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Double Bill

Following Zoe’s immensely successful playdate with Calvin, Stuart is eager for her to enjoy more bulls. They may have been late to the party but—to her husband’s delight—Zoe is determined to make up for lost time. And there’s no shortage of virile bulls eager to get their hands on an attractive, mature hotwife.

While friends and family see our empty nesters downsizing their home and taking regular weekend trips, none would ever guess that the middle-aged couple are now enjoying the most fulfilling sexual experiences of their lives.

Stuart loves seeing his wife being pleasured in every way imaginable, so as their twenty-eighth wedding anniversary approaches, he decides to give her something extra special. He browses the contact website with only a vague idea of what he’s looking for and finds a pair of bulls who perform as a tag-team. When he learns they’re both called William, Stuart knows he’s found the perfect solution. 

The entertainment for Zoe’s anniversary night will feature a Double Bill...
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Chapter 1
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Stuart was watching ‘virtual walk-throughs’ on an estate agents’ website on Saturday morning. House-hunting had certainly come a long way since they’d bought their current house, but then so had his marriage. If someone had told him four months ago that he and his fifty-year-old wife would be living a wife-sharing lifestyle, he’d have laughed in their face. And yet here they were, and they’d never been happier. 

Zoe came into the living room and put two steaming mugs on the coffee table. “Seen anything you like?” she asked, sitting next to him on the sofa.

“Yeah, quite a few. And if we’re prepared to commute an extra ten miles to work, there are dozens of places I’d be happy to live.”

“Hellooo?”

Zoe’s face broke into a smile on hearing their son’s voice. Noah had opened the backdoor and walked in from the kitchen, closely followed by his fiancée, Lucy. Stuart put down the laptop and stood up to greet their visitors, though he had to wait until his wife had finished hugging them both.

“How’s things?” Noah asked, slipping off his jacket and dropping into an armchair.

“Great,” Zoe said. “I’ve just made a brew. Do you want tea or coffee?” Both asked for coffee, and she headed off to the kitchen. 

“So, what’s new with you guys?” Stuart asked, smiling at them as he returned to the sofa.

“A few things,” Noah said, grinning. “There’s the chance of a secondment at work.” He worked in IT at the central offices for one of the big banks.

“Oh? At the same site?” he asked.

“That’s where I’d be based, but there would be some travel.”

“Where are you travelling to?” Zoe asked, putting a tray holding two cups and the biscuit box onto the coffee table.

Noah laughed. “Nowhere exciting. I was just telling Dad about a secondment that I might get. It’ll involve going to the London and Edinburgh offices every few weeks.”

“Nice,” she said. 

“Is it a promotion?” Stuart asked.

Noah had just bitten into a chocolate digestive, so he shook his head as his answer. Once he’d swallowed, he added, “It’ll be seen as ‘a positive if I can build up a good working relationship with colleagues in other divisions’ is how my boss described it.”

“Well, I’m glad you came,” Stuart said, leaning forward for a biscuit. “She only gets these out when we have visitors.”

Noah laughed as his mum slapped his dad’s leg. 

“Have you heard from your sister?” Zoe asked.

“Yeah, I phoned her earlier this week. She said something about you guys going to the Lake District.”

“Yes, we went about three weeks ago,” Zoe said. “It was lovely. We also had a weekend in Banbury, and we’re off to Castleton in the Peak District soon.”

Stuart got a warm hum of anticipation at the mention of their next trip away, then immediately pushed it from his mind. 

“Wow.” Noah smiled. “Well, you might want to keep the last weekend in June of next year free, because we’ve booked a place for our wedding.”

Zoe squealed. “Ooh, lovely.”

Noah grinned. “That was why I phoned Eva, she’s going to be a bridesmaid.”

“Where are you having it?” Zoe asked.

“Dormweld Hall,” Lucy said. “It’s a gorgeous old stately home set in the Cheshire countryside.”

Stuart leaned forward. “Well, I’ll celebrate this news with another biscuit.”

Zoe glared at him, then smiled up at Noah. “We might have some news of our own soon.”

“Oh?” Noah grinned. “Are you pregnant?”

Stuart spat out crumbs of chocolate digestive and shook his head. “God no! We’ve only just got our lives back after getting rid of the two kids we’ve got.”

“We’re thinking of moving house,” Zoe explained. “This place is a bit too big now it’s just us two, and there are a lot of nice places that would be perfect.”

“You’re downsizing?”

“Yep,” Stuart said, grinning. “We’re going to spend your inheritance. We’ll live in a shed and fritter away all the money we get for this place on holidays and booze.”

Noah laughed. “I think that’s a great idea. You should spend the money from assets while you’re still young enough to enjoy it. Otherwise, the government takes it all off you when you have to go into a care home.”

“I’m not going into a care home,” Stuart said. “I’ll come live with you. And when I get incontinent, you can change my nappy like I did for you when you were a kid.”

“Don’t listen to him,” Zoe said, giggling. “I’m thinking of putting him in a home now and having a few holidays on my own.”

“Well,” Lucy said, “you’ll be getting an invite to my hen party. That’ll be another nice holiday for you.”

“Ooh, where are you going?”

“We’ve not decided yet, but probably Spain.”

“Sounds cool. Count me in.”

Noah and Lucy stayed for another half-hour or so, then headed off to do some grocery shopping. After their guests had left, Zoe smiled at her husband. “I suppose I’ll have to buy a new dress for the wedding. And a hat. You’ll need a new suit, unless they’re hiring morning suits for all the men.”

“Hmm,” he said, picking up the laptop again to look at more houses. “I preferred life when all I had to think about was who’d be the next well-hung guy to roger my missus.”

Zoe shrieked and slapped his leg. “You dirty old bugger.”

He laughed, pulling her in for a cuddle. “Don’t try and pretend you’re not already thinking about your upcoming date with Lenny in Castleton.”

“I admit I have had a few thoughts about that.” She rested her head on his shoulder, looked into his eyes and smiled. “Actually, it was more about the week before my date.”

“Ah.” He knew she was about to remind him that she was off-limits to him for the coming week.

“Don’t pout. I think you’ll like it.”

“Oh?”

Zoe ran her hand down his arm. “Hmm. You know how I got the idea about restricting your access from one of the forums I read?”

He nodded.

“Well, I’m not sure it was such a good idea.”

“It wasn’t?” His spirits lifted.

“No. The person who wrote that piece of advice said her husband was far more attentive during her playdates, and far more passionate when he reclaimed her.”

Stuart held his breath.

Zoe gave a little shrug. “I’m not convinced that applies to you.”

He nodded, then shook his head. Unsure which of those actions showed he agreed, he decided to clarify with words. “You’re right.”

She nuzzled his neck. “I think you’d be attentive and passionate without being restricted.”

“I would.” He nodded. “I will.” 

She smiled. “I mean, you went to great lengths describing all your favourite parts of when Calvin serviced me.”

Stuart smiled at the memory of her date with Calvin, her first-ever bull from the website. There had been numerous conversations about that night since they’d got back from Banbury. “I wanted to prove I paid attention to every detail.”

She nodded. “And as for when you reclaimed me...”

He let out a long sigh. “Yeah, I thought that worked pretty well.”

“It was perfect.”

During her date with Calvin, Stuart had watched the bull fuck his wife from behind. The way she’d been positioned on the bed allowed him to see the huge black cock sliding in and out of her pussy, and the mirrored wardrobe on the other side of the room meant he’d also seen her facial expressions throughout.

Stuart had tried to replicate that feel during the reclamation. He’d taken the large mirror from the hallway and propped it up on their pillows, leaning against the headboard. Then he’d instructed Zoe to strip naked except for the high heels she’d worn on her playdate and stand at the foot of the bed. He’d stepped close behind her, bent her over until her hands rested on the mattress, then fucked her as hard as he could while they both watched themselves in the mirror. Zoe had come twice before Stuart withdrew and came over her back.

“I still get a hard-on when I think about that,” he confessed.

“Hmm. I think it’s a scenario we might repeat fairly soon.”

“We will?”

She nodded. “And I may even have an extra request.”

His cock was already thickening. “What sort of request?”

She laughed and pushed away from him. “If I tell you now, we’ll never find a new home.”

Stuart passed her the laptop. “Here, you look. Make a note of any you like.”

As Zoe browsed the website, Stuart took the four cups and plate into the kitchen. Then he came back and sat beside her.

“I suppose we could drive past the ones we like and have a look at the amenities and surrounding area,” he said. “If we’re still interested, we can contact the agents and arrange a viewing.”

“What about our house?”

“Let’s get it valued and on the market.”

Zoe sighed. “I can’t believe it’s happening so fast. I only suggested moving a couple of weeks ago.”

“Well, we’re not getting any younger.” He grinned. “And besides, you can’t be expected to clean a house this big. You’ll need to reserve your energy for all the shagging you’ll be doing over the next year.”

“I certainly don't see cleaning the house we live in as my sole responsibility,” she said. “And if you want to do any shagging of your own during the next year, you'd better remember that.”

* * * *
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Over the next few days, Stuart and Zoe prepared for the upcoming events. On Sunday, he started clearing their loft, making several trips to the dump with stuff they hadn’t used in years. On Monday evening, they both took a drive to look at three houses they deemed interesting from their browsing. On Tuesday, two different estate agents visited to value their house, and on Wednesday afternoon Zoe had her legs waxed ready for her playdate on Saturday.

Castleton was much closer to home than Banbury, so Zoe had arranged to rent the cottage for just Saturday night. This meant spending Friday night in their own house. They watched a movie and shared a bottle of wine, then headed up to bed a little before eleven. Stuart used the bathroom first, so by the time Zoe had cleansed her face and brushed her teeth, he was already in bed.

When she came into the bedroom he watched her undress. She removed the leggings and top she’d worn, then unclipped her bra. 

Still wearing her panties, she hesitated. “Is it worth me putting my nightwear on?”

He smiled. “What do you mean?”

“I mean I know you’re horny. You’ve obviously been thinking about tomorrow night’s date because you pawed me all evening.”

He ran his eyes down her body and his cock thickened beneath the quilt. They’d last had sex on Wednesday, and he’d love to have it again now, but he was determined to show some self-restraint. “Don’t bother putting anything on.”

“Okay.” She slipped off her panties and climbed into bed beside him.

Stuart leaned up on one elbow and stroked her face. “Are you excited about tomorrow?”

“I’m excited about now.”

“Liar.”

She laughed. “I am excited about tomorrow, but I love what you do to me when you’re all revved up from thinking about sharing me.”

“Shall I let you into a secret?”

“Hmm.”

“I’m not going to fuck you until after your playdate.”

Zoe ran her hand down his body and wrapped her fingers around his cock, which was fully hard. “Yes you are.”

“No. Tonight, I’ll go without release.” He eased her onto her back, and she let go of his cock. Then he scooted down the bed and nudged her legs apart. “I’m going to make you come, though.”

“Stu, you can fuck me.”

“Anybody can fuck you because you’re a slut.”

“Oh thanks, pet.”

He laughed. “I wouldn’t want you any other way, and you know it.” He traced his finger down her body until it reached her outer lips. “I love what we’re doing.”

She looked up at him, eyes sparkling in the lamplight. “Me too.”

He leaned down and planted a kiss on her mons. “I love sharing you.”

Zoe opened her legs wider. “I love being shared.”

He ran his tongue through her slick folds, making her moan. “Tomorrow night, Lenny’s going to own this hole.”

She shook her head. “No, he’s just being allowed to use it. No bull will ever own my body, only my husband.”

He lowered himself into the space between her legs, looking up her body into her face. “Say that again.”

Zoe smiled. “My body is yours. You can do anything you want to it, which includes sharing it with other men.”

“Good.” 

Stuart gently licked her folds again, then pushed deep into her channel and tongue-fucked her. Zoe raised her hips and whispered words of encouragement, which spurred him on. When her breathing became ragged, he moved up to suck her clit and slid two fingers inside the hot sheath of her twat. She groaned and humped his face, coming with a loud grunt.

Gripping him by the hair, she dragged him up on top of her. “Slide your dick in,” she husked, dragging her nails down his back.

“No.”

She writhed beneath him. “Come on, feed me your cock.”

“You’ve had your pleasure.”

“I love being licked until I come, but afterwards I want cock.”

“Is that right?”

“Hmm.” She looked at him pleadingly. “What do you think? Are you going to give me what I need?”

“You’ll be getting what you need tomorrow.”

“I could take both.” She pulled his head close and licked around his ear. “I can take your cock tonight and his tomorrow. Like you said, I’m a slut.”

Stuart’s self-restraint was deserting him. His cock throbbed with need, and Zoe was undulating beneath him, her big tits crushed to his chest and her soft, smooth legs wrapped around his own. He raised his head and looked into her eyes. “I think you should wait.”

She smiled, knowing she’d already won. “Fuck me.”

He reached down and slid his cock inside her. She closed her eyes, clenched her inner muscles and let out a sigh.

“It’s not going to last long,” he warned.

“I know.” She opened her eyes and watched his face. “You can come whenever you’re ready.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “I’m right on the brink.”

“I didn’t think you’d want me to come inside you the night before a date.”

“In that case, fuck me until I come - then you can pull out.”

She placed her hands on his buttocks and moved more urgently beneath him, grinding her clit against his pubic bone. Her mouth dropped open, and he felt the clench of her orgasm. He held himself still and allowed her to ride out her pleasure. 

Then she opened her eyes and smiled at him. “Thank you.”

“Any time.”

“How about you wait for your release until after tomorrow?”

He scoffed and pinned her wrists to the mattress above her head. “Oh no, not after you made me go inside you.”

Zoe licked her lips. “Do you want to come in my mouth?”

He remembered her telling him that during her affair with Jamie all those years ago, he would often fuck her until she came then finish in her mouth. “Yeah.”

“Okay, do it.”

Stuart pounded into her half a dozen times, pulled out and crawled up the bed. Zoe raised her head and took him into her mouth. She licked around the glans then pushed her head forward until the tip of his cock squeezed into the tight confines of her throat, triggering his orgasm. She moaned at his first gush. He dropped his head back and let out short exhales with each subsequent spasm. When he finally stopped shuddering, she released him from her mouth and planted soft kisses all around the tip of his softening cock.

Fully sated, Stuart rolled off and gulped in deep breaths. Zoe snuggled into him. “I’m glad we’re not restricting you before a date.”

He kissed the top of her head. “Yeah, me too.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 2
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Castleton turned out to be a picturesque village of sandstone buildings surrounded by lush green hills. It had only taken them an hour to get there, driving through some lovely countryside on the way.

“We should come hiking around here,” Zoe said.

Stuart grinned. “If you can still walk in the morning, we can do some then.” 

His comment earned him a slap. Once they’d located the cottage, Zoe used the code she’d been sent from the letting agent to access the key safe and opened the front door. 

The cottage itself was the second in a block of four. It was small but had been tastefully refurbished to a high standard. The exposed beams in the ceiling were probably an original feature, but every other part of the house looked brand new. The lounge had oak floors, leather couches and a double-glazed sash window. The kitchen had ultra-modern units, slate tiles on the floor and brightly coloured mosaic tiles above the work surfaces.

They had a few hours to kill, so after he’d put the beer, wine and pizzas in the fridge, Stuart suggested they take a walk through the main street of the village and maybe have a drink. They left the cottage and walked down the short garden path. 

Zoe turned and looked up at the row of houses. “I didn’t realise it was a terraced house. I hope the sound doesn’t carry to the neighbours.”

“The walls are about two feet thick. I don’t think you need to worry about stifling your screams of ecstasy.”

She smiled. “Good.”

They passed the visitor centre and found a cosy old pub that served real ale. Stuart had a pint, and Zoe had a half-pint. He nodded in the direction of a blackboard menu on the wall. “If we eat now, we won’t need to cook later.” They’d brought a couple of pizzas with them.

“That’s a good idea.” Zoe glanced at the board. “I’ll go for the home-made soup and a ham sandwich.”

Stuart went to the bar to get fresh drinks and order their food. He also wanted soup but chose a cheese and pickle sandwich. They chatted about normal stuff while eating lunch, then wandered around the village and called at the visitor centre on their way back to the cottage. Zoe seemed determined to return to Castleton in the not-too-distant future.

Stuart made them both a coffee, which they drank in the lounge as they relaxed, then Zoe announced she was going to get showered and dressed.

“Want me to come watch you?” he asked. They’d both got a buzz from him watching her prepare herself for Calvin.

“Not this time,” she said, the hint of a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. 

After she’d gone upstairs, he wondered why she’d smiled that way. Maybe she’d bought a new dress and wanted to surprise him with it. He glanced around the lounge and realised there wasn’t a dining table or, more importantly, any dining chairs. The only seats in the kitchen were tall chrome stools. He went upstairs to look for one just as Zoe came out of the bedroom wrapped in her own fluffy robe.

“There are no chairs downstairs,” he said. “I might have to kneel on the floor to watch you.”

She shook her head. “There’s a cuck chair. I saw it in the photos when I booked the cottage.” Then she continued into the bathroom and closed the door.

Stuart stepped into the bedroom for the first time. It was a good size and tastefully decorated, and he immediately saw what Zoe had referred to. The ‘cuck chair’ was actually a window-seat built into the thick stone wall, with a padded leather bench rather than a traditional windowsill. It was midway down the side wall, level with the lower-half of the bed. Zoe had already closed the curtains, so he checked the lighting. The chandelier was far too bright, but the bedside lamps gave the room a cosy glow while still casting enough light for him to see what was taking place on the bed. Unlike Banbury, there were no mirrored wardrobes to enhance his viewing pleasure.

He headed back downstairs and got himself a beer from the fridge. He flicked through the news and sports pages on his phone without actually taking anything in, his mind too preoccupied with the upcoming playdate. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been sitting there when he heard Zoe coming downstairs. When she walked into the lounge from the hallway, he felt his jaw drop.

“It’s what he asked for,” she explained, in answer to his expression. She was wearing far more makeup than usual, a fitted black dress, black, fine-meshed fishnets and peep-toed patent leather high heels.

Stuart frowned. “What exactly did he ask for?”

“Lenny told me that I should dress how I want to be treated.”

“Huh?”

“He said if I want to be treated like a lady, I should dress accordingly.” She smiled. “But if I dressed like a slut...”

Stuart raked his eyes over his wife’s outfit, then blew out his cheeks. The dress had buttons down the front, but only the ones between her sternum and her crotch were fastened. The unfastened top ones offered a generous view of her ample cleavage, and the lower ones showed far more of her legs than would be deemed decent in the pub they’d visited a few hours earlier. When she walked, he could see the lacy stocking-tops and a flash of white thigh.

“Do you think he’ll treat me like a lady?” she asked. The amount of eyeliner and mascara she’d applied brought out the greenish tinge of her hazel eyes.

“I doubt it.”

“Good.” 

He held up his beer bottle. “Fancy a drink? I’ve put the white wine in the fridge.”

She shook her head. “Lenny won’t be drinking because he has to drive back to Chesterfield. Why don’t we save it for later?”

“Okay.” He liked the idea of them sipping wine while discussing what happened with Lenny.

The small living room had two 2-seater couches facing each other, and Zoe sat on the one opposite him. When she crossed her legs, the dress fell open and revealed there were suspenders attached to the stockings. He’d assumed they were hold-ups.

“Did you have to go shopping for a suspender belt?” he asked.

She nodded. “I have one from when we went to that Rocky Horror revival show about ten years ago, but I bought a new one for tonight.” She raised her eyebrows. “From what I’ve read, stockings and suspenders seem to be pretty popular for playdates.”

“Maybe you could wear them for date nights, too.”

“I’ll do that if you want me to.”

“Thank you.” He nodded at her hanging foot. “Are the shoes new, too?”

“Mm hmm.”

“They’re sexy. I approve.”

“I’m glad, because I bought them with money from the joint account.”

He laughed. “Money well spent, if you ask me.” 

His eyes were drawn to the front window. He thought a shadow had just passed, as if someone had walked up the short path. A loud knock on the door confirmed it. 

“Ooh, showtime.” Zoe stood up, acting far more composed than she had a few weeks ago when Calvin had arrived for her first date as a hotwife.

Stuart stood up and waited in the living room. Zoe came in first, her eyes wide with excitement. When Lenny followed her in, Stuart could see why. The guy was much bigger than he’d imagined. Unlike Calvin, Lenny didn’t shake hands with Stuart, instead just nodding at him once. He didn’t give the impression he wanted to sit down and make conversation.

Zoe seemed to sense her latest bull wasn’t much for social niceties. “Shall we go upstairs?”

Lenny nodded. He stepped back to let her lead the way, then followed without giving her husband a second glance. Stuart trailed in their wake, feeling far less comfortable than he had with Calvin. 

By the time he’d settled on the window-seat, Zoe and Lenny were standing at the foot of the bed unbuttoning their own clothes. Lenny removed his shirt to reveal a suntanned, heavily tattooed torso and arms. Whereas Calvin’s body had been athletic like a boxer’s, Lenny had the appearance of someone who worked on a construction site, which had been Stuart’s first impression from the profile photos. The scrapes and cuts on his big hands seemed to confirm this. He looked strong and powerful, and as he unbuckled the belt of his jeans, his eyes were fixed on Zoe.

Zoe unbuttoned the dress and pushed it back off her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. Stuart managed to drag his eyes away long enough to see Lenny was also staring at her body. Her erect nipples were clearly visible through the delicate lace of the black bra. The suspender belt had the same intricate pattern as the trim of the bra, obviously part of the same line of lingerie. There may have been matching panties, too, but Zoe wasn’t wearing them. Her dark red triangle of closely-clipped pubic hair was framed by the black suspenders running down the front of each thigh. 

Lenny stepped out of his shoes, then pushed his jeans and shorts down together. His cock sprang out, thick and long. Stuart tried not to stare, and it took him a few moments to realise why it looked odd; there was no pubic hair. When Stuart glanced at his wife, her eyes were fixed on the bull’s cock. 

Lenny stood in just a pair white sports socks, which might have looked comical on a less impressive body, then he bent to get a pack of condoms from the pocket of his discarded jeans. He removed one and dropped the pack on the floor. Keeping his eyes on Zoe, he ripped the foil and slowly rolled the pink gossamer down his cock. Stuart wondered if Lenny needed to order them in extra-large, because he was pretty sure regular johnnies wouldn’t reach the base of that cock.

“Sit on the bed,” Lenny ordered.

Zoe did so, her eyes now looking up into Lenny’s face.

“I like your outfit,” he said, stepping closer.

“Thank you.”

Lenny smiled. “It’s not very ladylike.”

“Well, I don’t want to be a lady tonight.”

Stuart wondered if this roleplay had been pre-arranged between them. Something about their interaction felt rehearsed, and he wondered if it was all for his benefit.

“What do you want to be?”

“A cock-loving slut.”

Lenny raised his eyebrows, then nodded. “It looks like I came to the right place.”

Zoe made a point of lowering her gaze to his cock for a moment before looking back into his eyes. “I agree, because you’ve got exactly what a cock-loving slut needs.”

Lenny laughed, then ran his eyes down her body. “You’ve got great tits.”

“Thank you.”

“Take your bra off.”

She reached between the cups, unfastened the clasps and pulled the sides apart. Her ample boobs held their shape, taut nipples protruding from pink areolae.

Lenny nodded approvingly. “Now show me your cunt.”

Stuart was taken aback, partly by the language but mainly because of the tone. Lenny sounded angry. Zoe opened her legs, placing her heeled feet as far apart on the floor as they would reach.

Lenny ogled her blatantly. “Show me the inside.”

Zoe placed three fingers on either side of her sex and pulled her outer lips apart. From his seat at the side of the bed, Stuart couldn’t see anything except her fingers.

Lenny bent at the waist and peered between Zoe’s spread legs. “It looks wet.”

“It is,” she said, still holding herself open. “And hot. Why don’t you try it out?”

He straightened. “Is that what you want?” he asked, taking hold of his huge cock.

“It’s what we all want. That’s the reason we’re all here.”

Stuart remembered her saying something similar to Calvin.

“Lie back.”

She did so, smiling up at him as her feet remained on the floor. Lenny reached down and placed his huge, calloused hands on her thighs and suspenders. Then he lifted each leg and held them upright, the four-inch heels pointing at the ceiling. Resting her calves over his broad shoulders, he bent his legs and positioned the tip of his cock at the opening of her sex, which she was still holding open. Then he pushed slowly in. 

Stuart watched as the huge, pink-clad cock disappeared inside his wife. Zoe let out a long groan, the pitch getting slightly higher with every inch of meat Lenny fed into her. When about two-thirds of his length was inside, he pulled back slightly, then pushed the full length in with a single lunge.

Zoe yelped, her eyes going wide with shock. Lenny grinned and proceeded to fuck her slowly, holding her legs in place on his shoulders as he pumped his hips. “Oh fuck!” Zoe dropped her head back and closed her eyes as Lenny maintained his slow rhythm. 

The bull had his white-socked feet on the carpet, his knees slightly bent as he leaned over her. Stuart thought it looked an uncomfortable position, but Lenny was sliding his huge cock in and out of Zoe and clearly loving every minute of it.

Zoe opened her eyes and turned her head towards Stuart, letting out more urgent moans. He knew she was trying to share her pleasure with him, and he loved her for it. Lenny continued his long, slow thrusts. Zoe’s brow creased, her eyes fluttered, then she squeezed them shut and grunted. Stuart knew she was coming, and when she managed to open her eyes again he smiled at her. He wanted her to know how happy her pleasure made him. 

Lenny paid Stuart no attention; he just kept ploughing his big, fat cock into Zoe’s still-trembling body. After a few minutes he lowered one of her legs and pushed it wide, then he leaned over her a little further and jack-hammered his hips. Zoe grunted with each thrust. Her face was damp with sweat, and strands of hair stuck to her forehead. 

It went on for so long that Stuart was concerned for Zoe’s wellbeing. Lenny rearranged her body and legs another couple of times during his onslaught. She was currently lying on the bed with her bum perched on the bottom edge, both legs raised and bent at the knees. Lenny’s feet were braced on the bedroom carpet as he leaned over her, gaining the power from his legs as he slammed into her over and over. 

Zoe raised her head and glared at Lenny. Her teeth were clenched and her lips were drawn back in what looked like a snarl. “Fuck me,” she hissed. “Fucking fuck me.”

Lenny obliged, banging her even harder.

“That’s it,” she rasped. “That’s what I want.” She took a deep breath and shook her head from side to side. More strands of hair clung to her face. “That’s exactly what I—” She screamed as another orgasm shuddered through her body.

Lenny mauled her tits, crushing the soft flesh in his huge hands and pulling at her nipples. Zoe groaned and writhed on the bed. Suddenly, Lenny pulled out, peeled off the rubber and sent a huge cord of cum up onto her body. She opened her eyes and gasped as several more spurts gushed out and coated her chest, stomach and pubes. Then he stood up, turned and left the room.

Stuart was surprised by the bull’s sudden exit, but Zoe didn’t appear to have noticed he’d gone. She looked dazed, like a cartoon-character who’d just been hit on the head with a massive mallet. They sat in silence for a few moments while Zoe got her breath back.

He stared at her cum-splattered body. “Do you want me to get you some tissues?”

She shook her head. “Leave it there. It makes me feel slutty.”

He could see her point. In her stockings and suspender belt, with fuck-me shoes on her feet and cum all over her big tits, she certainly looked slutty. She looked like someone from a porn film. “Are you okay?” he asked.

She nodded, then the bedroom door opened and Lenny walked back in. His erect cock stuck out in front of him, and he bent to retrieve the condoms. Stuart gaped in wonder as the bull fitted another rubber. Lenny had just fucked Zoe for about forty-five minutes and shot a cupful of jizz over her, and yet less than five minutes later he was ready to go again.

“Turn over and crawl further up the bed,” Lenny instructed. 

Zoe followed his orders, and when she was lying face-down on the quilt he crawled on with her. Slipping his hands between her knees, he pushed her legs open. Then he got into position and entered her from behind. Zoe let out a loud moan as Lenny held himself up on straight arms and resumed jack-hammering his hips. Zoe buried her face in the quilt under his onslaught, her knees bent and her feet bouncing in the air. It went on for several minutes before Zoe’s scream announced her third orgasm of the evening.

Lenny continued to slam into her with force. It was as if he were trying to push her through the mattress. Zoe came again, her cries sounding strained as her voice was now hoarse. Then Lenny pulled out and tapped her on her bum.

“Okay, get up onto all fours.” 

When Zoe obeyed, Stuart could see her arms and legs were trembling. 

Lenny slid his cock back inside her, then he turned to Stuart. “You want to fuck her face?”

Stuart opened his mouth but was too shocked to speak. Eventually he found his voice. “Sorry?”

“Get on the bed and stick your dick in her mouth. We’ll nail her from both ends.”

Stuart shook his head. They hadn’t discussed this, and Zoe looked almost out for the count. “I’m not sure she’d be up to—”

“Stu,” Zoe said, breathlessly. “Come and fuck my mouth.”

Stuart blinked, then glanced back at Lenny. He felt embarrassed about revealing his average cock in front of the bull.

“Hurry up,” Lenny said, slowly pumping his hips. “I’m getting ready to blow.”

Stuart got up from the window seat and quickly climbed onto the pillows at the top of the bed. He knelt up and opened his jeans, then guided his already hard and wet cock into his wife’s open mouth. A shiver ran through him. He couldn’t believe he was participating in one of Zoe’s playdates. This was beyond his wildest dreams.

Lenny’s huge hands gripped Zoe’s hips and he increased the force of his thrusts, pushing Zoe onto Stuart’s cock. She moaned with each thrust, and the vibration from her voice on his cock had Stuart moaning himself. He worried that after seeing Lenny fuck for well over an hour, he was on the brink of coming after less than a minute.

As Lenny’s thrusts increased, Zoe’s moans grew louder until she had to release Stuart’s cock and scream with yet another orgasm. Lenny pounded hard and fast, and Zoe took Stuart back into her throat. Then the bull pulled out and tore the rubber off.

Stuart watched as another fountain of cum erupted from Lenny’s huge cock and sprayed thick dollops of pearly-white cream onto his wife’s back and suspender belt. He barely had time to pull out before he sent a spurt of his own over her left shoulder. Zoe moaned, as if disappointed he hadn’t come in her mouth. He pumped his cock and sent a second gush onto the side of her face and into her hair. She turned her head and took him back into her mouth, making him cry out as a third spasm sent whatever he had left down her throat.

Stuart slowly opened his eyes and was confronted with the sight of Lenny rubbing his big, softening cock through the crease of Zoe’s cum-slicked buttocks. All three people were breathing heavily, but none of them spoke.

Lenny eventually moved away and started to get dressed. Zoe released Stuart’s cock, and he fastened his own jeans. Zoe got off the bed and stood unsteadily in her shoes, suspenders and stockings. Her body was caked front and back with cum. Lenny picked up both discarded condoms and pushed them into his jeans pocket. He hadn’t come in either of them.

“Thanks for that,” he said, buttoning his shirt.

“It was our pleasure.” Zoe seemed completely relaxed about standing there with more cum than clothes covering her body. “Maybe we can do it again sometime?”

Lenny nodded. “That’d be good, yeah.”

She glanced down at her body. “I’ll let Stuart show you out.”

Lenny nodded, then left without waiting. Stuart shrugged at Zoe, then hurried after the bull. By the time he’d caught up, Lenny had opened the cottage door and stepped onto the garden path. 

Lenny raised his hand in a wave. “Right, cheers.”

Stuart stood in the doorway and watched the mountain of a man that’d just fucked his wife half to death disappear into the darkness. He felt shell-shocked, so he couldn’t begin to imagine how Zoe must feel. 

He closed the door and made his way upstairs. He felt simultaneously elated and terrified. While he was still on a high from being involved in the action, a little voice inside his head whispered that now Zoe had been fucked like that, he would never be able to satisfy her again.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 3
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When Stuart woke up, Zoe was still fast asleep in his arms. Considering what she’d endured the previous night, he wasn’t surprised. He tried to ease his arm from beneath without disturbing her, but she opened her eyes and stared into his.

He smiled. “Good morning.”

“Hi.”

“Sorry for waking you. I was going to have a coffee and let you have a lie in.”

“Isn’t there something you need to do first?”

He laughed and shook his head. “My needs can wait until you’ve recovered.”

“Thanks.” She moved back and lay her head on the pillow. “He wasn’t exactly gentle, was he?”

“I’m amazed you’re not black and blue.”

“I might be on the inside.” She stroked his arm. “If you’re making yourself coffee, could I have a cup of tea?”

“Sure.” He slipped out of bed and pulled on a t-shirt, then went down to the kitchen. Five minutes later he returned with two steaming mugs. He slipped back into bed and the two of them propped their pillows against the headboard.

Zoe took a sip of her tea, then smiled. “Were you really worried about me last night?”

“Yes.”

After Lenny had left, Zoe had taken a shower and the two of them had sat in the wooden-beamed living room. They’d drank the wine and discussed her latest playdate. They’d agreed that Lenny wasn’t as polite or helpful as Calvin had been, but Zoe had said it was the most intense sex she’d ever had.

“Intense in a good way, or too rough?” he’d asked.

“Good. Amazing.” She raised her eyebrows and shook her head. “But I wouldn’t want to be fucked like that every night of the week.”

He’d nodded his understanding, and that was when he’d told her that he’d actually been worried about her during Lenny’s onslaught. They’d finished their wine in relative silence, each of them no doubt reflecting on their evening. Then they’d gone to bed, where Stuart hadn’t wanted anything but to hold his wife all night long.

“Penny for your thoughts?” Zoe whispered. 

Stuart stirred from his reverie. “I’m still thinking about last night.”

“Any particular aspect of it?”

“I wondered about the discussion you had early on.” He saw her confusion. “The bit about you being a cock-hungry slut.”

“Ah.”

“Did you decide on all that banter beforehand?”

“No. He’d said something about me dressing how I wanted to be treated, but we didn’t have a script, if that’s what you mean.”

He nodded and took a sip of his coffee, then asked the question he really wanted to ask. “Was it agreed beforehand to invite me to join in?”

“No. That came as a surprise to me.” She raised her eyebrows. “Were you happy to be included?”

“Hell yeah.”

“Good. I was happy he asked you, too.” 

“So, how is the next guy going to top that?” he asked.

“He won’t have to. I don’t intend making each date a competition of who can fuck me the hardest, the longest or the most times.” She gave a shrug. “I’ll treat each playdate as a separate experience and not compare it to what I’ve done before.”

He nodded. “Fair enough.”

She put her empty cup down and turned to him. “Are you going to reclaim me now?”

He smiled and shook his head. “I’ll wait until you’re fully recovered. Besides, you serviced me last night, so I can hardly claim to be frustrated.”

“Thank you.”

He flashed her a mischievous smile. “So, will you be able to walk?”

“I don’t want to go hiking, if that’s what you mean.”

“Are you that sore?”

“Not in the way your filthy mind is thinking, but I ache all over from the positions he put me in.” She frowned as she rotated her shoulders and stretched her legs out. “It was like a power yoga class with a happy ending.”

Stuart laughed out loud and got out of bed. “How about a gentle wander through the village to see if there’s somewhere we can get breakfast?”

“Hmm, yes please.”

Twenty minutes later, they left the cottage and ambled along the pavement towards the village centre. Zoe slipped her hand into his arm and snuggled close. “It’s getting colder.”

He nodded his agreement. They spotted a couple of cafés, then Stuart noticed a blackboard outside the pub they’d visited yesterday with the words ‘All Day Breakfast’ written in green chalk. Zoe laughed at his expression and they headed inside. There were real fires burning in the grates of both rooms, and Zoe insisted they get a table close to one. The menus were on the bar, and since he already knew his order—Full English, fresh orange juice and black coffee—Zoe grabbed her purse and went to read the menu and order. 

Stuart watched his wife in the queue at the bar. She stood amongst an assortment of customers ranging from solitary older men in cable-knit sweaters to groups of chattering twenty-somethings wearing hiking boots and brightly coloured fleeces. A dirty little thrill passed through him as he thought about what those people would say if they knew how Zoe had spent the previous evening. 

He slipped his jacket off, already regretting letting her choose a table this close to the fire. Zoe returned with cutlery and a wooden spoon with a number painted on it. She slid into the chair next to him.

“What are you looking so smug about?” she asked.

“What do you think?”

She glanced around at the neighbouring tables, then leaned close. “Tell me anyway.”

“I’m smiling because I have the dirtiest wife in the entire pub, and I’m about to get bacon, eggs, sausages, mushrooms, beans, hash browns and toast.”

“Nothing else?”

“Maybe a grilled tomato.”

She held his gaze, waiting patiently for his real answer.

“And I have the sexiest wife in the entire village.”

“I’m not sure about that, but I can honestly say I never expected to be having this much fun in my fifties.”

“Do you wish we’d started the hotwife thing earlier?” he asked.

She frowned and shook her head. He wasn’t sure if she was saying no or showing she didn’t understand what he was getting at.

“I mean if I’d told you how I felt about you seeing Jamie at the time, you could have spent the last eighteen years having mind-blowing—”

“I knew what you meant.” She seemed to think about it for a moment, then smiled. “No, I don’t think so. I’m happy that I concentrated on being a mother. I wouldn’t have been happy handing the kids over to grandparents or babysitters just so I could get my kicks. I’m glad it’s happening now.”

Stuart saw her logic and loved her for it. “So, what do you want to do with the rest of the weekend?”

“Eat breakfast, wander back and tidy the cottage, then drive home.” She pressed her leg against his. “We can spend a lazy afternoon looking at houses online, then have an early night so you can make love to me gently.”

“That sounds perfect.” He grinned. “Though I stopped listening after the bit about eating breakfast.”

* * * *
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Stuart was in his office at work when Zoe phoned him on Wednesday afternoon. 

“Have you checked your personal email?” she asked.

“No. Why?” He tapped on his keyboard and opened up his own email account. He saw the email from one of the estate agents who’d been to value their house, then clicked on it. “Wow,” he said. The agents had recommended putting their house on the market for £480,000 and advised them to seriously consider all offers over £455,000.

“So you weren’t expecting that much?” Zoe asked.

“No. I thought we’d be lucky to get four-hundred grand.” 

“What do you think?”

“I’m still in shock. But the three houses we liked on Sunday were all between two-fifty and two-eighty, so that’d leave us more than I was expecting.”

“Maybe we should celebrate,” she whispered. There was a teasing tone in his voice that caused the immediate thickening of his cock.

“Celebrate?”

“Hmm.”

He glanced around at the two guys he shared the office with. One was on a phone call of his own, the other was typing far too quickly to be not concentrating on what he was doing. “Do you have something in mind?”

“Yes. We’ll have a date night, but we’ll stay at home.”

“Okay.”

She laughed at his immediate reply. “I’ll see you later.”

After they’d hung up, Stuart allowed himself a few moments to ponder about what Zoe had in mind for that evening, but then his thoughts turned elsewhere. In the next few months, they’d have a fairly substantial pot of money and would need some advice on what investments to make.

It was almost six by the time he got home. Zoe was in the kitchen putting the finishing touches to their dinner. She flashed him a smile and turned her head so he could kiss her cheek.

“Hi,” he said, slipping off his jacket and peering into the large pot she was stirring on the hob. “That smells good.”

“I hope it tastes okay because I think I overdid the basil.” 

The pan contained fusilli pasta with chicken, red peppers and mushrooms. “I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

“Want to get yourself a drink?”

Stuart grabbed himself a bottle of fizzy water from the fridge. The table was already set, so he sat down and waited while Zoe took the warm bowls from the oven and dished up. 

Once she was seated opposite, she pressed her foot against his under the table. “I thought the pasta would give you plenty of energy.”

He smiled. “Am I going to need plenty of energy?”

Zoe held his gaze and opened her mouth seductively as she slipped a forkful of pasta and chicken into her mouth. Stuart chuckled, then took a mouthful himself. 

He nodded enthusiastically. “This is really good.”

“Thank you.” She smiled. “Dessert will be even better.”

“It will?”

“Hmm. You still need to reclaim me after Lenny.”

An image of her snarling up at Lenny and saying ‘fucking fuck me’ played in his head. “I’ll try, though I can’t promise it’ll be what you’ve grown to like.”

She smiled and shook her head. “I don’t need what I like, I need the man I love.”

Her words surprised him, but he was grateful for them. “You don’t know what a relief it is to hear you say that.”

Zoe reached across and squeezed his hand, then nodded. “So, what do you think of the house valuation?”

He wasn’t quite ready to change subjects. “I feel the same as you probably did on Saturday night. Shocked by the size, but yet thrilled to accept it.”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “Pervert.”

He nodded. “Like I said earlier, it’s more than I expected. We need to get financial advice on the best options to invest it.”

“I had a thought about that.”

“Oh?” He raised his eyebrows. “Shares in a condom factory?”

She scowled at him. “When I was looking at houses, I happened to see a few small places on the coast.”

“On the coast as in...?” He shook his head, puzzled. The closest part of the coast was over fifty miles away, much too far to commute.

“Yeah. There were some in Wales, and others in Cumbria.”

“You want to move to—”

“No, you dork.” She smiled and shook her head. “I was thinking rather than putting the extra money into stocks, shares, or whatever saving schemes there are, we could buy a second house.” She shrugged. “Houses tend to be good investments because they usually increase in price. We could use it as a holiday home at weekends, and the kids could use it, too.”

“For weekends away?” Stuart liked the idea and chided himself for not thinking of it himself.

“There are lots of nice hiking trails in Wales and Cumbria.” She shrugged. “I guess there’ll be tax implications for owning a second home, but I just thought it might be something we could look into.”

“It’s...” He smiled and nodded. “It’s a really good idea.”

“See, I’m not just a pretty face who spreads her legs for strangers.”

“I know that.” He squeezed her hand. “I’m a lucky man.”

“And you’re about to get luckier,” she said, standing up to clear their empty bowls.

“There’s dessert?” he asked.

“Yes.” She put the bowls on the side counter and walked towards the door to the hall. “I’m dessert. I’ll text you when I’m ready, so keep your phone handy.” With that, she left the kitchen.

Stuart stayed at the kitchen table, his stomach tingling with excitement. He loved the idea of buying a house at the seaside and couldn’t believe they were actually in the position to do such a thing. They’d paid off the mortgage on their own house early thanks to the modest inheritance he’d received when his father died eight years ago. The surplus money they’d had from not making mortgage repayments every month was used to increase their pension contributions, and he now realised that early retirement would be a definite possibility. Maybe when he was fifty-seven, they’d be able to stop working altogether and split their time between their new smaller home and the holiday cottage. 

Would Zoe still be a hotwife at fifty-five?

His phone buzzed on the table. Butterflies took flight in his stomach when he read his wife’s text: Dessert is served.

As Stuart walked through the hall he noticed the slightly dirty outline on the wall from the missing mirror. Zoe had taken it up to the bedroom so they could watch themselves having sex again. His heart beat a little faster and he took the stairs two at a time.

He opened the door and stopped in his tracks. Zoe stood at the foot of the bed wearing exactly the same outfit she’d worn for Lenny: black lace bra, matching suspender belt, fine-meshed fishnet stockings and the peep-toed fuck-me shoes. No panties, but lots of makeup.

He raked his eyes over her body, then looked into her smiling face. “You look fantastic.”

“Thank you.” She turned her back on him, placed her feet a wide step apart, and bent at the waist. Resting her hands on the bed, she regarded his reflection in the mirror. “I’m dessert, remember?”

He nodded.

“Good, so get eating.”

Stuart dropped to his knees and crawled to the bed. He placed his hands on Zoe’s shoes, thumbing the incredibly high heels before slowly running his hands up her legs. The stockings felt and looked amazingly sexy. When he reached the lacy tops, the softness of her bare thighs thrilled him. He leaned in and blew warm breath against her pussy, the musk of which was making his cock throb uncomfortably inside his jeans.

He stuck his tongue out and ran the tip slowly up through her slick folds. Zoe let out a quiet murmur and wiggled her hips. He pushed his tongue deep into her channel, and she groaned. In this position, having his tongue deep in her pussy meant the tip of his nose was pressed up against the rosebud of her bum, but he didn’t care. He tongue-fucked her as hard as he could, slipping his hands to the front of her thighs and pulling her onto his face. He maintained this until her cries reached almost fever-pitch, then he dropped lower and took her swollen clit between his lips. Now his nose was buried in her drenched pussy, and he sucked and tongued at her button until she screamed her release, pushing his head away as her legs shook. 

Stuart wiped her juices from her face as he stood up behind her, smiling at her face in the mirror. “You should be dessert more often. Sweeter than apple pie and far less calories.”

“You’re not finished,” she said. 

“I’m glad to hear it.” Stuart unzipped, stepped close and slid his hard-on into her molten channel.

Zoe let out a long sigh, then watched his face as he fucked her slowly. After just a minute, she reached back and eased him out. “I have another plan.”

“Oh?”

Zoe placed a knee on the bed, reached forward and took something from under the pillow. Then she returned to her original position with her feet on the floor, legs straight and waist bent. She passed him the item from beneath the pillow, then placed both hands back on the mattress.

He took it from her and was shocked to see it was a tube of lube. He looked questioningly at her face in the mirror.

She shrugged. “I thought since we were being dirty, we might as well be filthy.”

Stuart held his breath. They’d tried anal a couple of times before the kids came along, with neither a success. They hadn’t used lube on the first occasion, and penetration had proved too painful for both of them. On the second try they’d used KY jelly, but he’d ejaculated as soon as his cockhead had penetrated her sphincter.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

She nodded. “We’re older and wiser now. We’re going to use lube, and you’re going to use your fingers to stretch me out. Then you’re going to slide your cock all the way inside before you shoot your load.”

He took the top off the tube, squeezed out a generous dollop of the clear gel onto his fingers and rubbed them around the perimeter of Zoe’s arsehole. He took his time, gently rimming her with his slicked fingers for at least a minute before slipping just a fingertip into her. He added more lube and continued his ministrations, this time sinking his middle finger to the first knuckle and leaving it there. He could feel her muscles clench around it. When he pulled his finger out, her bum-hole stayed slightly open, and he squirted some lube directly inside. She shuddered at the coldness but didn’t complain. Stuart inserted his finger and pushed until the rest of his splayed fingers rested on her buttocks. He rocked his hand slowly, fingering her arse.

After removing it, he covered his first and second finger with lube, then slowly pushed in both fingers. Zoe let out a low moan, and he checked her face in the mirror to make sure he wasn’t hurting her. She stared into his eyes and nodded for him to continue, which he did. He pumped his fingers in and out, twisting his wrist and bending his fingers to stretch her a little. Then he pulled them out and looked into her face again. “Ready for my cock?”

She nodded.

Stuart added a large dollop of lube to the tip of his cock and smeared it all around, then positioned it against her rosebud and hesitated. He glanced at Zoe’s reflected face once more, then pushed forward. He saw her open up around him, and his cockhead slid inside.

Zoe let out a moan and wiggled her hips. Stuart held still for a couple of seconds, then pushed in deeper. It was tight, but it felt good. He pulled back a little, then pushed forward and didn’t stop pushing until he was all the way in.

Zoe grunted, then stared at his face. “Oh, that’s...” She blinked and raised her eyebrows. “How does it feel for you?”

“Tight. Hot.”

“Does it feel good?”

He nodded. “Very.”

“Could you come in there?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Do you want to come in there?”

“Oh...” He wondered if she didn’t want him to, so wasn’t sure how to answer. “I will if you want me to.”

“I definitely want you to.”

“You do?”

She nodded. “I want you to fuck me up the arse and shoot your load, because I’m a dirty slut.”

“You’re not a dirty slut.”

“I am for the next five minutes, so make the most of it.”

Stuart ran his hands over her waist and hips, tracing the suspender belt and the suspenders going down to the stockings. Then he gripped her waist and pumped his hips. He was gentle until she told him to fuck her harder, then he stopped being gentle and enjoyed the feeling of his cock sliding in and out of her hot, tight hole, and his balls swingling free and slapping up against her wet pussy lips. He watched her face. Her teeth were clenched and lips drawn back like they had been with Lenny.

Zoe used her fingers of one hand to rub her clit as Stuart pounded her hard and fast. They both came at the same time, her contractions almost painful as his cock spat its load deep into her bowels. She cried out, telling him she could feel his spunk flooding her. He banged harder still, eventually pushing her over onto the bed, where they both writhed and jerked before finally lying still, gulping in air.

He pulled out, and Zoe rolled over to face him, pushing her tongue into his mouth and pulling his hair as they kissed passionately. When she eventually pulled back, she smiled at him. “Thank you.”

He was too breathless to say he should be thanking her. 

Her expression changed. “I’m leaking. I’ll see you in the shower.” With that she kissed his cheek and left him sated on the bed.

Stuart closed his eyes and let out a long breath, hardly able to believe what had just happened. But then the little voice in his head asked if Zoe had only suggested that because his average cock no longer hit all the necessary spots in her bull-stretched pussy.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 4
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By the end of the week, the second estate agent had given a similar valuation on their house to the first, and they put their house on the market. Stuart and Zoe went to view all three houses they’d chosen from the websites and agreed one of them was their favourite. They told the owners how much they liked it but explained they hadn’t yet sold their own house.

The following week, they had three people come to view their house and got an acceptable offer on Thursday. They immediately contacted the sellers of their favoured house, and everything fell into place. It seemed too good to be true but by Friday, both their own house and the one they’d chosen to buy were labelled as ‘sold’ on the agents’ websites.

“Let’s go and have a look at that little house we liked on Anglesey this weekend,” Zoe suggested, sitting in their living room on Friday evening.

As they’d only just had a bid accepted on their favourite smaller house, Stuart was worried things were moving too smoothly and too fast. “I think we should wait until the surveys have been done on this place and the new house before looking at holiday properties.” It’d been almost twenty-five years since he’d bought their current house, but he’d heard many tales of woe from work colleagues about their own misfortunes in the housing market.

“We could go to Anglesey anyway.” She shrugged. “We could do a bit of hiking and at least drive past the house to see what it’s like.”

“You don’t think we’re being a little hasty?”

She shook her head. “If we don’t do it this weekend, we’ll have to wait a while. Eva’s coming back next weekend.” 

She nodded, remembering their daughter had said she’d come back to help clear out her stuff from her old bedroom. 

“And the weekend after that,” Zoe said, grinning broadly, “is my next playdate.”

A buzz of excitement ran through Stuart as he thought about Zoe’s next bull. He was registered on the website as Paul E and looked to be in his mid-thirties, with unkempt sandy-blond hair and an earring.

“What’s the weather forecast for tomorrow?” he eventually asked.

“I don’t know, but even if it’s raining, we can still see what the area’s like.”

He nodded. “Okay, let’s do it.”

* * * *
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Although the weather couldn’t be called glorious, there was no rain and the occasional break in the clouds offered some sunshine. The leaves on the trees had already started to turn, making it a scenic drive through the North Wales countryside towards the coast. They drove across the Menai Bridge and onto the island of Anglesey before eleven, then headed straight to the B&B they’d booked in Benllech. After they’d checked in, they left the car on the guest house car park and walked down to the beach. Zoe decided it was too cold to take off her shoes and socks to paddle in the sea, and Stuart agreed. They walked from one side of the bay to the other, enjoying the wind in their faces and the smell of the sea. Stuart bought them a bag of fish and chips to share, which they ate on a bench on the sea front with seagulls swooping overhead, hoping for scraps. 

“I’d like a house by the sea,” Zoe said.

Stuart nodded. “Yeah, so would I.”

She leaned on his shoulder. “I can’t believe this is where we are now.”

“You mean a new house, a holiday home and fabulous sex with well-hung studs?”

“Yeah, I think that covers it.”

“Me neither.” He screwed up the chip wrapper and put it into a bin next to the bench. “I had another thought.”

“Oh?” She sat forward and looked into his eyes.

“Early retirement.”

“What?”

“I think we could look to stop working in five years’ time. I’ll be fifty-seven, you’ll be fifty-five. We’ll be able to live on savings and our private pensions until the state pension kicks in ten years later.”

“Really?”

He nodded. “Providing I don’t have a heart attack after watching you shag a dozen men a year.”

She scoffed. “If you have a heart attack, it’ll be down to the amount of cooked breakfasts and fish and chips you eat.”

They made their way back to their car at the B&B, then spent about half an hour taking a leisurely drive across the island to Trearddur Bay, where the house they were interested in was situated. Zoe navigated them to the address using her phone, and after driving past the house, Stuart turned the car around and pulled in at the kerb outside. 

“What do you think?” he asked.

She let out a sigh. “I love it.” 

Stuart nodded, then looked up and down the quiet road. The house was built on a slight rise and overlooked the sea. He could only imagine the views it had.

Just then, the front door opened and a frail old lady who looked to be about eighty came hobbling down the path. The lady stopped by their car and Zoe buzzed down her window.

“Are you looking at the house?” she asked, with a strong Welsh accent.

Zoe smiled and nodded. “Yes. It’s a beautiful spot.”

“Want to come in and look around?” the lady asked. She seemed to have taken a shine to Zoe.

“We’d hate to intrude, and can arrange a time with the agents if you’d—”

The woman shrugged. “You’re here now, so you might as well.”

Stuart and Zoe got out of the car, and the lady led them up the path and into the small house. There was a small hallway with three doors and a set of stairs. 

“I spend most of my days in here,” the woman said, leading them through the door on the right.

The room was fairly small, maybe a twelve-foot square, with kitchen units along two walls, and two easy chairs facing the window. Everything seemed to be clean but a little dated. 

“We’re facing west, so we get some wonderful sunsets,” the lady said, standing by the window. 

“Do you live here alone?” Zoe asked.

The lady nodded. “My husband, Huw, passed four years ago. Covid.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“We had fifty-one years here. A lot of sunsets.” She sniffed, then gave a sad smile. “Come on, I’ll show you the rest of the house.”

The other downstairs room with a view of the sea was a sitting room. The carpet and three-piece suite looked like they’d been bought in the seventies. The floral wallpaper was probably of a similar vintage, but again, everything was clean. At the rear of the house was a small utility room and a downstairs toilet that looked newer than the rest of the house. She led them upstairs, where the master bedroom was directly above the sitting room, same size and same view of the sea. There was another much smaller bedroom, and a modest-sized bathroom with a shower over the bath. 

When Stuart looked at Zoe, he could tell how much she liked the house. He did too. They all headed downstairs and into the kitchen where the lady spent most of her days.

“What do you think?” the lady asked, looking at Zoe.

“I think you and your husband were very lucky to spend over fifty years here.”

The woman gave her another sad smile. “We were.”

“It must break your heart to leave it.” Zoe sounded quite emotional.

The woman placed her hand on Zoe’s arm. “My daughter and her family live a couple of miles away, and they’ve had an extension built with a sitting room, bedroom and my own bathroom.” She smiled. “It’s a granny flat, but I’ll still get to see the sunsets from there.” 

“That’s good,” Zoe said.

The lady looked at Stuart. “Do you work in Bangor?”

Bangor was the city just over the Menai Bridge in the mainland. Stuart knew many Welsh people disapproved of outsiders having holiday homes and pushing up house prices for the locals, but he knew Zoe wouldn’t want him to lie.  “No, I work in Cheshire. This would be somewhere we could spend our weekends.”

“And maybe our retirement,” Zoe added.

The woman nodded. “Well, as you say, I’ve always been happy here. If you tell me you want it, I’ll tell the agent to stop looking for buyers.”

Zoe gasped, then shook her head. “Although we’ve sold our house, the buyer might drop out, and it could take us a while to find another.”

“There’s no rush. I’m moving into my new granny flat in a couple of weeks. The money I get for this will just sit in a bank until my daughter inherits it, so it makes no difference to me.” She smiled at Zoe. “I think Huw would like you to have it.”

Zoe opened her mouth, then turned to Stuart. “What do you think?”

He smiled. “You said you loved it before we’d seen the inside. What do you think now?”

Zoe looked around the room, then out of the window towards the sea. “I still love it.”

“There you go then.”

Zoe smiled at the old lady. “Thank you so much.”

The woman nodded and smiled back. “Thank you.”

Stuart and Zoe left the old woman at her front door, walked slowly down the path back and got into their car.

“We didn’t even discuss the price,” he said.

When she turned to look at him, he saw her eyes were filled with tears. “We’ll pay the asking price.”

He nodded, started the car and drove towards the north coast of the island. 

After an afternoon spent walking coastal paths, the pair returned to the B&B to shower and change. They had dinner in the village pub, followed by a couple of brandies. When they got back to their room in the B&B, they made love and fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Stuart chose scrambled eggs on toast for breakfast, even though what he really wanted was another Full English. They made another brief visit to the sea front, then drove back home. Stuart spent Sunday afternoon carrying things down from the loft and stacking them in the dining room. 

Zoe surveyed the dust-covered boxes and their contents. “I think we can chuck most of this away.”

“Yeah. I’m pretty sure I said that fifteen years ago, but you insisted I put it all in the loft because it might be useful one day.”

“Hmm.”

* * * *
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Stuart spent most evenings of the following week going through the boxes he’d brought down from the loft. Zoe had been right; most of it wasn’t worth keeping. 

Eva arrived on Friday evening. Zoe had made a nice supper but explained they’d have to eat it in the kitchen because the dining room was full of clutter from the loft. 

“It didn’t take you long to sell,” Eva said, once they were all eating.

Zoe nodded. “I know. We were amazed.”

“I’m not. It’s a nice house on a nice road, and your garden is a good size. People in Watford are paying four-hundred grand for a 2-bedroomed terraced house with no garden.” She took a sip of wine. “So, tell me about the new house you’ve bought.”

“We’ve actually bought two,” Zoe said.

Eva frowned. “Two houses?”

Stuart nodded. “One each, because she’s getting unbearable to live with.”

“Don’t listen to him,” Zoe said, shaking her head. “We’ve bought one to live in, and another small holiday home that we can use for weekends away.”

Eva looked thrilled. “Really? Where?”

“Anglesey.” Zoe gave her daughter a warm smile. “You can use it whenever you fancy a few days by the sea. So can Noah and Lucy.”

Stuart liked the idea of being able to provide somewhere that their kids could use for short breaks. “It’s only small, but it’s nice,” he said. “It needs some updating, but nothing major.”

Eva smiled. “Wow, you guys are certainly making the most of things now we’ve flown the nest.”

Zoe gave Stuart a knowing smile. “We’re having a nice time.”

On Saturday morning, Noah and Lucy came over to help with the grand clear-out. While the women sorted through the remaining boxes in the dining room, Stuart and Noah took the stuff to be thrown away to the dump. They’d done four trips when Zoe announced she’d made some lunch. The five of them sat in the living room and chatted about Stuart and Zoe’s new houses. Then the subject moved onto Noah and Lucy’s wedding, which would take place the following year.

Lunch finished, they got back to the house-clearing. Stuart and Noah did three more trips to the dump while Eva loaded all the stuff she wanted to keep into her car. She’d arranged to see one of her childhood friends while back in town, explaining they were going out for dinner and she’d stay overnight with her, then drive back to Watford in the morning. She gave her parents, brother and future sister-in-law a hug, then left. Noah and Lucy left soon afterwards, and Stuart and Zoe dropped onto the couch in the living room, exhausted. 

“That was a lot more work than I expected,” he admitted.

Zoe nodded. “I ache as much as I did after my last playdate.”

Stuart laughed and slapped her leg. “Dirty bitch.”

“Hmm.” She snuggled close. “That’s why you love me.”

“No it isn’t. I love you because you make me happy, and because we’ve brought up a lovely family together.”

She blinked as if pleasantly surprised by his words.

“But I have to admit,” he added with a grin, “the fact you’re a dirty bitch is a huge bonus.”

“Is it?”

“Oh yeah.”

Zoe ran her hand over the crotch of his jeans, making his cock thicken. “I like huge boners.”

He smiled. “I think you misheard me.”

Zoe was already undoing his jeans. “I think you deserve a bonus.”

“You should probably let me take a shower first. I’ve been working pretty hard—”

“I know.” Zoe slid off the couch and knelt between his feet.

“So there’s a good chance I’m a bit sweaty—”

Zoe took his sweaty cock deep into her mouth, making him sigh. She kept her eyes on his as she took him deeper with each bob of her head. Soon her nose was pressed against his pubes, and the top half of his cock was in her throat. She brought a hand up to massage his balls, then closed her eyes and worked her magic. 

Stuart dropped his head back against the couch and closed his eyes. He tried to remember what her blowjobs were like before she’d become a hotwife. In the early days, they’d been a regular part of their sex-life, but after the kids were born they’d tailed off. Well, they’d tailed off for him. Evidently, Jamie had got plenty of them during his affair with Zoe eighteen years ago...

A deep-rooted tingle in his groin told him he was getting close. While he wanted nothing more than to sit there and let her take him all the way, he felt obliged to offer her some sort of payback.

He stroked her hair. “Do you want to sit on it?”

She opened her eyes and released him from her mouth. “No, you can do me later. Just enjoy it.” With that, she took his full length back into her mouth and throat.

Stuart let out a long sigh and closed his eyes again. If Zoe wanted to do this, who was he to complain?

After just a couple more minutes he was breathing heavily through his mouth and jerking his hips. When he was right on the edge, he opened his eyes. Lucy was standing in the doorway, her expression one of complete shock and utter embarrassment.

Just at that moment, Zoe pushed her finger up Stuart’s arsehole, and he came with a startled grunt. She moaned and bobbed her head faster, gulping and swallowing. In the doorway, Lucy held up the bag she must have left earlier, gave an apologetic shrug and retreated from view. Zoe was still bobbing her head, but Stuart’s moment had been ruined by knowing his future daughter-in-law had just witnessed them at their most intimate.

Zoe finally released him and gave him a smile. “Better now?”

He took a breath, then decided he couldn’t tell her about Lucy. Feigning a smile, he nodded. “It was something else.”

She knelt up and leaned in, rubbing her nose against his. “Are you going to kiss me to say thank you?”

He held her gaze for a moment, then gripped her hair and pulled her close. As soon as their lips met, he pushed his tongue into her mouth. The taste wasn’t great but knowing what it was gave him a dirty thrill. Zoe groaned and pushed her own tongue into his mouth. There was the unmistakable taste of cum in his mouth, but he didn’t care.

When she finally pulled her head back, she gave him a warm smile. “Tonight,” she whispered, “I want you to make me come with your mouth, and then I want to kiss me like that. I want you to make me taste my own cum, just like I’ve made you.”

“Okay.”

She stood up, frowning as her knees cracked. “I’m going for a bath. Could you do me a favour?”

He nodded. 

“Go and buy me a bottle of Prosecco. And while you’re out, will you drop off Lucy’s bag. She left it here earlier, and her phone and purse are inside.”

He opened his mouth, but no words came.

“It’s in the kitchen.”

He nodded, and Zoe headed upstairs. Stuart grabbed his keys and wallet, then left, already dreading the next time he saw Lucy.

He went straight to the off-license, bought the Prosecco and also picked up a box of twelve beers. Then he sat in his car for the fifteen minutes he estimated it’d take to drive home via Noah and Lucy’s house. When he got back, he poured Zoe a glass a fizz and took it up to the bathroom. She thanked him, and he went into the en suite to shower and change into clean clothes.

They ate a light dinner and watched TV before heading upstairs for an early night. Zoe stripped naked, lay on top of the bed and spread her legs. She gave him an expectant smile as he slowly removed his own clothes. Stuart knelt between her legs and tried to give her as much pleasure as she’d given him earlier. He took his time, teasing her outer folds before going deeper. After several minutes of fucking her with his tongue, he moved up to her clit and slid two fingers inside her. She pulled his head against her and arched her back as he curled his fingers to press on her G-spot. She cried out when she came, and he finger-fucked her hard, making her groan and whimper. Then he moved his hand up and pushed his sticky fingers into her mouth. She sucked greedily at her own juices, so he dipped his fingers in her pussy again, then fed them back into her mouth. While she sucked his fingers, he slid his cock into her and fucked her hard. She moaned around his fingers and clenched around his cock. He came in less than a minute, and she pulled him deep and ground herself against him, managing to come a second time before he’d softened.

Then they slid beneath the quilt and Stuart flicked off the light. As they lay in each other’s arms, Stuart remembered Lucy’s shocked expression from earlier.

“What are you thinking about?” Zoe asked.

He considered telling her the truth but backed out. “Owning two houses.” He kissed the top of her head. “What are you thinking about?”

“Next week’s playdate.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 5
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For her playdate with Paul E, Zoe had booked a house in the northern part of Bristol, just a mile or so from where the M4 and M5 motorways converge. Stuart found the area a little depressing compared to Banbury and Castleton. The house itself was fine, but they didn’t feel the need to explore the area when they arrived on Friday evening, choosing instead to stay in. On Saturday they drove around and explored the city. They also saw the famous suspension bridge that crosses the Severn Estuary so cars can drive over into South Wales. They had lunch at a small café bar, then headed back to the house in the early afternoon.

“I’ve had a setback in the search for my next bull,” Zoe said, once they’d settled in the living room.

“Oh?” Stuart sat up a little straighter in the armchair. “What sort of setback?”

“One of the guys who contacted me seemed like he’d be perfect. He’s called Dominic, and is a good-looking guy of around forty. His first message was really friendly, so I wrote back and we exchanged a few emails. He’s been a bull for about six years, lives in a place called Wetherby, which is north of Leeds, and says he’s happy to travel for a date.”

Stuart nodded, wondering what the problem was.

“So,” Zoe said, “I looked at a map and thought we could either spend the weekend in York or Harrogate.”

They’d visited both places and Stuart would happily return to either.

She frowned. “But then he started to get a bit weird.”

“Weird how?”

“He asked how I like you to be treated during a date.”

“Me?”

She nodded, her face serious.

“What did you say?”

“I said you liked to watch, and that you’d helped a bull service me in the past.”

“And?”

“He said he didn’t need any help servicing hotwives. He asked if you ever fluff the bull beforehand or perform clean-up afterwards.”

A chill crept into Stuart’s stomach. “I haven’t heard of fluffing, but I know what clean-up is.”

“Fluffing is sucking his cock to get him ready to fuck me.” She smiled at his grimace. “Don’t worry. I explained you don’t do either of those things, nor would I want you to.”

“Thanks.” He shook his head. “Does that happen with other couples he sees?”

She nodded. “Apparently some husbands are really into it. One of the couples he sees on a regular basis like him to finish in the husband’s mouth at least once every playdate.”

“Jeez!”

“I said you were a stag and had no desire to be humiliated or touch another man. I also pointed out there’d be nothing to clean up anyway, because all bulls I see need to wear a condom. But he was persistent, claiming other couples had thought that, but he’d managed to convince them to expand their horizons.”

Stuart felt uneasy. “He’s talked people into it?”

“So he claims.” She gave him a smile. “I decided not to arrange a playdate.”

Now he felt guilty. “But you thought he’d be perfect.”

“That was before I knew what he was like. Dom by name, Dom by nature.” She smiled at her own pun. 

“If you really wanted to see him, you could be in the house on your own. I can go to a bar, then come back after he’s left.”

“But you like to watch.”

“When you went back to Jay’s hotel from the pub, I got a lot out of you just telling me about it afterwards.”

She seemed to think about it, then shook her head. “That was me pretending to be divorced. We’ve moved on, and we’re doing this as a couple. There are plenty of other bulls for me to pick.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. So, let’s not worry about him and instead talk about Paul. Any requests?”

He smiled and shook his head. “I’m happy to watch whatever you want to do with him.”

“Okay.” She stood up. “I’m going for a nice long soak. Want to watch me get ready for him when I’m out of the bath?”

“Yeah, I’d like that.” He remembered being shocked at how she’d dressed for her last playdate. “Does this mean you won’t be wearing suspenders?”

“No, not this time.”

“I’m sure Paul will be happy, no matter what you wear.”

After Zoe had gone upstairs, Stuart thought more about the bull who expected hotwives’ husbands to suck his dick. He couldn’t see how either man would ever consider that arousing. Are some cucks bisexual? Are bulls?

He remembered a conversation he’d had with Zoe shortly after he’d revealed his desire to share her. She had read forum posts from people in the lifestyle, and one person had claimed that men who wanted to share their wives did it in order to see other men naked. He and Zoe had both laughed at the theory, but maybe there was some truth in it after all. 

The fact Zoe had decided not to see that bull sent a wave of relief through him. He vowed to make it up to her. A smile tugged at his lips as he remembered a previous occasion when she was having a bath and he’d logged onto the website and chosen her first ever bull. The fact she was in the bath again right at that moment made him regret not bringing his laptop. Then he sat up, realising he didn’t need his laptop. Reaching into his pocket for his phone, he took it out and logged onto the contact website. Then he spent several minutes browsing the list of bulls, determined to find somebody who would make up for the guy she’d decided to forgo. 

Next month would be their twenty-eighth wedding anniversary, and he’d thought of taking her to Dubrovnik, where they’d spent their honeymoon. While he still liked that idea and fully intended booking it as a surprise, he now wanted to arrange something special for her next playdate. Something that would give her...

Stuart stared at the screen of his phone. 

He’d scrolled through to the next bull on the list and been presented with quite an image. His heart crashed in his chest and his cock thickened, but there was also a tiny feeling of dread tugging at his subconscious.

The page he’d landed on wasn’t for a bull, it was for two bulls who acted as a tag-team. The men looked similar. Both had black hair and beards, and both were incredibly muscular. The main picture on their page showed them standing side by side wearing just silky black shorts. They looked like wrestlers, each with bulging arms and shoulders, clearly defined six-packs, and thick, powerful legs. The thought of Zoe being shared between them was exhilarating and yet terrifying.

He clicked for more information. The ‘About Me’ section had been modified so it said, ‘About Us’. Stuart saw both men were called William, though they referred to themselves as Will and Billy. Will was thirty-eight, and Billy was a year younger. Both men worked in security, citing bodybuilding and weightlifting as their main hobbies. They had also performed as strippers at numerous hen parties.

There was no option to book just one of them, so unless they had individual pages on the site, the men were only available as a double act. Stuart chewed his lip. For what he had in mind, a double act would be perfect. What better way to make up for Zoe missing out on a guy she’d found attractive than by giving her two men like these? His mind ran wild with possibilities of what they might do to her. The spit-roast he’d been involved in during her last playdate sprang to mind, as did her insistence that he and Zoe had anal just a few days later.

When the little voice in his head tried telling him that after a night with these two brutes, Zoe would never be satisfied by him, he dismissed it. 

He knew he couldn’t compete physically with these men, but Zoe loved him. And because he loved her, he wanted her to have as many fulfilling experiences as possible. He sent a direct message requesting a playdate for his wife, adding the link to the page of ‘Zoe H’, which showed all the sexy photos of her.

Stuart put his phone away and tried to get his mind back on the guy who would be seeing her that night. What was Paul E going to want to do to his hotwife?

Zoe called from the top of the stairs that she was out of the bath. He found her standing in the middle of the bedroom wearing her bathrobe. She smiled at him, then moved closer and kissed him gently on the lips.

“Are you excited about tonight?” she whispered, looking into his eyes.

“Of course I am.”

“Hmm. Me too. So, how should I do my hair?”

He thought about it, then shrugged. “I guess it depends how you’re going to be dressed.”

“Nice dress, no nylons. Not slutty like last time.”

“Pin it up, then, but leave bits hanging down on either side of your face.”

She smiled and nodded. “Okay. Would you dry it for me?”

This was a surprise, but he nodded. Zoe sat on the corner bed and Stuart stood to the side, the hairdryer in one hand a brush in the other. 

After a few minutes he clicked off the dryer. “Is that dry enough?”

Zoe combed through it with splayed fingers, then nodded. She stepped over to the dressing table and sat down on the stool. She had a small zip-up bag containing hairclips and pins, and Stuart watched as she pinned her hair up. Some were regular hairpins, others had small sparkling clear glass squares in them. 

Satisfied with her hair, she looked at his reflection in the mirror. “What about make-up?”

“More conservative than last time. Maybe a subtle shade of eyeshadow. Put on mascara but no eyeliner. And dark red lipstick.”

Zoe smiled and started with some sort of skin-coloured face cream. Stuart watched in silence because he had no idea what else had to be applied to a woman’s face. It took her over ten minutes to finish, then she blinked her eyes in the mirror and looked at him.

“Is that okay?”

He nodded. “Perfect.”

She smiled and stood up. “Right, next decision you have to make is about my underwear.”

“You’re actually wearing some this time?” he asked, smiling.

“I wore some last time,” she said, taking a bundle of garments from her bag. “I just chose to not bother with panties.” She dropped the bundle onto the bed and divided the garments into three groups.

Stuart stared at the selection. First was a dark blue lacy bra with matching hipster panties. Second was a similar bra in black with a matching thong, and the final choice was a single teddy in black lace. He liked them all, but the idea of her standing in front of another man wearing a thong appealed to him. In his opinion, her bum looked incredible in that type of underwear. He leaned forward and tapped the thong.

Zoe nodded, slipped off her robe and pulled the thong on. Then she put on the bra, adjusted her boobs in the cups, and stood up straight. “How do I look?”

“Great from here. Turn around.” She slowly turned her back on him. “And great from here as well.”

She walked to the wardrobe and took out three dresses. “Which of these?” she asked, hanging them all up along the front of the wardrobe.

Stuart chose the burgundy one because it was the shortest. He got a thrill from watching men ogle Zoe’s legs. She stepped into the dress and turned around for him to zip it up. As he did so, he felt a shiver of excitement knowing that he wouldn’t be the one to unzip it in a couple of hours’ time.

“Right, shoes.” Zoe took three pairs out of her holdall and lined them up on the floor.

“The black ones with the ankle strap.” He loved the way ankle straps made legs look so sexy.

Zoe sat on the bed and fastened the shoes, then she stood up and slowly turned around in front of him. “What do you think?”

His heart raced and his cock thickened. “While I don’t think it’d be appropriate to wear those shoes with that dress if we were going to our local pub, I think Paul is going to be a very happy man.”

“And why’s that?”

“Because he knows he’s going to fuck you.”

“Hmm.” She took her lower lip between her teeth for a moment, then stepped closer. “And does the fact he’s going to fuck me make you happy?”

His throat tightened, so he could only answer by nodding. 

Zoe ran her hand over his crotch, smiling when she felt he was already hard. “What do you want me to do?”

“Just enjoy yourself and see where the evening takes you.”

She frowned and shook her head. “I mean what do you want me to do now?” She gripped his hard-on. “I can relieve this.”

He glanced at his watch. “I don’t think there’s time for—”

“Don’t flatter yourself. It won’t take long.”

He laughed. “True. But you’re all dressed up and ready for your date. I don’t mind waiting my turn.”

Zoe walked over to her bag and took out the black teddy she’d shown him earlier. She held it out to him.

“What’s that for?”

“You’re going to wrap it around your dick and jerk off into it.”

He scoffed and shook his head. “No I’m not.”

“Yes you are.” She placed her feet a step apart and lifted the hem of her dress. “And while you’re doing it, I’m going to have my first orgasm of the evening.”

“We can wait until...” He stared as his wife placed her cupped hand over her mons and rocked it. “Zoe, you don’t need to masturbate because you’ll be getting a bull to satisfy your every need.”

She kept her hand moving, pressing her second and third fingers against her crease. “I’m horny now, and he’s not here yet.”

The sight of his wife’s legs in the sexy shoes and seeing her touch herself made his cock throb.

“Get your dick out, Stu.”

With a sigh that was half-resignation and half-relief, he unzipped his jeans and released his raging erection. He wrapped the lacy material around it, then frowned. “I might ruin this.”

“I don’t care.” Her voice was breathless. 

“Zoe, I think we should wait.”

Her lashes fluttered a little, then she looked directly into his eyes. “I’m going to win this race if you don’t hurry up. I...” Her lips quivered. She seemed to be attempting a smile but had to let out a murmured ‘oh’.

Stuart wanked his cock, beating it faster and faster as he saw Zoe rubbing her clit through her thong. As Zoe let out a long moan, he erupted into the teddy. He grunted, and they held eye contact as each shook through their own self-inflicted orgasm.

Zoe smiled at him, then started giggling. “God, we’re like a pair of teenagers.”

He nodded, getting his breath back. “What’s the saying? Growing old is compulsory, but growing up is optional.

“Hmm. Well, I’m more than happy for us to grow old and not grow up together.” She kissed him extra-gently on the lips so as not to smudge her lipstick.

“Me too.” He unwrapped her teddy and held it up. Smears of cum clung to the intricate lace. “I’m sorry about the mess I made of this.”

“The next time you come over that, I’ll be wearing it.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.” She ran her hand down his arm and took the teddy from him. “You go and pour us a drink. I’ll tidy my stuff away.”

He shook his head. “You pour the drinks. I’ll tidy round, move the stool to the best viewing position and set the lighting.”

Zoe smiled and left the bedroom. Stuart put her dresses back inside the wardrobe, along with the extra shoes and her holdall. Then he moved the stool from the dressing table to the wall at the side of the bed, turned on the bedside lamps and turned off the centre light. He gave the room a final check, then stepped onto the landing just as the doorbell chimed.

By the time Stuart reached the bottom of the stairs, Zoe was leading her bull into the living room. The bull wasn’t as tall as Stuart had expected, five-ten at most. When he saw Stuart, he gave a wide smile and held out his hand.

“Hi Stuart, good to meet you. I’m Paul.”

Stuart shook the hand and returned the smile. “Hi Paul. Can I get you a drink?”

“What are you guys having?”

Stuart wasn’t actually sure what Zoe had fixed, so he glanced at the low table in the middle of the room. “I’m having a beer, Zoe’s on white wine.”

“Beer’s good for me, if that’s okay?”

Stuart went to get another beer from the fridge. It took him a moment to find the bottle opener, and when he returned to the living room he found Zoe and Paul sitting together on the couch.

Paul took the proffered bottle and held it up in a toast. “Cheers,” he said, clinking his bottle against Zoe’s wine glass.

Stuart dropped into the armchair opposite them, picked up his own bottle and leaned across to tap bottlenecks with Paul.

“So,” the bull said, looking from husband to wife. “Your page says you were late to the party. How are you enjoying it so far?”

Stuart smiled. “I’m loving it, though Zoe is probably loving it even more.”

She laughed, then gave a little shrug. “I’ve been getting a lot of attention. What’s not to like?”

Paul laughed, then looked down at her bare legs and sexy shoes. “And you deserve to get a lot of attention.”

“Thank you.” Zoe watched his eyes as she took a sip of her wine. “So, how long have you been at the party?”

Paul gave a smile. “Just over three years.”

Stuart didn’t think the guy was classically handsome, but he could see why women found him attractive. There was an openness to his expression that made him instantly likeable. His smile was slightly crooked, but it only made him more endearing, somehow.

“And are you enjoying yourself?” Zoe asked, flirtatiously. 

“All the time.”

“Do you think you’ll enjoy tonight?”

“I already am.” He turned his attention to Stuart. “How about you, Stuart? What’s been the highlight so far?”

“I’m not sure there’s one particular highlight, but most of the images that replay in my head are of Zoe’s expression when she comes.”

Paul smiled and nodded. “I think a lot of guys get a thrill from watching their wife climax.” He glanced at Zoe, then back at Stuart. “And having such a beautiful wife must make it all the better.”

“So,” Zoe said, regaining her bull’s attention. “How many of the hotwives you see have their husband present?”

“Most, but not all. Some guys are self-conscious, though I don’t understand why.” He flashed Stuart another smile. “Nothing shows a woman how strong her husband’s love is like letting her get physical pleasure from another man.”

“You’ve seen wives whose husbands are too ashamed to be there?” Zoe asked.

“I’m not sure ashamed is the right word. I’d say self-conscious. Or maybe they’re shy.” He shrugged. “Another possibility is that they prefer to hear about what happened rather than see it for themselves.”

Zoe seemed to think about this, then nodded. “We’ve tried both, but I prefer it when Stu’s there.”

Paul smiled and nodded. “Why?”

“I feel less selfish. Having sex and telling him about it is one thing. Letting him see it for himself is better. More arousing. We can share in each other’s pleasure. I know he told you he likes seeing my face, but he’s also told me how much he likes to see how my body reacts.”

“I can understand that.” He looked across at Stuart. “Watching your loved one’s thighs tremble as she builds up to a climax is pretty awe-inspiring, right?”

Stuart smiled. “Oh yeah.”

“I had to cancel my next bull because he wanted to humiliate Stu,” Zoe announced.

“Really?” Paul glanced at Stuart, then looked back at Zoe. “We don’t decide what happens on a date. You do.”

“Thank you, that’s what I told him.”

“But he still didn’t listen?”

She shook her head. “He said others had felt the same, but he’d managed to convince them otherwise.”

“I think some guys get off on the idea that they’re superior in some way. They think because they’re being asked to satisfy the wife that the husband can’t do it. Which is bollocks, by the way.”

This assertion made Stuart like Paul even more.

“We’re only here to add a little spice to a healthy relationship. I have no doubt that married couples have a great time in bed when there’s nobody else there. The fact they occasionally invite a third party is good for them, and great for people like me.”

“I’m glad you feel that way.” Zoe held up her empty glass, and Stuart went to replenish it.

“What exactly did the other guy want to do?” Paul asked as Stuart passed her the refilled glass.

“We didn’t go into details, but he said some of his regular couples liked it when the husband sucked his dick and performed clean-up afterwards.”

Paul blinked. “He actually said that?”

Zoe nodded.

“Wow. I don’t think that’s...” He shrugged. “I’ve never met a couple who’ve asked for anything like that.”

“You haven’t?”

“No. There’s one couple I see a lot of. We’re more like friends than a lifestyle threesome. I’ve been on holiday with them a few times.”

“Really?” Zoe’s eyes widened.

Paul nodded. “We’re all close in age and like similar things. I get on well with the husband, and when we’re away we’ll play padel or tennis while the wife sunbathes.”

“And at night?”

“We all share the same bed.” He turned to Stuart. “But there’s never any contact between me and him, unless it’s accidental while we’re both pleasuring her.”

“You don’t mind if he joins in?” Zoe asked.

He laughed. “How can I? She’s his wife, and they love each other. Some nights I’ll go out to a bar alone while those two have an intimate dinner.”

“And when you get back?”

“It depends on them. If they want a night on their own, that’s fine.”

Zoe seemed intrigued. “You sleep in the spare bed?”

He nodded, then smiled. “But sometimes she’ll come through to my room when he falls asleep.”

Zoe smiled. “I like the sound of that type of relationship.”

“It’s important to keep it emotionally healthy. There has to be respect there, and an awareness of what your role is. I’m not there to do something her husband can’t do, I’m only there to enhance what they do together.”

Zoe smiled. “Stuart and I both masturbated just before you got here.”

“Really?” Paul looked down at her legs and shoes again. “I can understand why Stuart did.”

Stuart couldn’t believe she’d revealed that detail, though he felt less embarrassed than he might have expected.

Zoe turned the foot of her hanging leg through small circles. “Hmm. But that means you’re the only person here who hasn’t come yet.”

“I suppose it does.” Paul smiled up at her. “But if you want to change that, I’m not going to complain.”

Zoe stood up and turned her back on Paul. “Would you please unzip me?” she whispered over her shoulder.

Paul got up and slowly pulled the zip down, planting a gentle kiss on the back of her neck as he did so. She stepped away from the table, then turned to face the two men. Keeping her eyes on Paul’s, she slowly let her dress slide down her body. She kicked it away and stood proudly in her bra, thong and shoes. Stuart thought she looked magnificent.

“I want you to come before we have sex,” she announced.

Paul looked a little taken aback, and Stuart felt stunned.

“Do you want me to masturbate while looking at you?” Paul asked.

“No. I want you to take all your clothes off.”

Paul unbuttoned his shirt and slid it off. Then he stepped out of his shoes while unbuckling his belt and trousers. After pushing down his trousers and shorts at the same time, he bent to take them off his feet and removed his socks with them. When he stood upright, Stuart got a first glance at his cock. The guy might be just five-ten, but his cock was very impressive even though it wasn’t yet fully hard. His body was toned, with a flat stomach.

Zoe reached behind her back and unclipped her bra. Both men gazed at her heavy breasts, the nipples taut and pointing slightly upwards. Stuart had admired them thousands of times over the years, but getting a thrill from seeing other men’s reaction to them was a relatively new experience. 

Holding her hand out, she invited Paul to step closer. He did so, and Stuart could see that with Zoe in high heels, the pair of them were almost the same height. They held eye contact for a brief moment, then leaned in and kissed. Stuart felt the now-familiar tingle of cuck angst, where the trickle of jealousy was soon lost in a torrent of pride and lust. The two soon-to-be-lovers kissed passionately, with Zoe running her hands up and down the bull’s back as he gripped the firm flesh of her buttocks.

Zoe broke the kiss, took a half-step back and bent at the waist, keeping her legs straight. She gripped Paul’s cock and took it into her mouth. He let out a long exhale and rested his hands on the back of her head as it bobbed up and down. Stuart noted there was no condom, and he wondered if Zoe and Paul had come to an agreement in their private messages. At that moment, Stuart was too caught up in the show to worry about that.

After a couple of minutes, Zoe released Paul’s cock from her mouth and straightened up. She stepped close and kissed Paul again. The guy must have been able to taste his own cock, but from what Stuart could see, it didn’t bother him. Without breaking the kiss, Zoe lifted one of Paul’s hands and put it on her boob. He groped and kneaded the fleshy dome, running his thumb over her nipple and kissing her more passionately.

Zoe held his cock, holding it flat against her lower stomach and pumping her hand up and down. After a couple of minutes of this, she broke the kiss, stepped back and bent over to suck his cock again. This time Paul let out a long, shuddering breath. Zoe bobbed her head and pumped the base of his cock in her hand. She eventually released it and resumed wanking him, pressing his cock against the soft skin of her stomach.

She whispered something to Paul that Stuart didn’t catch. The bull nodded, then reached round and gripped her buttocks again. Zoe wiggled her body as she pumped his cock, her eyes now focused on Paul’s face.

“Does that feel good?” she whispered.

Paul nodded.

“Are you going to come for me?”

He nodded again, then his breathing caught.

Stuart knew Paul was ejaculating by the clench of his buttocks and the simultaneous cooing from Zoe. She kept pumping her hand and the pair kissed again for at least another minute. When Paul eventually stepped back, Stuart could clearly see the sticky mess on his wife’s stomach. She smiled at Paul and used both hands to rub it into her skin.

“There,” she said, smiling brightly. “Now we’ve all come once.” She glanced at Stuart. “How about more drinks?”

He took her glass and his own bottle to the kitchen. When he returned with a full glass and two fresh beers, Zoe and Paul were sitting back on the couch, both naked and looking completely relaxed.  After passing them their drinks, Stuart sat in his armchair.

“I’m fascinated by your holidays with the couple,” Zoe said. “Where do you go?”

Paul was drinking his beer and had to swallow before he could answer. “Spain or Portugal usually. We went to Madeira one year, though that’s a Portuguese island, so...” He raised his eyebrows as if he’d just remembered something. “And France for a skiing trip.”

“She sounds like a lucky girl,” Zoe said, pressing her bare thigh against Paul’s. “Sliding down mountains all day, then sliding down two cocks all night.”

He laughed out loud. “You make it sound completely tacky.”

“Don’t you think it’s tacky?” she asked, teasingly.

“No. We’re three friends. They’re in a loving relationship and I’m a fortunate third party who sometimes joins them in bed.” He took another chug from his bottle, then continued his explanation. “If we’re in a bar or a restaurant, they’re a couple and I’m completely respectful of that. There are no sly looks between me and the wife, or surreptitious groping under the table when her husband goes to the loo.”

“I’m glad to hear it.”

He smiled. “What tends to happen is, they’ll book a villa for their holiday, then invite me to join them for part of it.”

Zoe looked surprised. “You don’t all go on the plane together?”

“No. They live in Essex and fly from Heathrow or Gatwick. I usually fly from Birmingham or East Midlands. If they’re going for a fortnight, I’ll join them for a week in the middle of their holiday. If they’re only going for a week, I’ll do two or three days.” He shrugged. “They want their time as a couple, so it works well.”

“Hmm.” She held his gaze for a moment, and Stuart was sure she was considering an arrangement like that for one of their own holidays. “And you don’t ask the husband to suck you off?”

“No. Never.”

The three of them chatted for another ten minutes before Zoe placed her hand on Paul’s leg. “Let me know when you’re ready, because it’s been quite a while since my last orgasm.”

He laughed and put his beer down. “Oh, we can’t have that.”

Zoe smiled. “Are you going to take me to bed?”

Paul shrugged. “That’s up to you. I’m happy to stay down here.”

“You are?” She raised her eyebrows and glanced at Stuart. “What do you think, Stu?”

“This armchair’s a lot more comfortable than the stool in the bedroom.”

Zoe smiled and looked at Paul. “Okay, let’s stay here.”

Paul slid off the couch, eased the table to one side, then slipped his fingers into the waistband of Zoe’s thong. She raised her bum off the cushion, and he slowly slid the thong down her thighs. She sat back down and raised her feet so he could thread it off over her shoes. Then she opened her legs invitingly and smiled at him. Paul lowered his face between her legs and ran his tongue through her folds. 

Stuart could smell her musk from his chair five feet away. Zoe moaned and rocked her hips as Paul pleasured her with his mouth. Then she turned her gaze to Stuart, and for the next few minutes she looked into her husband’s eyes while another man licked her to orgasm. She gripped Paul’s hair and ground herself against his face, finally closing her eyes at the height of her ecstasy.

Paul knelt up and reached for his trousers. After taking a condom from his pocket, he quickly rolled it down his cock, then manoeuvred Zoe to the edge of the cushion. He lifted her legs over his shoulders and entered her.

Zoe dropped her head back and sighed. “Oh, fuck yeah.”

Paul played with her tits and fucked her slowly. Zoe stared into his face and whispered words of encouragement, her sexy shoes sticking out behind his head. Stuart was hard again, but the fact he’d come just an hour earlier meant he wasn’t climbing the walls yet. 

The bull maintained the same rhythm, sliding his cock slowly in and out of Zoe’s welcoming cunt. She came after about five minutes, crying out and telling him she loved his cock. After her orgasm had passed, Paul moved her legs so they were stretched as wide as she could get them. Then he increased the pace and intensity of his thrusts. Zoe grunted every time their groins slapped together. Stuart knew the bull’s cock was poking her deeper than his ever could, and that was fine with him. This had been his dirty little desire for almost twenty years, and now it was his reality. He could barely believe how lucky he was.

Zoe came again, screaming out with her release and telling Paul to fuck her harder. Telling him to come. And he did. He dropped his head back and let out a long breath.

The room was suddenly silent. 

Paul eased out of Zoe and glanced around the house. “Can I use the bathroom?”

Stuart pointed to the stairs. “First door on the left.”

When he heard the bathroom door close and lock, Stuart turned his attention to his wife. She was still splayed out on the couch, her legs wide and her sex gaping open. “Are you okay?”

She smiled. “Of course I’m okay. I’ve just been fucked by a really nice guy with a really nice dick.”

He chuckled. “Yeah, I guess that would make most women feel okay.”

“I wish he’d come inside me, and that you could watch it all dribble out.” She narrowed her eyes. “I know that’s what you like to see.”

He shrugged. “I’m happy seeing you get fucked. I don’t need to see the evidence of it.”

“Okay. I just want you to get as much from these nights as I do.”

“Don’t worry about me. I’m getting plenty.”

“You’re going to have to fuck me later, when he’d gone.”

“Gladly.”

“And you can watch your own cum dribble out.”

“I’ll be too busy holding you close to care about that.”

The bathroom door opened and Paul started on his way downstairs. Zoe adjusted her position, sitting up with her feet back on the floor. She crossed her legs and smiled up at her bull as he lowered himself onto the couch next to her. 

Stuart offered more drinks. Zoe accepted, but Paul refrained because he was driving. Over the next thirty minutes they chatted about mundane things. Paul told them a little about his life. He’d been married in his early twenties but had divorced after three years. He worked in project management and had first become a bull after sleeping with a married woman who had suggested it. Zoe revealed Stuart had kept his cuckold fantasy hidden for years, but once he'd told her about it she’d realised how lucky she was. 

Zoe was leaning against Paul, and it was obvious to both men that she was ready for more. She ran her fingernail up the bull’s thigh, then scooted along the couch and lowered her head into his lap. She parted her lips and took his cock back into her mouth. After less than a minute, Paul had another erection. He got off the couch, fitted a fresh condom and held out his hand to Zoe. When she stood up, he got her to stand at the side of the couch facing Stuart. He told her to bend over and rest her hands on the seat, which she did. From his chair, Stuart could just see her straight left leg and shoe, but he had a perfect view of her face and her hanging tits. Paul stepped close behind her, bent his knees and pushed forward. Zoe’s eyes squeezed shut and her mouth dropped open, then Paul placed his hands on her hips and fucked her. 

As he watched his wife getting railed from behind, pride welled inside Stuart. His wife was the sexiest woman he knew. She opened her eyes and stared at him as Paul continued to fuck her. 

The bull was running his hands all over her body, reaching forward to cup her tit and tease the nipple, then stroking up and down her thighs and over her bum. Zoe grunted and opened her eyes wide, giving her husband a startled look. She pushed back and groaned, then she yelped again.

Paul slowed his thrusts and rubbed Zoe’s back. “I don’t want to do anything you’re not happy about,” he said.

Zoe held Stuart’s gaze for a second. “What do you think, Stu?”

He frowned and shook his head to show he wasn’t sure what she meant. 

“He’s been fingering my bum for a couple of minutes.”

“Oh.” Another shiver of dark delight coursed through him. “Do you want more than his finger?”

She licked her lips. “Would you mind?”

Stuart nearly came in his pants. “No.” He wondered about lube, but if Zoe didn’t think taking Paul’s huge cock up there would be a problem, he didn’t want to break the mood by discussing the logistics.

She glanced over her shoulder at Paul. “Take it slow at first, okay?”

He nodded, pulled out and readjusted his angle.

Stuart concentrated on Zoe’s face. She frowned, winced, then let out a loud groan.

“Oh fuck!” She breathed through her mouth, huffing and puffing, then let out another groan. “Oh yeah, that feels...” She began to push herself back, and soon Paul was fucking her arse as hard as he’d fucked her pussy. Zoe had both hands braced on the cushion of the couch, her tits swinging like two pendulums beneath her. 

Suddenly, she opened her eyes and looked at Stuart. “Come put your dick in my mouth.”

He hesitated for just a couple of seconds, then moved over and knelt on the couch in front of his wife’s face. He quickly unzipped and fed her his cock. Nothing more was said as Paul slammed into her from behind and Stuart jerked his hips from the front. Zoe groaned and moaned as she was buffeted between them. Then she gulped as Stuart flooded her mouth. Paul reacted to this by increasing the force of his thrusts. He held still, let out a grunt, then a long exhale. Zoe reached her hand back between her body and the arm of the couch and rubbed her clit, getting herself off in just a matter of seconds.

A few moments later, Paul stepped back and headed back up to the bathroom. Stuart zipped up and dropped into his armchair, and Zoe slipped her dress back on without bothering with underwear. When Paul returned, he quickly dressed, shook Stuart’s hand and gave Zoe a hug. 

After turning off the downstairs lights of their rented house, the pair of them headed up to bed. Neither needed more sex, and they were both fast asleep in a matter of minutes.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 6
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Things progressed smoothly on the house-moving front. They were given a completion date for the sale of their own house and arranged to exchange contracts for their new home on the same day. Their solicitor revealed someone had tried to gazump them for the house in Trearddur Bay but Mrs. Evans, the lady who owned the house, had insisted that Zoe and Stuart were the ones she wanted to sell it to. 

Noah and Lucy visited them on Saturday afternoon, which made Stuart feel extremely uncomfortable. As Zoe explained to them that they wouldn’t be able to fit all their furniture in the new house, Stuart tried his hardest to avoid eye contact with Lucy. Zoe pointed to the dresser in the dining room and offered it to Noah and Lucy. Though they liked it, they weren’t sure if it would fit in their house. Stuart went out to the garage to find a tape measure. Just as he was closing the side door of the garage, he sensed someone behind him. It was Lucy.

He held the tape out, then sighed. “I’m so sorry you had to witness—”

“No, I’m sorry.” She closed her eyes and looked even more contrite than he felt. “I shouldn’t have just walked into your house. I feel awful.”

“I didn’t tell Zoe because—”

“I didn’t tell Noah either. I didn’t think he’d... I mean, I wouldn’t want to know about my own parents.”

Stuart nodded.

Lucy gave a weak smile. “Now I know why you two are looking so happy lately. I guess having no kids at home is like a second honeymoon period.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

She held up the tape and smiled, then headed back inside. Stuart locked the door, then let out a long breath. That had been far less awkward than it could have been.

Noah measured the dresser and made a note. “I’ll let you know later when I’ve measured our room, but you might want to hang fire on giving everything away. You’ll have two houses to furnish, you know.”

Zoe turned to Stuart. “Why didn’t we think of that?”

Because I’ve been busy arranging for you to get tag-teamed. “I’ve no idea.”

“Well,” Zoe said, “the dresser is yours if you want it, but we’ll take it to Anglesey if you don’t.”

The four of them chatted for a little longer, and after their guests had left, Zoe looked at Stuart. “Did Lucy seem a little off to you?”

“No.” He hated how Zoe was able to pick up on people’s emotions so easily. He gave what hoped looked like a clueless shrug.

“Maybe they had a row or something.” Zoe dropped onto the couch. 

Stuart sat next to her. They’d spent the entire morning clearing out their kitchen cupboards and had a pile of pans and utensils to be taken to the dump. “Noah’s comment about two houses makes sense. I know you want to buy new pans when we move, but I guess we could keep some of the best ones we have for Anglesey.”

“Yes, I suppose we should.”

He decided to broach the subject of Dominic. “Did you find yourself an alternative bull for your next playdate?”

She blinked, as if surprised by the question. “No. With everything going on with the house moves, I thought I should wait until—”

“I have.”

“You have what.”

“I’ve found another bull and have arranged your next playdate.”

She frowned, but then a smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. “You’ve booked a bull and a house?”

He nodded.

“Where and when?”

“Oxford and next weekend.”

“That’s less than a month since my last one.”

“I know.” He leaned his shoulder against hers. “That’s because on the following weekend, I’m taking you away for our anniversary.”

Zoe’s face lit up. “Really? Where are you taking me?”

“We’re going back to Dubrovnik.”

Her jaw dropped.

“And as it’s our anniversary,” he continued, “I thought your playdate should be extra special.”

She gave him a tentative look. “What do you mean by extra special?”

He took out his phone and showed her the photo he’d downloaded of Billy and Will wearing just black trunks. 

Zoe’s eyes and mouth went wide. She looked up into his face and shook her head. “I can’t—”

“Of course you can. They’re both called William and refer to themselves as ‘the ultimate double bill’.” He smiled. “They also perform as strippers for hen parties, so you can request a sexy dance.”

She looked down at the photo again. “God, Stuart, they might fuck me to death.”

He laughed and pulled her close. “No they won’t, but I suspect you’ll have many little deaths during the playdate.”

She took a deep breath. “I don’t know what to say.”

“How about ‘thank you, darling’?”

She smiled. “Thank you darling.” After a beat, she said, “I’ve been thinking about something Paul said during our playdate.”

“You want to invite a bull on holiday.”

She looked shocked. “How did you know?”

“I heard the wheels of your mind turning when he spoke about it.”

She laughed, then shrugged. “I just think it’s a sexy idea. You know how being on holiday gets me horny.”

“Do you want to ask Paul?”

“God, no.” She laughed at his expression. “Paul was lovely, and I really enjoyed the sex, but he’s far too young. People may mistake him for our son.”

Stuart felt affronted. “He’s not that much younger than us.”

“He is. I’d like a guy who’s closer to our age, and someone we can talk to and have fun with outside the bedroom.”

“And what about inside the bedroom?”

She smiled. “I want to have fun there, too.”

“And when are you planning this for?”

“Not anytime soon. Maybe next summer, so there’ll be lots of chances to meet the right guy.” She smiled. “I thought I’d mention it so you can let the idea percolate for a while.”

“Okay.”

“I know things have been great so far, but I think we should also prepare ourselves for when they don’t go well.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean we’ve been lucky with the three guys we’ve had so far, but we should accept that some dates might not be perfect. I’ve read a few more comments in the forums, and one said if the playdate doesn’t live up to expectations, don’t dwell on it. Just draw a line under it and move on.”

He felt a little uneasy. “Is this because I’ve picked your next—?”

“No.” She smiled and shook her head. “What you’ve arranged will probably be the sexual highlight of my life.”

“You sure?”

“Yes. But the post in the forum said that sometimes the bull doesn’t turn out to be what you were hoping for. It can be a personality clash, or you just don’t enjoy the sex as much as you’d hoped. So you make the most of it, and once he’s left you start looking forward to the next one. That’s all.”

Stuart thought about it and nodded. “I guess it happens.”

“So if it happens to us, we’re not going to worry about it.”

“Is this where you remind me how many guys you fucked without actually liking them when you were younger?” 

“What can I say? I have a needy pussy.”

“I know.” He grinned. “And a needy mouth.”

Zoe went to say something but hesitated. She frowned, and he knew she was thinking the same thing as he was.

“And a needy arse,” he added.

Her brow furrowed even more. “Have you discussed things with the two Williams about my playdate?”

“Yes.”

“Did you make any requests?”

“No, but they asked what you might enjoy.”

“And what did you say?”

“I told them that you’d tell them what you want on the night.”

“And what do I want?”

Stuart gave a small shrug. “Only you know the answer to that.”

“You wouldn’t mind if I wanted—?”

“Whatever you want to do with them will be fine with me.”

Zoe ran her hand over his groin. His cock was rigid. “Are you going to fuck me now?”

“Yes.” He remembered the last time they’d had sex during the day in the living room. “But let’s go upstairs.”

As soon as the bedroom was closed, Zoe started tugging at his belt. He dragged her top over her head, then bent and bit her nipple through her bra. She yelped and pulled his hair, and that set the scene. He pushed her onto the bed, dragged off her leggings and panties, and pushed his face between her legs. She cried out and pulled his hair again, this time crushing his face against her grinding sex. He brought his hand up and finger-fucked her roughly while sucking her clit. Zoe pulled him on top of her. He released his cock and pushed in, his jeans still in place. The zip cut into the base of his shaft, but he didn’t care. 

She bit his earlobe, and he snatched his head back and glared down at her. 

“Fuck me,” she hissed. “Fuck me hard and dirty, then blow your load all over my face.”

He pinned her wrists to the mattress above her head and shook his head. “I’ll fuck you hard and dirty, but I’ll be blowing my load inside you.”

Her eyes were already fluttering, her breath coming in shallow pants.

“But if you want the two Williams to blow their loads all over your face, I’m sure they’ll be happy to do that.”

“Fuck.” She sighed. “Oh fuck, Stu, I’m already...”

He slammed into her as hard as he could and was immediately rewarded by the clench of her orgasm. Zoe brought her legs up and wrapped them around his waist, jerking her hips as she rode out her pleasure. 

When Stuart felt the familiar tingle of his impending release, he stopped moving. Still holding her hands on the bed above her head, he stared into her eyes and she bucked beneath him. She smiled as she rode him from below, clenching and releasing her inner muscles as she brought him off.

He groaned at the first gush, then resumed his thrusts and pounded her for over a minute until he was fully sated. Then he released her wrists and collapsed on top of her. 

Zoe hugged him and kissed his neck. “I love our life.”

He smiled and stroked her hair. “Me too.”

* * * *
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In the run up to her date with the two Williams, Stuart emailed the bulls and raised the subject of safe sex. He said he expected oral sex to play a large part in an MFM threesome, so he thought condoms would be a hindrance. The men had assured him that both were free of infection. They had regular check-ups, and neither had participated in unprotected sex since their last test. Stuart said that Zoe always used condoms on her playdates, so they all agreed that for this one, both bulls could go in bare.

Zoe seemed reluctant to discuss the upcoming date, and Stuart was worried she may be feeling a little intimidated. On the occasions Stuart broached the subject, she gave one word answers or just physical actions. When he asked what she was going to wear, she shrugged. He asked if she’d want them to do a sexy strip show for her, and she frowned and shook her head.

By the time they left their house for the trip to Oxford on Friday evening, he was worried that she may be too wound up to enjoy it as much as they’d hoped. The spontaneous sex they’d had after he told her about the date and shown her the photograph was the last time they’d been intimate. That was probably the longest they’d gone without making love since they’d introduced date nights several months ago.

The house Stuart had rented turned out to be in the village of Stanton St John, which was almost five miles east of Oxford. It was a small three-bedroomed detached house on a tree-lined road. After they’d unpacked they decided to go out for a beer.

The evening was quite cool but dry, so they decided to walk to the pub they’d passed a few hundred yards from the house. Zoe had on a pair of jeans and a stretchy black top, but she added a woollen sweater before putting on her coat. They held hands and admired the gardens on their way down the quiet road. Stuart guessed that house prices in a place like this were a lot higher than where they lived.

The pub was a huge old building made mainly from Cotswold stone with a render and timber gable in the middle of the front wall. One half of the roof was thatched, the other half slate. The place must have been hundreds of years old. Inside, there was a huge stone fireplace and thick exposed beams on the ceiling.

“Wow, this place is fabulous,” Zoe said.

Stuart nodded his agreement, and they headed to the bar to order drinks. Neither was hungry as they’d eaten sandwiches during their drive south, but Zoe ordered a gin and tonic rather than her usual wine.

There were no free tables, so they took their drinks to one end of the bar. Stuart offered Zoe the only stool, and he stood next to her.

“You’ve been quiet all week,” he said.

She nodded. “I know, and I’m sorry.” Looking around the room, she leaned close. “I’m worried they’ll be disappointed.”

“Why on earth would they be disappointed?” He shook his head. “They loved your photos, and every bull you’ve met so far has been thrilled by what he got.”

She seemed to think about this, then nodded. “I’m also not sure how I’ll manage to pleasure two men at once with our rule about condoms.”

“I’ve already discussed this with them. They assure me they’re both clear, and neither has had unprotected sex since the last test.”

“Aren’t you bothered about them not using rubbers?”

“No, but I told them that you might have a preference about where they’re allowed to come.”

She nodded, then shrugged. “It’s probably going to be a once-in-a-lifetime experience, so I’m glad there won’t be condoms.” She smiled. “They taste awful, even the flavoured ones.”

“You’ve tasted them?”

She laughed and nodded. “I’m pretty sure they were first invented when I was at uni. I remember giving my boyfriend at the time a blowjob while he wore a strawberry-flavoured one.”

Stuart laughed and shook his head. “Is there anything you haven’t done?”

“Yes.” Her expression was suddenly serious. “But I suspect that after tomorrow, I’ll be able to cross that off my slut list.”

His cock thickened. “And what’s that?”

“You know what it is.”

He smiled. “Yeah, but I want to hear you say it.”

Zoe drained her glass and then held it up. “If you want me to talk dirty, you’re going to have to get me squiffy.”

He laughed, took her glass and went to the bar. He ordered another beer and a double G&T. When he got back to Zoe, he passed her the glass. “I thought it’d be appropriate to get you a double.”

She smiled at his innuendo, then took a sip. “So, what the question again?”

“I asked what it was you might like that you’ve never had before.”

Zoe hesitated for a moment, then leaned close. 

“I thought they could start the evening by stroking me. I like the idea of four strong hands groping me all over.”

“So do I.” He blinked, then quickly added, “I mean stroking you all over, not me.”

She smiled. “And I like the idea of me sucking one cock and being fucked by the other.”

“Yeah, but you’d done that before.”

“Hmm.”

“So what is it that you want that you haven’t done before?”

“Two men at the same time. One in the front and one in the back.”

And there it was. Stuart’s cock was now fully hard, and Zoe laughed at his expression. “Maybe we should have had this conversation when we got back to the house.”

He shook his head. “Me getting a hard-on in pubs is part of our new life together.”

Zoe gave a beautiful smile. “Yes, I suppose it is. All those date-night conversations and my dirty secrets.”

“And my own dirty little secret.” The memory of revealing his cuckold fetish was etched into his brain.

“Yes, I suppose we both had secrets to tell.” She took another gulp of her drink. “And as it turns out, telling each other about them was the best thing we ever did.”

He nodded his agreement. 

They spent the next hour talking about what else needed to be done with regard to their house clearing, and also their upcoming trip to Croatia. By the time they returned to the rented house, Zoe had drunk another two double gin and tonics. She giggled as she undressed, then slid into bed naked and snuggled up to him.

“Are you going to take advantage of me?” she asked.

“Yes, every day of your life. But tonight I’ll let you get some sleep, because you have an early start tomorrow.”

“What sort of early start?”

“The guys will be here at two.”

“My playdate’s in the afternoon?”

He nodded. “Your double bill will be a matinee performance.”

* * * *
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Stuart drove them into Oxford for breakfast, and they were back at the rented house before midday. Zoe headed upstairs for a bath, and Stuart arranged himself a chair in the bedroom and closed the blinds. Enough light came in around the edges to make using electric lamps unnecessary.

Zoe walked into the room wrapped in a towel and sat on the bed. “Without wishing to sound like a complete slut, would you please put some lube around my bum-hole?” 

“You brought it with you?”

She nodded, then gave an embarrassed shrug and let out a long breath.

He stepped close and wrapped her in his arms. “I’m glad you’ve planned ahead.” He kissed her forehead. “Like you said, this is going to be special. It’s only natural that you should want to make the most of it.”

“There’s nothing natural about wanting two men at once.”

He pulled back and looked into her eyes. “I’m guessing about ninety percent of women fantasise about it at some point in their lives, but it becomes a reality for a fraction of them. After today, you’ll join that group.”

She sighed, took the lube from her holdall and passed it to him. Then she dropped the towel and lay face down on the bed. Stuart squeezed a small dollop onto his fingers and then gently rubbed it around her puckered hole.

“You managed to take Paul okay without lube,” he said.

“Yeah, I know. His cock was all slick from being inside me, so hopefully today will be the same. I just thought it better to be prepared.”

Adding another small dollop to his fingertip, he rimmed her once more and then pushed his finger in. She opened around it and he eased in as deep as his second knuckle. Then he removed his finger, added more lube and repeated the motion. 

Zoe let out a quiet sigh and then nodded. “I’m sure that’ll be fine. Thanks.”

Stuart went to the bathroom to wash his hands. When he returned, Zoe was sitting naked by the dressing table. 

“I thought I’d leave my hair down and let it dry naturally,” she said, combing it with her fingers. “That way it’ll go a bit curly.”

“Sounds good.”

“And since I’m going to be a complete slut, I think a lot of eye makeup is called for.”

“Okay.”

“And shiny pink lipstick.”

“Are you trying to give me a hard-on?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, I’m talking a lot because I’m nervous.”

“There’s no need to be nervous. It’s just like every other playdate, only this one will be twice as much fun.”

“Could I have a glass of wine to settle my nerves?”

Stuart went to the kitchen, found a large wine glass and filled it almost to the brim. He opened himself a beer and took both drinks upstairs. She smiled at him when he passed her the huge glass, then told him to wait downstairs.

Fifteen minutes later, he heard Zoe’s heels on the wooden stairs. When she reached the bottom, Stuart was stunned. He had never seen any of the things she was wearing, so he knew they’d been bought for the occasion. Her skirt was cream coloured and extremely short. It seemed to consist of more holes than material, and it reminded him of a crocheted tablecloth in his parents’ house when he was a kid. It was a series of intricate three-inch circles of patterned lace, all stitched together. The hem line showed the bottom halves of the lowest row of circles, producing a scalloped edge. On her upper body she wore a boob-tube in similar material, and over that a see-through, long-sleeved cardigan of black lace. But it was her shoes that he found the most striking. They were what he termed ‘stripper shoes’ and were completely transparent. They had one-inch platform soles and four-inch stiletto heels all made of clear resin. Even the uppers that went over her instep was see-through plastic.

Zoe stopped on the rug in front of him. “Is it too much?” she asked.

He had to swallow before he could answer. “No, you look—”

“I know what I look like. But since that’s how I’m going to behave, I thought this outfit would be appropriate.”

“I was going to say you look really sexy.” He glanced down at her long legs. “Your legs look—”

“I’ve put oil on them.” 

He nodded. “They look amazing.”

She placed a stripper-shoed foot on his groin. “Feel how soft they are.”

Stuart had his hand up the back of her calf. She was right, the skin was soft, but her calf was firm and toned. He smiled up at her. “Do you need another drink?”

“Yes please.”

He went up to the bedroom to retrieve her glass. Zoe had tidied the room ready for their guests. All the clothes and makeup had been put away. The only thing on the dressing table was Zoe’s empty glass, a smudge of lipstick on the rim making his groin tingle. After moving the stool to a better viewing position nearer to the bed, he carried the empty glass back downstairs.

Zoe was sitting on the couch with her legs crossed. He went into the kitchen and refilled her glass, then handed it to her. She took it, had a sip, then turned it slowly around in her hands by the stem.

“Can we talk about where they come?” she asked.

He dropped onto the couch opposite hers and nodded.

“What did you agree to with them?”

“That they could go in bare, and that you’d decide where you’d prefer them to finish.”

“And you won’t mind where I ask them to come?”

“Not at all.”

“The last time we had sex, you said you wanted them to blow their loads on my face.”

“No I didn’t.” He remembered their mid-sex dirty talk. “I said you could ask them to do that, but that I wanted to blow my load inside you.”

She nodded. “And why did you want to do that?”

“Because it’s more intimate.”

“What if I wanted these two guys to come inside me?”

A shiver ran up his spine. “You’d get no complaints from me.”

“Really?”

He nodded. “I’ve told you before how much I like to think about men finishing inside you.”

She nodded. “I remember you liking the idea of Jamie’s stuff seeping out while I was at work.”

He laughed and nodded. “Yeah. And Calvin’s too. I liked the fact he pumped it deeper than I ever could.”

She frowned and shook her head. “Men are so weird.”

“Guilty as charged.”

“But from a spectator’s point of view, wouldn’t you like to see it? Lenny removed his rubber and showered me with cum, and you enjoyed seeing that.”

“Yeah, but the dirty thrill of knowing another man is creaming your walls is better than any visual.”

“Creaming my walls?” 

Her grimace made him regret admitting that detail. “I’m sorry, but it’s how my mind works.”

She shook her head and eventually smiled. “You’re getting sicker with age.”

“Yeah, maybe I am.”

“So you won’t mind if I just let things take their natural course?”

“No.”

“And if one of them is on the brink while fucking me?”

“Tell him to come where he is.”

She nodded. “And if one of them is in my mouth?”

“Same answer.”

She took a deep breath. “And for what I’m sure will be the finale?”

He smiled. “None of you will want to change position until you’ve all come.”

Zoe sighed and nodded. “Thank you.” 

Through the front window, Stuart saw a car pull onto the drive. “Looks like they’re here.”

She took another gulp of wine.

“Want to open the door for them?” he asked.

“No. You go.”

He smiled and got up. The two men hadn’t reached the front door when he opened it. Their size made them intimidating, but they gave him a friendly smile and introduced themselves as they shook his hand. Both wore jeans and sleeveless t-shirts. Billy’s was plain and white, Will’s was dark blue with Black Sabbath emblazoned in red writing across the chest.

“Come on in,” said Stuart, stepping back and letting the men into the small entrance hall.

Billy went into the living room first and stopped, Will and Stuart did likewise. Zoe was standing in the living room with one foot on the first stair.

“Hi guys,” she said, smiling. “Shall we get straight to it?” Without waiting for an answer, she walked slowly up the stairs, swinging her hips as she went.

Billy and Will both looked at Stuart, who gave a shrug. “She acts a little strange when she’s tense,” he said.

“I like strange,” Billy said, grinning.

“Yeah,” Will agreed. “The stranger the better.”

Stuart turned to see Zoe’s empty glass on the coffee table. She must have downed her drink when he went to the door. He held out his hand toward the stairs. “After you.”

Billy and Will walked slowly and purposely up the stairs. As Stuart followed them, he realised he was shaking with nervous anticipation.

Zoe stood in the bedroom, her hands by her sides. Billy and Will approached her and stood either side. She looked tiny between the two men, but she raised both hands and placed one on each of their chests. 

Looking from one to the other, she smiled. “I’m ready when you are.”

Billy and Will exchanged a look, then each removed his t-shirt. Zoe stared at the exposed torsos, tentatively running her hands over their triceps, shoulders, chests and six-packs. Then she stood a little straighter and held out her arms. Both men grinned and started to paw her, Billy groping her boobs while Will ran his hand up her thigh and around to squeeze her bum.

They moved in close and started to nuzzle her neck. Zoe dropped her head back and closed her eyes as the two men explored her body. Stuart took that opportunity to get to the stool. By the time he’d sat down, the men had unfastened Zoe’s cardigan, so it hung open. Billy pushed up the boob-tube and released her tits, and both he and Will stared at them for a moment. Then they bent and took a nipple each into their mouths, and Zoe let out a throaty groan. The men released her and Will bent and effortlessly picked her up in his powerful arms. She looked into his eyes and draped her arms around his neck as he carried her to the bed and laid her down. Billy slipped his hands under her skirt and pulled off her panties, then both men stood side by side at the foot of the bed and unbuckled their belts.

Stuart studied his wife’s expression as she watched the bulls push down their jeans to reveal their cocks. Her wide eyes told him all he needed to know. Now naked, the men joined Zoe on the bed. They eased her up into a sitting position and carefully removed the sheer cardigan, with Will explaining he was worried it’d get ripped. Then he unfastened the lacy boob-tube that’d already been pushed up, leaving her in just her skirt and shoes. Billy bent her knees and pushed them open. Her feet were still touching so her legs made a diamond shape. Will lay on Zoe’s right, closest to Stuart, and Billy lay on her left. The men resumed nuzzling her neck as each stroked her body. One caressed her boobs and teased her nipples as the other ran a hand up her legs and over her groin. The skirt restricted Stuart’s view, but when Zoe let out a lusty moan, he knew Billy had slid his finger inside her.

The two bulls continued their caresses, each taking a turn to pleasure her with his fingers. They gradually trailed their kisses down from her neck to her boobs, and it was while each man sucked a nipple and Billy fingered her that Zoe arched off the bed and had her first orgasm. The kissing and caressing didn’t stop, and Zoe pushed her head back into the pillow and let out a series of quiet murmurs as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

Billy knelt up and reached around to undo Zoe’s skirt, sliding it down her legs and over her feet. Then he pushed her legs wide apart, with her stiletto heels now pointing at the bottom corners of the bed. As he knelt between her spread thighs, Will got off the bed and walked around to the opposite side before climbing on to kneel next to Zoe’s head. Stuart realised he’d done this to give him an unrestricted view. If Will had stayed where he was, Stuart wouldn’t have been able to see what happened.

Billy lowered his mouth to Zoe’s sex, and Will pointed his cock at her head. Zoe whimpered as Billy’s tongue slid through her crease, then she turned her head and parted her painted lips. After a few minutes the men swapped places, and a minute later Zoe reached her second orgasm.

Once she’d stopped trembling, Will and Billy got off the bed and stood looking down at her.

Will ran his hand down her shin. “Your husband suggested we go in bare. Is that still okay with you?”

Zoe looked up with half-closed eyes. “Yes.”

“Good. We’re going to take turns to fuck you now, okay?”

She smiled and nodded.

Will and Billy exchanged glances, then Billy went first. He climbed between her legs and pointed his cock at her glistening sex. Then he looked into her eyes and slid in.

Zoe pushed her head back into the pillow and groaned. Billy fucked her with long, slow thrusts. Zoe writhed beneath him, bucking her hips up to meet his thrusts. After several minutes Billy pulled out and made way for his partner. Will slipped in and continued with the same rhythm. Zoe’s moans grew louder, then she came again. This must have been more intense than her previous two because she screamed and thrashed her head from side to side, hissing expletives. Will fucked her for a few more minutes before making way for Billy. This time Billy railed her a harder, lifting one of her legs and draping it over his shoulder as he pumped his hips. 

Billy eventually pulled out and ran his hand down Zoe’s body. “Okay, time for you to be the jockey.” 

Will lay on his back and pointed his huge, thick cock at the ceiling. Zoe managed to crawl around and straddle him. One of her shoes fell off, so she removed the other as well. She raised herself up on trembling legs and slowly impaled herself. Her mouth dropped open and she let out a guttural moan. Billy joined them on the bed — again on the opposite side so as not to block Stuart’s view — and fed his cock into her mouth.

Stuart watched with an immense sense of pride as his wife rode one bull and sucked the other, bucking her hips and bobbing her head like a woman possessed. Both men let out appreciative moans, and Zoe seemed to get a second wind. She was no longer passive but now taking the initiative. She ordered the men to swap places, which they did. Then she bounced harder on Billy and took at least three-quarters of Will’s huge cock into her throat. 

Billy’s hands were on her hips, jerking her forward and back on his cock. “I’m getting close,” he warned. 

Zoe bucked faster and bobbed her head frantically on Will’s cock. Breathing heavily through her nose, she let out a low groan as another orgasm shook her body. Billy grunted and raised his hips, lifting her off the bed. She brought a hand up and wanked the base of Will’s cock, who dropped his head back and let out a long breath. She gulped noisily as Stuart’s head spun. His dirty hotwife was getting her mouth and pussy creamed at the same time. He feared he might actually come in his pants.

As the three bodies on the bed finally stilled and separated, Stuart was able to focus again. He watched as the men helped Zoe off Billy and lay her down on the mattress. Her hair was damp with sweat, and the pink lipstick was smudged all around her mouth. She looked as sexy as he’d ever seen her.

Billy and Will stood at either side of the bed and started to gently stroke Zoe, each man running his fingertips over her feet. They continued in silence for several minutes, moving their hands up her legs, over her stomach and boobs, and then rubbing her shoulders and arms. Then they eased her over until she was lying face down and resumed caressing her. By the time they’d spent ten minutes rubbing her calves, thighs, bum and back, the two men were again sporting erections. 

Billy gripped Zoe’s hips and encouraged her up onto all fours. Then he made her crawl backwards until her feet were at the bottom of the bed. Will climbed onto the top of the bed and knelt on the pillows, while Billy stood on the floor at the foot of the bed. Zoe glanced sideways at Stuart, gave a half-smile, then licked her lips and took Will’s cock into her mouth. Billy positioned his cock at her pussy and slid all the way in.

Stuart sat in a daze of lust as the two bulls spit-roasted his wife. He could smell Zoe’s arousal, hear the wet slurp of her mouth and the slaps of Billy groin against her arse. It took all his willpower not to take his dick out and jerk off.

The men changed places, and Zoe had another orgasm while sucking Billy and being fucked by Will. It went on for what felt like an hour, but Stuart knew it couldn’t have been that long. Then the men both pulled out and helped Zoe to kneel up.

Billy looked at her. “Stuart thought there might be something else you wanted.”

She held his gaze for a moment. “There is.”

“Are you sure?”

She nodded. “This might be my only chance.”

“Okay. Is there anything you need us to—?”

“I’m already lubed.”

Billy’s eyes widened, then he smiled. “Any preference as to who goes where?”

“No.”

Billy looked at Will, who lay on his back on the bed. Zoe straddled him and impaled herself on his cock. Then she lay down on his chest. Billy climbed on the bed and got into position, being careful not to trample the others’ legs. He positioned the tip of his cock at Zoe’s rosebud and leaned in.

Stuart held his breath as he watched Billy’s cock slowly disappear into his wife’s body. Zoe let out a long wail, and Billy pulled back a couple of inches and waited. Then he pushed in again, this time going even deeper. Not all of his cock was inside her, but Stuart estimated that at least seven inches of it were. 

Sandwiched between the muscular men was his gorgeous wife. All three started to move, breathing heavily and letting out murmurs of pleasure, but Zoe’s voice was the loudest and getting louder by the second. It was no surprise to her husband when she came again, and after her orgasm her cries of pleasure never stopped. She may have come three or four more times for all Stuart could tell. But the men pushed harder and faster, then Will grunted. Billy slammed his hips, and Stuart realised the bull was now sinking in his full length. Billy let out a grunt, and Zoe cried out like she’d felt the hot blast deep inside.

The three writhing bodies eventually stilled. Billy pulled out and immediately started to dress. Zoe rolled off Will and lay on her back, panting like she’d just run a marathon. Will got up and dressed, and soon both bulls were ready to leave. 

“Zoe,” Billy said, “it’s been an absolute pleasure.”

She smiled and said the pleasure was all hers.

They led the way back downstairs. Stuart followed and caught up with them in the hall.

Billy held out his hand. “You’re lucky to have a wife that sexy.”

Stuart smiled as he shook Billy’s hand. “I know.”

Will shook his hand next. “Thanks for sharing her.”

The men left, heading for their evening performance as strippers at a hen party in Basingstoke. After Stuart had closed the door, he took the stairs two at a time back to the bedroom.

Zoe was lying on her back in the middle of the bed, her legs spread wide. She looked at her husband and raised her eyebrows. “Well?”

“It was amazing to watch. How was it for you?”

“Beyond my wildest dreams.”

“Are you sure?”

She smiled and nodded. “Positive.”

He looked between her legs. There was cum running from both holes.

Zoe saw where his focus was. “Do you like what you see?”

He frowned and gave an embarrassed shrug.

She sighed. “Remember what we said about being honest with each other?”

“Yes, I like it.”

“Do you need to come?”

He opened his mouth, then hesitated. She’d just been fucked senseless. “I can wait.”

“Thank you, but I’d like you to come.”

“You would?”

She nodded. “I’ve had men come in every hole in the last hour, so you can take your pick which you want.”

He shook his head. “I’ll choose one later, but right now I don’t need a hole.”

“Oh?

“No.” He took his dick out and knelt between her spread legs. “I’m going to use my hand.”

She stared into his eyes. “Can you see their cum running out?”

“Yeah.”

“Add yours to it.” She raised her hips, arching off the bed. “Shoot your cum over theirs.”

Stuart pumped his hand. It took less than a minute before he sprayed a thick rope of cum over her drenched groin. Zoe moaned and brought her hand down to rub it in. His second spurt hit the back of her hand, his third hit her wrist.

She pulled him up and on top of her, kissing him hungrily. Stuart didn’t care that her mouth tasted of another man’s cum. He didn’t care that two other men’s cum was seeping from his wife’s body onto his own. All he cared about was that his wife was the sexiest woman he’d ever met, and he felt like the luckiest man in the world.

They may have been late to the party, but he was so pleased that they’d finally got there.

THE END
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Cheryl Blossoms
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The complete story of a woman’s transition from monogamous wife to adventurous hotwife. 

It all starts during a trip to the highlands of Scotland when Cheryl mis-interprets husband Marc’s throwaway comment about him liking the fact her ex-boyfriends still fancied her. Her actions take Marc by surprise, but then so does his reaction to it.

What follows is a series of adventures where the couple learn about each other’s desires and limits. After some incredible highs and occasional lows, the couple find themselves falling further into the wife-sharing rabbit-hole. 

Cheryl experiences dates with men she knows, strangers, a married couple, and two hunky black men. When Marc presses her about the details of her darkest desire, she admits to a long-held fantasy of being used by multiple men. It shocks him, but he can’t stop thinking about it. Watching her do everything so far has blown his mind, so isn’t it his duty to make sure she fulfils this ultimate fantasy? 

Cheryl Blossoms is available here.
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A Loaned Wife’s Journey
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Julian’s the perfect husband—kind, loving and loyal—yet Nicole had still allowed herself to stray with a colleague. But that was in the past. She’d learned her lesson.

At least she thought she had... until Julian invites his new boss around for dinner.

Ciaran is the exact opposite of Julian. He’s probably never had a selfless moment in his life, but he’s incredibly sexy, and seemingly captivated by her. Against her better judgement, she agrees to help with the bookkeeping on a private venture of his.

In the privacy of Ciaran’s office the following week, she allows him to kiss her, and more.

She’s just beginning to swim in the pool of self-loathing when something Ciaran says alerts her to the fact that her husband has a few secrets of his own. When she gets home that day, Nicole and Julian have a discussion that changes things forever...

Nicole is soon enjoying life as a hotwife, though Julian has much more say in what goes on than cuckolded husbands do. Rather than sharing his wife, he views their arrangement as more of a loan...

A Loaned Wife’s Journey is available here
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 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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