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Prologue


Zach leaned back against the wall of the board room, loosening his bow tie and taking off his black dinner jacket to get comfortable… reminding himself that he needed to breathe still, needed to stay relaxed, despite what he suspected was about to unfold in front of him.

Through the floor to ceiling windows along the opposite wall, high above the darkened Sydney streets down below, he could see the famous sights lit up, the Harbour Bridge, the Opera House, and an array of boats still ferrying passengers up and down at this late hour.

Between him and the windows, the board room table, an expanse of expensive wood, built to impress, a room that he rarely got to see… except tonight, when it was deserted, no one else around.

The handle turned on the door near where he was stood, and along with a sudden increase in the volume of music from the other end of the floor in spilled Harriet… his wife Harriet, his beautiful, amazing wife Harriet, looking incredible in her long, flowing, sparkling golden ball gown, backless and seemingly held up by little more than willpower and a thin cord tied around the back of her neck, high heels to match, her hair worn elegantly down.

Harriet wasn’t alone. Behind her, holding her hand, was Him. Tall, handsome, powerfully built, rugged in His own dinner jacket, she’d had eyes only for Him for the last few hours at Zach’s work winter ball and Him for her, and as He followed her into the room they didn’t even stop to notice Zach, all over each other the moment that He locked the door behind them.

Zach watched, enthralled, as they kissed, deeply, passionately, tongues playing against each other while their hands roamed freely. This was hours of sexual tension distilled into moments, and their hunger for each other seemed insatiable.

It didn’t take long, not long at all, for Him to back Harriet against the table, reaching His hand down and lifting her dress, revealing her long, tanned legs. She reached for his belt and undid His trousers, and Zach took a deep breath as she took His large, erect cock in her hand.

Within moments He’d pressed closer and, though Zach couldn’t see it all from where he was stood, He was soon inside her, starting to thrust as Harriet wrapped her arms and legs around Him, alternating between kissing Him frantically and crying out in pleasure.

Zach, meanwhile, might as well have been invisible for all of the attention that they were paying him... a silent spectator and nothing more.

Harriet was absolutely loving it, that much was clear… loving it more than he’d ever seen her love sex before, in fact, and he was surprised that her orgasm was taking so long to hit, her arousal so clear and obvious.

But yet… He pulled out and leaned to whisper in her ear. She nodded, biting her lip, then turned around, looking back over her shoulder as He lifted her dress from behind and roughly pulled her lingerie down to her knees, pushing her firmly down so that she was bent over the table before positioning His cock and sliding back into her.

Harriet’s hands were bracing herself on the table, her legs tensed, her high heels raising her up so that she was the perfect height for Him, and the noises she made as He started to thrust into her again, hard, were the most carnal, animalistic noises that Zach had ever heard… expressions of pure, unadulterated pleasure, as if Harriet’s new state was a permanent orgasm, never ending.

That was when Zach realised... Harriet was watching him in the reflection in the window, even as pleasure consumed her. When she saw that he'd noticed, a smile played across her features... not an embarrassed or guilty smile, but one of pure joy, almost wonder, a smiled that seemed to say 'Can you believe this? Isn't this incredible?'

Then He thrust into her again and her expression melted into ecstasy, but even as she cried out in pleasure that smile lingered, and her gaze never left Zach's in the reflection.

He reached up to untie the cord around her neck, pushing her hair out of the way, and the dress loosened and slipped down, Harriet's breasts tumbling free... beautifully proportioned, pale as cream, the tan lines from her bikini creating a stunning contrast with her bronzed skin, her nipples hard. Now she was gloriously exposed, almost naked save for her high heels and the bunched fabric of her dress around her waist like a golden belt.

His hands quickly covered her breasts, rough and demanding as He squeezed and played with her, His fingers finding her hard nipples and working them mercilessly until Harriet was writhing at His commanding touch, all while he continued to thrust into her from behind.

And then it hit… He started to moan too and suddenly the orgasm crashed through them both, shuddering in its intensity, Harriet arching backwards to press her back into His chest before He pushed her back down, both climaxing for what seemed like for ever, the sort of sex that most people can only dream of.

As the orgasm rocked through her, Harriet's eyes never left Zach's, her face as she came a picture of staggering, unbridled pleasure and breath-taking beauty. And she smiled again at him in the reflection... slowly, deliberately, not embarrassed or guilty, but radiant with satisfaction and something that looked almost like pride.

Fuck me, Zach thought, his heart pounding as he watched his wife writhing in pleasure at the touch of another man… that is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.


Sydney


Chapter 1


Amazing how things can turn out, Zach often thought to himself afterwards. That small, innocuous comment, a bit of light hearted fun in the moment, forgotten not long afterwards ninety nine times out of a hundred. But that one time, well... that one time can snowball into something extraordinary.

One sunny Sydney winter's morning Zach stirred and hit snooze on the alarm clock, instinctively cuddling up to the naked body of his wife Harriet under the covers as he desperately tried to eke out a few more minutes in bed before their days began.

"Morning beautiful," he whispered to her, kissing her gently as he felt her naked chest push closer to his bare torso, her smooth leg rub against his.

"Morning to you too," she whispered back, reaching over to stroke his cheek. "Sleep well?"

He couldn’t keep the smile out of his voice. "When you let me..." he replied.

"When you let me, more like," she laughed back. "What time do you need to be in?"

Zach worked for one of the large multinational strategy consultancies and often had to spend time at client sites, but today was a rarity, a day in the office with no meetings until the afternoon. "Not an early one for a change. I figured I might go to the gym first."

Harriet smiled lazily. "Or just stay here with me..." One of the perks of working as a doctor at one of the big hospitals in Sydney was being lucky enough to have no shift that day, so her day was looking very different to Zach's.

"Don't tempt me," he replied, leaning in to kiss her. They lay there quietly, contently together for a few more minutes, then Zach said, "I had a dream last night..."

"Oh yes...?"

"About you."

He could see from Harriet's knowing smile that she reckoned she knew precisely what sort of dream it had been. "What were we doing?"

"We weren't doing anything... you were. At my work winter ball."

"The one last week? Just me?"

Zach paused. "Not just you... you and someone else." He was smiling as he said it. "You want to know?"

She smiled and kissed him. "So long as the other woman was stunningly beautiful and incredible in bed too, you can tell me."

"It wasn't a woman..." Harriet raised an eyebrow at that, so Zach continued. "It was you and a guy, good looking, muscular, rugged in a dinner jacket but not looking like he belonged, and he was... well... you were under him, then he was behind you, and you were... you know... on the boardroom table…"

"I was what?" she whispered back, kissing Zach on the lips briefly.

"You were enjoying it. A lot. Really a lot. And I was there, in the boardroom, but only watching."

Harriet smiled and kissed him briefly again. "Was it hot?"

"Kind of..."

"Kind of?" Harriet reached her hand down to touch Zach's cock and gave him a grin that said she didn't believe him as she grazed her fingertips along his hard length. She wrapped her hand around it and gave it a little squeeze. "Feels like more than kind of..." she said smiling again.

Zach sighed as she kept her hand there. "Maybe more than kind of."

"Did I... you know... complete my enjoyment?"

"You did... loudly."

Harriet started to move her hand slowly backwards and forwards, drawing a little twitch from Zach. She leaned over him and kissed him, more passionately this time, before she asked, "It turned you on, watching me with him?"

"A little..." he whispered between kisses.

"Just a little?"

"Ok, a lot. Watching you and him was hot as hell."

"Right answer..." whispered Harriet, as she sat up, tied back her long, dark blonde hair, and then kissed her way down his chest and further.

Just before taking his cock in her mouth she looked up at him and said, with a teasing smile, "We can't have a good looking old man like you going to work surrounded by all those beautiful, ambitious twenty-somethings with MBAs without doing something about this first, can we?"

"Old? We're barely 30 and your birthday comes before mine!"

"Exactly..."

As she took him in her mouth, Zach closed his eyes and imagined it wasn't him that she was pleasuring, but instead the guy from the dream with him watching. Not a fantasy he'd ever had before, but it turned him on like nothing had in a long time.

It was a good start to the day.

***

And that would have been that. Just a silly, yet hot, dream, some fun between them but soon forgotten.

Except for Zach making a joke about it that weekend.

They'd been at a friend's birthday party, and Zach had looked over at one point to see Harriet talking to a guy. Nothing sinister, nothing in their body language to suggest anything untoward, just talking.

But... the guy was almost the spitting image of the man from his dream. He didn't know him, had never seen him before, but there he was. Tall, tanned, muscular, clearly in great shape under his tight t-shirt, Zach really wasn't into men at all, never had been, but he could tell that this guy was very good looking. He had the look of a surfer, the right muscles in the right places.

But the thing that made his heart beat a little faster, made his breath catch in his throat, made his cock start to harden, was the contrast between the guy and Harriet.

Him, tall, strong, handsome, powerful. Harriet in contrast slim, beautiful, tanned, her hair tied back and wearing a black mini dress that left very little of her stunning figure to the imagination. The image had come into his head of the two of them, stumbling through the door of a hotel room, clothes flying off, then him on top of her, fucking Harriet hard while she screamed in pleasure... that image had entered his head and refused to leave.

More than that, though, Zach had realised he didn't even want that image to leave.

As they were walking home hand in hand, long after midnight, neither anywhere close to sober and their tongues loosened as a result, Zach said in a jokey way, "That guy you were talking to, the surfer looking one... I reckon he was into you!" He was laughing as he said it, clearly not being serious.

"Well... I was tempted," Harriet teased back, giving Zach's hand a squeeze to reassure him at the same time. "Head back to his place in Bondi, let him do what he wants to me..."

Zach smiled. "He looked like the guy in my dream."

"Your dream?" asked Harriet, looking confused.

"Yeah, you know... the dream I had. You and the other man. He looked like him."

He saw Harriet blush. "Really? I'm glad you didn't tell me when we were there! I'd have been embarrassed."

They walked on for a couple of minutes in silence, then Harriet said. "He looked just like him?"

"A lot like him."

She looked at him and he felt himself blushing too. Laughing, she said, "You imagined me and him, didn't you? While I was talking to him?"

"Maybe a little..."

"You imagined me in bed with him?" she teased. "Him doing things to me? Or was it me doing things to him?" He just blushed more. She leaned into him and kissed him on the cheek. "Don't worry, I wouldn't do that."

Zach smiled at that. "I know you wouldn't... it was hot to imagine though."

Harriet just looked back at him with an impossible to read expression, a hint of a smile on her lips and a narrowing of her eyes giving nothing away.

Soon they were back at their apartment, and Harriet put her arms around Zach, kissing him. "Are you coming to bed?" she asked, with a look that told Zach that sleep wasn't on her agenda any time soon.

"When you ask in your politest English accent and wearing that dress, definitely."

They soon found themselves on their bed, clothes strewn everywhere, naked, kissing and touching each other in a way that was so familiar after ten years together.

As it got more heated, Zach kissed down to Harriet's neck, then lower, kissing over her breasts and using his tongue on her nipples. She let out an involuntary sigh of pleasure as he did so, her hand running through his hair.

He started to kiss lower still, over her toned abdomen, and then moved himself down between her legs, planting kisses down her inner thighs, before finally slipping his tongue through her closely trimmed pubic hair, touching her, drawing another sigh of pleasure.

Lifting his head slightly, Zach said to Harriet, "Let's do something different."

"So long as you don't stop," she replied quickly, breathlessly, looking down at him, "I'll do anything you want."

He smiled up at her. "Talk to me. Tell me a story. I'm sat in the corner and watching you and the guy from the party. Tell me what I see."

There was a pause of a few seconds that turned into a few seconds more, then even longer. For all that time Harriet was looking Zach in the eye, and he thought that he'd blown it, taken it a step too far and killed the mood.

But then she smiled, closed her eyes, and said, "His apartment is next to the ocean, we're in his bedroom with doors to a balcony wide open, the noise of the surf coming from outside. The only light is from outside, moonlight from a full moon. His bed is a large double, white cotton sheets, against the wall opposite the balcony doors. You're sat in an arm chair in the corner..."

Harriet tailed off as Zach put his tongue back between her legs, letting out a soft moan as he touched her in just the right spot.

"You're naked except for your boxer shorts, allowed to watch, but not to join in." Another soft moan. "He leads me in by the hand and over to the bed, where he pulls off his t-shirt. Beneath it he has a toned, muscular body. A surfer's body. I run my hands across his chest, feeling the muscles, while I look up into his eyes."

Zach could feel himself getting hard, very hard, already. Just Harriet playing the game was a huge turn on, let alone what she was describing. Without realising he reached a hand down and started to play with his cock, slowly, enjoying the feel as his wife talked and he continued to slowly pleasure her with his tongue.

"He puts his hand under my chin, tilts my head up, and then after a moment he kisses me, passionately." She sighed softly as Zach's tongue slipped across her clitoris. "His hands move down to my ass, grabbing hold, and he picks me up, holds me against him. I can feel his chest against mine through my dress, and I wrap my legs around him."

Zach started to move his hand up and down more purposefully, not quite able to believe what he was hearing from Harriet, words he'd never heard her say before, and all the more turned on for it. He could tell that she was enjoying it too, the slickness between her legs and the slight shudders running through her evidence of her own arousal.

"He throws me down on to the bed, and I glance over to you to see you holding your cock, watching us. But then he turns my head back to look at him, gently but purposefully, and with little effort he pulls my dress down roughly. I lift my hips so that he can pull it off and it comes free, him throwing it on the floor."

Harriet moaned again, and then a second time. "Slower..." she whispered to Zach, before she continued. "He looks at me hungrily as he undoes his jeans and drops them to the floor with his underwear. His hard penis springs free, big and erect. I can see he wants me badly. Really badly. I grab for it, wanting to put my lips around it, but he won’t let me…”

A long, shuddering moan rolled through her. "He climbs on to the bed and, without hesitating, rips off my underwear… he doesn’t pull it off, he rips it to shreds… leaving me naked under him. My legs are parted, and he slides hard into me, making me cry out in pleasure." She accompanied that with another genuine half moan, half sigh.

"Come up here," she whispered, urgently. "Lie down."

Zach did as he was told, and as soon as he lay down Harriet straddled his cock and easily slid down onto him.

"You want me to continue?" she asked smiling, her cheeks flushed, her delivery breathless, as she started to grind against him, Zach matching her pace with his own hip movements.

"Yes, if you do?" Zach hadn't realised just how much he would enjoy this, but he was so turned on he didn't want it to stop.

Harriet sighed again and closed her eyes. "Very much... he starts to slide into me, not hard but firmly, and I wrap my arms and legs around him, holding on. One of my hands grabs his tight ass, pulling him into me. He fucks me, that's the only word for it. I look over and you're touching yourself, watching the two of us, our eyes make contact before he kisses me and I turn my head back to face him." As she said this, she opened her eyes and looked down into Zach's eyes, a little smile on her face, before she closed them again. Zach moved his hands from her hips to hold her breasts, adding to her stimulation.

"Oh god..." she said involuntarily, "I'm getting close..." She let out a long gasp. "He pulls out and turns me over, on to my front, and pulls me onto my knees, then slides his big hard cock into me again..." A long, shuddering moan from Harriet, and Zach felt close himself, very close. They both increased the pace, in rhythm with each other.

"And then..." A loud moan. "I lift my head to look at you... And then he cums in me, and I try not to cum, wanting to save myself for you, but I can't help myself, he's too good, looking into your eyes all the time..." Her orgasm rocked through Harriet in real life, her moans turning to cries of pleasure, and seconds later Zach came too, holding on to Harriet's hips as he thrust into her.

For a few moments there was silence, as they gently ground into each other still, then Harriet opened her eyes and fell down on top of Zach, kissing him and stroking him, her hair having come loose cascading down around her head, while he wrapped his arms around her.

"That was ok?" she asked him quietly. "I didn't go too far?"

He smiled. "It was perfect... that was so hot. Did you enjoy it?"

"Surprisingly... yes. You don't mind that I was imagining him doing that to me?" Zach shook his head and she smiled back. "We should do that again."

"I'd like that. Just the two of us though... not in real life?"

She laughed. "Just the two of us... of course." She paused. "I love you so much."

"I love you too."


Chapter 2


Over the months that followed life went on as normal. They worked, they socialised, they planned their big holiday for the year to Bali.

Sometimes, not always but relatively often and usually when far from sober, they repeated what they'd done after the party that time, both Harriet and Zach telling each other what she would do with another guy while Zach watched.

The guy changed, they both realised it wouldn't be healthy to fantasise together about the same one each time, often someone that Harriet had been talking to that evening. Indeed, it got to the point where the two of them would spot someone out in a bar or club or at a party and Harriet would go to talk and flirt with them, just to give fuel to their fantasy later that night… they even had a name for it, grabbing a ‘night cap’, their own secret code for fuelling their shared fantasy.

They tried a few combinations, some that worked, some that didn't. Playing the 'night cap' game with roles reversed, Zach talking to another woman, lasted roughly two minutes before she put an end to it. Harriet playing the game flirting with another woman then them both fantasising about her taking that woman home had a lot more going for it, in fact Zach could tell from how she reacted that it worked for her more than she cared to admit, but they kept it as a one off. And imagining that it was more than one guy, that Zach watched while Harriet slept with two or even three guys at once, well that worked very well for both of them, though Zach drew the line when she imagined him getting involved too.

But all in all, they'd discovered a fantasy that they could share, something harmless so long as it stayed as just that, something that added a bit of edge to their already great sex life and that they both enjoyed.

At least, that was what they thought.

***

Dinner had been nice. A seafood restaurant on a Friday night that came highly recommended by friends, great food, nice wine, and of course best of all, the most perfect company… it was dinners like this that reminded Zach quite how much he loved Harriet, and quite how lucky he was to have her.

As Harriet talked about her work while they finished their drinks and paid the bill, Zach drank the sight of her in… so stunningly beautiful, that night she was wearing a little black dress that hugged her slim frame, the neckline cut in a V that showed enough of her chest to make Zach desperate to get her home later, her bare arms tanned and toned. She wore a favourite necklace, several earrings studding both ears, and her long dark blonde hair was worn down but styled… she looked incredible.

“What?” asked Harriet, grinning, and Zach realised that she’d been silent for a few seconds while he just stared. “Have I got some food on my face?” She exaggeratedly dabbed at her mouth.

Zach laughed. “No, not at all.” He paused. “Just enjoying looking at you…”

Harriet blushed and reached out to take his hand, giving it an affectionate squeeze. “The view’s not bad from here either.” Zach saw her narrow her eyes slightly, a little smile playing across her lips. “How about a little night cap?”

Zach raised his eyebrows. “As in a night cap night cap?”

“Yeah… why not? Then I can tell you a story when we get home after.”

Zach grinned. Absolutely he wanted to do that… it felt weird still that it did it for him, and even more so that it seemed to do it for Harriet too, but he wasn’t going to overanalyse. Finding something super-hot like that to share as a couple was a good thing, without a doubt.

Half an hour later they were stood near the bar of a new cocktail place a couple of minutes’ walk from their flat, and the place was buzzing, music loud and cool but not too loud to stop you hearing each other, the drinks strong, the crowd trendy and beautiful but not too much so, a mix of the after work groups who’d turned an evening into a night and people who’d been home and got dressed up.

Zach took a long drink from his cocktail and felt the alcohol hit him. “Wow…” He grinned. “That had a kick!”

Harriet looked back at him while she took a sip through her straw. “Not cheap here but you get value for money on the drinks, that’s for sure.” She turned her head and looked around the bar. “So… anyone you think I should get talking to?”

“A few… you?”

“A few… but I’m going to be telling you a story when we get back, so it’s only fair it’s your choice.” She smiled. “But please not like that arsehole from last time.”

Zach laughed. They’d chosen an insanely good looking man for Harriet to get chatting to last time, but it turned out he had the ego to match. Within about five minutes Harriet had pretended she was going to buy them both a drink and had then fled the bar, Zach following behind… her and Zach’s fun that night had relied much more an on imagined partner than a real person.

“I’ve noticed that guy over there looking your way a few times,” he replied, indicating a tall, well built, good looking man who must have been in his mid-twenties, stood talking to a couple of other men. Definitely part of the night out rather than after work drinks crowd, and Zach knew that Harriet had a thing for men in great shape who easily topped six foot… in fact that was Zach’s main motivation to go the gym regularly, and this particular man ticked that box easily.

If he was being honest with himself that was his type for this sort of fun too… a man who contrasted physically with Harriet’s own five foot nine, slim frame, and also a man who he could, weirdly, fantasise as being a realistic love rival, someone that he could readily imagine Harriet being in a relationship with in a parallel universe.

He’d realised that it was the thrill of the plausibility that made the fantasy so hot, that background threat to his own status, the feeling that it could be with a man who could give her more than he could, could take his place… could claim Harriet for himself and her give herself willingly to him. Zach felt his cheeks flush as he thought about it, his cock hardening in response.

Harriet looked at him and grinned. “You’re imagining me and him, aren’t you?”

“A little…” Zach replied sheepishly.

“Ok… he’s my type, certainly. You want to make yourself scarce?” Zach nodded and Harriet slipped off her wedding and engagement rings. “Time to play the single woman in need,” she teased with a smile. “Keep these safe.”

As she turned, an idea sprang into Zach’s head and before he could think about it he said, “Wait… one thing.”

Harriet turned back and looked at him. “You’ve gone even redder,” she said with a laugh. “I’d love to know what you’re imagining.”

“It’s not that… it’s that…” Zach trailed off, trying to work out how to put his idea into words.

“Go on…” replied Harriet.

“Well… what if…” He took a deep breath. “This is probably the alcohol talking, but what if you didn’t just chat to him?”

Harriet stood looking at him, and Zach wondered if he’d gone too far, her expression impossible to read.

Finally, she said, “You mean carry out our fantasy for real?”

“No… not that… at least not all of that…” Zach could feel himself struggling to articulate. “I don’t mean we go home with him.”

“So…?” Harriet looked sceptical, but had a playful glint in her eye that made Zach wonder if she was already several steps ahead of him. “You mean let him buy me a drink?” He realised she was toying with him.

Zach smiled and took a deep breath. “I mean… if you two get on well, what if you let it develop naturally? Within the confines of the bar I mean.”

“Develop naturally… physically?” Harriet replied, eyebrows raised to emphasise her scepticism, but more scepticism of whether he really wanted it rather than of the idea itself, he thought.

“Maybe…?”

She looked at him for several long seconds. “You’re cute when you get shy, you know that?” She paused and went serious. “You’re sure?”

“If you are, I mean? This is probably the alcohol talking…”

“Thank you,” she teased. “For permission to only do something if I want to…”

“That’s not what I meant…” Zach trailed off when he saw Harriet’s smile.

“Ok…” she replied, giving his hand a squeeze and then winking. “This is probably the alcohol talking too, but fuck it…” Harriet grinned again and downed the rest of her drink. “YOLO… make sure you stay where you can see me. This is not something I do alone.”

Zach watched as Harriet walked off, admiring her figure with her high heels adding a couple of inches to her height and making her already fabulous legs look like they went on for ever, confident that she could have her pick of any man the way she looked that night, and thinking yet again quite how stunning she was and how much he loved her.

***

Ten minutes later and Harriet had taken no time at all to get talking to the man they’d spotted and his friends. Zach suppressed a smile when she used an old trick to get into their conversation without seeming desperate, asking them if she could check for her coat or bag or whatever it was this time near where they were standing and then playing hard to get, making them be the ones to try to start a conversation, acting as if she needed to leave, then seeming as if their wit was dragging her back in.

Before long she’d let them buy her a drink, what looked like a tequila shot each and then she nursed a cocktail while she focused her chat on the one man. Doug, Zach decided… I’m going to think of this one as Doug. He found it helped him to assign a name, even if it was nonsense, and the times they’d done the night cap before he and Harriet had both used whatever name he came up with in their shared fantasising later on.

‘Doug’ and Harriet seemed to be getting on very well, some heavy two-way flirting apparent and Harriet pulling out all the stops with her body language, little touches of the arm, laughing at his jokes, pushing her hair back, listening wide eyed and biting her lip at one point before putting on a convincing display of astonishment at whatever punchline he came up with. When she turned it on she could flirt with the best of them and Zach found himself more than a little aroused to see his wife coming on so strongly to this stranger. This was no normal night cap, that was clear.

A few minutes later Zach saw Doug lean in and say something into Harriet’s ear, then lean back and look at her closely. She smiled and nodded back, then he took her hand and started to lead her towards the back of the bar.

They were heading out of sight so Zach followed, drink in hand, and saw them head through a doorway out back that led to a packed dancefloor, much louder music than in the main bar, much darker lighting, the baseline pumping.

He kept at a distance, taking his time, not wanting to cramp Harriet’s style, although when he got into the room and perched next to the dancefloor he couldn’t see her anywhere. Panicking for a minute, wondering if Harriet had been led somewhere else, he was relieved to eventually see her dancing with Doug but scanning the room while she did so, flashing him a smile and an inquisitive look when she saw him while Doug wasn’t looking.

Relieved, Zach wanted to see where this was going, already far more than the previous times they’d done their night cap. He smiled back and nodded, granting the permission that she’d been asking for with her eyes, although what precisely he was giving permission for he wasn’t sure… and he didn’t care either, now that their fantasy was getting that little bit more real he realised that he was enjoying it. He could also tell from the way that Harriet had smiled at him that she was having fun too.

He watched as they danced together. Harriet was a pretty good dancer and, if he was being honest, so it turned out was Doug. As they moved in time to the music he watched them get closer, eyes only for each other at that point, Zach realising he was on the periphery for now and enjoying it, tapping in to whatever it was that made this particular fantasy so hot for him.

He saw Doug’s hand settle on Harriet’s hip, saw Harriet notice but not move away, in fact quite the opposite, move closer, saw her hand resting on Doug’s chest, resting lightly, saw they were inches apart now, looking intently in each other’s eyes. Harriet’s lips were slightly parted and Zach felt a thrill of arousal to recognise that look but watching her doing that with another man.

The song reached a crescendo and the lights dropped to nearly nothing, the crowd on the dancefloor going wild, and then when the strobes kicked in he saw it, felt his cock rapidly harden at what was happening… while the lights were out the gap had closed, and in the stutter of the strobe he saw them kissing.

His wife…

Harriet…

Kissing another man…

And Zach absolutely loved it. She wasn’t holding back, he could see her tongue playing against Doug’s, saw his hands tighten on her waist, saw her hands on his back… it was incredible, he wanted her so desperately right then, not out of jealousy or some need to claim his woman, simply out of desire for her. She was so perfect.

After a couple of minutes they broke off and started to dance some more, this time much more intimately, much more suggestively. There was body contact between them that there hadn’t been before, and at one point she was stood dancing with her back against him, his arms around her, one of his hands on her breasts, the other on her hip, before she turned around and they kissed briefly again.

He saw Harriet shout something into Doug’s ear and him lean back and look at her while she nodded, then she took him by the hand, leading him off to the far side of the dancefloor where there were some alcoves with seats in, one of which was empty. Zach saw Harriet look around then they went into the empty one, obscured from Zach’s view.

He edged his way around the dancefloor, frustratingly slowly as he tried to get past the dancers, desperate to see what was happening now.

When he finally got to an angle he could see from he stopped in his tracks, felt his heart thumping in his chest, felt a strange mix of arousal and jealousy, strange because the jealousy heightened his arousal further, triggered that feeling he had when he imagined Harriet with another man but a hundredfold more.

Because it turned out that Harriet was pushing the boundaries of ‘within the confines of the bar’ as far as she could… she was there in the alcove, stood with her back to the wall, Doug pressed up against her, them kissing passionately, but that wasn’t all… she had her left leg raised, wrapped around Doug, her hand gripping tight onto his back, and Zach could see Doug’s right hand moving between her legs. And from the angle of his hand he wasn’t just touching her through clothes, he was doing something much, much more.

His wife…

Harriet…

Being finger fucked by a guy she’d just met…

Zach was so turned on, and so surprised, his first instinct was to check if anyone else had seen them, but of course they hadn’t. The dancers were too into the music, the doormen weren’t looking the right way, it was Zach’s private show.

If he was in any doubt at all, any whatsoever, about what Doug was doing to Harriet that doubt vanished when she broke off the kiss, her head leaning back, and her eyes met Zach’s while Doug kissed her neck… he’d seen her orgasm face countless times, so beautiful, so given over to her pleasure, and she had that face at that moment.

Zach didn’t need to be close to know that she was moaning and gasping, didn’t need lighting to know that her cheeks, neck and upper chest were flushed, didn’t need to be touching her to know that at that moment Doug could feel her body clenching and unclenching around his fingers as her orgasm got close… he knew it all so intimately well, and the sight of Harriet in that state with another man, well, it was all he could do to stay still and watch rather than joining in.

So incredibly hot.

He watched as her breathing got faster, all the while her eyes locked with Zach’s, and he thought the tiniest smile in her expression, and then she was cumming properly, her eyes fluttering closed, her hands clutching Doug’s back, her head thrown right back, loud moans visible from the shape of her mouth albeit drowned out by the music, her lips frantically seeking out Doug’s again as her orgasm rocked through her. She was his, in that moment, entirely his, not Zach’s, and the realisation turned him on even more.

As quickly as the orgasm had hit she was coming down from her heights and, as she opened her eyes again and looked at Zach she nuzzled her mouth into Doug’s neck, kissing him while he held her, before a shudder rolled through her, her whole body trembling, and Zach could see a long moan escape her lips as Doug continued to touch her.

A few seconds later Doug pulled his hand away and leaned back, and she looked at him, smiling weakly, then said something that he replied to, them both starting to laugh at some shared joke, a moment of intimacy. He saw Doug pull out his phone, hand it to Harriet, and she typed something into it, presumably giving him her number before handing it back.

She kissed him again, briefly but passionately, before hurrying away without a glance back at either Doug or Zach, heading for the main bar again, leaving Doug stood smiling ruefully and, Zach suspected, desperately disappointed that he wasn’t getting something back in return.


Chapter 3


When Zach managed to get himself back through the crowd to the main bar he caught a glimpse of Harriet heading out of the door to the street and followed quickly, confused and a little concerned as to why she was leaving so fast.

As he got to the door though he paused, instinct telling him to wait a couple of minutes, to give Harriet a little space… the hurry she’d been in told him that she wanted to be clear of the bar, while the way he knew her so well he was sure that she’d want a moment to gather herself.

After two or three minutes passed he followed and when he got outside caught sight of her twenty yards down the street, leaning against the brickwork between two shopfronts, her head back, eyes closed, breathing deeply.

As he got close she opened her eyes and turned her head to look at him, a sheepish smile on her face, her cheeks flushed, a thin sheen of sweat visible wherever her skin was exposed. Her expression conveyed so many emotions at once, was so complex that Zach would remember it forever… excitement, nervousness, embarrassment, satisfaction, those and so much more were wrapped up in her look.

But it was her eyes, her eyes in that moment that captivated Zach… they were bright, so very bright, she looked so viscerally alive.

He stood in front of her and smiled, and she raised her eyebrows before letting out an exaggerated sigh. Neither of them knew quite what to say after what had just happened, and Zach realised that he had nothing in his vocabulary to reassure Harriet in the way he desperately wanted to… to tell her that that was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen, that he loved her so much, thank her for doing that. In his head it was easy but turning that into words was hard.

He also realised that this was, out of nowhere, one of those critical moments in a marriage, a situation where a wrong word or a misunderstanding could have massive repercussions over the months and years to come.

Harriet must have thought the same because she kept quiet too, her smile matching Zach’s, almost a smile of disbelief at where the evening had ended up.

Finally, Zach realised what he could do to unambiguously reassure Harriet, and the answer had been in his pocket all along.

Stepping closer to her, he took her left hand in his right. She looked at him in surprise, then realisation slowly dawned as he slid first their engagement ring and then their wedding ring onto her finger.

Zach looked at her and said with a grin, “Will you be my wife again?”

Harriet laughed and reached her hands to cup Zach’s chin. “Of course I will, if you’ll take me?” He nodded and Harriet pulled him in to kiss her, a slow, gentle kiss. “I love you so much,” she whispered.

“I love you so much too,” Zach replied.

“That escalated quickly,” Harriet said, wincing slightly as they pulled apart again. “Are we ok?” Their faces were inches apart, intimate, just them in that moment despite the Friday night revellers all around.

Zach smiled reassuringly. “More than ok… that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. Are you ok?”

Harriet looked at him for a few seconds. “Truthfully?” When Zach nodded she continued, “Very ok… that was… I almost don’t have words for it. Without you there it would have been awful… with you watching it was incredible… does that make sense?”

“Yeah, absolutely. I didn’t expect you to go that far, or give him your number, but I loved watching it… it was…” He trailed off to see her grinning. “What?”

“We can talk about it later. But we…” She kissed him. “Need…” Another kiss. “To get…” Another kiss. “Home…” Another longer kiss. “Very quickly indeed…”

Zach didn’t need telling twice, as he grinned back and took her by the hand for the short walk back to their apartment.

***

When they got through their door Harriet was all over Zach in an instant, kissing him passionately, hands all over him, guiding him so that his back was against the wall in their entrance hall.

Breaking off the kiss after a few minutes, she whispered with a teasing smile, “What was your name for him this time?”

“Doug.”

“Doug… that’ll do,” she replied, and Zach had a moment thinking that he didn’t know the real name of Doug and Harriet did, not quite sure how he felt about that. “So Doug really wanted me to return the favour…”

“Did he? And how would you know that?”

“Well first of all, he’s a man.” She paused and kissed Zach. “And second of all, he invited me back to his place.” She paused again to kiss Zach. “And I was so, so tempted…” He could tell that she was teasing, that she wasn’t serious about that part, but it was hot just to hear her say it.

“But third and most important, I could feel his cock.” Zach felt his face go slightly red, his breath catch. “That’s right… I could feel it, hard and erect, through his trousers… I stroked it with my hand.” She held her hand up. “This hand… feeling how big and hard and heavy it was… thinking of how good it would feel… how good I wanted it to feel…”

Zach stayed silent, not trusting himself to speak, but conscious that his own cock was rock hard now with Harriet telling him this.

“And I’m a very fair person…” she continued, kissing him this time on his neck. “And so I think I should have returned the favour…” Harriet dropped to her knees and started to undo Zach’s belt while looking up at him. “But seeing as he’s back there and we’re back here…” She undid his trousers and stroked his cock gently through his boxer shorts, and Zach let out his breath, realising that he’d been holding it. “Then your cock will have to do…”

Zach looked down to see Harriet pull his cock free, using both hands to play with his length while he let out a low moan. “So I’m just going to have to imagine this is Doug’s cock I’m sucking, and you’re just going to have to imagine that I’m sucking his cock right now, and not yours, ok?”

With that, she placed her lips on his cock, then ran her tongue along the length of it before she took him into her mouth properly, starting a slow rhythm with her mouth and tongue.

Zach leaned his head back, loving the feel of her mouth on him, unable to shake the image from his mind of Harriet orgasming at Doug’s touch but mixed with imagining her going down on him. When he glanced down again he saw that Harriet’s eyes were closed, realised that she was likely genuinely imagining she was going down on Doug, and that pushed Zach’s arousal even higher. He could feel the first twitches of his upcoming orgasm starting to build.

But… he wanted more.

Putting his hand to Harriet’s chin, he lifted her head so that his cock came free, covered in her saliva. She looked up at him and smiled.

“What were you thinking about while you were doing that?” he asked.

“Doug…” she answered immediately with a slight smile. “Imagining that I was going down on him next to the dancefloor with you watching. Imagining what it would feel like to have his big… hard… heavy… cock in my mouth.”

Zach smiled. “Come back up here.” Harriet smiled back and stood, and then Zach reversed their positions so that her back was to the wall. Standing close, he whispered, “So tell me… if you were here with him rather than in the bar, and he was doing this…” Zach started to kiss her neck. “And this…” He slid his hand under the hem of her dress and into her underwear, realising that she was slick with arousal. As he started to touch her, drawing a moan, he continued, “Just like he was doing to you earlier…” Harriet nodded as she moaned again. “Would you have gone further?”

Harriet was silent for a few moments, her breath ragged, a tiny moan escaping her lips. “Yes…” she said quietly.

Zach felt a thrill to hear her say that. “How much further?”

“I wanted to sleep with him,” she admitted. “He was good looking, he was nice, and…” She moaned as Zach slid two fingers into her. “And he had a gentle touch…” She moaned again.

Zach smiled as he looked at Harriet who was a picture of embarrassed arousal, realising that she was being completely open and honest with him. “Tell me how…” he whispered before kissing Harriet’s neck again.

“He’d take me…” She moaned loudly. “He’d take what he wanted and give me what I need…” Another moan. “On the sofa, now…”

The two of them grinned and Harriet led Zach over to their sofa, which they fell onto, face to face, kissing passionately as they did. Quickly, Zach’s hand was back between Harriet’s legs while Harriet’s hand took hold of Zach’s cock, and it only took moments for them to guide each other together, his tip poised at her slick entrance.

“Like this?” whispered Zach.

“Exactly like this,” replied Harriet, and he slid into her hard, drawing another moan of pleasure from Harriet. He slid out and back in again firmly, and soon they were fucking like their lives depended on it, getting faster and faster, harder and harder.

It was only a couple of minutes until both of their arousal from the night’s adventures reached a peak, Zach feeling Harriet tighten around him, listening to her rapid breathing and her gasps of pleasure, and then they were both climaxing, her screams of pleasure mixing with his deeper moans as they held onto each other for dear life, fucking through their orgasms until they were both too sensitive to go on and they slowed to a stop.

Breathless, covered in sweat, they lay entwined for what seemed an age afterwards, recovering from one of those fucks that is so much more than just physical, one where two almost become one in the heights of pleasure.

Finally, Zach started to laugh quietly. “That was not how I thought our night was going to end…”

Harriet leaned over him and grinned. “What do you mean end? We’re going to the bedroom right now, taking our clothes off, and we’re not going to sleep any time soon…”

***

A couple of hours later they were lying in bed together, naked, exhausted, sweaty, but very, very happy, Harriet’s head resting on Zach’s chest, her fingers idly stroking his skin while his fingers played with her hair.

It had been a frenetic few hours, the frenzied pattern of their lovemaking when they got through the door interspersed with slower, gentler, more tender moments before reverting back to an almost frantic, animalistic level of sex that they’d rarely achieved in the past. It had been insane.

Now, though, they were both physically exhausted but, at least for Zach, he wasn’t ready to sleep, his mind still processing what had happened between Harriet and ‘Doug’ in the bar earlier. Every time he thought about it he felt his heart beat a little faster, felt his breath catch slightly, felt his cock twitch… words could not describe how incredible it had been to see his wife orgasm at another man’s touch.

“You still awake?” whispered Harriet quietly.

“Mmm… yeah,” he replied.

She turned her head to look at him, shifting so that her head was resting on his abdomen so that they could look at each other.

“Me too,” she replied. “A lot to think about.”

“Yeah…” He smiled and reached his hand to push a strand of hair from her face. “You want to talk about it?”

She thought for a moment. “Yeah, if you’re ready to.”

“I think so.” He chuckled and she smiled back. “I mean, we seem ok with what happened, right?”

“Yeah, seems that way.” She paused. “I can’t work out if this makes us kind of weird? Like I’m pretty sure I just broke our wedding vows.”

“I’m not so sure… wasn’t there something about you honouring and obeying me? It was my idea after all…”

“Good point.” Harriet laughed. “When I die and get to the pearly gates I’ll catch them out on a technicality… ‘I had to honour and obey my husband, let me in!’”

They were silent for a few moments, then Zach said, “What was it like for you? Honest answer, no saying something to make me feel good.”

Harriet took a while to think of how to answer. When she spoke she’d gone red, whether through arousal at recalling what had happened or embarrassment at being honest he couldn’t tell. “It was amazing. I’m sorry if that isn’t the right thing to say, but I have to be honest and say it was amazing.”

Zach smiled reassuringly. “Don’t apologise, I thought it was amazing too. You can probably guess why I found it amazing?” Harriet nodded and smiled. “But what was amazing for you? And what wasn’t?”

She rolled over on to her front and leaned up on her elbows, a pose that Zach couldn’t get enough of… her slim body, long legs, tight ass all naked, her breasts hanging down, her hair, her back… he knew if she stayed like that for very long she’d be able to see how much she turned him on like that. Probably deliberate on her part, he realised, a pose that made him want to clamber all over her all over again and exhaustion be dammed.

“What was amazing was knowing that you were there, firstly. This was something for us, not only me.

“But then also, I was genuinely attracted to him. We got lucky that we chose him. He was a nice guy, I was really physically attracted to him… I wanted to do something with him within a few minutes of talking. It felt right.”

“Like he was someone that if you were single you’d date?”

“Yeah, if you want to put it like that, yeah.” She paused and looked serious. “But only if I was single. You know that, right? Whatever we do with this, however we do something like this again, I’m not going to fall for someone else.” Zach nodded. “Good, this is about us and only about us, no one else.”

“You’re thinking we might do something like this again?”

“I’d be keen in principle, if you are?”

“Oh, I am… watching him make you… you know… that was insane. It gives me goosebumps thinking about it now. I’d love to see that again.” Zach paused. “Was he good?”

Harriet laughed. “An impossible question to answer! I’ll be truthful… yes, he was, he was a good kisser and he knew how to touch me. It felt good. But he wasn’t you. You’re better. Honestly, I mean that.”

He smiled. “Great answer!” And he meant that… he was delighted that it had been a good, even great, experience for her, but also appreciative that she thought that he was better. “So what happened on the dancefloor?”

Harriet sat up so that she was kneeling next to him. She looked stunning, and yet again that night he realised how much he loved her. “He’d suggested we dance, and I thought that made sense so that we could get away from his mates. I mean they were nice too, but as a woman in that situation you kind of feel like they’re all trying to impress you.

“So, I let him lead me there and we started dancing. He’s a good dancer, and I’ll be honest with the music and the dancing once I’d checked that you’d followed and were watching I focused in on him. It was easy to do, with your permission, knowing you were there for me if something went wrong, and with the chemistry me and him had.”

“I could see you focusing in on him,” replied Zach. “I was enjoying seeing that.”

Harriet grinned. “I’ll bet you were… so we were dancing closer, I could feel that something was going to happen, his hand on my hip, my hand on his chest, and then the lights dropped and I figured I’d take the plunge… I leaned in to kiss him.”

“I wondered whether it was you and him. When the strobes came on it was incredible, seeing the freeze frames of you and him, you were going for it.”

“Yeah, I was. He’s a good kisser and it was like a switch inside me flipped.” She paused and looked intently at Zach. “I went from performatively kissing him to kissing him kissing him, if that makes sense? Like I wanted to be kissing him because I was attracted to him, not just for us. Is that ok?”

“Absolutely!” replied Zach. “I think that’s what made it so amazing to watch, that you were into him and kissing him, getting caught up in it.”

“It was good, it really was. And then we started dancing again, and… I realised I wanted more. I was so turned on by the whole thing. And I knew, even if he didn’t, that we didn’t have long… it was now or never. Carpe diem. So I led him over to the side.”

“You asked him to touch you?”

Harriet blushed. “I wasn’t shy… we were kissing and I took his hand and guided him, made sure he knew not to be too timid. And, well, you saw the result…” She trailed off. “Looking into your eyes while he brought me to… you know… to climax was incredible. Knowing you were there, looking at you while he was doing that to me… it was fantastic.”

“I was surprised it went that far,” replied Zach. “But I’m glad you did. As in, I’d have said no more than kissing if you’d asked, but actually what you then did showed me how much I enjoyed watching you getting, well, pleasure from another man. I sound mad don’t I?”

Harriet grinned again. “No more mad than me… what have we started?”

Zach grinned back. “Something awesome.” He paused. “So… if we did it again, what would you change?”

Harriet thought for a moment. “One thing, but it’s quite a big change.”

“Ok…?”

“I felt bad for B-… I mean Doug. Shit, sorry…”

Zach smiled. “I’d like to know his real name if you’re happy to tell me. This kind of feels different to the other night caps.”

Harriet smiled back in relief. “I’m fairly sure it is different, yes. Ben. His name is Ben.”

“Ben.” The man who kissed my wife, the man who made her orgasm in front of me, Zach thought. Ben. He pulled a face that feigned distaste. “I prefer Doug.”

Laughing, Harriet replied, “Doug he is then! So… where was I, oh yes, what I’d change. I felt bad for Doug,” said with a heavy emphasis on the name, “because I was using him. It wasn’t like chatting to some guy for a bit to give us something to talk about, I mean I kind of, depending on your definition, a little bit had sex with him for our enjoyment and left him hanging. I’m not sure that would sit right again.”

Zach nodded his understanding. “I guess reverse genders and it wouldn’t be a great story, would it?”

“No, it wouldn’t. I mean it doesn’t detract from tonight, we’ve certainly had a lot of fun off the back of it, but next time it needs to be different.”

“How would you suggest we change it?”

Harriet shrugged. “If I’m getting… you know… a lot of enjoyment out of it the other man should too. I… should have returned the favour for him by the dancefloor, or brought him back here, or something. What do you think?”

Zach took his time considering his reply. In essence, Harriet was asking in her own way for it to escalate next time, to be something more. Or, presumably, to be something less. But, as ever, her reasoning was impeccable… arguably they’d used ‘Doug’ that night in a way that was unacceptable. They couldn’t do that again.

Finally, he replied, “I think we should let the dust settle on this one for a bit, and think properly about where we go with this. The idea of watching you make another man orgasm is superhot for me, likewise the idea of watching you sleep with another man, but I need to work out after what we did tonight whether it would be as hot in practice. I mean I think it would be, but…”

“…but once we open that box it might not be possible to close it,” she finished. “Yeah, I agree. I’d be keen to go further in theory but we shouldn’t rush. But we don’t use someone like that again, agreed?”

“Agreed.”

“In fact, I think if we did it again the other person would need to know from the outset. Understand the parameters. Again if we switched genders on tonight it would have been pretty creepy. Agreed?”

“Yes again, definitely.”

“Good.” Harriet was still kneeling next to Zach, but now she was looking down at him with those same bright eyes as earlier, and a look on her face that made him instantly that little more awake. “You got another round in you?” she asked with a suggestive smile.

“Honestly, I’m spent,” he replied with more than a hint of regret. “But I feel like you might not be?” Harriet had always had a lot of stamina in the bedroom, often outlasting Zach, not an attribute he ever minded.

She shook her head, that same expression still there. “No, I’m not… but we can sleep if you want?”

“No chance,” he laughed, sitting up. “You’d better lie down, because I know one thing that can keep you happy without needing my stamina…” He leaned over her as she lay back, kissing her on the lips then quickly moving down her body, settling between her parted legs then looking up at her. “And I may not dance as well as Doug or Ben or whatever we call him..."

"No, you don't," came the teasing reply with a grin.

He smiled back. "But I reckon I’m better at this than him…” As he said that, his fingers lightly slid through Harriet’s slick pubic hair, her arousal still through the roof despite everything that they’d done since getting home.

He replaced his fingers with his tongue and was pleased to feel Harriet’s hips buck towards him as she moaned loudly at the sensation. “Ooohhhh… god yes, you absolutely are…”

It didn’t take long for Harriet’s arousal to build, and soon they’d rolled over so that Zach was on his back and Harriet was straddling his face, not a usual position for them but one that she liked when she needed release and wanted to control the pace. Wow, he thought, that encounter in the cocktail bar must have had some impact on both of us… Harriet was insatiable.

It was a good end to what had been a boundary shattering night.


Chapter 4


For the next few weeks it was like they were newlyweds again, barely able to keep their hands off each other… that hour in the cocktail bar where Harriet had pushed the boundaries of their relationship with Zach’s willing acquiescence had, paradoxically, brought them so much closer together.

Funnily enough, though, they’d not really talked about what had happened in that hour since their late night debrief shortly afterwards. There’d been the odd oblique reference, of course, the occasional shared joke… it wasn’t like it was awkward or an elephant in the room, it just hadn’t come up.

Zach was still working through it in his head, if he was being honest with himself. Even several weeks on, when his mind drifted back to it, the memory of Harriet locked in a passionate embrace with another man, a man who he could readily see Harriet dating in a parallel universe, and of her orgasming at his touch… it still took his breath away, made his heart race, made him want her so badly.

Thinking beyond that night though, Zach was increasingly coming to the conclusion that he didn’t want it to stop at that. Harriet had, with her usual emotional intelligence, rapidly seen the fork in the road for them, either to dial it down or ramp it up, and Zach emphatically agreed. They couldn’t just use someone else for their games, so if they wanted to take it further it couldn’t just involve their spur of the moment ‘night cap’ at the end of a night out.

What Zach didn’t know though was whether Harriet felt the same, or whether she wanted to leave it at what had happened that night, keeping it as a crazy night out.

He needed to talk to her about it, but at the same time he didn’t want to ruin their new honeymoon period, it seemed so perfect. He knew that he needed to approach it delicately, and that Harriet was an even bigger part of it than him… it was her body after all, not his, and he would hate to ever feel like she was in any way being coerced.

Zach realised that he needed to be patient, to not push it, and in the meantime simply to enjoy how much that hour had brought them closer together.

***

Inevitably, eventually, their rediscovered ardour for each other started to wear off. Not in any sort of bad way, more a reversion to the norm, a return to the comfort of their relationship.

In the end it was Harriet who brought the topic of what had happened in the cocktail bar up while they were sat talking in their living room one evening after work, glass of wine in hand, music on in the background.

“So…” she said in a lull in the conversation, and took a sip of her wine, her eyes locked on Zach’s, a mischievous smile on her face. Even dressed down in yoga leggings and a vest top, her hair tied up, she looked stunning… even after all their time together Zach still had to pinch himself sometimes to make sure this life wasn’t just a dream.

“So…” he replied slowly, smiling too, knowing exactly where the conversation was likely headed and not wanting to be the one to move it along too fast.

“So… we should talk about… you know… what happened a few weeks back.”

Zach feigned confusion. “Did I miss something?” he teased, laughing when Harriet thumped him on the arm in pretend annoyance. “Ok… yeah we should. What do you want to talk about?”

Harriet thought for a few seconds. “I guess, I’ve been thinking about it a lot. What happened in the bar, us since… the future too.” She blushed as she mentioned the future and Zach felt his breath catch, happy to hear that she’d been thinking about what might come next but also a little nervous, he realised, that it might get real.

“I have too,” he replied. “Why don’t you go first and we’ll take it from there?”

Harriet nodded and took a deep breath. “I can’t get what happened in the bar out of my head. It was amazing, the intensity, the feelings, everything… I think about it loads. And I know that that’s driven a lot of our… intimacy I guess is the word since. It’s had such a huge effect on my desire for you. I never would have expected it, but it has.” She looked at him nervously. “I… I don’t really understand it but… I wanted to tell you.”

Zach smiled reassuringly. “I’m exactly the same, don’t worry. It was amazing, and then afterwards was even better.” He thought for a moment. “You mentioned the future?”

She nodded and he saw her growing flushed again, saw that same brightness in her eyes that there had been after the cocktail bar. He could tell what was coming but needed to give her the room to say it.

“We need to be completely honest here. Completely,” she replied. “This isn’t a topic for trying to keep each other happy or doing something because we figure the other would like it. Can I be completely honest with you?”

“Of course.” Zach was trying to act cool but inside his stomach was churning, hoping there wasn’t some curveball coming like she was going to suggest that she dates other men… Zach wasn’t game for that. A lot of things, yes, but not everything. “And I’ll be completely honest with you too… it’s the only way this sort of thing can work well.”

Harriet smiled and nodded. “So… tell me, what did you get out of watching me at the bar? Not afterwards.” She laughed. “I think we both know what we got out of it afterwards. But at the bar, what made it so enjoyable for you?”

Zach realised that even though he’d devoted so much thought to it in the time since, he’d not really formulated a full narrative to explain his reaction. “Give me a second to get my thoughts in line,” he replied, and Harriet waited patiently, sipping her wine again, her eyes not leaving him all the while.

Finally, he said, “Three things, I think. First, I got to see you… not the you that I normally see, but when you were talking to him and his friends I saw how you can be with others, saw you flirting and forming a bond. I liked that. I could see you as an outsider, or I guess as someone with facets that I don’t know as well as I might think. That mystery… it’s attractive. Very.”

“Ok…”

“Then, on the dancefloor, I watched you focus on him. On this guy that was your type, that could, I guess, be a rival for your affections, and I could see how you were different than when you’re with me, how you adapted to match up with him, and see how good your connection was. You were, briefly, a couple with your own dynamics and your own little intimacies, even after just a few minutes of chatting. The attraction between the two of you was palpable, real chemistry. I could tell you were genuinely into him, and I liked that.”

“Ok…” Harriet nodded in encouragement.

“And then, when you left the dancefloor with him, I could see you responding to him…” Zach grinned. “Really responding, but when you looked at me and then afterwards, when we caught up on the street, you came back to me… it was about us, you and me, not you and him. About, I guess, you coming back to me, choosing me despite how well he touched you, what you let him do to you. Am I making sense?”

“Perfectly, yes. And just to reassure you, yes I climaxed fast with him but that wasn’t his skill or anything, you are so much better. It was the situation, knowing you were there watching me, knowing that you were enjoying it and had given me permission to do that. I think brushing past someone could have pushed me over the edge I was so aroused by the time we left the dancefloor. It was such a turn on,” Harriet replied. “For the whole night as you could probably tell when we got home.”

“Oh, that it was,” confirmed Zach with a grin, a grin that Harriet returned. “What about you? What made it so enjoyable?”

She took her time to respond, taking another drink of wine, then said, “It was like I was exercising muscles I hadn’t used in years. Each time we’ve done our night cap it’s been like that, feeling free to flirt with someone, to form a connection, to tease and to have that wonderful tension beneath it all that something might happen. At the bar was like that and more because something could actually happen.

“You hit the nail on the head that we were like a couple briefly. We were. I felt it, those little intimacies, the little jokes between us, and I could feel how it was different to you and me. I was being a different person. It felt good.”

Zach nodded. “I can understand that.”

“And then,” she continued, “on the dancefloor and off to the side, once I knew you were there and could see us, I enjoyed giving myself to him, making him my focus, feeling that growing electricity… and, I’ll be honest, I enjoyed the strangeness of his kiss and his touch, it all felt so new and exciting.” She paused. “I’m sorry, but I said I’d be honest. I wanted more, had to force myself to stop there.”

“No, that’s fine,” replied Zach, and it really was. What made it enjoyable for him was that it was enjoyable for her too.

“But then, when he was touching me… I needed that connection with you. As he did that, my mind was in two places at once. It was with you, enjoying your reaction, but it was also with him, enjoying his attention on me. It was unlike any experience I’ve ever had before. It was… amazing.”

“It really was. So… you mentioned the future earlier?” asked Zach. “What do you have in mind?”

Harriet sat her glass of wine down and turned to face Zach, taking both his hands in hers. She took a deep breath, and Zach could tell that she had given a lot of thought to this. Here it comes, he figured, whatever it is she wants. He felt nervous and excited, and could see the same in Harriet’s face.

“I am going to be completely honest with you, ok?” she said and Zach nodded. “I’m just going to come out and say it… I want to try us going further than the bar.”

“Further?” asked Zach, not clear what she meant.

“Further. I want… Jesus, I can’t believe I’m about to say this… I want next time not to just kiss the guy or fool around next to the dancefloor… I…” She took another deep breath. “What if next time I sleep with him? While you watch of course. For us, not for me I mean…” She trailed off, watching Zach’s face for a reaction while he sat there considering it. “But only if you want it too… it has to be both of us genuinely… I mean it’s no problem if not… I just wanted to be truthful…” She trailed off again.

Zach smiled reassuringly. “I really appreciate your honesty.” He paused. “Tell me why?”

Harriet looked him in the eye for a long time before responding, then said, “Because I enjoyed the thrill of giving a little of myself to Ben, or whatever we called him the other night. Of forming that temporary bond of intimacy. It felt so illicit, so naughty, to let myself be swept up in my attraction to him but at the same time fine, because you were there to see… and I want to experience what that would be like going much further. What it would feel like to act as a couple and build that intimacy over hours, not minutes.”

“You wish you’d done that with him?”

Harriet shrugged. “I think, yes? I… I’ve imagined not rushing out of the bar, imagined staying and going down on him, or bringing him back here… you seeing me doing something to him, not just him to me… oh, god, I’m really worried I’ve said something I shouldn’t have?”

Zach laughed kindly. “Not in the slightest.” He lifted her hand to his mouth and kissed it. “Not at all… far from it.”

“Really? You don’t think I’m a complete slut?”

“Definitely not. Look, I’ve been thinking the same. I’ve imagined if you’d gone further and it’s super-hot, imagining you and him naked together, or him in your mouth, all of that… it’s so hot to think of. I’d love to see it.”

Harriet was smiling in relief. “Thank God… I thought I’d completely misread you there.” She leaned over to kiss Zach. “So… tell me why you’d want it to go further.”

“Because… all of the reasons from the bar really but more. I can think of nothing sexier than watching you having a good time with the right guy. Watching you build intimacy and interact with someone in that different way to you and me, knowing that you come back to me afterwards. It would be amazing.”

They sat in silence for a few moments, contemplating each other. Finally, Zach said, “How do you think we do this? Have you got any ideas?"

"A few..." she replied vaguely with a smile, and Zach could see that behind it she'd put a lot of thought into it. "How about you?"

"A few..." he replied with a grin. "But actually, being serious, not really. I'm... well, it's your body, not mine, and you need to be comfortable with whoever it is. It's so important that it's the right person and the right place for you."

"That's certainly true, but that's all just as important for you too. We're talking about the guy that I'm going to be having sex with in front of you." She paused and looked at him intently, letting that settle in. "The guy who maybe you'll see a different me with, who maybe I'll do things with that you and I don't do, who might trigger different reactions from me... are you going to be ok with that?"

Zach swallowed and nodded, his heart beating a little faster to think of some alpha male taking Harriet beyond their normal boundaries. "Yes, I am... I think one thing though, if there's something you experience that's new we bring it back into our love life, we don't create some artificial boundary. We use it to make us better as a couple."

Harriet was nodding her agreement. "That sounds perfect. I think we both have agency in this... I guess it's like you get to choose who it isn't, and I get to choose who it is if that makes sense?"

"Yes, a good way to put it." He reached over and gave Harriet's hand a squeeze. "I was joking about having any ideas, what were yours?"

She shook her head. "No, we need to do it the other way. You choose who it isn't, which means you have to come up with what our options are. I then choose which option we take. That way it's our decision. If I come up with a few options it's fraught with the potential for jealousy, you wondering why I suggested X and not Y, do I secretly have feelings for Z, all that sort of thing. This is about us experimenting as a couple, not me choosing someone to sleep with. We've got to do it right."

Zach took a moment to process it. Yet again in their relationship Harriet's emotional intelligence was coming to the fore, seeing several steps ahead of Zach in terms of the risks. Yes, she was absolutely right, if she suggested someone then he would always be wondering why. If he suggested a few options then he wouldn't. There was no other way to do it that didn't risk ending in heartbreak.

Eventually he nodded his agreement. "You are right as ever... can I have a couple of days to think it through? Then I guess I suggest a few ideas and we take it from there?"

"Perfect." She drained the last of her wine and then stood. "All this talk of choosing who you get to watch me sleep with is making me tired..." Zach could see that her cheeks and neck were slightly flushed, her eyes with that tell-tale brightness again. She held out her hand and winked. "But not too tired... you coming to bed? I want you to tell me a story..."


Chapter 5


It took Zach until the weekend to formulate his ideas to present to Harriet. More than once he stopped to think and marvelled at how utterly surreal this whole thing was... he was spending all his time, even while at work, researching and looking at different options and ideas for how he could watch another man have sex with his wife.

Funnily enough, though, it didn't give him pause for thought. One of the things that Harriet had said during their heart to heart had really resonated with him and made him fully understand just what it was that made him want them to do this.

It was when she'd talked about a different her, doing different things, responding differently, and also the talk about being in a temporary couple with whoever she was with... that combination was intoxicating to Zach. He couldn't wait to experience the sheer illicit thrill of watching his beautiful wife give herself completely to someone else, and then come back to him afterwards, making their relationship stronger than ever. He could not wait.

He broached the topic on the Saturday morning when they were sat having a sunny al fresco breakfast at a café in their neighbourhood. They'd been talking about this and that, nothing significant, in fact anything but the main topic, and Zach had appreciated that, how Harriet since their conversation had been silent on it, not pushing him, giving him room to come up with the suggestions he wanted to.

But it was time. In a lull in the conversation just after their second coffees had arrived, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a folded piece of paper. He saw that Harriet was immediately curious, the way in which she sat up a little straighter, the way that a smile played around the corner of her lips and her eyes, the way she focused in on him.

She was playing it cool, or trying to, as she took a sip of her coffee, but he could tell that she knew what was coming next and that it excited her. Her anticipation was palpable.

Zach unfolded it and then sat there holding it, teasing Harriet. They looked at each other, both waiting for the other to speak.

Finally it was Harriet that cracked. "What's on that piece of paper?" she asked as she tilted her head and tried to look stern.

The effect was quite the opposite and Zach couldn't help grinning. "Oh, nothing. Just some ideas I had for something."

"Can I see?" There was a slight catch in her voice, not of tension but Zach was pretty sure of arousal or at least excitement. She leaned forward but he pulled it back just as her fingers would have closed around it. She tried again and he pulled it back again. "You're teasing me..." she said quietly, pouting.

"Promise you won't laugh at any of these."

"I promise. Now show me!"

Zach handed over the sheet of paper and he saw Harriet's eyes widen slightly, her breath get a little faster, as she scanned it. Looking back up at Zach she grinned. "Very comprehensive... a set of options, pros and cons, costing in terms of money and effort. Tell me you work for a consultancy without telling me you work for a consultancy..." she teased.

He shrugged in response. "I didn't want to do a bad job of it. I figure it's important to get this right." In truth he'd gone overboard with it, but once he'd started he'd been so intrigued by the possibilities that he's disappeared down a few rabbit holes as he pulled the options together. "That's only the ones that I would be happy with. There were a lot of others that didn't make the cut."

Harriet had looked back down at the sheet of paper while he spoke, reading it through properly, but halfway through she looked up again and reached her hand out to take Zach's. "Thank you. I mean it. I might tease, but I love how seriously you're taking this." She went back to reading.

Zach tried to stay calm while Harriet read, drinking his coffee and watching the passers-by. When he looked back at her she was fully focused, re-reading what he'd put down on paper, lightly chewing on her lip with her hair pushed back behind her ears. He waited quietly though inside his stomach was churning.

Eventually she looked up again, and he was relieved to see that she was smiling. "So..." she said. "Four options. Shall we talk through them?"

"If it helps you we can. But you can think of that as your menu. You can order anything from it, even more than one thing, or you can order nothing. Those options are completely fine by me." He stopped and thought. "More than that, I would really enjoy you enjoying any of those options. That's probably a better way for me to put it."

She smiled and went back to reading through the sheet of paper one more time.

When she looked up again she asked, "The parties option. Tell me more about that."

"Apparently there's a scene here in Sydney of sex parties, where you can meet other people interested in experimenting."

Harriet was nodding slowly while he talked, still scanning the paper. "Can't that sort of thing be a bit of a mixed bag?"

"It depends on the party. There are some more exclusive, expensive invite only ones where you have to fit the vibe and the look that they're going for. We've got an in to that, don't ask me how I know, I just do, so it's an option."

"And there are single, available men at those?"

"Not normally, it's more like couples and unattached women."

"So possibly I'd be doing something with someone else's boyfriend and husband, maybe in front of them and others?"

"I think you can go somewhere private, but yes there's possibly that. Like I say, it's an option."

He watched Harriet think for a minute. "I think... that that might be too much to start with." She smiled and raised an eyebrow. "For now. In future... let's not rule it out."

Zach smiled back. Wow, he thought, in future... there seemed to be a side to Harriet that was slowly emerging that he'd never suspected. The thought of her with another couple, maybe in front of strangers flew into his head. It was a good thought. But not one for now. "Ok. We can put that one on the back burner."

"So... dating apps. We'd set up a profile and see who we match with, that sort of thing?"

"Yeah, that would be the idea. I mean neither of us have any experience of them, they kind of came after we got together, but they seem straightforward."

Harriet was nodding. "Yeah, I agree. Probably the easiest way to find people and filter them out. We'd need to be specific, make sure we met potential people first, that sort of thing."

"Absolutely," replied Zach. "That was the big con I put down, because it could take a while to sift through to find someone that works for both of us. But if we need to we can."

"I think it's the easiest route if we need to find someone, but I agree it could take time. Which brings us to the other two options..."

"It does," agreed Zach, noticing that Harriet seemed to be visibly reacting to these last two options in a way she hadn't to the first two.

She was looking at Zach by now and had put the paper face down on the table between them, a sceptical expression on her face. "Option 3... an ex-boyfriend. Or Option 4... Ben. I'm intrigued, but talk me through them. You need to convince me that you'd genuinely want either of these. Oh, and thank you for calling him Ben, not Doug. Using his real name feels right in this discussion."

Zach laughed. "It seems like you might be keen on these?"

Harriet smiled and nodded. "I might... but I want to know your rationale first."

"Ok... so, let's start with Ben. I'm basing it on several things. First, you and him clearly got on well, and you liked him. You looked good together, and I could tell that you felt like you shouldn't have used him like we did. Honestly, I think you feel like you've got unfinished business there. And I would really like to watch that. Really like to. You've got a head start with each other."

Harriet was silent for a few moments, then replied, "It would be about seeing how far that chemistry went, and how that would translate to something over hours not minutes?"

"Precisely. And he's a known quantity. Or known-ish, at least."

"That makes sense. How about the ex-boyfriend option? You're sure you'd want to see that?"

"I think so, yes. I figure there, you'd have someone that at one time you were compatible with, you'd know each other's bodies and have ways of doing things that we don't have. It would be amazing watching you with someone that had that familiarity for you, even though a long time has elapsed, rediscovering and remembering each other."

"You wouldn't be worried that I'd fall for them again?" asked Harriet.

"No, I'd trust you." He paused. "You would have to decide whether there was someone where it was a risk or not."

"You realise that none of them live in Sydney, they're mostly back in the UK? We'd have to travel for that."

"One of the cons, but not insurmountable."

Zach watched her as Harriet picked the paper up and read through it one more time. "You mention a con with Ben that we might not be able to contact him. It might be easier than you think..." she said quietly.

"Ok...?" he replied, intrigued.

Harriet looked slightly awkward. "You know how I gave him my phone number? He messaged me the next day. He asked me out but I told him I was married and it wasn't a good idea. I didn't mention because... I don't know why I didn't mention, I just didn't want to spoil the good energy we had after the cocktail bar between you and me I guess."

Zach looked at her for a minute then took her hand in his. "I'd have liked it if you'd told me at the time. But you're telling me now... it's ok. From now on, though, I think we have to be completely transparent with each other. Whatever option you choose, I don't think we should have anything with any other person that is private. Agreed?"

"Absolutely. And look," replied Harriet as she picked up her phone and opened up the messages. "I want to be completely transparent with you. Here's the conversation."

She handed her phone to Zach and he looked at it, the conversation exactly as she'd described. A fairly lengthy message from Ben saying how good it was to meet her the night before, an oblique reference to what they'd got up to, and asking if she'd like to go for a drink, and then an equally lengthy but firm reply from Harriet saying how much she'd enjoyed meeting him but that she was married and couldn't. They'd left it cordially, but she'd been very clear that that was it.

"You didn't need to show me that," he replied. "But thank you."

"I did need to show you that. I mean I didn't, but also I did." She shrugged and smiled. "Completely transparent from here on, starting now."

Zach picked up his coffee to finish it. "So... which option?"

"Let me have a think. They're all good options, and I think I know which one we should try first, but let me just run it round in my head when I go to the gym later to make sure I've not missed something."

***

It didn't take Harriet long. Zach was back in their apartment that afternoon when Harriet came back from the gym, sweaty but looking radiant from the exercise, her face glowing.

He greeted her, and they chatted about her workout until she said, "I've chosen the option. For us to try first."

"Oh, yes?" Zach tried to look casual but felt his heart thumping in his chest.

"Yes." She was smiling, enjoying dragging it out.

"And it is...?"

Harriet walked over to him, put her arms around him and kissed him.

"Ben," she whispered. "We should try with Ben first."


Chapter 6


After Harriet had had a shower they sat down to work out a plan of action. Zach was excited now that they'd decided on their option, and he could see that Harriet was too. It felt like a good option to have picked and, secretly, it had been Zach's preference... a somewhat known quantity that could tell them pretty quickly if this was something they wanted more of in the future, it felt lower risk than the alternatives.

"It needs to be you that gets in touch with him," she said. "It can't be me."

"You're sure? That's kind of an awkward conversation... Hi, I'm the husband of the woman you got friendly with on the dancefloor a few weeks back, can I watch you two have sex?" Zach grinned as he said it but he meant it, he wasn't sure how he could approach it.

"It has to be. Imagine the other way around. I contact him, I make the arrangements, for me to sleep with him... it won't seem like it's us, it will seem like it's me with you dragged along. It would get messy."

Zach shook his head, not in disagreement but in resignation. "How are you always right about this stuff? When you put it that way of course it has to be me. So what do I say?"

"How about you send him a message and see? Better to get in contact with him awkwardly than spend the next few weeks trying to get it perfect."

"Ok." Zach picked up his phone. "You got his number?"

Harriet read it out and Zach started typing out a message. "Can I help?" asked Harriet.

"Honestly, I'd rather it was authentically from me. If he's game then I'll set up a group chat for the three of us, and we can make sure that we only message on that. If he's game... a big if."

"Ok... I'll leave you to it." She stood up and went to sort some laundry, leaving Zach sat there drafting and redrafting and redrafting again, trying to hit the right tone.

In the end, he went with being to the point:

Hi Ben, I think you met my wife Harriet a few weeks ago. I was watching from across the bar (she knew, it was something we do) and we were wondering if you'd be interested in picking up where you two left off. The only condition would be that I'm there to watch for everything. Appreciate you might read this and think it weird. I probably would. But if of any interest reply to this and maybe the three of us can arrange to go for a drink? Zach

Jesus, he thought, what the hell would my reaction be if I received that message? Probably very dependent on personal circumstances, he realised... as a single man he'd have probably thought why not, but maybe not.

His finger hovered over his phone, not quite daring to hit send.

Harriet came back over and asked, "You've written the message?"

"Yeah, but I think I might need to change the wording. It feels odd."

She smiled, leaned over, and hit send. "There," she said laughing as she kissed Zach on the lips. "Problem solved."

Zach sat back and, smiling ruefully, took a deep breath. Time to wait and see.

***

In hindsight, spending the rest of the afternoon mooching around their flat was not the best way to wait for a reply. Zach was on edge, checking his phone constantly because, of course, after working fine for years that afternoon would be the one where somehow his message alerts stopped working...

Harriet was worse though. To keep her mind occupied she seemed to have fixated on housework, and it wasn't remotely relaxing for either of them. She was in and out of rooms, moving round in a whirlwind. Zach was sympathetic, of course. Whatever reply came back, if a reply came back, would potentially mark a significant moment in their marriage. Anyone who wasn't nervous simply wouldn't be human.

But still, she was getting kind of annoying.

Eventually, Zach found her in the kitchen finishing off cleaning the sink. He walked up behind and put his arms round her, pressed himself against her, and kissed her on the neck. He felt her body tense initially, but then she almost melted against him.

"Mmm... that feels nice," she murmured. "Do that again."

He kissed her neck again, and then she turned and kissed him properly.

"Are you ok?" he asked when their mouths parted.

She smiled weakly. "Yeah, I suppose. I just... it's the waiting. I want to know."

He smiled back. "Me too. But we just have to wait, right? A good sign though... it tells me we're doing the right thing."

"Silver linings I guess."

"So I was thinking, it's late afternoon now and it's a nice day outside, why don't we go to the pub? Message a few people, see who's around. We're not going to hear anything by staying here."

"I'd like that. Give me fifteen minutes to get changed."

Zach was already good to go in shorts and t-shirt, and fifteen minutes later Harriet was too, dressed now in a light coloured summer dress but carrying a pink hoodie in case it got cooler later, sandals on her feet, her hair down but messed up a little and just a hint of make-up. She had a kind of surfer chick vibe that day. It suited her well.

"You look good..." was all that Zach needed to say when he saw her.

"So do you!"

"Yeah, but you really look good," he replied laughing as he took her hand. "I messaged round and there's a few people out already, we'll meet them down there." He stopped. "Oh... and I don't want to alarm you, but I can see that Ben's read the message."

"Anything back?"

Zach shook his head. "Nothing. I saw he was showing as typing a few times but nothing. Guess we go and have fun and see what comes back, right?"

"Right. Shall we?"

***

A couple of hours later, as the sun started to set, Zach was sat outside with Harriet and their friends, several drinks down, conversation flowing happily. Heading out rather than waiting at home might rank as one of their best decisions ever, he reckoned, it had been perfect for taking their mind off it all. Harriet was sat across the table deep in conversation with a couple of their female friends about another friend's dating woes, the sort of gossip that she could peddle for hours on end, while Zach was mid-conversation about the latest round of NRL matches, keeping an eye on one that was on the TV inside the pub.

He'd put his phone on silent and had told Harriet that he'd only check it occasionally, something she'd grudgingly agreed to, her head seeing the sense in it even though her heart maybe wanted him to be checking every ten seconds.

Zach hadn't checked for a while, but when he pulled his phone out he saw straight away that Ben had replied. He glanced up and saw Harriet looking over at him with raised eyebrows, a quizzical look. Zach smiled at her and nodded briefly before opening up the message and reading it.

Hey Zach, thanks for the message. Not a text I've ever received before. Don't want to sound rude but how do I know this is legit and you're not just wanting to beat the shit out of me for what happened? Ben

Then a follow up message shortly after:

If it is legit then I'm interested. B

Zach stifled a laugh, and Harriet looked at him in confusion, not sure presumably what reply could possibly be amusing. He looked at her and nodded briefly, pointing at the phone, as he started to type a reply. She went back to her conversation but keeping one eye on Zach all the time.

Hi Ben, completely understand. Probably sounds too good to be true. What would reassure you?

It didn't take long for a reply:

Are you guys out near the bar from last time tonight? If you are could you meet in an hour's time and we can go for a drink? I'll send you location then tell me when you're there and I'll tell you where to go.

Zach thought for a second, then replied:

We are, I think that's good. Give me a few minutes to check with Harriet and we'll let you know.

Harriet was looking at him again over the table, and he gestured with his head to tell her to meet him near the bar. She got up, laughing at a joke one of her friends made, then headed over to stand next to Zach.

"So...?" she asked, unable to contain her curiosity.

Zach handed her his phone and showed her the conversation. She took a moment to read then looked back up at him, handing him back his phone. "I can see his perspective. Tonight... you'd be ok with meeting him?"

"Yeah, I think so. I mean I figure it's probably a quick check that we're legit, get to know each other sort of thing. Work out if we want to arrange something another time?"

"Yeah, agreed. We don't want to rush this." She was smiling and her cheeks had reddened a little. "This feels big, doesn't it?"

Zach smiled back, could feel his heart beating a little faster and felt a little twitch as the image came into his head of Harriet and Ben in the cocktail bar a few weeks before. "Yeah, it does." He took her hand a gave it a squeeze. "I'll say yes then?"

"Yes, if you're sure?"

"I'm sure," he replied. "Are you?"

"Yes, I'm sure."

"Excellent." He typed out the reply on his phone:

One hour from now sounds great, Harriet looking forward to it too. We're both dressed very casual so nowhere fancy.

Ben's reply was almost instant:

No worries, I'm casual too. Location pin coming your way.

Zach put his phone away again and went back to the table. He still half joined in the conversation, but his mind was wandering constantly to meeting Ben and how that might go. He glanced over at Harriet and could see she was exactly the same.


Chapter 7


Not long after they'd managed to extricate themselves from their friends, Harriet and Zach were stood hand-in-hand at a crossroads in an area bustling with nightlife, several good pubs, bars and restaurants in each direction a couple of blocks from where they'd left their friends. Harriet was wearing her hoody by then, the evening chill just starting to build. To Zach she looked insanely sexy, her bare legs and summer dress topped off by the hoody and her messed up hair... if Ben didn't want her then Zach certainly did.

They'd messaged Ben to say they were there but were waiting for a reply to tell them where exactly.

"I guess he's somewhere nearby, checking we look ok?" said Harriet.

"I figure that's the case. Checking you're here, rather than a gang of my angry friends wanting to beat him to a pulp, that's probably first on his list. But I guess also probably checking things are ok between us too?"

Harriet smiled. "I guess so." She looked at Zach and kissed him. "This is exciting."

Zach smiled back. "It is, isn't it?" Exciting was one word. Also terrifying, nerve-wracking, thrilling, energising, arousing... take you pick, he thought. Knowing Harriet like he did he thought that she probably had the same mix, but they were both building each other's confidence up so he kept quiet.

His phone pinged with the name of a very relaxed bar across the road from where they were stood. "Here we go..." he said to Harriet.

"Yeah. You still want to do this?" she replied.

"Yeah, you?"

"Yeah. But let's both remember, if either of us wants to we can pull the plug at any point. For any reason. Ok? We don't need to justify it to each other, it can be something ridiculously small or totally and utterly irrational. This is only good if we're both completely committed and happy to go ahead. Deal?"

"Deal. Absolutely." The green man showed on the crossing and they started to walk across. "I can see him..." said Zach, spotting Ben sat at an upturned beer barrel table with two empty stools in front of him out on the pavement. He was watching them and when he realised that they'd seen him he broke in to a warm smile.

As they walked up he stood. "Zach, I presume?" he asked, holding out his hand.

"Yes, that's me. Nice to meet you Ben." They shook hands and Zach got to see him up close for the first time. He was exactly Harriet's type. Somewhere north of six foot, similar height to Zach, with a build and a deep tan that spoke to weekends spent outdoors doing something active... it wasn't a gym physique, it was an active physique, well built without looking strange or unnatural. And, even though he wasn't into guys, he could see that Ben was good looking with it, dark, close cut hair framing a handsome face and with a voice that was deep without being too deep. His expression had an open, natural friendliness to it that made Zach instantly take a liking to him.

First impressions, Zach approved. This was the type that they'd fantasised about, the plausible alternative lover for him to watch her with. Her decision to go with the Ben option felt right at that point, and he could understand why she had.

Ben turned to Harriet and said with a grin, "Harriet, I didn't expect to see you again. You're looking good."

Harriet smiled back and Zach could see that there was that instant attraction again. God only knew what she was thinking, the last time she'd seen Ben she'd been pressed against a wall next to a dancefloor orgasming at his touch, but there was a moment that made Zach's breath catch where she was smiling back at Ben and they seemed, just briefly, to have only eyes for each other. A lot passed between them in those brief moments that was unspoken but felt significant.

"Good to see you too."

"I don't know the etiquette here, so I'm just going to greet you like I greet every female friend." He leaned over to kiss her on the cheek. "I think that was ok?" he asked, looking at Zach.

Zach laughed. "Absolutely. Look, this is all new to us like I'm sure it's new to you. Shall I get us all some drinks?"

"Perfect, any beer for me," replied Ben.

Zach went up to the bar and as he waited for their drinks he looked outside to see Ben and Harriet talking, body language already positive between them, Harriet telling Ben something and him laughing in response. Obviously it wasn't quite like they'd just picked up from where they last left off, that might have got them arrested in the street for public indecency, but the chemistry between them that had been so apparent when they'd been talking at the cocktail bar before they'd gone to the dancefloor was there in spades again.

He had mixed feelings about that. Of course Harriet being into it, almost having a short term relationship with someone else that he could watch, that was a huge part of the attraction. But at the same time there was that part of him that felt just a touch jealous. That's my wife, he thought, my lover, not yours. But then, he was rapidly growing to appreciate, that jealousy was essential, it was what elevated how hot this all was to something much, much hotter, that little frisson of tension, that element of doubt... that nagging thought of what if she doesn't come back to me? What if he’s better than me?

Take away that element of danger and it wouldn't be worth it. Zach had never thought of himself as a risk taker, but he realised that he was getting his shot of adrenaline from this just as readily as someone climbing a cliff without ropes or surfing a big wave. He smiled to himself... just book a skydiving lesson next time, he thought. Much easier.

He decided to give them time, not too long, maybe ten minutes before he would rejoin them… enough time for them to rediscover their rapport fully without him as a spare wheel, but not so long that it would get weird when he joined them.

As Zach eventually sat down with their drinks, Ben was just finishing telling Harriet about one of his mates that she’d met at the cocktail bar, the random booze fuelled adventure he’d found himself on at the end of that night where he’d woken up at midday the next day in someone’s living room up in the Blue Mountains.

Zach was relieved to see that as soon as he arrived Ben brought him into the story, giving a quick recap, a few gaps filled in by Harriet. If the two had kept on talking just to each other he’d have been concerned, that wouldn’t bode well for anything that might happen in the future, but that wasn’t an issue.

When he’d finished the story, Ben turned to Zach and asked, “So, I know a bit about Harriet. Unless…” He turned to look at her with a sudden concerned look. “Unless you’re not really a deep sea diver?”

Zach felt confused, even more so when Harriet started giggling, sharing a conspiratorial look with Ben, and Ben broke out in a broad grin. “I’d better explain,” she said to Zach. “Back when we met that night we were messing around, Ben said he was something implausible like a fighter pilot…”

“…a naval aviator,” Ben interrupted, pretending to be serious. “Very important to get that right.”

“Right, a naval aviator.” She paused to look Ben in the eye, and Zach couldn’t escape noticing that she put her hand on Ben’s forearm as she did. To his surprise he felt his cock harden at the sight. Jesus, he thought, what state am I going to be in if I get to watch them actually naked together over the coming weeks.

“So,” she continued, turning back to Zach but leaving her hand on Ben’s arm, “that was so obviously bollocks that I needed my own profession.” Looking back at Zach she continued, “I have a confession to make, Zach. All these years you’ve thought I’m a doctor, I’ve been living a lie. Deep sea diver all this time.”

Zach laughed. “I knew all along… you thought I didn’t but I did.” He turned and said to Ben deadpan, shaking his head regretfully, “The seaweed in her hair was a dead giveaway.”

Harriet grinned at Zach. “Liar. But the thing is, I know that Ben isn’t a naval aviator.”

“I could be…” replied Ben with a grin.

“You’re an accountant. Your mates told me.”

“Dammit, I knew I should have steered you away from them.”

That exchange broke the ice between them nicely, and they were soon talking about each of their respective backgrounds, where Ben lived, his hobby of open water swimming that explained the physique and the tan. Zach found himself really warming to him, and could see why Harriet had wanted to go in this direction… if it all worked out Zach would so much rather watch Harriet with Ben than some random guy off a dating app or an ex-boyfriend.

When Harriet came back with another round of drinks, Ben turned to them both and said, “I’ve got to be honest, I’ve never received a text like the one from Zach earlier.” He smiled. “I thought it was too good to be true.”

Both Harriet and Zach smiled back but said nothing.

Ben looked at Harriet. “When I messaged you to ask you out for a drink and you said you were married, that was pretty definitive. A shame because I felt a real spark between us.”

Harriet glanced at Zach who nodded. He realised that they needed to be up front with Ben, and Harriet had to drive that, not him. “I felt that too. Zach messaging you earlier was from both of us. Something we’d like to explore.”

Ben was nodding as he looked at both of them. “Tell me, then, what exactly are we talking about? What’s the story?”

Zach watched as Harriet took a deep breath, then replied, “Potentially, if all three of us wanted to do this, you and me going further than we did in the cocktail bar a few weeks ago. Somewhere private. But Zach watching us the whole time, in the same room.”

Ben looked like he was desperately trying not to grin, and Zach realised that persuading him was not going to be difficult. “Zach watching, or also joining in?”

“Just watching,” replied Harriet. “Of course if we all agreed maybe we could change our minds, but for now we’re only talking Zach watching.” Zach was slightly surprised to hear Harriet dangle the idea of a threesome in the future… he wasn’t sure what he thought about that, but that certainly wasn’t on the cards in the short term so he mentally filed it away.

“And by going further you mean…?”

Harriet smiled, her cheeks slightly reddening. “Just like any two consenting adults in private might do. I don’t think it would be sensible to define that in advance?”

“No, quite right,” agreed Ben. “I just wanted to make sure that I’d understood the big picture… that I hadn’t completely misinterpreted.” He smiled. “That would be awkward after all…”

“Good to check, absolutely,” agreed Zach.

Ben turned to look at him. “Zach, I’ve got to ask, why?” He gestured with his hand towards Harriet. “I mean, with all due respect, if I was you I wouldn’t share.”

“That’s a good question to ask.” Zach paused to get his thoughts in order, wondering how deep to go. “I find the idea of watching Harriet with someone else, someone that she's in to and is attracted to, a huge turn on. God knows why, but I do. We’ve fantasised about it together, we sort of tried it when she met you a few weeks ago, and we both want to experiment with what it might be like to do it properly.”

Zach shrugged while Ben listened intently and Harriet looked from one to the other. “We might try this and decide it’s a disaster. Or we might try this and decide it’s amazing. Who knows? But we both want to try it, genuinely. At least once in our lives. And we’d like the first person we try it with to be you. You’re the only person we’ve approached.”

Ben was nodding slowly as Zach spoke and when he finished he sat back, looking at both Zach and Harriet. “I’m keen if you both are. Really keen. How does this happen? Do we find a date in the next few weeks, have dinner first, all of that? Where do we go to be in private? I’ll go with whatever you want.”

Harriet looked at Zach then said, “We haven’t really got that far. I guess we wanted to gauge interest first, then work it out. I mean we're off on holiday to Bali in a few weeks so something might not happen until after that, depending on how we want to do this.”

Zach picked up his phone. “Let me add Harriet to our conversation…” He paused for a couple of seconds while he did that. “There. All three of us in the chat. So maybe we plan it together over the next few days? It should be something that works for all of us, not just you having to experience our scene we’ve created.”

“Makes sense, all of it,” replied Ben.

“One thing though,” said Harriet, her face serious. “We should only message on that. No messages just to either me or Zach. Complete openness between us all is really important.”

“That’s fair, only message on there. Got it.” Ben looked between the two of them again. “I’m going to swing by the men’s room then shall I get us another drink now we’ve talked practicalities? I’ll need to head off after that, promised a friend I’d go to his girlfriend’s birthday party for moral support.” He half grimaced, half grinned as he said that. “I don’t like her or her friends… but I figure first we should get to know each other a little more, right?”

“Sounds good,” replied Harriet. “Same again for me please.”

As Ben walked inside, Zach looked at Harriet. She smiled and reached her hand to take his. “Sounds promising,” she said.

“It does, definitely. I can see why you chose him. Just the right mix of nice guy but not too nice, if that makes sense?”

“Definitely. Me and him have chemistry. That’s what you want to see, isn’t it?”

“Yeah… and even I can see why you’d be physically attracted. He ticks that box of a plausible love rival. Just don’t you dare actually fall for him!”

“No chance. You’re with me all the way with this.”

They lapsed into silence, both content with their thoughts. It felt to Zach like there was an air of controlled excitement, exactly as it should be.

“We’ll have to find a date that works for us, maybe book a nice hotel room, but that should work.” He nodded towards Ben who they could see stood at the bar. “He seems happy to go with what we want.”

“Yeah, I agree.” Harriet started laughing. “That’s why I married an Aussie, you’re all less uptight than Brits…”

Zach laughed too. “You Brits have your charms too…” He paused as a sudden thought came to him. “Erm… I’m going to suggest something. Shoot me down if you don’t like it.”

“Ok…” Harriet looked curious and Zach wondered whether as usual she was several steps ahead of him already.

“Well, why wait?”

“How do you mean?”

“We could spend weeks organising it, but I wonder if that might make it worse. You and him clearly are into each other, you’re flirting with each other very naturally, why don’t we make the most of it? Tonight I mean.”

“Tonight?” Harriet’s tone suggested surprise, but wasn’t dismissive. She was definitely curious. “But where?”

“Our place.”

She looked at him, thinking. “Would that be wise?”

“Not our bedroom, but our spare room. I think our bedroom would be too weird, too personal. But the spare room, particularly as we’ve made it nice…”

“It’s a mess though. We’ve got all those clothes piled up.”

“What if…” Zach thought for a second, warming to the idea more and more as he thought about it. “How about if I went back now, then you and him followed half an hour later? I could get it tidied up and you could get to know him a bit more.”

“Without you with us?”

“Not ‘get to know him’ like that. Personally, that’s all. You’ve got to save anything physical for when you’re with me.”

He watched as Harriet thought it through. Finally, she slowly nodded as if coming round to the idea. “He said that he had somewhere to be?”

“He’ll drop that straight away,” laughed Zach. “You could tell he wants an out.”

“Very true… ok, let’s ask him.” She smiled and took Zach’s hand. Her eyes had that brightness that spoke to her excitement. “If you’re sure?”

“No time like the present,” he replied, and leaned over to kiss her. She kissed him back hungrily, her excitement at the turn the evening might be taking evident.

Ben came back over a couple of minutes later carrying their drinks. He sat back down and looked at them. “Why do I get the feeling I missed something important while I was at the bar?”

“That obvious?” replied Zach, smiling.

“Kind of…” Ben looked at the two of them, not quite expectantly but certainly asking a question, trying to work out what dynamic he’d just come back to.

“So we were wondering,” started Harriet. “Whether you want the best excuse ever not to have to go to your mate’s girlfriend’s birthday party? One that your mate will completely understand?”

She was smiling and Zach could see that Ben was cottoning on, but maybe not daring to get his hopes up.

“I’m listening…”

“Instead, how would you like to come back to our place for the evening. See where the mood takes us… somewhere private.” She’d been looking at her drink, trying to act casual as she said it despite being unable to make eye contact, but she looked at Ben as she finished and they sat there for a long few moments, eyes locked.

Zach looked from one to the other, seeing Ben thinking hard, seeing Harriet’s quiet determination now that she’d committed, until finally Ben said, “I’d like that excuse a lot.”

“Good,” replied Harriet. “We were hoping you’d say that.”

“What we were going to suggest is that I go back now and tidy the place up a bit, get it ready,” Zach continued. “You and Harriet follow in half an hour. We’re only five minutes’ walk away.”

“Ok, I like that plan.”

Harriet leaned towards Ben. “But for that half hour we’re just talking. We’ve got to save the fun stuff until we’re with Zach,” she teased.

Ben grinned. “I think I can control myself.”

Zach stood up and took a long swig of the beer that Ben had got him. “Sorry I’m not going to finish it.”

“We can let that one slide,” laughed Ben as he stood up and shook Zach’s hand. “In the circumstances. See you in a bit.”

Zach turned to Harriet and she said, “Ben, can you excuse me for two minutes? I want to have a quick chat with Zach.”

She stood and taking Zach’s hand led him out of sight of Ben, a little down the street in the direction of their apartment.

They stood opposite each other and she took both Zach’s hands in hers. She was positively glowing with excitement, he realised, almost bouncing on the spot and he felt the same. Nervous excitement but very definitely excitement. She looked beautiful.

“You’re sure about this?” she asked.

“I am. Are you?”

“Yes, I think doing this now rather than waiting is the perfect decision.”

They looked at each other. “I love you so very, very much,” she continued quietly.

“I love you so much too.”

“One question I’ve got,” Harriet asked. “When you say nothing physical until we get back, where’s the boundary?”

“Give me some examples.”

“Ok, I’m assuming making out with him is no, I’m saving that for you to see. But a little kiss, to get the mood going, or holding his hand as we walk back, probably ok? I’m completely happy to follow whatever rules you want to set.”

Zach thought for a moment. “That sounds ok. If it got anything like on the dancefloor or next to it that wouldn’t be cool. But if you’re flirting and it feels right then that’s fine… it’s important that it feels right for both of you after all, this isn’t just my private sex show.”

Harriet nodded. “Thank you, that sounds sensible. And if I’m unsure I’ll err on the side of caution. Is there anything you don’t want to happen when we get to our flat?”

“No, I don’t think so. I’ll say if there is. How about you?”

“No. Obviously step in if something goes wrong but otherwise let’s see where it goes. Oh, one thing… please make sure he’s wearing protection if we… you know.”

“Condom police… that’s a pretty sexy roleplay,” he teased.

“Sexiest there is… you’d look good in a uniform,” she teased back. “But on that topic, can you buy some protection on your way home? And some lube?”

“Lube?” Zach raised his eyebrows at that. “What are you planning?”

Harriet sighed in mock frustration. “Trust me, you and I don’t normally need it but it really depends on… well… him. If you catch my drift.”

Zach smiled, not fully understanding but suddenly wondering whether it would turn out that Ben was much better endowed than him, that that was what Harriet was hinting at. But, he realised, that in itself would add to the sheer illicit thrill of what was about to happen… not for the last time that night he realised that he needed to go with the flow and not overthink.

“Ok, will do.” He leaned towards her and kissed her, a kiss she returned passionately.

“Whatever happens, remember that I love you more than anything,” she said as she turned to walk away before she paused, turned back to Zach and slipped her wedding and engagement rings off her finger. Handing them to him, she said, "Look after those... I want you to put them back on me later." She looked at him intently. “Promise me. It’s important.”

“I promise.” Zach watched for a moment as she walked back over to where Ben was sat, Harriet saying something, listening to his response and then playfully pretending she was leaving with a pout for the ages before grinning and going to sit down next to him. She was clearly going into flirting overdrive, and the thought of how committed to this Harriet was drove Zach wild. She was all in.


Chapter 8


Zach wasn't quite sure what to do with himself. Did he sit calmly in an armchair, a silent spectator with a glass of whisky as it unfolded around him like a villain in a movie, or be the gracious host going out of his way to make Ben feel welcome, or something in between? He wasn’t sure and figured he’d play it by ear depending on the vibe, taking a lead from Harriet.

Harriet had messaged on their three-way group chat to say that they were leaving the bar a few minutes before so he was expecting them any time, and he figured the best place to wait was on the balcony where he could see them coming down the street.

A bottle of champagne was chilling in the fridge in case they needed it alongside some beers and a bottle of white wine, the open plan living room was tidy with their drying laundry hidden in his and Harriet’s bedroom, lamps on and some background music playing to give a relaxed mood.

The spare room had taken a bit more effort to get cleaned up, the piles of clothes rapidly hidden in his and Harriet’s room again, some pillows added to the ones already on the bed, lamps on, overhead lighting off, a quick wipe round of the ensuite bathroom, the condoms and lube that he'd bought at the convenience store tucked discretely inside one of the bedside drawers ready if they were needed.

Luckily they’d completely redone their spare room less than a year ago, putting a super king sized bed in and some comfy seating scattered around to cater for the not infrequent friends and family that Harriet had visiting from the UK. It got really difficult, they'd realised, having guests to stay when they were suffering from jet lag, up at all hours. By making the room as nice and as comfortable as possible they'd ensured that visitors would feel welcome without their jet lag intruding on Harriet and Zach.

Now, as it happened, it also made the perfect setting for what was about to happen that evening. A sofa beneath the window, a comfy armchair the other side of the bed... Zach could choose and change his position depending on what was happening without impinging on them in any way.

As far as he could tell they were ready, or at least as ready as they'd ever be which, he reflected, was not necessarily the same thing.

Now, as he took a deep breath of the night air to steady his nerves, he had a moment to think. His beautiful wife, his Harriet, was at that moment walking back with another man to, very likely, have sex with him. In their apartment. With Zach watching.

It had all happened very, very fast. But Zach realised that he was ok with that, in fact more… it was the best outcome. Waiting a few days or weeks would have built the anticipation to ridiculous levels and there was a genuine risk that it would spoil it, that someone would overthink.

This was much, much better. Harriet was so clearly attracted to Ben both physically and emotionally, and him to her, and that attraction had been building to a peak during their time with him that evening. Very likely the sense of unfinished business between them helped with that. It was the right moment, the moment that maximised the potential for a truly incredible night.

Zach could tell that Harriet wanted this, but also that she wanted this for all the right reasons. She wanted to experiment with Ben, but only because Zach was involved… it was a virtuous circle that would hopefully give them both a spectacular evening.

And, Zach realised, he really wanted it, wanted it so much that he felt it deep inside. He wanted to watch Harriet give herself body and soul to Ben, to have the night of her life, and then for the two of them to enjoy the aftermath for weeks or months to come. And who knew, if it was really great then maybe it was the start of something amazing for the future?

He looked down at the street and saw them, walking along slowly, he could just make out Harriet smiling at something. They were holding hands and it looked right… they looked like a couple. Him tall and well built, her shorter though not short, slender but with her hoody loose on her top half. They looked good together.

Zach felt that delicious tension between desire to watch them and jealousy ratchet up a little more… this was real, it was going to happen, and Zach was just going to have to go with the flow.

As they disappeared down below, heading into the building, he went inside to wait, figuring that welcoming host was probably the vibe.

It took a couple of minutes, and he realised they were taking a while longer than they should. Zach had a suspicion and when he walked over to the front door and opened it he nearly burst out laughing… for a split second he saw Harriet and Ben, still holding hands, locked in a kiss before they flew apart.

“Busted!” he teased, and Ben grinned back while Harriet went red. She looked good, slightly breathless, her hands unconsciously smoothing down her clothes. Zach could tell she was super aroused.

Harriet smiled guiltily. “You had my keys,” she said, trying but not quite succeeding to stop the smile that was already around her eyes spreading to her mouth. “Good job you found us.”

“Yeah,” replied Zach grinning. “Still totally busted. Come on in.”

He stepped back and they both came in, Ben giving him a nod as he walked past, Harriet giving Zach’s hand a little squeeze alongside a smile of reassurance.

“So I wasn’t sure how you two want to do this… there’s some champagne in the fridge chilling, a glass of that maybe to start?”

“Great idea,” replied Harriet. “I’ll get.” She walked over to the kitchen and starting getting the glasses out while Zach and Ben stood chatting.

“Nice place you’ve got,” said Ben, making what Zach figured was probably the most surreal small talk of any of their lives. “How long you been here?”

“Couple of years now. Once we knew we were living here long term it made sense to buy.”

“You guys met in Sydney?”

“No, England… I went to uni there for a year and met Harriet. Ten years ago.” He looked over at Harriet who was looking their way, listening to them while she sorted out the champagne. “I think her parents kind of hate me for whisking her off to the other side of the world.”

“They don’t hate you,” she called over to them. “Well maybe my dad a little, not my mum.” She walked over with three glasses and the bottle, then said to Ben, “I think I’d be fighting my mum for Zach if my dad wasn’t around. Turns out she likes a good-looking Aussie.” She paused. “Must run in the family I guess…”

Ben grinned. “Families, eh.”

“Yeah. How about you? You live nearby?”

“No, I’m other side of the city, a few of us in a flat share. Would be good to own one day.”

“I haven’t asked yet,” said Harriet. “How old are you?”

“How old is old enough?” joked Ben. Zach and Harriet both laughed and Ben continued, “Twenty six. How about you both?”

“We’re both thirty. You’re my toy boy I guess?” teased Harriet. Zach smiled at that. The situation could have been awkward but it wasn’t… they were all making a conscious effort to chat, but without feeling too forced.

Once the champagne was poured, they talked easily, Ben and Harriet sat on the sofa and Zach sat in an armchair. It didn’t escape his attention that Harriet was resting her bare legs on Ben as she curled up into the sofa, and her relaxed, open, friendly posture seemed to rub off on Ben who relaxed himself and rested one hand on her thigh.

Zach did notice that Harriet was drinking her glass faster than usual, which told him that she was probably feeling nervous inside, building some Dutch courage, but he wouldn’t have known otherwise. It felt like he’d gone to visit Harriet and Ben in their apartment, a strange parallel universe which should have jarred with his reality but somehow didn’t.

As Harriet drained her glass she looked over at Zach. “You still good with this?” she asked.

Zach nodded. “Yeah, definitely.”

She turned to look at Ben. “How about you?”

“Absolutely. Are you?” he replied.

She said nothing, but Zach watched transfixed as she set her glass down, moved herself around on the sofa, and straddled Ben, one bare leg either side of him, resting on his lap, her summer dress hitched up so that not much was hidden. Harriet reached up and pulled off her hoody, letting her hair fall back down loose, a blue bra strap just visible under one of the shoulder straps of her dress.

Ben’s hands moved to her waist and gripped her gently, making Harriet smile down at him. “In case you were still wondering, I’m very still good with this,” she said quietly, before she leaned down to kiss him.

Zach shifted, feeling himself harden rapidly at this sudden acceleration of events. Their kiss wasn’t like their kiss on the dance floor, it was far more than that. It was the passionate, involved, sensuous kiss of two people who had wanted to do this for the last few hours… no, actually the last few weeks, and finally had the chance.

Harriet’s hands were on Ben’s face, while his hands started on her waist but soon started to roam, moving to hold her ass briefly, pulling her slightly towards him, then moving up her front and cupping her breasts through her dress, his fingers looking like they were tracing the shape of her nipples. This was everything that Zach had hoped for.

He watched as Ben’s hands reached round to her back, fumbling slightly then finding the zip of her dress and sliding it down, before he moved them back round and slipped the dress off her shoulders and down to her waist, revealing her blue bra beneath, one of her sexier bras… Zach had a sudden realisation that she’d worn that for him, expecting to be ending the evening in bed with Zach rather than Ben. That delicious flash of jealousy at the realisation only made Zach’s heart beat that little faster.

Ben’s hands were all over the bra again while Harriet continued kissing him, her tongue just visible playing against his, and when he reached round and undid her bra she broke off the kiss and let it fall away, revealing her breasts and her rock hard nipples.

He ran his hands gently over her breasts and Harriet sat up straighter, her eyes closing for a minute, a slow gasp of pleasure coming from her lips as his fingers gently pinched both nipples.

Harriet’s eyes opened again and she looked down at Ben. “I felt bad after last time, getting what I wanted and not giving you anything. I want to fix that now.”

Zach barely dared breath, not wanting to remind her that he was watching, as she stood up, letting the dress fall away so that she was stood in just her matching blue thong. She turned around, giving an incredible view of her toned ass, and looked over her shoulder at Ben. “You like what you see?”

“Absolutely,” came his reply, his voice slightly ragged with arousal. Zach could see, now that Harriet had stood up, that there was a clear bulge in his trousers but then, he rationalised, Ben wouldn’t be human if he didn’t have a massive erection at that moment.

“Good. We’re going to have a lot of fun. But first… you. I owe you.” She turned back to face him and dropped to her knees between his legs. “And I don’t like owing anyone.” She started to undo the button and zip on his shorts, and when she pulled them down he lifted his hips to help, his eyes fixed on Harriet’s eyes the whole time.

She then reached for his t-shirt and he pulled it off, revealing a well-muscled torso, not quite a six pack but the sort of muscle definition, particularly on the upper torso and shoulders, that you’d expect from a serious swimmer.

Harriet looked down at his boxer shorts and ran her hand teasingly over the outline of his hard cock, drawing a gasp from Ben. “I definitely owe you. I bet it was like this after that night in the cocktail bar, wasn’t it?”

She pulled at the waist of his boxers and pulled them down and off, making his hard cock spring free... and Christ, was Ben excited. His cock was bigger than Zach's, though not by much, a little longer and a little thicker, and Zach wondered if Harriet had known from touching it a few weeks before, hence her request for lube. It was as erect as it was possible to be, standing up proud, a thin sheen of pre-cum at the tip.

His cock looked poised, it looked ready and Zach had a reality hitting him home moment that that cock was about to enter his wife, one way or another. That exquisite tension between arousal and jealousy struck again, harder this time. And more than that, they were on the sofa. On their sofa. Where him and Harriet hung out. Where they watched TV. Where they made love sometimes. So... fucking... hot.

Ben looked over at him, as if he’d suddenly remembered that Zach was there and needed to check that it was still ok. Zach responded with a slight smile and nod, but Harriet saw and said, “You’ll want to look at me, not Zach.”

She had his cock in her hand and was slowly moving her hand back and forth, making Ben shift slightly and let out a low moan, almost a growl.

“You like this?” she asked.

“Yes… very much,” Ben replied with some difficulty. Zach could tell that he wasn’t far off already.

“Then you’ll love this,” she said, smiling, as she lowered her head and started to plant kisses up and down his shaft, before replacing her lips with her tongue. He let out a louder moan.

After a few minutes of teasing him like that, she said to Ben, “Can you hold my hair?”

He reached his hands down and bunched her hair into a rough ponytail, holding it in one hand, and with another smile she sunk her mouth on to his cock, starting to bob her head up and down.

For Zach he found it funny, knowing exactly what Ben would be feeling, how her tongue would be teasing the head, how she would time the movements of her lips with her tongue… she gave good head, he could vouch for that, and he suspected Ben would as well given the look on his face, the way he was shifting, the moans coming from his lips.

Watching her taking another man’s cock in her mouth, watching it disappear in and out again, her lips forming a tight seal, seeing her take obvious pleasure in doing it… wow, thought Zach, this is just as good as I’d hoped.

He got a surprise, though, when after a couple of minutes she moved deeper, holding herself still then taking more of his cock in, then more. My god, thought Zach, she’s deep throating him, she’s never done that with me… in fact Zach didn’t know that she knew how, but clearly she did. He saw that Ben’s entire cock was in her mouth right to the base and that she was bobbing up and down, going faster now.

After thirty seconds she popped her head back off and took a deep couple of breaths, a line of spit joining her lips to the tip of his cock, and then with another smile she lowered her mouth again.

Ben’s eyes closed, his head thrown back, and then Zach watched as Ben tensed, moaning, and came in Harriet’s mouth, his wife’s mouth, her giving him no respite as she kept going through his orgasm, drinking his cum down until she lifted her head and swallowed with a grin.

She leaned back, still on her knees, and sat looking up at Ben who’d opened his eyes again and was looking down at her in wonder.

“I don’t think I owe you anything anymore,” Harriet teased.

“No, you never did but you really don’t now,” replied Ben, grinning. “Come back up here.”

“Let’s go to the bedroom, it’ll be more comfortable,” she replied, standing and reaching out her hand.

Ben stood and kissed her, his semi erect cock brushing against Harriet’s waist, trailing a little line of his semen across her skin. “Lead the way.”

Harriet turned to look at Zach. “Still ok?” she asked quietly, her eyes conveying a sense of care even while her situation and her state of undress spoke to something far different.

“Very ok,” he replied, and meant it. Now that they’d pulled the trigger and got started, now that he’d watched his wife suck another man’s cock and take his cum in her mouth, he was addicted… if Harriet was game, Zach knew right there and then that this wouldn’t be their last time.

She smiled and led Ben through to the spare room, Zach following behind.


Chapter 9


When they got into the spare room, Zach went to sit down on the sofa to start with, giving himself a side on view of the bed. Ben stood looking around while Harriet climbed on to the bed and lay back semi-reclined, propped up on her elbows. She looked over at Zach first. "Do you want to wear something more comfortable?" she asked. She looked over at Ben who was still stood at the foot of the bed. "I don't think we'd mind if Zach lost some clothing, would we?"

"No, not at all."

Zach thought for a second then replied, "I'm comfortable like this... it makes it clear to me that I'm watching, not taking part."

Harriet shrugged. "Your choice. You're still ok?"

Zach nodded. "Yes." What he thought, though, was wild stallions couldn't keep me from wanting to see this... the atmosphere was electric between Ben and Harriet.

Harriet turned her attention to Ben. "Come and join me." She watched as Ben climbed on to the bed himself, his muscles showing as he positioned himself next to Harriet, both of them side on to Zach, his semi-erect cock hanging down.

She lay down and Ben leaned over to kiss her, slowly and gently. Her hand reached for his shoulder and his hand started on her stomach before moving down to her ass and thighs, unhurried, taking his time. Zach could see that Ben was a skilled lover, that he knew to take his time, and Zach knew that Harriet would appreciate that... the worst thing that Ben could do was try to hurry her up.

They kissed for what felt like an age, both their hands getting more and more intimate although Ben was avoiding slipping his hand between her legs, teasing Harriet by stroking her thighs, even brushing across the fabric of her thong, but nothing more. She was getting so turned on, moving her hips towards Ben’s hand whenever they got close, clearly craving more contact, more friction.

Ben moved his lips from her mouth and started kissing her neck, slowly, in no rush, then lower, kissing her shoulders and down to her breasts, his tongue and lips caressing one nipple while his fingers touched the other, and Harriet turned her head, looking at Zach as she let out a long, loud moan of pleasure, the look on her face making it clear that there was no faking… it may have been the most aroused he’d ever seen her.

All the while, whenever he glanced lower, he was met with the sight of Ben’s cock, semi-erect at that point, heavy, weighty… Zach felt himself harden when he thought about that cock erect again, imagined it sliding into Harriet, it looked so obscene like that.

Ben kissed slowly lower until he reached Harriet’s waist, and then he looked up at her and said quietly, “May I?”

Harriet smiled weakly. “You may…”

Ben reached for the waistband of her thong and slowly slid it down over her hips and along her thighs, before she lifted her legs to help him to pull it off completely and throw it to one side. When she lowered her legs she parted them and looked to Ben’s eyes, but Ben’s attention was elsewhere, drawn to Harriet’s tuft of trimmed pubic hair. From Zach’s vantage point he could see it glistening with her obvious arousal, and he saw Ben’s cock start to harden rapidly at the way in which she’d lain back wide open for him.

Harriet was waiting, looking at Ben, leaving it to him to decide which way this went. With his cock now hard, Zach wondered if Ben would slide right into her but he didn’t… instead he resumed his kissing and moved down so that his mouth was positioned right between her legs.

There were a few long moments then where it felt as if time stopped, Harriet seeming to be holding her breath but also willing Ben to take that final step and then he did, his tongue sliding through her pubic hair and touching her slowly. Zach had the best seat in the house, watching transfixed as Ben’s tongue traced down and then up, Harriet letting out several quick gasps in succession.

Ben lifted his head and smiled at Harriet. “What do you like?”

She looked back at him. “Keep it slow… draw it out. I’ll tell you if you need to change what you’re doing.”

The minutes that followed were an education for Zach. When he was with Harriet they tended to be quite quiet, ten years together meaning that they knew each other well and each knew what worked and didn’t.

At least, that’s what Zach had thought.

But as he heard Harriet be vocal about precisely what she wanted (“Left a bit”, “Now another finger”, “Just your tongue now”, “Slower, be gentle”) it occurred to Zach that maybe with Harriet they’d fallen into a trap, one that he was sure most couples fall into. They stuck with what worked pretty well for fear of causing offence by asking for what might work really well.

Certainly, the way that Harriet was communicating with Ben was different and it seemed to be working from what Zach could see from the way that her body was reacting to Ben’s touch.

Harriet looked like she was close to climaxing, her breath fast and ragged, little goosebumps on her skin, the tremors running through her from time to time. Her eyes were growing less focused and she had the tell-tale red flush across her chest, neck and face. Above all else, though, Zach could see that she was enjoying it.

Ben for his part was being patient and responsive, but now he lifted his head again and said, “Roll over for me. I’ve got a little trick you might like.”

Harriet looked at him for a few moments, but realistically Zach knew she’d say yes to anything in that state… when she was close to orgasm nothing could stop her chasing that peak, not when outright lust took over.

Casting a glance at Zach she rolled on to her front, pushed up a little on her elbows so that her breasts were hanging down to touch the sheets. “Like this?” she asked Ben, looking back over her shoulder.

“Perfect.” He was kneeling beside her. “Just part your legs for me.”

Harriet moved her legs wide apart, leaving nothing to either man’s imagination, and Ben reached for a pillow, pushing it under her hips so that her ass was slightly raised but without Harriet having to make any effort.

Zach wondered again whether Ben was going to take the final step with Harriet, his cock still rock hard and ready, but his patience impressed Zach… in fact Ben probably possessed a bit more self-control than Zach would have in that situation.

Instead, Ben lay down on his front behind Harriet and started to go down on her again, a mix of fingers and tongue. Harriet let out a startled gasp of pleasure, her hands gripping the sheets at the unexpected angles and the different sensations that they were clearly bringing.

“You like this?” Ben asked, lifting his head but continuing with his fingers.

Harriet looked hack over her shoulder and nodded. “Yes… please don’t stop.” She glanced at Zach with a happy grin. “Please don’t ever fucking stop…”

As she started to get very close, her pleasure written across her face, Ben shifted, moving his tongue up a little. Perplexed, Zach sat up straighter and was stunned to see that Ben was no longer going down on Harriet but was instead using his tongue on her tight asshole, licking and gently but firmly pushing.

Harriet let out a long moan of pleasure, then cried out, “Oh God Ben, I’m cumming… please don’t stop.”

Zach saw Ben’s tongue continue probing while his fingers stroked her clitoris, and the climax hit Harriet hard… “Ben, oh Ben… that’s so good… ohhh Ben more pressure… oh yes, that’s it… don’t you dare fucking stop…”

Her body started shaking, her toes curling, but she held her position, her fingers clawing at the sheets as her orgasm rocked through her, coming in three waves, each one peaking and cresting before the next wave flooded through her, and the noises she made were a mix of cries of pleasure and deeper, more carnal, wordless expressions of desire.

In the end, too sensitive to go on, she reached her hand back and physically pushed Ben’s face away from her ass, then lay there on her front half stunned before she glanced at Zach with a breathless, embarrassed, almost guilty look.

Zach smiled back and nodded encouragement, despite feeling inside like Harriet had just been the recipient of oral sex that transcended his own best efforts. Hot didn’t come close to describing what he’d just seen.

Two things, at that moment, he resolved to do… first, to try being much more communicative, which seemed to empower Harriet to really express her desires.

Second, he had to try what Ben had just done. Anal play was generally out of the question between Harriet and Zach, of course they’d experimented when they first got together but Harriet didn’t like anal and it had always been a hard no since they’d got married, whether with his cock or fingers. From the evidence of the night, though, maybe tongues were ok… though Zach wasn’t sure what he thought about using his tongue on Harriet’s anus… was that a step too far in a marriage?

The intimacy of what Ben had just done to her was insane though, a level of intimacy that Zach wanted too at some point in the future if Harriet was willing. He’d set any reservations aside to experience that closeness to her.

Ben had pulled himself up to lie down next to Harriet and his hand was stroking her back and ass while he gently kissed her neck and shoulders.

His strokes were getting fairly intimate, and when his hand slid along inside her ass crack, Harriet reached her hand back and took hold of his. “Tongue was ok, but nothing more than that there, ok?” she said, rolling over to face Ben so that she was facing away from Zach.

“Of course,” replied Ben. “Do you need a few minutes? Can I get you anything?”

“Nothing,” she said quietly. She reached her hand to take hold of his hard cock. “The only thing I want right now is you.”

Hearing his wife say that to Ben, lying naked in the same room as Zach, hit hard… for the first time the hit of jealousy went beyond simply adding to the eroticism, it went momentarily further. He knew it was part of all of this, was what elevated Harriet having sex with another man to stratospheric levels, but it hit hard nonetheless.

Quickly enough though he’d rationalised it and settled back down to watch, as Ben and Harriet started kissing again and their hands started to roam. Zach suspected he was on the verge of seeing this escalate to another level.

They spent a few minutes kissing and touching, Harriet slowly running her hand up and down Ben’s cock, and his hand had found its way between her legs again. Harriet had parted them and from Zach’s perspective he could see Ben’s fingers, gently and slowly touching her, avoiding what must have been a huge temptation to speed up.

Each time one of them moved their hips got closer until Zach saw that Harriet was holding Ben’s cock tight and starting to guide, the tip brushing again Harriet’s pubic hair, just millimetres from being inside her.

Ben shifted suddenly and Zach held his breath as he saw the tip slide into her a couple of centimetres before Harriet flexed her hips back and he slid back out.

“Protection,” she said quietly. Zach cursed himself... making sure that Ben wore protection was as much his responsibility as it was Harriet's, he should have seen what was going on, one step removed as he was from what was going on compared to her, and he'd let himself get so caught up in enjoying watching what Harriet and Ben were doing that he'd missed it.

To atone, he stood and went to the bedside table, opening the drawer. "Here," he said and Harriet twisted towards him. "And the lube."

"Thank you," she replied, looking him in the eyes as she reached up to take both the condom and lube off him with what he thought looked like a grateful smile, before she mouthed the words, "You ok?"

"Very," he replied. Zach went back to sit down and Harriet rolled back to face Ben. Ben wasted little time in slipping the condom on, and Harriet applied a small squirt of lube.

"Now, where were we," she said to Ben, shifting her hips and Ben shifting his until his cocked was poised again at her entrance.

"Here I think," replied Ben with a grin.

They kissed again and then slowly, very slowly Ben slid his cock into Harriet, whether it was her or him taking the initiative, or maybe a bit of both, he couldn't tell.

What he could tell, though, was Harriet's response, letting out a long, loud gasp of pleasure as Ben's hard cock filled her.

"Stay there," she said as Ben started to pull his hips back again. "Let's just..." She moaned softly. "Let's just enjoy like this... slowly."

She kissed him again and they lay like that for a good while, joined, Zach's view giving him no doubt that Ben was fully inside her, kissing and holding each other, resisting the urge to rush.

Eventually, Zach heard Harriet whisper, "Now we can, but slowly still... I need time to recover from before."

Ben pulled back slowly, and then slid back in, setting a casual, gentle rhythm, Harriet driving the pace as much as Ben, the two of them making love to each other.

It was so intense... Zach kept on having to remind himself to breathe. His own cock was so hard watching them, seeing Harriet respond so well to another man inside her, watching her control the pace to match what she needed.

Finally, though, even Ben couldn't hold himself back for too long and he started to increase the pace, not frantically but certainly faster and harder with each thrust than before. Harriet didn't seem to mind at all, her hand on his hips pulling Ben into her, and then Ben leaned across and Harriet rolled onto her back, and suddenly she was under him, not next to him, her legs apart, her heels resting on his thighs, one hand on Ben's muscular back and the other holding his ass. She was so completely open to Ben, but also so desperately pulling him into her, it took Zach’s breath away.

Harriet stole a glance over at Zach, but Zach could see that her focus was shifting internally, that despite her powerful orgasm not too long before Ben was having an effect on her, pushing her back towards the heights. Her breathing was getting faster and more ragged, her cheeks were flushed, her eyes didn't have their usual focus.

"Now..." she said and gasped loudly twice. "Now faster."

Ben didn't waste a moment, increasing pace straight away. He lifted himself up to look down at her, and from Zach's vantage point he could tell that Harriet was sliding herself onto Ben as much as Ben was sliding into her, both of them almost desperately trying to climb into each other.

It sounded weird in his head, but they weren't just fucking at that point... it was more basic, more carnal, it wasn't just about pleasure, it was about trying to join with each other. They were, for want of a better word, mating... that felt like it captured the sheer animalistic physicality of what they were doing at that point. It was fast, it was frantic, it was desperate.

Ben was clearly close, his breathing as rapid as Harriet's, his eyes half closed, and she said to him breathlessly, "Just hold on a little longer..." before another long moan came from her mouth.

He slowed a bit, seemingly to try to slow it down, but then it became a moot point because Harriet came hard, her fingers digging into Ben's skin, pulling him into her, and that triggered him too, a series of loud grunts as his body tensed and he came, trying gamely to keep thrusting through his own orgasm until it seemed like the sensations were too much and he slowed to a halt.

Ben looked down at Harriet, who looked back up at him, both breaking into tired grins, and they kissed again, slowly, passionately, before Ben slid back out of her and rolled to one side, taking off the condom and putting it on the other bedside table.

He lay back down and Harriet rolled over to cuddle up to him, her back to Zach, her arm across Ben's chest, her leg across his, his now flaccid cock resting against her thigh, a little thread of his semen dripped on to her, beads of sweat visible in the small of her back, her hair messy against the pillow.

Zach sat for a moment, unsure of what to do, feeling like by doing anything he'd be intruding on an incredibly intimate moment, that post-orgasmic bliss between Harriet and Ben, and then he had an idea. A classy way to make sure there was no awkwardness between them and him... more champagne.


Chapter 10


Zach was just fetching clean champagne glasses from the kitchen when he heard the spare room door close, and looking up he saw Harriet, naked, beautiful, flushed, hair messily falling around her shoulders. She looked relaxed, positively glowing, that brightness in her eyes.

He smiled and saw her pause, tentatively smiling back at him but lingering near the bedroom door rather than coming right over.

“Are you ok?” she asked with a hint of concern.

“Absolutely…” He lifted the glasses he’d got out. “I figured a drink would go down well after all that.”

Harriet smiled and padded slowly over to him. Zach was transfixed, she looked so stunning, even more so he thought having just been fucked by another man. He wanted her so much.

“I was just… the way you got up and walked out… I worried that you weren’t ok,” she said quietly when she was stood in front of him, her hand resting on his chest.

“No, I promise I’m having a great time. How about you?”

She looked away then forced herself to make eye contact, a shy smile on her lips. “I am. It’s fun.”

“A lot of fun from what I can see?” teased Zach.

“Yeah, a lot of fun…” She thought for a second. “It’s… he’s good in bed but you’re much better.”

“Really? I don’t mind but you seem to react to him pretty well…”

“You mean when I rolled over and his tongue?”

“Yeah, that was pretty wild!”

“Yeah, it was… who'd have thought? We should try that sometime,” Harriet replied. “But you know what made me react so intensely?”

Zach shook his head. “No.”

Harriet leaned in close and Zach caught the intoxicating scent of sex on her body. She whispered into his ear, “It wasn't his tongue in my ass. It was knowing that you were watching me with another guy’s tongue in my ass… so, so fucking hot. That exact thought triggered it, I couldn’t stop myself when I thought it, it was nothing he did.”

She leaned back and smiled excitedly. “I’m going to go into our room for a minute to get something, then back in to Ben. Champagne sounds great. But… I want to wrap it up with him fairly soon.”

“Really?” Zach couldn’t hide his disappointment. It was only 9.30pm after all and he was really enjoying the experience.

“Yes, really.” She started to walk off towards their master bedroom but then she turned and called back over her shoulder, “You and I need to leave plenty of time to get reacquainted after all.”

Zach smiled and shook his head in disbelief once she’d gone… she was clearly enjoying it as much as him, but the fact that Harriet was focused on them getting reacquainted as soon as possible simply elevated his feeling about the whole night yet again.

He'd read that reclaiming your partner afterwards was one of the high points of this sort of experience, and he was eager to see that in practice.

***

Zach found Ben sat up in bed, pillows against the headboard and sheets pulled up to his waist.

"Everything ok with you guys?" he asked, then he laughed. "I figure more champagne means yes, but best to check."

Zach laughed too. "Yeah, we're all good. Harriet just wanted a few minutes in our bedroom, she'll be back soon." He poured three glasses, emptying the bottle. "Here you go."

When Ben had his glass, and with Harriet's glass resting on the bedside table, Zach sat back on the sofa, making himself comfy with his legs up, glass in hand.

"So..." said Zach before trailing off. What the hell do you say to the guy who just had sex with your wife in front of you, made her orgasm twice in front of you? Well done, tell me about your technique? Isn't she awesome when she does that thing with her tongue? You should have tried that instead, she'd love it?

No, of course not. Small talk was tricky.

Ben was also clearly experiencing the same dilemma from the other side, because what could he say either? Your wife sucks cock great? You didn't know that she likes being rimmed? Your wife felt so tight?

Zach found himself smiling when he thought about what might be going through Ben's head. Ben noticed and couldn't help smiling himself.

"So..." replied Ben, still smiling.

They sat in silent for a couple of minutes, sharing amusement at their predicament, and then Ben said, "So... those Roosters earlier... how good were they?"

Zach burst out laughing. As it happened, that was the game that Zach had been watching on and off in the pub with their friends before meeting Ben, but that wasn't the point... Ben's sense of humour right then was spot on, diffusing what could have been awkward.

Ben started laughing too, and at that moment Harriet came back in and looked at the two of them in bemusement.

"What's so funny?" she asked with a quizzical smile.

"Nothing..." replied Zach. "Just making small talk."

"Ok, well... I feel like I missed something but I'm glad you're both getting along."

She walked over to the bed and kneeled on it next to Ben, on the far side from where Zach was sat. Both men, as they stopped laughing, paused to appreciate what Harriet had done with the last few minutes... she was now wearing a black silk nightdress, short with the hem stopping not far down her thighs, but then she was also wearing silk stockings and what looked like suspenders underneath. Her hair was now held by a clip at the back, so that it still fell down her back but was pulled back from her face.

It wasn't the first time that Zach had seen her in those clothes, but that didn't stop him appreciating how good she looked. For Ben, though, it was his first time seeing her dressed like that and Zach could see how much he liked what he saw.

Harriet acted as if there was nothing to see though. "Pass me my champagne," she said to Ben, who dutifully obeyed. Harriet raised her glass to Zach, then clinked her glass against Ben's and lent in to give him a quick, playful kiss. "To a fun night."

Both men replied at once, "A fun night."

Harriet grinned. "I've got something to read to you fellas." She picked up her phone and looked down at it. "I was doing some research on this sort of thing, and I was reading about the terminology. It's kind of hot. And as I'm a doctor I like to have a name for everything."

She turned to look at Zach and he could see that she was in a playful mood. "So, Zach... do you know what you apparently are?"

He had a suspicion from his own research. "I think you're going to tell me either way, aren't you?"

"You're right, I am," she teased. "You, Zach, are a cuck... it says here that you enjoy watching but don't want to take part. Possibly from some sort of masochistic tendency. Does that sound right?"

"You've got me," he replied with a grin. "Maybe don't tell our friends though?"

"I'll try not to." She turned to look at Ben. "Now Ben, do you know what the term is for me? It's pretty cool... I like it."

Ben shook his head. "I'll be honest, this isn't a scene I've ever given any thought to until you two started messaging me today."

"I... and I'm sure you'll agree with this... I am, apparently, a hotwife. Apparently the best experiences will come if I embody the 'hotwife life', deriving as much pleasure from the experience as the cuck. What do you reckon, Ben? Do you think I'm embodying the hotwife life?"

"I'd say so from where I'm sitting, yes," replied Ben with a grin.

"Zach?" she asked, turning to him with a smile. She had that brightness in her eyes again, she looked so alive and so excited... so happy.

"I'd say you're giving it a good go, yes," he replied.

"Good, that's what I thought too. I'm your hotwife," she said to Zach. Then she turned to Ben, "Or am I your hotwife too? Or am I the hotwife you've temporarily taken possession of," she teased. "It's very confusing."

"I think just call yourself hotwife and you're good," replied Ben.

"Yes, I suppose so." She paused and looked at her phone again. "And then, the third person here, Ben... what do you think you are?"

Ben shrugged. "Again, don't have a clue."

Harriet was struggling to hide her amusement. "You'll like this one."

"Really?"

"Yeah, really. You, Ben... your title, and it feels very suitable... you are my bull."

Ben raised his eyebrows in amusement. "Your bull."

"Yes..." She paused and said it slowly, leaning in close to him. "You are my bull." She leaned in to kiss him again, then suddenly pulled back. "That feels right. It's a good term for you."

Zach smiled along, but inside he felt so much longing and lust for Harriet. This talk of her being a hotwife having sex with her bull... God it was so hot. And Harriet, as she did with so much in life, was embracing it fully. She wasn't the sort to go for half measures, she was either in or she was out, never in between, and now that she'd committed she was all-in.

"Let me describe a bull to you, Ben. Normally very talented in bed... a bull prides themselves on their sexual prowess... often a very manly, muscular figure with a large phallus to go with it..." She started giggling at the word phallus, then continued. "The bull will find great pleasure in pleasing another man's wife."

Ben glanced over at Zach looking slightly awkward, but Zach just laughed. "Ben, I think you tick all those boxes, and I'm glad you do. I'm sure Harriet is glad too."

"Oh, I am, yes," she replied. "Very glad." She took a sip of her champagne. "So, Ben... have you got any more left in you?"

Ben grinned. "I reckon."

"Good, because so have I. Let's try a few different things, but let's make this one count because after that it'll be time for you to go. I'm afraid you can't stay over, even if you're my bull, because," and here she looked at Zach, "my cuck over there is going to reclaim his hotwife who loves him very much when you're gone, and I am very much looking forward to that. Sound good?"

Ben nodded. "Sounds fair. What have you got in mind?"

"You stay exactly where you are for the minute." Harriet pulled back the covers revealing Ben's cock which was semi-erect already. She looked down at it and then at Ben. "My bull needs to be harder than that... I need my bull to fuck me. Would you like me to help?"

Wow, thought Zach, this is a side to Harriet that I want to unlock more often, the dirty talk was fantastic. Their conversation in the kitchen seemed to have unlocked something inside her, and Zach wondered if it had given her the freedom, that before she'd been worrying that Zach wasn't actually enjoying what was happening... after the kitchen chat she was set loose to really enjoy herself.

Ben said nothing, but Harriet reached her free hand down and started to play with his cock, moving her hand backwards and forwards, gripping his shaft, and he rapidly hardened until it was fully erect.

"Good, that's better," she said with a playful smile. "Now, I need you to hold my glass." She took a long drink of champagne, held it in her mouth, then when she'd handed the glass to Ben she lowered her mouth to Ben's cock, opening her lips just enough to take his cock in her mouth but keeping the champagne in, all except for a dribble that Zach watched slide down his cock.

She was looking up at Ben's face, and he let out a long moan, almost a growl of satisfaction as she started to bob her head up and down, little dribbles of champagne leaking out from time to time and pooling at the base of his cock. She popped her head back up after a minute and swallowed the champagne.

"How did that feel, my bull?" she asked sweetly.

"Fucking amazing," replied Ben. His cheeks were flushed and Zach could tell that he wasn't lying.

"Again?"

"Again." It came out slightly breathlessly. Zach could tell that Ben really wanted it again, that he wasn't just being polite.

Harriet smiled and took another sip before handing the glass back to Ben and sinking her mouth back on to his cock. She repeated it three more times until it was obvious that Ben was desperate for something more... this was something that Harriet had done with Zach from time to time and he knew from experience that while it was incredibly pleasurable with the sensation of the bubbles, the interruption each time she took another drink was never quite enough to push him over the edge to climax.

After the final time, she moved over to the bedside table and pulled out some protection, sliding it quickly onto Ben's hard cock. "Let's try this," she said with a smile as she straddled him, using her hand to position his cock, and slid down on to him, Zach assuming that she’d not put any underwear on to go with the stockings and suspenders.

She moaned loudly as he entered her, and he let out a long sigh of pleasure too. Sat up as Ben was against the pillows they were almost face to face, and Harriet used one hand to brace herself against the headboard of the bed while the other stroked his face as they kissed. Ben's hand reached for her and started on her thighs, feeling the silk of her stockings and the straps of her suspenders before roaming her body, feeling her ass, her back, her breasts. Before long he’d slid the strap of the nightdress of one of her shoulders, exposing a breast that he touched and stroked with one of his hands.

Harriet took control of the pace, slowly starting to grind against Ben, and after a few minutes they settled into a slow rhythm, his hips moving in time with her, them kissing, then breaking off as one or other let out a soft moan or gasp, before kissing again, the kiss becoming sloppier and mainly tongues as both of their arousal built.

Zach wondered if they'd stay like that, but then Harriet said to Ben between kisses, "What's your favourite position?"

Ben let out a sigh of pleasure then said, "Whatever is yours..."

"Wrong answer," she replied, kissing him again. "My bull gets to choose.” She pouted, and said playfully, “Because I’m just a needy hotwife experiencing your sexual prowess…”

They ground against each other a few more times, then he said, "Doggystyle."

She chuckled at the same time that she let out another soft gasp. "Doggystyle... why did I even need to ask? Of course it is, you’re a man. Let's do that."

Harriet climbed off his lap and repositioned herself on her hands and knees, facing towards Zach. She looked at Zach and smiled, her face a picture of arousal, none of the slight awkwardness or embarrassment of earlier in the evening... by this stage Harriet was a woman taking what she wanted, enjoying the experience to the full. But nevertheless, Zach appreciated her positioning, wanting to watch her reaction as this was a position that Zach knew was one of her least favourites... he reckoned she was doing this for Ben, not for her. And maybe a little doing it for Zach too.

Ben positioned himself behind her, on his knees, and with one hand on her hip he used his other to guide himself into her, slipping in easily and drawing a gasp from Harriet.

He started to thrust in and out, starting slowly but gradually increasing pace, and Zach was spellbound watching them, Harriet’s eyes focused on Zach throughout, each thrust pushing her forward.

Ben’s hands slipped under her nightdress and pushed it up so that it was half way up her back and Zach could see that she was wearing no underwear, just the belt for the suspenders under the dress, and as he kept thrusting the dress rode up so far that Harriet slowed him down and quickly pulled it off, naked now save for the suspenders.

Taking the opportunity, Zach stood up and walked to the foot of the bed, not quite able to believe the pure eroticism of watching Harriet on her knees with Ben’s cock, another man’s cock, disappearing into her again and again, watching her breasts swing back and forth with each thrust.

Then, to his astonishment, Harriet let out a long, shuddering moan. He went back to sit down and could see her head bowed, just as she started to cry out with each thrust, her orgasm clearly building… an orgasm from doggystyle, something she’d never had with Zach. A little bit more jealousy, in fact quite a lot more, added itself on to the score for the night… he wanted Harriet to feel that way with him when they did that position.

“Oh, God Ben… that feels so fucking amazing… oh, you're my bull, fucking me like my bull should... oh, God, just like that… oooohhhh…” and many other things were coming out of her mouth, almost incoherent and far filthier than her normal language, and then she lifted her head as she braced her hands against the sheets, grinned and winked at Zach, and the penny dropped.

She was faking. He didn’t know why, but she was faking an absolutely incredible orgasm and it seemed to be working, Ben speeding up and holding on to her hips tighter, his breath ragged, his face red.

“Oh Ben, my hair, oh fuck take my hair…” He grabbed her hair in a rough ponytail and held it, the other hand on her hips still, as he kept thrusting and then she cried out, “Oh fuck, I’m cumming so hard, ooohhh…” accompanied by the most convincing series of screams of pleasure as Ben came, a few harder thrusts and then he slowed down and pulled out.

Harriet stole another look and a grin at Zach before rolling over onto her back and pulling Ben down to her, wrapping her legs round him as they kissed, whispering to him, “That was so good… unbelievable…” before kissing him again.

After a few minutes of them slowly kissing and whispering to each other he rolled on to his side and they lay facing each other, gently caressing. Ben pushed himself up on his elbow and smiled, his hand gently tracing a line down Harriet’s side. “That was amazing.”

“For me too,” she replied.

"I know you want me gone soon..." he said. "But, do you mind if I use the shower in there?" He indicated with his head to the bathroom. "I figure I might try to meet up with my mate and help him survive his girlfriend's friends after all."

"Of course," she replied. "Towels are in there already."

He sat up. "Thanks." Then he paused and looked at Zach. "Thanks," he repeated, and Zach nodded in return. "Look, I've got to ask... if we wanted to do this again sometime..." Ben left it hanging out there.

Harriet looked back at Zach then back to Ben. “I’d like that, but Zach and I need to talk… you should think too. About what you’re looking for and whether a repeat would be right. All three of us would need to want it.”

Ben stood. “That's sensible, absolutely.” He climbed off the bed and walked into the bathroom, shutting the door behind him.

“Do this again?” whispered Zach when Ben was out of earshot.

“You’re telling me you wouldn’t want to?” she teased as she rolled over on to her front and looked at him, propped up on her elbows. When Zach stayed silent she continued, “But we need to talk about it first.”

Zach nodded. He knew he’d be keen but whether it was wise to go with the same person again was questionable… a lot of risk there, but also a lot of reward. They should talk about it, definitely.

“One other thing,” he whispered. “Why did you fake it just now?”

Harriet smiled. “Because doggystyle just doesn’t do it for me. Because I wanted to have something left for you. And because I wanted Ben to leave thinking that he was the best lover in history… do you think I managed that?”

Zach laughed quietly. “Your performance was so good you’ve got a career in adult entertainment if doctoring doesn’t pan out for you!”

Harriet had the good grace to blush as she grinned back. “I love you so much. Thank you for this.”

“I love you so much too, and thank you. It was amazing to watch. Was it amazing to do?”

“Yeah, it was. But only because you were watching… remember that always. He was good.” Harriet had stood up by now and she held out her hand flat at waist height to indicate his level. “You are great.” Her hand went to head height. “But you watching and him doing…” She climbed on to the bed and stood on tiptoes to reach her hand to the ceiling. “That was stratospheric.”

She climbed down and stood opposite Zach, putting her arms round him and kissing him excitedly. “And if that was stratospheric, I don’t know what you reclaiming your hotwife in a minute will be like but it needs a word even higher than that.”

“Does it now?” asked Zach, kissing her back.

“Yes, it does… and we’ve got all night.”

They were interrupted by the sound of the bathroom door opening again, though they stayed stood in each other’s arms as they turned their heads to look at Ben, who smiled back awkwardly, naked but dried after his shower.

“I… my clothes are out there,” he said, indicating the living room. “Don’t mind me.”

He started to walk out of the room but Harriet said, “Wait, let me help you.” She followed him as they collected both his and her clothes, with Zach hanging back near the door.

“Will you dress me again?” she asked Ben. “And then I can dress you?”

He smiled and stood opposite her, holding her dress and hoody. He lifted the dress and slipped it down over her head, the straps settling on her shoulders. Even in watching Ben dress her again, Zach found himself hugely turned on, it was so erotic to see… the way that Ben slid the fabric slowly down her body, the way his hands brushed past her breasts while he did, the way that his hands lingered on her ass for much longer than necessary, and the way that he stepped close to Harriet to zip it up at the back again, his hard again cock pressing against her, only the thin fabric of the dress stopping him from being perilously close to sliding into her again.

Both of them were flushed as they looked at each other, the passion and the electricity just as strong as earlier, their breathing a little faster. My God, thought Zach, they’re going to go again… they can’t keep their hands off each other.

Ben stayed close to Harriet as she raised her arms and put the pink hoody back on, and then, with Ben still naked, she reached her hand down and started to play with his now rock solid cock, sliding the tip slowly between her legs through the fabric. Ben was doing his best to stay still, but when he moved his hands to her Harriet shook her head. “No, just keep your hands on my hips,” she said quietly. "Nowhere else."

With her other hand she reached for his balls and started to play with them, stroking underneath them, and he let out a gasp, followed by another. “You like this?” she said with a sensuous smile, looking into his eyes the whole time.

He gasped again then said, “Yes… I’m… I’m going to cum…”

“That’s the idea,” she replied, slightly increasing the pace but not much.

Zach watched barely believing it as just this slow build-up had an outsized effect… he saw Ben’s knee buckle slightly as he tried to stay standing, then watched as his breathing grew fast and his grip on Harriet’s hips tightened.

At the last minute Harriet moved back slightly and Zach saw everything as Ben came on her hand, her dress, her leg, watching it spurt out of his cock with each tug of her hand, while she never took her eyes off him, nor lost the sensuous smile from her face.

“One for the road,” she said, grinning, as she let go and reached for his clothes, finally returning the favour to dress him.

Ben seemed shellshocked, almost speechless as he headed to the door. Eventually, he turned to Harriet and said, shaking his head in wonder, “You’re something else… that was amazing.”

“You were pretty amazing too,” she replied. She leaned over and gave him a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Enjoy his girlfriend’s friends.”

He chuckled. “I can manage anything after that.” He turned to Zach and held out his hand, which Zach took and shook. “Zach, thank you.”

“No, thank you,” Zach replied. “Let’s keep in touch, on our group chat only though.”

“Yeah, let’s do that.”

Zach opened the door and a dazed Ben walked off into the Sydney night.

Harriet turned to Zach and laughed, while he grinned back. “In that state he’ll be lucky not to get run over crossing the road. What did you do to him?” asked Zach rhetorically.

“He succumbed to my hotwife spell I guess.” She paused. “I’ve got a problem now that I need you to fix.”

“Oh, yes…”

“Yes… I’ve just talked dirty as hell to a guy while having frenzied sex with him without climaxing, and then jerked him off through my dress which, without wanting to be crude, was hitting the right spot for me at the same time.” She took Zach’s hand and held it between her legs. She was soaking wet to the touch. Zach felt his semi erect cock rapidly grow hard in anticipation.

Harriet leaned in to whisper. “I need you to have sex with me right now… any way you want, but it cannot wait.” The last few words came with heavy emphasis. “Can you do that?”

In answer, Zach backed Harriet up against the wall, kissing her hard while his hands roamed. She reached for the waist of his shorts and quickly unbuttoned them, her hand reaching into his boxer shorts and quickly freeing his now fully erect cock. "Your cock feels so much better," she whispered between kisses.

"Wait," said Zach, a moment or clarity coming to him.

"What?" replied Harriet, suddenly looking alarmed.

"This..." he replied, reaching into his pocket and bringing out her two rings. "This first."

Harriet started to grin as she held out her hand, and Zach slid the rings back on. "Now," she replied, "now I really cannot wait."

She pulled him towards her and quickly, as quick as she could, she positioned his cock against her and then pulled him into her, not wasting a moment, crying out in pleasure as he filled her. It felt amazing for Zach, having watched Harriet commit so many wanton acts with Ben had driven him wild and he was desperate for his own release... it felt so, so good to be inside her.

He started to thrust into her and then lifted first one, then the other leg so that she was off the ground, Harriet wrapping them around him. A few more frantic thrusts and she broke the kiss, crying out loudly with each thrust, her arms around his shoulders. He could feel it building himself then suddenly he felt his body spasming, felt his legs go weak but stayed strong, and he came hard into Harriet while he felt her clench around his cock as she came hard herself, the two of them holding on for dear life as they each rode their spectacular orgasms, reclaiming each other desperately and never wanting to let go.

When, finally, Harriet lowered her legs and he backed away a few inches they stood looking at each other up close, smiling.

"If that's what happens after I watch you sleep with another man, we're doing that again. And again. And again."

Harriet shook her head but the look on her face was naughty. "That wasn't what happens. What we're going to do in our bedroom for the rest of the night... that's what happens." She paused. "Not the rest of the night. The rest of the weekend... Now come with me and reclaim your hotwife properly.”


Interlude


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 11


“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 12


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 13


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..."


Bali


Chapter 14


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 15


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 16


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 17


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 18


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 19


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..."


Sydney


Interlude


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

Except today she wasn’t alone.

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

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

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

So far.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Now come over here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 20


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ben shrugged. “Not hotwives…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How about you guys?” Ben asked.

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

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

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

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

"First time."

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

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

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

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


Chapter 21


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Right..." replied Zach.

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

"Not again!" muttered Zach in fake bemusement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 22


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Zach nodded. "Thanks, I appreciate it."

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

Zach shrugged. "Slight problem..."

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

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

"A slight one... nothing major."

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

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

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

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

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

On the surface, a good plan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Blue Mountains


Chapter 23


"We might as well finish the bottle."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ben fed me wine, look Hxx

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 24


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This is getting heated Hxx

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You like that," she murmured between kisses.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 25


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ben smiled. “Deal!”

“Ok… you get to go first though.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ok, my final one… another woman.”

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

“You’ve ever tried it?” he asked.

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

“That would be… good to watch.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 26


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t I?” He was grinning again.

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

“Won’t dinner go cold?”

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


Chapter 27


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Here?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ben was smiling. “Tell me more…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Best part of you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Harriet nodded, relieved. “And yours?”

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

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

Ben smiled. “To me too.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ok… here we go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It felt amazing,” she replied.

“Ready for the next card?” asked Ben.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“My choice or Ben’s?” she asked.

“Hmmm… your choice I think.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Very. You?”

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

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

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

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

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

She fixed Zach with her pout, then Ben.

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

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

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

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

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

“Definitely.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do we have to?” panted Harriet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Very. You?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Time for another card…”

“Seriously?” asked Harriet, half seriously.

“Seriously. Ok, so next… 69.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 28


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

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

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

"What?" she asked Zach, grinning.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You... I'm curious."

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

Harriet reached out and took Zach's hand.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 29


Coffee.

Always the problem with going to stay somewhere that promised a good coffee machine… how the hell to actually use it?

And Harriet needed coffee, without a doubt. She’d slept in until around 11am that Saturday morning, and her husband Zach was still asleep upstairs, recovering from a Friday night that she was pretty sure neither of them would ever forget.

Ben, meanwhile, she suspected was also still asleep… at least he had been a few minutes ago when she’d tiptoed through the holiday house and popped her head round his bedroom door, and not surprisingly either. What they’d done to each other the day before, the sex, oh my God the sex, but also the intensity, the bond they were forming… she knew that she was catching feelings for Ben, and him for her.

And rightly so… this arrangement, this ‘friends with benefits plus’ as Ben had called it, him her bull, her the hotwife, Zach the willing spectator, it needed something more than just being physical to survive and, she hoped, to thrive. Not something to threaten her marriage either, something to strengthen it… that’s what it felt like to Harriet. It had been a good start to their weekend of discovery.

“Ah ha!” she said to herself quietly, finally finding the right combination of buttons to get the coffee brewing. Small victories mattered, she thought with a smile, particularly when they fulfilled a need as basic as for caffeine.

Running a hand through her loose, dark blonde hair she walked over to the sitting area, one entire wall made of glass and looking out at a spectacular Blue Mountain valley view. The sun was high, the sky was that special, deep Australian blue that she’d never really seen the sky go back in England growing up, and the view… she could get lost looking for hours out of that window if she let herself.

Her thoughts were interrupted by a quiet beep from the coffee machine, and she walked back over, pouring three mugs of coffee with milk, realising as she did that she didn’t have a clue how Ben took his coffee… they’d been together quite a few times by now, but she’d never woken up in the same place as him. This was a first, and a not unwelcome one.

She paused though, caught in a dilemma. Who to wake up with their coffee first? Zach, her husband, the man she was so desperately in love with? Or Ben, her magnificent bull as she jokingly called him, the man who’d given her such pleasure the day before?

Really there was only one choice… Zach first, that was the way it worked. In their hotwife experimenting her and Zach came above everything else… he got his coffee first.

Tomorrow though… that might be interesting, she realised. Because today’s plan for their experimentation was a different dynamic to usual, Ben playing the dominant bull. She felt more than a little tingle of excitement at the prospect, a chance to live out some of her wilder fantasies of surrender and submission, all in front of Zach.

What she didn’t know, though, was how far Ben might go, and indeed how far her or Zach would let him go… normally, after a night with Ben, her and Zach would go through a ritual of reclaiming each other, but how might that work with a dominant bull? She felt a mix of excitement and trepidation at the thought… it promised to get crazy that evening.

For now, though, it was easy. She picked up Zach’s coffee and, along with her own, took it upstairs, leaving Ben’s on the kitchen counter for now.

***

“Morning handsome,” she said as she sat down on the bed next to Zach, leaning over to kiss him on the cheek.

“Mmm… morning,” he mumbled. He gestured vaguely in her direction. “Time?”

“Gone eleven,” she replied.

“Wow,” he said. He hauled himself, seemingly by force of will alone, into a sitting position, his back against a pillow, and looked at her sleepily.

“Here, coffee,” she said, handing him his mug. “You want me to open the curtains?”

Zach smiled wearily. “Very much.”

Harriet grinned and, once she’d opened them, settled back on the bed next to him, her own coffee in hand.

“That’s some view,” he said after a few moments.

“Of course… you only got here in time to catch the last of it last night. I could look at that view forever.”

“Me too…”

They sat in companiable silence for a few minutes, each sipping their coffees.

“So today… Ben the dominant bull night, right?” Zach asked, his smile belying what Harriet took to be his excitement.

She nodded. “Changing it up a bit, yeah.” She paused. “You still ok with it?”

“I am, yes. I guess I just wanted to ask you… what do I need to look out for? To keep an eye on? In case we don’t get time to talk about it later.”

“Not a lot… Ben and I talked boundaries the other day, he’s clear on what is and isn’t allowed. You… well, there might be some things that surprise you…”

Zach looked at her with a raised eyebrow. “Surprise me how?”

“You’ll have to wait and see… it’s not as if I’ve choreographed it, it’s entirely up to Ben, but he knows what I’m interested in and what I’m not. You don’t need to do anything unless I use my safe word. Unless of course you’re not comfortable yourself.”

Zach was laughing. “Safe word? Jesus Harriet, this sounds intense!” He paused. “I’m game, don’t get me wrong… it sounds fun.”

Harriet felt herself blush but smiled back. “My safe word is ‘London’. If I say it and he doesn’t stop or doesn’t hear me, step in. Promise me that?”

“Of course… ‘London’. Got it. Any clues what he might have planned?”

She shook her head. “No… suffice to say that there are a few, well, for want of a better word, kinks that even a nice, polite Englishwoman like me can have that…” She hesitated. “That… might be better to try with someone who isn’t your husband.” She paused and winced. “Does that sound terrible?”

“No, not at all…” He took her hand and gave her a reassuring squeeze. “You gave me a hint of some things when we were drunkenly sharing our secret fantasies that last night in Bali… I understand what you mean.”

“I love you so, so much,” Harriet said. “Really I do… you’re amazing.” She paused. “I want to ask you something…”

“Ok…?”

Harriet took a moment to get her words right. “Tonight, and in future… what would you think about not needing Ben to wear protection anymore?”

“No protection…” Zach was thinking about it, she could see. “Why?”

“Well… it’s not a random one off any more, and you and I don’t with… well, with the other contraception I take. It’s… I’ll be honest, I prefer it without. It’s me asking, he’s not raised it.” Harriet was being genuine… she genuinely did enjoy it much more without, something about the feeling of skin rather than rubber, even just the psychology of it.

“What about catching something?”

“I asked Ben to get tested… he’s clean. If he promised to make sure he wore protection with anyone else in future, that would work?”

Zach was nodding, to Harriet’s relief. “It’s primarily your decision, not mine, but I appreciate you including me. I’m ok with that, but just Ben… anyone else in future we still use, ok?”

“Deal. And… thank you.”

Zach drained his coffee mug and set it to the side, swinging his legs off the bed. “I love you very much. But even more than that, I’m desperate to have a shower before whatever you’ve got planned for our daytime’s entertainment.” He paused, stood up next to the bed, naked and handsome and toned. She loved him so much… she fancied him so much too it almost hurt. “Shame you got dressed already or you could have joined me…”

***

Harriet headed back down to the kitchen and, realising that Ben’s mug was now cold, made a fresh batch of coffee, pouring herself a second mug at the same time.

She carried them through to Ben’s bedroom at the far end of the living room and, with an awkward knock as she nearly dropped both mugs, she put her head round the door to see him sat up in bed looking at his phone, sheets up to his waist and, she suspected, entirely naked underneath. The curtains were open, the same magnificent view outside.

It felt strange, the first time she’d seen him the morning after… like she’d reached some important milestone without even realising that she was doing it.

“Coffee,” she managed to say, uncharacteristically tongue tied… something about thinking that he was naked, just a sheet between her and his manhood, flashing back to their sex the afternoon and evening before, it made her feel flustered. Maybe, she thought, it’s an instinctive feeling that with Zach upstairs this is somehow naughty, forbidden? She put it out of her mind though… the whole point of the weekend was that she should be developing her relationship with Ben, not fixating on something that would have been taboo before her and Zach started their experimenting.

He smiled. “Thanks,” he said as she came into the room and gave it to him.

“I… didn’t know how you take it so… milk, no sugar… I hope that’s ok?” God, she thought, calm down, though she could feel her heart racing… she realised that she didn’t have a clue about etiquette in this situation because, frankly, who knew what the etiquette was to bring your bull coffee the morning after you’d slept with him while your husband showered upstairs?

Thankfully he seemed to be thinking the same. “You want to sit down?” He smoothed the sheets next to him, and she gratefully took him up on the suggestion, settling down cross legged facing him.

They both took sips of their coffee, then Harriet said, “Did you sleep well?”

“Like the dead thanks, you?”

“Yeah, same… thank you for, well, for what you did for me and Zach at the end of the night.”

“The card?” He smiled. “I thought it would be perfect to help you with the reclaiming.”

Harriet smiled back. “It was… that part of this whole thing is great.”

“Good… I don’t want to ever spoil that or get in the way of you guys, wherever we all go with this arrangement. It wouldn’t have felt right for me to stay and watch when the two of you… you know.”

“I know… thank you.” She instinctively reached her hand out and he took it, interlocking his fingers with hers. Harriet wasn’t sure if she should do that or not, but it felt right in the moment, right with the intimacy they’d shared and would share again later.

After a few moments she said, “Zach’s still ok with tonight, are you?”

“I am, definitely. Are you though, more importantly?”

“I am… just remember our boundaries.”

“There weren’t many, from what I can recall!”

Harriet felt herself blush. “No, I guess not. But what there are matter.”

Ben smiled. “I understand and I’ll respect them. You want to see what I brought?”

Harriet shook her head. “No, surprise me.” Some of the things she’d talked about with Ben in the run up to the weekend involved buying some items, she was glad he had them but truly wanted the surprise… Ben the dominant bull would be all the better if she didn’t feel like she was in control of him.

“Ok… what’s the plan for today?”

“Zach’s getting showered, I’ve got something lined up this afternoon.” She laughed when he raised his eyebrows. “No, not involving us being horizontal! But I’ll tell you when you’re both dressed.”

She got up to leave and as she got to the door he said, “Harriet…”

Harriet turned and grinned when she saw… he’d lifted the sheet away and was lying there naked, muscular, almost as handsome as Zach, his cock semi-erect. “A teaser for later,” he joked.

She couldn’t resist walking back over and leaning down close to him. “I cannot wait…” she replied and then, on instinct, she kissed him… a slow, lingering kiss, before she stood up again, flushed and smiling. “Looks like you can’t either…” she teased, looking very deliberately at his now fully erect cock.

“I guess not…” he replied with a laugh as she left the room, heading upstairs to see whether Zach was dressed yet, not quite sure if she’d crossed a line by kissing Ben like that, but glad she’d done so.

***

She had a quick shower herself after Zach then came back downstairs to find the two men chatting easily, Zach laughing at some joke that Ben had made.

When they saw her, Zach said, “There she is… we’re waiting for you to enlighten us on our plans for today.”

Harriet grinned. “Today… at least this afternoon… I think you fellas will like this.”

“Ok…?” Ben replied.

“You both like sport, right?” They both nodded. “And you both like beer?” They nodded again. “Good, so I’m ordering you both to spend the afternoon in the sports bar in town, watching sport and drinking beer.”

Ben turned to Zach. “She’s a keeper mate.”

Zach laughed. “Don’t get your hopes up… this isn’t normal.” He paused and narrowed his eyes. “She’s up to something…” he joked.

Harriet put on her most innocent expression. “Who, me? No, seriously… this weekend is about us trying things out, seeing if we can turn this into something more than just me and Ben… you know, jumping into bed together. It’s really important to me that you two have a strong bond. Unbelievably important. Hence I want you to spend the afternoon hanging out, without me.”

“What will you be doing?”

“Oh, this and that. I’ve got a beauticians appointment, that sort of thing.” She’d heard good things about the beauticians in the nearby town and felt long overdue for an afternoon of pampering. An ulterior motive for the men doing their thing, but her main motive was genuinely getting them to bond.

“Around five I’ll come and meet you there, we’ll grab some early dinner and then come back here.” She felt herself redden slightly. “And then Ben is in charge…”

“Ok… sounds like a plan,” Zach said.

“Oh, and one thing… have beer, definitely, but be sensible. Remember, I’m expecting you to perform later… understood?”

“Yes boss,” Ben replied.

“Until tonight at least…” she joked.


Chapter 30


Harriet looked left then right, before turning the car out of the junction and pointing it in the direction of the holiday home.

Ben was sat in the back, telling her and Zach the end of a story about the time he’d thought a shark was following him on an open water swim (punchline: it wasn’t, there was no shark, but it was a funny story anyway), and they were laughing along as he built to the end.

Harriet was happy, really happy.

Beautician, done… manicure, pedicure, a facial.

Zach and Ben bonded, more than done… she’d arrived at the bar to find them getting along like a house on fire, chatting sport and with an easy rapport that made her heart sing to see.

Dinner, done… nice if basic, a relaxed meal where the growing friendship they both had with Ben really shone through.

And now… the night. Ben the dominant bull. Excited didn’t describe it, a completely different dynamic to their ‘normal’ arrangement, an opportunity to fulfil a fantasy she’d held for many years, and above all something where she didn’t know what would happen… she’d set boundaries with Ben, yes, she’d told him the outline of what she’d be keen to try, but the details, what they actually did, that was all him.

As they drove along the quiet road back to the holiday house, Harriet said, “So… I’m going to ask it. Ben?” She looked in the rear view mirror and saw him looking back. “When does tonight’s Ben come out to play?” she teased.

He grinned back. “Soon… I could do with grabbing a shower first, then after that. Work for you guys?”

Zach nodded. “Yep, works for me. Harriet?”

“I’m good with that. I’d like to have a quick shower and get changed too.” She paused and looked in the mirror again. “You excited?” she asked Ben.

“Always…” he joked. “It’s going to be an interesting night…”

Harriet felt her heart thump a little harder in her chest. She suspected interesting was the understatement of the century.

***

Harriet took her time getting showered and changed… always good to keep the men waiting, not the other way round she figured.

Choosing what to wear was both tricky and easy. Tricky because she wanted to look good, really good for Ben and Zach. Easy, though, because in all seriousness there was zero chance that the night wouldn’t happen just because of what she wore. Zero. And also, how long was she going to be dressed for anyway? Not long, she reckoned, not long at all.

In the end, she went for the nicer end of casual, picking out a pale blue strappy dress whose hem fell to around half way down her thighs… sexy but relaxed, showing some leg and her figure without giving too much away.

She pulled on a black lace thong and decided to go braless, not feeling it necessary for what was about to happen and figuring that the dress looked better without bra straps showing underneath anyway. Her hair she wore down, a little makeup on her face, a necklace her only jewellery. No wedding or engagement rings, that wouldn’t feel right.

When she was finally ready she headed downstairs, determined to make a good entrance.

***

Zach and Ben were out on the terrace, looking down at the view of the valley beneath them. The sun had fallen behind the mountains and the sky was a darker blue than earlier, casting everything around them in a blue hue. It was just dark enough that the lights for the terrace were on, spots of warmer light against the slowly deepening dusk.

“Hello boys…” she joked as she walked out to join them.

Both men turned around and their grins… well, it was gratifying to see the effect she had on them.

“You look great,” Zach said.

“Yeah, amazing,” Ben added. “Love the dress.”

Harriet stopped a few yards short of them and smiled. “Are we… starting?”

Ben nodded slowly. “I think so.” Harriet and Zach looked at him expectantly for a few long moments then Ben started laughing. “Let’s try that again… that didn’t come across as very dominant!” He glanced indoors. “Tell you what, give me a minute indoors, when I come back out we start.”

Neither Harriet nor Zach could help grinning back. “Good idea.”

While Ben headed indoors, Zach reached out his hand to Harriet and she came to stand next to him, looking out at the view, leaning against his shoulder with his arm around her.

“You’re sure about tonight?” he asked.

Harriet nodded. “Yeah. You?”

“Yeah.” He turned his head and kissed her lightly on her hair. “I love you so very, very much. You know that, right? Whatever happens tonight. Us first.”

She turned to look at him and smiled. “Us first. I love you so very, very much too. ‘London’. Remember to listen for that.”

“I will. And Harriet…”

“What is it?”

“Do whatever you want to tonight. Don’t worry about me. Don’t check in with me. I’m watching and… I’m ok with anything that happens. So long as you want it to.”

Harriet turned to face him and kissed him. “And that’s one of the many, many reasons I love you.” It was thrilling, hearing how Zach truly wanted her to experience everything that night, to feel unconstrained. She felt a little butterfly twisting in the pit of her stomach… inevitable nerves in a situation like this, but more than anything else she was excited. This was several long held fantasies coming to life… who wouldn’t be excited at that?

“You’ve got that look in your eyes…” Zach said.

“That look?”

“The one you get when you’re excited, turned on, whatever you want to call it. It’s like your eyes are shining… you look so alive.”

She grinned. “I thought I was more mysterious than that…” she teased, then leaned closer to whisper. “You’ve got that look too…”

Just as she leaned back again, thrilled to see Zach blushing slightly, Ben walked back out.


Chapter 31


Instantly, Harriet sensed the shift in mood and, she could tell, Zach did too.

Ben didn’t say anything, not at first. He didn’t need to.

He was naked, Harriet’s eyes drawn immediately down to below his waist, his semi-erect cock looking like a perfect statement of intent… ready for whatever was about to happen, but not too ready, there was desire in that sight, but desire that said to Harriet she’d need to work to deserve it.

Looking back up his body, the way that Ben was holding himself was alpha in the extreme… shoulders back, relaxed but attentive, he looked completely and utterly at ease with the situation, in control.

And his expression, it mixed lust, clear outright lust, with command… she wondered if it was something in the way he held his chin, not arrogance, just supreme self-confidence. He looked handsome, incredibly handsome like that.

Harriet felt herself shift her posture slightly, immediately and instinctively deferential to her dominant bull, and felt a rush of desire flood through her. Wow… she thought, Ben’s either a natural or he’s done a lot of practice in private since our coffee earlier in the week to get this right.

“The rules,” he said, his voice measured and confident. She liked this version of Ben, liked it a lot. Felt, if she was honest, a little like she had with her chemistry teacher years ago. She obviously had a thing for a man with authority and presence… “You both do what I say, no question.”

Harriet swallowed hard, her mouth dry, but nodded her agreement while Zach said, “Yes.” She glanced at him and saw that he was as affected by Ben’s presence in this context as her.

“The only exception is if either of you say ‘London’. Say that and we pause.” A smile played round his lips. “Pause, but hopefully not stop.”

Both her and Zach nodded.

“Good. And both of you will address me as Bull. Always. Or…” Now he grinned. “There will be consequences for Harriet…”

Consequences… Harriet felt her heart thumping against her ribcage in excitement, wondering what those consequences might be. And, she realised, those consequences weren’t entirely down to her… if Zach didn’t call him Bull then she’d feel the effect, not him. Interesting… she felt her agency slipping away, a sense that she wasn’t entirely in control for once, and it felt good, but only because she had the safe word as well as Zach to fall back on.

“Zach, sit over there,” Ben said, pointing to a chair off to one side, near the edge of the terrace so that he’d be looking at Ben and Harriet with his back to the view, far enough away to seem uninvolved but close enough to see everything. “And… I don’t think Harriet wants you with any clothes on, do you?”

Harriet looked at Zach, her eyes wide. He’d just been told, no ordered, by another man to take off his clothes. Not just a man, her alpha, dominant bull. The man who was about to fuck his wife. Would he comply? It would tell her a lot about Zach’s mindset for the evening ahead.

Ben watched him too, and Zach looked between them before a smile flashed across his face, almost too quick to catch, and his cheeks reddened a touch. Then… he took off his t-shirt, tossing it to one side, followed quickly by his shorts and underwear.

“Happy?” Zach asked. Harriet could tell there was a hint of awkwardness in his posture but he was hiding it well.

“Yes. You just used up your one pass to not call me Bull though. Next time the consequences will be real.”

Zach stared back at him and Harriet could see the conflict behind his eyes, the natural instinct to stand up to the man who desired his wife, to say no, to assert his equality if not his own dominance… that, versus the scenario for the night, the roles that they were playing. Harriet found it so hot watching these two men alpha-ing at each other, it was almost primal.

Then, Zach backed down and sat in his assigned seat. “Sorry, Bull.”

Ben nodded, still standing, his ascendancy that evening confirmed. To Harriet it felt like a threshold had been crossed in that moment… almost a passing of her from Zach to Ben for the rest of the night, much more intense than any encounter with Ben before. It was exhilarating to see Ben and Zach stand off like that and for Zach to back down, like a huge step into the unknown.

It was getting crazy and Ben hadn’t even touched her yet.

Ben turned to look at Harriet. “Come here.” Not said nastily or unkindly, simply a command to be obeyed.

Harriet was feeling playful though, wanting to test the boundaries for the night, see how far Ben’s dominance went. And, she figured, she had a free pass to use just like Zach had.

Smiling, pouting a little, she said, “What if I don’t?”

“I warned you both about consequences,” Ben said. “Now you find out.”

“What do you mean,” Harriet replied. “That was my free pass…”

“You had one together, not each.” He sat down on the outdoor sofa. “Don’t make it worse. Come over here now and call me Bull.”

“Yes, Bull,” she replied, feeling her excitement rise and deciding to comply… she wanted to know what the consequence was.

Harriet walked over to him and was surprised when he suddenly took hold of her and firmly, though without hurting her, pulled her off her feet and lay her across his lap, face down. It happened so suddenly she barely had time to react save for a startled yelp. Her head was in Zach’s direction and she could see him out of the corner of her eye, sat up straighter, keeping a close eye.

Ben took her arms, one then the other, and held them behind her back, one of his strong hands clamped across her crossed wrists. Probably, she figured, in a different, much less desirable context, she could break the hold, but she made a show of struggling a little and giving up, realising that Ben wanted to give her this first, tentative foray into restraint. It was borderline, though, adding a little frisson to it.

His other hand was on her lower back, then worked lower, and she realised he was gathering up her dress, lifting it so that first her upper thighs and then her ass were exposed to the evening air, only the thin strip of her lace thong to protect her dignity.

There was an evening chill in the air, not much, but enough that she felt goosebumps on her ass, possibly she realised not just from the cold either…

Ben’s fingers gently traced along her ass and upper thighs, feeling the goosebumps as he went, and then she felt, ever so gently, him draw his trimmed fingernails along her skin too, the slightest of grazes… just a hint of something more than his touch, sending a shock of pure arousal through her. She shifted slightly, unconsciously parting her legs a little, wondering what came next.

His hand reached for her thong and pulled it down, hard, so that it was around her knees, and she felt the cool night air a little more… she knew anyway that she was wet for him already, but the shock of the slight breeze against the moisture between her legs simply added to the sensation… she was on fire for him, wanted whatever came next.

“This is what I mean by consequences…” Ben said as she felt his finger tips replaced by his palm on her naked ass, taking a firmer grip of her flesh, making her shift a little more. Touch me, she thought, but didn’t dare try to ask.

Harriet felt his hand move away again, her skin left wanting, desperate for his touch, and then…

SMACK

She heard it first… for a split second wondered what the noise was, and then she let out a little cry as the pain hit and that first realisation dawned…

…he just spanked me…

…I’m a respected doctor…

…he can’t just do that, he’s younger than me…

…oh God, in front of Zach too…

…that felt good…

…really fucking good…

…I want another.

That last thought made her blush heavily and lift her head to look at Zach. He was watching her closely, poised to step in if need be but taking her lead, and she smiled briefly at him before lowering her head again… once the surprise and shock at being bent over Ben’s lap and spanked subsided, she realised that she liked it… liked the submission and the care it implied, liked the pain followed by his gentle touch as his hand stroked and massaged where the palm had landed, it was intimate, so deeply, deeply intimate, particularly with her wrists pinned behind her like that.

His hand drew back again and she tensed, bracing for it, then his hand came down again, harder this time, more painful but manageably so and it just made his caress afterwards all the more erotic and tender.

Five spanks he gave her in total, progressively getting more intense, and after the third he released her wrists, allowing her to put her arms in front and brace herself, letting her become a willing participant, not just a passive recipient. Each spank drew a cry from her, one of pain but also pleasure.

At the end of it she was so turned on, so massively aroused… it was a completely new experience for her, but she knew right then that this was something that her and Zach would be trying between themselves… the intensity and complexity of the emotions wrapped up in allowing yourself to be spanked by your partner were insane.

The biggest surprise though, even more than her reaction which she’d suspected from her fantasies over the years, was Zach… she looked over at him at the end to see him with the hardest cock she thought she’d ever seen, his neck and chest flushed, his breathing ragged… clearly watching her bare ass get spanked by their dominant bull did something for him too.

“Now, Harriet, you understand?”

“Yes Bull,” she replied, though in her mind she’d already resolved to draw those consequences again before the night was out.

“Good. You can get up and go and stand next to the railing. Take off the rest of your clothes. And Zach?”

“Yes Bull,” replied Zach, obviously not wanting to risk another spanking for Harriet when he didn’t know yet quite how much she liked it.

“I’ve got a bag next to my bedroom door. Can you bring it here?”

My God, thought Harriet, this evening is getting crazy fast.

***

Ben stayed sat while Zach fetched the bag, watching Harriet hungrily while she lowered her thong down from her knees and kicked it off.

She was still wearing her dress, and she said, “All of it, Bull?”

“All of it…”

Eyes fixed on him, almost caught in the sheer hunger for her in his expression, she reached slowly for the shoulder straps of her dress and slipped them off her shoulders, letting the dress fall away, helping it on its way when it caught on her waist.

The temptation, in the open air like this, was to cover herself with her hands but she forced herself not to, instead resting her hands to either side of her on the railing behind. A glance down and her arousal was so obvious… both between her legs but also her chest, flushed and nipples erect. Thankfully while the view from the terrace was stunning it was also a very private spot, so she didn’t have to worry about any unintended viewers at least.

Zach returned with the bag and gave it to Ben before sitting back down. Harriet could see that his own arousal hadn’t faltered a bit… she was delighted to see how much he was enjoying this.

Ben looked through the bag and pulled out two lengths of dark blue fabric, silk or at least silk looking. Harriet shifted slightly, realising what they likely heralded but not wanting to jump to any conclusions.

He stood and walked over to her, a smile on his face. “You look so stunning stood like that.” He paused and laughed. “You looked stunning over my knee too… did you like that?”

“Yes Bull.”

“Genuinely?”

“Yes Bull. Genuinely. I’d like that again some time…” Her gaze drifted to Zach and she saw a smile pass across his face. Good, she thought, Zach would like that too.

Ben reached for one of her hands, still resting either side of her on the railing behind. “Keep your hands there,” he said, as he slowly wrapped a length of the fabric around her wrist, then around the railing, then back around several times before tying it. “How does that feel?” he asked.

“Soft, tight but comfortable.” She tried to move her arm but couldn’t, it was well restrained. “Bull,” she remembered just in time. “Sorry.”

He grinned. “Just in time.” Ben moved to her other hand and did the same, checking her comfort before stepping back.

“You look amazing,” he said. “Doesn’t she Zach?”

“Stunning Bull,” came Zach’s reply.

“Stunning. So Harriet… how does that feel? Stood like that?” He leaned in close to whisper. “Helpless in front of your bull? With your husband sat watching?”

He hadn’t even touched her yet she felt herself stifling a little gasp… this felt so super-hot, helpless yet completely safe.

“It feels… naughty, Bull,” she replied. “Good naughty. I… I’d like to know what happens next. What my Bull is going to do to me.”

Ben grinned as his hand reached out and his fingers lightly traced along her neck and collarbone. “All in good time,” he teased. He leaned in to kiss her, his lips brushing hers, but when she tried to kiss him back he pulled away, just enough to tease. Harriet was left doing nothing but looking at him, biting her lip, bound in place.

He walked back over to his bag, and Harriet found herself watching him closely, all her attention on him, looking at his tight ass, his muscular back… wanting to feel them, to touch them, but knowing she couldn’t.

Ben turned around and walked back over. “You know what this is?” he asked, holding up his hand. She nodded. “Tell me.”

“A vibrator,” she said quietly, acutely conscious suddenly of how she was stood, her legs slightly apart, how easy it would be for Ben to slide it into her… to slide anything into her indeed. She felt her cheeks flush with arousal a little more.

He stood close and leaned in to kiss her neck, while he brushed the vibrator along her arm, starting near her wrist and working upwards, switched off. The rubber felt smooth, different.

“Not much use when it’s off,” he whispered between kisses, “doesn’t do much at all, really,” he continued, “but when I turn it on,” and he turned it on, the quiet buzz sounding louder on the still evening air, “I think you’ll like that…”

The sensation against her skin was insane, though the analytical part of her brain couldn’t help but tell her that that was all about the context, being bound, helpless, exposed in the open air with her bull, that it would be doing nothing without that. Needless to see the animal part of her brain that was rapidly taking over couldn’t care less…

She heard herself let out almost a whimper as he brushed it over her nipple, a jolt of pleasure rolling through her, and her eyes settled on Zach, noticing that he was slowly playing with himself while he watched, his hand moving up and down… Harriet winked at him to reassure him at the same time that a tremor of pleasure rolled through her and he smiled back, all while Ben kept on planting kisses on her neck and the vibrator continued its journey over her body.

Ben leaned back and put his hand gently on her jaw, turning her head to look at him, as the vibrator travelled lower, tracing down her thighs now, moving to her inner thighs, slowly up and down, getting closer and closer to her centre but not quite there, even brushing her trimmed pubic hair before moving away again

Harriet wanted him so badly to touch her properly, she was desperate… at that very moment she’s have sold her very soul itself for Ben to just take it that little bit further, but she could tell that he could tell, and the smile in his eyes told her to be patient, while she inwardly thanked her lucky stars that they’d found a bull, their first bull, who was as good a lover as Ben was. This was magnificent, the whole weekend, the whole friends with benefits plus arrangement with him, all of it was magnificent.

“You’ll have to beg…” Ben said, eyes fixed on hers as the vibrator continued its slow journey.

“Beg?” she asked.

“Beg. And…” He reached behind her and she felt a sharp pain, a delicious pain, as his palm landed sharply on her bare ass, followed by another. “You didn’t say Bull.”

Harriet couldn’t help but grin, loving this, loving all of it… bound, spanked, touched… better than her fantasies by far. “Sorry Bull.” She paused. “I need you to touch me, Bull, please touch me.”

“That’s good…” Ben replied and he leaned in to kiss her, a kiss that she returned hungrily, her tongue playing against his, all while the vibrator didn’t do what she needed. He broke the kiss, and whispered, “Beg harder…”

Harriet glanced at Zach, seeing he was enthralled, and then back to look at Ben. She decided to lay it on thick. “Please, my magnificent Bull, I need you to touch me. I need my Bull to pleasure me, I need my Bull to fuck me.” She dropped her voice to a whisper. “I need my Bull to spank me and fuck me and make me cry out his name.”

Ben grinned and nodded. Without another word he leaned in to kiss her again and at the same time she felt the vibrator go further, pressed against her through her pubic hair, felt a long shudder of pleasure roll through her as she moaned into their kiss.

His hand moved possessively to her hair and held it, mixing with her bound wrists to make her feel utterly his, and then she felt the vibrator move and slide into her, filling her, making her gasp. The clitoral attachment started to vibrate too, or maybe it had always been on, she didn’t know, and she could feel the combined stimulation hitting her hard.

A climax was building, had been building from the moment he first bent her over his knee and spanked her really, and the first real wave of it rushed through her, she tried to break the kiss to cry out as her body tensed but couldn’t, Ben’s mouth possessive against hers, his hand controlling her head, and that triggered a second, harder wave, and she felt her legs go week, stumbled, and then Ben’s hand was off her hair and was holding her, supporting her, as the orgasm kept on crashing through her, her moans louder and louder, her wrists straining at their binds.

“Enough… please Bull enough,” she managed to gasp as she got too sensitive and mercifully he listened to her…

The vibrator disappeared, she knew not and cared not where, and she was being held in Ben’s arms, caressed, supported, looked after, and then she was laughing and he was too, their foreheads pressed together, her wrists still bound to the rail.

“You’re naughty…” she whispered,

“The best kind of naughty,” he whispered back.


Chapter 32


Ben untied Harriet shortly after and led her over to the outdoor seating, making sure she was comfortable and pulling a rug over her against the gathering evening chill.

“Would you like anything?” he asked.

She smiled contentedly. “A glass of wine, please Bull… I need it after that.”

Ben looked over to Zach. “A glass of wine Zach, and same for you and me.”

“Yes Bull.”

It took Harriet a second to realise that Ben was commanding Zach and that Zach was obeying, and it sent a thrill of delight through her… she was loving being the focus of this truly dominant version of Ben for the night, and loving how Zach was putting in the effort on his part to make this what she wanted. A little part of her wondered whether the men had done some pre-planning that afternoon during their bonding session, but she held off asking so as not to risk breaking the mood.

While Zach busied himself inside, Ben sat next to her under the rug and she cuddled up to him, his naked, muscular body pressed against hers, her arm resting against his chest and his arm around her. She felt safe, warm, content, and she needed it… what had happened before had been intense, very, and she craved human comfort at that moment.

When Zach came back and she gratefully thanked him for the wine, Ben said, “Let’s suspend this for a few minutes, you don’t need to call me Bull until we start again.”

“Suspend?” asked Harriet. “There’s more?”

“Oh yes, we’re not done… but how was that? Was the tone right? Too much?” He paused and grinned. “Too little…?”

She grinned back. “I’m processing what just happened… so far, that was great. I’m… come back to me.”

“Zach?” Ben asked.

Zach looked slightly surprised to be asked, sat off to the side as he was. “That was…” He smiled. “I never knew you would be in to that…” he continued, looking at Harriet.

“Do you want me to tone it down?” Ben asked.

“No,” Zach shook his head. “Not from my perspective. So long as Harriet is happy I’m happy. That was… insane to watch.” He looked at Harriet and she realised that there was more there that he wanted to say to her.

“Same from me,” she said. “That was great. The tone was right for me. Ben,” she said looking back at him. “Can I talk to Zach alone for a few minutes? Before we start again?”

Ben looked from one to the other. “Of course, I’ll make myself scarce. I’ll be upstairs getting the next part ready. Shout when you’re ready to continue.”

He climbed out from under the rug and, when he was gone, Harriet and Zach spent a long few moments looking at each other, both with smiles playing around the edge of their expressions.

Eventually, Harriet lifted the rug and said, “Come over here.”

Zach willingly obliged, walking over and slipping in next to her. “This is nice,” he said. “A bit of a chill in the air.”

She cuddled up into him, enjoying the familiar feeling of the warmth of his body. “Are you ok?”

He took a moment to reply, then finally said, “Yes.”

“That was a hesitant yes…”

“It was, but not for the reason you might think.” He paused and she gave him room to get his thoughts in line. “Everything I’ve watched you do with Ben before has been something we’ve done ourselves countless times before. Ok, maybe a few variations, same with the guys in Bali, but as a general theme the same stuff.

“But just now, and what Ben has planned upstairs… that’s new. We’ve never done anything like that. And seeing you over his knee, him spanking you, spanking my wife… and then tying you up and making you… you know… that’s not part of our repertoire.”

“I understand,” she replied. “And… we can stop if you’d like? Nothing is more important to me than us. You and me. Nothing.”

Zach shook his head. “It’s not that… that was insanely hot to watch. Insane. And I could tell that you were in heaven doing it too.” Harriet nodded and he continued. “But watching it, I want to give something like that to you too. And… you to me. I’m saying we should experiment doing things like that just us. I know we’ve avoided it because we’re equals and so on, but I want to be able to give you what you just got from Ben.”

Harriet nodded slowly. “We could… do things like that if we’re careful to keep it ring fenced from our relationship, making it very much a role play. I’d like that.” She paused and realised that she really would quite like that a lot. “Let’s promise, maybe keep next weekend just you and me and we really go to town on experimenting with this? Would that work?”

“Yeah it would.” He grinned. “I’ll get some ideas while I’m watching tonight…”

“Me too… one question, did you touch yourself while I was tied up? I saw you were enjoying the sight of me…” She glanced down to his crotch to make it clear what she meant.

“I… might have looked after myself, yes,” he replied, grinning. “It was so, so erotic and illicit watching you like that… you should have seen yourself.”

“Can I tell you something… I loved it when there was that moment, at the start, where you and Ben were looking at each other, two alphas facing off, and then you…” she lowered her voice to a whisper, “…submitted to him.” She paused then said, “So fucking hot. It really made the dominant bull thing become real.”

“It was genuine too… I had a moment thinking hang on, I’m letting this guy sleep with my wife, I need to assert myself here but… I guess his demeanour, he was very convincing as a dominant personality, it… he made me back down. It felt, I guess, kind of kinky.”

Harriet grinned. “More to come too… shall we head inside?”


Chapter 33


When they walked back inside they saw Ben looking down at them from the communal bedroom they’d set aside for the three of them to use.

“It’s ready up here,” he said. “There’s a couple of things and a note at the bottom of the stairs. Zach, I’d like you to help Harriet.”

Intrigued, they went to the bottom of the stairs to find the same two strips of fabric from earlier, and a blindfold. Harriet felt her heart beat a little faster as she glanced at Zach, who smiled reassuringly.

“Best do what the bull tells us…” he said.

Zach read the brief note and then said to Harriet, “Hold out your wrists crossed over.” Harriet did as she was told, and Zach started to wrap one of the pieces of fabric around her wrists, lengthways and crossways, before tying a double knot… a know that she was relieved to see was done like a shoe lace, easy to untie quickly.

She smiled at him and he smiled back as he took the other piece of fabric and reached round to the back of her head.

“What’s this for?” she asked.

“He wants me to tie back your hair with this.” Zach’s shrug suggested he didn’t understand why, but Harriet did and it added an extra layer of hotness to the whole thing… by claiming her hairstyle, albeit temporarily, with the same fabric that had tied one of her wrists earlier, Ben was asserting an extra layer of dominance, a subtle but psychologically important claim over something that no one, not a single person, had controlled other than Harriet herself since long before she was an adult. She liked it.

“Ok… I think that’s good,” he said. “Now, the blindfold.”

“Wait… one second.” She leaned in to whisper into Zach’s ear. “I love you so very much.”

He grinned and whispered back, “I love you so much too.”

“And,” she leaned in to whisper right into his ear, at the same time reaching her bound hands to hold his cock. “I cannot wait for you to reclaim me, whenever tonight ends.”

“Me too…” he whispered. As she leaned back he put the blindfold onto her head and pulled it down.

The world went black for Harriet and she swayed slightly as her sense of balance momentarily went awry, though she quickly righted herself.

Zach’s hand found her elbow which reassured her, a rock in the darkness, and they stood there for a few long moments. Harriet found her other senses starting to make up for the lack of sight, the feel of Zach’s strong hand, a slight draught blowing from somewhere in the house, a window left open presumably, the texture of the wooden floor under her feet, the sound of her own breathing and of her heart thumping, the adrenaline from being suddenly without sight and with her wrists bound starting to course through her.

After those long moments Zach helped her up the stairs, telling her when to step up, guiding her wrists with one hand and with his other a supportive hand on her back. She felt, bizarrely, safe and protected, knowing that he was there to look after her.

When they turned to go into the bedroom she lost track of where she was, Zach leading her a few steps inside but then letting go once he’d made sure she was steady.

It was so erotic for Harriet, with the added frisson of the unknown… she was stood, blindfolded, wrists bound, naked in a room with two men, one her husband, one her bull, and she didn’t know who was where or what Ben had set up for her in the room. All she knew, really, was that the room probably wasn’t the same as it had been when her and Ben had spent a large part of the Friday afternoon in that bed.

Finally, Ben’s voice came from what sounded like the other side of the room, off to her right somewhere. “We’ve started again… same rules as before. Understood?”

“Yes Bull,” she said.

“Yes Bull,” Zach’s voice came from the left, and she started to mentally piece together where she was… unless, of course, Ben had moved the chairs around.

Silence for a few seconds, a slight rustling noise behind Harriet made her turn her head instinctively, and then she felt her wrists being lifted up until her arms were above her head, not at full stretch, hands holding them there and then letting go, but her wrists were held up. She tried to move them and found some give, but she was held in place, certainly.

My God, she thought, I’m so helpless now… naked, exposed… Ben or Zach could do anything they wanted to me, anything. And, she realised with a thrill, they were on their own… it truly was just her and her two alpha males, her dominant bull and her husband. There was nobody else within a mile of the holiday house. Splendid isolation.

Then she had another darker thought… what if? What if Ben had been waiting for this moment? What if he was some kind of deranged serial killer, he’d overpowered Zach and now he was going to have his wicked way with her? Paranoia she told herself, but that thought started to push her over a line.

“Bull?” she asked tentatively. “Can Zach please tell me he’s here, he’s ok?”

She assumed there was some kind of silent signal as Zach said, “Don’t worry, I’m here Harriet.” A pause. “Everything’s ok. More than ok.”

Harriet relaxed… it had just been a moment, but important to address it before it became something more. She could enjoy this now, safe in the knowledge that Zach was still there for her if she needed.

It also brought a moment of realisation… it was easy to forget, getting caught up in the insanity of what they were doing with Ben, but Zach was her rock. Without him involved, none of this would happen, none of it would be good. He transformed the physical into something far beyond. It was Zach that Harriet trusted completely… Ben she thought she could trust, but he had a long way to go to earn her trust as completely as Zach had.

She jumped slightly when she felt something touch her back, something quite hard and thin, not Ben’s fingers, not the vibrator from earlier, but she couldn’t place it.

Whatever it was, it was teasing her, trailing gently up her back, over her shoulders, then back down again, slowly to her ass and down her thighs, then back up. Relaxed now after Zach’s confirmation, she enjoyed the sensation, it was teasing, hinting at more to come, until it settled on her ass before she felt it move away.

SMACK.

Harriet cried out in surprise, feeling a sharp pain as it landed on her naked skin, replaced instantly by a hand, gently soothing, then lips, presumably Ben’s caressing, kissing where whatever it was had landed.

She felt the object on her skin again, moving over her back and down on to her thighs, and when she felt it draw away again she braced herself, her hands holding tightly on to what felt like a sturdy strap that was holding her wrists up, and she cried out again when she felt it land, more in pleasure than in surprise or pain this time.

Who’d have known she’d be so into this pleasure and pain side of things? She was surprising herself with how readily she’d grown to enjoy it. It had been one of Harriet’s deepest, darkest fantasies for years, to be restrained and toyed with by either one or multiple partners, but she’d never got close to trying, never wanting to create that dynamic with boyfriends. This was better than she could have hoped for.

After the sharp pain came the care again, and so it continued in a cycle, the exquisite anticipation as the object teased her skin and then drew back, the sharp pain as it landed, somewhere different on her body each time, and then the wonderful, caring caress. She was in heaven.

Her suspicion, though she didn’t want to break the sequence by asking Ben, was that he was using some sort of riding crop… gently, if that was the case. Jesus, she thought, if that’s so then he’s really bought into it. She wondered whether he’d really never done anything like this before, but frankly didn’t care… she could ask him that later.

Harriet gasped in anticipation as the object slid up her abdomen towards her chest, slowly grazing first one then the other of her erect nipples, super sensitive, and when she felt it draw away she tensed, unsure how it would feel. When it tapped down, much lighter than the others, first one then the other nipple, she cried out again, not from pain but from the tremor that rolled through her. God, she thought, am I going to climax from this alone? Her whole body was buzzing with an energy that usually preceded an orgasm, she could feel it building.

Then, the care… his hands on her breasts, stroking, lightly pinching, her nerve endings on fire, before one hand was replaced by his lips, his tongue, even his teeth, very gently teasing first one nipple, then the other.

She realised, with a little embarrassment, that her arousal would be obvious to both men, feeling a trickle run down her leg, but then the object found its way there and she tensed, wondering if it would actually be used on her there, in her most sensitive place.

It drew back and when it landed, slightly harder than on her nipples, she cried out again… it was right on the border between pleasure and pain, almost too much… almost, but not quite. And then she realised what it meant… the care to follow.

His fingers reached between her legs, sliding easily through her wetness, and she let out an animalistic groan of aroused delight to be touched there after everything else.

As his fingers touched her, she felt his hand hold her jaw lightly, turning her head, and then his lips were on her, Ben’s lips, his style of kissing so familiar by now, and he kissed her passionately while she kissed him back, her kiss hungry, her tongue searching for and finding his… she wanted him so badly right then, she’d do anything to try to increase this contact with him.

Soon, too soon, he broke off from the kiss, kissing his way down her body, and then he spoke. “Hold on to the strap above your wrists,” he said, and she did once she’d felt it out again.

Before she had time to wonder why his tongue reached between her legs and started to trace along her folds, his hands on the back of her thighs, and then she understood… he lifted so that her thighs were resting on his shoulders, her arms still bound and holding on to balance her.

This was oral sex unlike any she’d received in her life… lifted up, helpless, entirely at Ben’s mercy, and he went slowly, teasing with his tongue and only his tongue, his hands busy supporting her.

Harriet could feel the climax really starting to build but ever so slowly, little waves of pleasure rolling through her, and she gasped and cried out several times as he hit the right spot, but just when she could feel her hips starting to buck against his tongue, could feel the coiled spring in her getting too tight, he stopped and let her legs down, leaving her breathless, insanely aroused, in desperate need of release.

She heard Ben move and then she felt him behind her, felt him kissing her ass and then felt his hands part her cheeks, and she realised he was going to eat her ass… something he’d done their first time together, done once more since, and something that he was better at than Zach though she’d never tell either man.

Harriet helped him by pushing her ass back, and she felt his tongue reach her other hole, gently pushing, probing, before it slipped inside a little.

She’d never known she liked it, never even had anyone try it, not before Ben, but she’d discovered she loved it and he wasted no time in anally eating her out, giving her sensations that were still new and complemented what he was doing with his hand which had slid up and started to gently stroke her clitoris, making her shudder in pleasure again.

Harriet’s head was a mix of emotions, completely caught up in what Ben was doing to her, how he was making her feel, and with the blindfold still on and her arms still bound above her head her world had shrunk to just that… standing there, responding to however Ben wanted to touch her.

Ben’s tongue moved away though his fingers still stroked her clitoris, and then she heard and felt him stand, his body pressing against her, his muscles against her back, and she melted back into him as he started to kiss her shoulders and neck.

“That feels good…” Harriet murmured.

SMACK. SMACK.

Harriet cried out in pleasurable surprise, realising too late what she’d forgotten to say as his palm met her ass.

“Sorry, I mean that feels good, Bull,” she said louder.

The kissing resumed and she moaned softly as his fingers on her clitoris found a particularly good rhythm just as she felt his teeth graze the back of her neck. She wanted him inside her so badly it almost hurt, he’d turned her on so much.

As Ben continued she felt something else… his cock, hard and heavy, but also positioned, moving down closer and closer to her ass, moving towards where his tongue had been just a few minutes before.

It felt deliberate, it was deliberate, and Harriet was torn… what should she do if he wanted anal? And, more immediately, what would she do? Not necessarily the same question or the same answer.

The animal part of her, the part that was so turned on, so super aroused, so desperate to take this whole scenario as far as she could, that part said yes.

Sodomised.

That was the word running through her head. Sodomised in front of her husband by her dominant bull, blindfolded, bound, helpless… and Zach watching as Ben took her, claimed her for himself, took that last part of her that he hadn’t taken before.

Illicitly erotic didn’t begin to do it justice, it would be the most insanely carnal act she’d ever taken part in, and that was saying something given what she’d done during her Bali threesome.

But then, through the fog of her arousal, somewhere her rational brain was trying to make itself heard… Zach was possessive about anal, it should be something they discuss first, it was a step in intimacy that went so much further than anything her and Ben did before… it felt momentous.

Harriet felt the tip of his cock pressing, felt it slide into her ass just a little, a few millimetres, nothing more.

Fuck it, she decided, the animal part winning. Carpe diem. She deliberately forced herself to relax while pushing her ass back towards Ben, almost trying to encourage him… if Zach really doesn’t like it he’s got the safe word too, she rationalised.

She waited… but it didn’t happen.

Ben teased her with his cock, all while his lips and hand drove her wild, and then she felt his cock move away and sensed him move around to stand in front of her, a little whine of disappointment caught in her throat… what the fuck is happening to me, she thought, that I’m disappointed that he’s not going to anally fuck me?

His hands went to the blindfold and lifted it off, leaving her blinking as her eyes adjusted to the light… making her head spin a little, as she made the jump from her imagined reality of the room with her blindfold on to the actual reality laid out before her.


Chapter 34


The first thing she saw was Ben, stood there, handsome, strong, her dominant bull, smiling at her, his cock hard, poised, ready she hoped and prayed to give her the climax she so desperately needed.

She smiled weakly then looked up, seeing the strong cord tied around the wooden roof beam above her, her wrists as restrained as ever.

She looked to the side and saw the bed, pristine save for the riding crop that she’d guessed he’d been using lying on the white sheets, the sight of it sending a thrill through her.

And then she looked across the room, and saw Zach, naked, even more handsome, a look of pure lust in his eyes as her eyes met his. “Are you ok?” he mouthed and she nodded. He smiled and mouthed, “I love you…” She simply smiled back, not trusting herself to speak.

Ben’s hand went to her chin and gently turned her head to look at him, before he leaned in and kissed her deeply. Harriet responded desperately, wanting the feel of his lips on hers more than she’d thought was possible, the lips of the man she’d just resolved to give that last part of herself to, and then she felt his arms reach up and release her wrists, helping her to lower her arms.

As she clenched and unclenched her fists, realising that her arms had been getting sore, Ben noticed and gently rubbed her arms while he leaned back to look at her.

Once they felt fine she said, “Thank you, Bull.”

“No worries. Are you ok? Do you want to continue?” The way he said it was so confident, but mixed with genuine concern for her, that she felt genuine affection for Ben… he was perfect for this sort of experiment.

Harriet grinned. “I don’t want my magnificent bull to even think of stopping.” No way did she want this to end when she was so desperate for her climax, no way.

Ben turned to Zach. “Zach, how about you? It’s both of your choice to continue.”

“This is amazing,” Zach replied. “If Harriet’s good then I’m good… Bull.”

Ben nodded. “On the bed.” It was a command and sent a shiver of delight through Harriet.

“Yes Bull.”

Harriet climbed on to the bed and lay back, her head at the head of the bed, resting back against the pile of pillows there so that she was semi reclined, her arms by her side, and waited.

Ben walked over to the wardrobe and, taking that moment, she mouthed, “I love you so much,” to Zach, making him smile.

When Ben turned around he was holding two straps, each with two parts and buckles. Harriet wasn’t sure what they were for but figured as she was likely about to find out she’d just go with it.

He walked over, smiling confidently, and started to loop the longer part of one of them around one of Harriet’s thighs, around mid-way, buckling it up so that it was a snug fit. “Does it feel ok?” he asked.

Harriet nodded. “Yes Bull.”

“Good.” He took her wrist on the same side and looped the shorter part around that, again fitting snugly. Harriet’s wrist was bound to her thigh, and when he did the same on the other side she felt the thrill of knowing that, again, she was helpless in front of her dominant bull, restrained, his to do with as he pleased.

She looked up into his eyes and saw lust on his part, naked lust, as he reached down to pick up the riding crop.

“Did you like the feel of this earlier?” he asked.

She nodded, biting her lip, secretly wishing that he’d use it again on her.

He rested the tip of it gently against her skin on her abdomen, and started trailing it along, driving Harriet wild as the sensation moved across her body. She kept her eyes fixed on Ben, and Ben on her, even as he trailed it over her super sensitive nipples and down between her legs, stroking it along and brushing her clitoris.

Ben pulled it back and gave it a little tap, right between her legs, and she let out a gasp of both pleasure and pain. He grinned at that, and tapped again, a little harder, making her gasp again. She realised that her fists were clenched and forced herself to unclench them, even as the riding crop tapped for a third time.

Then, putting it to one side, he positioned his head between her legs and, without ceremony, dragged his tongue through her pubic hair, making Harriet’s back arch at the wave of pleasure it sent rolling through her… God, she needed his touch so badly. She needed her climax.

As he went down on her she found her hips bucking towards him involuntarily, and when she looked down she could see his eyes looking back up at her, clearly smiling, as he started to tease her… every time she bucked towards him he pulled away slightly, only to bury his tongue again as soon as her hips fell again. It became a game… her trying to control herself and failing repeatedly, her pleasure increasing only when she managed to.

After what felt to her like an age like that, the coil inside her tightened impossibly, feeling like a massive orgasm was just around the corner, he stopped and pulled away.

“Please…” she whispered. “Please don’t stop.”

Ben grinned. “You’re cute when you beg… but you didn’t say Bull.”

Harriet felt her cheeks redden as he lifted her legs, picked up the riding crop and landed it sharply once… twice… three times on her exposed ass. Oh fuck, she thought, I don’t know how much more of this I can take… I need to cum so badly.

“Harriet, I need you to do something. Zach looks like he needs some relief over there. I want you to go over, kneel in front of him, and help him.” He turned to Zach. “You can’t touch her at all, no matter how much she begs. Got it?”

Zach smiled. “Yes, Bull.”

Harriet was surprised but happy… it was good to involve Zach more, and after the intensity of what had happened so far with Ben spending time close to him was welcome. But… she’d be a mess, she knew. What she was about to do was going to do nothing for her own problem, the desperate need to climax.

“One thing first though…” Ben climbed up the bed so that he was positioned over Harriet, looking down at her before lowering himself slowly down, like a controlled push up, until he was an inch or two above her, his chest against hers. He kissed her and she felt his hard cock pushing up against her pubic hair.

He glanced down between their legs and said, “You want me in you?”

“Yes Bull.”

“Ask for it.”

God, this is so fucking hot, she thought. “Please Bull, I want you inside me so badly. Please.” She paused, then quieter. “Please.”

He smiled, looking into her eyes, as she felt his cock gradually press against her and then, unsurprisingly given her insane arousal, slide into her easily. She cried out in pleasure, finally feeling him inside, and her hands clenched as they instinctively tried to move to his back, a reminder through her lust of how helpless she was.

Harriet could feel him, really feel him. He wasn’t wearing protection, just like they’d agreed earlier, and it simply felt better, more connected… it was his skin, the flesh of his wonderful cock inside her, and it felt amazing.

“Please Bull, please fuck me,” she whispered.

He responded by sliding out, then back in again hard, making Harriet gasp. That coiling spring inside was almost at breaking point, she knew her orgasm was so close.

Ben leaned down to kiss her and in no time her tongue sought out his, the messiest kiss imaginable, her arms straining against their binds as his hips flexed and she gasped again.

This was a fuck like no other Harriet had ever experienced. Ben went slow but hard, perfect for the circumstances, each thrust building up her pleasure further and further from the thrust before, a virtuous circle of pleasure, but slow enough to not quite push her over the edge, almost but not quite.

Her heart was hammering in her chest, she was losing all control, all coherence, given entirely over to experiencing pleasure at the hands of her dominant bull, when… he stopped and pulled out.

Harriet looked up at him as he climbed off and sat to one side, grinning. Her mind was a fog of arousal and confusion, in a pre-orgasmic state of bliss.

“You bastard…” she whispered.

His grin broadened and he lifted her legs, spanking her twice. “You forgot to say Bull,” he teased.

“You bastard of a Bull…” she replied.

“Better.” He looked at Zach. “You’d better come over here.” Ben helped Harriet up on to her knees on the bed, wrists still bound to her thighs. “Come and stand in front of her.”

Zach got on to the bed and stood in front of Harriet, looking down at her as she looked back up. His cock was hard, right in front of her face, and she wasted no time in putting her mouth to it, figuring that it was the quickest way to get to her own climax.

She looked up at Zach as she sunk her mouth onto him, and he was looking down, his face a picture of arousal. His cock felt so familiar against her lips and tongue, she knew exactly what to do, setting a rhythm that was fast but not too fast, wishing she could use her hands too but making do with only her mouth.

Harriet was vaguely aware of Ben leaving the room and walking downstairs, but she was so focused on Zach she barely noticed.

It was only when she felt his hand on her head, gently pulling at her hair, that she registered that Zach wanted to talk to her. She pulled her head back and looked up at him.

“Are you ok doing this?” Zach asked quietly.

Harriet nodded. “This is insane. But yes… insane good.”

“Yeah, it’s great to watch. You don’t need to… do this to me. If you don’t want to.”

“I want to. And… it’s part of the game, it’s hot. You want me to keep going?” she asked. “Our Bull has commanded it,” she joked.

Zach grinned. “Our Bull is to be obeyed.” He paused. “One other thing,” he whispered. “Before Ben gets back. You should sleep in his bed tonight.”

Harriet was surprised. “What about our reclaiming each other?”

“In the morning. You need to reclaim him first.” Zach paused. “Otherwise imagine how weird it would be tomorrow morning between us and him if we end the night having just done all of this. We don’t want tonight to impact tomorrow.”

Harriet thought for a moment and realised that Zach was right… the suggestion had to have come from him, but he was absolutely correct. Tomorrow would be weird if they went straight from this dominant bull set up to normality, they needed a sort of decompression period, an opportunity to normalise things.

“You’re right, but are you sure? And what boundaries for me?” she asked.

“Sure, and no boundaries.” He paused. “If reclaiming him means you and him doing whatever then that’s fine. And we’ll absolutely reclaim each other in the morning.”

Harriet nodded, then smiled up at Zach. “You’re more than just good looks aren’t you?” She looked down at his cock again and wasted not a moment longer in sinking her mouth back on to him, thrilled as ever to hear him moan as her tongue started to flutter against the head of his cock.

The good thing about ten years together was she could be quick with Zach if she needed to be, she knew his body so well, and it was only a minute or two before his hand tightened in her hair, his breathing got shallow, and she felt his cock spasm in her mouth, the familiar taste of his cum against her tongue… she swallowed it down and moved her mouth away.

Zach smiled down at her, his hand stroking her face, as Ben returned.

“Well done Harriet,” Ben said. “You’re a good hotwife.” The mention of that term sent a thrill through her. “Now… it’s your turn. Zach, go back over there and sit down.”

As Zach walked over Ben undid her restraints, setting her hands free, then put her on to her hands and knees… he didn’t do it roughly, but she was left in no doubt whatsoever what position he wanted her in.

“I want you to look at Zach all the time,” Ben said as his fingers started to touch her again between her legs, his hand reaching round under her.

Harriet looked up and fixed her eyes on Zach, who was sitting back in the chair, looking every inch the man who’d got what he needed… lucky him, she figured.

A tremor rolled through her suddenly, Ben’s touch after the long build up earlier and the break while she went down on Zach feeling so, so very good, and she let out a moan.

“No orgasm until I say so,” Ben said.

“I’ll try…” Harriet replied, deliberately not saying Bull, wanting the feel of his bare palm on her tight ass in that position, and she got exactly that… stinging more than before, but gloriously so. She realised that in the state she was in she might even climax purely from that… it felt good.

Ben positioned himself on his knees behind her and she felt the tip of his cock at her entrance, poised, ready… and then suddenly he slid deep into her, making her cry out in pleasure.

One of his hands grabbed her ass, hard, holding her in place, the other went to her hair, taking her by the pony tail, lacing his fingers deep into her hair, making her feel so owned, so possessed, then he slid back and into her again, making her cry out another time.

He took her hard. Very hard. And Harriet knew that she could do nothing to stop what was building inside her… she’d discovered during her threesome in Bali, after years of this position doing little for her, that there was one way it really, really worked for her, and that was hard and rough… a surprise, but a welcome one.

This was exactly that. Ben was not holding back in the slightest, and as she felt a wave of her orgasm starting to crest she tried her hardest to suppress it, to delay it, but she couldn’t, not completely… she cried out again as her hands clutched at the sheets, knew that Zach could see from her face that she was cumming, and then again and again as Ben thrust into her.

She thought she’d concealed it until Ben said, “I said no orgasm,” and she felt his palm on her ass again, and again, and again.

Another wave was coming but she fought it, holding it back, grinding herself back on to Ben’s cock instead, then mercifully she heard his breathing getting fast, felt him thrust harder, and he said, “Now you can…”

Harriet needed no second invitation, the second wave thundering through her, starting somewhere deep within and rising with terrifying force, making her scream… it was the only word for it, a screaming orgasm, the world contracting to her and the cock inside her, and she felt Ben’s cock thicken, spasm, felt him cum deep inside her, pushing her orgasm on higher, the thought of how deeply wanton it felt to have this dominant bull, this man who wasn’t her husband, cum inside her, and then he slowed to a stop, and she did too…

“Fuck…” she whispered as she collapsed on to her front and rolled on to her side.

“Fuck…” Ben replied, falling down on his side next to her, his hand moving to her cheek, caressing her, before he kissed her wearily.

She found herself kissing him back, not wanting the moment to end, but then it did when a shudder rolled through her, an aftershock from the incredible climax. “Fuck…” she said again, laughing.

“That’s dominant bull done for tonight.” Ben paused. “That was something else.” He glanced over at Zach. “You good Zach?”

Zach laughed. “Fuck…”

Ben grinned back. “So… how did I do?”

Harriet took his hand. “That… was… incredible.”

“Yeah, it was,” Zach said, walking over to sit on the bed. “You… surprised me.”

“Yeah,” Harriet added. “Don’t tell me you’ve really not done that before.”

Ben looked slightly sheepish. “My ex and I fooled around a bit… I knew what kit to order.”

“That did feel a bit extreme for beginner level!” Harriet replied, grinning. “But good. Very good.”

They sat in comfortable silence for a few moments.

“So Ben,” Zach said. “I chatted to Harriet about this… we both think she should sleep in your bed tonight. To help us get back to normality… it would feel weird if me and her went to bed after all of that, then tried to do our different day tomorrow.”

“Kind of like I need to reclaim you first,” Harriet added. “Before I reclaim Zach in the morning.”

Ben looked at them both. “You’re sure? I mean, I’d like that but… I know that could be a big deal. I really don’t want to get in the way of your reclaiming each other.”

“We’re sure,” replied Zach. “In fact, you two should go there now. I’ll go to bed too in Harriet and my room.”

Zach stood up and held out his hand to help both of them up.

Ben stood, and said, “I’ll go downstairs first… you two should say goodnight properly.”

He left the room, leaving Zach and Harriet looking at each other.


Chapter 35


So… what the hell do you say to your husband after that?

That was the main thought running through Harriet’s mind as they stood there. Worrying, just as she had that first time she’d met Ben and seen Zach soon afterwards, that one wrong word could have an outsized effect.

What had just happened had been insane… absolutely insane. Tied up, spanked, edged, all things that Harriet had fantasised about, had wondered about over the years, and all things that were better than she’d ever dared to hope.

The dominant bull scenario had been incredible, at least as incredible as Zach calling the shots the night before, but she realised that for Zach it may not have been… seeing her fully at Ben’s mercy, submissive to him in a way that she’d never been and would never allow herself to be for Zach, that could be tricky.

In the end it was Zach that took the initiative.

“So… that was nice,” he said quietly, a smile playing around the edge of his mouth.

Harriet couldn’t help but burst out laughing. “Yeah, it was.” She looked at him stood opposite her, naked, handsome, her wonderful husband, and felt nothing but love for him… how many wives could say that their husband had given them the permission and the support to do what she’d just done with Ben.

“Yeah, it was,” he replied, joining her in laughing. He held out his hand. “Come on… this way.”

They walked hand in hand through to their own bedroom, and Zach said, “I love you so very much, but I mean it when I say no boundaries… it’s important you reclaim him first.”

“I love you too… you’re amazing. And I understand… it feels weird but I do.” She paused. “I guess I should go down there now?”

“I guess so…”

Harriet walked over to her bag and pulled out a pair of pyjama shorts and t-shirt.

“You’re not going downstairs naked?” Zach asked, eyebrow raised.

Harriet shook her head. “No… at least not at first…” She paused, thinking of how to explain. “I know, it feels weird to say this, but I know in all likelihood that these clothes come off… but I don’t want to start that way. I’m going downstairs to him to get us back to normality for tomorrow, and if I start that with no clothes on I don’t think it draws that line.” She paused and grinned. “Of course I might be overthinking this… what would you think in Ben’s shoes?”

“Apart from how lucky I am?” He grinned back. “I think you’re right, start it on a different tone. You wearing those makes it feel domestic, normal.”

“I’m going to brush my teeth first too… domestic is the right word.”

Harriet walked into the bathroom, full of positive intent but also, inside, not feeling quite so confident… wondering, maybe, whether some of what had just taken place with Ben had changed something irrevocably for her. Too late to worry about it, though… she’d deal with it if it happened.

***

A few minutes later she walked through the living room to Ben’s door and knocked confidently, although it was half open.

“Come in,” he said, and she walked in, closing the door behind her.

Ben was standing up as she came in, still naked, and she felt a surge of desire wash through her… this was the man after all, her bull, who had just made some of her wildest fantasies come true, and a man who not long before she’d been submissive to. Time, she realised, to seize the initiative.

“So… mind if I stay over?” she joked.

He laughed. “Be my guest. How do you want to do this?” He gestured to her nightwear. “I should probably put something on too… I don’t even know which side of the bed you normally sleep on!”

Harriet smiled back. “Nor me you. We’ll work out what works. But… I feel like we need to hang out a bit first, get ourselves back to normal.”

Ben nodded. “I’ve heard that aftercare is important after something like we just did… how about if I gave you a massage, did something to look after you properly? I brought some massage oil…”

She thought for a moment. An idea had come into Harriet’s head, a way possibly to reclaim and reframe what had just happened with the dominant bull experiment into something where she got to decide what happened and how. Risky, possibly, but if it worked then it could be the basis of something really special in future as well as setting the tone properly for the next day.

Fixing her gaze on Ben, narrowing her eyes slightly, she said, “I’d like that, but with a twist.” She walked over to him and leaned close, whispering the instructions into his ear, instructions for a scene, a situation for them to roleplay… fun, without any of the seriousness of earlier and, most importantly, chosen by Harriet.

When she leaned back he was looking at her intently. “You’re sure?” he asked.

She grinned and nodded. “One hundred percent.”

That made him grin too. “Ok… you’d better leave and come back in again.” He paused. “One thing though, what was your maiden name?”

“Walters.”

“Perfect.”


Chapter 36


“You wanted to see me sir?” Harriet put on her poshest, most innocent English accent.

“Ah, Harriet Walters… come in, stand there.” Ben gestured to a spot in front of him and Harriet went to stand there in her pyjama shorts and vest top, hands behind her back.

Ben looked up at her, sat on a sofa in his bedroom, still glorious naked. Harriet suppressed a laugh, his Australian version of her chemistry teacher’s English accent comical. She appreciated the effort, and the smile in his eyes if not on his lips told her that he was enjoying himself too.

“Your grades aren’t good enough. You need to focus more.” He paused and Harriet wondered if there was a kernel of truth in what Ben was saying that reflected his own school years. “And I saw what you were doing in class earlier too.”

“What was that, sir?” Harriet was playing innocent.

“You know what you did…” He paused. “It was depraved. You give me a dilemma. I could fail you for this year, but then you won’t go to Oxford. Or…”

“Oh, please don’t do that sir. I’ll do anything.” She paused and gave him her most innocent, wide-eyed look. “Anything.”

Ben looked at her intently, then said almost to himself, “We could try the old way…”

“The old way sir?” Harriet could see where this was going… exactly as she’d instructed him a few minutes before. This is fun, she thought, great fun, but about to get real.

“The old way.” He nodded. “That would be best.” Ben pretended to think. “Best to keep it to ourselves though. Understood?”

“Yes sir, anything so that I can pass.”

“Come here then,” Ben said, patting his lap.

“Sit on your lap, sir?” Harriet asked, pretending to be confused.

Ben couldn’t help grinning but he quickly put a straight face back on. “I’m afraid I’m going to need you to bend over my knee. Come on… quickly now.” Harriet felt herself giggle at his continued attempts at an English accent. “Giggling will only make it harder.”

“Sorry sir, you know best.” She walked over and, keeping eyes on Ben’s until the very last moment, draped herself over his lap, feeling gloriously naughty.

His hands stroked her ass gently through her thin pyjama shorts, making Harriet gasp in anticipation.

“Good, Ms Walters, you learn fast.” He continued to stroke her through her shorts. “Would you like ten with them on, or five with them off?”

“I should imagine, sir, that I’m the sort of woman who’d like five with them off.”

“Yes, I thought so… very well.”

Harriet felt him reach for her waistband and roughly pull down her shorts to her knees, exposing her ass and thighs. It was just like earlier, outdoors, but with none of the seriousness and all of the fun… she’d explicitly asked Ben to do a repeat of earlier but on her terms, she’d loved the feeling of being bent over his knee and spanked, it unlocked something primal deep inside her.

She felt his hand against her bare skin, just like earlier, then a hard SMACK, exquisitely painful followed by his caress, although this time it was different, his fingers wandering more… she felt his hand move from her ass to between her legs, felt his fingers slide through her slick pubic hair, her wetness testimony to just how hot she’d found being spanked earlier in the evening and how much she was anticipating this encore.

Four more followed slowly, the fourth and fifth delivered by one hand while two fingers on his other hand slowly slid in and out of her… fingered while spanked, she thought, a new kink for me but one I want more of.

She could feel another climax gradually building, that familiar tension deep inside ratcheting up… she’d not come to bed with Ben expecting to orgasm again, but if it happened, well, it would be an added bonus to end what had been an insanely good night.

His spanking hand rested on her ass after the fifth spank, his fingers slowly sliding in and out of her, when Ben said, “I fear you may not quite have learned your lesson, Ms Walters.”

“Sir, do you think I haven’t?” Harriet knew what was next but loved that Ben was so in to making it a game.

“No. We need something more… corrective.” He paused. “Stand up, remove your clothes, then lie face down on the bed. You need to be taught a lesson… one you won’t forget.”

No chance of that, thought Harriet, grinning to herself but keeping a straight face for their game.

“If you think I need it sir?” she replied, standing up and letting her shorts fall to her ankles before stripping off her vest top, leaving her naked in front of him.

“I think you do…”

She noticed his eyes linger on her breasts and decided to have some fun. “You can touch them if you want to, sir.”

“Thank you, I believe I shall.” He reached up his hands to caress her breasts, cupping one in each hand, his thumbs rough against her erect nipples. She couldn’t help but moan quietly at the stimulation… she loved Ben’s touch.

“Now… on the bed.”

“Yes sir.” Harriet lay down on her front, legs slightly apart, arms crossed above her head… exactly how she wanted it to be, trusting in Ben to follow her instructions for the role play. “Be gentle with me, sir.”

Ben untied the fabric that held her ponytail in place, the same fabric that had bound one of her wrists earlier on the outdoor terrace, and she looked up to see him wrapping it around both wrists and the bed frame, tying her in place.

Once she was restrained, he sat next to her, his hands on her back. “This is a special type of massage therapy,” he said. “Very special.”

“If you promise, sir. It seems unorthodox.”

“Very unorthodox. But I find it effective.”

He climbed off the bed and came back from the bathroom with a bottle of massage oil… clearly he’d been anticipating a need. It felt cool as he squirted it onto her back, and then his hands went to work…

Ben gave great massage.

His hands glided over her skin, just the right firmness, working her back first, long strokes that knocked kinks out of muscles that she hadn’t even realised had kinks in them in the first place.

“Hmmm…” she murmured. “That feels good, sir.”

“It should, Ms Walters. I can see that tension is holding you back. Tension, and…” His bare palm landed on her naked ass with another loud SMACK. “I must say, I’ve never met someone as much in need of a spanking as you.”

Harriet smiled contentedly at how much Ben was hamming up the accent, and he resumed her massage, his hands moving from her back to her shoulders, her upper arms, then down, continuing the long motions, right down her body to her legs. It felt wonderful, and all interspersed with the occasional spank on her naked ass.

She’d never known that she would enjoy being spanked as much as she did… had never had any frame of reference or appreciation of the psychology of it, though she realised that, as ever, it was about the person doing it as much as anything. Harriet had slept with a couple of guys before Zach who had been into that sort of thing, trying it with her without asking, and she’d hated it. With Ben though, and presumably when she inevitably tried it with Zach, it was different… particularly as part of a role play scene.

As Ben worked on her legs she shifted slightly, parting them, giving him what she hoped was a glorious view to Ben. His hands were working slowly up and down each leg, moving higher up her inner thighs with each stroke.

“Sir?” she said, figuring she’d ratchet up the fun.

“Yes Ms Walters? Is everything ok?”

“It is sir, it’s just… I feel one last place with tension.”

“One last place, Walters?”

“Yes sir, one last place… I think I might need a special massage.”

“Hmmm…” Ben replied. “That would be most unorthodox. It would require more spanking therapy. And we would need to restrain your legs too, to help with the uncontrollable spasms. Would you be ok with that?”

Harriet couldn’t help laughing and opened her eyes to see Ben suppress a grin.

“Yes, sir… I think that would be for the best.”

Ben fetched a pillow, and Harriet raised her hips so that he could slide it under. He found a couple of dressing gown belts that came provided with the holiday home, and tied each of her ankles to the foot of the bed… she couldn’t help noticing quite far apart, realising that she was entirely open to him, ass in the air… it felt amazing to be so vulnerable in front of Ben, and she knew, after what had happened earlier in the evening, that she could trust him.

“Ok… you’re ready for the spasm treatment Ms Walters?” Ben was laughing as he said it and Harriet smiled back.

“Yes sir… please don’t be gentle.”

His reply sent a thrill of arousal through her. “I shan’t be.”

One of his hands settled on her ass, while the other slipped between her legs, his fingers tracing her folds again, building on the residual arousal from her fingering during her earlier spanking.

Two fingers slid into her smoothly and she moaned loudly, unable to do anything else, feeling herself clench around him… Jesus, she thought, I really, really like this.

His hand on her ass drew back, and then landed sharply, making her cry out in pleasure, before doing his usual caress, all while his fingers started to slide in and out.

Six spanks was all it took.

Six spanks, tied, vulnerable, at her magnificent bull’s mercy.

Six spanks and the orgasm came crashing through her like a freight train, Harriet biting into the pillow to avoid screaming in pleasure as she felt wave after wave flowed through her, realising that despite all of this, despite Zach’s ok, she didn’t want him to hear her having a screaming orgasm at Ben’s touch… but fuck, did it feel good, the pinnacle of the night. Earlier had been great, but this role play had been fantastic.

Finally, reluctantly, she turned her head and said, “Stop… too much now,” and Ben did, as ever respectful of her needs.

He came to lie down next to her. “Ms Walters… have we fixed you?”

She laughed. “Yes sir.” She paused. “Same time tomorrow sir?”

He laughed too. “I think that might be wise…” He paused then slipped back into his normal Australian accent. “You want me to untie you?”

“Please.”

When she’d been untied Harriet sat up and looked at Ben, her hand on his cheek. “Thank you.” She paused. “I mean it.”

“No, thank you. That was crazy,” he replied. “You’ve got a hell of an imagination!”

“Role play is fun…” She smiled. “I feel like that’s mission accomplished… like that sort of fun scene is how we could do some of that stuff together in future. What do you think?”

“One hundred percent agree. Earlier was very serious, just now was fun and just as hot.” He paused. “Are you going back to Zach now? I don’t want to get in the way of your reclaiming.”

Harriet shook her head. “No, if it’s ok I’d like to go to sleep with you. Try that out… all part of the experiment.”

“Works for me.”

Within minutes they had the light off and were settled down under the covers, facing each other, legs entwined, both naked.

“That was an amazing night,” Harriet said quietly. She leaned forward in the dark and kissed Ben.

“It was…” he murmured back sleepily. “How do you normally… you know, sleep next to Zach.”

“I figure that’s irrelevant,” she whispered. “How about if for us, we try me with my back against you, kind of spooning.” She paused. “I’d like to feel your arms wrapped around me, keeping me safe.”

“You’ve got a deal.”

Harriet rolled over and backed into Ben, feeling his hard muscles against her, his strong arm around her, falling asleep quickly to the feel of his lips gently kissing her neck, feeling safe, warm and content.

Feeling happy… not an emotion she necessarily would have associated with what went before, but that was it.

Happy.


Chapter 37


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

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

“Mmm… that feels good…” he murmured.

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

She smiled to herself in the dark.

It felt… sinful.

Deliciously sinful.

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

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

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

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

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

A memory came back to her, from nearly ten years ago. Matt. The last time she’d spent the night with someone who wasn’t Zach.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Harriet wanted to show her gratitude.

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

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

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

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

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

“You want me to stop?” she teased.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“In the corner by the window. Why?”

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

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

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

“We did, definitely. So… your turn…”

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

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

“They feel ok?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 38


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“When did you come to bed?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Harriet took a deep breath. Confession time…

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

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

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

“Ok…?”

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

“A bad student needing punishment?”

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

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

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

Zach nodded his understanding. “Then you slept?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, kind of. Yeah.”

“More than the other way around?”

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

They lapsed into silence again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Harriet felt herself blushing hard. “Seriously?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 39


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

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

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

Equality.

A threesome.

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

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

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

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

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

“So… lunch?”

“Sorry! Yes please,” Harriet replied.

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

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

“I’m game,” Ben replied.

“Me too,” Zach said.

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know something?” she said finally.

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

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

“This is great.”

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

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


Chapter 40


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

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

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

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

“Seriously?”

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yep,” Zach said and Ben nodded.

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

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

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

“Deal. Who first?” Zach replied.

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

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

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

Harriet grinned. “Like I could ever forget.”

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

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

“You want details?”

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

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

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

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

“The rug…?”

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

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

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

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

“Good for both of us…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Zach grinned back. “One day…”

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

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

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

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

“At the summer boat party in the harbour?”

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

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

“Hmm… Ben, what do you reckon?”

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

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

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

“Tell what?”

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

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

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

“Ok…?”

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

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

“No idea,” he joked.

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

“Stuff I’d like…?”

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

“Like?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ben looked surprised. “Not you?”

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

“And what’s happening?” Zach asked.

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

“You’re directing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She’d never seen two people move so fast.


Chapter 41


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

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

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

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

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

"Sounds like a fair deal," joked Zach.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 42


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What is it my bull?" she replied, feigning innocence.

"We can't let you wear more than us."

"You can't?" she asked, feeling her cheeks redden at the thought of what was about to happen, and very much liking that sensation.

"No," Zach said, "we can't." His hand went to her bra and started to undo it, while Ben's hands went to her underwear. She didn't resist, didn't want to resist, but probably couldn't have even if she’d wanted to... it took them moments to strip her as naked as them, and then both men stood and helped her up.

"I guess our break is over..." she teased, before turning to kiss Ben first, standing facing him and smiling up at him, her hands resting on his chest. Harriet smiled up at him, and then pulled his head down to kiss her, hard, passionately, tongues playing together. Ben wrapped his arms around her, one hand gripping her ass while the other held her back, and she felt his fingers on her ass squeezing and kneading.

Zach stepped up behind and started to kiss her shoulders and neck, and she felt him press up against her rear, his hard again cock there against her. Zach's hands reached to her front, one on her breasts, playing roughly with them, the other sliding between her legs, and as she parted her legs slightly she felt Zach's cock slip into the gap, pressed right up against her but not quite inside.

As Zach's hand went to work, she moaned into her kiss with Ben and reached her hand down to hold his cock while her other hand grabbed his ass, hard. For Harriet this was heaven, two men pressed against her and focused on her pleasure, and they stayed like that for a good few minutes, soft moans from Harriet punctuating the deeper sounds coming from the two men.

Harriet wanted more though... she wanted someone inside her, and she didn't care who. Breaking the kiss, she said to Zach, "One of you needs protection... for that..." She paused and moaned as Zach hit just the right spot. Harriet was so turned on again and, well, she was feeling naughty. Like she wanted to take it to the next level. "And bring the lube..."

With a gentle slap on her ass, more of an affectionate tap, Zach turned away to go back upstairs while she resumed her kiss with Ben, feeling his hard cock pressed against her.

Zach came back and Harriet turned to kiss him. After a minute or two of his familiar lips she was very, very ready to take things further. "I need you in me," she whispered to Zach. "And I want you in me hard, ok? But one other thing..." She paused and gave him a wink. "I want you in my ass in a minute, so if you want to put some protection on and some lube on your finger and get a head start, I wouldn't object."

In record time, Zach slipped on a condom while Harriet turned to Ben, pushing him back on to the sofa then kneeling between his legs and taking his cock in her hands. "I heard you like blowjobs?" Ben smiled and Harriet smiled back, before moving her head to his cock, running her tongue down the length and then taking it in her mouth.

Harriet started the blowjob slow, not wanting Ben to peak too soon, her plans needing him to last for a little while. As she moved her head up and down, she shifted so that she was on all fours, and quickly felt Zach move behind her, his hand touching her between her legs before she felt the tip of his cock at her entrance and he slid into her.

She couldn't help gasping as he slid in fully, the doggystyle position always giving her deep penetration, and he held himself in her for a few seconds before pulling out and thrusting back in hard. He'd taken her literally, exactly what she wanted, and for the next minute he thrust into her slow but hard while she gave Ben the best, slow blowjob that she could.

Zach's strong hands were holding her hips, pulling her into him when he thrust, but then she felt one hand move, heard a squirt of lube, then felt his finger press up against her other hole. Zach held it there, applying pressure, and the thrusting did the work, each time he slid out of her Harriet's hips shifting back and letting his finger in a little more, until suddenly the resistance gave and she felt what she thought was his whole finger in her.

Lifting her head, Harriet turned to look over her shoulder and said, "Slower, gentler now," to Zach, moaning as Zach thrust into her again, before moving her head back down to Ben's cock.

The three of them stayed like that for a few minutes, all in various states of growing pleasure, and when Harriet started to feel that familiar feeling growing between her legs again she lifted her head and, with a smile, she said to Zach, "Can you pull out for a second?"

Zach obliged and Harriet moved forward to straddle Ben, positioning his cock between her legs and sliding down onto it, taking a few seconds to adjust to his slightly larger size, grinding a little to get comfortable. She rested her hands on his chest and smiled, then said, "Zach, you can join in. But use plenty of lube."

Looking over her shoulder she saw Zach kneel behind her, then felt the tip of his cock press against her ass, before the finger and the lube did its job and he slid in smoothly. She let out a gasp as he did, saying quietly, "Gently... be gentle..." then stayed still for the next minute, her eyes closed, getting used to both men inside her.

In Bali, in a similar position, Harriet had worked out a sort of rotating hip motion to make the most of this, and she started to slowly do that now, taking control of the pace, effectively fucking both men while they stayed relatively motionless. Zach had one hand on her hip, the other on her shoulder, and she felt him push her hair to the side and lean down to kiss her neck briefly, while Ben had one hand on her other hip and one hand holding her breast.

Harriet was in ecstasy. Her biggest fantasy since that night in Bali had been this, two men inside her at once, but she'd wondered since then whether it had been as good as she remembered, or whether she'd built it up in her memory, caught up in the wild abandon of that night.

She now knew, unequivocally, that it was that good... all the better for being her husband and her bull, not two random guys they'd hooked up with from a bar.

That thought had triggered something, the first low peak of her impending orgasm sending a shudder through her, and she started to speed up her rolling motion, but then Zach started to thrust slowly into her ass. She stopped her rolling and let him take control, and felt him reach both his strong arms around her, pulling her back against his chest, turning her head and kissing her mouth and cheek.

Zach taking control felt so hot, she felt another little wave roll through her, and then Zach said, "Let's try something."

She nodded and whispered, "Anything..." punctuated by another moan, so turned on she'd let either man do anything at that moment, and he lifted her, literally physically picked her up, his cock still in her ass, and holding her he lay back on the sofa, Harriet lying on her back against his chest.

She tried to turn her head to kiss him again, but the angles didn't quite work, and he thrust into her gently. It felt so carnal, lying on her back, cushioned by Zach's muscular chest, her legs wide apart, his cock in her ass, and with one of his arms wrapped around her, holding her arms, his other had slid down between her legs and was stroking her clitoris. Her cheeks reddened when she thought about the sheer eroticism of the view that Ben must have had.

Harriet was desperate for another cock inside her though, to really give her what she needed. Ben quickly obliged, rolling over and positioning himself between her legs before sliding back into her. She let out a cry of pleasure at the feel of his cock inside her again, and he leaned down to kiss her.

Now, Ben was setting the pace, while Zach was only thrusting gently in time into her. Harriet had never felt like this before, the feeling of being fucked so thoroughly by these two men, and as they all got closer Zach strengthened his hold on her, wrapping one strong hand around her wrists to pin them against her shoulder while the other roughly played with her nipples. After the night before, in this position, in heaven like this, she realised that she was theirs to do what they pleased with.

Ben's pace started to increase, and she could tell from his breathing that he was very close, and then she came, unavoidably, uncontrollably, crying out in pleasure again and again as both men thrust into her until Ben came as well, his body tensing and she felt, against her tensed vagina, his cock spasming inside her.

As Ben pulled out, Zach took control, pulling his cock out, lifting Harriet again effortlessly and rolling her so that she was on all fours, before he slid back into her ass again easily. She braced herself and he started to fuck her ass hard, chasing his own orgasm, which she felt crash through him a minute later, ending with him on top of her, kissing her neck, while Ben lay alongside, holding her hand and kissing her cheek, and she felt her cheeks redden as she looked at him, realising that Ben had just seen a side of her and Zach's sex life that had been private to them before, the way that she always let Zach chase his own orgasm, regardless.

A deeply, deeply intimate aspect of their marriage… now shared.


Chapter 43


It took her an age to recover, that fucking had been unreal. She felt utterly spent, the way it had gone, the way it had shifted so that she wasn't in control any more, the way both men had pleasured her so much, it was incredible.

When Zach pulled out, the three of them lay there laughing and kissing, stroking each other all over, Harriet in her favourite place between the two of them, getting both of their attention.

After half an hour recovering, lazily touching each other, kissing, she sat up slowly and said, "We never showered after the hot tub, did we?" Both men shook their heads. "Naughty us..." she continued. "The guest instruction book will be angry. How about we relocate?"

"Lead the way..." Zach replied.

"Give me a couple of minutes, I want to get it warm... nothing less romantic than a cold shower," Harriet joked, laughing.

She headed upstairs to the sight of both men grinning, and both men too satisfied, too content, to even realise that they were lying around next to each other naked any more.

***

Harriet went into the bathroom and set the shower running to get warm. The owners hadn't spared any expense in their bathroom fit out, and the shower was a large rainfall one with sand coloured tiling and plenty of room to stand. She tested the floor with her foot and was pleased that it was suitably non-slip... Harriet didn't want to end up being helicoptered to the emergency department of her own hospital being treated for a shower sex injury, not one bit.

She stepped into the warm water, careful not to run it too hot, and then she saw Zach and Ben come into the bathroom and pull open the shower door.

Pulling them both under the cascading water, Harriet kissed one, then the other, and soon their hands were all over each other, slippery with the water, touching and stroking, her holding both their cocks at various points, their hands all over her breasts and between her legs, a whole confusing, deeply pleasurable mess of touching everywhere.

This went on for a while, and then Harriet dropped slowly to her knees, the water soaking her hair and running down her face, and took Ben's cock in her mouth while with her hand she continued to stroke Zach's cock. Both men stood there under the warm water while she alternated, sucking Zach's cock next, then Ben's again, then Zach's, and she could tell that they were super aroused themselves.

She felt Zach's hand under her chin, gently pulling her face up to look at him, and then he pulled her to stand up and turned her around so that she was facing Ben. Harriet was confused, not sure what was about to happen, and Zach whispered, "Put your arms back around my neck and hold on."

Harriet nodded, unsure what was happening, and was rewarded by Zach putting his hands under her thighs and lifting her up, so that her back was to his chest, her legs parted, facing Ben. Ben smiled when he worked out what Zach was up to, and dropped to his knees to put his tongue between Harriet's legs.

She shuddered at his touch, completely unexpected, but suddenly so aroused again to be in this unusual, exposed position. The warm water falling down mixed with the touch of his tongue to add little sparks of pleasure where she didn't expect it, almost like a low-level vibrator at work, and as Zach lowered her legs down Ben took the weight on his shoulders, freeing up Zach's arms to hold her chest, touching her breasts and stroking her nipples, while he kissed her neck.

As a wave of pleasure rolled through her, Harriet realised Zach's game... she was basically pinned, her arms around his neck until he let her down otherwise she'd fall and hurt herself. Very clever, she thought, and as she shuddered again at the touch of Ben's tongue mixed with the water, incredibly hot... it seemed that Zach's kinky side was coming out to play.

Yet again that night, Harriet felt her orgasm rising, starting to roll through her, starting somewhere deep inside, but then Ben slowed right down, still between her legs, but just keeping her topped up, not pushing her orgasm over the edge. She kept on moaning and gasping, incredibly turned on, but he kept it slow, and then she felt Zach lift her legs again and Ben stand up.

"Bed?" asked Zach, monosyllabic and all the hotter for it. Harriet couldn't trust herself to speak, only nodding her agreement, and Zach carried her through to the bedroom.

Putting her down gently on the bed, Zach, who seemed to have taken charge for the moment, said, "Which one of us do you want to fuck you?"

She looked up at them startled, not used to Zach talking like that, and could only reply, "I don't care, just one of you. Please. Now." They looked at each other and nodded, and as Ben walked round to the foot of the bed Zach climbed on, kneeling next to her with his hard cock. He had a smile on his face and his requirements were clear.

Harriet looked up at him, her head spinning a little. For the second time that night it was spiralling out of control, but she was powerless to do anything to change that. Not that she couldn't. Of course, in an instant, she could say no and it would be done. Those were the rules and she knew with absolute certainty that both of her lovers would honour them.

But, and this wasn't how she usually did things, she didn't want to do that. She wanted to take Zach's cock in her mouth to please him, to be good for him, and she wanted Ben to fuck her to be good for him too. More than anything in the world. This was the threesome experience that she craved, something out of the ordinary, something that pushed the boundaries without going too far. So yes, she was powerless, but only because she wanted them so much at that moment.

She didn't waste another second, putting her lips around his cock and starting to give him the very best blowjob that she knew how. Harriet was rewarded after a minute or two by a spasm rocking through Zach, telling her that he was as close as she felt, and then Ben joined in, positioning himself between her legs and sliding in, before quickly leaning back and putting her legs on his shoulders.

Oh fuck, she thought, this is Bali all over again. I can't help but climax like this, and fast. She redoubled her efforts on Zach's cock, coating it in saliva and reaching to stroke behind his balls as she did, trying to get him off as expertly as possible. Then Ben started to really fuck her, hard, powerful thrusts, each one making her gasp and moan in delight. Her slow burning orgasm, so close when they'd held her in the shower, started to roll through her again, but Ben seemed to sense this and back off a bit. Somewhere in the back of her mind she gave thanks again to how Ben had been paying attention over their times together, but only for a second before she felt the orgasm starting to slowly, teasingly peak.

She didn’t know for how long she lay like that, being slowly fucked and with Zach’s cock in her mouth, though afterwards Zach told her it was at least ten minutes. All she knew was that she was right on the edge of her orgasm that whole time, shudders rolling through her, moans escaping her lips, her blowjob getting sloppy as she struggled to control herself.

And then, finally, Ben sped up ever so slightly, almost imperceptibly, just enough to push Harriet over the edge, her body shaking. Her moans must have triggered Zach’s own orgasm as he let out a loud moan and a spasm shook through him, just as Harriet moved her head to focus on crying out from the sheer pleasure coursing through her, and she felt his semen hit her cheek and hair, though she didn’t have the head space to even really register the fact as her long delayed, slow build orgasm was so all-encompassing.

She writhed under Ben’s steady, powerful thrusts, the orgasm rolling through her slowly, incoherent noises coming from her mouth, a series of peaks with very little troughs between, and just when she felt she couldn’t take any more Ben himself came inside her, hard she could tell, his cock feeling larger as he climaxed, Ben clearly having fought back his own orgasm to give her more.

As he pulled out, Harriet could finally catch her breath, lying there with her hands over her face, trying to make sense of what had just happened. It had been incredible. Truly incredible. She didn’t quite have the words to describe it, but all she could think was that it was the epitome of how this sort of fun was elevated to stratospheric levels by having Zach there, and how much less enjoyable that would have just been without him. Ben and Zach, particularly Ben, had made physical pleasure insanely good, but Zach being her husband and, if she was being honest with herself, Ben being her bull, made it all something more.

She lay there long enough that Zach leaned over and asked, with a gentle hand on her shoulder, “Are you ok?”

Harriet nodded, sitting up, and smiled. “I’m fine, that was just something else.” She paused. “Both of you, we’ve got to call it a day at that. I can’t take any more.” Then, with a quieter voice, almost to herself, she continued, “It was so, so, so fucking good. My god,” and then she lay back down and covered her face again, not trusting herself to stand up yet.

When she looked again, Zach was lying next to her and she moved over to cuddle him, enjoying his comforting presence after all of the insanity. He simply held her, stroking her hair, before Ben joined them behind her and started to gently caress her too.

Finally she said, "Thank you, both of you. That was incredible." She shook her head and laughed. "Absolutely incredible. You make a good team."

Ben grinned as he kissed her shoulder. "We all make a good team."

"True... very true."

After a while of lying together like that, Ben said, "I'll head downstairs in a minute... you'll be wanting to do your reclaiming."

Harriet looked at Zach who nodded, words passing between them silently. She turned to look at Ben. "No chance... you're staying over with us tonight." She paused. "If you want to, of course. We can do our reclaiming when we get home and, to be frank, I'm done for the night." She grinned. "Here's some bragging rights... you've fucked me into submission!"

Both men laughed at that. "Bragging rights among just us I reckon..." joked Zach.

"Seriously though, that was amazing... thank you both so, so much."

Zach looked around at the damp sheets in their ‘communal’ bedroom. “What do you say Ben comes to sleep in our bed… you know, the dry one?”

Harriet looked at Zach, then at Ben. “Perfect.”


Chapter 44


Harriet woke early, at least early by the standards of their weekend away… meaning that while the sun was long since up, it was still recognisably breakfast time rather than lunchtime.

She had a moment of disorientation, just as she always did waking up in a strange bed in a strange house, but it soon gave way to a feeling of warmth and comfort as she saw her husband, Zach, the man she loved more than anything, lying next to her, and felt her bull Ben’s leg entwined between hers.

Both men were still asleep, and she realised with a smile that across the three nights she’d worn them out… one of those weekends where they all needed a weekend to recover from it.

Harriet didn’t move, not for a while… didn’t feel the need to. It all felt so perfect, so right, she didn’t want to spoil it.

Instead her mind drifted back to the night before, the insanely good threesome to cap an insanely good weekend of experimentation between them all… she wondered whether it would be one of those epochal moments in her life, one of those times when both her and Zach started to truly understand each other’s sexuality and what it meant to them both. Or, maybe, that epochal moment had happened weeks ago, back when her and Zach had started their experimenting, or maybe even before then… maybe at the start, when Zach had shared his dream.

Who knew? She’d know in time, and that would be enough, and maybe she’d come to realise that it was this whole period, this whole mad few months that had transformed the both of them.

No. Not transformed.

Freed.

Freed them to both be who they naturally needed to be.

Ben was great. But Zach was better, and watching him sleep she smiled to herself again, thinking for the thousandth time that weekend just how lucky she was to have him, and just how desperately, deeply in love with her husband she was.

***

Harriet was just finishing making pancakes when Ben came downstairs, bleary eyed and, she laughed to see, completely and utterly naked.

“Morning my handsome bull,” she teased. “Forget something?”

He grinned ruefully. “Somebody wouldn’t let me upstairs without taking my clothes off first…”

She walked over and grinned back. “Oops.” She took a moment to very obviously look him up and down, then leaned closer to kiss him playfully. “You’d best go get some clothes on before you give me ideas… and I can’t give you breakfast naked, can I?”

Harriet could see his mind racing as he dealt with the conflict between his desire for something to happen, and his desire for breakfast. She smiled to herself as he finally walked off to his room… men are always ruled by either their cocks or their stomachs, she thought, and at this time of day it was no surprise that the stomach won.

“Morning my beautiful hotwife.” She turned to see Zach at the bottom of the stairs, clothed… but of course he had had the advantage of sleeping where his clothes were last night.

“Morning my handsome husband,” she replied, letting out a little exclamation of delight when he walked over, smiling, and lifted her in his arms. The kiss that followed was perfect… tender, gentle, loving.

“I love you so much,” he whispered, his forehead leaning against hers.

“I love you so much too,” Harriet whispered back. “But…” She glanced over at the stove. “I don’t want to burn the last batch of pancakes.”

He grinned and, as she turned away, chased her with a playful slap on her butt before following her and sitting at a stool at the kitchen island. “Can I help?” he asked.

“No, I’m all good.” She saw Ben come back out of his room, clothed again. “Ah, just in time, grab a seat too.”

She laid out three plates and some cutlery. “Thanks, these look great,” Ben said.

“Harriet’s a feeder,” Zach replied. “And very good at it.”

“Well I need to keep my husband and my bull strong, don’t I?” She paused and grinned again. “Otherwise what use are either of you to me?”

“I knew it,” joked Ben. “She just wants us for our bodies…”

Zach shook his head. “I feel so used…”

They made small talk as they ate, enjoying the last of their time in the holiday house… they had to be out by midday but Harriet figured they had a bit of leeway.

“I’m going to ask the question…” Zach said eventually. “This weekend… what are we taking from it?”

“Ever the management consultant…” Harriet said it with a grin.

“It’s funny,” Ben said after a few moments of silence. “But I started this weekend thinking that we’d find something, some way of doing things that was way better than all the others. Something transformative.”

“And…” Harriet asked.

“And… we did.” He laughed. “It turned out to be all of them…”

“Yeah, it did,” agreed Zach. “I think we can tweak them all a bit, but they were all great. And, of course, what we normally do… that’s still great too.”

“Yeah, we mustn’t forget that,” Harriet replied. “Look, I think we should all settle down to talk about it properly once the dust has settled, in a few weeks’ time. But for now… I think what we’ve discovered is it all works.” She picked up her coffee mug and took a sip. “I don’t think friends with benefits plus quite captures it though.”

“It doesn’t?” Ben asked.

“No… it’s more nuanced than that, and also more fluid. I don’t think we need a label. I think it’s what works for all three of us at any one time, sometimes Ben you’re going to want to see someone else for a bit, sometimes Zach and I will want time to ourselves or to experiment with another person… sometimes even it might be you and I Ben, with Zach’s agreement… sometimes we might want to all broaden our horizons a bit, or repeat some of this weekend in different flavours… it’s all up for grabs.”

“I guess that’s what so liberating and so fun about this?” Zach asked.

“Exactly.” She raised her coffee mug. “To freedom and no labels…”

Both men chuckled as they raised their own mugs and echoed her. “Freedom and no labels…”

Harriet smiled at Zach and Ben. She felt so lucky, so content… and she knew, with absolute certainty, that she never wanted this arrangement to end.


Want More?


First, a quick ask: if you get a pop-up asking for a rating, please take two seconds to leave one! It's incredibly helpful – it tells me which books readers love and which stories deserve sequels.

To get a free story sign up to my mailing list for updates:

https://ckfairfaxbooks.com
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https://www.amazon.com/author/camillakfairfax

Experimenting

This was Experimenting Season 1, and you can read Season 2 right now as either a Single Boxset or the full series of novellas (the boxset is usually better value). Here's the start of Season 2 Episode 1 to whet your appetite:

Zach glanced over to the door again, telling himself to be patient… good things come to those who wait after all.

He forced himself to listen in to the conversation around the table, his and Harriet’s friends talking about the pros and cons of moving out to one of the beaches… Zach nodding his agreement at the right moments, making the right noises about commuting times, but his heart wasn’t in it.

His mind was elsewhere as he glanced down at his phone. Nothing. No updates yet. Just the messages from a few minutes before on their group chat with Ben… Harriet the instigator:

My bull is looking particularly magnificent tonight x

Zach couldn’t really vouch for that, but Harriet liked to have fun with the terminology… bull, hotwife, not so much cuck, Zach hadn’t been so keen on that, but either way she enjoyed the fun side of their arrangement.

Then Ben playing the game:

Your hotwife is looking pretty good herself, Zach… particularly in those jeans.

Now that Zach really could vouch for… Harriet was looking stunning tonight, tight white jeans paired with high heels and a black top. The fact that another man was saying that about his wife, well… he’d long since given up on being precious about that, loving the thrill of knowing that Harriet was lusted after, would come back to him later to be reclaimed.

And then Harriet, of course, inevitably, escalating it:

Outside. Two minutes x

She’d sent that and stood up immediately, leaning over to kiss Zach and whisper, “You sure you’re ok with this?”

He’d smiled and whispered back, “You know I am. Remember… picture.”

“You’ve got it… and then we’ve got so much reclaiming to do later.” She’d kissed Zach again. “I love you so, so much…” and then she’d headed for the door, Ben getting up from his table and doing the same.

And now… Zach was waiting. For a picture. For an invite to come outside too. For Harriet to return. Or maybe some combination of all three? And he had to force himself to make small talk while he tried to keep a close eye on both the door and his phone… distracted didn’t even begin to describe it.

What were they up to? He was dying to know… this was Harriet’s last chance to get intimate with her bull for the next month as he’d be away travelling with work, and she’d promised him a surprise to make it all worthwhile because, well, setting up that evening had been tricky…

First, Ben had to persuade his mates to choose where they were going to go out that Saturday night in advance… not easy with a bunch of guys in their mid-twenties used to their weekends evolving somewhat organically.

Then, Harriet and Zach had to persuade their friends to go to the same place without explaining why… their arrangement with Ben was several months old now and going strong, but it was very much private, all three well aware that if they went public there was no closing the door on that particular Pandora’s Box.

And then the final complexity… the woman that Ben had been seeing in recent weeks casually, or at least casually as he described it, was turning up later with some of her friends, the reason why the three of them couldn’t just meet back at Harriet and Zach’s place at the end of the night, and the reason why Harriet had moved things along so fast… Zach had detected a hint of jealousy from Harriet, amusingly, and he knew that she wanted Ben to have had his own surprise before his new woman turned up.

So… Zach was waiting and highly distracted.

Finally, a message pinged up on his phone… a short video. He slid the phone under the table, out of sight of his friends, and opened it.

Harriet in a darkened side alley, he thought not far from the bar, looking at the camera.

Well, not just at… more like looking up at.

Because she was on her knees, the camera held up above.

She was smiling, he could see it in her eyes and around the edge of her mouth, but mainly in her eyes… eyes bright with arousal, a look so familiar to Zach by now.

But it was her lips… my God, thought Zach, his breath catching, his heart racing… because her lips were wrapped around Ben’s hard cock and as the video played she closed her eyes, moving her head forward to take more of Ben’s length in her mouth, and Zach could almost feel what Ben would be feeling, she’d done that so many times with him before.

Zach shifted position a little, conscious that he was getting incredibly turned on at the sight, just as he always did… not fifty yards from where he was sat his wife, Harriet, was sucking her magnificent bull’s rock hard cock and Zach was sat there, helpless to do anything about it.

He loved it.

Forcing himself back to the conversation, his mind very much elsewhere, he kept an eye on the time.

Ten minutes had passed since the video. They were taking their time.

A group of three attractive women had joined Ben’s mates and Zach wondered whether one of them was Ben’s new casual flame… good luck to them explaining where he’d got to.

And then Harriet came back into the bar, unable to hide her grin, looking ever so slightly dishevelled and flushed, the knees of her white jeans a little dirty from kneeling in the alleyway, but only because Zach was watching her closely and knew what she’d been up to.

He returned her grin as she sat back down next to him and then, once everyone else at the table was back focused on their conversation, she looked at Zach and ostentatiously licked her lips before taking a sip of her wine. Jesus, he thought, she’s just swallowed his cum, hasn’t she? He felt his breath catch again… he loved her so much, loved her all the more for this extra dimension to their relationship that they’d found.

Zach leaned close. “Enjoy it?” he whispered, quiet enough that only she’d hear.

“I reminded him of my merits….” Harriet replied, smiling. She glanced over to Ben’s table. “You think that’s her?”

Zach shrugged. “Could be. I mean, probably…”

“She’s cute.” Harriet leaned in close and whispered right into Zach’s ear. “But she doesn’t matter. You do. When we get home later I’m going to need the man I love to absolutely… fuck… my…” She bit his earlobe gently. “…brains out.” She leaned back. “You can do that for me?”

Zach laughed. “I think that can be arranged…”

Reclaiming Harriet afterwards was the best part, after all.

Reading it is just a few clicks away: Experimenting Season 2


Still Want More?


Beyond The Game

The most powerful woman in the room has never knelt for anyone. Until tonight. 


Caitlin doesn't submit. Not to demanding clients, obstinate CFOs, or anyone who dares challenge her authority. She's built her entire identity on being the one in control... at work, in relationships, in every aspect of her life. At twenty-eight she's already a legend of the Houston consulting scene: the consultant everyone wants on their team, the woman who makes things happen through sheer force of will.


Helena is supposed to be invisible. She's younger, Caitlin's junior, only on temporary assignment to the Houston office from Sao Paolo for a few weeks. But when their team celebrates a major victory, Helena sees what everyone else misses: the cracks in Caitlin's armour, the hunger for something that Caitlin doesn't even know the name for, the desperate need to stop controlling everything.


"Would you like to learn what it feels like to let go?"


One question. One game. One Friday night that spirals from playful commands in a Houston bar to bound wrists in Caitlin's bedroom, where Helena introduces her to pleasures she never knew she craved, and that turns the days that follow into a week that will transform Caitlin's entire life.


Some women are meant to command. The right woman can teach them how to obey.

All three of these steamy, lesbian power exchange novellas are available in a single box-set: Beyond The Game (The Caitlin Collection)

***

Coming Into The Light

Lesbian romance? Check. High heat level? Check. Love triangle spread across continents? Check and check.


Amy fooled around a little at university, of course she did... who doesn't experiment, after all? But now, in her late twenties, living with her boyfriend, most of her friends' thoughts turning to getting married and settling down, those days are far behind her.


Well, at least she thought they were.


When her colleague and kind-of-boss Sarah helps her out with her career it sets in motion of a chain of events that opens the door to long buried emotions... and when she then meets Luisa Amy finds herself with a dilemma, her heart torn between these two amazing women that have come crashing into her life from nowhere and her boyfriend, James.


Discover this spicy lesbian love triangle romance, and join Amy on her journey to rediscover herself as she Comes Into The Light. 

Alongside the main novels in the series, companion novels tell the stories of other women in the same world… characters who cross paths with the main trio and have their own journeys to take. Starting with Her Miss Perfect.

***

Experimenting

Harriet and Zach have everything… a happy marriage, a life together in Sydney, a love that runs deep and strong.

But when Zach has a dream one night, a dream about Harriet with another man, it unleashes desires that neither of them knew they had, making them both ask the question about whether they have the courage to share their deepest selves with the person they love most.

Through encounters with other people and adventures beyond their wildest dreams, they learn that jealousy and desire can coexist, that trust can strengthen their relationship, and that love grows stronger when tested.

A high heat series about hotwives, bulls and polyamory, with Seasons 1 and 2 available now:

Complete Season 1

Complete Season 2

(if you are particularly interested in lesbian high heat romance, you may want to take a look at book 2 of season 2 in particular: Surprising)


About the author


What happens when you push a character past what they thought were their limits? What do they discover about themselves? What lines will they cross?

Camilla's shorts built a devoted following of readers who found answers to those questions: over half a million individual reads, averaging more than 15k reads per story and ratings of 4.8+/5 for her three most popular series of shorts.

Now she writes novels and novellas that let her show what comes next. The full transformation, not just the spark. Relationships that go deep. Tension that builds to something worth the wait. Characters who don't just glimpse who they could be... they become it.

Whether expanding popular series or exploring fresh ground, every story is designed to deliver.
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