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The Story So Far

In Playing Zach and Harriet, a happily married couple in their early thirties living in Sydney, discovered an unexpected shared fantasy when Zach had a vivid dream about watching his wife with another man.

What began as a spontaneous confession over morning pillow talk evolved into months of role-playing scenarios they called ‘night caps’… evenings where Harriet would flirt with attractive strangers to fuel their shared fantasies later at home.

Their experimentation took a dramatic turn when they encountered Ben, a handsome twenty-six-year-old at a cocktail bar whose chemistry with Harriet was undeniable. That night, Zach watched from across a darkened dancefloor as his wife allowed Ben to bring her to climax, hidden from the other revellers in plain sight, an experience that proved more intensely arousing than either had imagined. The encounter left them both craving more but also recognizing they had crossed a line from fantasy into reality.

Driven by mutual desire and careful communication, they invited Ben to their apartment not long after. What followed was Harriet's complete embrace of her role as a hotwife, experiencing new levels of sexual freedom with her chosen bull while Zach discovered the intoxicating mix of arousal and jealousy that came with watching.

The night ended with Harriet and Zach’s most passionate lovemaking in years, both transformed by the experience and left contemplating whether this was a one-off experiment, or the beginning of a new chapter in their marriage…


Prologue

It was the look on Harriet’s face as she stole a glance at him, that’s what Zach kept on replaying in his mind again and again afterwards.

Somehow both simple and complex at the same time… but above all else, utterly mesmerising.

Simple, because her expression screamed sheer, outright arousal and pleasure, an expression he’d seen on her face countless times before throughout their ten years together. It was an expression he loved, the real Harriet shining through, at her most vulnerable but also her most passionate, on the verge of coming completely undone.

But then also complex… so much wrapped up in that expression, in the context of that night. He could see her love for him, certainly, it shone in her eyes, but then also so much more… a mix of gratitude, that Zach and her had experimented and it was working, embarrassment, presumably at Zach watching her reach this state with another man, even a little incredulity mixed in along with a host of other emotions.

It was only a brief glance before a shiver of pleasure rolled through her, making her gasp as she turned her attention back to Ben, the handsome, muscular bull as she’d half-jokingly called him, Harriet under him, completely open to him, pulling him into her and fucking him as much as he was fucking her… it became almost animalistic in the intensity between them, two naked, sweaty bodies frantically trying to claim each other.

Zach had watched enthralled as his wife Harriet lost her hotwife virginity to this alpha male, barely daring to move or breathe lest they remember his presence and stop.

But it was that look that stuck with him in the days afterwards, even more than the incredible reclaiming sex with Harriet after Ben had left, even more than watching her orgasm hit her just minutes after that look, even more than the blowjob for the ages that he’d watched her give to Ben earlier in the evening.

That look was incredible, and he loved her in that moment so very, very much.

Zach was desperate for it to happen again. The only question, though, the one thing preying on his mind, was whether Harriet felt the same?


Chapter 1

“You think you’re pretty funny, don’t you?”

Harriet was stood by the front door, not having even let it close behind her yet, still wearing her scrubs from her shift at the hospital, long hair tied back, looking cute as hell, a little tired, but above all else angry.

“Hello to you too,” replied Zach with his most pleasant smile. Harriet was slow to anger but he knew the best way to diffuse it on the rare occasions where she did was to keep calm and not take the bait… she wanted him to get mad too, but if he did then she always won the argument and that was no fun. Better to just ride it out.

Plus, he had an inkling as to what this was about, and if he was right then he knew that her anger would fade pretty quickly.

Not yet though. “Hello,” she replied without even a hint of warmth. She walked over purposefully to where Zach was sat at their dining table. “Is there something you need to confess to?”

Zach played dumb and slowly shook his head. “No, I don’t think so… nothing that springs to mind.”

“So you don’t want to tell me about something you did when you checked our Bali flights on my phone last night?” She was still angry but it was tempered by something else… the tempest that had come through the front door had been pre-planned, clearly, but she was struggling to maintain her righteous sense of indignation.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Zach couldn’t help the smallest smile creeping into his expression.

She stood looking at him, arms folded across her chest, shoulders squared. Her expression remained angry but there was the faintest hint of a smile around her eyes as she narrowed them. “You want me to tell you then? What you did? Because it wasn’t there before.”

“Please… I’m clueless.”

Harriet took a deep breath. “Picture this… I’m sat having lunch with two of my colleagues. My phone is sat on the table. We’re having a nice conversation, making small talk.”

“Ok…” Zach was feigning ignorance but he knew now exactly what was coming.

“I saw an alert pop up, you’d messaged our group chat with Ben. Remember that?”

“Vaguely,” teased Zach. “I message a lot of people. I'm very popular.” In fact the three of them had been messaging quite a bit since their liaison with Ben on Saturday, friendly chat… quite a flirty chat, which felt a bit weird to Zach, but he realised it was to be expected when him and Harriet had only met Ben properly a few days ago.

She stared at him until he had to look away. Harriet could do that to him when she was feeling fierce. “Not funny and not true. You are not popular. Don’t pretend you can’t remember messaging the guy you watched me with just a few days ago… Anyway, he replied, didn’t he?”

“He might have done… it was a busy day, very hard to remember.” Zach was grinning by now.

“So imagine my surprise when in capital letters an alert on my phone comes up from… you’re going to make me say it?”

“What you call people in your phone is your business,” Zach was laughing.

“Right…” replied Harriet, her eyes narrowed. “The upshot is that now two of my colleagues think that there is someone known to me as ‘MY MAGNIFICENT BULL’… tell me that’s not your doing.”

“Now you mention it that does ring a bell… ow!” Harriet interrupted him by punching him hard on the shoulder.

“Not funny…” she replied. “It was embarrassing.”

Zach stood and hugged her, but her arms remained crossed although she was pouting, a good sign. “Sorry, but a little bit funny maybe?” he said as he leaned back to looked at her, his hands on her shoulders.

A smile crossed her face. “Ok, maybe a little bit funny. They saw though, and from their embarrassed reaction they guessed something... a little kinky, I suppose.” She paused. “I forgive you… but you need to be careful what you start.”

“How do you mean?”

She put her phone down on the table, face up. “Try calling me.”

Perplexed, Zach got out his phone and called Harriet.

They both waited a second and then her screen lit up with the incoming call, the name ‘MY SUBMISSIVE CUCK’ coming up bold across the screen.

“Two can play at that game…” she replied, picking up her phone.

Zach stood looking at her. “Ok… point taken. Maybe we remove both names?”

She shook her head. “No. I’ll change yours back, but Ben I’m renaming. From now on in my phone he’ll be Ben Bull. Forever.” She leaned in and whispered into his ear. “The bull who fucked me while you watched. Every time you see his name come up on my phone you’ll be reminded. Everyone else will think it’s just his surname, but you’ll know and he’ll know. And I’ll know.” She paused, leaned back and grinned. “Still funny?”

Zach stood and thought. That was a practical joke that had somewhat backfired… but, also kind of hot. The term bull was cheesy, but also curiously suitable for their specific dynamic… the muscular, handsome alpha male coming along to claim Harriet while Zach watched and let him, exactly what made their fantasy of the last few months so intense in reality.

“I’ve brought that on myself, haven’t I?” he grinned ruefully.

“Yeah, you have,” replied Harriet, anger entirely dissipated now, as she walked off to their bedroom to get changed for the evening. “What shall we do for dinner?”

***

A couple of hours later they were sat talking, dinner finished, not far from heading to bed. It was Wednesday, a few days had passed since Harriet’s encounter with Ben, and the memory was still strong with both of them.

After her encounter with Ben, Harriet had promised Zach that he could reclaim her and, true to her word, the reclaiming process had taken most of the rest of the weekend and bled into Monday and Tuesday… it was like the passion they’d felt for each other after Harriet’s brief encounter with Ben at the cocktail bar a few weeks before only ten times greater, unable to keep their hands off each other.

By Wednesday, though, they needed a break… Zach knew he was utterly spent from the days before, and Harriet had said the same. Instead, they had a quiet evening planned and when they went to bed it would be to sleep, nothing more.

Zach touched on the big topic first. “We’ve not really talked about the evening with Ben yet. Would you like to?”

“Yeah, I would, if you’re ready?” replied Harriet.

“I think so… where do we start?”

“Was it good? If we did it again, what would you want to happen again? And what would you want to change?” she said.

Zach smiled. “Good questions…” He took Harriet’s hand in his. “First question, yes it was good. Very good. Better than I expected in fact.”

“What made it so good?”

“Your chemistry. It was obvious that you were both into it, and that made it insanely hot to watch. It wouldn’t have been the same if you were just going through the motions. Not at all. It was entirely plausible that you and he were girlfriend and boyfriend and I was just watching.

“Then also seeing the differences. Watching him do things differently to how I do, and seeing you do things differently with him, reacting differently with him, watching you get creative. That was good… how about you? Was it good?”

Harriet took a moment or two to gather her thoughts. “Same as you, even better than expected. I worried that it would be bad, that having only slept with you in ten years I wouldn’t know what to do with someone else or he wouldn’t be able to get me to respond… I was wrong about that. It was good sex, very good sex indeed.

“But… like I said at the time, only with you there. When I climaxed, I climaxed thinking how erotic it felt to have you watching me with him, that was my trigger. What he did with me would have, I’m sure, made me climax at least once, but not in the same way or with the same incredible intensity without you there.”

Harriet lowered her voice and blushed. “When he did that thing with his… with his tongue in my… oh, you know what I mean… the intensity was mind-blowing, it was like all my senses were suddenly overwhelmed. I’d never experienced something like that before, but it was only the thought that you were watching me on the receiving end that did that.”

“That was incredible,” replied Zach. He paused, weighing up whether to ask the question on his mind.

“What is it?” asked Harriet.

“Well… would you let me try that sometime? But with a mirror so we can see each other?”

Harriet looked at him for a long moment. “I would like that very much, but maybe when I’ve had a nice long bath first.” She paused. "I'd want to make sure that I'm clean..."

They looked at each other, silent for a few moments, both thinking about taking their intimacy to that level.

Eventually, Zach asked a question that had been weighing on his mind. “I couldn’t help noticing that Ben… well, that he was bigger than me. Down there. How was that?”

Harriet shook her head and started laughing. “You think he was bigger than you? Seriously?”

Zach was confused. “Yeah, I could see it right there. It was hard to miss!”

“How many erect penises have you seen in your life up close?”

“One… well, two after Saturday night.”

“And how many do you think I’ve seen?”

Zach smiled. “A hundred?” he teased. “You did tell me about your wild phase in your late teens…”

Harriet feigned a look of disgust but couldn’t hide her amusement. “Not quite… but if we’re counting up I’d reckon ten or fifteen more than you, all told.”

“That’s some bodycount…”

“I didn’t have sex with all of them! Even half of them. But at that age guys will get them out and try it on whenever they can, so… you see quite a few. Anyway, my point is I’ve seen and, I hate to say it, touched considerably more erect penises than you.” She paused. “You didn’t let Ben have sex with you when I wasn’t looking, did you? Get some experience of erect penises I didn’t know about?”

Zach went red, “No, of course not!”

“No, you didn’t. So let me tell you, categorically, that he is the same size as you. He might look bigger from your angle, but I promise you side by side you’re comparable. Honest truth.”

Zach thought about it for a moment. “Then why the lube?”

“Because you’re kind of on the large side already, as is Ben, but I know you’re gentle and considerate, that you take your time until I’m ready. Ben… well, who knew?” She shrugged. “If he was rougher than you or less patient, I wanted it still to be able to happen. Hence the lube. I have complete trust in you. I didn’t in him… not yet.”

Zach nodded to himself silently. It was fascinating getting Harriet’s insight, understanding some of the thought process that she must have gone through on the night, some of the things that she had needed to consider that would never have occurred to Zach…

“Ok, you’ve convinced me,” he replied, leaning over to give her a kiss. “But rest assured I really wouldn’t mind if he had been bigger, I’d have been interested to know what it was like for you. So… different topic, what would you do the same if we did it again?”

Harriet sat and thought. “If I thought about what I’d keep the same,” she finally said. “I’d keep the same lack of boundaries… it felt good to feel unconstrained, particularly when you confirmed to me half way through that you were enjoying it as much as me. I liked that I had agency knowing that you were there as a safety net in case Ben tried to take things in a direction I wasn’t comfortable with. It was the best of both worlds.”

“Yeah, definitely,” agreed Zach. “I really enjoyed how playful you were, that made it all much more enjoyable.”

“What I would change though, I think, is that I would want you more involved. I don’t know how, I need to think about it… I don’t mean sexually, but sometimes in that room it felt like two people on their own and sometimes it felt like three. I want it always to feel like three… we’re doing this together.”

“Maybe a change from me while we’re on the topic,” replied Zach. “If we’re not being spontaneous then we need to go somewhere that’s not here… it’s, well, it’s a bit weird to think that we’re sat here on this sofa chatting and where you’re sat is where he… it sounds crude but, enjoyed himself in your mouth. Let alone what the two of you got up to in the spare room.”

Harriet was nodding. “That’s fair… we should separate home from this, at least to start with.”

They both thought for a moment, then Zach said, “Two questions. Do it again? And if so, Your Magnificent Bull or someone else?” He grinned as he said that last bit and flinched as Harriet punched him on the arm, though with a smile this time.

“You tell me first.”

“No way… your body, you say first.”

“So… yes to the first question. If we didn’t we’d always wonder.”

“I agree. Too good not to repeat.”

“As to who,” continued Harriet. “I would be happy with My Magnificent Bull again,” accompanied by a teasing smile, “if you were, but also with someone else. We could work down your list of ideas if you preferred?”

“Why don’t we sound Ben out, we’re already talking to him anyway? If we did do a repeat at and it developed into something longer term we’d need to all have a chat on boundaries, make sure we’re all on the same page, but let’s not overcomplicate it for now.”

“That’s fair, we don’t want someone getting hurt. Then maybe look at other options if that doesn’t pan out?”

“Deal… your turn to initiate that conversation though! I’ve already done the ‘Hi, can you please sleep with my wife…’ approach once.”

“I guess so… let’s do it.” She paused. “Let’s not rush it either though. We can keep on enjoying the bounce from the weekend just gone, and bear in mind we’ve got Bali in a week and a bit so it may be something for after that. If he’s keen of course.”

“Yeah, that sounds good.” Zach stood and went to clear up their dishes from dinner. “I’m going to head to bed in a minute, you’ve worn me out since Saturday.”

Harriet was looking at him with her suggestive smile though, eyes narrowed, that familiar brightness starting to shine. “I reckon you’ve got a bit of energy in you… what if I run myself a bath, you find yourself that mirror, and get your tongue warmed up? I feel like there’s no better time to experiment than tonight…”

“I could be persuaded. There’s… uh… there’s another thing maybe?” Suddenly he felt tongue tied, not sure whether to ask.

“Ok… what?” Harriet was smiling encouragingly.

“Well when you were using your mouth on him… on the sofa… you did something different.” He took a deep breath, feeling awkward asking. “You went deeper.”

Harriet was nodding her understanding. “You’d like me to do that tonight?”

Zach shrugged. “If you’d like to? We’ve not done that before.”

“Haven’t we?” Harriet seemed surprised though Zach couldn’t tell if she was teasing him in a deadpan way. “Are you sure?”

“Definitely… it must be your other husband you do that with,” he joked. Or your muscular bull, your alpha, his mind offered, but he didn’t say that part out loud. Or, indeed, he realised with a flash of arousal that there must have been someone, sometime in her life before Zach, that she’d done that for too… that delicious tension between possessiveness and eroticism started to bubble up again.

She stood up and walked over to Zach, putting her arms round him. “Must be… best I get some good practice in with you then…”


Chapter 2

The casual three way conversation over messages continued for the next few days, all three of them obviously keen to keep the conversation going but all of them also skirting around the elephant in the room… the question of what came next?

Finally, on the Sunday afternoon, Harriet had had enough. They were both lying side by side on the beach in the warm sunshine, enjoying one of the definite benefits of living in Sydney, when she rolled on to her side and said to Zach, “I’m going to ask him.”

Zach had been drifting off to sleep so took a moment to respond. “Ask who what?” he finally replied, turning his head to look at her.

“Ben of course. I’m going to ask.”

“I know. That’s what we agreed. I’ve been wondering when you would.”

Harriet lay back down as she grabbed for her phone. “Now feels right.”

“Oh yes…?” Zach’s intonation asked a definite question.

“Yes. Why ask me like that?”

“Because last time we messaged him you were in bed with him that same night. So… what are you asking him?” He grinned. “Just so that I know how my weekend might be ending.”

“You’re teasing me!” She went silent. “I think for after Bali. But… what if we saw him today? Would you like that?”

“Would I like to watch Ben strip that bikini off you and then make frantic love to you? I can think of worse ways to end our weekend…”

“You’re still teasing?”

“No, I’m serious. You?”

“I’d be game.” She went quiet, and Zach felt his pulse quicken to think that Harriet was so definite, so certain. “Should I ask him that?”

Zach chuckled. “I don’t know… look, it’s you that would be doing stuff with him, you need to choose. I reckon he’d be keen either way… he’s definitely not steering clear of messaging us.”

“Let me think for a minute.” She held her phone up above her and started typing then deleting, then typed something else then deleted that too.

“Hard isn’t it?” sympathised Zach.

“Surprisingly, yes… I’m either being too subtle or coming across like a complete slut.”

“And what you want is to be the sensible, chaste but secretly slutty type?”

Harriet shot him a look. “I’m going to get a drink of something and type this without you taking the piss out of me.” She stood up and slipped on her sandals, then looking down at Zach she wagged her finger at him. “Bad cuck.” She smiled sweetly. “You want anything?”

“Cold water would be nice,” replied Zach grinning. He watched her beautiful bikini clad body walk off across the beach, feeling excitement in a way that was becoming familiar now… his wife, his hotwife, plotting another encounter with her bull.

***

Not long after a message pinged on his phone, Harriet to their group chat. Wow, he thought, she’s not hanging around.

He opened the message and quickly realised she’d gone for the direct approach:

‘Hi Ben, are you free later? We were wondering about a repeat of last weekend, Zach was missing watching us. H xx’

Accompanying it was a selfie of her looking stunning in her bikini and sunglasses with the beach behind, blowing a kiss at the camera.

She walked back over soon after, and Zach said, “I was missing watching you?”

“Well, I didn’t want to be slutty and I didn’t want to be subtle. I’m a classy lady.” Harriet grinned. “So I figured I’d sacrifice your honour instead… you don’t mind do you?”

Zach smiled. “I guess not. It’s true after all, I do want to watch you. Let’s see shall we. My bet is we won’t have long to wait. You mind if I have a quick swim?”

“No problem, I’ll be here.”

***

He came back out of the water to see Harriet reading something on her phone, and the way she was sat, a little straighter than usual, and the way she was playing idly with her hair as she kept on reading made Zach suspect that the reply had given her food for though.

She looked up as he got near, and the familiar brightness of her eyes told him everything without needing to read the screen of her phone that she handed to him:

’I’m free from 5. What were you thinking? You guys want to meet for a drink somewhere? Or something else?’

“I think you had him at ‘Hi’,” Zach teased as he handed the phone back.

Harriet narrowed her eyes as she looked up at him, her cheeks and upper chest ever so slightly flushed. She wants this, Zach realised, really wants this… and so, he thought, do I. Very much.

“What should we reply?” she asked while he sat down next to her.

“Whatever you want to,” Zach replied. “A drink would be nice… or whatever…”

“Whatever…?” She was looking at him with an eyebrow raised, and Zach couldn’t help but wonder exactly where her head was at. From his perspective a drink would be good, whatever would be good, but all of it would be even better if it ended up in another encounter between Harriet and Ben. Suddenly waiting until after Bali felt like far too long.

“Whatever,” Zach confirmed.

“Ok…” Harriet looked back down at her phone as she started tapping out a reply.

Zach’s phone pinged with a message and he glanced at it:

‘How about something else? Hx’

Zach grinned at Harriet. “He’s only going to interpret that in one way…”

She leaned over and kissed him. “Good,” she whispered. “Because that was my intention.” She paused and kissed him again. “And suddenly I’m feeling a little slutty…”

Ben’s reply came almost instantly:

‘My place? Both flatmates away. And Zach, you’re ok with this?’

“He’s keen!” Zach couldn’t help laughing as he read the message.

“I’m offended though,” she replied, looking like she was only half joking. “Does he not trust me?”

Zach shrugged. “Bro code… solidarity right there.” He picked up his phone and sent a quick reply confirming he was good with it, and Ben replied with his address.

“We’ve probably got an hour until we need to leave, give or take,” Harriet said. “Maybe a little longer… it’s not good form to come across as too keen with a guy, I remember that from years ago.”

“Yeah, you’re definitely not coming across as too keen…” Zach grinned and leaned over to kiss Harriet. “Playing it super cool… I reckon he doesn’t even think you’re interested.”

She looked at him for a long few moments, pouting. “I feel like you’re teasing me… so explain to me, this bro code… it means checking the bro is good with you sleeping with their wife, but doesn’t mean actually not sleeping with their wife?” She shrugged. “Weird code.”

Zach grinned. “One of those mysteries that only bros can understand…”


Chapter 3

Their taxi pulled up at Ben’s address, a converted warehouse in an up-and-coming and trendy part of the city, the street all faux historical signs and artfully modernised brickwork, relatively quiet at that time on a warm Sunday late afternoon.

“Very cool,” Harriet said as they looked around. “I feel underdressed.”

Zach looked her up and down. They’d come straight from the beach, her in shorts that showed off most of her long, tanned legs and vest top on top of her bikini, him in his board shorts and t-shirt. They had the faint smell of saltwater and sun cream about them, the smell of an afternoon well spent in the sunshine.

“Something tells me Ben won’t care either way… shall we?”

“Wait.” She turned to face him and stepped close, putting her hand on his chest, suddenly intimate. “You’re sure about this?”

Zach looked at her, those bright brown eyes, the excitement palpable on her tanned face… she looked relaxed, beautiful, happy, you name it, and very definitely in one of her playful moods.

“Very. You?”

“Very… anything we need to agree on?”

“I’m happy with the same rules as last time… if it gets... involved I guess... he wears protection, apart from that I’ll keep a close eye just in case.”

Harriet was nodding. “That works for me.” She paused. “We’re actually doing this?”

“Yeah… looks like it,” Zach replied with a smile.

Harriet smiled back and at that moment someone came out of the building so they took the opportunity to get inside. The cool, metal clad lobby was a welcome change from the warm afternoon outside, their eyes taking a moment to adjust.

“Lifts are over there… fourth floor, right?” Zach said.

“That’s what he said.”

They called a lift and as the doors shut he looked at Harriet in the lift’s mirror, a picture of excited happiness, almost bouncing in anticipation of seeing Ben. He felt a little twitch, just a little, not of jealousy but of possessiveness at the thought of what might be about to happen.

“Oh… take these,” Harriet said, handing over her wedding and engagement rings. “Very important.”

Zach smiled back at her. “Very. Whatever happens next, I love you so, so much.”

She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “I love you so, so much too.”

The doors opened onto a dimly corridor, doors to several apartments visible, and a signpost to more round the corner.

“402. That’s the one.” Zach said. Harriet simply took his hand and squeezed it as they stepped up to the door and she rang the doorbell.

A few seconds wait and then the door opened, Ben stood there, looking exactly as Zach had remembered him… tall, handsome, muscular, precisely Harriet’s type.

“You made it, come on in,” Ben said with a broad grin, greeting Harriet with a hug and a peck on the cheek and Zach with a firm shake of the hand.

“Good to see you,” Zach replied once they’d stepped inside. He looked around, noticing the exposed brickwork, high ceilings, industrial style windows down one wall… it was exactly what you expected from the outside. “Nice place.”

“Thanks… only way we can afford it is three of us sharing.” Ben paused. “Drink?”

Zach opened his mouth to speak but Harriet got there first. “Your flatmates are still away tonight?”

Ben looked startled at the abrupt question. “Err, yeah. Both on holiday.” He looked at Harriet with a little smile playing around the corner of his lips.

Harriet simply nodded and looked over at the far side of the room. “Which bedroom is yours?”

Zach was surprised at her directness, but in a good way… he felt like the day was escalating rapidly. Ben clearly didn’t mind either. “The one on the right,” Ben replied, indicating with his head to a door on the far side of the open plan living room.

Harriet nodded again then seemed to make up her mind. Taking hold of the front of Ben’s t-shirt, she started to lead him towards the door. “You’re coming with me. And Zach,” she called back over her shoulder. “You’d better come to.”

Zach couldn’t help laughing as he watched Ben being led off by the much slighter frame of Harriet, the smile on Ben’s face as he turned to look at Zach an absolute picture… half apology to Zach, half disbelief at his luck.

***

Harriet wasted no time in the bedroom, putting her hand behind Ben’s head and pulling him into a passionate, desperate kiss. Ben responded quickly, wrapping his arms around her and kissing her back hard.

Zach closed the door behind him and sat down on a chair in the corner facing the window, settling in and not quite believing how quickly Harriet had escalated things… he could feel his own arousal building at the sight of the two of them.

“I’ve wanted this since the moment you left on Saturday,” Harriet said quietly when Ben broke off from kissing her lips and moved to kissing her neck, his hands on her ass and pulling her up and into him. “Been thinking about this non-stop.”

Zach shifted slightly in his seat, his first instinct of jealousy to hear her say that quickly giving way to excitement… he’d been thinking about this non-stop too, even when in bed with Harriet, even while reclaiming her, and it thrilled him to think that the last time with Ben had had such a strong effect on her too.

Her hands had reached to his waist band and undid his shorts, slipping them down, and from Zach’s vantage point he saw Ben’s cock, hard and heavy, spring free. She took it in her hand and said to Ben, “I need my bull inside me… desperately… I want my bull so badly…”

Ben leaned back and smiled, then took her by the hand and led her over to the bed, helping her onto it, Harriet lying down on the white sheets.

While she lay there he went to his bedside drawer and pulled out a condom, unwrapping it and sliding it onto his length. “You’re sure?” he asked Harriet, but also glancing at Zach who nodded back, his breath catching slightly at the sight of Harriet lying there, desperate, while Ben stood above her.

“Sure as I’ve ever been,” whispered Harriet, her hair loose around her shoulders, and Ben climbed on to the bed, pulled off her shorts, then settled on top of her, between her parted legs. Zach watched as Harriet pushed her bikini bottoms to one side, then take his cock in her hand and guide him into her, Ben sliding in firmly and making her gasp in delight.

Ben leaned down to kiss her, and then it really began… they kissed and kissed and kissed while they fucked and fucked and fucked, Ben starting off slow, teasing Harriet who seemed desperate for him to go harder, but gradually building and building, Harriet’s body responding.

“Please go faster…” Harriet moaned.

“All in good time,” was Ben’s reply, and Zach realised that he was teasing her slightly, drawing her out.

At one point he pulled up her vest top, pausing to let Harriet pull it off, then he slipped the bikini top off too, her breasts coming free, his hands all over them roughly as he kept on sliding into her.

Harriet looked like she was in heaven, virtually naked under his still clothed body, just the strings of her bikini bottoms all that was left on her, and she was alternating between gasps and kisses and moans, her hands almost clawing at Ben’s back, trying to pull him into her.

Ben kissed her neck again and she looked over to Zach… that look again, the same as the Saturday before, her expression in the throes of pleasure looking so amazing to him, and he saw her mouth the words, ‘thank you’ with a smile before she shuddered and moaned loudly, turning her attention back to Ben. God, thought Zach, I love her so much, and watching this is a privilege, it’s so incredible.

She was close, so close, and Zach watched enthralled as her orgasm start to crest, building up, little jerking movements in her limbs, her toes and fingers curling involuntarily, and he knew, could easily recall, what it would feel like to Ben, feeling Harriet’s body tighten around his cock, feeling her hands dig into his skin, her hot breath against his cheek.

And then she was moaning, loudly, again and again in time with Ben’s thrusts as he slid into her hard, much faster now, and he came too, a few harder thrusts and then slowing down, Harriet getting quieter but not silent, almost a whimper coming from her throat as a last tremor of her orgasm rolled through her.

Harriet was laughing, and Ben too before he kissed her, pushing her sweat soaked hair back from her face. “Sorry, I got a bit carried away,” she said, her fingers resting on Ben's cheek.

“I didn’t mind one bit,” Ben replied.

Harriet looked over at Zach. “Sorry…” she said. “Are you ok?”

Zach smiled. “Never been better.” It helped a great deal that that was true… watching that desperate, passionate reunion between Harriet and her bull had been unbelievable, the chemistry crazily good, the desire too, and that was what had made this good, made it good the weekend before too… here he was watching Harriet truly into it with someone that she genuinely desired, a plausible love rival, it was his and her fantasies come real.

Ben pulled out and rolled off Harriet. “I feel like I need to offer you guys that drink now… least I can do.”

“You know what?” replied Harriet. “I’m hungry. How about we order some food and have dinner?”

Zach found himself nodding and so was Ben. “Dinner works. My shout thought,” replied Ben. “That really is only fair.”

***

Dinner was a relaxed affair, the three of them sat around Ben's dining table as the evening light poured in through the windows, takeaway containers scattered around, a bottle of wine open.

It surprised Zach a little, him having only met Ben the Saturday before while Harriet had only known him slightly longer, how easy their conversation was, making small talk between them, joking around, good chemistry not just between Ben and Harriet but also between Ben and Zach. As a three they got on well, and Zach figured that that boded well for any repeat in future... it simply wouldn't work if it was just Harriet and Ben getting on with Zach on the outside.

There was a lull in the conversation, then Ben asked, "So I've got to ask..." He gestured between the three of them. "What is this?" He said it with a smile but Zach could tell that there was a little edge to it, the way that Ben shifted in his seat as he asked giving the game away. Obviously a question he'd been pondering for a little while.

Harriet looked at Zach, then Zach replied. "Good question... what is this?"

Ben laughed. "I don't know! It's fun, I know that." Zach glanced at Harriet and saw her smile and blush at the same time. "But I don't really get the dynamic. Like am I on call for you guys when you want a... what did you say the name for me was?"

"A bull..." replied Harriet. "My magnificent bull,” she added, flashing a grin at Zach.

"So what's the deal?"

Zach shrugged. "We don't really know. That's the honest truth... we're, well, we're just kind of experimenting. I think?" He looked to Harriet for confirmation.

She nodded her agreement. "Yeah. I... I'd need to talk to Zach about it, but I think we should all keep communicating... if you'd like?"

Zach nodded and Ben smiled. "I'd like that," Ben replied. "But I guess... you guys probably haven't dated for a while, and this feels a little like that. Like a situationship with a couple." He paused and looked at both of them. "Does that make sense?"

"Yes, it does," replied Zach. "I think... we go to Bali on holiday at the end of the week. And maybe we should pick this all up when we get back? Keep in contact and everything, of course, but have this chat after that."

"Sounds fair, I'd like to do that." Ben paused. "So I'm going to use dating terminology... we're not exclusive then? More casual?"

Exclusive, thought Zach, not a word I've had to think about for many years. He looked at Harriet and could tell she was having the same thought. "Casual is a good description," she said. "You wouldn't be exclusive with someone you'd met twice, right?"

Ben laughed. "Not usually... maybe someone I'd done what you and I did with, but no, not normally."

"There we go then, I think we can think of this as casual and pick this chat up after Bali. I'd... I need to talk to Zach after this about it all. You understand?"

"Perfectly." Ben sat there silently for a few moments. "Here, let me clear this away."

"I'll help," Zach said, standing up to pile up the containers and carry them over to the kitchen.

While the two men loaded the dishwasher and tidied up, Harriet stayed sat at the table, drinking her wine. When Zach looked over she smiled at him, and he could tell that she was enjoying watching Zach and Ben interacting with each other, her off to the side.

When they were done, Ben said, "I don't know the etiquette, but if you guys would like to stay over tonight, you're welcome."

Zach looked at Harriet, and her expression said the same thing that he was thinking. They needed to discuss. "Quick chat?" she said, and hearing this Ben made his excuses to go and do something in his bedroom for a few minutes.

Harriet and Zach stood looking at each other, and Zach noticed that there was that excited brightness to Harriet's eyes again. "You want to stay over?" he asked.

"I... maybe? Kind of? But also no?" She was flustered, which Zach found sexy as hell. “I hadn’t expected him to ask… you tell me!”

"I'm going to say no to that. Not yet." Zach paused while he chose his words carefully. "If you're spending the night in bed with Ben, then I'm not there. I'm asleep somewhere, even if it's in the same room. And that's not our rules at the moment... I need to be there. Or you and I stay in one of the other rooms, in which case what's the point?"

Harriet was nodding slowly. "You're right, of course. I was getting carried away, but when you put it like that I don't want to either. Sometime though? If this develops?"

"Sometime, definitely. We'd have to work out all the parameters though."

"Yeah, ok..." Harriet looked disappointed but she hid it well. "Ben," she called out. He came back into the room and she continued, "I think we'll head back to ours tonight."

Ben smiled. "Sure, no worries. The offer's there. You're heading now?"

Harriet glanced at Zach. "We're not in a rush, are we?" she whispered.

"You've got that look..." he whispered back. "I like that look. We've got a bit of time."

She turned back to Ben. "What did My Magnificent Bull have in mind?"

***

A few hours later, Zach and Harriet were back in their flat, doing the mundane tasks of a Sunday evening in complete contrast to what they'd done that evening with Ben.

Harriet was in her dressing gown putting on moisturiser having just got out of the shower while Zach was brushing his teeth, both looking in the bathroom mirror. Zach felt a warm glow when he saw that Harriet was still wearing the rings that he'd put back on her finger as soon as they'd left Ben's place.

"That was an unexpected end to the day..." he said, smiling.

Harriet grinned back in the mirror. "Yeah, it really was. You enjoyed it?"

"Damn right I did. That was even better than last weekend, the way you two were all over each other when we got there... wow!" He paused. "How about you?"

"Yeah, it was great. Really good... I'm glad we didn't stay over though, you were right on that. It would have been complicated."

They carried on what they were doing in companiable silence, and after a few moments Zach found his mind drifting, remembering what had happened after dinner, before they headed home...

Harriet and Ben naked, together on the sofa in Ben's living room, the last of the sunset shining on them as they writhed together, touching each other, kissing and fooling around, while Zach sat in the corner watching.

Harriet sliding a condom on to Ben, and then straddling him, starting to slowly grind herself against him, her face a picture yet again while Ben's hands roamed freely all over her body…

"Earth to Zach," Harriet said, smiling, her hand resting lightly on his arm. "You're with me still?"

He shook his head. "Sorry, I was miles away."

"You were there, weren't you? Remembering?" she asked quietly.

Zach shrugged. "You've got me."

He went back to his bedtime routine, but his mind started drifting again as Harriet started to brush her teeth...

Her mouth, the mouth he kissed, the mouth that told Zach that she loved him, the mouth that made those amazing noises as she'd climaxed moments before, now wrapped around Ben's hard cock, the condom pulled off and thrown to one side.

Harriet's tongue flicking against the head of his cock, not taking Ben long at all, not after he'd just seen and felt Harriet climaxing on top of him, Ben cumming in her mouth and Harriet drinking it down...

"You're really away with the fairies tonight, aren't you?" she said, grinning. "Thinking about it again?"

"It was... seeing you brushing your teeth... your mouth..." he managed to stammer out, feeling himself going bright red.

Harriet turned to face him. "My mouth on Ben?" she asked, an innocent expression on her face. He nodded. "You haven't reclaimed me yet..." she continued. "Well, you did when we got through the door. But not enough yet, not my mouth… how about we try my mouth on you...?"

Zach smiled at her. "I think I'd like that very much."

"Good, I thought you might." She took his hand in hers. "Come with me..."


Chapter 4

There was a happy buzz around Harriet and Zach in the business class cabin as their plane cruised through the bright blue afternoon sky on its way towards Bali. Zach stretched out his legs, feeling a little guilty but not too much about having splurged the extra money on an upgrade... it was a small luxury but, he figured, worth it.

Next to him Harriet was curled up in her window seat, a glass of champagne and some nibbles close at hand, looking like she was entirely in her element as she Granted out of the window.

Turning to look at Zach, Harriet puffed out her cheeks in an exaggerated exhalation. "It's kind of hard to believe the holiday's actually here," she said to Zach, smiling. "Is it bad to not really be thinking beyond sleeping in each morning and chilling in the pool each day?"

"Don't forget the late nights," he teased.

"Oh, yes... I'd taken that as a given," she replied with a laugh.

"But yeah... and I promise I've left my laptop at home. No work crises, no urgent calls, I've told them I'm uncontactable for the fortnight."

Harriet grinned. "A little white lie..."

"Close enough to true to be as good as." Zach picked up his glass and clinked it against Harriet's. "Just us."

"Just us," Harried repeated with a look that made Zach's heart skip a beat. "And, I'll be honest, after what we did with Ben... I think just us for a couple of weeks is good."

That was the first even tangential reference to their recent adventures in days, and Zach realised that he was curious where Harriet's head was at by then. They'd kind of agreed to park the whole thing until after Bali, but only kind of, and he figured that clarity was good.

"Any regrets?" he asked quietly, conscious that even with the background noise of the airplane and the other conversations around they could still be overheard.

"About Ben?" Harriet replied, and Zach nodded. "None at all." Her certainty seemed to be absolute, and Zach was glad to hear it... hesitation wouldn't have been a good sign. "Though I think this break is good. We should use Bali to really process everything, work out what we want in future. I don't think we should rush in to anything, do you?"

"Yeah... assuming we want anything in future," Zach said.

She looked at him intently with her head slanted to the side. "Do you think we don't?"

Zach pondered his answer. This wasn't Harriet trying to be confrontational, this was simply her asking a direct question to something that would otherwise be hard to pin down properly. But how to frame it? Yes, I very much want to watch you, my beautiful wife, being ravaged and climaxing at the hands of a good looking, powerful bull? Yes, I want to see you getting taken in front of me, claimed, then see you give your all to pleasure them? Something more diplomatic seemed like the way forward.

"I think what we discovered about ourselves was amazing. But I also think we don't need to rush into anything. Right now, yes, I'd like us to explore it more, but I still need time to unpack what happened with Ben in my head."

Harriet was nodding in agreement. "Agreed. Let's make a deal... next two weeks, just us, reconnecting, not even a topic that we need to discuss. We keep the chat going with Ben, but keep it light. When we're back in Sydney we should talk, and I mean talk openly and honestly. And if that means that we want to explore it more then great, it means it wasn't just a phase we went through, and if it doesn't then also great. Us... you and I... matter far, far more than anything else. The rest is just a game."

"And what if we don't want to explore it?" replied Zach.

"It's a win-win. If we don't, we've had an amazing experience that brought us closer together." She paused and grinned. "Much closer together... and we'll go back to being a very satisfied married couple. Just ones with a cool secret story."

Zach reached out and took her hand. "Have I told you you're very wise?"

"I have my moments..." she teased with a smile.

Their conversation soon drifted to other topics... the two villas they'd booked, one for each week, the restaurants they wanted to try, whether they'd try to learn to surf when they were at the beach for their second week. As the hours passed Zach found himself falling back into the familiar comfort of their relationship, completely focused on each other. No distractions, no complications, just them.

Harriet dozed off after a while leaning against Zach, and looking at her sleeping peacefully he reflected on how much had changed since that chilly, sunny morning months before when he'd first shared his dream. They'd explored in ways he could never have imagined, discovered desires for both of them that they hadn't know existed, and somehow grown and strengthened their relationship through doing that.

What was really striking for Zach was how he'd seen facets of her character that he'd never fully appreciated... the way she'd flirted with Ben, the way she'd been with him in bed, the excited shine in her eyes, the way she almost couldn’t help herself going back to Ben a second time. And her emotional intelligence, without which navigating what they had done would have been near impossible. He loved her so very, very much.

As the plane started its descent Zach gently woke Harriet, watching her stretch and smile contentedly.

"Nearly there," he said quietly.

"Mmm..." she replied sleepily. "Ready for paradise?"

"With you? Always."

***

The first villa was beyond even their most optimistic expectations. Nestled in the lush hills outside Ubud, it was authentic luxury personified... traditional Balinese architecture yet with all the modern amenities, surrounded by rice terraces and tropical gardens that seemed to exist in their own private world.

"This is incredible," exclaimed Harriet with a beaming smile as she first stepped onto the terrace overlooking their infinity pool, the view stretching across lush green valleys to misty mountains in the distance.

"Not bad is it," Zach agreed, wrapping his arms around her from behind as she leant against the stone wall looking out.

That week passed in a blur of lazy mornings, long lunches and longer walks, endless conversations by the pool... and of course more, much more, reconnecting with each other physically even though their connection had never been broken in the first place.

They lay in every day, made love with the doors open to the tropical garden day and night, and rediscovered the simple pleasure of having nowhere to be and nothing to do, something they'd not really experienced since their honeymoon three years before.

"You know what I love about this?" Harriet said on their fourth day, floating on her back in their pool while Zach sat on the edge, his feet in the water.

He looked around at the surroundings. "I can't possibly guess..." he replied, laughing.

She pulled a face. "I'm trying to be serious." She took a deep breath. "I'll try again... what I love about this is that after our experimenting and exploring, this, just you and I, feels like the most natural thing in the world."

"What, the two of us naked lounging around our pool, you tempting me like that floating on your back?"

"You're not going to let me be serious, are you?" She swam over to where he was sat and positioned herself between his legs, her arms resting on his thighs. "Six months ago, if someone had told me that I'd be the kind of woman who has sex with another man while her husband watches, I'd have thought they were crazy."

"Is that how you identify now?" Zach asked with a smile.

"A little..." She paused to think. "Now I think I'm the kind of woman who can explore anything with the man she loves, and then come and float in a pool in Bali and feel like the luckiest person alive." She grinned up at him. "Though I suppose technically that makes me a hotwife on tour."

"A hotwife on tour," replied Zach with mock seriousness. "Very scandalous."

"Incredibly scandalous. What would the neighbours think?"

"Oh, they'd probably just be jealous that my hotwife is a hotter-wife than theirs."

Harriet laughed and splashed him. "You're terrible. I have to admit though, regardless of everything else, I like being your hotwife. It does feel scandalous, but the best kind of scandalous."

"Even without any bulls around to take care of you?"

"Especially without any bulls around... turns out I've got something better." She pulled herself up to kiss him briefly, tasting of sunshine, chlorine and happiness in no particular order.

She glanced down and smiled to see that Zach's body was betraying his reaction to all the talk of hotwives and bulls, his cock starting to harden. "You stay right where you are," she whispered as she slowly lowered herself back down. "I'm a doctor, and I know the cure for that."

Zach let out a soft moan as she took him in her mouth. "Please tell me you don't do this for all your patients."

She briefly lifted her head, and with a glint in her eye she replied, "Only the hot ones. Only the bulls. Them I can never resist. I just can’t help myself. Now shut up and enjoy, before I change my mind."

***

As the days started to blur into one, Zach found himself marvelling at how their dynamic had evolved through their exploration. The playful terminology that Harriet had first brought out during their night with Ben had become a natural part of their private language, but more than that, their entire relationship felt like it had been enhanced by their experiences. Their communication with each other, always good, had become really strong, with a freedom to genuinely be open with each other about their desires that had been much harder before.

"I have a confession," Harriet said out of the blue one evening as they lay tangled in a sweaty heap of limbs on the day bed next to their pool, watching the sunset paint the sky vivid shades of orange and purple.

"Oh, yes," replied Zach. Before, he'd have been on guard, defensive, but not now. Now, his reply exuded simple curiosity.

"I keep dreaming about Ben."

Zach felt a flicker not of jealousy, but more interest mixed with a hint of territoriality. "What kind of dreams?"

"Vivid dreams... very vivid."

"Satisfying dreams?"

"Yes, but always one that make me glad I'm waking up next to you... he's on my mind a lot. I think... what I hadn't realised, and I should have, I should have remembered from when I was younger, is that when you so consciously open yourself up to someone, be so incredibly intimate with someone... it has an emotional resonance. I think much more so for a woman than a man. At least it always has for me."

Zach nodded slowly but didn't say anything, sensing that Harriet wanted to tell him more.

“It’s just that…” She took a deep breath. “When we’d set things in motion the Sunday before last, particularly arriving at his apartment, I felt helpless to stop myself. I wanted him so badly, no, I wanted you to witness me wanting him so badly, that I couldn’t stop myself dragging him to his bedroom… It was so incredibly intense.”

Zach smiled reassuringly. “I understand, and I love that you feel that you can be so honest with me. This could be the start of something really special for our marriage. Something amazing.”

She nodded her agreement. “But we need to tread carefully… I could see how it could quickly spiral out of control, and if we kept this going we’d both need to keep a constant watch on that, catch us in case it happens.”

Harriet went quiet, and the two of them lay there as night started to descend, neither in a hurry to do anything else. Eventually, Harriet said, "I wonder how other couples do it?"

"Do what?"

"Do the... exploration that we did with Ben. Because it's a middle ground I think. You have a very clear delineation between the husband and wife, and the other. The bull to use our terminology. But for it to be meaningful, it can't just be the bull being used for sex. It has to be meaningful. There has to be a connection. There have to be feelings, surely, of some form or another."

Zach thought for a few seconds, and realised that Harriet, as so often, had summed it up very well. It was precisely that electric connection between Harriet and Ben that had made that first time on the dancefloor and then the times together since so incredible. But, at the same time, it was a difficult path to navigate.

"I think you're right. But I think we have to tread very carefully. Go too far and it becomes an open relationship... I'm not down for that. At least at the moment. It's got to be us first, anyone else second." Harriet was nodding her agreement so he continued, "What do you think we do about that? If we decide we do want to do anything."

"I think... we talk about it when we get home, not here."

Zach nodded his agreement. "That's a good plan. And then there’s Ben. Or if not, someone else.” He paused and laughed. “Maybe he’ll decide you were crap in bed or something..."

She turned around and punched his arm playfully. "I'll have you know that hotwives are exceptional in bed... we just need the right bull."

***

By the end of their first week they were in complete holiday mode, settled into a rhythm that felt both luxurious and natural. Morning swims, long breakfasts on the terrace, afternoons reading in the shade of the frangipani trees in the tropical garden, evenings making love to the sound of the tropical night filtering through the screened, open windows.

"You know, I realised something today," Zach said as they ate dinner for the final evening in their Ubud villa, packing the next morning for their move to the coast for the second week.

"What's that?" asked Harriet, looking relaxed, her hair a little messy, her tan deeper than usual, but above all else really, really contented.

"I think I understand now why what we explored with Ben, and with the night cap fantasies with others, why it works so well for us."

"Oh yes... enlighten me?" Harriet was grinning, half teasing but also clearly interested.

"It isn't actually about you being with someone else. It's about us being brave enough and strong enough to explore together, to trust each other completely, to communicate about some things that most couples are too scared to even think about." He paused, getting his thoughts straight before continuing. "The other men, they're not really the point. The point is us having confidence and trust to try anything."

"You think the bull is beside the point?" Harriet asked with a smile that said she was teasing.

Zach laughed. "I think they're very much the point when they're around, definitely. But then after, when they're not around, like now, I don't feel like anything's missing. I feel like we're complete."

"We are complete. You're spot on." Harried stood and came round to Zach's chair, straddling his lap, her sundress riding up around her thighs, her arms around his shoulders. "Everything else is just... a bonus. That's all." She kissed him.

"A very enjoyable bonus."

"A very enjoyable bonus that we may or may not choose to activate again when we get home. Whoever it might be."

Zach looked at her. "We don't need to wait for Sydney to decide, do we? It's on both our minds, we both don't want to stop our exploration there, do we?"

Harriet shook her head. "No, we don't. But we needed to go through the motions." She kissed him again, for longer this time. "And who, and what form it might take... that's all up for grabs. That's the really exciting part."

She kissed him one more time, then went back to her own seat to finish her meal.

"How do you think we decide what form it might take?" Zach asked, curious to understand Harriet's thoughts on it.

She smiled. "Good question... I'm not sure, what do you think?"

Zach thought for a moment. "What we did with Ben, that was a fantasy of mine. Well, of ours really, I guess. Maybe that's the way to work it out... see what fantasies we each have, and where they pique both of our interests it tells us what we might want to try."

Harriet nodded slowly, a pensive look on her face. "Yes, that could make sense. Though I don’t think either of us think we’re doing with Ben yet, either." She grinned suddenly. "I know exactly what your number one would be."

"Oh yes?" replied Zach, curious.

"Oh yes," she replied. "Since we first met you've told me so many times how much you'd want me to sleep with another woman."

Zach laughed. "I think my fantasies about you have evolved a lot in the last few months... but yes, ask me six months ago probably." He paused. "You'd be keen on that?"

Harriet shook her head. "I’m not saying no… but not a Bali conversation. A Sydney conversation, and part of a bigger conversation at that. We need to talk about all of this together, work out what we both want, not focus on specifics."

Zach nodded his understanding, then with a wry smile he said, "It was worth a shot... you're not ruling it out though?"

Harriet looked at him and Zach couldn't help noticing that her cheeks had reddened slightly. However she fixed him with her steeliest glare. "Only in so far as we're not ruling out me watching you with another man..."

He couldn't help but laugh. "Ok... point taken!"

She grinned and raised her eyebrows. "It would be literally in your case..."

As they made love that night under the Balinese stars, Zach felt like they'd reached some sort of perfect equilibrium... they'd tested the edges of their relationship and come back to find the centre stronger than ever. They'd tested their trust in one another and found it was strong. They'd experimented and found that, beyond it all, they were meant to be together.

Drifting off to sleep that night, Zach felt like the luckiest man alive.


Chapter 5

The beach villa was everything they’d hoped for and more… whereas their first week had been about tranquil luxury, this offered a balance between proximity to the action in the resort and luxurious privacy to retreat to when they wanted to.

Set back a street from the beach and the more hedonistic aspects of the local nightlife, the villa with its lush tropical gardens and swimming pool were surrounded by high stone walls that made it feel like their own private sanctuary. It didn’t seem possible, thought Zach, but this was even better than the first villa had been.

"This is incredible," Harriet said, dropping her bags and exploring the open-plan living area. Floor-to-ceiling glass doors folded back completely, merging the interior with the pool deck and garden beyond. The villa felt airy and sophisticated, all white walls and dark wood furniture, with a massive bedroom through double doors at one end and a high end kitchen at the other.

Zach followed her out to the pool area, completely screened from neighbours by the garden walls and tropical plants. "Perfect for skinny dipping," he said with a grin.

"You’ve got a one track mind," Harriet replied with a grin that said she wholeheartedly agreed, walking over to test the temperature of the infinity pool that dominated the deck. "Though somehow I don’t think we’ll be spending all our time in peaceful isolation. Listen..."

Even from their private garden, they could hear the sounds of the resort coming to life as afternoon turned to evening… laughter, music, the clink of glasses from the beach bars just a short walk away.

They spent the rest of the afternoon making the villa their own, unpacking before luxuriating in the outdoor shower surrounded by tropical plants and trees, and eventually cooling off in the pool as the sun began its descent toward the horizon.

"I love how this place feels," Harriet said as they floated together in the cool water. "Private enough that we can do whatever we want, but close enough to civilisation that we don't have to if we don't want to."

"Best of both worlds," Zach agreed, his hands running along her back under the water. "Though something tells me you're already thinking about venturing out to see what's on offer."

She smiled, that familiar mischievous glint in her eyes. "Well, we did say we wanted some excitement this week. And I can hear what sounds like a very promising party starting up out there..."

"Feeling like a little night cap hunting?" he teased.

"Let’s see where the night takes us," she said, kissing him gently. "But just to be clear, if we do this is still only night cap material, right? We agreed we'd save any actual... exploration... for when we're back in Sydney."

"Absolutely," Zach confirmed. "Just some harmless flirtation to fuel our imaginations later. Nothing more."

"Good," she smiled, relaxing again. "Because after our conversations in Ubud, I want to make sure we do this right, really talk about each of our fantasies and what might be possible, when we do decide to take that step. But for tonight..."

"For tonight, we see if you can charm a bull or two and give us some very interesting new material for our storytelling."

As if on cue, the music from the nearby beach bars seemed to get louder, the evening crowd clearly gathering. Harriet looked towards the sound with anticipation.

"Let's get dressed and see what's out there," she said. "Though I have a feeling that finding the right bull amongst all the boozed up holiday makers might be more challenging than our usual night cap adventures."

***

An hour later they were walking hand in hand toward the cluster of beach bars that formed the heart of the resort's nightlife. Harriet had chosen a flowing white sundress that moved beautifully in the ocean breeze, and Zach couldn't help but notice the appreciative glances she was drawing from both men and, indeed, some women among the other vacationers.

The nearest bar was packed, clearly the place to be as the sun set over the water. Young, attractive people filled every table, the atmosphere buzzing with holiday energy and a tantalising sense of possibility. They managed to squeeze their way on to a table that came free and were soon enjoying a drink as the sun set in the distance, contemplating their plans for the rest of the week.

"Room for a couple more?" asked a friendly voice with a southern US accent. Zach turned his head and saw a couple of guys, probably in their mid-twenties. First impression, if they were going to have to share the table with someone then they were a better bet than most.

Before he could reply though, Harriet got there first. "Of course, no problem," she said with a warm smile. "We can't hog all the seats!"

With profuse thanks they both sat down, then one turned to Zach and Harriet and said, "I'm going to the bar, let me get you both a drink. What would you like?"

"You're sure?" asked Harriet. He nodded. "A bottle of beer for me, how about you Zach?"

"Errr... buyer's choice. Thank you," he replied with a smile.

"Sure thing," came the reply as he headed off through the crowd.

His friend turned to them both and asked, "You're Brits?"

Harriet started laughing. "I am, but live in Sydney. Zach, well, you've just gravely insulted him..."

Zach started laughing too. "Aussie mate, nice to meet you." He held out his hand and they shook. "You from the US? Here on holiday?"

"Yeah, over from Houston. Annual break with some of our buddies. I’m Grant by the way. Tom over at the bar. We’ve been here a fortnight already, heading home in a few days. Always a fun time at this place."

"So we've heard," replied Harriet. "Any tips for where to go later?"

"Oh yeah, plenty. If you can stand the sight of us after a few drinks you can tag along."

“You said you’re from Houston, right?” Grant nodded and Harriet continued. “I did a few weeks medical training there, at Baylor… does that ring a bell?”

He laughed. “Sure does, one of our buddies trained there.” Grant pointed at Tom who was working his way back through the crowd with four beers in hand. “We all met at Rice, most of us hung around Houston after… both of us are in the energy industry.”

Their two new friends were very easy company, and they soon got into a round of drinks together, then headed to another bar where Grant and Tom were meeting some other friends. As a lot of the best nights out do, it went on from there, Harriet and Zach going with the flow, their new friends being more than welcoming, until they found themselves quite a few drinks later next to the impromptu dancefloor at the beach party.

As the music pumped out of the speakers, Harriet joined a couple of women she'd befriended on the dancefloor while Zach hung back on the edge, doing shots and drinking beer with Grant while Tom was nowhere to be seen, last having been spotted heading to the exit with one of the women they'd been talking to at the bar before.

Zach saw Harriet turn to look over in his direction, and she flashed him a broad smile over the shoulder of her dancing companions. He smiled back and pointed to his drink, but she shook her head to say no thanks.

Looking away again, Grant said to him loudly enough to be heard over the music, "You're a lucky guy..."

"Lucky? How?"

"Harriet. I mean, don't take this the wrong way, and if you do blame it on the alcohol," he paused to grin, then continued, "but she's stunning."

Zach grinned back. "Massively punching above my weight... yeah, she's a stunner. Been together ten years, married three."

"You met her in Australia?"

"England. Then she realised she liked sunshine better than clouds."

Grant laughed. "Smart too then!"

They stood in silence for a minute or two, drinking their beers. Then, and he was never quite sure afterwards why he did this other than the memory of their nights with Ben and the effect of the whole relaxed holiday vibe, Zach asked, "If she was single, would you be trying to sleep with her tonight?"

"Oh, bro, I'm not answering that. I don't want to tread on your toes."

"No, seriously. If she was single, would you sleep with her?"

"Honestly? In an instant. But I'm not trying anything," Grant hastily added.

Zach thought for a moment. Harriet looked as hot as anything there on the dancefloor, wearing her thin, white cotton dress that went mid-way down her thighs and sandals, dancing with her deep tan from the last week of sunbathing. And then he glanced at Grant, seeing a tall, confident, well built, good looking guy. Unbidden, but not unwelcome, the image came into his head of Harriet pressed up against the wall of a cheap hostel room, Grant up against her, kissing and then fucking her. He felt his cock harden at the thought, such an incredible turn on.

"What if I said you could?"

"How do you mean?" Grant was looking at him like he'd slightly lost his mind. Probably not far from the truth, Zach reflected.

"What if I said you could? But I got to watch?"

"Really? You're asking that?"

"Yeah."

"I mean..." Grant paused and took a moment to come up with his reply. "You watching?"

"From the corner of the room."

"I'll try anything once. I guess, yes I'd be keen. If you and Harriet were."

"Let me talk to her."

"For real?" Grant looked understandably sceptical.

"For real. It's up to her though."

"Yeah, of course."

"Give me a few minutes."

With impeccable timing, Zach saw Harriet heading his way from the dancefloor. With a nod to Zach, Grant eased himself away to go and talk to some friends he'd spotted.

"You having fun?" asked Harriet over the music.

"Yeah, this place is great. You?"

"Yeah, it's awesome. Turns out one of those women went to the same uni as me," she replied, nodding towards her dancing partners. "I thought she looked vaguely familiar."

Zach smiled and took a deep breath. "Can I ask you something?"

"Of course..." She was looking at him with a curious smile, and Zach reflected that quite possibly she'd never looked as stunning as at that moment.

"You know how you're a bona fide member of the hotwife community now?"

Harriet laughed. "I'm one step ahead of you there." She leaned in to whisper in his ear. "When we get back to the villa, you're going to go down on me while I tell you all about what Grant and Tom do to me..."

Zach could see the arousal in her eyes, the slight flush of her cheeks. She'd been thinking it already, he reflected. She'd been imagining having sex with them, getting her story ready to tell him. He felt himself start to flush and his cock started to harden at the knowledge.

He leaned over to kiss her, then whispered in her ear, "I love you so much. What if you don't tell, but show instead?"

"I love you so much too." She paused, then continued with a cute smile, "But I don't have the faintest clue what you mean?" Except that her expression said she knew exactly what he meant, and was filled not with scepticism but curiosity.

"What if... Grant came back with us. And you could... you know... you and him show me rather than tell me. While I watch. Like with Ben."

Her eyes narrowed as she considered. "You're suggesting we do it again tonight? Are you sure? You were keen we park the idea until we're back in Sydney. How come you’ve changed your mind?"

Zach shrugged. "We're on holiday, we'll never see him again, so it's much lower risk than in Sydney. And... it would be hot. You and him would look amazing together. But only if you want to do it. Genuinely. Don't say yes just to keep me happy."

He could see Harriet thinking hard. "How sure are you that you want us to do this?"

"Certain. I mean, as a one-off. He ticks the plausible love rival box for me, and he seems a good guy. But only if you want to too?"

Harriet sighed. "A one-off following another one-off with Ben that itself ended up not being a one-off... is this the path we definitely want to go down?"

"If we weren't a couple, would you? You've already been imagining it tonight, haven't you?"

She paused as she searched for the right words. "Yes, I have, but only because of our shared fantasy. Not as a real life thing tonight." She fell silent as she thought further. Zach gave her the time, then she said, "We'll need some ground rules."

Zach smiled. "So that's a yes?"

"Yes, I guess so. I hope we don't regret this, but yes. This feels right the more I think about it. But let's be a bit more considered than with Ben... for example one rule from me, you stay there the whole time. Ok?" He nodded. "And if you see that I'm at all uncomfortable you step in and stop it, ok?"

"Absolutely. But wouldn't you stop it?"

"It isn't that easy when you're a woman with a bigger, stronger man and it's in the heat of the moment. Things can get... misunderstood. I'm sure it will be fine, but promise me? You'll look after me?"

"Of course, I promise."

"Ok," continued Harriet. "Also, if you feel uncomfortable at all just say and we'll stop. I'm keen to try this again, but not at the expense of you and I." Zach nodded. "And then finally, what are the boundaries? What can I do with him and not do with him?"

"No boundaries, do anything you want."

"Really? Anything?" asked Harriet in surprise.

"Anything. I'm not the director of my own private porn film. What makes it hot is that it's real. Be authentic... make it what you want, not what you think I want."

Harriet smiled and kissed Zach. "You're really sure about this?"

"Yes. You?"

"Yes. Though one other thing..." She leaned in to whisper in Zach's ear. "I think it needs to be both Grant and Tom, not just Grant."

Zach's eyes widened. "A threesome? Why?"

"A few reasons. First, let's experiment rather than trying to recreate what we’ve done with Ben. I know the thought of me with two guys turns you on way more than with one. Am I right?" Zach nodded sheepishly. He could see that Harriet was turned on thinking about it too, the tell-tale flushing of her skin on her neck and upper chest giving the game away.

"I reckon the same for you too?" he replied. Harriet gave him a smile to acknowledge he was probably right.

"But then second, and more important, it will create an entirely different dynamic to the times with Ben. I think we should use an opportunity like this to explore, not just recreate. Ben was intense, very intense at times, and I could tell that occasionally you struggled with seeing that level of intimacy between me and one other man..."

"But..."

"No, wait, let me finish. We should see how it differs for both of us where my attention is split, whether it’s better or not. If we do this I'm not holding back... it's going to be intense, we're going to do some things that maybe you and I don't do. Let's use this as a way to learn and grow, not just as an exotic one night stand on holiday. Ok?"

Zach nodded slowly. "As ever, you're one step ahead of me... there's got to be a third reason too, though?"

Harriet grinned. "You mean that I've got to want to do this." She leaned in to whisper in his ear. "I've never told you this before, but several men at once has long been a massive fantasy of mine." She playfully bit his ear. "A massive fantasy."

As she leaned back, Zach looked at her. "Really?" he replied.

She nodded her head and bit her lip as she looked at him, looking sexy as hell. "Really... the more the merrier." She paused. “Remind me to tell you my rowing eight fantasy some time, where I’m the helpless cox…”

"The things I don't know about you," he said with a laugh.

"I'm full of mysteries," she teased. "So... we're going to do this?"

"Yes. Let's do it. I love you."

"I love you too. Let's find Grant I guess."

They walked hand in hand through the party and found Grant out on the beach talking to a few people. He excused himself when he saw them and walked over.

"You guys ok? Great party."

Harriet smiled and said, "We're good thanks. So... Zach said he'd suggested something to you?"

Grant smiled back. "Yeah, but look, it was just talk, I wouldn't dream of making a move."

Harriet turned to Zach and whispered to him, too quietly for Grant to hear, "You're sure about this?"

"Yeah, I'm sure," he whispered back.

She squeezed his hand, then let go and stepped over to Grant, standing in front of him and placing her hands lightly on his chest.

"I've been thinking about you and Tom all evening," she said, moving her hands across his chest suggestively, looking up at him with a playful smile on her face. While she wasn't short, Grant at just over six foot tall had around a four inch height advantage.

Grant looked down at her, then glanced over at Zach with a worried look on his face. Zach however just smiled reassuringly back and gave him a little nod.

When Grant looked back at Harriet, she reached a hand up to his head and pulled him to her, kissing him hard. Zach could see their lips playing against each other, saw Grant reach his arms around Harriet after the initial shock, saw their tongues meet.

That kiss hit Zach like a bolt of lightning, the reality of what he'd just proposed kicking in, it was as if his brain had compartmentalised the experiment with Ben as something almost unreal. But, he thought as he watched, he realised that he liked it still, liked it just as much watching her kiss Grant as he had with Ben. It was so hot watching Harriet kiss another man so passionately, hotter than he'd even imagined. And when he saw Grant's hand move down to grab Harriet's ass he felt his own cock start to react. He almost felt breathless to watch it, seeing another man touching what should be his.

After what must have been a few minutes, Harriet broke off the kiss and put her hands back on Grant's chest, while he continued to hold her, one hand on her back and one hand on her hip.

"I want you to come back to our villa and fuck me," she said to him in her sweetest voice. Zach could see Grant's cock bulging beneath his shorts and realised that Grant wouldn't need much persuading at all.

"But three rules..." she continued. "One, Zach watches and he can do whatever he wants while he does. No limits. Two, if I say stop or Zach says stop, we stop straight away. Ok?"

Grant nodded. "Yes, understood." Zach got the distinct feeling that at that point he'd have agreed to literally anything to take this further with Harriet. "You said three rules?"

Harriet smiled. "You need to bring Tom too... I want you both."

Grant looked at her in surprise. "Both of us? As in, you, me and Tom at the same time?" Harriet nodded. "But... he left with someone already."

Looking at him earnestly, Harriet said, "If you want this..." at which she stepped back and twirled around for him, "...then you'd better track him down and bring him. Give me your phone, I'll put in our address."

He handed over his phone and she typed the address in. "We'll be there waiting. But don't even think about coming alone. Oh... and bring protection." She leaned up to kiss him again briefly. "Plenty of protection."

Grant stood there dazed for a second, only nodding his understanding, before hurrying off, on his phone straight away, presumably trying to find Tom.

Harriet turned back to Zach and took his hands in hers. Zach smiled and said, "I think you got his attention."

Harriet laughed. "Yeah, I think so. I hope I didn't overdo it saying plenty of protection... It's not too late to change our minds though? It's not too late at any point."

"I'm good still if you are. Watching you and him kiss was hot. How was it for you?"

"Yeah, I'm good. Honestly? That kiss felt superhot knowing you were watching us."

"Was he a good kisser?"

She looked at him curiously. "You really want to know?" He nodded. "Ok, truthfully, yeah, he was. Better than most."

"Good, it would suck to do this again and them turn out to be bad at it." He realised as he said it that he actually meant it as well.

"This is going to be fun... if he can find Tom of course!"

"We should head back..."

"Yeah. A midnight swim in our pool while we're waiting? And of course I've got you as a pretty good plan B if my new bulls don't show..." she said teasingly, with a smile.


Chapter 6

When they got back to the villa, it felt a little to Zach like they were killing time, waiting to see whether the two men would show up. In those circumstances a swim was by far the best idea. The last week they'd simply swum naked considering how private the pool had been at the last villa, but with potential visitors they both chose to wear swimwear. An odd decision, Zach reflected, given what was about to happen but it seemed to make sense.

Zach was in the pool first, and then he saw the bikini that Harriet had chosen to wear and realised that, mentally, she was gearing up for their guests. She'd chosen a pink string bikini, the smallest she owned, which had three rather small triangles of fabric joined up by nothing more than some pink string. She looked hot as hell in it, and when she turned her back to him she was as good as naked from behind. She'd tied her hair up for the pool, but he was sure her hair would be down again later.

"Wow..." he said, smiling from the water. "Hoping to impress someone?"

Harriet laughed as she slid into the pool herself and swam over to him. "You mainly..." she joked, before putting her arms around Zach and kissing him hungrily, a kiss that he returned gladly.

She pushed herself against him, and Zach was acutely aware that his erection was pressing between her legs, the only thing stopping them going further being the fabric of his shorts and the barely there fabric of her bikini. Harriet ground herself slightly against him while they kissed, which drove his arousal through the roof.

"I love you so much," she whispered between kisses. "We can stop this at any time and just go to bed together instead."

"No, I want us to do this," he whispered back. "If you want to do this still?" She nodded and kissed him again. "You need to say it to me, that you want to. So that I know I'm not pressuring you."

Harriet smiled. "I want to do this. I want to get naked with Tom and Grant and have them do things to me, and I want to do things to them. And, more than anything, I want you to enjoy the show. I want you to enjoy this." She paused. "Does that answer your question?"

Zach nodded and kissed her again. In his head he was going wild with arousal, hearing her say that she wanted to fuck them both. For the first time he wondered what he might be letting himself in for setting no boundaries... but reminded himself that that was the point after all. Harriet would do what she wanted to do, and he respected that. He could also tell that Harriet's own arousal was through the roof, all the signs that he'd grown familiar with over the years plain to see, and realised that he was essentially warming her up for them by kissing her in the pool, not that he minded that.

"Just one thing," continued Harriet between kisses. "Do what you want while you're watching, touch yourself, whatever. But please don't leave. You're a part of this as much as I am. Ok? If you're not into it then all I'm doing is having sex with some guys, and that's not the point. Well... not the whole point, anyway."

"Ok."

"And don't touch yourself too much, because when me and them are done I'm going to give you the fuck of your life. No excuses. Ok? You don't get to say you're too tired."

Zach smiled. "More than... reclaiming is the best part," he replied and kissed her again.

At that moment the doorbell rang, and they both looked at each other. "I guess this is it..." she joked, before quickly kissing Zach then going to the side of the pool and climbing out. "Can you let them in? I'll just be a moment in the bathroom. Oh..." She paused and slipped off her rings. "As ever, very important. Look after these."

"Absolutely." He wasn't sure what he'd expected, but letting in the two men who'd come to fuck his wife felt weird. But then he supposed that was less weird by a long way than him staying in the pool or sitting in the corner while she let them in. He realised that Harriet was being careful to include him as much as possible, much more careful than she had been with Ben, and for the thousandth time in his life felt grateful for her emotional intelligence and her ability to learn from their previous experience.

Climbing out himself, he grabbed a towel and dried himself then walked to the front door with the towel over his shoulders, through a small hallway on the other side of the living room. Taking a deep breath he opened the door, and there stood Grant and Tom, both wearing the same combination of board shorts and t-shirts they'd been in at the party earlier.

"Hey, you found us," joked Zach, realising that this could be a supremely awkward moment, and the onus was on him to set the tone. If he was awkward, they'd all be awkward, whereas if he was relaxed and happy it was much more likely this would go well. Another learning from their night with Ben. "Come on in."

They both smiled. "Thanks," replied Grant, stepping through the door and shaking Zach's hand on the way in, shortly followed by Tom who did the same. Both kicked off their shoes on the way through, and Tom laid down a corner store bag he'd brought with him.

"Come this way," said Zach, leading them through to the living room, the doors out to the lit pool area still open save for the fly screen pulled across. "Harriet just wanted a minute to get ready. She'll be out soon." He paused, then asked, "Beer?"

"Sure, that would be great," replied Tom.

Zach went through to the kitchen and opened three cold bottles of beer, bringing them back through. "Here you go."

They each took a sip, standing around slightly awkwardly, until Tom said quietly, "I've got to ask, are you sure about this? Because we can leave if you're not."

Zach smiled. "Yes. Good question, but yes. We've been experimenting recently and, well, let's just say that this is a scenario that we're both keen to try. Grant told you the rules?"

"Yeah. You watch, if we're asked to stop, we stop, two of us or none of us, and use protection. All sounds fair." He paused then laughed. "You didn't need to give us beer as well!"

That broke the uneasy atmosphere, both Zach and Grant laughing too. "All part of the service," joked Zach, with a grin. "Look, seriously, relax and have fun. Enjoy yourselves."

Just then the door to the bedroom opened and out came Harriet wearing a short dressing gown. All three men turned and stared, her hair tied back in a long pony tail with a few artfully placed strands left loose at the front, the V at the top of the dressing gown giving an enticing view of her breasts with the string of the bikini just visible, and the short length showing off all of her toned, tanned legs. She'd put on just a trace of makeup, nothing heavy, enough to accent her eyes and her cheeks. She looked stunning.

"Hello boys," she joked, laughing. They all smiled. Oh god, thought Zach, she's so beautiful.

She walked over to Grant, put her hand to the back of his head and kissed him deeply, pulling herself against him. From behind Zach could see that the dressing gown was so short you could almost, but not quite, see her ass. He glanced at Tom who looked back at him, and could tell that Tom was having the same thought.

Before long she broke off from the kiss and turned to Tom, putting her hands on his chest. "I'm glad he found you," she teased. "We're going to have fun." Tom was a couple of inches taller than Grant, so had to lean down to kiss Harriet when she pulled him against her, again a deep, passionate kiss.

Harriet took Tom's hand in her right hand, and Grant's hand in her left, and said, "Let's go through to the bedroom."

She led and they both followed, Zach a few metres behind, not wanting to crowd Harriet.

When they reached the bedroom, she stopped at the foot of the bed and looked at them both. "We need to get those clothes off you," she said, looking from one to the other.

She turned to Grant and kissed him again, while her hand reached for the hem of his t-shirt. Harriet pulled it up and they broke off the kiss just long enough to pull it over his head and throw it to the floor, before kissing again. She wasted no time in then reaching for his waistband, undoing the string tie and then pushing the shorts done over his ass. Zach looked away for a second as he sat down on the comfy chair in the corner, and when he looked back she'd dropped to her knees and had taken his cock in her mouth briefly while she pulled the shorts down completely, standing back up again when he'd stepped out of them, holding his cock in her hand instead.

Tom had been stood to the side while she did that, watching, and Harriet turned to him next, pulling him to her and kissing him passionately too. He pulled off his t-shirt himself, and when she undid his shorts he let them drop and stepped out of them, so that he was naked now just like Grant.

Zach watched as Harriet took Tom's hard cock in her hand, playing with it while she continued to kiss him. Tom reached his arms around her, his hand creeping under the hem of her dressing gown and holding, squeezing her ass.

Harriet reached back and took hold of Grant's hard cock again with her other hand, playing with it too, and she seemed to give a little pull as Grant stepped forward behind her. He leaned over and started to kiss her shoulders and neck, and as he did so he reached his arms around her, his left hand reaching inside the dressing gown to take hold of her right breast, while his right hand went lower, out of sight to Zach but when he saw Harriet let out a small moan and saw Grant's hand move back and forth he had no doubt that Grant had slipped his hand inside her bikini bottoms and was touching her.

Jesus, thought Zach, this is so fucking hot and it's escalating fast. Seeing Harriet sandwiched between these two muscular, naked men, kissing one while the other touched her, her using both hands to touch their cocks, it made their night with Ben seem tame in comparison. His own cock was rock hard, and he loosened his swimming shorts before slipping his hand inside, not to really go for it, but just touching himself felt good he was so turned on.

Zach was also relieved to see that neither man was bigger than him where it counted. It shouldn't matter, Harriet seemed sure it didn't matter really, but if either had been appreciably better endowed that might have lived in his memory for a long time, not that he'd forget this sight in a hurry... but he was glad that there wouldn't be an awkward conversation with Harriet afterwards where she had to reassure him again about cock sizes. They were both similar to him really, a good size but not too big, or at least that's how Harriet had described his in the past.

It was getting heated between the three of them, little gasps and moans from each showing that their efforts were having an effect. Grant moved his hand and started to remove Harriet's dressing gown when she broke off the kiss and said, "No... Zach takes my clothes off." She looked over to Zach, Harriet clearly highly aroused, and mouthed the words, "Will you?"

He smiled and nodded, standing up, appreciating her integrating him more clearly than last time, and she walked over to him to stand face to face. "Are you ok?" she whispered quietly so that only he could hear, her breathlessness and flushed cheeks, not to mention those bright eyes, telling him all he needed to know about whether she was enjoying it.

"Yes, very ok. You?" he whispered back.

She nodded. "Thank you for this. Whatever happens next, I love you so very much." She leaned forward and kissed him. "Can you take all my clothes off?"

"All of them?"

"All of them."

"Ok." He untied the dressing gown and pushed it back from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Beneath was the pink bikini but it was out of place, pushed up from her breasts thanks to Grant's hand while the triangle of fabric on the bottoms was pushed to one side, showing her trimmed pubic hair. Even from standing Zach could see that tell-tale glistening between her legs showing her arousal.

Looking over her shoulder he could see both men watching, lapping up the sight of him undressing Harriet, their cocks both standing hard and erect beneath their muscled torsos. With a little smile to Harriet, Zach untied the bikini top, letting his fingers drag gently over her nipples, before also undoing the bottoms and letting them fall to the ground. He couldn't resist running his fingers delicately between her legs when he did so.

She smiled back at him. "Later, it's all yours. All of it."

Zach looked at her and then whispered quietly, "I love you so much too. Have fun."

With that, Harriet turned around and walked naked over to the two men waiting patiently. This time she turned to kiss Grant, pushing up against him, wrapping her arms around him, and Zach could see Grant's cock push up against her, not in her but certainly in the right area. Tom pushed up behind and took his turn to kiss her neck, pressed up against her, and Zach saw Tom's hard cock pushed up against Harriet's ass.

They stayed like that, pushing against each other, for a few minutes and Zach enjoyed watching every second of it. He realised, as he watched, that Harriet had shown that emotional intelligence again in asking him to undress her. It was her way of giving him the final say on whether this all happened, making him actively consent to her being naked with the two men, to taking the final step, and meant that he was more involved than had been the case with Ben, less of a spectator. It was odd to think, watching her standing naked with two men grinding gently against her, but he felt right then overwhelming love for her. She was fantastic.

Tom took the initiative, saying quietly, "Let's move on to the bed." He stepped away and led Harriet by the hand on to the bed, helping her to lie down and then lying down next to her to kiss her, his hand stroking her neck and then down to her chest, his fingers playing lazily with her nipples. Zach knew that she loved that, but he figured that was for them to discover, not for him to tell them.

Meanwhile, Grant had also climbed onto the bed and, after kissing her shoulder and, to Zach's faint amusement, realising that Harriet's mouth was already occupied, he worked his way down until he was kissing her abdomen. Zach saw Harriet part her legs, and saw Grant's hand slip between them, and from the angle he was at he saw when Grant slid a finger into her, the gasp she made into her kiss with Tom confirming without a doubt.

Grant slowly slid his finger in and out while Tom continued with his kissing and stroking, the kissing all tongues by now, a sure sign for Zach that Harriet was starting to really get into it. Grant moved his head down and, slipping his finger out, put his tongue between Harriet's legs instead. A brief tremor ran through her, evident to Zach through the tensing of her legs and an ever so slight arching of her back.

Harriet broke off from the kiss and, with a quick look and smile at Zach, said to Grant, "Go slowly, ok?" Grant nodded and slowed right down, while Harriet returned to her slow, lazy French kiss with Tom, but this time reaching her hand down to take hold of his hard cock, sliding her hand up and down in rhythm with Grant's tongue on her.

Zach shifted in his seat, torn between standing up to get a better view and keeping out of the way. The latter won through, at least for now, and he was pleased with that decision a minute later when, despite her keeping it slow, Tom suddenly came into her hand... he wasn't quite ready at that stage of the night to watch another man ejaculate on his wife, hot as this all was and inevitable as it was at some point later, and he didn't see it happen with Harriet's body in the way, just the aftermath on her hand.

Tom leaned up and smiled, and Harriet grinned back at him before reaching her hand down to Grant's head, pushing him away gently. Zach knew that her sense of humour was what made her use the hand covered in Tom's cum, 'accidentally' wiping most of it into Grant's hair without him even realising, and saw Tom hide a laugh.

"Swap..." she said to them both. "But Tom, lie on your back." Tom did as he was told on the far side of the bed, head closest to Zach's side, and Harriet straddled his face, lowering herself on to him, a sure sign that she wanted to climax soon. "You're ok with this?" she asked Tom.

"It works for me..." he replied, before he started to slowly lick through her pubic hair, his hands wrapped around her thighs.

"Good... now Grant, lie down here," she continued before a moan rolled through her, pointing to the other corner of the bed. Grant lay down and, with his legs apart, Harriet lowered her head onto his still rock hard cock.

As she started to bob her head up and down, giving Grant what Zach could vouch would be an incredible blow job, she looked over at Zach, making eye contact with him, before she winked and focused on the task at hand. Zach realised that she'd put them in that position on purpose, so that he'd have the perfect view of her giving a blowjob from the top of her head but also of her body, the angle meaning that he could see her perfect breasts hanging down, and then the incredible eroticism of Tom's tongue between her legs further below.

Zach couldn't help to start to pleasure himself at the sight, he was so incredibly turned on. He quickly pulled off his shorts so that he was naked too, and when Harriet opened her eyes again she noticed, lifted her head off the cock for a moment, using her hand to keep playing with Grant, and gave Zach a grin that seemed to say that she appreciated Zach getting into the spirit of it mixed with a long moan of pleasure as Tom hit the right spot, before sinking her mouth back down.

When she put her head back down she increased the pace, and at the same time started to move herself back and forth on Tom's tongue, telling him with her body what to do. Grant moaned, and reached a hand down to hold her head, then shuddered hard. At the same time Harriet let out a louder moan, Grant's cock still in her mouth, and Zach saw her whole body shake before her orgasm ripped through her, her moans on Grant's cock making him cum too, hard and in her mouth. Harriet managed to keep her mouth on his cock and swallowed it down, before sitting back and letting Tom slowly touch her with his tongue as she rode through her orgasm. Finally, she rolled off and lay down, Tom leaning up to look down at her with his cock hard again and Grant lying back, his cock softening and spent.

Zach sat back, taking in the scene, marvelling at the effect that Harriet had had on these two, but also super aroused by the sight of Harriet having cum hard and loud, louder than she usually did. Clearly, she was enjoying this as much as he was. There was no way that she had faked that, no way.

After a minute or two, Tom moved to lie down next to Harriet, and started to kiss her again gently, sometimes on the lips, sometimes on the face, sometimes on the neck. She lay there, a contented smile on her face, one hand stroking Tom while the other reached out for Grant, who responded and started to kiss Harriet gently too, alternating with Tom to kiss her mouth but otherwise just kissing and stroking her everywhere.

Harriet glanced over at Zach and mouthed, "Are you ok?"

He smiled and nodded, then mouthed, "You?"

She smiled happily and nodded, before turning back to the two men who were giving her so much attention.

The three of them stayed like that for a while, maybe fifteen minutes, until Zach saw the stroking and kissing getting more intense and could see that all three were getting aroused again, both men's cocks hard and responding to Harriet playfully holding one then the other, while their stroking had moved lower, both men's hands playing between her legs and taking in turns for one to kiss her while the other used their tongue and lips on her nipples.

"You brought protection?" Harriet asked quietly.

Grant nodded and climbed off the bed to go and get it, while Harriet rolled towards Tom and started to kiss him more passionately. Her legs were parted, and Tom was pressed up close to her, so close that Zach could see the tip of his cock close, very close, to slipping into her, right there teasing her entrance. He kept a close eye, waiting to step in if he took it further, not wanting to repeat his oversight with Ben, but Tom kept it just there, teasing Harriet without going further.

Grant walked back in with a box of twenty-four condoms and a bottle of lube, and Harriet looked over and started laughing. "I know I said plenty but..."

Grant and Tom both laughed. "It was all the store had on the way here." Harriet glanced over at Zach, and he couldn't resist grinning back too. What he knew, and they didn't, is that Harriet had a high libido and could probably outlast them both, but he was going to get the benefit of that later, though if they could get through anything close to the 24 that night then fair play to them.

Harriet took one out of the box and looked at the two men. "Let's play eeny meeny miny moe," she teased. "To see who goes first." She sat up and actually did do the game, settling on Tom first. Tearing off the wrapper, she took hold of his cock and slid it on with ease. But then she turned to Grant, picked another out of the box, and slid in onto him as well. "I'm not planning on keeping you waiting long," she teased.

Turning back to Tom, she leaned over to kiss him again, and said, "Don't hold back, ok?"

"Yes ma’am," Tom replied, laughing.

Harriet lay down on the bed, her legs parted, and Tom climbed on top of her. Zach couldn't help moving to get a better view and found himself stood at the head of the bed. Harriet saw the movement and glanced at him, but he just smiled reassuringly and she smiled back, turning her attention back to Tom.

From his new vantage point, Zach could see that Tom was poised, his hard cock waiting at her entrance, while he looked down at her. There was a moment of intimacy there, of vulnerability on Harriet's part, where she was lying there open to Tom, waiting for Tom to fuck her, her hands on his back, her eyes focused 100% on Tom's face at the exclusion of all else. Zach realised that he was teasing her, building the expectation.

Tom smiled, leaned over and whispered something in Harriet's ear. She looked at him for a second, eyes wide, chest flushed, then bit her lip and nodded her head. He nodded his head too, then slid firmly into her, filling her with his length.

Harriet let out an involuntary moan, closing her eyes briefly as he thrust into her. She'd tell Zach later, but whatever he'd said had clearly taken it to another level. Allowing her a few seconds to get used to his cock, he then slid out almost all the way, and slid hard into her again, drawing another moan.

Wow, thought Zach, moving back to his seat so that he could watch side on, this is something else. Tom's method, his style, was so different to how Zach usually made love to Harriet, so different to watching her that time with Ben, rougher, more powerful, and Harriet was responding to it quickly. Zach made a mental note to try something like that with Harriet in future.

Tom soon built up a rhythm, slow but powerful, full thrusts into Harriet, and she was clearly loving every second. She was moaning and gasping as each thrust hit home, and had wrapped her legs around him, her ankles resting on his thighs, while both her hands were holding his ass, pulling him into her each time. Harriet was a very willing participant, and Zach understood fully for the first time what she'd meant when she'd said that she wouldn't hold back, that she'd pour everything into this. It was mesmerising to watch, his wife getting taken like that, giving her body to Tom.

It started to feel very intense to Zach, like him and Grant were intruding on an incredibly intimate moment between Tom and Harriet, the two of them looking deep into each other's eyes as he fucked her hard, the pace getting faster and faster, and her moans getting more frequent in response. But then, to his relief, Tom pushed himself up and Grant took the opportunity to lean in and kiss her, passionately, his tongue searching for hers, her moaning into Grant's mouth with each thrust while one of her hands reached for his head, the spell with Tom broken.

Tom leaned back, continuing to thrust into her, and lifted one of Harriet's legs, then the other, onto his shoulders. She moaned loudly at his first thrust in that new position, and Zach knew as certainly as night follows day what was going to happen soon... this was a position that always worked for her, without fail.

And so it proved to be, a few more hard thrusts and her moans got louder, her body tensed, and Zach saw one of her hands grab hold of the sheets while the other dug her fingers tightly into Tom's ass. He responded by getting faster, and the two of them came together, Harriet turning her head away from Grant to look at Zach while Tom fucked the orgasm through her, her back arching in pleasure, before he pulled out and rolled to the side.

Tom leaned over to kiss Harriet, and she kissed him back, a sheen of sweat over her face and upper chest. Grant started to stroke her and she looked at him, reaching her arms out to him, and said, "Your turn. But start slowly... I need to recover."

Grant smiled and kissed her, then asked, "What position would you like?"

"Same again to start with, but gently."

Grant rolled on top of Harriet and she parted her legs again, pulling Grant into her and placing her hands on his back. In contrast to Tom, Grant didn't start by thrusting at all, but just lay there, his cock inside her, letting her recover, kissing her gently.

Tom climbed off the bed and went over to Zach. "Beer?" he asked quietly.

"Err... yes, thanks. In the fridge." He'd started to think that he was invisible to both men, so it startled him slightly that Tom had talked to him. In all honesty though Zach was so caught up in watching Harriet, so turned on, that it took him a moment to pull himself back to reality. He watched Tom walk naked through the villa and realised, with a pang of jealousy, that the fuck he'd just given Harriet was as good as any she'd had with Zach. In fact, if he was being honest with himself, probably better. Zach had never had her respond quite like that. Oh well, he reasoned, I'd better up my game.

That left Grant and Harriet on their own on the bed, and Harriet had started to grind her hips against Grant, with Grant taking the hint to start to slowly thrust into her. This was different again to how Zach normally made love to her, and he could see that the slow build was working for her, though not as well as Tom's harder style. Harriet was moaning and letting out little gasps, but nothing like the almost mini-orgasms she'd been getting with each thrust from Tom, with less of the intensity. From Zach's side on perspective he had a terrific view, enjoying seeing her having this slower fuck, Grant's body pressed against hers, and he could see their tongues darting against each other as they kissed while they fucked.

They were getting into it though, and as the pace increased Zach saw Grant say something quietly to Harriet and saw her nod. He pulled out and leaned back, and Harriet rolled on to her front, then up on all fours.

"Like this?" he heard her ask, looking back over shoulder.

"Perfect," came the reply as he knelt up behind her. He gave a little slap on her ass, but she shot a warning look at him, and he quickly said, "Sorry. I won't do that..."

Instead, he lined up his cock and slid firmly back into Harriet, setting a faster pace. Zach started to play with his own cock again, the perfect view of Harriet getting fucked, doggystyle, the angles of her slim body, her tight ass, her breasts and hair hanging down and moving with each thrust into her, they were almost painfully hot to see. It was his favourite position anyway, but he'd never get enough of seeing how it looked with Harriet side on. She turned her head to look at Zach, and he could see that she was into it, her moans starting again.

This time she kept eye contact with Zach as Grant fucked her, her hands grabbing hold of the sheets for purchase, and Zach could see that she was pushing back into Grant, willing him to go harder. Grant had one hand on her hip, the other on her shoulder, and was pulling Harriet into him with each thrust.

Suddenly, Grant tensed and grunted and came, thrusting into Harriet a few more times before pulling out and falling back on to the bed. At that moment Tom came back in with four beers, but seeing that Harriet was still there, he put them down, walked over and put his hands on her hips. "Can I?" he asked.

"If you use protection," came Harriet's breathless reply, looking to Zach for confirmation. Zach saw Tom slip a fresh condom on and nodded to Harriet, and then Tom positioned himself behind Harriet, her still on all fours, before sliding into her hard.

Harriet grunted and her grip on the sheets tightened. Tom held it for a few seconds, then slid out and thrust back into her hard. "No holding back, right?" he asked with a smile as he thrust into her again.

"No holding back," she agreed, smiling but looking again at Zach.

The next few minutes were eye opening for Zach, seeing a side to his wife that he'd never seen. Normally she tolerated doggystyle, had even faked her orgasm with Ben, but that night, in that situation, she embraced it. For the second time in succession Tom fucked her hard, much harder than Grant had done, setting up a fierce pace, and Harriet really responded, moaning loudly with each thrust.

He went so hard that her elbows buckled under her, and she ended up face down, before lowering her hips too so that she was lying on her front, legs wide apart, Tom on top of her, continuing his pace. Zach watched as Tom used his hand to push her hair away from her neck, and then kissing her between thrusts, and her moans grew louder and louder until she came hard under him, her moans turning to cries of pleasure as he kept thrusting into her through her orgasm until he came too, a few last hard thrusts drawing further loud moans from Harriet until he went still.

He lay on top of her for a few moments more, then pulled out and she rolled over on to her back. Grant had left the room briefly, but came back in and lay down next to her, and she ended up lying on her back between them, little shudders from her epic orgasm still running through her, while Grant and Tom lay on each side, taking turns to kiss her gently on the lips while the other kissed her neck and chest, before swapping.

Zach thought she might have drifted off to sleep, when he heard her say quietly, "Fellas... that was incredible." She sat up slowly. "I need to check on Zach, I won't be long."

Standing up, she walked over to Zach, almost the dictionary definition of someone who'd just been fucked. Sweat glistening everywhere, her hair messy, her make up smudged, and the unmistakable glow of someone who'd just had several orgasms. To Zach's eye she looked incredible.

Holding out her hand, she said, "Come with me..." and led Zach through to the living room and out to the day bed by the pool, where they both sat down, out of sight of Grant and Tom.

"I wanted to check with you in private. How are you getting on? Are you ok?" she asked, eyes bright but voice weary. Zach realised that she needed this moment to take a break as much as she wanted to check in with him.

Zach patted her hand reassuringly. "I'm great, this has been something else. Seriously, I'm so in love with you, I can't tell you how hot it has been watching you and them." He paused. "How about you? Are you ok? And... was that real just now? You weren't faking?"

She smiled shyly. "Honest answer?"

"Honest answer."

"I don't know how, but it was real... I've never orgasmed from doggystyle until then. With anyone. Ever. Not even close." She paused and shook her head in wonder. "Something about knowing that I hadn't and that you were watching him do that triggered it in me. It's insane. The whole thing's been great. Don't get me wrong, like I've said before I don't want to sleep with random guys, and while they're good, they're only good because of the context, because you're watching, because you're part of it."

"Do you want to do more?"

"I'd like to if you would?"

"Yeah, might as well make the most of it." He paused and grinned. "I've not forgotten I'm on a promise of the fuck of my life later."

She laughed. "Oh, believe me, you're getting that. You and me are going 'til dawn and all through the day if we need to. So, I can keep going?"

"Yes, absolutely. Can we tweak the rules though?" Zach asked and Harriet nodded. "Both of them or none of them. When it was you and Tom before it was..." He struggled for the right words. "It was borderline, seeing you and him so focused on each other. Don't get me wrong, it was sexy as hell watching you respond to him like that, but I think it's easier if you're always with both of them at the same time." He paused and looked at her. "Does that sound weird? It's kind of why you suggested both in the first place."

"No, I completely agree. It was super intense, and it felt like it was starting to cross the line just before Grant got involved. I'll make sure it's both of them or none of them." She smiled. "Anything else?"

"I kind of feel like they've taken something to keep them going... there's no way they'd be ready to go again so quickly each time naturally."

"I think so too, a little blue pill maybe? But I can't blame them, makes for a better night for both of us!"

Zach laughed. "That's true! Enjoy yourself, make the most of it. I know you want me there all the time, but can I have a few more minutes before I come back in? I need the fresh air."

Harriet smiled. "I'll sit with you. We can go back in together... I want them to know that I'm with you, I don't want them to think that in any way this is something they're just doing with me."

"Ok, makes sense. I mean, I think they might feel they're doing this mainly with you," he teased. "But I get it." Zach lay back and motioned for Harriet to join him. She lay down alongside him, rolled on her side, her head resting on his shoulder, and he put his arm around her.

They lay there peacefully for a few minutes, Harriet lightly stroking his chest while he stroked her hair.

Looking down, she asked, "Have you... you know, had some release while you watch us?"

He laughed at her phrasing. "No, I've not. I'm saving myself for you and me when they're gone." He paused. "It's genuinely so fucking hot watching you with them. I can't believe how much I'm enjoying it, and seeing you enjoy it too... I love you so much."

Harriet turned her head to look at him. "I love you so much too. It's such a turn on knowing that you're watching me with them. Like, I've already orgasmed what, three times? But I don't think I would have if I'd not known that you were watching and enjoying. This is crazy good."

"It really is." He leaned down to kiss her. "Shall we go back in now?"

"Sounds good. One question... when you said no boundaries, you really meant no boundaries, right?"

"Yeah, boundaries are entirely up to you. Why?"

"A little long held fantasy of mine. Part of my fantasy about more than one man. I'd be too embarrassed to tell. But to do..." Her secretive smile suggested he hadn't seen it all, not just yet. She climbed off the day bed and held out her hand. "Let's go back in there."


Chapter 7

When they walked back in, hand-in-hand, both Harriet and Zach burst out laughing. "Don't you make the cutest couple?" Harriet joked.

Grant and Tom were both sat up in their bed, covers up to their waists, backs propped up with pillows, each with a beer in hand and chatting away. They looked at each other and started laughing too.

"We're buddies, but not good enough buddies to drink beers together with our cocks out," laughed Tom.

"I hope you don't mind?" asked Grant.

"Not at all. But put those beers down and come out from under those covers... I'm not done with either of you yet," replied Harriet with a smile and a suggestive narrowing of her eyes.

In clear view of both of them she walked Zach over to his chair, leaning over to kiss him deeply when he'd sat down, and whispered again, "Remember, whatever you see I love you." Then she turned and climbed back on to the bed.

"Before we keep going, one important rule. It's both of you or none of you, ok?" They both nodded. "I mean it. We're doing this as a three, not as a two while the other gets a beer or chills out. If one of you gets tired, we're done. Understood?"

"Yes ma’am," replied Tom with a smile, though he also nodded respectfully to Zach as he said it.

"Yeah, no problem," replied Grant.

"Good... so where were we?" asked Harriet, crawling over and pulling the covers off them. "I think this is a good start," she joked, seeing Grant's cock spring up, hard again. Harriet licked her lips, then touched her tongue to the tip, before running her tongue down the length and then back up again, all while staring into Grant's eyes. As she sunk her mouth onto it he let out a long, shuddering sigh, and she settled into a semi-reclined position, almost lying on her side facing Grant as she started to get into a rhythm.

Tom, meanwhile, moved over and started to run his hands over her body, kissing her back and reaching his hands round to fondle her breasts. Zach could see his fingers on her nipples, lightly pinching them, then watched as one hand moved lower, over her hips and ass. Harriet parted her legs, and Tom moved his hand lower, sliding from behind along her ass crack and through her legs.

Zach watched, fascinated, as Tom slid first one, then two fingers into her from that unusual angle, and could see how aroused Harriet must be as they slid in with little problem. Tom started to slide them in and out, and Harriet let out a moan, muffled by Grant's cock in her mouth.

Before long though Zach saw Tom slide his fingers back out, and Zach realised that the shine he saw on them was Harriet's wetness, her arousal. He felt his cock hardening yet again at the sight. Tom moved his hand back slightly and stopped with one finger pressed against Harriet's other hole instead. Zach smiled to himself, knowing that Harriet didn't like to be touched there, but also alert in case he didn't stop when Harriet told him to, as she inevitably would any second now.

Zach watched as Tom started to apply some pressure, saw his finger slip in to her ass just a few millimetres, and then the inevitable... Harriet lifted her head from Grant's cock and, her hand taking over on the cock, turned her head to look back at Tom and reached her other hand down to take hold of his.

"Be gentle, ok?" she said to Tom quietly, before putting her mouth back to Grant's cock. Tom kept pressing, and Zach watched in shock as his finger slipped into her ass up to the second knuckle, Tom holding it there and Harriet letting out another muffled moan as he did so. What the fuck, Zach thought, she hates that? Except, to Zach's immense surprise, maybe despite all that she said she didn't... He watched as Tom's other hand reached round to slide two fingers into her through her pubic hair so that he was double penetrating her, and saw her responding by grinding her hips back into him.

"Get the box," she gasped as she lifted her head again, indicating the box of condoms still sat on the bed, "And make sure you use the lube..." She moaned at Tom's touch, before he pulled his hand away and reached for the box. "Bring two..."

Zach sat absolutely transfixed. Had Harriet just asked him for anal? They hadn't done that as a couple in many years, not since those early experimental days when they first met, and she'd never been keen. They'd recently discovered the pleasures of tongue play there courtesy of Ben, sure, but asking for the lube, letting him slide a finger in... all the signs pointed to this going in a direction he hadn't expected. He wondered whether to step in, but then realised that that was what she'd meant by no boundaries. And also, startled as he was, this was the hottest thing yet. He was so turned on watching this, almost breathless with desire. His wife was about go get anally fucked by another man, no, more... she was about to get double penetrated, and he was sat here, just watching.

Tom crawled back across the bed and quickly slid a condom on, tossing the other wrapper to Grant. Harriet lifted her head off Grant's cock and helped to slip the second condom onto him, then lay on her side and said to Grant, "Slide down here... I need you in me." Grant wasted no time moving down the bed, and from Zach's viewpoint behind him saw Harriet, facing Grant, raise her leg and saw Grant swiftly slide into her. She cried out in pleasure as he did, then reached her arm around him to hold his ass while she kissed him deeply. Grant started to slide into her, not fast but not slow either, clearly not far himself from his next orgasm.

Tom, meanwhile, was lying down on his side behind Harriet, hand on her hip, and started to kiss her neck. She turned her head and said, "You too..." and he reached for the bottle of lube, coating his length liberally.

"You're sure?" Tom murmured, and when she nodded and reached her hand back he shifted to position himself up against her ass. Zach couldn't help shifting to get a better view, and from the foot of the bed could see everything, Grant sliding into her, Tom's cock pressed up against her ass, and then Harriet took the final step, pulling Tom's ass towards her and shifting her hips into him.

Tom slid in easily, his earlier finger having prepared her and the lube doing the rest. Harriet let out a half moan, half cry as he did, and then started to kiss Grant again. Zach went back to his seat and sat down, stunned by the sheer eroticism of what he was seeing, his wife being fucked by two men simultaneously, one in the ass, and clearly loving every minute of it.

Harriet broke off the kiss and looked over Grant's shoulder at Zach. He smiled to reassure her, and she managed a weak smile back before Tom started to thrust into her as well, and she let out a long, shuddering gasp of pleasure mixed with something else. She looked so incredibly hot, the expression one of outright lust, that Zach realised he was enjoying even this. Really, really enjoying it.

They stayed like that for a few minutes, until Grant started to up the tempo, clearly getting close. As he did so, Harriet responded, her moans getting louder, and as she kissed him again, sloppily, more tongues than anything, they both came together, clinging on to each other for dear life.

Grant pulled out and rolled onto his back, Harriet's arm reaching out to stroke his chest, while Tom continued. "Do you want me to stop?" he asked.

"No, keep going," replied Harriet, and Tom rolled over towards her slightly with Grant out of the way, so that Harriet was half under him. From that angle he increased the pace, and for the next minute or two Harriet braced herself with her arms, looking over at Zach, her expression impossible to read, while Tom continued to fuck her anally. Finally, he came, a few harder thrusts that drew grunts of something more complex than only pleasure from Harriet, and a loud moan from him before he pulled out and lay against Harriet, her back to his front, stroking her and kissing her neck.

Grant rolled back over and started to kiss her again on the lips, until Harriet rolled onto her back between them. From there, she turned to Tom, then to Grant, then back to Tom, kissing both of them passionately. Zach watched as she pulled off both of their condoms, then put one hand on each of their cocks, starting to play with them again. Both men started to get hard again surprisingly fast, and in return they both slipped a hand between her legs, ending up with one of them slipping a finger into her while the other stroked around her clitoris.

Harriet let out a shuddering moan and started to kiss them both harder. Zach had seen enough now to know how this went... some recovery time, them all getting turned on together, then whatever came next. He liked that pattern, and appreciated that Harriet was taking his request seriously that she didn't just have sex with one and not the other at any one time.

The next hour or so passed in a blur for Zach, enthralling, incredible, super-hot, but he realised that there are only so many combinations that you can watch your wife in in bed with two men before they all start to blend in to one.

Afterwards, he could remember her giving a blowjob to Tom, seeing Tom cum on her chin as she got her timing a little wrong, while Grant fucked her doggystyle, her own orgasm, her second of the night and apparently of her life from that position, following a couple of minutes later with Tom's cum still there. That was a hell of a sight, and one he'd never forget.

He remembered her on her back, Grant's cock in her mouth, Tom's cock between her legs, and her cumming first before she got them both to lie down and used her hands to get them both off at the same time, Harriet lying between them again.

There was a lot more too, the quiet, more passionate moments where they were all kissing but not fucking, and he was pretty sure they both had sex with her at least one more time each that he couldn't remember.

Eventually, though, they all started to run out of steam, ending the night with the three of them entwined, lazily kissing and touching, until one by one they drifted off into a deep, satisfied sleep. 


Chapter 8

Zach woke up slowly, the bright glare of the hot sun mercifully shaded by the trees around the edge of the pool. For a moment he couldn't quite place where he was, then it all came flooding back... Bali, the villa, the beach party, Tom and Grant... the incredible night that had followed.

He was lying on the day bed by the pool, Harriet curled up against him, both naked under a sheet they must have grabbed from somewhere sometime around dawn. The events of the night before felt almost dreamlike in the morning light, but the evidence was right there in front of them... through the open bedroom doors he could see two figures still asleep in the villa's king-sized bed.

Zach had vague memories of when Harriet had come to join him, extracting herself from the tangle of limbs asleep on the bed, slipping her wedding and engagement rings back on, and pressing her warm body against his, a faint smell of sweat on her skin, hers and theirs, kissing and touching him and him her until they made slow, tender love in the pre-dawn light, culminating in them climaxing together before sleep claimed them. That had been the perfect end to a perfect night.

Harriet stirred beside him and opened her eyes, smiling sleepily when she saw him watching her. "Morning," she whispered groggily.

"Morning, beautiful," he whispered back, kissing her forehead. "Sleep well?"

"Eventually," she replied with a grin, stretching slowly. "What time is it?"

Zach glanced at his phone. "Just after eleven." He indicated with his head. "Our guests look like they're still out for the count."

Harriet turned to look towards the bedroom, and Zach saw her expression change to one of slight embarrassment mixed with satisfaction. "That really happened, didn't it?" she said quietly.

"It really did. How are you feeling about it this morning?"

She thought for a moment. "Good. Really good, actually." She paused and Zach could see that she was remembering properly. "Different from last time."

"How so?"

"With Ben it felt like we were taking a big leap into the unknown, even the second time at his place. I... a little bit I was scared with him, in case in doing that we might break something that couldn't be fixed. Excited, happy, wanting to do it, but scared. This, on the other hand..." She paused, searching for the right words. "This felt like we knew what we were doing. Like we'd worked out a lot of the things that we need to do to make it work, and that we knew it would make us stronger, not weaker."

Zach smiled and hugged her tighter. "I felt that too. You were incredible last night."

"We were incredible," she corrected, kissing him. "All of us. Not just me and them. You as well. You made it go from good to amazing."

"Really?"

"Really... just like with Ben, it would have been physically good without you, but not emotionally. The mix of the two made the physical so much better. You are as important to this as they are."

"No boundaries got pretty wild," Zach said with a slight smile. He was still processing what some of that had meant... Harriet initiating anal, her climaxing twice from doggystyle, boundaries and constraints that Zach had always taken as axiomatic when in fact Harriet had shown a willingness to explore her limits that surprised him.

Harriet blushed. "Well, just like with Ben we should try those things when it's just us. Maybe some things I didn't think I liked I like more than I thought," Harriet said with a mischievous smile. "Depending on how long they want to stay around, that is."

As if summoned by their conversation, they heard movement from the bedroom, followed by quiet voices. A few minutes later Grant appeared in the doorway, wearing just his board shorts from the night before, running a hand through his hair.

"Morning," he said with a slightly awkward smile. "Hope we didn't overstay our welcome."

"Not at all," replied Harriet, sitting up and wrapping her arms around her knees, not bothering to cover herself with the sheet. It felt, momentarily, odd, the ease with which she was willing to be naked with them, and Zach noticed that her lack of self-consciousness seemed to put Grant more at ease. "Sleep well?"

"Like the dead, thanks to you," he grinned. "Tom's waking up. We weren't sure of the protocol here... should we leave?"

"Only if you want to," said Zach, standing and wrapping the sheet around his waist. "We've got the villa for the week, and no particular plans. You're welcome to hang around as long as you want if you'd like."

"I'd like that," came Tom's voice from the bedroom doorway. He appeared wearing his shorts as well, looking more refreshed than any of them had a right to after the previous night's exertions. "This place is paradise."

"It really is," agreed Harriet, standing as well and walking over to the doorway. Zach grinned when he saw how both Tom and Grant couldn't tear their eyes away from her. "It'll cost you one thing though... I'm starving, so you boys have to go out and rustle us up some brunch." She grinned. "Meanwhile, I'm going to put on something more appropriate... you won't want me walking around naked, right?"

As Harriet disappeared inside Zach couldn't help but notice how natural this all felt. With Ben it had been relatively comfortable afterwards but with an underlying uncertainty about what might or might not come next, compounded by how Harriet had said goodbye in her own unique way. Here, though, this felt easy, comfortable. Maybe it was the holiday atmosphere, or maybe it was simply that the threesome that Zach had watched the night before had been so intense that normal social conventions seemed irrelevant.

But more than that, Harriet was positively radiant. There was a lightness to her movements, that brightness in her eyes that made Zach's heart swell. He'd seen her happy countless times over their years together, but this was different... she looked absolutely luminous with contentment, like she'd discovered something fundamental about herself.

***

Grant and Tom did well sourcing the food in what felt like record time and the four of them were soon sat around the villa's outdoor table.

"This is what I really needed," said Harriet, smiling as she took a sip of coffee.

"Oh, me too, definitely," replied Grant. "Last night was a late one..."

Harriet had the good grace to blush as she glanced at Zach, but Zach just smiled reassuringly. The conversation was easy flowing, a continuation of the conversation that they'd started when they met at the beach bar the evening before, something that felt, at least to Zach, like a life time ago.

"So what's your plan for today?" asked Tom, finishing his coffee. "We'll get out of your way in a minute."

"Well," said Harriet, giving Zach a look. "Can you excuse us while I talk to my husband for a minute?" She stood and Zach followed her inside.

"What is it?" he asked.

She looked at him with eyes narrowed. "I was about to ask them to hang out with us in the pool for the day, but..."

"I'm fine with that. What's the but...?" Zach could see where this might be going but Harriet needed to be the one to say it.

"But... what are your thoughts if it became a continuation of last night?"

Zach had mixed feelings. On the one hand he was looking forward to reclaiming Harriet, and he knew she'd come good on her promises about that. But at the same time this seemed like too good an opportunity to let slip through their grasp... two guys in Grant and Tom that Harriet had great chemistry with, and who had treated Harriet right throughout everything the night before.

"You're not sure, are you?" Harriet asked. She smiled reassuringly. "That's ok, it's probably a bad idea anyway. I'll ask them to go in a minute."

"No, wait. I... well, it's not that I don't want to watch that. No, that's wrong... I'd love to watch that. You three look so good together. It's just that I was looking forward to us reconnecting. Really looking forward to that."

Harriet smiled and gave his hand a reassuring squeeze. "I am too. That's the best part." She thought for a moment. "What if we could have our cake and eat it, set ourselves a time limit? So invite them to stay until dusk, but then it's just us." She leaned forward and whispered in his ear. "Just us and we go nowhere for at least the next twenty four hours."

Zach grinned. "I like that plan a lot. Ok, let's go back and see if they're keen."

They walked back out to the pool area and Grant and Tom stopped mid conversation, looking at them. "Everything ok?" Grant asked.

"Very." Harriet paused and glanced at Zach before continuing, and he could see something in her demeanour that told him that her playful side was coming out that morning. "We've got a suggestion. Would you both like to hang out here for the afternoon, make the most of our pool? But we've got plans this evening so you'd need to leave around sunset."

Tom and Grant looked at each other, then Tom replied, "If you're sure, that would be good."

"One thing though," replied Harriet with a smile. "We have a strict no clothes rule in our pool." She grinned. "Health and safety reasons," she joked.

Tom and Grant grinned back. "We wouldn't want to have a health and safety problem, I think after last night we're well past all that anyway."

"Exactly."

"You're cool with this?" they asked Zach.

He smiled. "Absolutely. See where the afternoon takes us."

There was a moment where everyone seemed to be waiting for someone to take the initiative, then Harriet broke the impasse, slipping off her wedding and engagement rings again, setting them very deliberately on the table, and walking over to the far side of the pool where she calmly slipped off her vest top and shorts so that she was stood naked.

"Are my bulls joining me?" she asked with a suggestive smile as she slipped into the water and looked at the three men.

Both men looked puzzled and Zach started laughing. "She's been reading up on the terminology," he explained. "Apparently you two are her bulls. You're lucky she wasn't talking about that last night..."

"Bulls?" said Grant, looking amused. "I can live with that."

"The term is surprisingly accurate in this case," Harriet called from the pool. "Strong, virile, insatiable lovers..."

"And what does that make you then?" asked Tom, grinning.

"A very satisfied hotwife with excellent taste in bulls," she replied with mock seriousness, before dissolving into giggles. "Though my poor cuck husband has to watch it all happen."

"Poor cuck husband," repeated Zach with exaggerated suffering, "forced to watch his beautiful wife with two handsome men. It's a terrible burden."

Tom and Grant were both laughing now, clearly charmed by the playful dynamic.

"You two might be borderline insane," said Grant, shaking his head in amusement.

"We prefer 'sexually adventurous'," replied Harriet with a wink.

***

Within minutes, all four had discarded their clothing without ceremony and were in the pool, the cool water a blessed relief from the midday tropical heat. The atmosphere was both relaxed but also charged with possibility, the four of them almost tentatively circling each other.

To start with Harriet stayed close to Zach, leaning back against him, feeling to Zach like she was content in his arms while the conversation from their brunch continued, idle chat. Her ass was pushed back against him and he, and only he, could tell that she was teasing him a little, particularly when he felt himself start to harden and she started to very, very gently but definitely grind her rear against him. It felt amazing for Zach, that ever so slow tease, but he showed nothing to Grant and Tom and nor did she, even though he was getting insanely aroused.

Eventually she stirred, and with a quick turn to face Zach and kiss him quickly but deeply, she swam off to do a few lengths of the pool. When she stopped she was over by the side next to Grant, and she leaned back next to him. "Mind if I join you?" she asked.

"Not at all."

She moved back and took the same position as she'd been in with Zach, back to him, and Zach, leaning against the side of the pool opposite to them, strongly suspected she was doing the same thing with Grant that she'd been doing with him. In fact, he was certain, because he saw Grant grow slightly flushed and lean down to kiss her neck.

"Mmm... that feels nice," murmured Harriet, her eyes half closed, looking intensely relaxed. "Don't stop."

Zach could see under the water that Grant's hands weren't still, one hand over her breast while the other was lower, and when he saw Grant's hand move between her legs Harriet let out a long, slow sigh of satisfaction, melting back into him. "One of my bulls is feeling pretty forward today..." she teased quietly. "Where's my other bull?"

It was wonderful to see how comfortable Harriet seemed, entirely relaxed in Grant's arms, enjoying his touch. There was not the slightest hint of nervousness, she looked like a woman completely at ease with her sexuality and the choices they'd made to get to that point. More than that, though, she looked completely joyful... radiating the kind of relaxed happiness that was infectious, that was rubbing off on the three men without a doubt.

Tom stole a look at Zach who nodded, then swam over to join Grant and Harriet. "Your other bull's here to help look after the hotwife."

Harriet looked at him and smiled as she closed her eyes. "I appreciate the efforts but we need to work on your hotwife chat..." Zach found himself chuckling at that from his vantage point, but neither Grant nor Tom seemed to mind. "Zach," she called across, "how do you feel about these two savage, untamed, muscular bulls claiming your hotwife again? Can my cuck handle watching that?"

"Two very dedicated bulls who've shown him exactly how much his wife enjoys the attention of two men? I think he can handle that..." It was true as well. Watching it start to get heated between the three of them again was unbelievably erotic, the erection that he was nursing beneath the water testament to that.

Harriet laughed as she pushed back against Grant while Tom started to gently kiss her neck. "I love how matter-of-fact you're being about it. A month ago you'd have been mortified to even say something like that."

"A month ago I'd never had the privilege of watching my stunning hotwife pleasure two magnificent bulls at once," Zach replied, making Harriet beam with pride. "It changes your perspective."

"Magnificent bulls?" repeated Tom, turning to look at Zach, clearly enjoying the banter. "I like this guy."

"My cuck husband does have his charms," Harriet said, using her hands to turn Tom back to focus on her. "Even if he is terrible at sharing his toys."

"His toys?" laughed Grant. "Pretty sure you're nobody's toy, Harriet."

"Oh, but I am," she said with exaggerated innocence. "I'm my cuck's favourite plaything. He just likes to watch other people play with me too, but it's only temporary."

Zach realised that the terminology, rather than making things awkward, had actually made everything more comfortable. It gave them a shared language for something that might otherwise be difficult to discuss, turning potential awkwardness into playful banter.

"You called it a privilege. Is that what it is for you?" asked Tom, turning to look at Zach again, seemingly genuinely curious.

Zach considered the question seriously. "It's a lot of things. Hot as hell, definitely. A little overwhelming at times. But yes, ultimately it feels like a privilege. Harriet chooses to share that with me, to let me be part of it."

Harriet let out another soft sigh, and Zach realised that Grant was still gently touching her under the water. "You aren't just part of it. You make it possible. Without you there, it would just be sex. With you watching, it's something else entirely."

They all fell silent and both Grant and Tom focused their attention entirely on Harriet, Grant behind, Tom in front, kissing, both their hands all over her and her hands all over them, Harriet reaching back with one hand to hold on to Grant while her other touched Tom.

It didn't take long for it to get more heated, and Zach could see that all three of them were touching properly, both men with their hands on Harriet's breasts and between her legs, her with, he suspected, one cock in each hand. She whispered something to Tom that Zach couldn't hear and he climbed out of the pool, grabbing a pool towel from the side and laying it by the edge before sitting down on it.

Zach couldn't stop looking at Tom's erect cock as he sat there, clearly very aroused and ready... the anticipation, knowing that Harriet would be taking that cock somewhere inside her very soon, it drove Zach crazy. He started to slowly touch himself almost without thinking, so turned on to see what was going on.

"Grant," he heard her say quietly. "You do the same."

Soon both Grant and Tom were sat there, waiting, Harriet still in the pool looking up at them, her back to Zach. He watched, transfixed, as she reached both hands up and started to play with their cocks simultaneously, slowly teasing them while she looked between them.

"Which one of my bulls wants to go first?" she asked. "Or do I have to choose again?"

They both glanced at each other and just smiled, so Harriet shrugged and positioned herself between Grant's legs, looking up at him while her hand continued to play with Tom's cock. Zach didn't see the moment from where was watching, but soon Grant's cock was in her mouth and she was bobbing her head up and down while Grant leaned his head back, looking like he was thoroughly enjoying Harriet's efforts.

Grant reached his hand down to the back of her hair and she increased her pace, and then suddenly Grant tensed, his eyes closed, his muscles straining, and he came, hard from the look of it, Harriet keeping on going and, from the look of it, swallowing down his cum when he did.

She popped her head off and, wasting no time, moved to Tom. "Your turn," Zach heard her say, and then her head was bobbing up and down again. Tom was looking down at her smiling and used his hand to hold her hair. Zach moved around to get a better view and could see her lips sealed around his cock, could see her looking up into Tom's eyes as she pleasured him, and then from nowhere, as he saw her tongue go to work, he came in her mouth too and she swallowed it down.

Harriet backed away and swam over to Zach. "You ok?" she asked quietly when she reached him. That same brightness was in her eyes, but tempered it seemed by a genuine desire to check in with him, something he appreciated very much.

"Yeah, that was hot," he replied. He indicated with a nod of his head. "I think they might want to return the favour though..." Both men had slid back in to the pool and were waiting politely, looking like they didn't want to interrupt the moment of intimacy between husband and wife.

She turned to face them, and Tom said, "Your turn..."

"My turn?"

"Yeah, definitely," replied Grant.

"I guess I'd better see what my bulls want with me..." she joked and swam back over.

Grant kissed her, and Tom moved up behind her, soon enveloping Harriet in a tangle of arms and hands, touching her everywhere. Zach could see that she was flushed, her upper chest and neck getting redder, a clear sign of her arousal, and then Grant stepped back and lifted her hips so that she was floating horizontally, her head resting on Tom's shoulder as his hands freely stroked her breasts, toying with her rock hard nipples.

Meanwhile Grant put his shoulders under her thighs as she parted them, and she looked down at him as he positioned himself so that his head was between her legs. "May I?" he asked.

"Don't you dare not," she replied with a languid smile. "Don't you dare..."

When his tongue darted through her wet thatch of trimmed pubic hair she let out a gasp, and her back arched slightly. Grant looked like he'd learned from the night before what she liked and didn't, but he took his time, and Harriet was loving it, turning her head occasionally to steal a messy kiss from Tom but mainly just floating, letting the two men focus all of their attention on her.

Every now and then Harriet stole a glance over at Zach, who himself kept a neutral expression, thrilled to be watching his wife’s slowly building orgasm. He could see how her body reacted at various stages, how she tensed and gasped when Grant’s finger joined his tongue, how she leaned further back into Tom when his fingers toyed with her nipples, how her back arched and a shudder ran through her, beads of water running down her skin, when Grant sped up and then slowed down.

“Let’s move up on to dry land,” he heard Tom say, and the three of them got out of the pool and made their way to a sun bed where Grant lay back, Harriet lying back against him, wrapped up in his arms while Tom took his turn between her legs, kneeling on the floor and using his tongue to pleasure her.

He went slow, more measured than he had been the night before, and Harriet looked like she appreciated it, the two of them locking eyes while she stroked his hair languidly with one of her hands, and while Grant kissed and caressed her.

When her orgasm arrived, it had a different quality to Harriet’s usual reactions… slow building, a lot of quiet gasping and soft moans, and several times he thought that she’d peaked only for her to continue. He noticed that she was trembling, a sure sign, and then her moans got louder, her hands to her side gripping at the cushion of the sun lounger and finding no purchase, her back arched in that wonderful way that she had, and he knew that she was peaking.

The peak though seemed to last for ages, Tom prolonging it, slowing down then speeding up again, and when he thought she’d finished Zach was surprised to see a second, more intense peak crash through her, before she was pushing Tom’s head away and desperately kissing Grant before also kissing Tom when he moved to kneel next to her.

“You still with us?” asked Grant, laughing kindly.

“Barely…” whispered Harriet, looking over at Zach. “That was… something else.” She smiled weakly. “My bulls know what they’re doing…”

“Zach,” Tom called across the pool. “Do you mind if I leave her with Grant and get us all a drink?”

Zach appreciated that Tom had remembered the rule, both or neither, but in this context it wasn’t a problem. “Go for it.”

“What are you having?”

“Cold beer for me please,” replied Zach.

“Great, Harriet?”

“White wine. Open the new one that’s in the fridge, then put another in.”

Tom wandered off into the villa, leaving Harriet recovering in Grant’s arms and Zach, thoroughly enjoying the view, relaxing in the pool.

***

Funnily enough the three of them didn’t get up to much as the afternoon wore on, the late night, slight hangovers and tropical heat, not to mention the sex marathon of the night before, all dampening the physical activity.

It was fun, though. Zach joined the other three next to the pool when Tom came back with drinks, and they spent most of the afternoon hanging out, alternating between in and out of the water, chatting and joking around.

Harriet split her attention between all three men pretty much equally, sometimes cuddled up with Zach, sometimes cuddled up with Grant or Tom. Sometimes she’d be more intimate with one, sharing a sun lounger with Tom and starting to kiss him lazily, the two of them spending a few minutes making out but then slowing down and stopping to rejoin the conversation. Then next she might do the same in the pool with Grant.

She really seemed happy, as happy as he’d ever seen her, and Zach realised that it wasn’t purely about the physical sex that made this something that she seemed to find so enjoyable… it was the intimacy. This insane intimacy with these other men, and sharing that with Zach.

He watched her all the while and he felt so in love with her it almost hurt... but in the very best way.

***

As the sun started to dip towards the horizon later that afternoon and the heat started to leave the day, Harriet and her two temporary lovers found a last burst of energy, almost as if they all collectively realised that this was it, their final chance to test their boundaries. For Zach it was the one memory out of the whole encounter that stuck with him forever.

The hour before had seen the intensity between Harriet and the two of them gradually, almost imperceptibly ramp up, the conversation getting less and less, what talk there was more intimate, whispered and close, and the kissing, cuddling and touching getting more and more.

At several points Zach had thought it was about to develop into full blown sex again, but it hadn't... they'd been close, very close, and Zach had watched breathlessly as he saw one or other of their hard cocks rubbing intimately against Harriet's trimmed pubic hair, but never quite inside her, never quite taking the final step. As foreplay it was intense and incredibly intimate.

Harriet had a plan though, that much was clear. The three of them were lying there lazily, Harriet in the middle of the two on the day bed, on her side facing and kissing Tom while Grant was pressed up behind her, arms around her, caressing her intimately, when suddenly she upped the ante.

"I think we're nearly done..." she said to them both, then smiled. "Unfortunately... but can we do one more thing?"

"Of course," replied Grant.

"Anything," whispered Tom before kissing her again.

Zach paid attention closely when he heard that from his vantage point in the pool, curious what more she could have in mind.

"Tom had a turn at something particularly intimate last night," she said, looking at Tom, then rolling over to face Grant. "But I think it's only fair that Grant does too... I want to be fair to my bulls after all," she teased. "You've got one more time in you?" she asked them both.

Grant started to kiss her in response, his cock rapidly hardening again, as was Tom's who pressed up against her, stroking her and kissing her neck.

"Ok, you'd both better rubber up then," she said with a smile, sitting up. While the two men went to put on protection, Harriet looked over at Zach and mouthed, "Are you still ok?"

He smiled back and nodded, drawing a broad grin from Harriet. She held up her hand with one finger raised, and mouthed, "One more." Then she pointed at Zach. "Then you." And blew him a kiss. Zach couldn't help chuckling at that and gave her a thumbs up.

She turned back to the other two when they returned. "Ok, Tom, you need to lie down. Yep, just there." Harriet climbed on to him in a reverse cow girl position facing towards Zach, sliding down on to him easily, lubrication not a problem for her after all the slow foreplay that had happened that afternoon. She let out a shuddering sigh as she settled on to his cock, grinding herself slowly on him a few times with her eyes closed, then opened them again to look at Zach. Her face was transformed, the grin gone and replaced by something far hotter, something utterly carnal, as she focused yet again on her own pleasure.

After a minute or two of slowly rocking, she said to Grant, "Now you too. Be gentle though and plenty of lube. Go at my pace."

Zach watched Grant coat his cock with copious amounts of lube, almost too much, then also straddle Tom (to Zach's amusement Tom didn't know where to look, his view of Harriet's back and ass replaced by his friend's, presumably considerably less appealing), before pushing his cock against her ass hole. Moving round to one end of the pool, Zach could see the tip just slightly in, and then Harriet reached her hand behind and pulled him into her, letting out a sharp gasp as most of his length slid in.

For a few moments Zach watched her adjust to it, her eyes closed, concentrating, and wondered whether she might change her mind. But no, once she'd got used to it, he saw her eyes open and she started to grind, taking firm control of the pace, moving her hips in a sort of rolling motion, giving her pleasure but also sliding against both cocks in turn. He could see that she was taking control, fucking both men rather than the other way round, and he loved to see it. They were just passengers, along for her ride.

She kept the rolling motion steady, and Zach could see that she was focused on her pleasure, that of Grant and Tom being secondary. Not that they weren't enjoying... far from it, Zach could tell when he glanced over to see them both clearly building towards their own release. But Zach wasn't there to watch them, he was there to watch Harriet, and he was entranced by the look of focused pleasure consuming her, her eyes fixed on Zach who climbed out of the pool and went to sit on a sun lounger close by where he could see all three of them.

She let out an involuntary moan, her eyes closing momentarily, and a tremor rolled through her, Zach actually able to see it start near her chest and roll down to her legs. He'd never seen anything like that before, and it was so sexy, so hot, he just wanted to take her in his arms. Another louder moan, another tremor, and Zach realised that she was cumming already, slowly, but surely.

Harriet's eyes opened again, focusing back on Zach, and she reached out a hand to him. Without thinking he stood up and walked over, climbing on to the bed to kneel in front of her, taking her hand in his. She reached her other hand up as well and he supported her weight as she continued her rolling motion against Tom and Grant, her fingers interlocking with his.

Her eyes closed again and she moaned louder, then quickly again, and again, her grip on his hands tightened, and her body shook, the orgasm ripping through her, long and loud. Zach glanced at Grant over her shoulder, who gave him a quick smile before focusing back on what he was doing.

Through it all, Harriet kept on rolling her hips, and Zach knew that she wasn't stopping with one. She opened her eyes and smiled at Zach, then said, "Kiss me." He did so gladly, kissing her gently, moving with her motions as she controlled the pace still.

A few minutes later she dropped down to put her hands on the bed, and looking over her shoulder at Grant she said, "You can set the pace now." Zach saw the difference straight away, the motion changing as Grant started to slowly thrust into her ass, pushing her forward each time before she settled back. Tom was motionless beneath them, a passenger just along for the ride.

Then, she reached her hand to Zach's cock and said, "Come closer... I need you to take part now..." Zach moved closer and she put her head down to his cock, her tongue touching the tip before she took him in her mouth. For Zach it felt amazing, all the build-up of watching her last night and then throughout the day coming together, and she knew exactly what worked. The movements of her head were in time with Grant's thrusts into her from behind, which would have felt weird if Zach had stopped to think about it, but in the heat of the moment, knowing that she already had two cocks in her, just made it all the hotter.

When it built to a crescendo it happened fast. Harriet started to moan on to his cock, and he saw the tremors running through her again, her orgasm approaching like a freight train, and then beneath her Tom came suddenly, apparent through a sudden thrusting from him as he got close before he stopped. Grant started to thrust harder, and as he started to cum Harriet came too, her heavy breathing on his cock pushing Zach to cum a few seconds later, which Harriet swallowed down. They all stayed where they were for a little while, each recovering, though Harriet had pulled her head back and was looking up at Zach with a wide grin, one he couldn't help but return.

Finally, Grant pulled out slowly, Harriet climbed off Tom, and fell down on to the bed with Zach, kissing him hard and whispering, "I love you... I love you..." again and again. Zach wrapped his arms around her and held her tight, and she wrapped herself around him, and the world suddenly shrunk to just the two of them in their own bubble.

A few minutes later Zach looked up to see both Tom and Grant dressed again, standing awkwardly by the door to the villa. Harriet looked over and blushed. "Sorry," she said. "We got carried away."

Both laughed kindly. "You really don't need to apologise, that was one hell of a night," replied Grant. "And day."

"We'll get out of here, I think you two will want to catch up..." laughed Tom.

Harriet and Zach both climbed off the day bed, Harriet reaching for her dressing gown that had ended up discarded on the floor the night before and putting it back on, Zach walking over to the outdoor dining area and putting his shorts on. She looked at Zach, a question on her face, and he nodded, knowing what she was asking. She smiled back at him, grabbing his hand giving it a squeeze to say thanks.

She then walked over to the other two and stood in front of them. "Thank you for an amazing experience, you were both great," she said. She turned to Grant first, hugged him, and then kissed him on the lips. Grant was surprised at first, then kissed her back, only for a few seconds but long enough. She then leaned over and whispered something in his ear, something quite lengthy, too quietly for Zach and Tom to hear, then stepped back and looked at him. Grant smiled and nodded, and she smiled back.

Harriet then turned to Tom and did the same, her whispered message a little shorter but getting the same reaction. She then took both their hands, and said, "Thank you again," before stepping back to stand with Zach.

Zach said, "Let me show you out," and, after a slightly awkward bit of small talk while they put their shoes on, they all shook hands and he saw them out into the evening light.

When he walked back through to the living room Harriet was stood there, the dressing gown having mysteriously disappeared, naked as could be. She looked at him and said, "So... that was nice," referring to their in-joke that one or other always said after they'd had guests over and they'd finally left. A wide grin spread across her face.

Zach started laughing too. "Yeah, it was." Stood there, he could not possibly have loved her more. She looked tired, yes, dishevelled, certainly, particularly after the last hour or so, but more than anything she was glowing with happiness. She'd never had a good poker face, but there was no hiding that she was positively radiant. The night and day had been good to her.

He walked over and put his arms around her, holding her tight, and Harriet returned the hug, holding him like her life depended on it. After a few minutes he leaned back and asked, "Can you tell me what you whispered to each of them when they left?"

Harriet looked into his eyes and thought for a second. "Last night and today, I gave everything I have to both of them. Literally everything. And I shared all of it with you. All of it. You saw everything, every last thing that we did together. It was incredible but... " She paused while she searched for the right words. "...there's an intimacy from doing that. From being with someone else like that. There's... something, I don't know, an emotional connection like I found with Ben. And what I said to each of them, I need to be just between me and them. Everything else is ours, but just give me that private whisper. Please."

Zach considered for a moment. He understood and could appreciate that giving your body to someone else so freely was not just a physical thing, it was an emotional thing as well. "Ok... I can live with that. I think I understand." He smiled. "It was crazy. We're going to need to talk about it all at some point."

She smiled too. "It was, wasn't it? But let's not talk about it now. Maybe tomorrow?" After a moment she continued. "I've not forgotten my promise to you earlier..."

"You must be shattered though. I'm ok if we defer it for you to get some rest."

"Defer it?" Harriet grinned. "You don't get off that easy... I've got at least one more go in me yet, and I've been waiting to be with you all day."

"You're sure?"

"Certain." She paused and a shy smile crossed her face. "I was very fair with Grant and Tom earlier, giving both of them a turn at something. I think it only fair that you get your turn now..."

"My turn?"

She nodded, teasing now, acting very earnest. "Yes. There's something you and I haven't done in bed for a long time. Not just with your tongue. And we've got most of a bottle of lube left that it would be a terrible shame to throw in the bin..."

"You mean..." He lowered his voice to a whisper. "Anal?"

Harriet laughed. "Well, if you want to be crude about it, yes, you could call it that. It turns out that I might have grown to love it in my old age. Are you coming?" she continued, holding out her hand. 


Chapter 9

They finally succumbed to much needed sleep a couple of hours later, but not before several rounds of passionate, caring, sensual, love making. When they finally slept, it was wrapped in each other's arms, whispering how much they loved each other.

The next day they didn't move far from the villa, spending most of it either making love, or building up to make love, or recovering from making love. They were like newlyweds again, their depth of feeling for each other after the night before so incredible, their bond so tight, it put even what had happened after Ben in the shade.

What they didn't do was talk about it yet, not because either didn't want to, or because one wanted to and the other didn't, but simply because they both had a lot to process, the experience so intense for both of them that that next day was almost dreamlike.

The day after that, though, they both ventured back out into the world. The resort was quieter than a few days before, the weekend visitors having slunk back to their real lives, hungover but most likely happy despite that. They went to the beach, had lunch out, and made the most of it.

Late afternoon, as the sun started to dip towards the horizon, they found a bar which, by pure chance, happened to be the same bar at which they'd first met Tom and Grant what seemed longer than seventy two hours before.

It was much quieter, although still with a decent buzz, and as they got their beers Zach indicated the table that they'd sat at that night. "Same table again?" he asked with a cheeky smile.

Harriet laughed. "Maybe best not too... how about over here?" She'd seen a much better table, right on the beach with a great view. That was the first time that either of them had referred to that night and day, even tangentially, since they'd gone to sleep at the end of it.

As they sat back, Harriet said, "We should really talk about what happened."

"We should," replied Zach. "But I don't have a clue where to start. Do you?"

Harriet smiled at him and reached out to take his hand. "We can start anywhere... let me kick it off. How do you feel about it now?"

And with that starter, they were off. The floodgates opened and they talked and talked, long after sun had set and the sky had grown dark, beer after beer going down nicely as they worked through the experience with Grant and Tom.

Their general consensus was firmly that it had, genuinely, been an amazing experience, one they'd both enjoyed. But at the same time there were a few things that they realised could have gone south pretty quickly.

"The best decision we made," said Zach, "and I say we, but I really mean you, was not to invite just Grant back. Watching you with both of them so focused on your needs... that was something else. And I loved how you consciously involved me so often, and checked in with me. That was a big improvement on the times with Ben." He paused. “No, improvement is the wrong word… even better than what we’ve done so far with Ben… that’s a better way to phrase it.”

Harriet smiled. "I have my moments of wisdom..."

"That you do... I think where it risked getting weird was that bit with you and Tom. When he was on top of you. You know which part I mean?"

"Yeah, I do. I need to confess something here." Zach looked at her slightly concerned but said nothing and Harriet continued. "The whole rest of the time, I was always conscious that there were four of us there, and that you were as much a part of it as me. Except then. I'm sorry, I have to be honest, right then, it was just me and him. For those few minutes, I wanted just him. I've thought about it loads since, and it doesn't sit right. That never happened with Ben, this was different."

"That's ok, don't worry about it. It’s all part of them being realistic love rivals that makes it so good for me to watch."

"Really?"

"Yes, really. It's human nature, it's what made that part so hot was how much you were into it, and you shouldn't feel guilty for what, I suspect from your reaction, was the best few minutes of sex you've ever had?"

She laughed kindly. "It wouldn't even make you and my top ten."

"Really?" Zach was surprised. "Seriously? Because you've never responded to me like that."

"It was 100% the context, that was all. I knew that you'd think it was hot watching it, that's why I told them not to hold back, and when he whispered to me that he was going to 'fuck me hard and fast, make me scream' while he was poised, teasing me, well... it was the context. All I wanted at that moment was for him to do exactly that. As chat goes he timed it perfectly."

"That's what he whispered?"

"Yeah. But don't get any ideas... in any other situation that would have been a crap shag with a clueless man trying to talk dirty and going too fast. It only worked because you were watching, and because of all the foreplay right before it. That was all. I was turned on as hell at that point, and anything could have got that reaction, it just happened to be him saying the perfect thing at the perfect moment." She paused. "Sex with you is literally a hundred times better than with either of them. Literally. It was only a great night because you were there enjoying it with me, otherwise it would have been terrible."

Zach was surprised but also pleased to hear that. He hadn't expected beforehand the level of emotional involvement throughout between him and Harriet, but he appreciated how Harriet had learned from their experience with Ben to bring Zach into it more, to make him more involved. In his head, he'd watch her, it would be hot, and then they'd dine out on it for a few weeks after just like with Ben. He hadn't realised that she would make him feel so much part of it, and that her enjoyment or otherwise would be so inextricably linked to his. In hindsight, it seemed obvious, but then in hindsight most things do.

Changing the subject slightly, Zach smiled and said, teasingly, "Did you count how many condoms were left in the box?"

She looked at him with her eyes narrowed, starting to blush. "Did you?"

"I did... do you want to know?"

"Not really... but kind of yes?"

"Let's do higher or lower."

"Ok... how many were used?" she replied, and Zach nodded. "Four?"

Zach started laughing. "You used four just with when you, you know, invited them both to have fun. Definitely higher."

Harriet was blushing heavily now, but also smiling. "Ok... eight? That seems too many though. I didn't have sex eight times."

"You're right, you didn't have sex eight times..." he teased. "Higher."

"No way... higher than eight?" Zach nodded, and Harriet thought for a moment. "Ok, it can't be more than ten?"

Zach looked at her for a moment, building the tension. "Higher."

"No, it can't be." She lowered her voice to a whisper. "You're saying I had sex more than ten times with them? Really?"

"Yep. And remember I was watching, so I've got a pretty good count."

"Ok... twelve?"

"Bingo... twelve."

She sat back in her chair shaking her head, but Zach could see in her eyes that she was secretly enjoying the thought, possibly replaying some of it in her head. Certainly, she had that look, the look he'd seen a lot the other night, the bright eyes that told him he probably wasn't getting an early night when they got back to the villa later.

"I'm such a slut, aren't I?" she said, laughing and not really meaning it.

"Well, a little I guess," he replied, playing along. "But the very best kind... I'm pretty sure it doesn't count anyway when your husband is watching."

Harriet sat back and thought. "But you watched me have sex twelve times?! I'm slightly staggered."

"And I enjoyed every single time. I mean strictly speaking you had sex ten times, I reckon it only counts as once when you've got two men in you at once... but then if you count the blowjobs and the hand jobs and them going down on you, I think we'd have to call it maybe twenty?"

"Twenty!" Harriet was laughing. "I was busy." She leaned over to whisper in Zach's ear. "How about you and I leave these drinks and head back? Remembering what we got up to is giving me some ideas." She looked dramatically around the bar. "And I don't see any hot, younger American bulls to take care of me, so you'll just have to do..."

***

They headed straight back to the villa, and when they got through the front door they were all over each other, kissing hungrily as they stumbled through to the living room, when Harriet stopped him and said, "Wait, there's something that's been put under the door."

She walked over to take a look and there was a single sheet of paper, folded over, with 'Harriet and Zach' written on the front. Harriet unfolded it and her eyes widened as she looked at the short note written on the paper, before breaking into a broad smile, her eyes shining, and handed it to Zach.

"What is it?" he asked, scanning the paper quickly.

"It's from Grant and Tom. Giving us their phone numbers. In case we want a repeat back in Oz."

Zach looked at Harriet and could see the excitement in her eyes. He felt his own heart beat a little faster at the thought that something like that could happen again.

"What should we do with it?" he asked, genuinely unsure.

"I'm going to do nothing with it." Zach looked perplexed and Harriet continued. "No way could I be the instigator if we did ever do that again. It would have to be you. But if you want to put their numbers in your phone, you know, just in case, well..."

Zach thought for a few moments, then looked at Harriet. "You'd like to try that again?"

She smiled and looked a little flushed again. "Well... what do you think?"

"I think I'd maybe like that. Not on this holiday, but it was so good I'd hate to think we'd never at least try. What do you think?"

"Exactly the same. Not for a while, but we should be open to it. Maybe them, maybe someone else." Harriet came over to him and kissed him. "Why don't you make a note of their numbers. You know, just in case?"

Zach smiled and nodded at her. "Building out your herd of bulls to act out your most secret fantasies?" he teased. "Ok. Just in case..."
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