about taking Ben’s still hard cock in her mouth. “You’re right I guess. He should be here in a couple of hours. Hot tub with cups of tea?” She paused. “In our swimming costumes is probably wise.”

“Sounds good.” He got up to go downstairs but she stopped him at the side of the bed.

“One thing…” she said with a suggestive smile. “To give you something to look forward to later…”

She shuffled to the side of the bed and took his cock in her hand, before sinking her lips over it, quickly bobbing her head up and down several times while flicking her tongue, all while looking up at him.

He groaned and put his hand on the back of her head, but she popped her mouth back off, sitting back.

“Just a taster…” she teased. “You get the rest later… if the Stag decides that I should.”


Chapter 7

Early evening and the sun was starting to set. Harriet and Ben were in the kitchen, dressed again, him in his swimming shorts and t-shirt, her in a vest top and shorts over the bikini she’d worn in the hot tub. They’d avoided temptation since the bedroom, but there was a relaxed tension between them, an energy of anticipation that hadn’t been there between them before. The rest of the weekend was looming large and Harriet got the feeling that Ben was looking forward to it as much as she was.

“You’ve got this?” she asked Ben when they heard Zach’s car pull up in the drive, indicating the pasta boiling on the stove. He nodded and she went to the front door, opening it and stepping outside to see Zach saying goodbye to the taxi driver.

He saw her and broke into a broad grin. She smiled back and walked over, where he wrapped her up in a big hug.

“I’ve missed you,” she whispered as she squeezed him tight.

He laughed. “It’s only been less than twelve hours…” he said as he leaned back to look at her. “Looks like you guys have been having fun?”

She nodded, searching his expression just in case there was any hint of concern or uncertainty but there was nothing… just happiness to see her mixed with curiosity about her afternoon. “We have…” she confirmed.

“Good,” he said and sounded like he meant it. “I want you to tell me all about it.”

“I will… but first, we’ve got something very important to do.” She slipped her hand into his and led him into the house. “Although… come and say hello to Ben first.”

They walked through into the open plan living area and, Harriet realised, Ben was stood nervously waiting… on reflection not surprising, because it would be natural to wonder whether the husband of the woman you’d just slept with had had a change of heart and was pissed at you, although amusing to Harriet as it really just told her that Ben didn’t know Zach well enough yet.

Zach took the initiative though, calling out, “Ben, great to see you,” and walking over to shake his hand. They made a little small talk, Zach making a joke about the photos popping up on his phone during the meeting, but Harriet was getting impatient… there was something her and Zach needed to do urgently.

“Enough chat,” she interrupted, taking Zach’s hand again and practically pulling him away from Ben. “I need to show you our bedroom.”

Zach shrugged and grinned at Ben, who wandered back to the kitchen while she led Zach upstairs.

As soon as they got into their bedroom she closed the door and surprised Zach by wrapping her arms around him and kissing him deeply.

“I love you so, so much,” she whispered between kisses. “Thank you for this afternoon.”

“No, thank you,” he whispered back, their foreheads pressed together, bodies close. “Was it good?”

She nodded. “Yes… but only because I knew that you knew and you wanted it to happen. What was it like knowing what we were doing?”

He grinned. “So… fucking… hot. Like you would not believe. I felt so…” He seemed to be searching for the right words. “Jealous, I guess. Possessive. But more than anything it made me want you more than ever. That picture of you against the front door with your bull… Jesus that was crazy.” He laughed quietly. “You… had fun?”

“Twice…” she replied. “I… well, you know… twice. But plenty left in the tank.”

“Good. I’ve got a surprise for tonight.”

Harriet looked at him, seeing his playful side, one that came out less than hers but was always there in the background. “A surprise sounds good. But first… you don’t leave this room until you’ve reclaimed me.” She started to unbutton his shirt before reaching for his belt.

“Don’t I?” He was grinning again.

“No, you don’t,” she replied, dropping to her knees as she freed his hard cock. “Starting with this… and then you get to choose what position.”

“Won’t dinner go cold?”

She smiled up at him. “Something tells me that Ben can see the big picture here…”


Chapter 8

The three of them washed up from dinner together, then settled down in the outdoor sitting area with their glasses of wine, Harriet resting back against Zach’s shoulders but with her legs on Ben’s lap. It felt really comfortable, like their dinner out the weekend before had been.

There was an ease to how their mutual friendship was developing, Zach arriving and slotting in straight away, the sort of interactions that normally came when people had known each other for a lot longer than they had. But then, she figured, they’d met in an unusual way, experienced extraordinary levels of three way intimacy already, and above all else both Zach and Ben were easy going… she laughed inside to think how challenging this might have been with British men instead of Aussies, though she wouldn’t admit that out loud. She still had some loyalty to her mother country after all.

After a lull in the conversation, all three of them looking out at the stunning view in the last of the twilight, Harriet glad of the warmth of both of their bodies in the slight chill that had got into the air, Zach said, “Are we sticking with tonight’s plan?”

Harriet looked at Ben who said, “I’m game if you are?”

“Yeah, definitely,” she replied. “You’re the boss Zach, you get to decide what we’re up to.”

Zach smiled. “Time for the surprise then…” He stood up and went inside, leaving Harriet and Ben sharing a look that was half excitement and half trepidation.

“You don’t know what the surprise is?” Ben asked.

“Not a clue…” Harriet replied. “Maybe he’s brought us company?” she joked, smiling.

“Depending on the company I might not complain…” he replied with a laugh.

They were interrupted by Zach calling from inside, “Best I explain it in here.”

Harriet looked at Ben with raised eyebrows and they both walked inside to find Zach sat in a chair with its back to the feature window and facing the large U-shaped sofa that dominated the living area.

She looked around. “You’re the surprise?”

Zach feigned disappointment. “I’m not enough?”

“No, you’re not.” She pouted, an expression she rarely needed but had used to great effect when she was younger. “This hotwife needs a bull…”

He grinned. “Sit down and I’ll explain.”

Harriet sat cross-legged on the sofa facing Zach, Ben next to her with one leg folded beneath him, his arm on the back of the sofa. She felt excited, because she could see that under Zach’s calm exterior he was excited and, well, things looked like they were about to get heated.

Zach reached to his side and pulled out a stack of playing card sized cards, splitting them into three colour coded piles, blue, green and orange, and laying those three piles next to each other on the coffee table between them. He sat back in his seat and looked at the two of them.

“I’m calling the shots tonight, right?”

Ben nodded and Harriet said, “Yes, that’s right.”

“Good… so I was thinking about it, and I reckoned that could get a little weird. Like me getting you guys to do things for my benefit, that sort of thing. And then I had a better idea.” He gestured to the cards. “Something more fun.”

“I think I know where this is going…” replied Ben, a smile spreading across his face.

“Well I don’t,” Harriet said, frowning slightly. “Zach… please enlighten me.”

“With pleasure. Three decks of cards, orange, blue and green. Let me tell you their categories… ‘Setting the Mood’, ‘Getting Close’, and ‘Down to Action’.” Harriet was starting to understand and felt herself curious to know more as Zach continued. “You two can shuffle them, then I’ll draw them one by one and,” he shrugged, “that’s our night. Simple.”

“Let the cards choose?” Harriet asked. “And we have to do whatever they say?”

“Obviously you can both say no to anything. But when it’s your turn, I’ll draw you a card and you do what it says on the card. I’ve heard it’s fun.”

Harriet looked at Ben. She was intrigued, certainly, but wanted to know his thoughts. “Are you game for this?” she asked him.

“Yeah, for sure. A mate was telling me about using some similar cards with his girlfriend, said it was a very different night but really good fun. I’m in.”

Harriet laughed. “Well if it’s good enough for your mate that I’ve never met then it’s good enough for me!” She turned back to Zach. “You never stop surprising me…”

Zach simply grinned and said, “Do you want to shuffle the cards?”

Harriet leaned forward and gave each deck a shuffle, offering them one by one to Ben to cut before putting them down on the table.

“Here?” she asked.

“To start with…” Zach replied. “You guys ready?” They both nodded. “Ok… first card.” He drew from the foreplay pile and started laughing. “Oh, this is a good one… this is for both of you to get you warmed up. Right, look at each other, and you can’t look away until I say you can.”

Harriet turned to face Ben, cross-legged still but looking straight at him. He smiled at her and she smiled nervously back. There was only a couple of feet between them, and she could feel the intensity building already as they looked at each other, Zach building in a dramatic pause.

"Tell the other person your wildest sexual confession from before you met them." He paused. "Harriet, that excludes you and me."

She grinned but didn’t break eye contact with Ben, the back row of a particular university coach trip to Amsterdam not long after they'd first got together having sprung immediately to her mind... that was one of the many reasons why she loved Zach so much, he knew instinctively that that was what she would have said, and he didn't mind that she knew that he knew.

Neither Harriet nor Ben spoke initially, neither daring to go first. Harriet noticed that Ben was blushing and realised that she probably was too.

“Completely truthful?” she asked, and Ben nodded.

“I guess one of us has to go first,” he replied. He took a deep breath, his eyes never leaving hers, and said, “No one knows this… I had a three month fling five years ago with the very married, much more senior partner at my firm. She started it.” He paused and Harriet nodded slightly, encouraging him. “There was one night where we… used the sofa in the managing partner’s office.” He smiled. “It broke…”

Harriet raised her eyebrows. “It broke?” she asked, a playful tone to her voice.

Ben nodded, smiling like he’d been caught red handed. “It broke as we were… well, it was vigorous and it broke as we reached our conclusion…”

“That’s kind of hot…” Harriet replied, and she meant it. The thought of Ben, her bull Ben, having energetic sex with his boss, or more likely the boss of his boss of his boss, breaking furniture… she thought she might like to experience something like that herself sometime soon.

“Kind of hot?” It was Ben’s turn to raise an amused eyebrow.

A smile played across her face and she knew that she was blushing. “Kind of super-hot…”

There were a few long moments of silence between them, the erotic tension already palpable, then Ben said quietly, “Your turn.”

Harriet thought for a second. She had one that stood out, or at least would have stood out until she started experimenting with bulls and threesomes and so forth, but… Zach didn’t know about it either. Should she say? She had a moment of indecision but decided to go for it.

“I slept with my chemistry teacher.” She forced herself to keep her eyes on Ben despite desperately wanting to check Zach’s reaction.

Ben was smiling. “Tell me more…”

Harriet smiled back. “It was A-Level results day… the day in August when you’re eighteen in the UK and get your final exam results. It’s a mad day, everyone from your year either relieved to have got what they needed, or elated that they did better than expected, or angry that they did worse. We get our results in the morning then as you’d imagine everyone is hammered and emotional by the evening… a crazy day out.”

“And your chemistry teacher?” asked Ben, plainly very curious.

“I’d had a massive crush on him for two years. Massive. He was so handsome and so… competent, I guess. He was in his twenties but he seemed like such an adult… I wasn’t the only one to have a crush. Far from it.

“So I saw him on results day, he’d come to congratulate people, and as I’d just got the grades to do medicine at Oxford he singled me out. We had a good chat and… I half-jokingly said to him if he wanted a drink later to let me know. He didn’t say anything, moved the conversation on, but I could tell there was something there.”

Harriet paused, not able to quite believe that she was telling Ben about this, and also Zach… she’d never told anyone as despite being entirely legal it probably wouldn’t have looked good for her teacher. She stole a quick glance at Zach and was relieved to see him watching, enthralled, clearly very interested in hearing about this.

“Fast forward to that evening and I got a message, around 10pm. He must have had my number from one time when me and some friends helped out with a charity evening at the school. Anyway… he asked if I was serious about a drink.”

She paused again, looking at Ben’s reaction. He was smiling gently, nodding encouragingly. It felt really intense talking about it for the first time, alone with her bull while her husband also listened.

“We didn’t make it for a drink.” She shrugged. “We got in his car and… spent the next few hours in a deserted country house car park doing all the things I’d day dreamed about doing with him…” She grinned. “And some things I hadn’t…”

Ben looked at her for a long few moments. “Your eyes lit up talking about it… that’s so fucking hot,” he said quietly. “You enjoyed it?”

“Well…. I missed going to the nightclub with everyone else celebrating but… that was probably good because there’d have been drama with my ex… yeah, it was a good night. 100% a one night stand though. I had a wild phase in my late teens… that was part of it.”

She finally turned to look at Zach properly, and asked, “Are you ok? Was that ok? You didn’t say much.”

Zach grinned back. “Never better… that was perfect. The whole point is for you two to build the intimacy, and for me to watch… I’ll keep silent unless I’m instructing or if I want you to stop. You don’t need to check in on me, I want you both focused on each other entirely.” He paused. “Do you guys feel warmed up now? Ready for the next card?”

Harriet nodded and Ben said, “Let’s do this.”

“Ok… next card, again for both of you. Tell each other what you find most attractive about them right now.”

Harriet and Ben looked at each other again, sat so physically close it was like she could see every feature of his face with more clarity than usual… and he really was quite handsome.

“My turn to go first…” Harriet said. “Your eyes. Sat looking into them, your eyes have such depth to them… I hadn’t realised before, but you smile with your eyes a lot, even when your expression is something else. And you have other emotions there too.” She shrugged. “Right now I’m really attracted by your eyes.” It was both hard and wonderfully refreshing to be so candid with Ben, with the confession before and now admitting what she found attractive.

As if on cue, Ben’s eyes were smiling while only the smallest of smiles tugged around the corners of his mouth. “Like now?” he teased.

She couldn’t help but smile. “Just like now… your turn.”

Without hesitation he replied, “Your nose. It’s imperfectly perfect. Or perfectly imperfect.” He laughed. “Maybe both!”

“My nose?” she asked, somewhat incredulous. For Harriet it was her least favourite feature, the one thing while she’d been growing up that she hadn’t liked, as it had a little kink in it… she’d even wondered about getting it fixed at some point, only for Zach to repeatedly dissuade her. “Seriously?”

“Yes, seriously. You’re beautiful… I mean like truly stunning, but I’m sure you know that. Your nose is what makes you perfect though, by being imperfect. It elevates everything else and makes you more than just beautiful. Take away your nose and you’d still be gorgeous, but nowhere near as uniquely stunning.”

Harriet felt herself blushing, but also felt something more… something starting to cross a boundary. That was one of the nicest, most romantic things that anyone had ever said to her, Zach included. That Ben had said it in front of Zach made it fine, but it didn’t stop Harriet feeling emotions for Ben at that moment that went beyond a simple physical relationship… kind of the point of this weekend exploring, after all, but a definite stirring of something significant.

“That’s…” She glanced at Zach who was smiling and nodded his reassurance. “That’s…” She grinned. “You’ve left me speechless. You really like my nose?”

“Best part of you…”

In her head Harriet wanted to lean over and kiss Ben, but common sense prevailed… this talk, only two questions in, was insanely good foreplay, or at least build up to foreplay. She realised that part of the game was patience… the physical would happen soon enough.

“Next card,” Zach said. “Describe what you each thought about the other person straight after you met them.”

Ben laughed. “Stunning, too good to be true, definitely cheating.”

“Cheating?” Harriet replied, laughing too. “Really?”

“Yeah… you can tell when a woman is in a relationship or not. Something to do with their confidence.” He shrugged. “You had it.”

“You were half right, I guess,” Harriet admitted. “I thought, I wish we’d brought Ben home. To see where it went.” She paused, curious. “Would you have come back with us, if we’d asked?”

“Maybe… I think the husband thing might have freaked me out on the spot!”

They looked at each other for a few moments, amused but certainly in Harriet’s case loving the honesty this game was bringing.

“Next card… share with each other your greatest insecurity that relates to them.”

“That you think I’m a complete slut,” Harriet said instantly. It genuinely was her insecurity, that what she had framed internally and with Zach as claiming their sexuality for themselves was perceived differently by others.

Ben shrugged. “Not a complete slut…” he teased. Harriet pouted, knowing he was joking, before he continued. “No, I think what you’re doing, what you’re both doing, is brilliant, courageous.”

Harriet nodded, relieved. “And yours?”

“That you think I’m in it for the string of one night stands.”

“No, no way.” Harriet paused to think. “At first, yes… I mean, it was probably true first couple of times, right?” Ben shrugged and nodded. “But since then, no… the fact you’re here, doing this with me, willing to try different things this weekend… no way do I think that. This feels like the start of something more, at least to me.”

Ben smiled. “To me too.”

She looked at Ben, really looked at him, and him at her. Inside she thanked Zach with all her heart, and she’d thank him properly later, for coming up with this game… the feelings she had, the intimate connection she felt with Ben, it was unreal. She got the distinct feeling from the way that Ben was looking at her that he felt it too.

“You’re both ok?” asked Zach. “Ready to move on to some of the more physical cards?”

They both turned to look at Zach. “I’m ready,” replied Harriet. “And… thank you. Seriously. These cards are great.”

“Don’t thank me yet… right, we’ll make this a Ben card: hold eye contact and touch the other person's thigh for a minute. No breaking the gaze.”

They turned back to face each other and Ben was smiling. “Tell me when you’re ready.”

Harriet took a deep breath, staying in her cross legged position. “Ready.”

“Ok… here we go.”

She kept her eyes fixed on Ben’s but saw both his hands moving out of the corner of her eye, then felt his touch… so gentle as to almost not be there, the tips of his fingers were brushing her inner thigh, just above her knees. It tickled slightly, but in the very best way, and realising that she was holding her breath, she exhaled softly through her mouth.

Ben was focused on her face intently, but she saw his eyes smiling if not his mouth when she exhaled, and the realisation that he was taking pleasure in her reaction made her want him so badly.

She stayed still though, even as Ben’s touch got firmer, and his fingers started working slowly, tantalisingly higher, brushing against her thighs and setting her nerve endings on fire.

Higher, higher he went, getting closer and closer to her centre, then slowly back down again to her knees, then up, then back down again, firmer pressure now. She’d always liked being touched there, always liked that feeling of being teased before being touched properly, but to have to make eye contact with the person touching you, to know that they’re watching every little intake of breath, every twitch… it was driving Harriet wild.

How long is a minute like this? It seemed to be lasting forever, exquisitely, amazingly, her heart racing. Ben’s hands slipped up again, teasing, getting closer to her core… it was torture, knowing that he was literally a few fingers width from really touching her how she wanted to be touched, how she could feel her body was ready to be touched, but not, and she let out a little moan, half of pleasure, half of frustration…

The moan made Ben smile, until Zach’s voice interrupted, “That’s a minute up.” He chuckled. “An intense minute…” Harriet felt herself blush again and smiled shyly at Ben, who reached up a hand to gently caress her cheek.

“You looked amazing doing that,” he said quietly.

“It felt amazing,” she replied.

“Ready for the next card?” asked Ben.

Harriet nodded, and Zach read out, “Harriet, let the other person remove an item of clothing of your choice… using only their mouth and wrists.”

She couldn’t help but giggle as she considered which clothing to remove. She was wearing her shorts with bikini bottoms underneath, and her vest top but with nothing beneath… she hadn’t thought it worth putting anything more on. So… end up topless, or keep at least a bit of mystery?

“My shorts,” she said with a grin to Ben. “Good luck!”

“You’d better lie back a bit,” he said, and Harriet lay back semi-reclined against the sofa cushions, her legs uncrossed. “Apologies if this gets a bit clumsy…”

“I think that’s the point,” she replied, watching Ben as he positioned himself between her legs.

At first he tried with his wrists but he couldn’t get purchase on the material, not enough to pull them down although he was able to move her top up, exposing her stomach.

Looking up at Harriet with an apologetic grin, he moved his mouth to the waistband of her shorts and she couldn’t help but wriggle a little as she felt his lips and then teeth against her skin as he took hold of it.

He moved slowly, glancing up at Harriet as he did so, pulling down until the top of her bikini bottoms was just visible, and then he stopped, using his wrists to hold the waistband in the middle while he moved his mouth to the left and then the right, pulling her shouts down bit by bit, until with a little lift of her hips it was pulled down a couple of inches all around.

Once he’d got going he moved faster, and as Harriet lifted her hips to help he use his teeth to pull the shorts down further so that they were down around her upper thighs… she couldn’t help noticing though that Ben had slipped in a few playful kisses as he went.

She lowered her hips again and he moved round to the front, gripping the waistband in his teeth again, and when he pulled this time his face was right up against her, his nose pressed into the fabric of her bikini, and she reckoned there was no coincidence that he took his time to slowly slide his nose down her. God, she thought, I want so badly to be touched properly right now, enough of this teasing.

As her shorts slipped down further, to her knees, Ben looked up and smiled, before leaning in and planting a kiss between her legs. “For later,” he said quietly, and she felt a wave of insane arousal flood through her. If it wasn’t for the game she’d have been begging him to get naked and slide into her, she wanted him so badly.

With the shorts finally off, Ben smiling apologetically, and Harriet flushed with arousal, they turned to look at Zach who was grinning himself.

“That was a good card,” he joked. “Next… Ben, let Harriet lie back against you. Explore their body any way you want to for the next two minutes.”

Oh God, thought Harriet, enough of the foreplay… but also please God, more of the foreplay.

Ben repositioned himself, reclining against the cushions in one corner of the sofa with his legs apart. “I’m ready if you are,” he said.

Harriet went over to him and positioned herself lying back against him, her ass between his legs, and she was pleased to feel his obvious arousal through his shorts and the thin fabric of her bikini bottoms.

She rested her head against his chest and felt him wrap his arms around her. With a kiss on her hair, he whispered, “Anything you don’t want?”

Harriet looked at Zach, locked eyes with him as she whispered back to Ben, “Do anything you want with me.”

She could see that Zach was enthralled, watching everything, leaning forward slightly, as she felt Ben’s hands on her, one starting on her thighs, stroking gently, while the other was touching her chest through her vest top.

Harriet lost track of time, surrendering to the sensation, her arousal climbing higher than she thought possible, as Ben slowly slid his hand up her thighs and then inside her bikini bottoms, slipping easily through her slick pubic hair, and sliding a finger into her, making her gasp, all while she kept her eyes locked on Zach, enjoying his reaction to her reaction as much as she enjoyed what Ben was doing to her.

His other hand slid under her top and up, starting to play with one of her nipples, and she arched back into Ben, feeling an orgasm starting to build…she was so on the edge already that it wouldn’t take much at all to push her over.

She closed her eyes, a moan escaping her lips, and then Zach’s voice said, “Time’s up.”

Opening her eyes she looked at him again. “Spoil sport,” she teased, before gasping as Ben pulled his finger out. “This is… you’ve chosen well Zach.”

She felt Ben chuckle behind her. “Amen to that… what’s next?”

Zach grinned and drew the next card. “Harriet… take off one item of the other person’s clothing… with your eyes closed.”

“My choice or Ben’s?” she asked.

“Hmmm… your choice I think.”

“Good,” she replied, looking back at Ben. “I think you should stand in front of me.”

Ben stood, and Harriet closed her eyes. The choice of clothes was easy… he was wearing a t-shirt and swimming shorts, so only two items, and she was damned if she was going to delay things by going for his t-shirt.

She reached up and felt for his waistband, ‘accidentally’ brushing past his hard cock a few times. His drawstring proved to be fiddlier than she’d expected, particularly with her eyes closed, but when she got it undone she pulled the shorts down slowly, hands feeling for his cock, and when it sprung free she took it in both hands.

“It feels different with my eyes closed,” she said. Not true, not remotely true, but she figured that would make the moment so much hotter for both Ben and Zach. She played around with it for a few moments, then said innocently, “I wonder how it feels if I don’t use my hands?”

Harriet heard Ben inhale sharply as she leaned her head down, eyes still closed, and touched his hard cock with her tongue. “It tastes the same…” she whispered. “But does it feel the same?”

She sunk her lips over his cock, using her tongue to play with the head, and started to bob her head up and down, giving him another taste of her blowjob technique.

But, after what she judged was around a minute, she pulled back again and opened her eyes. “Sorry,” she said to both men, grinning. “I do get a bit carried away sometimes.”

Ben was speechless, stood there, his cock coated in her saliva, clearly desperate for more… more of anything. And Zach was flushed, as aroused as she’d seen him, taking a moment to snap himself back to reality.

“I… think,” he said hesitatingly but with a smile. “We need the next card. But first… I feel like you’d both feel comfortable with no clothing from here?”

Ben nodded and pulled off his t-shirt, stood naked, and Harriet lifted off her vest top to show her bare chest. She then stood and slipped off her bikini bottoms so that she was naked too.

The energy between Harriet and Ben was off the charts by that point… it felt to her like if Zach wasn’t controlling the game they’d be all over each other in an instant. She wanted this to escalate quickly so much, it took all of her willpower not to grab for Ben right there and then.

“Next card…” Zach laughed. “Oh, you two are in trouble. French kiss for two minutes, but no other parts of your bodies may touch.” He paused. “You’d better sit back down.”

Harriet looked over at Zach, then at Ben, and she could see that Ben’s breath was more rapid, that he was flushed across his neck… and that his cock was as hard as she’d ever seen it. She imagined that she looked the same.

She smiled at Ben as they sat down next to each other on the sofa. “Ready?” she said quietly.

“Very. You?”

Harriet nodded and leaned in to kiss Ben, tongues connecting straight away, a sensual, passionate kiss, tongues and lips caressing each other. In no time at all she was moaning into the kiss and felt as much as heard the same from Ben.

Instinctively she reached her hand to hold him somewhere, anywhere, but stopped herself at the last. Opening her eyes briefly she saw Zach watching them intently again, grinning, and she winked before closing her eyes to focus in on the kiss, this amazing kiss, driving her senses into overload.

Soon, too soon, Zach said, “That’s two minutes,” and they broke apart, both breathing heavily.

Harriet looked again at Zach. “Please put us out of our misery now…” she begged.

“It doesn’t look like you’re miserable,” he teased, making Ben laugh.

She fixed Zach with her pout, then Ben.

“Ok,” said Zach. “Position cards it is… here Ben, catch.” He tossed a condom and the lube over to Ben, who quickly slipped the condom on along with a thin coating of lube.

“First position…” Zach was building the tension and Harriet was dying to know. Although, in all honesty, she didn’t care… any position, literally any, would work for her. “Reverse cowgirl.”

She looked at Ben who seemed happy, as was Harriet… a chance to set the pace to start with, albeit she always felt a little exposed with the view it gave the man. But then, she figured, Ben had used his tongue on her ass on several occasions previously so, really, she didn’t need to be churlish about him seeing what he was about to see.

Ben indicated the large, thick rug on the floor. “On that? Or upstairs?”

“Let’s start with the rug. Ok with you, Zach?”

“Definitely.”

Harriet took a moment, reminding herself that the connection with Zach was what elevated this sort of experimentation. She wanted to face him, she decided, so she positioned Ben with his feet towards Zach, head pointing away, then straddled his lap facing Ben’s feet.

Reaching down, she took his cock in her hand and guided herself onto it, her arousal making it so easy for her to slide onto him, making her gasp as she did. God it felt good to finally have him inside her after that insane build up. Really… fucking… good.

She felt Ben’s hands on her hips, and slowly, as slowly as she could, she started to grind against him. As she did, she looked Zach squarely in the eyes.

“I love you,” she mouthed, not wanting to risk saying anything out loud just in case Ben thought it was meant for him.

“I love you too,” he mouthed back, grinning, making her smile as a shudder of pleasure rocked through her suddenly. She caught sight of her reflection in the glass wall, the night dark outside by then, and nearly came gasping on the spot, it looked so carnal, her riding her bull’s cock, she could see it sliding into her as she moved her hips, her hair messy, her face a picture of arousal… but she just about controlled herself, slowing down, and what might have been a small orgasm subsided to leave her with her slow building pleasure again.

Ben had got used to her pace, and he matched his own movements with hers, hands gripping her tightly by her upper thighs, thumbs firm on her ass. She knew that he could see everything from behind, and she planned to give him everything soon, not that night but soon, so she didn’t care… she was just hoping that he enjoyed the view.

Despite keeping the pace slow, she was moaning with pleasure from time to time, little waves shuddering through her, and she could feel that orgasm starting to build properly.

Zach must have seen, because he said, “Time for the next card?”

“Do we have to?” panted Harriet.

“My rules,” teased Zach. “Ok… wow, lotus position. Should be fun!”

Harriet slowed down to a halt and climbed off, looking at Ben. “You know this one?”

Ben shook his head. “No… keen to learn though.”

She leaned over and kissed him. “I’ll bet you are. Right… you sit up, cross legged, side on to Zach.”

Ben did as she’d instructed, then she straddled him again, this time facing Ben and lowering herself on to him, crossing her legs around him, her chest pushed up against his. She put her arms around him and he did likewise.

Their faces were inches apart, and they were looking into each other’s eyes. “You ok?” she asked.

“Very. You?”

“It’s… deep. Don’t try to thrust, that would be too much. This is more about us moving together. Ok?”

He nodded and closed the few inches to kiss her. She broke the kiss a few moments later, shifting her hips to grind a little into him, making him moan quietly. With her forehead pressed against his she whispered, “Like this…” as she moved her hips slowly back and then forward again. It felt so, so good.

“Where has this been all my life?” whispered Ben, a smile around his eyes.

“It’s good, right?” she replied, keeping the slow rhythm. Harriet moved one of her hands to the back of his head, running her fingers through his hair, then pulled him in to kiss again, this time for longer.

As they kissed, she enjoyed the little waves of pleasure rolling through her… she thought it unlikely that she’d climax like this, the physical movement not enough, although never say never. But regardless, it was intensely pleasurable and intimate.

Ben broke the kiss and she took the opportunity to turn her head to look at Zach again. She smiled at him and he grinned back, before she felt one of Ben’s hands slide down to hold her ass, tight in this position, muscles flexing with each movement, and she turned back to kiss him.

It felt amazing, and she was starting to wonder whether she might reach a slow burning climax after all, when Zach interrupted.

“Time for another card…”

“Seriously?” asked Harriet, half seriously.

“Seriously. Ok, so next… 69.”

She looked at Ben and grinned. “I think we can do this one, right?”

He nodded, smiling. “I reckon so. Who on top?”

“Me if that’s ok.” She looked at Zach. “Do you want us side on to you?”

“You can go any way you want. But… yes.”

She delicately climbed off Ben and waited while he lay down, then repositioned herself so that Ben’s head was between her legs. His cock, his hard cock, was stood proud, and she slipped off the condom, taking a moment to admire it, feeling the weight in her hand.

Then, as she lowered her head down, Ben pulled her hips lower and his tongue slipped between her folds… she couldn’t help but let out a loud moan onto the cock in her mouth as he hit just the right spot, drawing a twitch from Ben.

Harriet realised that Zach could keep them rotating for ever, and she really, really wanted to peak, so she didn’t hold back, soon building up to a steady rhythm on Ben’s cock, using a hand to play with his balls at the same time.

She could feel, starting between her legs and radiating outwards, her orgasm really, truly building towards a peak, a shudder running through her, and she could feel from Ben’s own reactions, the way his hips twitched towards her, the way his hands grabbed her ass tighter, that he was getting close too.

His orgasm hit first, she felt a shudder run through him and then she felt him breathing hard even as he continued to use his tongue on her, and then his cock spasmed and his cum coated the roof of her mouth and tongue, and she kept her mouth over his cock, drinking the cum down and teasing every last moment of the orgasm out of him until she felt his hand on her and he said, “Enough. That was amazing but… no more.”

She lifted her head to look at Zach, smiling at him as she sat back and felt Ben’s tongue and fingers going to work on her again, conscious that some of Ben’s semen was on her lips as Zach smiled back, licking her lips because it felt like the naughtiest thing she could do for Zach at that moment, and then her own orgasm hit… hard and loud, making her scream in pleasure as she ground herself against Ben’s tongue, coming down from the first peak only to be hit by a second, more intense, making her cry out, “Oh God, Ben, you’re my bull, don’t stop, keep fucking going, my magnificent bull…”

When the second peak had subsided she glanced again at Zach, a little embarrassed, but all he did was smile and mouth, “I love you,” again, and all Harriet could do was exhaustedly say the same before she climbed wearily off Ben’s face and lay down with her back to the sofa and her sweaty limbs entangled with his.

***

Time passed, and Harriet had no idea how long it was. It was still night time, she knew that, but that wasn’t a surprise… it couldn't be later than 10 or 11, surely. But then if someone told her she’d lain in a post orgasmic haze for eight hours and it was 6am she wouldn’t be that surprised… the intensity of the evening had left her overwhelmed.

Zach had gone and got them both drinks, water first and then something a little stronger, but they’d not moved far… she was still sat on the rug, back to the sofa, while Ben was tangled up with her. Zach had come to join them on the floor and, she was pleased to see, had taken off his own clothes… she liked that, even if he was only watching.

Finally, Ben spoke. “Zach… fuck me, you’ve hit a goldmine with that game.”

Zach grinned. “If it was half as good to play as it was to watch, well… it was very good to watch, I’ll say that.”

“That was insane. Seriously, both of you, I’ve never had sex like that. Ever. You two are insane,” Ben replied, then laughed. “Good kind of insane.”

Zach reached out and gave Harriet’s foot a squeeze. “You with us?” he asked, smiling.

Harriet smiled weakly. “Barely.” She paused. “Wow. Zach, that was great. And Ben… my magnificent bull… that was something else.”

Ben laughed. “Keep calling me that… hotwife.”

Harriet laughed too. She liked being called that, not often, but after what they’d just done… hotwife and bull sounded good.

“We’ve got lots more cards…” Zach said, looking at the decks on the table.

Ben shook his head. “Not for me tonight… this weekend’s a marathon not a sprint. And I’ve got tomorrow’s stint as a dominant bull to save myself for…”

Harriet felt a little shiver of anticipation run through her at the thought… she’d set the boundaries with Ben, told him what she wanted, but he had a lot of freedom with what happened tomorrow night, and Zach was in the dark.

“But…” continued Ben. “You guys always have reclaiming sex, right?”

Harriet nodded and Zach smiled. “Always,” she said.

Ben was smiling. “What would you say to a spectator tonight? One who happens to have some decks of cards?”

Harriet thought, glancing at Zach. She really wasn’t sure… the reclaiming was them, and them alone, a private moment that elevated her and Zach above any other partner. It was important.

But… this long weekend was an opportunity to try things out, to see what worked. If Ben watched and it somehow detracted from the reclaiming moment then fine, they’d have learned something and would know not to do it again.

Zach was looking at her too and shrugged. “Once wouldn’t hurt, would it?”

“And I reckon you’d like to try the game a little too?” teased Harriet.

“You’ve got me.” He turned to Ben. “We’d like that.”

“But,” replied Harriet. “Not just yet. I need a little bit longer sat right here first…”


Chapter 9

They finally made it upstairs to Harriet and Zach's room around 1am, Zach and Harriet walking hand in hand with Ben following carrying the cards.

Harriet, if she was being honest with herself, was exhausted... it wasn't just the intensity of the game earlier, it was the sex with Ben that afternoon as well. It had been a long and very good day. But, without a doubt, she had the energy for her and Zach to reclaim each other. That was important, very important.

Harriet climbed on to the bed, as did Zach, and while she kneeled he rested against one of his arms, looking at her with a playful smile.

"What?" she asked Zach, grinning.

"Just... you. I love you. You know this is my favourite part each time."

"I love you so, so much too. It's my favourite as well." It felt weird, but not as weird as she'd have expected, to say these things to each other in front of Ben. In fact it was a really good sign, she thought, that her and Zach could be that open in front of him... she thought that it reflected well on how Ben was fitting around their lives. She glanced down and chuckled at the sight of Zach's rapidly hardening cock. "You're not going to need much encouragement, are you?"

"I've just spent the evening watching you having the most incredible foreplay and sex... you'd be worried, surely, if I wasn't a bit excited?"

"Very true." She paused. "Shall we?" she asked, inclining her head towards Ben.

She turned to look at Ben, who was sat in a chair at the end of the bed, as did Zach. "It's nice seeing you guys like this," Ben said. "Genuinely. So... you ready for the cards?"

"How about we skip straight to the position cards?" asked Harriet.

Ben shook his head. "No way. I'm running this a bit differently to Zach... I've chosen a few cards, not many. I want to make this reclaiming time special for the two of you. That's important to me as, well, as your bull... I reckon it's partly my job to actively make your relationship stronger."

Harriet looked back at Zach who shrugged. "I like the sound of it..." he said, and she turned back to Ben and nodded her agreement too.

Ben grinned. "Good... you've made the right choice. First card... one we used earlier, describe what you each thought about the other person straight after you met them. And, you've got to keep looking at each other while you do it."

Harriet couldn't help smiling, and Zach was the same. For all their time together, their ten years as a couple, this was something they'd never discussed. Ben could not have chosen a better card to help to re-establish the intimacy between her and Zach... it was perfect.

"You go first, or me?" asked Zach.

"You... I'm curious."

Zach paused for a few moments, looking intently into Harriet's eyes. "I thought... fun, beautiful, I'd..." He laughed. "I'd never met someone with an accent as English as yours. You remember the night?" Harriet nodded. "It was the start of uni year party, right? Except you called them bops... ridiculous name." They both smiled at that. "I remember, afterwards, I'd met a lot of people that night, my first night on my year abroad, but it was you that stuck with me."

Harriet reached out and took Zach's hand.

"I figured I needed to look elsewhere, I mean you were with that guy, right?" he continued and Harriet nodded. "I thought... I figured you and him were a serious item, the way you were all over each other later in the evening."

She smiled. "We split up the next day... those summer term romances never made it as far as November. Must have surprised you when I asked you out a week later?"

Zach grinned. "Just a little... I didn't really expect to meet my future wife the first night I arrived!" He paused. "So there it is... fun, beautiful, posh as hell and, I think, somewhere deep down, I knew within about thirty seconds of meeting you."

Harriet couldn't help but smile back, feeling such incredible love towards Zach in that moment... it was talking like this that made her truly, truly appreciate him. She loved him so much.

"So," continued Zach. "Your turn."

She took a few seconds to gather her thoughts. "Charming and handsome. That's what I thought when I met you that night, and I can remember thinking it when I was going to sleep later." She paused. "I felt something I'd never felt with anyone before... when we were introduced, you remember, outside the college bar. It was bloody freezing..." Zach nodded and Harriet continued. "I felt... it was like a thrill, like talking to you everything went a bit giddy. I'd never had that instant attraction."

"I feel bad for the guy you were with," joked Zach.

Harriet grinned. "Don't... turned out he'd been doing the dirty on me over the summer." She shrugged. "His loss... I didn't like him that much anyway. But that night, even though I ended the night with him, you were on my mind." She shrugged. "I felt it, and I have ever since." She glanced at Ben. "Sorry Ben, this is probably more than you bargained for?"

"Not at all," he replied. "This is amazing... it makes me so happy to see the connection you two have. It's special."

Zach looked at him as well. "Thank you. That was the perfect card to kick us off."

"No need to thank me." Ben stood up. "I'll leave these cards here, but I reckon my work here is done... you two don't need cards, you just need each other." He walked over to the door and switched the light off. "You guys have fun reclaiming each other... that's the final card for the night, I've made it up, but who cares? See you in the morning."

Harriet looked at Zach who grinned back at her, and she leaned in to kiss him... properly kiss him, passionately, all of her love for him, all of her desire poured into that kiss.

It wasn't long until they'd climbed under the covers, hands all over each other, touching each other, stroking each other, their bodies so familiar, their little gasps and grunts so well understood, it felt completely natural.

Soon they were pressed against each other, Harriet's legs parted, and she was on her back, Zach sliding into her, making her gasp in pleasure, his cock, and only his cock, feeling more right than anything else in the world... as he slowly slid out and then in again, as she moved her hips in time to his, as her hands gripped his ass and pulled him into her, she felt her pleasure building for one final time that night, one last crescendo, an unstoppable tsunami of pleasure thundering towards her, and she came, calling out Zach's name, telling him that she loved him, again and again, until they collapsed down together and sleep, much needed sleep, claimed them both.
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