

[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Camilla K Fairfax

All rights reserved worldwide.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author. All characters are 18 years of age or older.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express prior written permission of the publisher.


Contents


Partying 
Prologue
1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
8. Chapter 8
9. Chapter 9
10. Chapter 10
11. Chapter 11


Surprising 
Prologue
12. Chapter 1
13. Chapter 2
14. Chapter 3
15. Chapter 4
16. Chapter 5
17. Chapter 6
18. Chapter 7
19. Chapter 8
20. Chapter 9
21. Chapter 10
22. Chapter 11
23. Chapter 12
24. Chapter 13
25. Chapter 14
26. Chapter 15
27. Chapter 16
28. Chapter 17
29. Chapter 18
30. Chapter 19
31. Epilogue


Hanging 
Prologue
32. Chapter 1
33. Chapter 2
34. Chapter 3
35. Chapter 4
36. Chapter 5
37. Chapter 6
38. Chapter 7
39. Chapter 8
40. Chapter 9
41. Chapter 10
42. Chapter 11
43. Chapter 12


Falling 
Prologue
44. Chapter 1
45. Chapter 2
46. Chapter 3
47. Chapter 4
48. Chapter 5
49. Chapter 6
50. Chapter 7
51. Chapter 8
52. Chapter 9
53. Chapter 10
54. Chapter 11
55. Chapter 12
56. Chapter 13
57. Chapter 14


Want More? 
Too Sensible To Know Better


Still Want More? 
Beyond The Game
Coming Into The Light
Experimenting


About the author



Partying


Prologue


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.


Chapter 1


And thoroughly reclaim Harriet he did, and her Zach.

It was well into the early hours on Sunday morning when they lay together in a sweaty heap on their bed, sheets tangled beneath them, lights dim, a warm breeze blowing through their open window with the soft background white noise of rain falling outside.

“You know what,” Harriet said, turning her head and resting it on Zach’s waist.

“What?”

“This… right now… this is my favourite part of all of this.” She paused. “Ben’s great, I think we know that by now. You’re better. But this… lying here together afterwards, it feels so…” She hesitated. “So good.”

Zach reached his hand down to push a loose strand of hair back from her face and grinned. “It does, doesn’t it.” They lay in silence for a little longer, then Zach said, “That video… wow.”

Harriet had the good grace to blush. “We knew we needed to be quick, but I don’t know what it was… he wanted to do something for both him and I but I just…” She shrugged. “With the next month apart, I just really wanted to give him that.”

“It was super-hot…”

“I’m glad you thought so too,” Harriet replied. “But… speaking of the next month apart…”

Zach gave her a moment to finish her sentence but she stayed silent. Eventually he spoke. “You’ve got that look,” he teased. “You’ve got an idea, haven’t you?”

“Well… maybe?”

“Shoot. Worst that can happen is I say no.”

He saw Harriet compose herself. “So this thing with Ben is great. But also, that thing with Grant and Tom in Bali was great. Different great, but great nonetheless.”

“Ok…?” Zach knew exactly where she was going with this, but she needed to be the one to say it.

“And… seeing Ben’s new fling, made me realise what might happen if it was more than casual with him and her? We'd probably be minus my magnificent bull.” She grinned as she said that, and Zach grinned too… it was cute how much pleasure Harriet derived from using the terminology.

“So you’re thinking we bin this whole thing off, right? Just go back to you and I and no one else?” Zach couldn’t help but keep on grinning… of course he wasn’t being serious.

Harriet punched him playfully. “You’re going to make me say it, aren’t you?”

“Yep.”

He watched as she took a deep breath. “How about we make the most of this next month? Cover all bases? Dig out the list we made when we were working out how to experiment?”

“The list where we literally got as far as number one, see Ben again, then didn’t look at again?”

Harriet laughed. “Yes, that one. You still got it?”

“Probably not, but it wasn’t complex. I remember ex-boyfriends of yours was on it…”

“I’d be game for the right ex…” Zach could see that Harriet had a look that told him she really would be… interesting. “I wouldn’t have before Ben and before Bali, I’d have been worried about your reaction, but now… we’d be fine, I think.”

“I think so too,” Zach agreed. “You're ex's aren't in Sydney though, right?"

She nodded. "On our travels though…"

"Why do I feel like you have someone in mind…" he half-joked. "What else did we have?”

“Dating apps.” Harriet grimaced. “I’ve still got my reservations about those… all the horror stories from my single friends. It feels like a lot of work for something that could happen another way.”

Zach nodded. “Yeah… I mean it could work, but it could be bad. I think that’s one for if we want to find a Ben replacement, not a Ben supplement. Also… parties we had on there.”

“We did, didn’t we… I remember you cryptically hinting with an air of sophisticated mystery that you had an ‘in’ to some high-end ones?” Harriet teased. “Suitable for beautiful people like us…” She was grinning while she said it, but Zach was sure of one thing… if they went to some sort of sex party they’d want to be average for the room, not the youngest or best looking in there. And although he was biased, to his eyes Harriet was objectively stunningly beautiful… so anything they did would need to be high end.

“I did, didn’t I?” he replied.

“So… we could find out more?” She paused. “That’s not a commitment, by the way, that’s merely an expression of interest!” Her smile told Zach that at the very least it was strong interest.

“Ok, I can find out more… you want me to keep the mystery to it?”

“Why not? It makes it exciting…” She paused for a moment. “There’s also always just me going and chatting up a guy at a bar…”

Zach laughed… that was precisely how they’d found Ben. “There is… I feel like we got very lucky there.”

“Yes… lightning probably won’t strike twice, will it?”

They fell silent for a few moments then Zach brought up the other angle, not one from their list but maybe one that the newly adventurous Harriet would consider. “There’s also… you and another woman?”

Harriet pulled her stern face, though the hint of a pout told him he’d not overstepped, or at least not completely. “Always about me and another woman… you wouldn’t even get to watch!”

“But you’d tell me all about it… that would suffice.” Years before, when they’d first got together on Zach’s year studying abroad in Oxford as fellow students, he’d told her she had an indefinite, unlimited hall pass to sleep with another woman… and he’d meant it. Still did. The idea was so insanely hot.

Harriet sat up. “You know how it is… the more you ask, the further away it gets.”

Zach put on his saddest expression and Harriet laughed. “Ohhh… those puppy dog eyes,” she continued. “Well… seeing as you were kind enough to let me suck my magnificent bull’s cock one more time earlier, I kind of owe you. So how about we do this?”

“Do what?”

“How about I do this…” She straddled Zach’s lap, her hand going to his cock which responded rapidly. “And how about you tell me a story… about what would happen if I did have rampant, passionate sex with a woman?”

This Zach liked very much… a game they’d played since they first realised an interest in Harriet sleeping with other people while Zach watched, where one of them fantasised out loud as they made love. God knew what it said about their psychologies, but it worked… really worked.

“Only if you choose the woman…”

Harriet grinned. “Well I do owe you.” She narrowed her eyes and Zach could see that despite her protests she was turned on at the thought. “Choose the woman…” She was pretending to think but Zach could tell she had someone in mind. “You know the movie we watched other day? The superhero one? Her… the superhero. The one with the golden whip.”

Zach grinned. “A fine choice… I’d imagine she’d be quite dominant?”

Harriet looked at him as she lowered herself onto his now hard cock, half gasping, “Very… at least in your fantasy she’d better be…”


Chapter 2


Zach reckoned that Harriet would be secretly disappointed to discover what his ‘in’ to the world of high class sex parties was… he’d hinted at some mysterious contact, some hitherto unknown person with access to the most decadent levels of high society, but the reality was much more mundane.

His mate Angus.

It didn’t really sound much when he put it like that.

Nor did it sound particularly appealing.

Harriet would be sceptical… however, what she wouldn’t appreciate was that Angus, despite his outwards persona as a down-to-earth Aussie bloke, enjoyed the finer things in life, helped by an upbringing of privilege and education at one of the top private schools in Sydney and the connections that only that can buy.

Zach knew him through playing cricket together, and would never have known until they’d spent quite a few alcohol fuelled nights out where Angus’s loosened tongue started to reveal the more complex side to him.

Upmarket sex parties were, apparently, part of it. Late one night as they were walking in the same direction to get home he’d let slip about some parties that him and his casual-not-really-a-girlfriend Mia had attended, not giving any details away but saying enough that Zach understood that they were selective, wild, and very discrete… which sounded exactly like what he and Harriet would be interested in, particularly as both Angus and Mia were firmly at the beautiful people end of the spectrum.

So… time to buy Angus a beer, thought Zach. Inwardly he braced himself, because one beer with Angus was never one beer… always a good night out, but more like five beers than one.

Worth it though if he could get Angus to give them the ‘in’ that they needed.

***

It was on beer number four that Angus asked him.

“It’s great to see you,” he said. “But I feel like there’s an ulterior motive lurking somewhere behind all the chat?”

Zach grinned… four beers were two too many for treading delicately, and it was only Monday night. He dreaded kicking off his Tuesday with a mild hangover, albeit at least he had the bed to himself later as Harriet was on a night shift at the hospital.

“I’m that easy to read?” Zach replied.

“No… you just didn’t deny it when I asked!” Angus grinned too. “So what can I help you with?”

Zach decided to cut straight to it. “You mentioned one time that you and Mia had gone to a few sex parties…”

“Did I now?” Angus asked. “I must have been pissed.”

“You were… I’ll cut to the chase, Harriet and I are looking to try that scene out, and what you described sounded perfect… kind of exclusive, invite only, a bit crazy but a good kind of crazy.” He paused. “Ring a bell?”

“It does, mate, it does… you’re genuinely interested?” Zach nodded and Angus continued. “Ok… so it’s a friend of mine from school who runs them, ex-girlfriend actually though don’t tell Mia that. You want me to sort you out?”

“Can you tell me a bit more about them first? We’re keen, we’ve done… well, some experimenting already, but we’re keen to take it further.”

“Sure… I guess, what’s to tell? They’re invite only, but I can sort you out… I know that you and Harriet’s faces will fit, put it that way. You have to be discrete. No phones, no cameras, no sharing any personal details of people there after. Strictly pay for your tickets in advance, you get a lot for your money. Ok?”

“Got it. How does it work when you’re there?”

“Dress code is sophisticated elegance, think sharp suit for men, elegant dresses for women. But something you’re happy to wear all night… some people lose the clothes fast, others just watch all night, others in between. Personal choice.” He paused. “Though I figure you’re wasting your time if you’re there just to watch…”

Zach nodded his understand and Angus continued. “It’s female first, a hard rule. Any guy approaching a woman can and will get thrown out. Consent has to be explicit… depressing that they need to say that but they do.”

“That’s reassuring,” Zach replied, and it really was. Thinking of the chance that him and Harriet got separated but knowing that she was in that sort of environment where consent was central was a good thing, definitely.

“Couples or women, no random men. You discover the venue an hour before to avoid gate crashers, usually somewhere large and upmarket. Last one we went to was in a large town house, lots of different rooms. People could get privacy if they want, or be very public… there’s always a couple that wants everyone to watch them. Other rooms that are semi-public, and usually a couple of rooms with some kink… handcuffs, crosses, that sort of thing.” Angus paused and grinned. “If you guys are into that… and some experienced practitioners if people want to try something for fun.”

“It sounds crazy,” Zach said.

“Yeah, I guess a little, but crazy good. They go on past sunrise.” He paused. “So, you want me to make a call? Find out when the next one is?”

Zach was nodding his head slowly. “Yeah… I think so. We’re kind of trying lots of things out at the moment… this sounds like something we wouldn’t forget in a hurry.”

“That you won’t,” laughed Angus. “Mind my beer, I’ll be back.”

***

Angus was on the phone for a little while, and Zach could see that he was smooth talking his ex, putting on all the charm… and it seemed to be working.

He came back over to the table and Zach could hear Angus saying, “Seriously, I can vouch for them… yeah, yeah of course they’ll behave… you want pictures?” He laughed. “You don’t trust me? … yeah, I guess not after that. Ok… so I send you pictures and we’re good? Ok… great… yeah, I’ve not forgotten… ok, bye. Bye.”

He sat back down and grinned. “It’s every six weeks but next one is this Saturday. She’s cool with you being there, just wants pictures to check you guys match the vibe… Saturday good?”

“Yeah, Saturday works. I’ll need to confirm with Harriet but knowing her she’ll be keener than me. Send the photos to your phone?” Angus nodded. “Ok… done.” Zach had chosen the hottest picture he could find of Harriet, a selfie she took on the beach a few months before… a selfie she took to flirt with Ben in fact. For himself he chose a recent one where he looked particularly athletic just after a workout.

They chatted while Angus sent the photos, then a few minutes later he got a confirmation back… Zach and Harriet were in.

“Cheers,” Angus said, raising his glass. “To your first sex club.”

“I’ll drink to that…”

“Just one condition my ex had. I hope you don’t mind but she wants me and Mia there to vouch for you as first-timers. Be your chaperones I guess… is that ok?”

“Yeah, no problem… that doesn’t mean…?” Zach trailed off, sure that his meaning was clear.

“That I’m going to sleep with Harriet?” Angus laughed. “No chance… much as I think your adorable British wife is stunning, don’t shit on your own doorstep, that’s what I say.”

Zach smiled in relief. “Ok, that’s good then. Thank you… next beer’s on me.” He paused. “I guess… all four of us agree that what goes on at the party stays at the party?”

“That’s the spirit… if you don’t have that mindset then you’d probably need to question whether the party’s right for you anyway.”

“Now I just need to tell Harriet that we’re going to an upmarket sex party this Saturday…”

Angus smiled ruefully. “You think you’ve got it tough… I’ve got to tell Mia.”


Chapter 3


“Which one?” Harriet asked.

It was a couple of hours before the party was due to start, and Harriet was stood there in their living room holding up three dresses. Frankly, Zach didn’t really care… she’d look stunning in any of them. But he knew that that wasn’t the answer, that she was really wanting him to choose so that she knew that he was comfortable with what she was wearing… at the end of the day for this sort of evening they were both dressing to impress, but getting the right mix of ‘yes please, come and approach us’ with ‘no, we are not complete sluts’ was important.

“I like the red one best, I think.”

“This one?” she asked, putting the other two down and holding it up for him to see properly. “Really?”

“Yes…” he replied cautiously, trying to work out what trap he’d inadvertently fallen into.

“Why?”

“I like the halter neck look, and it shows off your back.”

“I can’t wear a bra with it,” Harriet replied.

“Is that a bad thing?” Zach smiled as he said it, pleased to see Harriet smiling back.

“I’m not sure… I guess if we meet someone there that we want to… well, you know… do I want to go straight from wearing a dress to topless?” She paused. “You like it more than the other two?”

“It’d be better in gold…”

Harriet looked confused for a few moments then the penny dropped. “Like in your dream…?”

Zach grinned guiltily. “Yeah…” His dream that had kicked this whole crazy hotwife experiment off all those weeks before, Harriet in a gold halter neck dress being ravaged by a strong, handsome alpha bull… he still got hot under the collar remembering it, even after all they’d done.

Harriet put the dress down and walked over to where Zach was sitting, straddling his lap. “Feels like someone likes the thought of me wearing that dress…” she teased, glancing down at the bulge in his shorts as she said it.

“A little…”

“Maybe…” She leaned down to kiss him. “I need to pop out and buy a gold dress…” She kissed him again. “And see if we can find a rough surfer dude type like in your dream…” Another kiss. “And maybe, I need to phone the party organisers…” She kissed him again, and he realised that she was grinding herself slightly against his hard cock. “And ask them to move it to your offices, so that he can fuck me all over the boardroom table.” Another kiss. “That was the dream, right?”

Zach could barely trust himself to talk, he wanted Harriet so much. He simply nodded, but when he tried to kiss her back she pulled her head back, teasing him.

“Later… not now. You get me later.” She paused and climbed off his lap, leaving Zach horny and dazed. “That dress tonight, it’s a no. I’m going to wear this one,” she said as she picked up a black, figure-hugging dress, still elegant, still sexy. “I’m going to wear a bra, because I figure other people might see me undressed and I don’t want to be worrying about public nudity… full lingerie do you reckon?”

“That would look good,” Zach managed to croak out.

Harriet turned back to him and grinned, her eyes bright in the way that they got when they were trying something new. “I feel like you’re as excited as I am…”

Excited, yes, thought Zach, but mixed in with other emotions too… trepidation a little, this felt like a step into the unknown, the knowledge that in all likelihood Harriet would have sex with at least one other man that night and he would get the privilege of watching, but with the edge that Ben and her threesome in Bali had brought… that doubt that she might find an alpha bull that she liked better than him, that she might not come back to be reclaimed, the deeply hidden fantasy where she left with another man leaving him to go home alone that he’d not voiced to even Harriet and that he genuinely didn’t know if he’d want to come true.

It was that, though, that tension, that made this experimentation so damned hot.

Zach braced himself for a crazy night.

***

“We need to go over boundaries again,” Harriet said, quietly enough so that the driver couldn’t hear as their taxi wound its way out to the suburbs.

“You know me,” Zach replied. “No…”

“Ssshhh,” Harriet interrupted. “None of that no boundaries nonsense tonight. For tonight to work we have to look out for each other.”

“We can play it by ear.”

Harriet shook her head. “No, we can’t.” Zach looked at her and realised that for the first time in their experimentation she was nervous, looking for reassurance. With Ben, and with the threesome in Bali, it had either been spontaneous or a known quantity. Tonight was different… tonight was premeditated and with a group of unknowns.

“Ok… I understand,” he said. “So we said keep it soft, right?”

“Yes, both of us, to start with. Soft swapping only… that’s both of our boundaries. Kissing, touching good. Sex, including oral, bad. To start with.”

“I mean, I’m planning to watch like usual, not take part.”

Harriet grinned. “We’ll see… you’ve got my complete blessing to do anything I do.”

Zach shifted in his seat, thinking that through. He really liked the dynamic they’d had so far, Zach as the watcher, not the participant… but he knew that Harriet was keen for him to be more involved, something they’d experimented with alongside Ben in threesomes involving all three of them… and he ever so slightly wondered if she had a role reversal fantasy lurking deep inside, one where she was the watcher.

“Let’s see how we go,” he replied. “And if you want to go further than soft?” He laughed quietly. “Based on past history that feels likely…”

Harriet punched him playfully. “I don’t know what you mean… but assuming either of us want to go further…” She emphasised either heavily. “Then we need to both agree, and both be honest what we’re ok with.”

Zach nodded his agreement. “Let’s look out for each other.”

Harriet took his hand and gave it a squeeze. “Definitely.” She paused. “This is exciting…”

A few minutes later they arrived at the venue, the taxi turning off the main road and onto a dedicated access road. As the trees screening the property from the main road thinned out they both looked eagerly out of the front of the car.

“Wow…” Harriet said.

A reasonable reaction, thought Zach… they’d known the venue was upmarket but this took the breath away, a modernist mansion over three floors at the end of a sweeping driveway, glass everywhere, a number of people already visible (and, for now, clothed) milling around on the ground floor.

“I feel like this is about to get crazy…” Zach whispered to Harriet.

“Yeah…” she replied, but her gaze was fixed on the house and her cheeks were taking on a flush that Zach knew well… she was excited, and that, he suspected, made for a night to remember.


Chapter 4


Zach’s initial reaction when they got inside was that it all felt normal… like they’d gone to a 30th birthday house party hosted by a wealthy friend full of, admittedly, beautiful people.

Once they’d been ticked off the guest list and welcomed by Angus’s connection, they’d been shown through to a large room that opened out on to a terrace looking across well-lit gardens down below. There was a large and well-stocked bar, and apparently food at various points later if anyone needed it, all included… but then Zach figured it had better be, for the price. Their places hadn’t come cheap.

Looking around the age range went from, Zach guessed, mid-twenties to maybe mid-forties, and everyone was dressed similarly to him and Harriet, smart suits, elegant dresses.

“Where are the exhibitionists?” Harriet whispered once they’d each grabbed a welcome drink. “I’d been expecting to turn up and see rampant fornication.”

Zach grinned. “I asked them to wait so you didn’t get too excited,” he teased.

Harriet grinned back at him before turning back to survey the other guests, maybe fifty strong. “See anyone you like?” she teased back.

“No, they’re all ugly,” Zach replied.

“Yeah, same with the men… might as well just go home.” She took hold of his hand and gave it a squeeze. “Seriously though, this is good. I like how it doesn’t feel pressured… there’s a buzz, but it’s just that vibe that everyone’s excited.”

A woman walked past them to head to the bar and looked first at Harriet before smiling at Zach.

“I think you’ve made a friend already,” she joked.

“Not my type…”

“Bullshit,” Harriet replied, grinning again. “She’s exactly your type. Remember the rules though… only us women can make an approach.”

“You’ll have to do my dirty work for me then…”

At that moment Zach saw Angus and Mia arrive, and soon enough they were making their way over. They made a good-looking couple, Zach thought… Angus tall, well built, handsome, or so he’d been told, while Mia was relatively tall herself, beautiful with blonde hair and an athletic physique. Zach vaguely recalled that she was a serious netball player, somewhere around the fringes of the Australian national team, and that figured when he looked at her.

While Zach and Angus knew each other well through cricket, Harriet and Mia had only met a couple of times. They had, though, been swapping messages in the build up to the party, Harriet keen to get the low down from Mia and Mia more than happy to oblige… God only knew what they’d been discussing, but they greeted each other like lifelong friends when they saw each other. Safety in numbers, Zach reckoned… the wives and girlfriends herd mentality.

Greetings out of the way, Angus turned to Zach while Mia and Harriet wandered off to explore the venue together.

“So you made it,” he said, grinning. “Quite a few people get cold feet their first time.”

“Once I’d told Harriet there was no backing out,” Zach replied. “She’s one of those people who once she’s committed to something she’s all-in.”

Angus laughed. “Could be an eye-opening evening for you later then.”

“Yeah, it could be… I didn’t quite know what to expect, but I'm not sure I expected this.” Zach gestured to the room and the people stood around. “Where are all the couples fucking like rabbits?”

“Oh, they’re upstairs I’d expect.” Zach couldn’t tell whether Angus was joking or not. “Give it a bit and it’ll all get going properly. I think most people need a few drinks to get into the spirit… and to all get talking to each other.”

Zach nodded. “Makes sense.” He looked around the room, taking in the unique energy… there was an almost palpable sense of possibility, the looks and glances between people, some of the conversations he could see starting up. It felt, a little, like a grown-up version of a university party… lots of people mentally freed by the environment to follow their desires. “Looking at everyone here I feel honoured that we made the cut.”

“You’ve got Harriet to thank for that, I’m sure,” Angus joked.

“And Mia you,” Zach retorted, laughing.

“Yeah… you and I are the lucky ones.”

They chatted for a while and then saw Harriet and Mia walking back over from the direction of the stairs looking, Zach thought, amusingly scandalised… Mia was laughing as Harriet told her something.

“Good explore?” Angus asked.

“We just walked in on a fivesome.” Harriet hesitated. “Is that even a word?”

“A fivesome?” Zach said. “They must be keen.”

“Aren’t they just?” Mia said. “One of the women asked if we wanted to join in… I think they were joking but…” She shrugged.

“You join the fivesomes only after midnight, don’t you?” Angus teased.

“I might sooner, and without you, if you make any more jokes like that…” She paused. “If you two don’t mind,” she said, looking at Harriet and Zach. “Angus and I are going to mingle. That’s the best way to see what your options are.” She looked at Harriet. “Don’t be afraid to come and find me later if you need me.”

Harriet smiled. “Thank you… enjoy?”

“I’m sure we will,” laughed Angus as Mia led him off towards a couple that were stood near the terrace.

As soon as they were gone Harriet turned to Zach. “That was insane, upstairs…”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really. There’s a load of rooms with beds in them…”

“Bedrooms?”

“Don’t try to be funny, it doesn’t suit you. No, well yes, but the larger rooms have several beds, and there’s, I guess, equipment if you want it, like handcuffs, blindfolds, that sort of thing. Anyway, we walked in on two men… I mean Jesus, sorry Zach, but they were hot… like unbelievable.” She was blushing and Zach could tell that she was genuinely turned on thinking about them. “And three women… beautiful women. And one of the men was, I guess the woman was having the time of her life with him while the other two were with the other guy.” She paused and shook her head. “Crazy. They asked if we wanted to join them.”

“Were you tempted?”

Harriet’s hesitation spoke volumes. “Honestly, a little. Not at our first party. Mia was, I think.” She paused. “I wouldn’t be surprised to walk in on her and Angus doing something crazy later, but we’ll see.” Harriet looked around the room. “You see anyone you want us to talk to?”

Zach laughed. “Everyone? I think they all fit the bill. You?”

He watched as she scanned the room. “Them.”

Zach followed Harriet’s gaze. “Them? Why so certain?” He could see that she had that brightness in her eyes again, she looked so alive… whatever it was had got her thinking, that was for sure.

She turned to look at him, slightly flushed. “Ben, and Grant and Tom too, they’re all younger than us. Them… they’re older, what? Mid-forties I’d say?” She hesitated. “I… I’ve not had much experience of someone a lot older than me. You?”

“Once… I dated a mature student for a bit before we met. It was different, she knew what she was doing.”

“Exactly… change it up a bit. And look at them.” Harriet looked over again. “They’re both hot… really hot.” She shrugged. “Might as well start there.”

Zach grinned. “Sounds good… and the best thing is you have to make the approach. I would but I’d get thrown out…”

Harriet grinned back, patting Zach on the chest as she started to walk over. “Wish me luck…”


Chapter 5


Zach watched as Harriet headed purposefully over, taking a sip of his drink as Harriet walked right up to the couple and introduced herself. They seemed receptive, hardly surprising given where they were and also that Harriet looked amazing that night. Soon she turned and was beckoning Zach over.

“Zach, come meet Phil and Beth,” she said, slipping her arm round his as he came to stand next to her. “Phil, Beth, meet Zach.” Zach shook hands with both of them, not entirely sure of the etiquette… would a welcoming kiss on the cheek for Beth be presumptuous? Probably yes, and Harriet taking his arm suggested a hint of possessiveness on her part.

“Hey Zach, nice to meet you,” Beth said. Closer up they were a good-looking couple, Beth’s dark, almost black hair framing a face that suggested Mediterranean genes, Phil tall, fit, handsome with his greying hair. “Harriet was just saying how it’s your first time at one of these?”

“Yeah,” Zach replied. He looked around. “It’s nice. How about you?”

Beth glanced at Phil and they laughed. “Far from it… we do these fairly regularly. It’s a good crowd.”

“Do most people here know each other then?” Harriet asked.

“I’d say about fifty-fifty,” Phil replied. “Each time there’s some familiar faces, but new faces too. Makes for a good mix.”

“Do you mind me asking… doesn’t that get awkward?” Harriet replied.

“Well that depends on what you get up to…” Beth replied. “But anyone who acts up doesn’t get invited back, so that helps.”

Zach nodded slowly, realising that he was struggling for small talk, and that Harriet was too… both were well out of their comfort zones, particularly with a couple who seemed to be comfortably in theirs.

After a few moments though Beth took up the slack with a kind smile. “Forgive me for being direct, but we were first timers at one of these parties once ourselves, so we know what it’s like trying to work this all out. But you got up the courage to come and approach us, so that’s a good thing. Can I suggest something?”

Zach glanced at Harriet who’d glanced at him at the same time. She smiled slightly and he nodded… it didn’t hurt to find out some more, though Zach felt his breath catch as he realised he didn’t have a clue what Beth was going to say next… it could be to tell them to go and find another newbie, it could be to invite them upstairs.

It turned out it was firmly in the middle. “How about if you and I go and get a drink and talk to each other out on the terrace Zach, and Harriet, you and Phil can talk to each other in here. We all get to know each other a bit more, then see if we all want to take it further. Would that work?”

“I think so,” Zach replied. “Harriet?”

Harriet nodded with her head. “Can we chat for one second, over there?”

Phil and Beth both nodded, and Harriet led Zach a few metres further away. She looked nervous but excited, much how Zach felt.

“You’re ok with this?” she asked.

“Yeah, you?”

She nodded. “We’ve got our boundaries, right? Soft we don’t need to discuss first, anything more we do. You’re still alright with that?”

Zach was taken aback for a second but realised he shouldn’t be… as so often Harriet was a step ahead of him. If talk turned to something a little more, well, that was precisely why they were there.

“Yes, definitely,” he replied. “Excited?”

Harriet laughed. “I feel like I’m about to lose my virginity again, but to someone a lot more experienced… which I guess, when I think about it, would have been a vastly more fun experience.”

“Yeah,” Zach replied, laughing too. “It would. ‘Sex party virgins’… I like that.”

They went back over to Beth and Phil. “It sounds good to us… but can you stay in eyesight.” Harriet paused and blushed. “Sorry Phil, I’m not trying to suggest that you’d be inappropriate or anything, we just want to look out for each other.”

“Of course,” Phil replied. “Let’s get another drink from the bar then we can sit over there.”

Harriet took Zach’s hand and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. “I love you so much,” she whispered.

He kissed her back. “I love you so much too.”

She turned and held out her hand to Phil. “Lead the way…”

As they walked off Zach turned to Beth and grinned. “What Harriet said…”

“With pleasure,” Beth replied, taking Zach’s arm and leading him outside.

***

“I’ve got to ask,” Zach said, “you said that you’ve done these before. Like… how many?”

Beth smiled and blushed a little. “Probably more than I should admit to…”

“That’s kind of cool,” Zach said. “So what do you guys do or not?”

It was a nice atmosphere out on the terrace… the evening was warm, the lighting subtle, the outdoors sofas scattered around comfortable and made for intimacy. Zach hadn’t realised at first but when he looked properly most of the pairs, and in a few instances more, weren’t at the party together. Mia was sat outside too, no sign of Angus but two extremely handsome men focusing all of their attention on her.

Beth was good company, relaxed and confident. They’d talked already about what they each did for a living… she was a high-flying lawyer, as was Phil, they’d had kids young who were now at university. Amazing, he thought, how much ground you can cover with someone when you both want to cover that ground quickly.

Beth thought about Zach’s question for a moment. “Pretty much anything, I suppose is the answer. We’ve done enough of these to know what we each want and don’t want, but communication is key between us. I’ll be honest, it was reassuring to see you two talking before we came out here… that sort of communication goes a long way.”

Zach nodded his understanding. “Let me ask you then, just so I understand… let’s say you and I decided right now that we wanted to head upstairs somewhere more private, would you need to check with Phil first?”

“That’s very forward of you,” Beth teased, her broad smile telling Zach that she was joking. “But, no… not nowadays. Probably at first.”

“I’d definitely need to discuss with Harriet. We’ve agreed on how far we need to go before we have to talk.”

“Sensible…” Beth tilted her head and fixed her gaze on Zach. “And how far is that?”

Something about the way she was looking at him told Zach that the mood between them had shifted… he felt his heart race, realising that he was genuinely attracted to Beth. She was beautiful and had a self confidence that came with being a little older.

“We called it soft, so kissing, touching, no sex.”

“So if you were to kiss me right now, she’d be fine with it.”

Zach glanced around, noticing that a few of the other pairs outside were getting more intimate now, whether kissing or just heavily flirting. He saw that Mia was one of them, kissing one of the men she was with while the other sat next to her, his hand on her waist… he had a brief moment wondering if Angus was cool with that, but only brief… if he wasn’t that was for them to work out, and he strongly suspected that he was.

He saw Harriet through the doors, sat in deep conversation with Phil, laughing at something he’d told her, her hand resting on his arm… she was certainly in flirting mode. At that moment she glanced over at Zach and gave him a smile so genuine, so full of excitement and joy, she looked so radiant. She was enjoying herself.

“Yeah, she would be.”

Beth leaned closer and slipped her hand over his, intertwining their fingers. “So what are you waiting for?”


Chapter 6


Before he could think about it any further, Zach closed the distance.

Those first moments all he could think about was the feel of Beth’s lips… gentle, soft, caressing his… put simply, different.

He’d kissed one person in nearly ten years, and that was Harriet. No one else.

And he realised, as their kiss deepened, as they pressed up against each other, that he liked it… he’d thought that he was happy just watching Harriet with others, but in those first few moments something lit up in his head. It was exciting, new, not better, not worse, but different. And, just as Harriet had told him, elevated to something special because Harriet was part of it, sat not even thirty feet away with Phil.

Harriet… he opened his eyes and saw that she was watching, as was Phil. Her expression was possibly the most complex expression he’d ever seen, so hard to read… her cheeks were flushed, her lips were pursed, her eyes were wide and bright, her posture upright… but most of all, somehow, she was smiling, and Zach interpreted her reaction as three parts excitement mixed with one part jealousy.

As Beth’s lips played against his he watched Harriet turn and whisper something to Phil who grinned, and then they were kissing too, wasting not another minute… and amusingly Zach saw Harriet open her eyes again too, looking at him, making sure he’d seen her.

Zach was loving it.

He closed his eyes again and focused on Beth, feeling her tongue flick against his, returning the favour as his arms wrapped around her, pulling her close, feeling her leg, a leg that wasn’t Harriet’s slide up and over his, feeling her chest, not Harriet’s chest, pressed against him. Zach’s world was spinning, but spinning in the best way, his mind trying to process it all until he gave up, wondering whether this was what Harriet had felt that first time with Ben, and really leaning into the moment, simply enjoying his passionate embrace with Beth.

***

They eventually parted and sat there looking at each other, both smiling, Beth looking stunning, slightly breathless, Zach out of breath too he realised.

“Let’s take this somewhere more private,” she said.

“With the other two, yes,” he replied.

Beth pretended to pout then glanced over to Harriet and Phil and chuckled. Zach looked over too and felt his heart rate quicken… they were both into it just as much as he and Beth had been, Harriet straddling Phil’s lap and kissing him hard.

“I’m not sure they’ve hit it off,” Beth joked. “Shame…”

She took Zach’s hand and led him back inside, walking over to where Harriet and Phil were sat and sitting herself down next to them, Zach sitting too.

Harriet looked across, a mild expression of surprise, and then grinned at Zach. “I like this party…” she said.

“Have you seen behind you?” Zach asked and Harriet turned to look before looking back at Zach and Beth.

“Wow…” she said quietly, because in the middle of the room were four people, two men, two women, all semi-dressed, all in various stages of arousal… one woman was clearly having sex in front of everyone with one of the men, while the other man and woman looked like they were about to start any second. “They must be exhibitionists…”

“You get some people who like to be watched,” Phil explained. “But then also the organisers pay for some performers to be here… kind of to get the party started.”

Harriet grinned. “It’s working from where I’m sat!”

Beth looked at Harriet. “I asked Zach if we could go somewhere more private, do you two want to join us?” She paused. “Upstairs.”

Harriet glanced at Zach who nodded, then looked at Beth and Phil. “Lead the way…”

***

It took a few wrong turns before they found a room that was free on the top floor… a large bed in the middle, with a plentiful supply of protection and lube.

“Shall I close the door?” Harriet asked.

“Party rules are that we need to leave it open, but we can push it ajar if you’d like privacy? People usually respect that and only watch if it’s wide open,” Beth explained.

Harriet looked thoughtful, and then looked at Zach with a questioning expression. “Zach, can we talk quickly?”

“Sure…”

They headed back out to the hallway. “What do you think?” she asked him.

“About the doors?” She nodded. “Whatever makes you feel more comfortable.”

“Ok…” Harriet replied. “I’ll ask Beth.” She smiled excitedly. “Did you enjoy that downstairs?”

Zach grinned and kissed her. “It was crazy… I didn’t realise I’d like it as much as I did. It’s like you’ve said before, in other situations it would be a kiss with a good-looking woman, but knowing you’re there, watching… makes it a thousand times better.”

“It’s great, isn’t it. I’m so glad you’re taking part… don’t get me wrong, I like this whole bull and hotwife and you watching thing we’ve got going on normally, but getting you to take part… that’s great too.”

“So… boundaries?”

“I’m going to be candid with you,” Harriet replied. “Because this is a sex party and we’re here for a reason.” She leaned over to whisper. “I want to watch you fuck Beth.” She leaned back to look him in the eye, making sure he understood. “And… I want you to watch Phil fuck me.” She paused. “And then you’re going to reclaim me in front of them. Any objections?”

Zach smiled nervously. He actually did quite want to fuck Beth as it happened, he liked her a lot and he was keen to see where it went after their time together out on the terrace, but it was crossing a bridge for him that he’d never thought he’d cross even an hour before… that kiss with Beth had unlocked something though, and he thought to himself that yes, actually, he would like to, and who was he to argue with Harriet?

Happy wife, happy life… even if that involved having sex with another woman in front of her.

“None at all…” he replied, unable quite to keep the grin from his face.


Chapter 7


“Sorry about that,” Harriet said as they walked back in. “Just checking in with each other.”

“No problem,” Phil replied. “We’d expect nothing less. All ok?”

“Yeah, absolutely… with the door, what would you normally do?”

Phil and Beth glanced at each other then she said, “Leave it wide open… I…” She smiled shyly. “It adds something knowing that someone might watch.”

Harriet looked at Zach for confirmation and he nodded. “Ok, let’s do that.”

The four of them stood around awkwardly for a long moment, each waiting for someone to instigate, and then Phil took the lead. Holding out his hand he said, “Harriet, why don’t you come over here?” She smiled and walked over, then Beth came over to Zach.

They looked at each other for a long moment, stood close, then Beth reached up and pushed off Zach’s suit jacket, tossing it onto a chair on one side. “I’ve been wondering what you’re hiding under that suit…” she whispered, before starting to kiss him on the cheek and neck, her hands starting to unbutton his shirt. Glancing over to Harriet he saw that Phil had been quick, Harriet’s dress already unzipped and slid down to half hang from her waist, his hands on her breasts… there was no doubt where things were headed on the other side of the room.

Focusing back on Beth, his shirt now unbuttoned and hanging loose, she reached for his belt and started to undo it.

“Wait,” Zach said quietly.

“What?” Beth looked faintly surprised, but Zach simply smiled.

“I’ve been wondering the same…” he replied. “Turn around.”

“Oh, well if you insist,” she replied, turning. Zach pushed her hair back from her neck and started to gently kiss her, figuring that he couldn’t go far wrong at least to start with by doing to Beth what worked with Harriet. As he kissed her he slowly slid the zip of her dress down, and then slipped it off her shoulders, giving it a little help on the way to slide past her hips and to the ground.

She let out a soft, long gasp as Zach kept on kissing her neck, his hands reaching to the front and sliding over the lace of her bra, feeling breasts that weren’t Harriet’s, a little larger, a little softer… mesmerised by the difference, then slipping one hand lower, feeling the lace of her underwear, deciding to tease her a little by slipping his hand inside but not properly touching her, skirting around the area.

Beth turned around again with a pleased smile. “You’re naughty,” she said, “but that shirt is coming off, and those trousers too.” She slipped off the shirt in no time, then resumed undoing Zach’s belt and the waist of his trousers, letting them slide down. Her hand pushed against his boxer shorts, tracing the outline of his hard cock. “I think you’re pleased to see me,” she joked before she reached her other hand to the back of his head and pulled Zach in for an intense, passionate kiss, nothing held back, tongues mashed against each other… the kiss of two people who, at that moment, want each other and no one else.

He saw Beth look over to the other two, saw how they’d settled on the bed already, lying down, kissing, Harriet in her full lingerie set still, Phil naked, her hand on his hard cock while his was inside her bra. They were into it too, as if no one else was in the room.

Fuck this is hot, thought Zach, where have these parties been all my life?

Beth was looking at him again and then she slowly, deliberately lowered herself to her knees, her hands reaching for the waist of Zach’s boxers.

“May I?” she asked, her expression a pretence of complete innocence.

Zach just grinned and she pulled his boxer shorts down, taking hold of his cock and sliding her lips onto it. Zach let out a long, low moan of pleasure at the feel of her tongue and her lips, then glanced over to see Harriet watching him with a look of outright lust while Phil was kissing her chest, his hand now inside her underwear.

“I love you,” she mouthed silently.

“I love you too,” Zach mouthed back, before letting out another moan as Beth got into her rhythm, turning his head again to focus on what she was doing.

Beth gave good head, without a doubt, and perfect head as foreplay… she varied the pace, varied the technique, never anything that went on for long enough for him to be in danger of climaxing early, but plenty to start the slow build… it felt good.

After a few minutes he put his hand to her head and said, “Now your turn.”

She slipped her lips off his cock and looked up at him grinning. “Well, if you insist… on the bed?”

Zach helped her to stand and then, once she was stood, reached round to undo her bra. Beth let it fall away and Zach stood for a few moments enthralled, letting his fingers wander over her skin, touching her erect nipples, larger than Harriet’s and, from the way she moaned at his touch, more sensitive.

Beth was watching him as he touched her, and then she took his hand and led him to the bed, climbing on and lying down at the opposite end to Harriet and Phil, her legs hanging down to the floor. Zach got the hint and knelt between them, reaching to the waist of her underwear and then, when she nodded, pulling them down and off, leaving her as naked as him.

This is the moment, he thought… everything else, even her going down on him, was playing around, this was where it got serious. He leaned his head forward, Beth’s thighs resting on his shoulders, and tasted her for the first time…

Like the kiss, like everything, it was different to Harriet. Not better, not worse, just different… everything in slightly different places, shapes and sizes, and the taste, so familiar but also not quite. Do what I do with Harriet, he thought, and she can tell me if I need to change.

Whatever he was doing seemed to be working after a few minutes, Beth responding well to his touch and his tongue, little moans and gasps that seemed genuine the soundtrack, mixed with the noise of Harriet and Phil who, it seemed, had progressed to something not far off a sixty-nine, his cock in her mouth and him touching her with her underwear pushed to one side, alternating his head between her legs with his fingers.

“Get some protection… quick,” Beth whispered, and Zach did as he was told, going to the bowl by the door and fetching a foil wrapper along with a tube of lube.

“And us…” Harriet added, punctuated by a quiet gasp as she lifted her head from Phil’s gasp.

“My pleasure,” Zach teased as he tossed a wrapper over to them too, laughing inside at how for someone who was usually so bad at multitasking Harriet seemed to be somehow keeping track of both him and her own pleasure at once.

Beth had moved fully onto the bed and was lying, propped up on her elbows, waiting for Zach. He slipped the protection on and added a squirt of lube, then positioned himself above her.

“Explicit consent is part of the rules, right?” Zach asked, grinning.

“This feels pretty explicit to me,” Beth replied, positioning his cock at her entrance with her hand.

“Yeah, it does.” Zach waited a few moments, looking down at Beth, enjoying how flushed her cheeks were, how breathless she was, how much she wanted him inside her.

Then he slid in hard…


Chapter 8


It felt so, so bad, so wrong, but also so, so good.

This wasn’t his wife, this wasn’t Harriet, this was another woman… and as he slid into Beth, felt her hands clutch at his back, watched her gasp as his length filled her, he felt guilty that it felt so unbelievably good.

They were face to face and he held himself there, not moving, enjoying the intensity of the moment before she moved one of her hands to his hair and pulled him down, their lips meeting, a hungry, almost desperate kiss… and he realised, truly understand, the intensity that Harriet had told him about with Ben and with the two men in Bali, the way that even though you’re in the same room as your spouse there’s a part of you that’s oblivious, that might as well be a thousand miles away.

A delicious contradiction that elevates it to something far beyond just sex.

They kissed, and kissed, and then slowly, ever so slowly, he slid back, holding himself to build the anticipation again before sliding in, Beth’s moan mixing with his own as their lips and tongues tangled.

He slowly started to build a rhythm, a gradual, considered pace, and Beth matched him, her hips moving in time, almost her fucking him as much as he was fucking her.

It felt incredible.

He heard a whisper from further up the bed and, when he turned his head to check on Harriet, it took all of his willpower not to climax on the spot… Harriet leaning back against Phil’s chest, sat between his legs, her legs parted, her bra discarded, one of his hands caressing her rock hard nipple while the other was inside her underwear, slowly teasing her, his lips on her neck and shoulder, and Harriet watching… watching with an intensity that almost shocked Zach, her lips parted, her whole face and body screaming arousal, her expression one of focused desire, like she was imagining what Beth was feeling even as Zach made love to her.

Zach refocused his attention on Beth, kissing her again, leaning up slightly on one arm to give his other hand room to touch her, to stroke her, to feel the smooth skin of her hips and ass… and then to grip on to her, holding her waist to give himself purchase, and she responded, moaning as he increased the pace.

“Shall we give them a show?” he whispered.

“I think we already are…” Beth gasped back as he slid into her again, his lips finding her neck. “Oh this is so good… we really are…”

“What’s your favourite position?” Zach asked.

“Right now… this one. Now shut up.” Her hand pulled his head back down and she kissed him hard again, and he heard her moan as something rolled through her, a little precursor of whatever was building.

Zach deliberately slowed up, as much to keep himself from going too early as for Beth, and Beth seemed to be caught between two desires… one minute she was asking, almost pleading with Zach to go harder, the next she was telling him to slow down… it was so hot, having this stunning woman so deep in her pleasure beneath him, and knowing that Harriet was watching this all, as well as her husband.

Harriet… he stole a glance again and she was there, still watching, but she’d stilled Phil’s hand, her own hand slipped beneath it inside her underwear, while her other hand was reached behind her, moving slowly… pleasuring Phil even as she watched Zach and Beth. A slight smile crossed her face when she saw Zach looking, and he flashed a brief smile back before focusing on Beth again.

“Please, Zach, please now go faster…” Beth asked and he obliged, sensing that she needed him to, and realising that he needed himself to as well… he could feel his own orgasm was so, so near. He sped up the pace, and Beth almost desperately grabbed and held his ass, pulling him into her with each thrust, taking control of the pace… and he heard her breathing get quicker, the moans get louder and longer, mixed with his own moans and then he was cumming, cumming hard, it felt amazing, and so was she, he knew, her fingers digging in, her loud moans of pleasure echoing around the room, and then they were there, both silent, both limp, Zach still inside her, recovering, the room silent and Harriet and Phil forgotten entirely in the passion of the moment…

This was about Zach and Beth, no one else, and it was incredible… some of the best sex he’d ever had, though even in that moment he knew it was completely elevated by Harriet being there, of course it was.

He stole another glance but Harriet had turned her head, was kissing Phil, he could see their tongues playing against each other, and Zach knew, without a doubt, as he turned back to gently kiss Beth, that it was now Harriet’s turn.

“Let’s watch,” Beth whispered, and Zach saw that she’d turned her head to look at them as well.

Zach grinned. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world…”

Beth grinned too and kissed him again. “Me neither.” She paused. “That was… wow, by the way.”

“That was wow, wasn’t it?”

Zach rolled off Beth and she called over to the other two. “Hey, you two lovebirds… can we swap places?”

Harriet and Phil both broke their kiss and looked over. “Sure,” Phil replied after a moment, triggering a confused procession of arms and legs and bodies as Zach settled himself against the headboard, Beth sat cuddled up to him on one side, their arms and legs entwined… it felt weird, in a way, to Zach that it didn’t feel weird, to be lying there with Beth in his arms… it felt right, but they’d done what they were going to do, so surely it shouldn’t? He resolved quickly not to overthink it, but rather to simply enjoy.

Phil lay down further down the bed, side on to Zach and Beth, and Harriet was straddling his thighs, looking down at him, her hand slowly stroking his hard cock… teasing him, her loose hair falling around her face, a smile just about visible through a gap. She looked so incredibly, sexily hot, thought Zach, still wearing her underwear including the suspenders and stockings, but topless, her bra long forgotten.

“You want to be inside me, don’t you?” Harriet asked.

Phil nodded. “You know I do…”

She turned to look at Zach, while her hand kept on sliding over Phil’s cock. “And you want him to be inside me too, don’t you my adoring husband?”

Zach grinned. “Very much, yes…”

Harriet nodded, then looked at Beth. “And you, Beth, you want your husband to fuck me, don’t you?”

There was a pause and Zach felt Beth stiffen slightly… an interesting reaction, and he wondered whether there was a moment where she was reacting to Harriet’s surprising confidence for someone new to the scene, although Beth had no idea, could have no idea, that Harriet was very far from new to having sex with other men in front of Zach.

Beth’s hand moved down from where it had been resting on Zach’s chest to hold his cock, a deliberate, provocative, confrontational move, and then she said, “Desperately…” as her own hand started to slide along his semi-erect length.

Harriet pursed her lips momentarily, but Zach could see it was just for show… that she was enjoying this woman versus woman alpha contest, enjoying it for the game that she was making it, until finally she said, “Well I mustn’t disappoint you all, I suppose.”

She slipped the condom onto Phil, then lifted herself up and positioned the tip of Phil’s cock at her entrance, sliding gradually down onto it, letting out a long, low moan as she did, her eyes focused on Beth… Beth responding by starting to play more with her fingers on Zach’s cock. If this is how this sort of party works, thought Zach as he felt his cock rapidly harden, a little wave of pleasure rolling through him, then I’m all for it. He was happy to be a victim of Beth and Harriet vying for status… more than happy.

Zach lost track of time a little, caught between two orbits… first, Beth’s, who was very definitely, without a doubt, not just playing… the way her hand was moving she intended for Zach to enjoy this… and second, Harriet’s, her eyes focused on Beth even as she ground herself on Phil… it may have been only two of them fucking, but it felt like all four of them almost.

A shudder rolled through Harriet and she closed her eyes briefly, then when she opened them she focused back on Phil, looking down at him. “You sit up too,” she said, and she lifted herself up off him briefly while Phil arranged himself sat up, cross-legged, before sliding back down on to him in the lotus position. “That’s better,” she said quietly, smiling, her arms wrapped around him and his around hers, and they were kissing again, a deep, deep kiss, both moaning into each other as their pleasure slowly built.

“I want to touch you too,” Zach whispered to Beth, not wanting to disturb the other couple, and Beth looked up at him briefly then grinned before moving herself around, sinking her lips on to Zach’s cock while making sure that her ass was positioned to his left in easy reach. He needed no second invitation, slipping his hand through her legs and starting to touch her again, thrilling at the vibrations of her moan as his fingers slid into her on his cock.

Beth was good… really, really good. He loved how Harriet gave head, but this different style of Beth’s, it was exciting, unpredictable. She used her tongue a lot and it triggered little waves of pleasure coursing through him… seeing her head bobbing up and down while watching Harriet grind herself on Phil.

His focus shifted back over to Harriet when he heard her gasp loudly… and he realised from the look on her face, her red cheeks and neck, her lips parted wide, the way her body was pressed against Phil while her back almost arched her into him, that she was cumming… she looked over at Zach, her head leaning on Phil’s shoulder, and Zach could see, literally see, the waves of pleasure rolling through her… she looked so fucking sexy, and it triggered Zach suddenly, his own orgasm hitting from nowhere, feeling himself cum in Beth’s mouth and Beth responding not by speeding up but by slowing down, almost stopping, letting his climax peak deliciously slowly all while Harriet looked at him through narrowed eyes as her own slow climax rolled through her.

After, they lay still for a while… Beth cuddled back up against Zach, Harriet still entwined with Phil but stopped, save for them kissing each other slowly. From the open door they could hear the sounds of the party going on around them, a woman somewhere nearby climaxing loudly, some laughter from another room, but in their room there was simply an easy silence.

Eventually, Harriet said to Phil, “You didn’t, did you?”

“Not quite…”

She lifted herself off him and pulled off his protection. “Sit on the edge of the bed…”

Phil grinned and sat on the edge, his feet on the floor, and Harriet went to kneel between his legs, soon taking his cock in her mouth.

“You want to sit next to him?” Zach asked Beth.

“Love to,” she replied with an excited smile. Soon she was sat next to Phil and Zach was between her legs, his tongue where his fingers had been a few minutes before.

Zach wished he could watch this scene… him and Harriet, both on their knees, both going down on one half of another couple, and when he looked up he saw that Phil and Beth were kissing… reconnecting, maybe even reclaiming each other in their own way. He felt a sudden, strong surge of love for Harriet, a sense of closeness to her… for the first time in their experimentation this was the two of them doing something together, performing a sex act as a couple on another couple. While he continued with his tongue he slipped his hand down to Harriet’s arm and found her hand, and she reacted by intertwining her fingers with his… he realised that she must be thinking something similar.

Both Phil and Beth were responding quickly, and after a few minutes Zach felt and heard Beth starting to crest, her muscles tensing, and then her orgasm hit, her legs clamped around Zach’s head, and he realised that Phil was cumming too, turning his head just in time to watch Harriet swallowing down his cum… swallowing another man’s semen, he thought… so super-hot.

And then they were silent again, and it was smiles all around.

“Are you sure you two are new to this world?” Beth asked with a sceptical grin.

Harriet shrugged and grinned back. “Maybe not entirely…”


Chapter 9


“That was good.” Harriet took a sip of her drink as she turned to look at Zach. “For losing our virginity I mean,” she joked.

Zach laughed. “Yeah, it was.” He sat back in his seat on the outdoor terrace and Harriet sat back against him, lifting his arm so that it was draped almost possessively around her. They were both dressed again now, recovering, but far from done with their evening’s entertainment.

“That dynamic between you and Beth,” Zach continued, “It was crazy… you both seemed so competitive.”

He felt Harriet shrug. “I’ve always wondered since we started doing this how you can be so chill about seeing me with another man… it’s like you have this inner calm, this security about it. Turns out I can’t do that.”

“How so?”

“When I watched you and Beth, you doing to Beth what you do to me, I was jealous… I wanted to show you and her that two could play that game.” She chuckled. “It’s ridiculous though… because I think it turned me on way more than otherwise. A massive contradiction!”

Zach reached a hand to stroke her hair. “What you’re saying doesn’t feel a million miles from what I feel watching you with Ben, or with anyone else. Jealousy, possessiveness, but with the psychological safety of knowing you’ll come back… it’s an intoxicating combination.”

“It is,” she admitted. “Would you want to do that again? Have me watch you with another woman?”

“Honestly? Yes… but only if you wanted to.” He paused. “It feels like it might be something in moderation, like our main focus is you hotwiving and me watching, but sometimes we switch it around?”

“That could work…” She paused. “Because it was really hot seeing you with Beth. I’m amazed that I’m admitting it but it was. And that bit at the end, where both of us were… you know, on our knees. That was crazily, intensely good.”

“It really was, wasn’t it.” Zach paused and laughed. “They say it’s good for couples to have shared hobbies…”

Harriet laughed too. “I doubt they meant finding another couple to both go down on simultaneously, but… it works for us.”

They chatted easily for a while, and talked for a bit to another couple that came over although nothing came of it… they were nice but the chemistry just wasn’t quite there for it to go further.

When they were alone again, Zach said, “Have you got your eye on anyone else?”

Harriet sat up and looked around, then turned to face Zach. “I kind of do…”

Zach raised an eyebrow. “Oh yes…?”

“Oh yes… how about you?”

“Oh, I’m good to watch from here on in… what we did with Beth and Phil earlier was fantastic, but I’m keen to take a bit of time to process that. It’s not like I’m a seasoned veteran at sleeping with other people like you are…”

Harriet blushed and grinned at the same time, landing a playful punch on Zach’s chest. “How dare you,” she teased. “To get you back for that comment I’m going to need to find someone to sleep with…”

“So… who?”

“You see the guy over near the buffet table?”

Zach looked over that way. “There are quite a few guys over there. Which one? Remember I can’t read your mind.”

“The tall one, stood with what I guess is his wife or girlfriend.”

Zach looked again and knew exactly who Harriet meant… it was obvious really, she had a type after all, tall, good looking, well built, and this guy was that in spades… he was probably six foot four or five and absolutely ripped, at least as far as Zach could tell from the way his shirt hung off him. He was also almost devastatingly handsome… not just good looking like all the men at the party, he had level above good looks.

“Really?” Zach joked. “I can’t see what you’d see in him…”

Harriet pouted and then smiled. “Mia and I watched him earlier.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, early on. He was upstairs in the open area, on the bed in the middle, with another woman, not the woman he’s with now. It was the fivesome… intense.”

“Intense?” Zach could see that Harriet was remembering, and she had a look in her eye that told him two things… first, that Harriet was imagining what it would be like to have been that woman and liking what she thought, and second that she had decided already that she was going to experience it. And when Harriet put her mind to something there was no stopping her. He remembered how she’d blushed when telling him about it earlier, and clearly she’d been thinking about it since. Zach felt his heart race a little… this was it, this hotwife adventure again, a man who could plausibly supplant Zach in her affections, creating that delicious tension.

“Very intense… he looked, I guess, powerful. And athletic.” She shrugged. “You’d have to see it to understand.”

“I feel like I might be seeing it quite soon if you get your way…”

“If you’re ok with that?”

Zach thought for a moment. “We’re here at this party to take part, it’s fun. I appreciate you checking but I give you a complete hall pass to approach him and do whatever you want here with him. Provided I’m in the room and watching.”

“Of course.” She could barely conceal her excited smile. “How do you reckon I approach him, with his partner there?”

“Now that,” Zach replied laughing, “is very much your problem. I’ll hold the fort here… you don’t want me there making it weird if I’m just watching.”

***

He took a long sip of his drink as he watched Harriet walk over to the bar and take three champagne flutes, just about holding them in her hands as she turned to walk towards her target.

He saw them notice her heading their way from a few metres away, saw her tilt her head, knowing that she’d be flashing them her most winning, shy smile even though he couldn’t see her face.

He saw both the man and woman smile themselves and, after a brief conversation and all three of them laughing at something, saw them take a glass of champagne each and toast Harriet.

He saw them start a conversation, the body language from both the man and woman positive, and saw them both look his way, nodding and raising his glass as Harriet pointed him out before they focused their attention back on Harriet.

It was fascinating watching Harriet with the two of them… she seemed giggly and excited, and Zach started to appreciate quite how much she was obviously attracted to this man and whatever her and Mia had witnessed earlier in the evening. Watching her flirt with both him and, a little, with his partner took Zach back to that first time she’d met Ben, approaching him in a packed bar… like then it was a side to Harriet that Zach simply did not see, how she interacted on her own with others, and frankly it was as hot as anything to see, adding to the fantasy that had become so real so many times since they’d met Ben.

The man leaned over to whisper something to Harriet and he saw her eyes go wide, saw her glance at his partner for confirmation, then shake her head, grinning… and saw him lean back in and say something more, Harriet reply, then nod her head. She glanced back over at Zach, said something more to the two of them, then they all shared a smile and Harriet walked back over.

When she got close she smiled sheepishly at Zach and sat down next to him. He could see that her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright… clearly the conversation had been an interesting one.

“So…?” he asked.

“So… if you’re still ok with it me and him are going to go upstairs in a minute… are you ok with that?”

“Yeah, I can watch?”

“Of course… his girlfriend will watch too. Mandy. She seems nice… very liberated.”

Zach laughed. “No shit…” He looked at Harriet and could tell from the way that she glanced away briefly then back at him that there was something else. “Is there something I should know?”

Harriet squirmed a little in her seat. “They’re… well, they’re content creators.”

“Content creators? As in…?” Zach raised his eyebrows.

“As in people pay them a subscription and watch their content.”

Zach nodded slowly, understanding dawning. “You’re about to have sex with a porn star?”

“Not a porn star… a content creator.”

“They’re not creating content tonight, though?” Zach was trying to get his head around this development, so far out of his comfort zone that he literally had no frame of reference.

Harriet laughed. “No… no cameras, no smart phones here, right? But…”

“There’s a but…?”

“So they started off asking me if I’d like to create content with them some time… one or both of them. Apparently married woman, my look, fits a big niche in the market.”

“You’re joking me?” Zach asked, mind reeling… but not necessarily in a bad way. It probably should be in a bad way, he thought, but what Harriet was telling him was also, kind of, in a strictly limited way… hot.

“No, I’m not. I said thank you, but no. But…”

“There’s another but?”

“He’s very self-confident. Mark he’s called. He whispered to me that his reputation is to make women scream… it’s his speciality.” She paused, her eyebrows raised. “He told me he’d make me scream, and Mandy confirmed it.”

“Sounds like you’re about to have a good time… wouldn’t that normally be really off putting?”

“Normally… yes. But the right guy… well, I made him a bet. I bet him he couldn’t make me scream.”

“Wow… so I’m going to watch a semi-porn star fuck you trying to make you scream in pleasure, all while you do your best not to?”

Harriet nodded. “Yeah…” she replied, a little sheepishly. “When you put it like that…”

“That sounds amazing,” Zach replied, and meant it… it sounded incredible, particularly as he’d be there to make sure it didn’t get out of hand. “Wait, what was the bet?”

“If I win they’re going to help me out with something. I can’t tell you what, it’s part of a surprise for your birthday… but non-sexual. It’s more of providing some expertise in something else they know a lot about… is that ok?”

Zach grinned. “I like surprises. I’m intrigued, but I’ll trust you. And if you lose?” Jesus, he thought, I’m asking my wife what she’ll have to do if she loses a bet to a de facto porn star that he can make her scream… this night is crazy.

“Initially, the forfeit would be to spend a day shooting content with them…” Zach’s eyes widened but it was Harriet’s turn to smile. “I said no, but I did agree that if I lose I’d let them put two other married women who’ve shot content with them in touch and I’d speak to them with an open mind.” She trailed off as she watched Zach’s reaction.

“Ok… wow… right…” He was thinking hard. “So… you’d maybe be open to doing content with them?” He paused. “That’s a big step.” Understatement of the year, but he understood… they were in the sort of environment where the usual social norms didn’t apply and it would be very easy to get caught up in it.

Harriet laughed. “No… no chance.” She paused. “Well, maybe a tiny chance… it does sound kind of hot, but no… very unlikely.” She shrugged. “It’s just a fun bet, that’s all. Oh, and they’re going to give us free access to their content so we can check it out.”

Zach thought for a moment. Tonight was tonight, but this was a lot to take in. “So look, tonight, all good… I’m going to enjoy watching your bet.” Kind of like the ultimate cuckold fantasy, he thought but didn’t say. “But then anything else… we’ve got to talk properly about.” He paused. “It sounds like they’re auditioning you!”

“Cool, isn’t it? But of course.” She started laughing. “No shooting porn movies behind your back, got it…” she teased. Harriet’s excitement was palpable. “So tonight, still ok?”

“Yeah,” Zach nodded. “But then, maybe when you’re finished with Mark, we focus on each other. We’ve both got some reclaiming to do tonight.”

Harriet leaned over and gave him a slow lingering kiss. “Don’t you dare forget it, and… thank you, I’ll owe you for this,” she whispered, before she stood and held out her hand to him. “Come on, you should meet them first.”


Chapter 10


Mark and Mandy weren’t like Zach had expected… confident, yes, relaxed in what sounded like it was a natural environment for them, yes, but they weren’t arrogant. Dare he say it, they were good company.

When they went upstairs it was as a group, the four of them together, but then Zach got a surprise… at the top of the stairs he’d automatically started to head towards the bedrooms only for Mandy to take his hand and pull him back. Grinning, she said, “Not through there. Here.”

“Here?” Zach was incredulous, because ‘here’ was the open upstairs living area, adapted for the night with three large beds and scattered easy chairs, it was a communal space and as far from private as possible. “Harriet, you’re sure about this?”

Harriet smiled back at him. “Yes… if you are?”

“You’re ok with anyone who wants to watching?” She nodded. “Well… ok.” He wanted to say more, say something significant that established his credentials unequivocally as the completely chill modern husband but at that moment words failed him… all he could think that this was another significant step in their hotwife experiment, following quick on the heels of their shared experience with Beth and Phil, Harriet being taken by a new bull not in private but in public… anyone else watching knowing that he was the cuckold, knowing that his wife was being claimed by another.

He couldn’t say that, but he could think it… and personally, the more he reflected, the more he realised that it was a super-fucking-hot evolution of their experiments. He loved to think of Harriet being taken by a bull in public, and it was pretty clear that she loved the idea too.

Zach held his hand out to Harriet and she stepped close. He smiled and whispered, “I love you so, so much… enjoy your new bull.”

She grinned back, her face a picture of excited arousal. “I love you so, so much too. But one thing… look at him.” She glanced over at Mark then back to Zach. “Bull doesn’t do him justice… I think he’s my stallion.” She leaned over to kiss Zach on the cheek then, with a last smile, she turned and walked back over to Mark.

To her stallion.

***

“You know, you could shoot some content with us.”

Zach turned to look at Mandy who was sat next to him on one of the sofas, facing the bed. Harriet and Mark were talking quietly to each other stood next to the bed, still fully clothed, which was reassuring to see… it looked like they were agreeing on what was and wasn’t ok. For the first time Zach appreciated that there was an upside to Harriet doing this with someone who made a living from it, there was a level of relaxed organisation that contrasted to the more amateur encounters they’d had so far.

“Me and you two?” Zach was surprised, not really interested, but making small talk to keep his mind busy while they waited.

“With Harriet too. There’s a great market for hotwife and bull content, even more if the husband is watching. But I wonder if there’s something more we could do, more of a story… like hotwife and bull, but then I get revenge and have a scene with you, ‘the cuckold’s revenge’, before it all comes together with four of us.” Mandy laughed when she saw Zach’s expression. “Don’t rule it out… you’ve got the looks for it. So does Harriet.”

Zach found himself blushing. The evening was getting crazier by the minute. “I’m honoured… maybe let me and Harriet talk about it,” he replied, really just saying it to avoid the conversation heading down that path any further. No, he wasn’t going to shoot content with them. No chance. Although he had to admit he was attracted to Mandy, she was relaxed, easy going, with a deep tan and a sun-bleached blonde messy bob that spoke, accurately or not, to long hours spent outdoors. He found himself constructing an entirely plausible scenario in his head where she spent her days at the beach, surfing, paddle boarding, whatever, and her nights filming adult content or going to parties like this with Mark. Not a bad life, he figured.

He turned his attention back to the bed and saw Harriet say something to Mark before turning around, pushing her hair to one side over her right shoulder. Mark reached for the zip of her dress and slid it down, before stepping close and leaning down to kiss her neck as he slipped the dress off her left shoulder. Mark’s gentleness surprised him, and Harriet seemed to respond, almost melting back against him, a blissful look on her face as he slipped the dress off the other shoulder too, slowly helping the dress down until it was pooled at her feet.

Zach stole a glance at Mandy, wondering at her reaction, and found that it was almost as enthralling as the scene on the bed… she was sat upright, her focus entirely on Harriet and Mark, her lips slightly parted, her breathing a little ragged… she was living every moment of the two on the bed with them, entirely focused on the two of them, oblivious to Zach sat next to her or, indeed, the other men and women in various states of undress on the other beds in the room, or the scattering of other clothed party goers who were watching.

Turning his attention back Harriet had turned around, still wearing her lingerie, and was unbuttoning Mark’s shirt, taking her time, looking at him and him alone, her fingers pressed lightly against his chest… Zach could tell that she was feeling his muscles underneath, and he saw how she slightly bit her lip as she did. She wanted Mark so badly, it was obvious. What on earth had she seen him doing earlier in the evening to create this need? It was more even than she’d shown at any point with Ben… it was crazy.

He shrugged his shirt off, and Zach sat up a little more upright himself because Mark was absolutely ripped… Harriet was right, a stallion, not a bull, he had muscles everywhere but not ridiculously so, not like a body builder, just like someone who knew how to look after themselves. Harriet’s fingers slid over his six pack and then, when she looked up at him, his hand cupped her chin and he leaned down to kiss her, deeply, slowly, passionately. Her eyes closed and she kissed him back, fully into it, focused entirely on him.

Zach realised that he’d been holding his breath, could feel his own cock rock hard at the sight of Harriet so completely focused on this stallion of a man, and then he felt Mandy’s hand reach for his and glanced at her. “You don’t mind, do you?” she whispered as she wove her fingers around his. “I… get a lot of emotions when he does this.”

“No problem,” Zach whispered back. “So do I.”

He hadn’t expected it, had been thinking he’d watch Harriet with Mark as a solitary experience, but he liked it… it felt like there was one other person in the world who could understand the emotional complexity that he was feeling, and she was sat right next to him, wanting to hold his hand. She was a reassuring presence for him and, he hoped, he for her.

Mark broke the kiss suddenly and said to Harriet, loudly enough for most of the room to hear, “Take it all off.”

Zach watched enthralled as Harriet responded to this sudden, more commanding presence willingly, a smile playing across her face as she stepped back and reached behind her to undo her bra, letting it fall away. He had a suspicion that this was what she’d seen earlier, this commanding stallion, and this was what she’d approached him for. It would be great to watch, Zach figured, but only so long as Harriet was happy… if she wasn’t at any point he was ready to step in, knew that was his duty.

“All of it?” she asked.

“All of it.”

Without waiting she sat down on the bed, unclipped her stockings then slid them down, one then the other. She stood again and reached for her underwear and garter belt, slipped her thumbs under each side, and grinning said, “You’re sure?”

Mark nodded slowly, eyes devouring Harriet’s beautiful body, and she slid them down, stepping out of them… she was naked, completely, save for a necklace that Zach had given her years ago, her wedding and engagement rings left at home earlier. Naked in public, in front of what Zach reckoned was fifteen people plus passers-by, albeit she was far from the only one… yet still, naked in public, about to have sex with another man. Without realising it Zach had squeezed Mandy’s hand tighter, and she squeezed back with a reassuring glance at Zach.

Zach watched as Mark held out his hand and helped Harriet on to the bed and then, as she knelt in front of him, he glanced down and said, “I’m sure you know what to do…” Harriet nodded and reached for his belt, undoing it, unbuttoning his trousers and pulling them down, revealing a pair of expensive, tight white boxer shorts barely concealing a significant bulge. Zach shifted in his seat, wondering, and then Harriet pulled the boxer shorts down and he sprung free, a large, erect penis, ready… bigger than Zach, definitely, but not obscenely so. Harriet reached out with both hands and took hold of it, sliding her hands slowly along his length, her eyes focused on his cock and nothing else… she seemed almost mesmerised.

“He’s… large, isn’t he?” Zach whispered to Mandy.

She looked at him and grinned, then leaned close. “And that’s why your wife is about to lose her bet. Trust me.”

Harriet was looking up at Mark now, and then she lowered her head to his cock, touching it with her tongue first before sliding her lips over and starting slowly, purposefully, to suck it. One of her hands she put on his ass, the other she was using to play with his balls, and he groaned as she hit the right spot. “Oh, you’re good…” He looked over at Zach with a grin. “Your lucky husband…”

It was such an intoxicating mix of emotions for Zach… he was well used by now to watching Harriet pleasure another man, he loved it, but what didn’t dull in the slightest was the tension. He always felt a wave of possessiveness, a thought of ‘that’s my wife, get off’, but it was stronger this time… her previous bulls had been similar to Zach but Mark was a different level and seeing how she had instinctively become so obedient to him, was doing what he wanted so willingly, this was a side to Harriet he’d never seen. It was hot as hell.

His thoughts were disturbed by Mandy shifting closer to him on their seat. She leaned over and whispered, “Your wife is sucking my boyfriend’s cock.”

“I can see that…” he replied, smiling.

“How about we fool around a little too?”

Zach looked at her and she looked back, and he could tell she was serious. “Would Mark be ok with that?”

She nodded. “Yeah, he would. Would Harriet?”

He thought for a moment… she could hardly argue, and so long as he didn’t have sex with Mandy it would be within the bounds of their ‘soft’ agreement, so yeah. But did he want to?

A quick look back at the bed, seeing Harriet naked, bent over, going down on Mark’s large cock in public, then looking back and seeing Mandy’s brown eyes watching him intently, the faint freckles on her tanned nose… fuck yeah, he thought, I do.

“She’d be cool with it,” he said. “If we keep it to fooling around.”

“That works…” she replied, then she kissed him.

Zach was ready this time, so unlike with Beth it didn’t take him by surprise, but Mandy was different again… she was more forceful than both Beth and Harriet, it was a possessive kiss, one that made Zach wonder to what extent it was performative for Mark’s benefit, not that he cared. It felt good, and felt like a little reclamation on his part… Harriet might be completely focused on Mark right now, but here he was claiming a little part of Mark’s territory too.

When they parted again a minute or two later Harriet was still going down on Mark, faster now, and he realised they’d gained a few spectators, another couple sitting on one of the other sofas watching while they cuddled up together… watching, Zach thought, Harriet naked with a man’s cock in her mouth. He wondered what she’d do when she realised.

Mark put his hand to Harriet’s hair and tugged gently, not hard, but enough to make her pull her head back, a thin line of saliva joining her lips to his cock until she sat right back on her heels and it broke.

“Well done,” Mark said, and he saw Harriet grin with pride. Jesus, he thought, she’s actually desperate to please him… this is absolutely crazy. “Lie down.”

Harriet lay back down and Mark slipped his trousers and boxer shorts off completely so that he was now as naked as her. He stood over her, poised, and Harriet was breathing raggedly, held in his gaze, waiting, then he dropped to his knees and pulled her in one movement so that she came to him, her legs parted, and he buried his face between them.

She let out a moan, a loud moan, straight away, her eyes closed, as he went down on her… it didn’t feel to Zach like there was anything gentle about it, it looked like he was taking it fast, so different to how Zach would go down on her, but she was reacting, the context and the person doing it driving her wild.

Mandy was sat watching again too, pressed close to Zach, then she took his hand again but this time she guided it, down to the hem of her dress and then up against her thighs, parting her leg until Zach’s fingers were pressed up against her. “Touch me,” she whispered into his ear. “Please, I need you to…”

Zach hesitated for a moment, but only a moment because Harriet let out another moan as Mark’s tongue found the right spot, and then Zach’s fingers were touching Mandy through her lace underwear and she gasped into his ear. “That’s perfect…” She nuzzled into his neck and kissed him.

It looked like Harriet was about to cum, her back was arching, she was writhing around, but then Mark lifted his head.

“Please don’t stop…” Harriet begged, her eyes opening, and then she glanced around and clearly realised that she had spectators, and then she looked at Zach and Mandy and saw what they were doing… a little smile passed across her lips, even through her arousal, and a tiny nod. She’d seen and she approved.

“We’ve got a bet,” Mark replied. He stood and went to fetch protection then, quickly sliding it on to his cock, he said, “You’re ready?”

Harriet bit her lip and nodded, sliding herself up the bed so that there was room. Mark climbed on to the bed and waited, on top of her, leaning down to whisper into Harriet’s ear before she said, “Yes,” and he slid into her.

With any of the others she’d been with, he’d watched her enjoy it, but never like this… when Mark slid inside her she let out a loud moan, her face a picture of pure, concentrated pleasure… there was nothing, it seemed, in her world in that moment except for her and Mark. He was pressed up from the bed, looking at her, and as she looked back at him he held her gaze and flexed his hips back, before sliding hard into her again, making her moan loudly once more.

Harriet moved her hands, putting both in his back, wrapping her legs around him, and as he slid back and then thrust into her again Zach marvelled at how her whole body seemed to tense, her hands gripping at him, her toes curling… it was like she was climaxing already, but she couldn’t be, not after three thrusts.

Each time he slid into her she moaned loudly, and she was drawing attention from around the room. Three people on one of the other beds, their own encounter having reached a natural resting point, were lying lazily watching, a few more heads were turned, and Zach noticed that Mia was stood with another woman that they didn’t know, clothed, watching and whispering to each other near the stage. Whether it was Harriet, or whether Mark had a reputation, he didn’t know, but God was it a turn on to know that so many people were witnessing Harriet so utterly give herself to another man.

This went on for a while, Zach losing track, all while his fingers touched Mandy and, from time to time, she turned to kiss him. She’d started to touch him too but Zach said no, not wanting to miss a moment of Harriet’s experience.

“Oh my God,” Harriet gasped as Mark continued his slow fuck. “I’m… I’m… oh God…” She was trying her best not to make any noise that would sound like screaming and just about succeeding. Zach wasn’t sure whether her climax was close, or whether she was already slowly orgasming at his touch, and possibly, he realised, there wasn’t really a distinction… she was clearly in the throes of indescribable pleasure, and maybe it simply defied categorisation.

Mark leaned up and pulled out, and Harriet looked at him with an expression that mixed pure, outright lust and arousal with irritation and confusion. “You’re stopping?” she asked breathlessly.

“No,” came Mark’s breathless reply. “Far from it.” His torso was covered in a sheen of sweat, so was Harriet’s, in fact it was impossible to tell whose and, Zach thought, it was probably both of theirs, intermingled.

Mark looked down at her for a long moment, then he put his hands on her waist and flipped her over… that was the only word for it, flipped her on to her front, her head at Zach’s end of the bed, and he saw the look of confused bewilderment on her face as she tried to work out what had just happened replaced by a cry of outright pleasure as he parted her legs and slid back into her, Harriet lying on her front, Mark lying on top of her, her head lifted up as she locked eyes on Zach.

Zach watched closely even as his hand continued to touch Mandy, conscious that the intensity had just dialled up a few notches, and he raised his eyebrows slightly, Harriet responding with a weak smile that dissolved into another cry as Mark thrust into her again… and again… and again.

Her arms were in front of her and Mark put his hands on hers, locking his fingers through, using them to push up and gain leverage… and from there Zach watched as Harriet got fucked, truly fucked, like nothing he’d ever seen before.

In the end, the bet was no contest. Zach couldn’t pinpoint the moment where Harriet’s moans and cries turned into screams, but screams they were… screams of sheer pleasure… and whatever it was, Zach didn’t know if it was her first orgasm with Mark, her tenth, or just something continuous… whatever it was it rolled through her and with it, almost a distraction, he felt Mandy reach her own climax and then, finally, watched as Mark came himself, slowing to a stop and finally releasing Harriet’s hands and pulling out.

“You ok?” Mark said quietly to Harriet, and she nodded, her cheeks flushed, her whole body almost singing with the pleasure that Zach had just seen her receive.

“You’d better go to Harriet,” Mandy said, and Zach did, sitting down next to where she still lay on her front, smiling to Mark who was sitting there too.

“That was some show…” Zach said.

Harriet rolled over on to her back. “Fuck, Mark… that was unbelievable.” She was breathless still but recovering her composure. “I… you won the bet.” She grinned wearily. “So did I, I suppose in a way.”

“I’ll leave you two to some privacy,” Mark said. “But come and say hello later.”

He got up and slipped his clothes on, and Zach reached for Harriet’s dress, helping her to pull it back on, putting her underwear into his pocket… it felt unnecessary by then.

“What do you want to do now?” Zach asked.

“Find a comfy chair downstairs and cuddle up with you,” Harriet replied. “If that’s ok with you?”

“Couldn’t be more perfect…”


Chapter 11


“Hey, I figure you guys could use a drink…”

Mia was carrying a couple of cocktails, Angus with her, both with broad smiles.

“Thanks,” Harriet replied with a weary smile of her own, sat cuddled up to Zach on an outdoor easy chair.

“Mind if we join you?” Angus asked.

“Be our guest…” Zach replied.

Once they’d sat down, all four looked at each other and then, out of nowhere, started grinning. It was Mia to start with, then Harriet, then Zach and Angus couldn’t help but grin too.

It was Harriet that spoke first. “Umm… I’ve got to ask, did you two see that?”

“See what?” Mia asked with her most innocent expression.

“Yeah, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Angus replied. “We’ve been busy.”

Harriet looked at them both sceptically. “I’m not sure I believe you, but thank you for pretending anyway.” She paused. “Thanks for getting us along to this. Have you two had a good night?”

Angus and Mia glanced at each other. “Yeah…” he said. “I think so.”

“Yeah, definitely,” Mia added.

Zach couldn’t help but wonder at their relationship dynamic… he knew they weren’t formally dating, but at the same time Mia had been on the scene for Angus for years now so who knew? Either way, what glimpses Zach had caught throughout the night suggested an open relationship between them… he’d seen each involved with multiple people and the other nowhere in sight, so maybe they just helped facilitate each other attending, who knew? Not something he needed to solve anyway.

“How about you two?” Mia asked.

Harriet glanced at Zach and they both smiled. “Yeah. A pretty great night,” he replied. It really was… there was a lot to unpack, certainly, an awful lot, and Zach was truly glad that they already had a lot of experimentation under their belt because he knew they’d talk it all through in a few days’ time and, in all likelihood, revisit some of the experiences in future, whether it was the parties themselves or indeed the people they’d met.

“We’re going to get out of here,” Mia said, glancing up at the sky which was lightning in the pre-dawn. “There’s a twenty-four-hour cafe not far, down by the beach… would you like to join us for breakfast?”

Harriet started laughing. “Breakfast sounds great… can I just check though that that’s not some sex party code word or euphemism? Because I’d be flattered, but I’m done with that for the night.”

Mia laughed too. “No, no euphemism. But I am really hungry…”

“I’ll ask them to call us a taxi,” Angus said. “Mia, shall we get our things?” Mia nodded. “We’ll see you two out front in ten minutes?”

Zach nodded and then it was the two of them on their own again.

“Crazy night…” Zach said eventually, grinning.

“Crazy, crazy night…” Harriet agreed, grinning back.

“So, you’re done with that for the night?” he asked, a quizzical eyebrow raised.

Harriet leaned over and kissed him. “With strangers, yes. But feed me some breakfast, and you are getting the reclaiming of your lifetime when we get back home.” She paused. “Seriously, I really like how you got involved more tonight… it elevated this all so much further.”

“It was great, absolutely. We need to talk it all through but with Beth I suddenly understood what you enjoy about it… knowing you were watching me with her… wow. Like, seriously, wow.”

She smiled. “You know, Beth gave me their contact details… if we ever fancy an evening with them…”

“I could be persuaded…”

“Me too.”

“How about your budding porn career?”

“Don’t tease!” She hesitated, then continued. “A bet’s a bet; I’ll talk to the people they want me to talk to. They’ve got my contact details. But no… I’m not shooting content with them.”

“You sure?” Zach teased.

Harriet pretended to think. “Eighty percent sure… there is a part of me that enjoyed lots of people watching earlier, with Mark.” Harriet paused. “Although tomorrow when I wake up and remember there’ll be a bigger part that is absolutely mortified…”

“Look, I’m not averse to if you wanted to explore it,” Zach said. “But there’s a lot to consider… once you’ve done something like that you’ve done something like that, you can’t put the genie back in the box.”

“I know… it’s just, Jesus Zach, there was something about Mark.” She grinned. “My stallion.”

“You stallion indeed. Look, let’s head out front… and then, after breakfast, we’re going to have fun.”

Harriet leaned over to kiss him again. “Yeah, we are.”


Surprising


Prologue


A gentle touch, fingertips tracing patterns on Harriet’s skin… teasing, tantalising, everywhere and nowhere all at once.

Lips, soft, amazing lips, lips on hers, playing with her, toying with her, barely kissing her and she wanted more, so much more.

A delicate tongue, delicate but experienced, teaching Harriet’s body thing about itself that it had never known, drawing sensations that she almost couldn’t describe.

And then eyes, beautiful eyes, looking down at Harriet, a smile in them, focused on her, entirely on her and no one else.

Harriet sighed, because she didn’t know, she couldn’t know, she had no lived experience… though she could imagine, and imagine she did.

She’d read about it, and friends who’d fooled around had told her, so maybe she had more than no idea, but it all felt so cliched… soft lips, gentle touches, someone who understands your pleasure like no man possibly can… it can’t be that good, surely?

Now men… men she knew. Probably more than she cared to admit to Zach, and certainly more in recent months than her marriage vows would allow, although Zach was a willing participant in all of that.

But women… they were a mystery.

A tantalising, delicious mystery.

Harriet closed her eyes again and started to imagine…

Sophie from work, the twenty-something medical trainee that Harriet had been tasked with looking after. Blonde hair, blue eyes, elphin features… stunning, but she didn’t know it, or was grown up enough to know and not care. Either way was good.

A quiet shift for once, not much work for the doctors, and the two of them are sharing a late meal in a deserted staff canteen.

They’re talking, laughing, and Harriet asks Sophie about her boyfriend.

Sophie shrugs… there’s no boyfriend at the moment. It’s so hard to find the right person.

‘Person’ not ‘man’. Harriet picks up on it instantly, her breath catching but trying to play it cool, realising as she thinks it that she is probably reading too much into a simple word.

Finding the right person can be hard, Harriet agrees.

It can, Sophie says, holding eye contact with Harriet a few moments longer than is necessary before looking away quickly.

Harriet takes the plunge… I’m going to get some sleep, make the most of it being quiet. She stands and lets that hang in the air.

Sophie bites. You need some company, she asks.

Pressed up against the wall of an empty room, their thin scrubs almost as good as being naked, Harriet can feel everything… everything on Sophie’s body, the fabric of her bra, her hard nipples beneath it, the muscles in her back… everything.

Sophie gasps as Harriet slips a hand inside her trousers, then quickly she slips her hand inside Harriet’s too, their lips gently playing against each other, tongues caressing each other, not possessive or competitive like with a man, this isn’t a race… this is a collaboration.

Harriet breaks the kiss, throws her head back, Sophie moving her lips to Harriet’s neck, just there, just right, just perfect, and she can feel the waves flooding through her… wave after wave of pleasure, each building on the last.

And then…


Chapter 1


Harriet took another sip of her wine, trying to calm the nerves that seemed to have settled in a tight knot in the pit of her stomach.

She hadn’t felt like this in years… but then, she also hadn’t found herself sat waiting, alone in a packed bar, for a date to show up in years either. That delicious sense of both apprehension and anticipation was unfamiliar, but she found it thrilling.

She looked again at her phone, but nothing since the message a few minutes before:

Sorry, running 15 mins late. On my way I promise! Pxx

Looking round the bar, it was busy with the after work crowd, standing room only, but thankfully she’d booked one of the small booths off to the side for the evening so was able to sit, watching the entrance and waiting for her date to arrive.

Harriet had herself come straight from work, her shift as a doctor at one of the large Sydney hospitals over for the day, making sure she left on time for once. She’d had time to grab a quick shower, put on some simple make up and get changed before she left and then, almost before she’d had too much time to think about it, she was there, waiting.

It had taken her an age the night before to pick out her clothes, not remotely helped by having to do it in secret, and she’d wavered for ages between casual and smart. In the end she’d fallen somewhere between the two… tight jeans, a white strappy top, high heels, a combination that she hoped said yeah, I’ve made the effort here but I want you to pretend I didn’t.

She checked her reflection in the mirror at the end of the booth for the umpteenth time, but the same tanned face looked back at her, the same artfully casual way she’d worn her dark blonde hair down, the same bright pink lipstick that she hoped didn’t look too over the top… she was out of practice with dates, and was feeling it, definitely.

Harriet had even left her wedding rings locked away safely because, well, wearing your wedding ring to a date is not a good look… not that Zach would mind, of course, but sometimes you just had to do what felt right.

Zach… thought Harriet with a smile, taking another sip of wine. He thought that she was on shift all night tonight, her cover in case the date went particularly well. She hated not being completely truthful with him, but at the same time this was well within the boundaries that they’d agreed recently and, well, was all part of a plan to give him the best birthday present ever on the coming weekend. So long as she told him about it afterwards he’d been explicit that he was fine with it, and Harriet was going to be fully truthful with him. But only after the birthday surprise, otherwise it would spoil it for him…

Really, this was just an extension of their hotwife experiment that had been running for several months now. She had her regular bull Ben, she’d played around with some other guys too, all with Zach’s blessing, his consent, and importantly his presence… and in fact most recently, at an exclusive party, Zach had played around too. They were loving it, but this night was a little different, this night involved something else… making the most of a window where Ben was away and they could take their experiment further than ever before.

Glancing towards the door, there was still no sign of her date. Harriet was incredibly excited but also nervous, because her date that night had also been her secret crush for the last few years, that one person that, for some unknown reason, entirely unbeknownst to them, takes up residence inside your head, the cause of attraction almost impossible to identify, sending you wild with unrequited desire.

Often it can be that person you see on your commute every day, or someone in another team at work, or someone on your course at university, or the other customer who goes to the coffee shop at the same time as you every morning, or anything. But the common denominator is a shared moment of attraction, a spark, a brief conversation, and then, at least for a while, nothing.

And if it stays as nothing the crush dissipates. But… if it doesn’t stay as nothing, then maybe the crush doesn’t go. Sometimes it gets stronger and stronger.

For Harriet that crush had been running for several years now, and had started in her Pilates class with the instructor, Phoebe…


Chapter 2
Three years before


That first time that she met Phoebe, there were none of the signs.

Harriet was running late and rushed into her usual Pilates class to find that the normal instructor had disappeared to be replaced by a new one… Phoebe.

The class had been good, nothing to write home about, and as so often happens with a new instructor there was quite a lot of grumbling afterwards, people who were used to the previous instructor’s way of doing things not liking Phoebe’s different approach, and also questioning whether an instructor in her early twenties could be as good as the old one who’d been doing Pilates for more than twenty years.

If she was being honest with herself, Harriet felt the same. But… the timing of the class was convenient for her so she decided to give it a go before looking at alternatives and, after all, Phoebe was well qualified and came with decent experience.

Over the next few weeks the class numbers dwindled, until three weeks later Harriet turned up and found that she was the only one. Her and Phoebe made small talk while they waited to see whether anyone else would turn up, but five minutes after the class was supposed to start Phoebe had shrugged and, with a look that seemed to be on the verge of tears and made Harriet feel hugely sympathetic towards her, said, “I guess you’re getting a private session today… are you ok with that?”

“Oh, definitely,” Harriet replied with her most reassuringly winning smile. “Everyone else’s loss is my gain. Don’t go easy on me though!”

They’d started the session and, one-on-one, Phoebe was actually a great instructor, making sure that Harriet was always getting into the right positions and making tweaks constantly to her posture to get the most out of every exercise.

Forty five minutes in and Harriet’s muscles were burning, the fatigue really starting to set in, but she was feeling great, really relaxed and in the zone. Phoebe asked her to do one last exercise before they started to warm down, a plank with a rainbow motion of her hips to each side, but with the fatigue kicking in Harriet was struggling to hold the right form.

Phoebe came over and said, “Sit up for a second and let me show you.”

And, as Phoebe settled into her plank, Harriet kneeling a few feet away to the side, that was the moment. Something about seeing Phoebe’s perfect plank up close, watching all of her muscles working, seeing the muscles on her abdomen and lower back tensed, the shape of her legs and curve of her hip through her leggings, and watching as she perfectly controlled the rainbow motion from side to side, whatever it was hit Harriet like a bolt of lightning.

She’d never been sexually attracted to another woman before, never fantasised about another woman, never kissed another woman… Harriet had been as heterosexual as could be. And so possibly that moment, the sudden sheer arousal and desire that flashed through her, hit her harder than it would otherwise, a mix of the forbidden and the erotic.

Harriet felt herself blush but played it cool when Phoebe sat up and asked her to do the plank now instead, hoping it would look like she was flushed from the exercise. Getting into position, she tried her best to emulate Phoebe but knew she wasn’t quite getting it right.

“Almost…” Phoebe said encouragingly. “You just need to adjust your hips a little to fully engage your core, then you’ll be good. I tell you what, do you mind if I help you to make a little adjustment?”

“Go for it,” Harriet replied, out of breath slightly from the position and not, she told herself, not remotely from the shock of arousal that was still coursing through her. Definitely, definitely it was the exercise.

She felt one of Phoebe’s hands under her lower abdomen, on the waist band of her yoga leggings, and the other behind her, on her upper thighs. Then she smelled Phoebe’s perfume, delicate, a different scent to Harriet’s, only a trace but intoxicating, and the arousal became a torrent, almost literally given how she could feel her body reacting. What the hell is happening to me, she thought.

Phoebe guided her through the rainbows, her hands on Harriet throughout, gentle but firm, and then when she was satisfied they finished, starting on the warm down.

“Looks like that was a good workout,” Phoebe said with a smile, looking at Harriet’s still flushed cheeks.

If only you knew, thought Harriet, who instead replied, “Thank you, that was really good.” Then, wanting conversation to distract from her thoughts, “How long have you been doing this?”

They got chatting through the warm down, about how Phoebe had been doing a corporate job but got sick of it, how Pilates was her passion, and how she’d been teaching for three years now.

“Well, I don’t know about the rest of the class,” Harriet joked looking around the empty room, “but I’ll be here next week, one hundred percent.”

“Thanks, I appreciate that,” Phoebe replied with a smile. She turned to start putting her mat away, and Harriet caught herself staring, taking in Phoebe’s body. A feminine body but well built, a hint of a more masculine physique from all of the exercise around the shoulders and waist. Phoebe was in great shape. And when Phoebe turned to face her again, Harriet realised with a shock that another wave of arousal was flooding through her.

Not sure quite what to do, Harriet took her leave and headed home to get showered and changed.

Maybe, in hindsight, if she’d gone with it, played out a fantasy of Phoebe in her head while touching herself that same day, Harriet could have nipped it in the bud and got it out of her system.

But for Harriet, her entire self-image was as a heterosexual, recently married woman. She wouldn’t let herself fantasise about Phoebe, or to be more accurate as her mind couldn’t help thinking about her despite what she wanted, she wouldn’t let herself orgasm thinking about Phoebe, so those thoughts, that memory of the arousal, of Phoebe’s body and of her hands touching Harriet and of the scent of her perfume, they lingered, and grew bigger and bigger in Harriet’s mind the more she put them to one side.


Chapter 3


Over the next few months Harriet went to Phoebe’s classes religiously, but as the numbers picked up she never got that one on one experience again, and never experienced that same, sudden shock of arousal as there had been that one time.

Which wasn’t to say, of course, that she wasn’t having those thoughts.

Indeed, completely secretly, she’d been thinking about Phoebe plenty, her crush in full swing. Never explicitly sexual, but she would have images in her head of Phoebe in her Pilates clothes in some of her more athletic poses, and one time when Phoebe was talking about having been to the beach the weekend before she had an image come into her head that just wouldn’t leave of Phoebe sunbathing in a bikini.

But still, she did nothing with it, not even fantasising. She knew she had a massive crush on Phoebe, but she knew that that was all it was and she didn’t want to make it anything more. She’d had crushes before, some she’d acted on, some she hadn’t, but she was almost deliriously happy in her marriage and was going to do nothing to change that.

Until… a few months after that one-on-one lesson with Phoebe, her and Zach had an argument.

Nothing serious in the grand scheme of things, but their first proper argument since getting married and it left her frustrated and annoyed.

She went to her Pilates class as usual, and Phoebe was great as usual, having really grown into running the class. And, as usual, Harriet found herself spending a little longer than she should looking at Phoebe, telling herself it was just part of being a good student and getting the exercises right… it was essential to study the curve of her hip and the way that little dimples formed either side of her mouth when she smiled, she told herself, absolutely crucial.

When she got home later, not due to start her afternoon shift at the hospital for a few hours yet, Zach had gone to work and she had their apartment to herself.

She needed to shower but, like any self-respecting English woman abroad, that could wait until after a cup of tea… and as luck would have it, one of her friends visiting from home recently had managed to slip some proper English tea past the customs controls at Sydney airport so she could have a proper cup of tea for a change.

Mug in hand, Harriet settled down on the sofa and found her mind start to wander, following an all too familiar pattern… Phoebe, thinking about when Phoebe had helped her with her bridge position earlier, the feel of Phoebe’s hand supporting her lower back to get the position right, while her other hand rested on Harriet’s stomach.

Harriet’s mind started to drift, and she imagined that it was a private lesson… imagined Phoebe’s hands lingering as she lowered Harriet down… imagined lying down, looking up at Phoebe, her legs still parted from the bridge, as Phoebe’s hand started to move imperceptibly lower… imagined her little finger slipping ever so slightly under the waistband of Harriet’s yoga leggings, aware of just how easy it would be for Phoebe to go further…

Normally, this was where Harriet would stop, common sense prevailing. But that morning, just for once, she didn’t feel quite so well disposed towards Zach as usual, and she felt particularly well disposed towards Phoebe who’d given her more reassurance than usual in that day’s lesson, presumably picking up that Harriet needed a lift.

So… Harriet set her mug of tea down on the table and she lay back, mirroring the position she’d been imagining and closed her eyes, slipping her own hand down under the waistband of her leggings as she imagined Phoebe going further, slowly reaching down until her fingers slid through her trimmed pubic hair.

As she touched herself, imagining Phoebe touching her, Harriet let out a long, shuddering sigh, the release of a huge amount of pent up sexual tension that she hadn’t even realised was there. Her fingers started to work, while with her other hand she stroked her breast through her clothes and sports bra, touching her hard nipple.

In her fantasy, Phoebe’s fingers started to properly touch her, and Phoebe’s head leaned down, her soft lips meeting Harriet’s and kissing her deeply yet playfully.

Suddenly, from nowhere, a huge orgasm shook through Harriet, taking her by surprise, the incredible hotness of imagining Phoebe touching her and kissing her pushing her over the edge far quicker than she thought possible, this fantasy that she’d forbidden herself from having breaking all her conventions. She was straight, 100% straight, she shouldn’t be fantasising like this, but she couldn’t help it. Harriet cried out in pleasure again and again, noisier than usual, the orgasm overwhelming her, then fell silent, gently stroking herself as she fell down from the heights.

After a few minutes lying there she sat up, feeling embarrassed. She had chores to do before she went to work and she threw herself into them with a vengeance, anything to not have to think about the barrier she’d just crossed in her mind for the very first time. Her tea, her precious limited supply of good tea, lay untouched, cold.

Her focus on her chores lasted all of an hour however, before she needed to take a shower ahead of work. As she stood naked under the cascade of hot water, her mind flashed back to Phoebe, her muscular physique, and Harriet started to imagine what she would look like naked herself, imagining Phoebe in her apartment, stripping off her clothes, coming to join Harriet in the shower, kissing Harriet, touching Harriet, holding Harriet…

Without thinking Harriet’s hand had slid down between her legs again, and using her other hand to support herself against the shower screen she touched herself furiously, her second orgasm of the morning rolling through her in a matter of minutes, as she fantasised about Phoebe going down on her with her soft lips and tongue.

As she got dry a few minutes later, Harriet was in a daze, not really understanding what was happening in her head but knowing, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that she was crushing hugely on Phoebe and that she was far from done yet...

***

Over the next month the seal had well and truly been broken, Harriet fantasising daily about sleeping with Phoebe.

At first she kept it to when she was on her own, but then one night when Zach was going down on her her mind drifted to Phoebe, and she played out a fantasy in her head that it was Phoebe, rather than Zach and, well, that had a very satisfactory outcome. Before long she was imagining that she was with Phoebe even when she was with Zach, a state of affairs that she knew couldn’t persist but was helpless to stop.

As is so often the case though, the crush started to abate. Phoebe went on holiday, breaking the weekly spell a little, and when she came back Harriet had forced herself to stop the fantasising and, mercifully, it didn’t come back. Harriet still stole glances at her, of course, but the fantasy died down.

Over the next couple of years it went in cycles for Harriet. Having never fantasised about women before, she found that she could go for months without fantasising about them now, then suddenly some trigger, often innocuous, and she’d spend the next week touching herself several times daily, imagining, say, the new female medical student at work or the waitress who served them at a restaurant giving her the night of her life.

But always, every single time, after a few days fantasising about a different woman, it came back to Phoebe. In bed with Phoebe. In the shower with Phoebe. In the locker room at the gym with Phoebe. But then, always as well, after a few weeks it died down again and she could put Phoebe out of her mind.

Harriet knew that there was nothing wrong with all of this, that it was perfectly healthy to fantasise and that many women went through phases in their lives where they thought about other women like that. She’d just done that later in life than most, and she was ok with that.

She absolutely knew, though, that she mustn’t act on it, she was too in love with Zach to ever risk that. Curiously, though, she wasn’t tempted to either. There was no point where she ever thought about even trying to make a move on Phoebe, and if Phoebe had tried with her she would have turned Phoebe down, albeit very pleasantly.

After a couple of years she was on a good run, maybe four or five months, of not having thought about women in that way once. Not that that would have been a problem, of course, but she did prefer to be able to fantasise about Zach rather than other people.

But then… there was the party.


Chapter 4
Six months before the date


Six months before Harriet found herself sat in the booth of that Sydney bar, waiting for her date to arrive, her and Zach went to a party to celebrate a friend’s engagement held in a bar that they’d hired out for the purpose.

They were well settled in to married life by then, enjoying the stability that their relationship gave them, getting ahead in their careers… life was good. And… their experiments, Zach’s dream that triggered a whole heap of craziness, that was still a few weeks away.

When Zach and Harriet arrived at the party it was in full swing already, music playing, drinks flowing, maybe a hundred people there with apparently more to come.

As Zach went to get them drinks and Harriet said hello to some friends, she glanced around the room and, with a jolt of recognition, spotted Phoebe on the other side of the room, stood talking to another woman.

Not just a jolt of recognition either… it was the first time that Harriet had seen Phoebe in several months, Phoebe having moved job to another gym, and she found herself slightly zoning out from her friends’ conversation as her massive crush came flooding back.

Phoebe.

Was there.

The realisation that she was seeing the person she’d obsessed about, having thought that she’d never see her again, was slow to come but hit her in a rush.

The crush was back. Big time.

Harriet watched Phoebe for a moment, deep in conversation, remembering the feminine figure with just a hint of something more masculine, the muscles, the shoulders. What she also realised was that while Pilates teacher Phoebe was attractive, party Phoebe with her dark brown hair down and relaxed was outright gorgeous.

Zach came back over with their drinks and looked at Harriet. “You ok?” he asked.

She smiled. “Sorry, I was miles away. Yes, I’m good. You?”

They got into conversation with their friends, though Harriet kept on glancing over at Phoebe.

Maybe an hour later she decided to go and say hello. Massive crush or not, she’d genuinely enjoyed talking to Phoebe during the couple of years she’d been doing Phoebe’s class, and she wanted to chat to her.

Walking over, Phoebe spotted her and, with a broad grin, called, “Harriet! What are you doing here?” She reached out her arms and wrapped Harriet up in a tight hug.

Harriet could tell that she’d been drinking but returned the hug regardless… and she wasn’t oblivious to how it felt, feeling Phoebe’s chest pressed against hers, catching the faint hint of her perfume, and most tantalising of all feeling a loose strand of Phoebe’s hair tickle her cheek.

When they separated Harriet said with a smile, “Friend of the groom. You?”

“Friend of the bride. Wow, I never knew we had friends in common.” She paused and smiled, then said, “Oh goodness, I’m being rude. Harriet, this is Emma, Emma meet Harriet, she used to do one of my classes.”

Harriet turned to Emma and shook her hand. “Nice to meet you. You’re a friend of the bride too?”

Emma laughed. “No… Phoebe’s plus one.” As she said that, Harriet glanced down and saw that Phoebe had taken hold of Emma’s hand.

Blushing slightly, Harriet played it cool. “Brilliant, it’s lovely to meet you. You guys live near here?” Inside, she didn’t have a clue what her emotions were doing other than that they seemed to all be running in different directions.

On the one hand, she was thinking, oh my god, my crush is into women, that’s amazing.

On the other, jealousy. Quite a lot of jealousy, she realised as she thought about how Emma would have got to do with Phoebe the things that Harriet had imagined. Would in all likelihood get to do those things later… maybe had done them already that day. She felt her blush deepen and prayed that the low lighting would hide it.

The conversation flowed freely from there, the chemistry great with both of them in that more social setting. It turned out that Phoebe and Emma had been together for a couple of months, and Phoebe was enjoying her new work, still teaching Pilates but also doing some personal training too.

As the evening went on and the drink flowed, Harriet talked to them both more and more, and she found that Phoebe started to get a bit flirty. Nothing serious, but certainly Phoebe was interacting with Harriet in ways that would have seemed odd with one of her friends, little touches here, holding eye contact longer than necessary there, flicks of her hair, playful comments, all of that sort of thing.

In the end Harriet could tell that Emma was getting a little irritated so she took her leave of them, but not until Phoebe had made her promise that they’d keep in touch, swapping numbers.

“You know Phoebe?” asked one of their friends that Zach had been talking to when she came back over.

“Uhh… sort of, I guess,” replied Harriet. “She was my Pilates teacher for a while.” Then, lowering her voice, she continued, “I didn’t know she was in to women though.”

He laughed. “If it walks on two legs then Phoebe is cool with it.” Seeing Harriet’s quizzical reaction, he quickly clarified, “I don’t mean she’s easy or anything, far from it, it’s just that she’s entirely relaxed about the gender of who she sees. One day a woman, a month later it might be a man. Keeps us on our toes!”

“Ah, ok… I understand,” replied Harriet, before the conversation moved on.

***

At the end of the night, as her and Zach left, he asked, “Who were the two women you were talking to earlier?”

“Phoebe and Emma… Phoebe used to be my Pilates teacher. They were both nice.”

Zach laughed as they walked along. “I think Phoebe might be interested in more than just being your friend…”

Harriet found herself blushing, the thought that her crush might have any interest in her drawing the reaction. “No… I didn’t pick up on those vibes at all.”

“Seriously, she was flirting outrageously with you, I could see from where I was stood.” He then paused and teased, “It looked kind of hot…”

Harriet stopped and punched his arm jokingly. “Stop. You know I’m not into that.”

“I know… but a poor husband can dream…”

If you only knew what I’ve thought about her doing to me, thought Harriet, it would be all of your dreams come true.

The crush was back.

Big time.


Chapter 5


A lot happened in Harriet and Zach’s personal life in the months following that party.

A lot.

They had Harriet’s bull Ben on the scene, and the very idea that Harriet would even have a bull, that she’d find great fun in referring to herself as a hot wife, that Zach would watch while she slept with other men… the Harriet that left that party would, understandably, have refused to believe it.

It was towards the end of their holiday in Bali, just her and Zach, that they had a night where they cut loose, drinking far more than was strictly advisable and the alcohol acted, as it often can, like a kind of truth serum.

The weekend before had got a little crazy… the understatement of the century, Harriet thought. With Ben back at home in Sydney they’d gone out in Bali and got talking to a couple of Americans on holiday, Grant and Tom, and one thing had led to another and, well… Zach had watched willingly while she had had a twenty four hour long threesome with them, trying pretty much everything they could think of.

It has been crazy, absolutely insane, but also incredible… and so by the end of their Bali holiday they were at a crossroads. Harriet was sleeping with Ben back home, they’d had the threesome in Bali, and her and Zach needed to talk… not about whether to experiment further, they both took that as given, but about what they could do, what they wanted to do, and where their boundaries were.

So, over several strong cocktails too many, sat out on a beach as the day turned to a star studded night, they talked, and they opened up in a way they never truly had in their relationship before then.

They talked about having a regular bull, they talked about different forms the whole hotwife and bull experiment could take, they talked about finding different partners and how best to do it, and they talked about no-go areas, although in all honesty there weren’t many… both Harriet and Zach had a mentality of being willing to try almost anything once.

Coming back from the bar with yet another drink and sitting down, Zach said, “You know, you and another woman. Always will be on my list.”

Harriet grinned. “You’ve been talking about that since, what, a week after we first got together. I get it…”

“Yeah, but I mean it. Surely it’s a life experience you’d want to try?”

Harriet said nothing for a moment, but played it cool. “Not if you keep asking about it….”

Zach laughed. “That’s closer to yes than I’ve ever got out of you before!”

She just punched his arm playfully. “You wish…”

“Look, seriously though, Just as I’ve always said, you’ve got a permanent hall pass. Permanent. The only condition is you tell me all about it afterwards.”

Harriet looked at him sceptically. “I don’t buy it… seriously, you’re saying you’d be happy for me to spend a night with a woman and you don’t even get to watch.” She paused. “Bollocks.”

“I’m serious… more than happy, want.”

“Hmmm….”

“You’re thinking about it…” Zach teased.

“I am not!” Harriet protested, but in actuality yes, she was… she wasn’t thinking about Phoebe at that point, she was actually thinking about the nineteen year old waitress at their local coffee shop… but still, yes, she actually was. “Anyway… let’s move on. What else?”

They talked around a few other fantasies they each had, then Harriet got on to a new one.

“So it turns out I quite like threesomes…” she said, laughing. “Who’d have thought?”

“Yeah,” Zach replied, grinning. “And it turns out I quite like watching you liking threesomes.”

“You know what I’d really like though?”

“What?”

“A threesome where you’re taking part.” She paused. “That would be so super-hot.”

“But then there’d only be one other person, and where’s the fun in that?”

Harriet looked at him for a long moment, unable to tell in the dark whether he was joking or not. “Well… I guess when I said threesome I meant more than twosome, if that makes sense?”

“So three, or four, or five, or twenty?”

She laughed. “Three, yes. Four, yes if one is you. Five…” She shrugged. “Could have its possibilities.” She paused. “Twenty… might be challenging.”

“You know I like watching though…”

“So far. We’ll work on that.”

They kept on talking, and then as the hour got late and they got close to calling it a night, Zach mentioned a darker fantasy of his… one he’d kept very tucked away.

“Cheating,” he said quietly. “Specifically you cheating.”

Harriet felt her heart skip a beat… he was dancing around a sobering topic, after all. There'd been a period early in their relationship when they’d split for a few months after he’d moved back to Australia and she’d stayed in England, thinking it was the grown up thing to do… they’d quickly righted that wrong, but naturally during that time they’d both seen other people, not cheating but always a slight asterisk on their relationship. And there'd been another time, a tiny, stupid, drunken wobble when they were long distance not long after, one that Zach could never know about, but that was Harriet's burden to bear and hers alone. Firmly not a topic for that night.

Keeping her voice steady, she said, “Me cheating?”

“Yeah. It’s… weird. But I fantasise about you cheating. I guess an extension of this whole hot wife and cuckold thing we’ve been doing.” He paused and shrugged. “I like you sleeping with other men.”

“But cheating? What, you’d want me to go behind your back? Go on a date with a guy, sleep with him, then tell you?”

“No…” He took a moment to find his words. “No, not like that. Like fantasy cheating, so where I know, where I can see it, but I’m not there. We pretend I’m not there… like role play that you’re cheating, without you actually cheating.”

“I… think I understand,” Harriet replied, though she wasn’t clear. “So it would be, like, I’d go out and meet someone, do whatever, but keep you informed?”

“Yeah, or I’d be watching from a distance… a little like when you first met Ben. Or maybe you’d fool around with someone when I’m not there but send me pictures.” He paused. “You think I’m a freak, don’t you?”

“No…” Harriet replied. “But I think we’d need to work out some parameters. That could go wrong fast.”

“Yeah it could…” He grinned. “Don’t just go off sleeping with some random guy…”

“I’ll try not to…” Harriet teased back.

But she had the kernel of an idea… one that built over the weeks that followed. A surprise for Zach, a big surprise, and one that she knew he’d thoroughly enjoy… but also one involving some set up work.

Time to get planning.


Chapter 6
Two weeks before the date


There were a few parts to Harriet’s plan that she needed to set in motion, but first and foremost was one person… Phoebe.

No Phoebe, no surprise, or at least the surprise would get a hell of a lot harder.

It had taken Harriet a week to build up the courage, wondering how to get in touch with Phoebe. She’d thought about a phone call, but how could that work? Hi, how are you, by the way would you like to pretend to cheat with me and then sleep with me and my husband didn’t feel to Harriet like it had a high chance of success.

In the end, she dug out Phoebe’s email address from one of her old Pilates bookings and sat down to write her a long email.

‘Hi Phoebe,

‘Harriet here, hope you’re ok. It was great seeing you at that party a few months back, and I hope you and Emma are doing well.

‘You might be wondering why I’m emailing you. Well… I have something personal to ask. All I ask is that you read this through, and if you like what I ask then reply. If you don’t then please just delete!’

She then went on to lay out her plan for Zach’s birthday surprise, what it would involve, how she thought it could work, everything. She realised that she was tiptoeing around the main subject, so in the end she simply asked Phoebe outright whether she would be interested in a threesome with her and Zach, but as a complete surprise for him.

When she’d finished, Harriet read and re-read what she’d written before hitting send so that she couldn’t change her mind.

And then started the wait. She hadn’t expected a quick reply, but several days passed and she’d still heard nothing she started to think that she’d misread Phoebe and that she was back to the drawing board.

***

“What’s up?”

Harriet looked up from where she was stood wiping the kitchen surfaces to see Zach walking over with a look of concern.

“What do you mean?” She loved him so much, but sometimes, just sometimes, he irritated the hell out of her… and this was one of those moments.

He stopped and smiled. “Well, you’ve already cleaned the kitchen surfaces twice tonight, and I think if you try to fluff up the cushions on the sofa one more time they might burst, so… usually that all means something’s up.”

Harriet sighed… she loved that he cared so much to notice, she loved everything about him, but this was just one of those moments where she needed space, and short of going out for a mysterious walk on her own her best outlet was tidying their apartment. The trouble was, he knew that that was how she let off stress at home so… it was irritating.

She took a deep breath. “I… there’s a thing but I can’t tell you about it.”

“Sounds mysterious…” Zach said with a grin, and Harriet felt her annoyance start to dissipate… it wasn’t Zach’s fault.

“It’s not. It’s… I’m waiting to hear about something I’m lining up for your birthday and…” She shrugged. “I hate waiting.”

“Ooohh.. sounds exciting,” Zach replied. “Can you tell me what it is?”

“No chance… the fun’s in the surprise. Just keep the night free like I said, ok?”

“Can I guess?”

“No!” Harriet grinned as Zach walked up to her and wrapped his arms around her. “You may not.”

“Spoil sport,” Zach teased, kissing her gently on her forehead. “But, whatever it is we do, it will be perfect. You always pull out all the stops for my birthday.”

If you only knew, Harriet thought…

***

It was four days after sending the email that she finished a shift at the hospital to find a brief reply:

I like your plan, though I’d normally go on a date with someone before doing that. How about I take you out for a drink and we can see where it takes us? Just you, not Zach. Then we can see about the Zach part.

Pxx

PS your luck is in, Emma not on the scene any more

Harriet read it, and then took herself off somewhere quiet to read it and re-read it again. Phoebe was interested, that was for certain, but in what way she was interested wasn’t quite as clear. Go out for a drink and see where it takes us, thought Harriet, that sounds like her main thing is me.

As she thought about the email throughout that day, she realised that more and more she really wanted to meet Phoebe for that drink… and with that came the realisation that while this had started as something to give Zach a birthday treat, maybe there was some benefit around the edges for her here too. But then, if she was really being honest with herself, this was never a pure act of altruism on Harriet’s part… of course there was a benefit for her too.

Harriet fired off a quick reply, agreeing to meet Phoebe for a drink, and then sat back to think. Her crush had just got real.

Very real indeed…


Chapter 7
Date night


Harriet drained her glass of wine and looked at her watch again. Half an hour late and no further messages… she was starting to wonder whether Phoebe might have stood her up. To be honest, she was also starting to feel a little out of place, sat on her own in the busy bar. Already she’d had one guy ask if he could join her, though thankfully when she’d flashed her wedding ring at him he’d gotten the message pretty fast.

And then, by the door, she saw her.

Phoebe.

Her crush.

Looking as gorgeous as she had at that party six months before, her dark brown hair tied back in a ponytail, wearing a casual, white dress that bared her muscular shoulders and stopped near her knees, hugging her figure in between, dangly earrings catching the lights from the bar. She looked really, really good.

Harriet stood and waved, and when Phoebe saw her she grinned broadly, threading her way through the crowd, and then the two of them were sharing a friendly hug in greeting.

They sat down facing each other, and Phoebe said, “I’m so sorry I’m late… I’m not normally like that.” She shrugged and smiled apologetically. “Traffic problems.”

Harriet smiled reassuringly. “Don’t worry about it. I mean, I did wonder if I was being stood up, but…”

“Oh, there was no chance of that.” She paused and grinned. “Believe me, I’ve been looking forward to this.”

Feeling herself blushing, Harriet grinned back. “Would you like a drink?”

“Thought you’d never ask! Whatever you’re having.”

Soon, the two of them had glasses of white wine in front of them and were chatting away. The chemistry between them was as good as it had been at the party a few months before, and, just like at the party as they moved on to a second then a third glass of wine, Phoebe started to flirt quite heavily, something that Harriet reciprocated.

After a visit to the bathrooms, Phoebe had swapped sides of the booth to sit next to Harriet, so they found themselves half turned towards each other, Phoebe’s back to the bar. It felt more intimate than earlier and Harriet started to feel the butterflies in her stomach again, feeling that Phoebe was going to make some sort of move but not quite sure what or, as this was her first date in ten years, quite how this all worked.

“So…” Phoebe said after a lull in the conversation. “This plan of yours for your husband’s birthday.” She paused and looked at Harriet intently, with a slight smile on her lips as she sipped on her wine.

Harriet felt herself blushing, the elephant in the room that they’d been skirting around all evening coming right out into the open. “Uhhh… yes, the plan, it’s… I mean, what do you want to know?” She stammered out.

Phoebe reached out her hand to take Harriet’s, gently entwining their fingers, then looking into Harriet’s eyes with a more intent look on her face. For Harriet this was the first time ever, literally ever, that she’d had this sort of non-platonic contact with another woman, and she felt a tingle as their hands touched. The sensation of Phoebe’s fingers, her crush’s fingers, gently stroking hers was unreal, and Harriet could feel her body responding rapidly.

“Why me?” Phoebe asked.

“Why you?”

“Yes, why me. There are millions of women in this city… why me?”

Harriet took a moment to think, unable though to stop looking into Phoebe’s eyes. She was struggling to think straight with Phoebe continuing to gently stroke her fingers, and in the end realised that honesty was the best policy.

“I… I’m very attracted to you,” Harriet admitted. “I have been for a while. Pretty much since you started teaching me Pilates." She paused, watching for any sign from Phoebe, but her face remained unchanged, the same intent look. "So for the birthday plan, I couldn’t think of anyone better than you. Particularly as I’ve heard that you’re into men and women.” She paused, watching Phoebe’s expression which hadn’t changed. “I’m sorry if that’s awkward, but I wanted to be truthful with you.”

Phoebe smiled to reassure her. “Not awkward at all… kind of hot in fact. I mean, we’re on a date aren’t we? You’re allowed to be attracted to me.” She leaned towards Harriet until she was just a few inches from her, and looking deep into Harriet’s eyes said so quietly that she almost whispered, “Do you want to know a secret?”

Harriet nodded, not trusting herself to speak, her breath catching at how fast this was developing.

Phoebe leaned over, so close that Harriet closed her eyes expecting a kiss, but instead whispered into Harriet’s ear, “I’m very attracted to you too. Very. Have been for a long time.” She paused. “Pretty much since I started teaching you Pilates.”

She leaned back and looked into Harriet’s eyes from close up, then she reached her hand up and slowly pushed a loose strand of hair back from Harriet’s face. Harriet felt her heart rate go through the roof, all of her senses on fire in anticipation of whatever was going on here.

Then Phoebe leaned back again, almost as if she was teasing Harriet. In fact, Harriet thought, that was precisely what she was doing, and it was working a treat. As far as Harriet was concerned, it could just be the two of them, alone at that point, the rest of the bar a thousand miles away.

“Have you ever had a threesome before?” Phoebe asked, smiling again.

“A couple of times,” Harriet admitted. “You?”

“A few times, yes. Did yours include another woman?”

Harriet shook her head. “No… two guys both times. Why?”

Pausing for a second, Phoebe said, “Have you ever slept with another woman?”

“No. Never.”

“Ok. So, if you want to get the most out of you, me and Zach, it’s best that that’s not your first time with a woman.” She paused as Harriet took a deep breath, getting a feel for where this was going. “My first one was, and it was nowhere near as good as the other ones. Nowhere near. So…” Phoebe raised her eyebrows.

“So…?” Harriet replied, smiling tentatively herself.

“So… what would your husband say about you getting some practice in first?” As she said that Phoebe had moved the hand that wasn’t holding Harriet’s hand and had put it on Harriet’s leg, just above the knee, and was very lightly stroking Harriet’s inner thigh through her jeans.

Harriet was in no doubt as to what Phoebe was suggesting, and she wanted it like she’d never wanted anything before. The combination of her long running crush, her fantasies about Phoebe, the realisation that Phoebe was into her as well, and then the stimulation from Phoebe’s hands lightly stroking her, it was almost too much. She wanted her badly.

“We have a… uhhh… arrangement,” Harriet replied, blushing yet again. “It’s… he’s told me that I’ve got a permanent hall pass with another woman. He’s cool with it. We’ve done some experimenting recently and, well, we’ve realised that we both enjoy experimenting outside of our marriage. So, what I meant to say is… he’d be fine with it.”

“Does he know you’re here tonight?” Phoebe asked, moving closer again, and speaking in a quieter voice.

“No.”

“But he’d be ok with it?” Phoebe moved to whisper in Harriet’s ear. “I’m not a marriage wrecker.”

Harriet suppressed a little shiver of pleasure as she felt Phoebe’s breath against her ear and neck. “He told me that it would be ok for me to take an opportunity and tell him after,” she whispered back.

"You promise?" Harriet felt a gentle brush of Phoebe's lips on her ear, barely enough to count as a kiss, but more than enough to push Harriet's arousal even higher. "Because I'm happy to be your first time." Another slight brush of the lips, on her neck this time. "I'm happy to be your second, your third, right up to your hundredth time." Another brush of the lips, a little stronger. "But I won't be your illicit affair, ok?"

"I promise..." Harriet sighed, her senses on fire. “Nothing illicit…”

“Do you need to go home tonight?” Phoebe whispered, now looking into Harriet’s eyes, their faces a few inches apart.

“No… he thinks I’m on an overnight shift,” Harriet whispered back. “I’ve got all night.”

Phoebe moved closer still, until their lips were practically touching. “All night?” She planted a soft, slow, lingering kiss on Harriet’s lips, the first kiss that Harriet had ever had with another woman, then leaned back again after a few seconds. “My place is nearby, a few minutes’ walk. Would you like to come back there for another drink?”

Harriet couldn’t speak, she was so turned on. All she could do was nod her head while she bit her lip, her brain running at a thousand miles an hour as it sunk in that, in all likelihood, she was about to sleep with her massive crush.

Phoebe stood and held out her hand to Harriet, who didn’t need to be asked twice to take her hand and follow Phoebe out of the bar.


Chapter 8


As it turned out, they made it as far as just inside Phoebe’s front door, her key still in the lock, before they found themselves pressed up together, lips and tongues and hands all over each other.

Her first impression of her first, proper, lesbian kiss was that it was softer, more sensual. No less passionate than with a guy, but the passion came through differently, in the time and care taken to enjoy the kiss. Their tongues met again and Harriet realised that Phoebe was as turned on as she was, her hands starting to roam while Harriet moved one hand to hold on to Phoebe's back and the other to loosely grab her ass through her dress, feeling tantalising hints of her muscles beneath.

Phoebe responded by running one of her hands down Harriet's front, brushing over her chest and then moving back up to hold them, gently kneading as Harriet moaned softly into the kiss.

Then, the hand was moving down, and Harriet felt her fiddle with the buckle of Harriet's belt for a few moments, then felt it come undone. Phoebe's hand undid the buttons on Harriet's jeans, and then she felt her hand slip quickly, though not roughly, inside her jeans, inside her underwear as well, touching her where she’d imagined so many times that Phoebe would touch her.

Harriet responded by parting her legs slightly, giving Phoebe room, and Phoebe started to touch her properly, her hand moving up and down inside Harriet's jeans while Phoebe braced herself against the wall with her other arm.

An involuntary moan escaped Harriet's lips as she broke off the kiss and leaned her head back, and then, incredibly quickly, she felt herself starting to peak, a loud, shuddering moan escaping her lips, before Phoebe suddenly stopped.

"Not so fast..." Phoebe teased, smiling naughtily at Harriet who could barely even make eye contact she was so on the edge. "Come with me..." Taking Harriet by the hand, Phoebe led her through the apartment and to the sofa then, sitting down, Phoebe looked up at Harriet and said, "Let's sit down."

Harriet sat down next to Phoebe and in no time they were all over each other again, kissing deeply, tongues touching, hands all over each other. She started to explore with her hands, moving over Phoebe's chest and touching her breasts, marvelling at the soft feel of them, gently squeezing and drawing a gratifying gasp from Phoebe as she did.

She felt Phoebe's hands tug at her top and, breaking the kiss for a moment, let Phoebe pull it over her head and off. "Nice bra," whispered Phoebe with a smile, her flushed cheeks telling Harriet that Phoebe was just as turned on as she was at that point. "But it needs to go..." As Harriet paused, Phoebe reached behind her back to undo the clasp and she let the bra drop away, revealing her chest beneath.

Phoebe looked into Harriet's eyes as she reached both hands down to stroke her breasts, lightly pinching both nipples, causing Harriet to gasp at the sensation, before Phoebe leaned in and started to kiss Harriet's neck then, pushing her back on to the sofa, started to kiss down until she took one of Harriet's nipples between her lips, using her hand to keep touching the other.

Harriet was in sensory overload, so incredibly turned on to have her crush, and a woman no less, touch her so gently and so expertly. She could feel, ever so slowly, the orgasm that she'd nearly had a few minutes earlier start to build again.

After a few minutes Phoebe looked up and said, "Would you like to take off my dress?"

Grinning, Harriet replied, "Try to stop me..." Phoebe sat up and turned her back to Harriet so that she could reach the zip, and once Harriet had undone it she stood up to face Harriet and let the dress fall to reveal the sexiest black lace lingerie that Harriet had ever seen. Tiny, revealing, but not quite so revealing as to give everything away.

"You like?" Phoebe asked, smiling. She gave a spin and Harriet could see that from behind the underwear was barely existent.

"I like," laughed Harriet. "But surely you didn't go out tonight hoping that you'd be showing it to someone?" she teased.

"I wouldn't dream of it!" Phoebe paused then continued, "I think you've got too many clothes on now..." As she said that she dropped to her knees in front of Harriet and, with a suggestive smile, reached up to Harriet's waist and pulled, taking hold of both her jeans and her underwear, slipping them off to leave Harriet naked and exposed.

Harriet looked down and felt so naughty, lying naked on her ex-Pilates teacher's sofa, this vision of sapphic beauty kneeling before her in her sexy lingerie. "Now you're overdressed..." she said to Phoebe, looking into her eyes.

"You're going to have to wrestle these off me I'm afraid," she joked. "But first, I need to turn you into a raging lesbian. At least for me tonight." She paused and planted a kiss on Harriet's inner thigh, then another, and another, each one moving closer to her centre, then looked up at Harriet again. "You want that?"

There was nothing at that moment, literally nothing, that Harriet wanted more. "I want that," she replied quietly as Phoebe resumed the kisses.

"You want what?" Phoebe teased. "You have to say it."

Harriet let out a soft sigh. "Make me gay, make me a lesbian, I don't care. Just please, please do what you're about to do." She paused, then almost as an afterthought, "Please."

But that last please wasn't necessary, as by then Phoebe's tongue had found its way between Harriet's legs, and Harriet had her head back, marvelling at how gentle Phoebe's touch was. She'd received plenty of oral sex in her life, plenty, and Zach was pretty good. Other men had been better, and one man from the party that her and Zach had gone to recently had been great, but no man had ever touched her with their tongue in the way that Phoebe could.

She was gentle, unhurried, patient, and knew not to go straight for the money shot from the word go, taking her time. Harriet had thought that she'd orgasm quickly, certainly she'd been so close before that it would not normally have taken long at all. But she could tell that Phoebe was playing a long, long game, and she appreciated that all the more.

For what must have been at least twenty minutes, Phoebe patiently and expertly pleasured her, building her up slowly and then, when she was close, letting her come back down before building again. Each time Harriet was being lifted to a new plateau of pleasure, so that as time went on she was almost constantly on the verge of her orgasm, feeling gentle waves of pleasure radiate through her body and long ago having lost control over the sighs and moans emanating from her mouth.

Finally, as the peak built again, Phoebe didn't let her come down but kept on going and Harriet felt the waves of pleasure get stronger and stronger until she felt a spasm rock through her whole body, then another, and another. Her back arched and she cried out loudly in pleasure, again and again, as Phoebe's tongue guided her through until it got too much and she felt her thighs clamp around Phoebe's head, and Harriet's hand started to gently, involuntarily push Phoebe's head away, her whole body tensed.

As she lay there recovering, marvelling at an absolutely incredible orgasm, she looked down and stroked Phoebe's hair, while Phoebe looked up at her with an amused smile on her face. From time to time Phoebe kissed her gently between her legs again, drawing a twitch of pleasure, before looking up in to Harriet's eyes.

"So..." said Phoebe after a while. "Do you think you're a raging lesbian yet?"

Harriet let out a quiet chuckle. "Do that to me again a few more times and I might yet be..."

Phoebe laughed. "That's my plan..." She moved up to sit on the sofa next to Harriet and kissed her. "How about that drink I promised? Gin and tonic?"

"This just gets better and better..." replied Harriet with a smile. “Yes please.”


Chapter 9


They sat chatting for a while, drinking their drinks, flirting, touching each other, kissing from time to time, all very easy and comfortable. Harriet knew that this was a bit of a test from Phoebe, one that she needed to pass for the birthday surprise for Zach to happen, but as tests went (and she’d done enough to fill several lifetimes qualifying as a doctor) it was certainly at the more fun end and one she didn’t mind taking in the least.

After a while, Harriet realised that Phoebe was waiting, very patiently, for her to take the next step. As she thought about it, it seemed only fair… Phoebe had done something incredibly pleasurable for her, and the onus was now on Harriet to return the favour or, at the very least, instigate whatever came next.

As they kissed gently yet again, Harriet pulled back slightly and said quietly, “I think it’s your turn for some fun now… can we go into your bedroom?”

“I’d like that,” whispered Phoebe before kissing Harriet again.

“Just one thing…” replied Harriet.

“Sure, anything…” came the whispered reply between kisses.

“I don’t really know what I’m doing,” admitted Harriet. She leaned back and looked into Phoebe’s eyes. “Can you teach me?”

Phoebe grinned. “It would be my pleasure… literally I hope!” She stood up and held out her hand. “This way.”

Harriet followed her through and then, while she waited at the foot of the bed, Phoebe turned her bedside lamps on, casting a soft light across the room. Walking back over to stand opposite Harriet, Phoebe waited expectantly. “To start with, just do whatever you’d want someone to do to you.”

Thinking for a second, Harriet considered exactly what that would be… well, first things first, she thought, I need Phoebe to be as naked as I am. With a little smile, Harriet stepped closer and whispered, “Turn around.”

Smiling back Phoebe did as she was told, standing with her back to Harriet. Harriet took a moment to admire her muscular back, her ass, her legs, and then reached over to push Phoebe’s hair away from her right shoulder. Leaning forwards, Harriet planted a soft kiss on Phoebe’s neck, then another, then another, drawing a gratifying sigh from Phoebe.

As she kept planting kisses, Harriet ran her hands down Phoebe’s body, resting one hand on her hip while the other reached around her front and stroked her breast, touching Phoebe’s nipple through the lace of her bra and bringing an instant reaction as she felt the nipple harden and heard a soft moan.

“Is this ok?” she murmured between kisses.

“More than ok,” replied Phoebe with another sigh.

“Good… because now I’m going to get you as naked as me.” True to her word, Harriet reached for the clasp of Phoebe’s bra and, after a little fumbling, undid it. She pulled the bra off and dropped it to the floor, before turning Phoebe around again and pushing her gently back on to the bed.

Phoebe lay back expectantly, and Harriet climbed on next to her, leaning over to kiss Phoebe on the lips before kissing down to her breasts. Harriet hadn’t been sure what to expect, but was pleasantly surprised at the sensation of taking another woman’s nipple between her lips… obviously she knew what a nipple felt like, but the texture against her tongue felt amazing, and she drew another, longer moan from Phoebe when she gave a soft flick of her tongue.

As she continued to kiss and tease Phoebe’s breasts, Harriet started to slide her hand down over Phoebe’s flat stomach and put her finger tips under the fabric of her waistband. “Can I?” asked Harriet, looking up at Phoebe to see her head thrown back and eyes closed.

Phoebe replied with a simple nod and Harriet slipped her hand down further. She’d imagined this, touching another woman, but hadn’t been sure what it would really be like, and the answer was… well, not too dissimilar to when she touched herself. Everything in slightly different places, the pubic hair trimmed shorter than her own, but it all felt familiar.

What it also felt though was wet, very wet. If she had had any doubt that Phoebe was into her and into all of this, that doubt flew out of the window right there and then. Testing it, Harriet gently ran her finger down the length of Phoebe’s folds and, when she traced over roughly where she expected her clitoris to be, was rewarded with a small tremor running through Phoebe accompanied by a louder moan.

Harriet spent the next few minutes gently touching Phoebe, not wanting to rush things, content to explore with her hand while she moved her head back up to kiss Phoebe on the lips. As the minutes passed the kiss grew more and more frantic, Phoebe’s tongue getting sloppier as her excitement built, and Harriet felt the intoxicating thrill of having another woman responding to her touch.

It was time.

“Can I try going down on you?” asked Harriet. She hadn’t been sure what she’d think about it, the idea of putting her tongue between another woman’s legs so alien to her experience so far, but in the heat of the moment she realised that she wanted to. Really wanted to.

“If you’re sure, then yes please,” replied Phoebe breathlessly.

Harriet smiled at her, then moved down the bed and between Phoebe’s legs. She reached for the underwear and pulled them down, Phoebe lifting her legs to let Harriet pull them off and throw them to one side, then lying back with her legs parted.

She had a moment of hesitation, not quite sure what to do, but then Phoebe said, “Don’t worry, just start with what you think is right and I’ll tell you what to change…”

Harriet flashed a quick smile at Phoebe, then lowered her head and tasted another woman for the first time.

She’d read various descriptions of what it was like, but none was quite right… the taste was fine, the feel of it was fine, it was… fine. And she must have done something right as she could feel Phoebe’s body react to her tongue quickly.

After a few tentative licks, Harriet started a rhythm with her tongue, trying not to go too fast but also not wanting to be too tentative. It seemed to be working, and then Phoebe said, “A little higher, and softer,” followed by a low moan as Harriet corrected and obviously hit the right spot.

She continued for the next few minutes, trying her best to obey Phoebe’s instructions, until Phoebe told her to slide a finger in as well at which point it all happened quickly… Harriet felt Phoebe clench repeatedly around her finger, felt her body tense, saw her back arch, and a long, shuddering series of moans signalled to Harriet that she’d made another woman cum for the first time.

As the orgasm subsided, Harriet gently touched Phoebe with her tongue some more and then slid back up the bed to lie next to her, watching as Phoebe recovered with her eyes half closed.

Finally, Phoebe rolled over, reaching her hand to rest on Harriet’s hip and kissing her, before saying, “You’ve seriously never done that before?”

“No, never.”

“Well, I think you might be a natural…” she replied with a smile. “With some practice you could be amazing.”

Harriet felt herself smile involuntarily at the compliment, unsure if that was Phoebe just being nice or if it was genuinely true, but happy to take it on face value.

“So what happens next?” asked Harriet after a while.

“I guess you leave the money on the side and show yourself out.”

Harriet looked at Phoebe, confused, only to see Phoebe’s face crease into a grin. “You nearly got me there,” Harriet said, grinning back. “Not funny.”

“A little funny,” Phoebe replied. “But seriously, how about…” She kissed Harriet, sliding her hand between Harriet’s leg at the same time. “We fuck…” Harriet let out a quiet gasp as Phoebe’s fingertip brushed over her clitoris. “Until dawn…?”

God, thought Harriet, this is turning into some night.

***

Dawn ended up being a little over ambitious, but only a little… as Harriet reflected afterwards, dawn would have been some effort given that they’d left the bar before ten the evening before. They did, though, spend the next few hours doing exactly as Phoebe had suggested, fucking again and again and again.

Harriet lost count of how many times she came, and of how many times Phoebe came as well… all she knew was that it was a lot, and she had a growing appreciation for what lesbian sex could be that was different to the straight sex she’d had exclusively up to that point.

As time went on the intensity went up and up, both women growing more attuned to each other’s bodies and their little tells, and Harriet realised that the main difference was that with a woman the orgasm wasn’t the end of it, in fact several times each orgasm built on the next.

At some point they’d ended up back in the living room, and Harriet found herself lying back on the sofa with her legs apart and Phoebe’s head between them, her beautiful eyes looking up at Harriet as she expertly pleasured her yet again with her tongue.

Looking down, Harriet was stunned at the sheer eroticism of what she saw… not just Phoebe’s eyes and face, but her tongue, and then looking further Harriet saw Phoebe’s naked, pert breasts hanging down, her muscular back, and her perfect ass with her legs splayed out on each side. This is so fucking hot, thought Harriet, and that gave her an idea.

Reaching her hand down to stroke Phoebe’s hair, she said, “Can I take a picture?”

“A picture?” replied Phoebe, looking up briefly before putting her head back down and resuming with her tongue.

Harriet let out a long, shuddering sigh, then said, “Yes… as part of Zach’s surprise.” She paused. “I mean if you’re keen to do it still?”

Phoebe lifted her head again, replacing her tongue with a finger that gently continued touching Harriet. She smiled and said, “If it means I get to see you again then I’m one thousand percent keen.”

“It definitely means that.” Harriet’s bag was just in reach and she pulled out her phone. “Go back to what you were doing… it feels so good.”

Giving her another smile, Phoebe lowered her head and her tongue started to go to work again. Harriet felt another tremor run through her, knew that yet another orgasm was close, but managed to take a couple of photos from her point of view, capturing Phoebe going down on her in all her glory, before she put the phone down just as the orgasm started to build, rolling over her again, making her cry out once more in pleasure.

And then, as Harriet was growing used to, Phoebe didn’t stop, but gently carried on, walking that fine line between pleasure and not, letting Harriet fall back from that peak but catching her somewhere below it, not letting it fall off completely, so that a few minutes later Harriet peaked again, crying out in pleasure again, as Phoebe touched her like no one had ever touched her before.


Chapter 10


Harriet woke to the dawn light shining in through Phoebe’s curtains, and initially didn’t know where she was. Then it all came flooding back and she smiled to herself. She’d slept with her crush, and then some…

Rolling out of bed and quickly getting dressed in the living room, Harriet saw Phoebe stir at the sound of her coming back into the bedroom. She sat down next to Phoebe. “I need to go soon… I hope you don’t mind?”

Smiling sleepily, Phoebe replied, “Do you have to?” She paused, then joked, “Maybe I won’t let you leave…” Phoebe playfully wrapped her arms and legs tightly around Harriet, leaving Harriet acutely aware of Phoebe’s naked body against her.

Harriet laughed. “Oh no…” she joked. “What do I need to do to escape?”

Phoebe kissed her, then said, “Well I can think of one thing…”

“Oh yes…?” Harriet kissed Phoebe back.

“Yes… one thing.” Phoebe looked Harriet in the eye, pretending to be serious. “If you want me to help with the birthday surprise, you’re going to have to show me that you’re now a pro at going down on a woman. I don’t sleep with amateurs you see…” she teased.

“Well, I guess if that’s the only way that I can get out of here then I can’t really say no, can I?” Harriet replied with a laugh.

“No, I suppose not…” Phoebe rolled on to her back. “Over to you…”

Harriet sat up and smiled, determined to give Phoebe the best she possibly could, wanting to make Phoebe almost desperate to do this again for Zach’s birthday.

“Well,” said Harriet, leaning over and gently pushing a few strands of hair away from Phoebe’s face, “I think it starts like this.” She leaned further to kiss Phoebe passionately, her tongue searching for Phoebe’s and them meeting, a hungry, long kiss. As they kissed, she felt Phoebe’s hand reach for hers, and as their fingers intertwined Harriet pushed it back over Phoebe’s head on to the pillow, holding it there. It felt insanely hot being dressed while Phoebe was naked under her.

Harriet shifted on to all fours and took Phoebe’s other hand, pushing it up over her head too and using one of her hands to hold them both in place while the other started to roam over Phoebe’s chest.

“You like that?” she whispered through the kiss. Phoebe nodded, and Harriet kissed her again before whispering, “Good…” and then starting to kiss lower, starting with her neck and moving down, releasing her hands as she went lower.

As she kissed over Phoebe’s stomach she glanced up to see Phoebe looking down at her, face flushed, lips slightly parted, a picture of arousal.

“You want me to go further?” Harriet asked, half in jest, and Phoebe nodded again.

Kissing lower, Harriet took her time, not going straight down on her but instead kissing around, on both thighs, on her stomach, and using her fingers to stroke and tease her as well.

Then, very slowly, Harriet kissed between her legs, softly, before gently using her tongue. Phoebe let out a gasp as she did, reaching her hand down to rest on Harriet’s head.

Harriet started to build a rhythm, using what she’d learned over the previous night to do what seemed to work best for Phoebe. She could feel when slight tremors ran through her, and tried to judge when she was going too fast and slow it down, and then speed it up again as need be. Phoebe’s hand was a good guide, helping to steer Harriet.

As she felt Phoebe start to peak, Harriet slipped two fingers easily into her, drawing a sudden, shuddering gasp, and started to slide them slowly in and out, finger fucking Phoebe while her tongue kept working away.

The noises coming from Phoebe told Harriet that she was close, but then Harriet slowed right down, just short of making Phoebe cum. Phoebe looked down in confusion, her arousal crystal clear, and whispered between moans, “Don’t stop… please…”

Harriet sat up, taking her hands away, and smiled. Leaning up to kiss Phoebe again, she climbed off the bed and went to the living room to put her shoes on, leaving a confused looking Phoebe on the bed.

“Seriously, please come back,” called Phoebe. “Please, I’m begging you, that was so good…”

Harriet came back and stood at the bedroom door. Smiling, she said, “I want to give you something to look forward to next time… I’m pro level then?”

“Yes, definitely.” Phoebe gave a frustrated sigh, her flushed cheeks saying everything about how turned on she was. She'd not moved, as if trying to will Harriet to finish what she’d started. “But please come back here.”

Harriet blew her a kiss from the door way. “Next time you get the rest…” she replied with a wink, and headed out of the front door for home, leaving an incredibly horny and somewhat confused Phoebe lying naked on the bed, struggling to comprehend what had just happened and how this straight girl had just left her desperate for more.

***

Harriet swung by her hospital on the way home, taking the opportunity to switch back into more normal post-shift clothes and shoes, and generally make it look like she hadn’t just spent the night having unbelievable sex with her Pilates teacher.

She got home just as Zach was heading to work, and he gave her a quick kiss and hug when he saw her. “Good shift?” he asked.

Harriet smiled. “Good thanks. Exhausting but rewarding.”

Zach smiled back. “That’s great, the best kind. Are we still on for lunch later?”

“Sure. Oh, and this Friday… I’ve solved the problem for your birthday surprise. You’ve kept it free?”

“Of course… we’ve got the whole weekend free, particularly with Ben away still.” He paused. “Look, I’ve got to run. I love you.”

“I love you too, have a great day.”

When Zach had left Harriet sat back to think about her night. Yes, technically she probably should have told Zach about what she’d just done, but he would find out for definite on Friday night, and her conscience could live with a few days of delay.

The birthday surprise was coming together.

Her phone pinged with a new message. Opening it she saw it was from Phoebe.

My bed smells of you, everything smells of you. I want you back in my bed. That was naughty what you did when you left, but we’ve got unfinished business. You’d better be ready for Friday… Pxx

Harriet smiled to herself. Everything was shaping up nicely.


Chapter 11


There were a few other moving parts to get worked out ahead of Friday… the hotel was relatively easy, albeit she’d had to reiterate multiple times her very specific request around rooms and table bookings. The receptionist has been more than a little bemused, but when the duty manager had got involved and, through a combination of hints and significant looks, understood first that it all involved a special surprise, but that no, there was nothing that would cause trouble for the hotel, she’d been more than happy to help to facilitate.

With Phoebe on board and the hotel set up, that left one other aspect to arrange, a delicate conversation… well, maybe not delicate but a conversation with a couple that would take Harriet a long way out of her comfort zone. Necessary though, because the help they could give her would make or break the evening.

And that involved catching the ferry across the Harbour.

***

“Hi, it’s Harriet.” She let go of the intercom button.

“Oh, hey… come on up.” A woman’s voice. The door buzzed and Harriet walked in from the warmth of a Sydney lunchtime to the lobby of an upmarket apartment building, the seaside sounds of Manly dropping off suddenly as the door closed behind her.

It was cool, air conditioning cool inside, marble everywhere, and as Harriet waited for the lift to arrive she couldn’t help but laugh to herself… she’d come to Manly to visit Mark and Mandy. An amusing alliteration, a voice from the depths of her mind told her, even though it had been years since she’d studied grammar.

Mark and Mandy… very much outside of her comfort zone. They were the couple that she’d met at the party Zach and her had gone to the weekend before last, the couple with an interesting back story as they were both content creators. Adult content creators, specifically, and they’d made it clear to Harriet that they’d love to collaborate with Harriet and Zach, if they were interested.

Which they weren’t. Or at least that was what Harriet and Zach had been telling each other since.

But… Harriet had lost a bet, a fun bet but a bet nonetheless. She’d slept with Mark at the party while Mandy and Zach watched and, if she was being honest, he was incredible in bed as well as being devastatingly handsome… she’d been attracted to him from the moment she’d seen him with another woman at the party. So the idea of maybe one day repeating that, well, she’d not discount it, and if it just happened that that was done with a camera sat off to one side… she was open to finding out more, put it that way.

The forfeit for losing the bet didn’t help… she’d agreed that she’d speak to a couple of other married women they’d shot content with to hear more about their experiences, and Harriet was a woman of her word so she’d go through with that at some point.

In the short term, though, that wasn’t why she’d come over to Manly. In the short term she wanted to borrow their expertise, and very kindly they’d agreed to help. Harriet was nervous though because she was about to ask them quite a big favour, the last major hurdle to Zach’s birthday surprise.

The door was open as she came out of the lift and Mandy was waiting, looking as tanned and perky as she had when they’d met at the party… she was a similar height to Harriet, around five foot nine, but younger, Harriet reckoned no older than twenty one, and it seemed she’d just got back from the beach if the bikini top and jeans shorts she was wearing were any indicator. Not a bad life, Harriet reckoned, days on the beach, coming back to your beachfront apartment after, create some adult content when you wanted to make some money. Not a lifestyle for Harriet, but who was she to judge.

“Hey,” Mandy said, giving Harriet a friendly hug. “Come on in.”

“Thanks,” Harriet replied. “Oh… wow.” The apartment was amazing, a large open plan living area with floor to ceiling glass looking out over the Pacific down one wall. “This is nice.”

Mandy blushed slightly. “It works for us.” She paused and grinned. “You might recognise it if you’ve watched any of the videos yet?”

It was Harriet’s turn to blush. “Not yet… I will though.” Part of her losing bet, as well as agreeing to speak to a couple of their collaborators, was to take a look at their content, and to that end they’d sent her and Zach a link for free access. Neither of them had quite built up the courage yet, but they would eventually.

Mandy laughed. “Don’t worry… we were giving you the hard sell at the party, we won’t today. Mark’ll be back in a minute, coffee?”

They sat out on the balcony with their coffees, enjoying the warmth of the day. It should have felt weird, massively so… ultimately Mandy had watched Harriet have very energetic sex with her boyfriend not many days ago, and Harriet had watched Zach bring Mandy to her own climax while they did so.

That should have been at least a little awkward.

But it wasn’t, and sat there Harriet realised how much her and Zach’s experimentation had changed how she thought about that whole side of things. Six months ago it would never have been something she’d have thought was even possible, but now… it was entirely normal for her or Zach to be holding a relaxed conversation with someone that the other had slept with, and she realised Mandy was part of the same club… sex was bifurcated from love, very closely linked still, but broadening their sexual horizons was as much as anything an act of deeper love for their partners.

So… it turned out that Harriet and Mandy got on well, really well. Their perspectives on life were well aligned, neither took themselves too seriously, and when Mark arrived he looked surprised to see the two of them chatting away like old friends.

“Harriet, hi,” he said as he walked out on to the balcony and she stood to give him a welcome hug… a momentary flashback running through her head of her naked, kneeling, sucking his large, heavy cock in front of various onlookers, but she quickly forced that to one side.

“Hey, thanks for inviting me over. I hope what I’m asking isn’t too weird?”

Mark laughed, a deep laugh that matched his imposing physique, and Harriet remembered quite why she’d been so drawn to him at the party… he was exactly her type of man, but more, much more. Her stallion, she’d joked to Zach when he’d referred to Mark as her new bull, and that felt about right.

“Weird is good. Do you ladies want another coffee?”

He fetched top-ups then came to join them and they made small talk. Harriet had another realisation as they chatted… these were her people, this was her and Zach’s new tribe. Sexually liberated and open, there was a shared experience that she had with them and, she thought, with the others that she’d met at the party that she didn’t have with others. It was like they’d found a new community.

“So, Harriet,” Mandy said after a while. “Talk us through exactly what you need our help with.”

Harriet set her coffee down and looked from Mark to Mandy, wondering where to start. “I’ve got a birthday surprise planned for Zach this Friday, at a hotel in the city.”

Mark laughed. “Lucky him.”

“Yeah, lucky him. Anyway, you don’t need to know the details but I need to set it up so that he can be in one room and can see what’s happening in another room. From multiple angles.”

Mandy grinned. “Multiple angles… and you’re not inviting us?” she teased. “We like that sort of night out.”

Harriet pursed her lips but couldn’t quite hide her own grin. “Not this time…” Did I just say that, she thought? But then Harriet realised that doing something with the two of them at some point would be good… not filming content, but they were a couple she liked and knew that Zach would too.

Anyway, refocus, she thought. “I was wondering if you could tell me about webcams to buy, how to hook it all up over Bluetooth or whatever so that it links to Zach’s TV, that sort of thing. Basically, use your expertise. I’m ok with technology but if there’s something good you can recommend, even better.” Harriet shrugged. “All advice welcome.”

“What do you think?” Mark asked Mandy who was sat back thinking. It was interesting to see that she was the tech expert, but then of course Harriet had no idea how much of their adult content included Mandy and how much was only Mark, so maybe that was their dynamic.

Mandy looked at Harriet. “Don’t try to stream it directly. Set yourself up an account, like we use, but with just one free subscriber. You can livestream on it with four different cameras, sound, everything, he can watch it on his TV.”

“Isn’t that risky? Could someone else watch it or record it?”

“Not if it’s your account. You can have one subscriber, secure password, do it all yourself… no one else is accessing that. And you can choose to record it while you stream.” She paused and grinned again. “If you want to keep it for posterity…”

Harriet felt herself blush just a little. “Could you show me?”

“Yeah, absolutely. I can show you how the account works in a minute.”

“That’d be great. How about kit? I guess I need my laptop and something to broadcast it in the other room, what about cameras?”

Mark interjected, looking at Mandy. “We don’t need our set up until next week, do we?”

Mandy nodded slowly. “No, we don’t.” She looked at Harriet. “You want to borrow it?”

“Yes…” She hesitated. “I might struggle with pro level kit though.”

“What time do you get the rooms and when do you need to be ready by?”

“3pm check in time, and early evening. Why?”

“I’ll bring it over and set it up,” Mandy replied. “If you’d like that, of course?”

“Seriously?” Harriet was surprised at such a generous offer. “I…” She trailed off, as she’d been about to ask what they wanted in return for their favour and suddenly worried that they’d ask her again about shooting content with them. “What can I do to repay you? That’s very generous.”

Mark smiled. “Nothing. Pay it forward.”

“You sure?”

“Certain. Look, I know we were talking lots at the party about collaborating with you and Zach in the future, but forget about all of that. There’s a nice community built around those parties and we help each other out, no expectation of anything in return.”

Harriet nodded her understanding. “Thanks… that’s really kind.”

Mandy stood up. “Come with me, I’ll show you how to get set up on the site, and I’ll show you the gear.” She paused and grinned. “I feel like Zach is going to be a very lucky birthday boy, whoever you’re going to be in that room with…”


Chapter 12
Friday Night


Zach stood outside the hotel, overnight bag in hand, and checked the message from Harriet for the umpteenth time.

'Go to the hotel I'm going to send you the address for at 8pm, no earlier, no later. Ask at reception for the room in your name. In the room look for an envelope marked READ FIRST and open it. Do not open anything else. Love you so much and hope you enjoy your surprise Hxx'

Well, if nothing else, he thought, she's got my attention... based on what they'd done together in recent months he suspected he knew a broad theme for what was to come, but the specifics were a mystery.

If he was a betting man his best guess was that she was going to surprise him with some evolution of a threesome, maybe him watching her with three or four men. He knew that was a fantasy of hers, and he thought that to watch that would be super-hot. But... something nagged at him about that, specifically the thought that she would have chosen them on her own, not with him, and he wasn't sure how he might feel about that. If Ben was one of them that would help, but he was still away on how work trip and, from the sound of it, having a great time, so that seemed unlikely.

Still, he had to trust in Harriet's judgment. Taking one last look, he crossed the road and walked into the hotel lobby.

Harriet had chosen one of the trendiest, most happening hotels in central Sydney. Dance music was playing from a DJ in the corner, and the various bars and restaurants were busy even though it was only 8pm and the night was just getting started.

Walking up to the reception desk, the receptionist smiled and said, "Good evening, how can I help you?"

"Hi, I hope I'm at the right place," replied Zach, returning her smile. "My wife has booked a room in my name I believe. Here’s the booking confirmation.”

She smiled and said, "Ah yes, your wife checked in earlier. She said to give you the room key and send you up. Room 405." She spent a few moments sorting out the key then, with what Zach thought was maybe an all too knowing smile, although he realised that might be paranoia, she handed it over. "Use the lifts in the corner, 4th floor. Enjoy your evening."

"Thanks, I hope so," replied Zach with another smile.

***

The room was nice, in fact very nice. Modern, not the largest but with a big double bed and a sitting area, with a view out of the large windows of a balcony and then the Sydney Harbour Bridge.

Not bad, he thought, but he was sure that there was more to come.

On the coffee table was a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket, a label tied to it in Harriet's handwriting saying 'Happy Birthday Hxx', and a single glass.

There were also two envelopes, one marked 'READ FIRST' and a second marked 'READ LATER'.

Patience wasn't a virtue for him at that point so he quickly picked up the envelope marked READ FIRST and opened it. An A4 sheet of paper in Harriet's handwriting was inside.

Zach,

Welcome to your birthday surprise. I really hope you like it, but just like everything else we’ve done over the last few months above all else this is about both of our enjoyment. If you ever want it to stop at any point just say, come over and talk to me, and it will be done and you and I can have a great weekend just the two of us.

But, for reasons that will become apparent, if you do come and talk to me then it will be over. We can't pause this and start again, this is several fantasies come true for both of us. Until you talk to me I will pretend not to see you. Hopefully that's clear.

So, for now, all you need to do is go back down to the cocktail bar in the hotel at 8.45. There will be a table in your name, but make sure that you take the seat facing the bar. That is very important.

You will come back to this room later on. Do not open the second envelope until you do, otherwise you will spoil the surprise.

In the meantime, relax, enjoy the champagne, and look forward to your surprise.

I love you so much, Harriet xxx

Well... thought Zach, not too many clues but the overall thrust of the evening was clear. What was interesting, though, was her reference to it being several fantasies come true.

Although, as he poured himself a glass of the very nice champagne and went out on the balcony to enjoy it with the view, it did occur to him that Harriet had omitted to mention whether those fantasies were mainly his or hers...

***

At precisely 8.43 Zach emerged from the lifts, dressed in a smart shirt, trousers and shoes, ready for the cocktail bar. They seemed to have turned up the DJ louder in the interim, and the hotel was getting fuller and fuller with people dressed up for their Friday nights, a lot of party clothes on the men and women milling around. The atmosphere was great, a real buzz in the air.

Walking up to the door of the cocktail bar at 8.45, he said to the man looking after the guest list, "Evening, my wife has apparently booked a table in my name... Zach Roberts?"

"Ah, yes, Mr Roberts. We're expecting you." A big smile for him that again left him wondering what everyone else knew that he didn't. "Please, come this way."

He was shown in to the bar which, inside, was a riot of colour and plants, decorated as if a cross between a five-year-old child and an arts graduate had been given the job. Through some open doors was a courtyard with the DJ music piped through to it and a good crowd dancing already, the same décor apparent outside as in. But, he thought as he was shown to his table off to one side, thankfully out of the way of the bustle but with a great view of the high seats lining the bar, it somehow worked. Presumably this was what paying a lot of money, as had been reputed, to a top designer got you.

Settling in to his chair, he was about to order when the waitress appeared with a cocktail and said, "Your wife has told us your favourites. The bill is all taken care of, but if there's anything else you want just ask."

Zach smiled and took the mojito. "Fantastic, that's great service. Thank you very much."

Then, he took the opportunity to look around the room. It was busy, most tables full, and the seats at the bar mostly full too. Of Harriet there was no sign, though since he’d been told to have a good view of the bar he focused on that area.

A couple of possibilities jumped out to him at once. The first was two men, good looking, well built, the sort that Harriet would go for in a threesome, sat making slightly awkward conversation, a spare seat between them. Zach felt like they were the likeliest candidates… and he liked the idea of that.

But then also, at the other end of the bar, was a group of four men... and if it was Harriet's fantasy well, she'd let slip when they'd been very open with each other after a drink too many on holiday in Bali that she'd be interested in experimenting with more than two men. So that could be a bit of an escalation, and while Harriet had tried to downplay it, Zach knew her well enough to know that inside she really wanted to try it at least once.

Weighing the two up though, the more Zach thought about it the more certain he was that it was the two guys... they looked like her type, and they looked like they were there for something like that. He studied them closer and started to imagine what it would be like, watching Harriet go down on them, watching them fuck her, and he felt himself harden at the prospect… this will be fun, he thought.

He spent the next few minutes with his drink, and then happened to glance over to the door just as Harriet walked in. His jaw dropped a little, as did that of several of the other men in the bar when they saw her. She looked absolutely incredible.

Slim, tanned despite her upbringing in what Zach thought of as the overcast misery of England, beautiful, she was a doctor by profession but even managed to make scrubs look good. That evening her dark blonde hair was tied back from her face but worn down, with the sort of makeup that looks effortless but was probably far from it. And the dress she wore... wow. A black, mini cocktail dress showing most of her legs and hugging her figure, accentuating her chest, leaving just enough to the imagination, with black high heeled boots to match.

She didn't look his way, he knew she wouldn’t with the game she was playing, but walked calmly across the floor to the bar. Zach wondered which way she would go, and as she got there she turned in the direction of the two guys... one of them looked up and said something to her, and she smiled, and Zach knew where this night was going, not unhappily, but then she walked past them and kept going.

Confused, Zach shifted his attention and saw that Harriet had stopped next to another woman, one he hadn't really noticed, and they were greeting each other like long lost friends, a hug, a peck on the cheek, before settling down to catch up.

A woman?

Zach was surprised but, he realised quickly, very far from disappointed. One of his not-so-secret fantasies he'd admitted to her years before was to see Harriet sleep with another woman, or failing that for her to do that and then tell him all about it. He'd even given her a permanent, unlimited hall pass to do that without checking with him first, on the condition that she told him after.

Harriet was sat in the empty seat facing in Zach's direction, so he could watch her talk to the woman, but the woman was harder to see as she was facing away from him.

She was also wearing a dress, longer than Harriet's but still showing off a lot of tanned leg. From what he could see she had a really good figure, slim although broader at the shoulders than Harriet. Probably a similar height, but she had dark brown hair which was tied back in a ponytail. At a guess he'd have said she was mid-twenties, a little younger than Harriet and Zach, but that was very rough... it was impossible to tell from the angle he was at.

Zach was enthralled, watching the two of them. The chemistry between them was unreal. They were deep in conversation quickly, and there were little touches between them, some heavy flirting going on.

At one point, to illustrate a point, Harriet took her companion’s hand and then didn't let go, the two of them sitting holding hands while they drank and looking at no one else but each other for the next few minutes.

It was so hot to watch, Zach was loving every minute. His wife was clearly doing much more than just having a friendly drink with another woman. There was some back story here, but right now he didn't care, just wondering how this was going to develop from here.

The answer came soon enough, after maybe half an hour sat at the bar... there was a lull in the two women's conversation, and then Harriet reached to push a strand of hair away from her companion's face, her companion said something which made Harriet smile shyly, and then they kissed... briefly, but lingering long enough to be more than nothing. And then they had a moment, looking at each other, before Harriet said something, her companion nodded, and they stood up.

Zach sat watching as Harriet's companion turned in his direction, and he realised he'd seen her before. He couldn't quite place it, but he had definitely seen her and Harriet talking at some point. He also realised that she was very attractive, equally as attractive as Harriet although of course he’d never tell her that. The two made for a beautiful pair.

Harriet held out her hand, and the two of them walked towards the courtyard and the outdoor dancefloor. Zach stayed sat down, but was then disturbed by the waitress passing him a note. "Your wife asked us to give this to you," she said with a smile.

Nodding his thanks, Zach opened it and read.

You need to go back up to your room now and open the other letter. Take your drink with you if you want. Oh, and if you want to spend five minutes on your way to the room looking at the dancefloor be my guest, you might like what you see! But not more than five minutes, otherwise you'll miss it. Hxx

This was getting more and more interesting. Miss what?! Zach thanked the waitress who reminded him it had all been paid for, then made his way cautiously with his drink through the doors and outside.

It was a warm evening, and the courtyard was surrounded by tropical plants with the dancefloor in the middle and comfy recliners around the edges. Presumably during the day it served a more mundane purpose for the hotel, but that night it was very much the centre of the party, the dancefloor packed even though it wasn't even 10pm yet.

Looking around, he didn't see Harriet or her companion for a few moments. Then, he saw them, near the middle, dancing together, up close, and certainly not just dancing as friends.

As he watched, Harriet turned her back to her companion, and her companion pushed up right against her, dancing so close that they were touching, and Zach took a deep breath as he saw the companion run her hands over Harriet, not just down her body but over her breasts, lingering for a moment, and then one hand seemed to go further, pushing between Harriet's legs under the short hem of her dress.

They danced like that for a minute or two, then Harriet turned and they kissed on the dancefloor. Not just a little kiss either, a full on, passionate, all-encompassing kiss, bodies pressed against each other, arms around each other, moving to the beat of the music but really just focused on each other.

Zach watched for a few minutes more but then tore himself away, knowing that whatever Harriet had in store he'd be seeing a lot more of that, and knowing that it was in his best interests to do what she'd told him. So, much as he desperately wanted to stay and watch this incredibly hot make out session on the dancefloor between these two beautiful women, he knew that his room was calling him.


Chapter 13


When he got into the room he wasted no time in tearing open the second envelope. Three pieces of paper fell out, another handwritten sheet of A4 and two photos.

He glanced at the photos first and nearly dropped them... they were taken from Harriet's perspective, her body so familiar to Zach that he would recognise it anywhere, but Harriet was naked. And Harriet's companion was also there, also naked, her head between Harriet's legs, clearly going down on Harriet, her companion's naked body clear to see.

Zach sat back down, stunned. He felt a little pang of jealousy, but only briefly. Much more than that, he was stunned that she'd slept with a woman after all these years, having shown very little interest in anything like that before. The photos were incredibly hot, and left Zach in no doubt as to what he'd seen downstairs. Harriet and her companion already knew each other well, very well indeed from the looks of it.

Gathering himself, he turned to the handwritten sheet.

By now you'll have watched me downstairs with another woman, and probably seen the two photos as well. In case you've not remembered, the woman is Phoebe, my old Pilates teacher. She's the woman I was talking to at the engagement party a while back, the one that you teased me afterwards wanted to be more than just friends.

Well, guess what? You were right!

I have a confession to make... I've had a secret crush on her for the last three years. And so finally, when you talked in Bali about your fantasy of me with another woman, and your fantasy of me cheating with someone where you watch from a distance, it all fell into place. I got in contact with her, we met for a drink earlier this week and one thing led to another...

I know we agreed I'd tell you if I slept with another woman, and I am telling you now. I only didn't tell you sooner because it would spoil the birthday treat. I hope you're ok with me pushing our rules slightly, I get the feeling you will be when the night is over!

So... what's next? You need to turn on the TV and go to the HDMI3 channel where you should see some live video that is interesting. It stretched my technical abilities but I think I got it right… Mandy and Mark from the party helped me get it set up but don’t worry, this is private, just for you and me.

And then, it's your birthday and your choice. You can watch for as long as you want. And when you're done watching you can come and join in instead. All you have to do is call me on my mobile and I'll tell you the room number to come to. Everything else is arranged.

Of course, if this is too much just call me and we end it. I'm enjoying it a lot, but I'm only enjoying it because it is something for you and I to do together. Never forget that I love you more than anything, and this only carries on if we both agree to it.

Lots of love and see you soon, H xxx

Wow, thought Zach, sitting back on the bed. Wow wow wow.

He knew, immediately, that he had no problem with what Harriet had done. They'd agreed some boundaries, she'd (mostly) stuck to them, and the fact she'd not told him sooner was only because of the birthday surprise. He was happy with that. And to get to join in when he wanted was the icing on the cake.

Nothing, literally nothing, was going to make him call Harriet just yet. He wanted desperately to see what happened next. Reaching for the remote control to the huge TV on one wall, he selected HDMI3 and was greeted with a screen divided into four sections, each showing a high quality, colour video view of the same hotel suite, a little logo saying ‘LIVE’ at the top. One camera was in a corner, showing a sitting area, another showed a wide view of the whole suite, and two were focused on the bed, one side on and the other at the top corner of the bed.

At least, he assumed they were video as the suite was completely empty at that point of time. Zach sat and waited, figuring that Harriet would appear at some point soon after allowing enough time for Zach to get over the shock of the surprise.


Chapter 14


Ten minutes later though he started to wonder, and was about to get up to stretch his legs when he saw the door to the suite open and Harriet and Phoebe spill in to the room. Spill was the only word really as the two of them were through the door quickly, and then Phoebe had pushed Harriet up against the wall and the two of them were kissing passionately, arms and hands all over each other, one of Harriet's legs raised and wrapped around the back of Phoebe's legs.

Zach realised as well that there was a sound feed, as he'd heard them laughing as they came in and could hear the odd noise as they kissed. Hot didn't begin to describe what Zach thought of all of this. This was incredible, and that was saying a lot given the experiences they’d had, the things he’d watched Harriet do in recent months.

The two women were really going for it, their deep kiss continuing and, Zach saw, their tongues all over each other too. Their hands had stopped grabbing at each other so frantically, only to be replaced by slower, more sensual touching, and Zach realised that they'd moved on from that first, frantic stage to proper foreplay... he shifted in his seat as he realised that he was about to watch his wife get fucked by another woman.

After a few minutes they broke the kiss, and he heard Harriet say, "Sofa?"

Phoebe nodded and they walked over to the corner sofa, for which the camera focused on that part of the suite had a great view. The two of them sat down and were soon locked in their passionate embrace again, slower still but even more erotic as a consequence.

He saw their hands all over each other again, and then watched enthralled as he saw Harriet move her hand over Phoebe's dress along her thigh, before she slipped her hand under the hem of the dress and moved her hand up between Phoebe's legs. Phoebe shifted a little, parting her legs, and he heard her let out a moan as Harriet's hand rested at her centre.

For a few moments Harriet looked to be touching her without a particular rhythm, exploring, but then she started to slide her hand back and forth, slowly, and he saw and heard Phoebe's reaction. For her part Phoebe reached a hand round to take hold of Harriet's ass, barely covered by her short dress, and then he saw Harriet part her legs and heard her whisper something, too quiet to be audible, before Phoebe's hand slid between her legs too.

Nothing, not even watching Harriet's more insane moments with other guys, nothing compared to this for Zach. It was unbelievable. The only thing stopping him from touching himself as he watched was the knowledge that he could join in at some point, and knowing that he wanted to save himself. It was incredible.

Phoebe had lost both of her high heeled shoes by this stage, but Harriet was still in her black knee high boots. The two women were really into it, and he could just about hear them both moaning and gasping as they touched each other, something seemed close. And then he got to watch his wife cum, her orgasm hitting her quickly, seeing her shudder and spasm at Phoebe's touch, and then Phoebe was cumming too, his wife's touch clearly more than enough despite her inexperience with women to push her over the edge as well.

When they'd both stopped, he watched them lie on the sofa cuddled together, laughing and smiling and kissing, hands stroking each other's body. They looked every inch the lesbian couple, desperate to get back to their room, desperate to pleasure each other, but then he thought that was the whole point of this after all.

After a while recovering, they both got up and walked over to the bed. Standing at the foot, Harriet turned around and Phoebe unzipped her dress, letting it drop to the floor and revealing a stunning red set of lingerie beneath.

Phoebe said something quietly and Harriet smiled, turning back round to kiss her, before he saw Harriet's hands reach round to unzip Phoebe's dress, letting that also fall to the ground to reveal her own, also stunning, set of white lingerie.

They looked at each other smiling for a few moments, then Harriet reached out her hand to touch Phoebe's bra, a lingering, slow touch, and he saw Phoebe take a deep breath. They kissed again, and then he heard Phoebe say, "Can I take off your boots?"

Harriet nodded and sat down on the bed, semi-reclined. Phoebe smiled and fell to her knees between Harriet's legs, looking at Harriet while she ran her hands up and down Harriet's legs, and occasionally from what Zach could see brushing between her legs too.

Phoebe lowered her head to kiss Harriet's thighs, then kissed down her inner thigh while she unzipped and removed the boot on first the right leg, then the left leg. When she'd taken both boots off she didn't move though, instead continuing kissing Harriet's thighs. Harriet was looking down at Phoebe while she did this with what, from Zach could tell, was a look of unbridled arousal.

He heard Phoebe say, "Can I?" and saw Harriet nod, biting her lip as she did when she was super turned on, still semi-reclined, propped up on her elbow. Phoebe reached for Harriet's underwear and pulled them down, Harriet lifting her legs to help get them off, then parting her legs wide when she put them down again.

With a little smile, Phoebe's head went between Harriet's legs, and he saw Harriet lean her head back with a long, soft moan, before she looked back down at Phoebe. Whatever Phoebe was doing precisely Zach would never know, but it was clearly good given Harriet's reaction, her breathing rapid, the sound of gasps and moans coming through the audio feed clearly.

But, before Harriet could orgasm, Phoebe stopped and climbed on to the bed, lying down while Harriet moved up to lie down next to her. They start to kiss again, but rather than Phoebe going straight back to between Harriet's legs she was doing everything but, almost teasing Harriet. He could see that Harriet wanted more from the way she was pressing up against Phoebe, but also that Harriet was trying to control herself too.

Harriet's bra came off next, undone expertly by Phoebe, and then Harriet returned the favour so that Phoebe only had her underwear on. The two spent the next ten minutes like that, pressed up against each, limbs wrapped around each other, but Phoebe still not touching Harriet properly even though Harriet's hand quickly went between Phoebe's legs.

Finally, Harriet kissed her way down and pulled off Phoebe's underwear, before going down on Phoebe, her head between Phoebe's legs. For Zach this was one of the hottest moments yet, the sight of his wife, completely naked, going down on another woman, not just kissing or touching her, but performing oral sex on her. He could see that she was doing it right as well based on Phoebe's reaction.

After a few minutes Phoebe reached her hand down and said something quietly, and then Harriet moved back up the bed while Phoebe turned around. My god, thought Zach, they're about to sixty-nine… Phoebe on top, sitting on his wife's face, and Harriet underneath, Phoebe's head between her legs too.

They only stayed like that briefly though before Phoebe leaned up, her arousal clear to see. In fact, thought Zach, she looked very, very close to climaxing from the way that her breathing was rapid and her chest was flushed.

Then he heard her say to Harriet, "What room is Zach in?"

And Harriet replied, "405," before putting her tongue back between Phoebe's legs.

Phoebe reached for the hotel room phone next to the bed, pressed some buttons, and he heard the phone in his room ring.

Leaping up, Zach answered. "Hello?" He'd have loved to say something more sophisticated, more charming, to the woman that he was hopefully about to have a threesome with alongside his wife, as well as the woman that his wife was currently going down on. But hello was all that came to mind.

"Hi, Zach?" came the breathless reply, with just a hint of a moan following it.

"Yes, Phoebe?"

"That's me..." Another more definite moan. "Look, you know what your wife is doing to me right now, right?"

"Yes."

"So I'm really looking forward to you joining us, but can I just have the next hour with her? Please?" Another moan.

"Uhhh... sure, why? I mean this is great but, you know..." He trailed off, not quite sure what to say.

"Your wife is very naughty. Very." Another louder moan. "But you probably know that."

Zach laughed. "I'm starting to wonder... what did she do?"

"She stayed with me the other night, but she teased me in the morning. She didn't let me orgasm. So I want to teach her what that's like. Is that ok?"

"Works for me... it's a great watch."

A laugh from Phoebe and another moan. "I'll bet it is... thank you, we'll make it worth your while. Very worth your while. I'm looking forward to meeting you."

"Me too... send my love to Harriet." Send my love to Harriet, he thought, what a crazy thing to say in this situation!

Phoebe dialled off and he went back to watching the screen. Phoebe had turned around so that she was sat on Harriet's face, looking down into Harriet's eyes while Harriet's arms were wrapped around Phoebe's thighs. Zach could see that Harriet's mouth was working hard, her tongue just visible between Phoebe's legs from time to time.

"You heard that?" said Phoebe with a gasp. Harriet gave a little nod. "Zach's cool with it, we'll call him when I'm done with you." She paused. "He sends his love," she said with a naughty smile. Zach wasn't sure what reaction to expect from Harriet to that, but he saw her right hand give a thumbs up before she dug her fingers back into Phoebe's thigh.

For the next few minutes they really got into it, Phoebe slowly grinding herself back and forth on Harriet's face, helping Harriet from what Zach could see to touch her in just the right way, and then the orgasm rolled through Phoebe, her head thrown back, her moans getting louder, and then he saw her tense up, saw a judder through her whole body, saw her hand clench and unclench, until her moans turned to cries and, Zach fancied, he thought he might have heard them directly from within the hotel rather than just through the screen. Phoebe was not a quiet one, that was for sure.


Chapter 15


When Phoebe climbed off Harriet's face she leaned down to kiss her, and Harriet kissed her back. Zach could see from the way that Harriet tried to move Phoebe's hand back between her legs that she was desperate for her own release, but Phoebe wasn't playing ball.

"You heard what I said to Zach on the phone," Phoebe said, smiling naughtily. "I want you to know what that was like when you left me that morning... you'll enjoy this."

"Can't I just say sorry," Harriet replied, the desperation coming through in her voice. "I'll beg..."

"Don't worry, the build-up will make it much better in the end," Phoebe teased. "I brought some toys with me..." This made Zach sit up and really pay attention.

"Toys? What sort?"

"You'll see..." Phoebe laughed, standing up to go to her bag. She brought it over to the bed, then said, "But you're not allowed to touch yourself, ok? If you do I walk out of here and don't come back. I'm not going to do any kinky stuff like tying you up, that's all overrated anyway, you'll just have to control yourself."

Harriet took a deep breath and nodded. Zach could tell, even through the video, that she was absolutely desperate for her own orgasm. There were certain tells, the way her eyes were wide, her lips parted, the way she had a slightly distant look on her face. Zach realised, also, that Phoebe had gone off script… there was no way that her teaching Harriet a lesson had been part of Harriet’s plan, and he liked it, that sense that Harriet was along for the ride now almost as much as he was. He also realised that Phoebe was someone he was going to get on well with.

Phoebe reached into her bag and pulled out a wand vibrator, pressing a button to turn it on and off again. "You know what this is?" Harriet nodded. "Have you used one before?"

A surprise for Zach when she nodded and said, "Yes, I've got one at home." Really?! thought Zach. Where on earth did she keep it? One for them to talk about another time though.

Smiling, Phoebe said, "Good..." She turned it on again and held it between Harriet's legs, not quite touching her with it. "So you'll know what happens when I do this?" Harriet nodded and then let out a shuddering moan as Phoebe touched it to between her legs, then a tremor ran through her as Phoebe pulled it away. "You liked that?"

Harriet laughed in frustration as she said, "You've got a playful side... yes, I did."

"Excellent. Now I've also got something else," continued Phoebe reaching into her bag again. "You won't have used one of these before." Zach saw Harriet smile slightly as Phoebe pulled out a strap-on with harness from her bag.

"No... I did wonder the other night though."

"I thought it might be too much too soon." Phoebe paused, leaned down to kiss Harriet briefly, then smiled. "You went gay for me the other night, didn't you? The straight woman went gay? There were a few hours there where all you wanted was a woman, right?"

Harriet nodded. "For a few hours, yes,” she admitted with a glance at the camera.

“But I didn't want to turn you completely. Once you've played with this that's a risk because, well.” Phoebe shrugged. “You don't really need a man any more..."

Zach smiled to himself. This was superhot chat between them, but he was supremely confident that Phoebe was really just putting on a show for them both. There was absolutely no danger of Harriet suddenly turning into a raging lesbian, or deciding that he was no longer needed. As a birthday surprise though, this was getting better and better.

"So..." continued Phoebe, "Let's play."

She was true to her word, leaning over again and kissing Harriet, long and slow, and her free hand roaming all over Harriet's naked body, touching her everywhere but between her legs again.

After a few minutes, Phoebe picked up the wand and turned it on, using what was presumably a low setting and running it slowly over Harriet's body. Zach could see how stimulated Harriet was from it, how her body twitched and jerked when it touched any of her favourite erogenous zones, but also how Phoebe was paying close attention, making sure that she didn't go too far at all.

Finally, when Harriet was so obviously desperate that she was holding onto Phoebe tightly, trying positioning herself so that Phoebe's leg was between hers and grinding herself on it, Phoebe stopped.

"How is that feeling?" she asked teasingly, with a smile.

"Like I've learned my lesson," replied Harriet, a hint of desperation in her voice. "Please..."

"Please what?" replied Phoebe pleasantly.

"You're going to make me say it?"

"Yes."

"Please make me," then she dropped her voice to a whisper, "...cum."

Phoebe pretended to think about it for a few moments. "I think... not yet." Harriet pouted but said nothing, and Phoebe continued. "I like you, we're good together. I'm going to take you out for dinner this week, and you're going to stay at my place that night, just you and me." She leaned over and kissed Harriet gently, a kiss that Harriet hungrily returned. "You're going to be gay for me. Ok?"

"I'd need to talk to Zach about that. I can't say yes without talking to him."

"But you'd like to say yes?" Harriet said nothing but just looked helplessly at Phoebe. Zach felt a little pang of jealousy, realising that she wanted to say yes but at the same time grateful that she wouldn't, not without talking to him. He'd be ok with it, that was the point of the hall pass he'd offered, but he really appreciated that she wouldn't just go off and do it without talking to him.

"Well then," continued Phoebe. "You're in a Catch-22 aren't you? You can't speak to Zach until you orgasm, and you can't orgasm until you say yes to being my lesbian lover this week, and to do that you need to talk to Zach." She turned the wand on again and slid it between Harriet's legs, immediately drawing a loud moan of pleasure, Harriet's back arching at the sensation.

Then, she took it away again and whispered loudly, "Just say yes and you can cum..."

Harriet looked at her with outright lust but also a hint of annoyance. "I..." She moaned again as the wand touched her, and then continued, "I can't without... talking to... Zach."

"Your choice," replied Phoebe with a shrug. "You want to try the other toy as well?"

"Uhhh... ok," replied Harriet, who from what Zach could tell was so deep in her repeated near orgasms that she could barely think straight.

Phoebe stood up and slid on the harness, tightening it and getting it in place. Yet again, Zach couldn't believe his luck... he was about to see his wife get fucked by a beautiful woman wearing a strap-on. This was literally fantasy stuff, it was incredible.

"Come with me," said Phoebe, holding out her hand. Harriet took her hand and stood up, unsteady on her feet, and Zach realised just how turned on she was at that point. Phoebe led her over to the corner sofa and Harriet lay down, legs parted. Phoebe lay on top and then, with little pause, slid into Harriet, Harriet letting out a long, shuddering moan as the strap-on entered her. Clearly, thought Zach, lubrication hadn't been a problem the state she was in by then.

He sat there wondering, though, how Phoebe was going to draw this out. The strap-on wasn't overly large, in fact a pretty similar size to Zach, and he knew from their many years together that stimulation by penetration worked well and fast, sometimes too fast, for Harriet.

Phoebe though seemed to be very good at reading Harriet, and she avoided the temptation to simply start thrusting into her. On reflection, Zach realised that this was the advantage that a woman had with another woman, because for a man they would be trying to chase their own orgasm whereas for Phoebe at that point it was all about Harriet's pleasure and delaying it as much as she could.

Instead, Phoebe just lay there, the strap-on inside Harriet, kissing her. Harriet for her part had her arms around Phoebe, holding her back, and her legs were wrapped around Phoebe too, ankles resting on Phoebe's thighs. It was a picture that told Zach everything about Harriet's emotions right then, she was one hundred percent, completely into Phoebe and nothing else, Phoebe at that moment was her whole world.

Zach had seen the same thing happen during both threesomes, when the intensity drew Harriet in, and he didn't mind. In fact surely the whole point, he thought, was that she was completely into it, otherwise how would she get the enjoyment that he liked to see her have?

Harriet had started to roll her hips slightly as the kiss continued and Phoebe let her. Zach could see that maybe, finally, her orgasm was building when Phoebe pushed herself up on her arms and said, "So, dinner and back to my place next week? You'll be gay for me?"

Harriet sighed in frustration. "Not..." interrupted by a long, low, shuddering sigh. "...without asking Zach."

Phoebe smiled. "Your choice..." she replied, pulling out of Harriet and leaving her there on the sofa, naked, legs apart, flushed, breathless while she walked back over to the bed. He saw Harriet's hand drift to between her legs, and so did Phoebe who said, "Remember my promise?"

Frustrated, Harriet pulled her hand away and instead lay there, both arms above her head, seemingly determined not to risk losing Phoebe for the night.

Walking back over, Phoebe had the wand again and said, "Can you roll on to your front for me?"

Harriet did as she was told, lying on her front with her legs parted slightly, resting on her elbows, looking back over her shoulder to watch Phoebe. "What do you want to do?"

Phoebe just smiled, then slipped the wand under Harriet, between her legs, so that it looked like it was resting between her and the cushion of the sofa. Zach heard the buzz of it turning on and saw immediately the reaction from Harriet as her whole body stiffened and another moan came from her lips.

Zach thought that finally that Harriet would cum, but still not yet. As she started to moan louder, Phoebe turned it off and leaned over to say, "Say yes and you can cum. That's all you need to do."

Harriet just shook her head, and Phoebe chuckled to herself, turning the wand on again and causing a shudder to roll through Harriet. "You're sure?"

"I'm sure..." replied Harriet before moaning again. "Zach means more to me than an orgasm..." A pause as a loud moan came from her. "But if I can have both then even better..."

Phoebe laughed. "Let's try a different position..." She sat down on the sofa in the corner, then guided Harriet to straddle her, face to face. Phoebe held the wand between them so that it would stimulate Harriet at the same time.

"You're a good, loyal wife... probably a bit lesbian too now but I like that." She reached for the phone by the sofa and continued, "You want to call him now?"

Harriet nodded in relief and took the phone. Zach heard the phone ring in his room and went to answer it.

"Harriet?" he said, almost too quickly.

"Zach," came the reply, followed by a moan. Looking at the screen he could see that Harriet had started to ride the strap-on at Phoebe's instigation, and from the buzzing sound he could tell that the wand was on again.

"Are you ok?" he asked.

"Very," came the quick reply. "I'm sorry though... this all got a bit out of control. Phoebe’s fault." She moaned louder, a sound that Zach knew meant that an orgasm was very close.

"No need to say sorry, this is amazing."

"Can you turn the TV off then come here now and join us?" she asked, the end of it almost a sigh. "Room 920, there's a card in your bedside drawer."

"Of course... I'll be right there." He paused to turn off the TV. "I love you so much."

"I love you so much too..." which tailed off into another moan, and then she hung up.

Zach grabbed the key card from the drawer and almost ran down the hall to the lifts to go up to the 9th floor.


Chapter 16


The lift took an age to come, and when it did he had to wait for several stops at the floors in between… what the other passengers in the lift thought of his desperate attempts to play it cool he couldn’t begin to imagine.

Finally, as he got out of the lift and reached the end of the corridor, he could hear the orgasm through the door. It was loud. Very loud. And very, very long.

He put the key card to the door and walked in, to see that Harriet had reversed her position and was straddling Phoebe's lap with her back to Phoebe, the wand in Phoebe's hand reaching round to press it between Harriet's legs. Harriet looked at the door as he came in and then another wave of her orgasm hit her, he saw her legs tense, her hands claw at the sofa, her head thrown back.

And the scream of pleasure... it was insane. It was almost primal in where it came from and how loud it was.

And then that wave was through her, and another one hit, and she was screaming in pleasure again, though he could tell that she was getting super-sensitive by then as her hands started to push Phoebe's hand with the wand away.

The orgasm slowed and stopped, and Harriet lay back against Phoebe who looked at Zach over Harriet's shoulder while she kissed Harriet's neck and stroked her sweat soaked hair from her face. Harriet was an absolute picture of sweaty, post-orgasmic bliss, the strap-on still inside her, Zach could see it from how she was sat, and when she opened her eyes she gave Zach an exhausted smile.

"Hey," said Harriet quietly.

"Hey," replied Zach, returning the smile.

"Meet Phoebe," she said, with a little laugh. "She's pretty good in bed."

Zach laughed at that too. "I saw. And heard. I think the whole hotel did... Hi Phoebe."

"Hi," replied Phoebe, breaking off her kisses before resuming again, while Harriet leaned back against her, her eyes closed. A tremor ran through her, some final wave of the orgasm Zach assumed. Zach wasn't quite sure what to do with himself, feeling like he was intruding on a very intimate moment between the two women, so in the end he just stood there slightly awkwardly.

Finally Harriet opened her eyes again and sat up, climbing off Phoebe's lap and standing awkwardly before leaning down. "I want to talk to Zach now," she said to Phoebe. "But that was incredible, thank you so, so much." She kissed Phoebe on the lips, a long, lingering, tender kiss, one that lasted and lasted.

When she stood up she walked over to Zach and kissed him too, the same slow, lingering kiss. Then she looked up into his eyes and said, "Let's talk on the balcony."

Zach waited while Harriet grabbed a hotel dressing gown from the bathroom, giving one to Phoebe too, and then the two of them walked across the room and went outside.

The view was just as good as from Zach's room and the two of them stood for a moment looking out until Harriet turned to face Zach. She smiled, and Zach could see that she was positively glowing, she looked so alive.

"Happy birthday," she said, with a laugh.

"Thank you so, so much," he replied, giving her a big hug. "This is amazing. You went to so much effort."

"Oh, the pleasure was all mine," she teased, before kissing Zach again.

"So I need to ask... you spent the night with her this week?"

"Yes.” Harriet looked sheepish. “I'm sorry I didn't tell you but I wanted to keep it all a surprise."

"It's fine. Was it good the other night?"

He saw Harriet blush and look away momentarily. "Really good," she said quietly.

"You want to do that again next week?" he asked. "She seemed keen."

"Do you want me to?"

"What I want doesn't matter. If you want me to say yes, you're going to have to ask me." Zach said this with a smile, but he was serious. He had no problem with Harriet exploring this side of her more, but she had to ask, it had to be from her.

"I'm sorry, but yes. I really do. It's not like I'm going to fall in love with her or anything, but that's a thing that I want to try and I'd rather try it with her than someone random. Is that ok?"

He hugged her again. "Of course it is, so long as you promise to tell me all about it afterwards. Ok?"

Harriet smiled. "Ok, that's a deal." She paused, then continued, "How about the rest of tonight? You'd like to join us? We can stop and it just be you and me if you'd rather."

Zach laughed. "No way are we kicking Phoebe out right now after what I just saw. If you're ok with it? And if she is?”

"Of course I am, and I know she is too. I love you getting involved… you got a taste for it at the party the other day, right? It would mean so much to me to share her with you, and to share you with her.”

"What are the boundaries?"

"No boundaries, if you're ok with that? Literally anything we want to do in any combination."

"You're sure?"

Harriet nodded. "In fact… I need a break after what just happened. And you and Phoebe should get acquainted." She raised her eyebrows as she said that. "I'll go and take a shower."

Zach smiled. "I guess let's not keep our guest waiting then?"

Harriet smiled. "I guess not... I love you so much."

"I love you so much too."

“Happy birthday…”


Chapter 17


When they walked back in Phoebe had put on the dressing gown and was sat on the bed cross legged and, coincidentally, showing a lot of leg and maybe a bit more, scrolling through her phone. She'd let her dark brown hair down and, Zach realised, was even more stunning in person than at a distance or over a video.

Phoebe looked up as they came in and smiled, a smile that broadened when she looked at Harriet. Wow, thought Zach, there is a real attraction between the two of them, noticing Harriet's shy smile back and how Harriet's cheeks reddened.

"Hey," said Harriet quietly.

"Hey," replied Phoebe. "You ok?"

Harriet held Zach's hand and looked at him. "I'm great... but I need a break after that." Phoebe and Zach both chuckled when she said that. "So I might take a long shower. You two should get to know each other."

She let go of Zach's hand and went over to whisper something in Phoebe's ear, who nodded and said, "Are you sure?"

Harriet nodded and kissed her gently. "Have fun you two." And then she walked into the bathroom and locked the door.

Zach and Phoebe looked at each other for a moment, then Zach said, "So... do you come here often?"

Phoebe burst out laughing and Zach joined her, the tension broken.

"I think we need to get naked, don't we?" said Phoebe a few moments later.

"I guess so," replied Zach, smiling. "Me first?"

"Same time?" replied Phoebe, with a smile.

"Deal..." Zach took off his shoes and socks, then Phoebe climbed off the bed and stood opposite him. God she was hot, thought Zach. Really hot. This was a hell of a birthday present.

She smiled at him, the same sort of smile she'd given Harriet earlier, and started to undo his shirt, button by button, her hands gently resting on his chest while she did. He smiled back, and reached for the cord of the dressing gown, undoing it so that it fell open at the same time as his shirt came off.

There was a moment where they stood looking at each other, then Phoebe leaned forward and kissed him. Just like with Beth and, a little, with Mandy at the party, it felt… different. Good, but different, her lips seemingly softer than Harriet's, and she seemed keener to get her tongue involved. It was a good kiss.

As they kissed, he felt her hands reach down and undo his belt and un-button his jeans, then her hand reached inside, taking hold of his hard cock.

"You enjoyed the show?" she whispered teasingly.

"Loved it," he whispered back.

"So did I," she said, "but getting your wife off just now has left me horny as hell... I'd planned to go down on you when you got here, but I need you in me. That ok?"

Zach smiled. "Very..." He pushed the dressing gown from her shoulders, so that she was naked, and she bent down to pull down his jeans and boxer shorts, leaving him naked too once he'd stepped out of them.

Phoebe turned and climbed onto the bed, then lay back down. "Come here then..." she said.

Zach wasted no time in climbing on to the bed between her legs, positioning his hard cock at her entrance. "You're sure?"

She just answered by putting her hands on his ass and pulling him into her, gasping as he slid in. "Harriet never told me you were so big," she whispered with a smile, half-teasing.

Zach responded by kissing her, slowly sliding into Phoebe but keen not to be too fast, despite being as desperate as they both were. Phoebe kissed him back passionately, her arms around him and legs wrapped around his.

They stayed like that, slowly fucking for a while, both feeling their pleasure build, until Phoebe broke the kiss and said, "On your back."

Rolling over, Zach lay back and Phoebe straddled him, sliding down on to his cock with a low moan. She looked at him intently as she started to grind on him, her hands on his chest while his hands explored her body.

She went quicker than Zach had been, and he could see that her orgasm was building. As she started to get close, her hands took hold of his which had been caressing her breasts, and she interlocked her fingers before leaning forward, pushing his hands above his head and using her bodyweight to hold them in place.

With a wicked smile she leaned down and kissed Zach as her orgasm rolled through her, Zach's earlier judgment that she wasn't quiet confirmed by her loud moans as she climaxed.

Zach lay there under her while she gathered herself, his own orgasm close but not quite there.

Suddenly, he felt a hand on his face, and saw that Harriet was sat next to them on the bed, naked again, smiling. Phoebe lifted back up and grinned at Harriet, who kissed her and then Zach.

"My turn," she said with a smile as Phoebe climbed off, leaving Zach lying there with his hard cock standing up proud. "You want to help me though?" she asked Phoebe.

"Love to," replied Phoebe, kneeling next to Zach and lowering her mouth on to his cock, running her tongue over the tip while her lips enclosed it. Harriet leaned down to kiss Zach while Phoebe went down on him, her hand playing with his chest while she did so.

Zach was in sensory overload, the stimulation of two women more than he'd ever experienced before.

"She's great, isn't she?" asked Harriet, teasingly, between kisses.

Zach smiled then let out an involuntary moan as Phoebe hit the right spot with her tongue. "Hard to argue," he managed to breathe out, but then when Harriet kissed him again he came, hard, the pent up sexual intensity of the whole evening so far released in one go.

Phoebe kept her mouth on his cock as he came, taking his cum in her mouth. She sat back up and tapped Harriet on the shoulder who saw her and laughed. Zach looked bemusedly between them, but when Harriet sat opposite her he watched incredulous as they French kissed, swapping his cum between them.

Or at least they did until they both got a fit of the giggles and sat there looking at each other, then at Zach.

Zach couldn't help but grin too.


Chapter 18


"I figure we're all in need of a little rest right now," Harriet said as the giggles died down. "Before, well, some more. I made sure we had some champagne stocked in the fridge, glass of that then see what happens?"

"Works for me," replied both Phoebe and Zach at the same time, drawing another smile.

They got up off the bed and Harriet went to fetch the bottle and three glasses, all three of them sitting on the corner sofa.

"So," said Zach once they each had a glass in hand and had toasted his birthday. "You've got to tell me how this came about." He looked at Harriet. "I had no idea you were planning this." Then looking between them. "And I had no idea there was this secret crush going on."

"I guess I'd better start," replied Harriet, reclined against Zach's chest but with her legs intertwined with Phoebe's, all of them naked as can be. "You remember where I used to go for Pilates near our old flat..."

Half an hour later Zach was up to speed and impressed. Impressed that Harriet had had this long running crush on her beautiful Pilates teacher and had never let on. Impressed that she'd used the hall pass a few nights before. And above all impressed that she'd planned the night so well.

The two women had taken it in turns to describe their previous night together, what had happened, how it had developed, what they'd done. He knew they were holding some things back, he was sure, but he didn't mind... they told him enough to understand what had happened, and if they needed to keep some of it private that was ok with him. As with the guys they’d experimented with, Zach needed to share in it but not all of it, some of it had to be private and that was fine with him.

Turning to look at Harriet, he said, "And you weren't messing with me when you've told me you'd never been with a woman before? Over all the years you’ve said it?”

"No, never. Not even kissed a woman until Phoebe kissed me the other night."

"Are you two going to go out for dinner together this week? I'm fine with it, I know Harriet wouldn't say yes earlier without me agreeing but it's all ok."

He saw the two women exchange a significant look, one he couldn't read, then Phoebe said, "You're sure?"

"Yep, Harriet you want to?"

Harriet smiled at him. "I do, and I'm very grateful." She paused. "But what about now? I'm feeling energised again." She shifted and sat up, between Phoebe and Zach, looking from one to the other, then leaned over and kissed Zach, while one hand reached for Zach's rapidly hardening cock and the other reached out to stroke Phoebe.

They both responded immediately, Zach kissing her back while Phoebe turned and started to kiss Harriet's neck and shoulder, both her hands starting to touch and caress Harriet's body.

They stayed like that for a long while, unhurried, Harriet turning to kiss Phoebe, then back to Zach, then Phoebe kissing Zach, all while their hands roamed all over each other.

Eventually, Phoebe pushed gently against Harriet so that she laid back, and kissed her way down Harriet's body until she had her head between Harriet's legs, her tongue doing what she seemed to be particularly good at, moving so that her knees were on the floor to get better access.

Zach positioned himself behind Phoebe and, with a nod and an encouraging smile from Harriet, started to touch her, stroking her ass and sliding a finger between her legs.

Phoebe turned her head to look at him, then reached a hand back to hold his now rock hard cock, making it clear with her movements what she wanted as she positioned it at her entrance. In case he was in any doubt she pulled on his ass, and he slid into her doggystyle, feeling her stiffen momentarily and then relax as she got used to him inside her.

He started to thrust slowly into her, keeping it gentle so that Phoebe could still focus on Harriet's pleasure, but he knew he wasn't going to last long. Watching his wife gasp in pleasure as another woman touched her with her tongue while her hands roamed all over Harriet's body was too much... and after just a few minutes, despite all he could do, Zach came hard, into Phoebe from behind.

Zach pulled out and Harriet smiled, while Phoebe turned her head and grinned. "Let's go over to the bed," she said to Harriet, kneeling up and helping Harriet up. "You too," she continued, turning to Zach and kissing him.

They walked over to the bed, and Harriet lay down while Phoebe lay down on top of her, facing each other, their chests pushed up together. Harriet pulled Phoebe down to kiss her, and Zach lay down to one side, stroking both women while they kissed, arms and legs wrapping around each other.

He saw Harriet part her legs, saw Phoebe shift to the side a little, and realised that they were in a scissoring position, their pubic hair pressed up against each other, one leg between the other's. As they kept kissing they both started to grind, almost instinctively, and Zach saw both women moan into their kiss at the sensation.

This continued, slowly, for a few minutes, the kiss getting messier as both women grew aroused, but just as Zach was starting to feel a little spare Phoebe pushed herself up on her arms, getting more leverage to grind into Harriet. As well as a fantastic view, this gave Zach the space to join in, kissing first Harriet and then Phoebe, then back to Harriet.

As his lips met Harriet's for the second time she came, moaning loudly into Zach's mouth, her tongue desperate to connect with his, her arm wrapping around him tightly as the orgasm rolled through her.

Phoebe didn't slow down, keeping on going, chasing her own orgasm, and he felt Harriet continue holding on to him tightly as she rode the wave, until he could tell that she was cumming again, harder this time, louder, just as he heard Phoebe start to cum too.

A strong arm, surprisingly strong, from Phoebe pushed him out of the way and she collapsed down on to Harriet, kissing her in his place while they both orgasmed, kissing her lips, kissing her face, even biting her ear, and Harriet did the same, unable to stop with her lips on Phoebe.

Finally, Phoebe stopped grinding into Harriet and they lay still, Phoebe rolled off to the side, still pressed against each other, their faces inches away from each other, looking into each other's eyes, kissing from time to time.

It was so intimate that Zach resisted the temptation to join in, climbing off the bed and instead taking the opportunity to use the bathroom.


Chapter 19


When he came back, they hadn't moved except that they both had their hands between each other's legs, touching each other gently. Zach could tell that this was going to build again, the sexual chemistry between them insane.

Harriet looked up though, and with a genuine smile said, "Come back and join us..."

Smiling back he did, lying down behind Harriet and kissing her neck, spooning against her, his hand touching her breasts and joining Phoebe's hand between her legs, until Harriet took his hand in hers and slid it between Phoebe's legs instead.

They lay like that for an age, a position that Zach knew from their previous threesomes was one that Harriet loved, simply playing with each other and the different kinds of stimulation.

At one point they swapped, so that Phoebe was in the middle, Harriet briefly going down on her while Phoebe lay on her back, her head turned to kiss Zach and her hand playing with his hard again cock.

And then they swapped again, Zach in the middle, with the two women going down on him at the same time, both kissing and licking his cock, but not for too long, not enough to make him climax again at least.

After a few minutes they all moved around, Harriet and Zach spooning, Harriet's back against Zach's chest, while Phoebe faced her and kissed her.

Harriet turned her head to whisper to Zach, "I need you in me... right now." He wasted little time, moving himself as she parted her legs and sliding into her from behind, hearing her moan softly as his hard cock filled her.

She looked at Phoebe and Zach saw them exchange a smile, then Harriet's hand on Phoebe's ass pulled her upwards until Phoebe got the message and moved up the bed, parting her legs in front of Harriet's face.

Moaning again softly as Zach thrust into her, Harriet moved her head forward and Zach was treated to an up close view of Harriet's tongue, his own wife's tongue, starting to pleasure Phoebe, gently tracing along her folds while Harriet's fingers touched her too.

Phoebe let out a gasp of pleasure at Harriet's touch, and reached with her hands to hold Harriet's head, guiding Harriet as far as Zach could see as to when to go faster and slower.

Zach could feel his orgasm building in this insanely erotic situation, and when Harriet broke off with her tongue to moan loudly as he continued to thrust into her it pushed him over the edge, crying out himself as he came hard into her from behind.

When he pulled out Phoebe quickly responded, rotating in the bed until she was in a side-by-side sixty nine position with Harriet, her tongue and fingers replacing Zach's cock between Harriet's legs.

Zach watched, enthralled, as the two women, so clearly into each other at that moment and no one else, pleasured each other. The little gasps and moans, the tremors running through each of them, those were a sight that Zach would never, ever forget, an amazing birthday present.

As they both started to orgasm, they each responded to the other, pushing each other to higher and higher peaks, until their orgasms rocked through them at the same time, neither woman quiet, both desperately trying to continue pleasuring the other even as their bodies shook uncontrollably at their own pleasure.

When they'd finished, they lay together, still like that, for a while after, stroking and occasionally touching each other, going down on each other again and again briefly, until Phoebe made Harriet orgasm again, gentler this time but no quieter.

Eventually, Harriet rolled over and said to Zach with an exhausted, sweaty smile, "You enjoyed that?" He nodded with a broad smile of his own. "Shall we talk?" she continued.

Phoebe sat up, taking the hint and saying, "I need to use the bathroom, be right back."

Once she'd left, Zach said, "That was so fucking hot. All of it was. Thank you so, so much."

"Quite literally my pleasure," replied Harriet with a laugh.

"Seriously, watching you two was better than anything else we’ve done. You two have insane chemistry."

Harriet blushed. "You think?"

Zach nodded. "Absolutely."

She paused for a moment, then said quietly, "What if... what if this happened again? The three of us?"

He smiled. "I'd like that... of course I would, what man wouldn't? But watching the two of you in particular... wow."

"So sometime soon, like our arrangement with Ben?”

He thought for a moment. “Like a female bull?”

Harriet grinned. “I did some research and I believe the term is a unicorn.”

“A unicorn? To go with you menagerie of bulls and, I seem to remember, a stallion?”

Harriet shrugged. “What can I say? I like animals…”

"Ok, I'd like that. I think you’re very definitely a hotwife now.”

Harriet smiled. "Always have been, we just never realised." She paused, then said, "What about now? This would usually be when you and me get reacquainted. Which I really, really want to do by the way... my whole body is yours to do what you want with."

Zach smiled at the word usually... was there any stronger indicator of how their lives had changed? "This feels different somehow."

"Different? How?"

Zach thought for a few moments. "I think that with guys, it feels like I need to reclaim you as mine... you know, from the other men. I usually kept apart and watched because I got to do things with you on our own and they couldn't, Ben or whoever. Does that make sense?"

Harriet took his hand in hers and smiled reassuringly. "You know you never need to do that, I've always been yours, not theirs. But yes, it does. And when we do this with men... and if you need an idea for my birthday a good number of men is a good place to start... then absolutely, I'll be there to be reclaimed, without a doubt."

Making a not unwelcome mental note that Harriet had just given him a huge steer for her own birthday in a few months' time, Zach brought it back to the present. "Whereas this time I don't feel that, because Phoebe is doing things to you and you to her that you and I don't do. I don't feel that need to reclaim you."

"I understand that. So what next birthday boy?" She smiled as she said it.

"See where the night takes her. Maybe I'd like to spend some time just watching you two though, you've got such incredible chemistry. One request though, I'd love to watch you wearing the strap-on, face to face, making love to her with you on top... that intensity would be super-hot."

"Done... so long as Phoebe is up for that, it sounds amazing."

At that moment Phoebe came out of the bathroom, naked save for her strap-on, the hard plastic cock standing out at a right angle to her body.

Laughing, she said, "Who's next?"

Zach started for a moment, genuinely wondering if him getting pegged by Phoebe was on the cards, then saw Harriet start laughing too.

Harriet put her hand up and said innocently, "Me please!" She looked at Zach. "You'd better lie down, you don't get to sit back and watch just yet..."

Zach did as he'd been told, and soon Harriet's mouth had sunk down over his rapidly hardening cock while her ass was pushed in the air.

As Phoebe positioned herself behind Harriet, smiling devilishly at Zach, he felt Harriet get pushed forward, felt her moan onto his cock, as Phoebe slid into her, Phoebe's hands holding on to Harriet's slim hips and controlling the pace as she started to thrust into her.

Not a bad birthday, thought Zach, as he felt the first hint of another orgasm twitch through him when Harriet started to flutter her tongue, mixed with another soft moan on to his cock as Phoebe continued to fuck her from behind.

An hour later, while he sat to one side and watched Harriet slowly make love to Phoebe with the strap-on, face to face, Phoebe's arms and legs wrapped around her, cumming again and again as his wife thrust gently into her, their lips meeting, their whole universe reduced to the two of them completely into each other and nothing else, he revised his assessment...

This really was a very good birthday indeed.

And, he suspected, a pretty perfect way to broaden his and Harriet’s experimentation… he felt his heart beat a little faster to think of what Phoebe could bring to their dynamic with Ben… an intoxicating thought.


Epilogue
The Following Tuesday


“That’s right, isn’t it Zach? We always work hard and play hard.”

Somehow keeping his cringe inside his head, Zach nodded his agreement. “Yeah, absolutely.” He raised his glass of whisky… probably his least favourite drink. “To successful systems implementations…”

The happy faces of his clients looked back at him as they raised their glasses and joined the toast, but then thankfully the conversation shifted focus down the table, back to Zach’s boss, and he could go back to only pretending to listen.

God, he found these client dinners so very, very dull and pointless… a bunch of middle aged men, let out of the house for the first time in months, drinking on his firm’s expense and not even realising that they’d get billed for it all in a month’s time.

That wasn’t the reason for his impatience though, because tonight was something else as well… tonight was Harriet’s promised date with Phoebe.

He’d set one condition, and one condition alone… that Harriet would keep him updated via the medium of pictures. A good idea in principle, but in reality fairly close to an exquisite torture, not because he minded or resented her being out with Phoebe, quite the opposite in fact, but rather because this was such a long held fantasy of his that he wanted to be able to focus on what she sent, not have to talk to a client who, with all the respect in the world, he couldn’t care less that they’d once nearly played semi-professional sports and felt the need to tell the world about it thirty years later.

His phone pinged and he saw he had two new photos… still relatively tame, but it wasn’t that late yet.

The first was a selfie of Harriet and Phoebe sat on opposite sides of a table in the Spanish restaurant they’d chosen, and it warmed Zach’s heart to see… they were both smiling at the camera, looking excited.

The second was, presumably, from the end of their meal… the two of them stood posing in a long mirror in what looked like the ladies room, pulling a pose.

Accompanying was a brief message: Having a fun night, hope you are too. Love you lots x

Zach smiled and fired off a reply: Love you too… your night looks more fun than mine x

It really did as well, but Zach steeled himself… client entertainment was literally part of his job description, after all.

***

Sometime gone midnight and Zach was buying a round of shots… it turned out that these particular clients wanted to go big, and the rule was that he couldn’t go home until they did. Tomorrow was definitely going to be a work from home day, he thought, make the hangover eat into company time and sleep it off instead of commuting.

His phone pinged again, the first time in a little while, and he glanced at the message on his watch: We went for a drink after, but then this happened xx

The next few minutes were pure torture… he had to take the drinks over to the table, wait while everyone got one, join in with doing the shot, then chat to one of the clients who thought he cared that they used to do lots of shots when they were younger. All he wanted to do was see the pictures, but no way could he do that at the table.

Finally he managed to extract himself and found a corner of the club where he could look at his phone properly. It was a video and it was more than worth the wait… Harriet was holding the phone out to the side, portrait view, and it captured her and Phoebe, in a small park, Phoebe’s back to a tree, Harriet pressed against her, Harriet’s other hand between her legs and Phoebe very clearly in the throes of pleasure.

Fuck, that was insane.

He fired off a quick reply: That looks amazing, hope you’re having a great night x

Before he could put his phone away he saw an incoming video call from Harriet. Careful that no one else could see, he answered to see Harriet, slightly pixelated, lying back against some pillows, her hair messed up and, from the look of it, not much on her top half. She grinned and said something that he couldn’t hear over the music in the club.

Zach held up a finger and scrambled for his earbuds, slipping them in. “Can you hear me?” he asked over the music.

“Yeah, can you hear me?” Harriet asked.

“Just about,” he replied. “So… anything happening with your evening?” He grinned and she grinned back.

“I wanted to show you my view… you want to see it?”

“Love to…”

She fumbled with her phone and the video shifted to the rear camera, and the view was indeed worth sharing… Harriet had even less clothing on her bottom half, but what she lacked in clothing she more than made up for in Phoebe, her head firmly between Harriet’s legs, her tongue just about visible, and her eyes fixed on the camera.

“Say hi, Phoebe.” Harriet said.

Phoebe lifted her head, and Zach couldn’t help noticing her lips glistening with something that he thought probably wasn’t lip balm. “Hey Zach… thank you for the loan of your wife.”

“You’re welcome,” he replied.

Phoebe smiled and lowered her tongue again, focusing back on Harriet, and the camera switched back to Harriet’s face. She was smiling again. “How’s your evening going?”

Zach laughed. “You know how I hate these things.” It was surreal making small talk with his wife in the knowledge that Phoebe was going down on her that very minute, but very cool too.

“Well next time we’ll invite you to join us, deal?”

“Deal.”

“And Zach… thank you. Really thank you. I love you so, so much…”

“…even if she’s technically gay for tonight,” came Phoebe’s voice.

Harriet shrugged. “Even if I’m technically gay for tonight,” she said with a laugh.

“I love you so much too, see you in the morning,” Zach replied and dialled off.

What an insane night… what an insane last few weeks, he thought. He took a deep breath, getting himself back into client entertainment mode after that. One last push then hopefully home to bed.

***

“Morning sleeping beauty.”

Zach woke with a start, tried to sit up then immediately wished that he hadn’t. Good God his head hurt.

He cracked open his eyes to see Harriet sat on the bed next to him, smiling, looking absolutely radiant… looking the complete opposite of how he felt.

“Morning…” he managed to croak. “What time is it?”

“Ten. Shouldn’t you be at work?”

“Screw work. This hangover’s their fault.” He closed his eyes again then opened them slowly… it felt a little better second time around. He managed to smile. “You’re back.”

“I’m back.”

“A good night?”

Harriet nodded. “A very good night.” She tilted her head. “A little tired though.”

“Me too…”

“Let me make you a coffee. You’re staying at home today?” she asked and Zach nodded. “Good… I’ve not got a shift either. And I want to tell you all about last night.”

“I want to hear it too… but maybe after coffee?”

Harriet laughed. “Yeah, after coffee.” She stood up then paused. “You’re not going to be too hungover to reclaim me later, are you?”

“I could never be too hungover for that…”

A few minutes later Harriet came back in carrying two mugs. As Zach sat up in bed and gratefully took one, he said, “Ben’s back this weekend.”

“Yeah…”

“You saw his message? About how he’s not seeing that woman anymore?”

Harriet grinned. “Good… she wasn’t right for him.”

“You never met her!”

She shrugged. “I could just tell…” Harriet paused and Zach couldn’t help laughing at the jealous streak that she’d never admit to. “Maybe we should see if both Phoebe and Ben are free sometime soon?”

Zach looked at her for a long moment, thinking about all of the possibilities. Then he nodded. “The bull and the unicorn… that could be a lot of fun…”


Hanging


Prologue


God this felt good.

Thursday night, a mini-date night, and it was ending exactly like date night with your husband should end…

Harriet shifted her hips and was pleased to see the reaction on Zach’s face, a little gasp escaping his parted lips, his eyes half closed but fixed on Harriet, a smile flashing across his face that she returned with interest.

“This ok?” she asked as she moved her hips again.

“Perfect…” was his breathed reply. “You?”

Harriet gasped herself as they hit just the right spot. “Better than perfect…”

She loved him so, so much. Lying on his back beneath her, his hands on her hips, him inside her… it felt so incredible, even after all their years together. They were lucky, she knew, that even after pretty much ten years it was still just as good as when they’d met as students back at Oxford. No, she corrected herself, not just as good… so much better.

And even though they’d recently experimented with others, whether Phoebe the ‘unicorn’ or Ben the ‘bull’ or the Americans in Bali and that threesome to remember for ever or the exclusive party where they’d embraced the culture and found their new tribe, even with all of them it was still her and Zach above all else… their love had grown infinitely stronger for what they’d been trying, the bond between them unbreakable.

Harriet was into her rhythm now, Zach matching her, and she could feel the spring inside her starting to coil tighter and tighter, something delicious and noisy and amazing bubbling up deep within… she slowed down slightly, wanting to prolong it as long as possible, and Zach matched her, the look in his eyes saying that he understood exactly why she’d slowed.

She leaned down and kissed him, her hair falling loose over him.

“I love you so, so, so much,” she whispered as she kept on grinding on to him.

“I love you more,” Zach whispered back and she kissed him again, harder.

It was perfect.

***

Quite a bit later they lay tangled sweatily together, both content not to move a muscle. They’d opened the bedroom window and the sounds of their Sydney neighbourhood floated up from the street below.

Harriet turned her head lazily to look at Zach. “What you thinking about?”

His hand found hers and their fingers wove together. “Tomorrow,” he said eventually.

She propped herself up on an elbow to look at him properly. “Second thoughts?”

“No.” He shook his head to emphasise. “Quite the opposite. Just wondering whether, I guess, it will be the same as before, or different. It’s been a month.” He looked at her. “How about you?”

“None at all.” She hesitated then decided, as ever, that honesty was the best policy when it came to their experiments… particularly when it came to Ben, her bull, the man they’d got lucky with the first time they tried their hotwife fantasy for real and had kept seeing over the months since. “I’m really excited to see him. I’ve missed him.”

Zach looked at her for a long few moments, and she saw his cheeks redden slightly. “Me too,” he admitted, and Harriet was touched by his honesty. It couldn’t be easy for Zach to admit as a heterosexual man that he was looking forward to seeing a man who, in terms of their relationship, was more ambiguous that the relationship between Harriet and Ben.

She lay back down, looking at the night sky outside, her head resting on his shoulder. “What are you excited about? What have you missed?”

He laughed. “I’ll tell you if you tell me first…”

Harriet laughed too. “That’s fair I suppose.” She took a moment to think. “I’m excited about Ben. About being with him. I like spending time with him, the three of us. I think he adds to the two of us, if that makes sense?”

“It does, yes.”

“And I like sleeping with him. I’ll be honest, I do. We’re very compatible, not as much as you and me but he’s a good second best. And… I absolutely love you watching me and him. That’s the best part, knowing that you’re enjoying seeing me with him and that we’re going to reclaim each other afterwards.” She trailed her fingers across Zach’s chest. “Let’s never ever forget about that part. Now… your turn.”

She looked at him again and saw him grin. “All of what you said.”

“You’re not getting away that easily,” she grinned back. “Tell me, I want to hear you say… what excites you?”

It was Zach’s turn to take a few moments to gather his thoughts. “I love the tension. Watching someone else with you, feeling jealous.” His hand stroked her hair idly. “Feeling really jealous when I can see you’re really enjoying it with a man who is, arguably, like a boyfriend for you. Knowing that he’s a plausible love rival, but then knowing deep down that you’ll come back to me.” He chuckled. “I still can’t believe it after all this time, but I love seeing you so excited to be with someone else. Ben or Phoebe or any of the others.”

“It’s been a crazy few months, hasn’t it?” Harriet replied.

“Yeah, it has. And more, I suspect, to come.”

They lay in comfortable silence for a while. “We should get some sleep, we’ve both got work tomorrow and I think tomorrow night might go late,” Harriet said sleepily.

“No might about it!”

“No, I suppose not…”

Tomorrow would be tomorrow, and they would have a lot of fun with Ben, but tonight was her and Zach and that was special. Truly special.

“Why don’t we turn the light off and see how sleepy we really are?” Harriet teased.

“Now that sounds like a plan…”


Chapter 1


“Up to much this weekend?”

Harriet glanced over at her colleague Sophie, coming back to the present quickly because in all honesty she’d been day dreaming… unsurprisingly it was proving to be hard to concentrate at work that Friday.

“We’ve got a friend coming over,” Harriet replied, sticking to telling the truth without going close to the whole truth. “Guess we’ll just kind of hang out, maybe go out Saturday night.” She shrugged, playing it cool. “Take it easy really.”

Sophie laughed. “Ah, I see, your usual old people stuff,” she teased.

Harriet grinned. Sophie was the newly qualified doctor assigned to shadow Harriet at the hospital, and she had a calm irreverence that would take her far… Harriet had had her fair share of experiences with senior colleagues with God complexes in her career so far herself, and that sort of mentality was necessary to deal with the egos. Either that or become some sort of acolyte to a superstar surgeon, and all sorts of trouble could come from that.

“Exactly. Old people stuff.” Harriet paused to take a sip of her coffee, the two of them sat in their break room taking a few minutes before seeing more patients. “You? Something young and reckless?”

Sophie pursed her lips but then smiled, and Harriet tried to ignore the rather vivid fantasies that she’d had about Sophie in recent weeks… with her blonde hair and elfin features Harriet certainly wouldn’t say no to something happening between them, and she got the distinct feeling sometimes that Sophie was flirting with her a little, just playfully, but if that ever happened it couldn’t be while Sophie was shadowing her, that would be a horrendous abuse of power. Afterwards, not so much.

“Deeply reckless…” Sophie joked. “But seriously, it’s going to be a busy one. Out tonight for the Medical Society ball, then heading out with a few friends tomorrow for lunch that’s bound to go on somewhere until late.” She paused. “Medical Society balls can get crazy, right?”

Harriet shook her head. “Never been. I studied in the UK, remember? Though we had something similar that got pretty rowdy.”

“Last year was… well, let’s say there are some very serious and upright young trainee doctors out there who looked anything but that night!”

Harriet grinned, and they were soon talking about what Sophie was planning to wear and some of the complex relationship politics going on between different medics that they knew in common. Harriet didn’t mind in the slightest… she never minded a bit of gossip.

She found her mind drifting again though, thinking about that night… to say she was looking forward to seeing Ben again was an understatement, both on a personal level and a physical level, and unusually for her she found her mind jumping around. One minute she was thinking about talking to him, enjoying the friendly dynamic between the three of them, the next she was imagining the physical side, both aspects equally exciting.

It was going to be a long day until then.

***

A little later during her lunch break Harriet was checking her phone and saw she’d missed the start of a conversation on the three-way group chat she had with Zach and Ben. As much as possible they tried to keep their communications on that one chat to avoid the risk of jealousy or worse… early on they’d all three realised that the only way for this arrangement to work well was to be completely open with each other. Secrecy would kill this dead. It was one of the best decisions they’d made.

The chat that day was mundane as hell though. Ben saying that he’d landed from Hong Kong, the final leg of what sounded like a month long tour of some of the most exotic destinations around south east Asia as well as some less exciting ones under the pretext of work, Zach and him getting into a bit of banter.

All light hearted, but Harriet had one thought nagging away at her… Ben had finished with the woman he’d been seeing while he was away on his work trip, but what if he’d made the same decision with them? What if tonight wasn’t going to go the way she was hoping?

One way to find out, and at the same time dial up the anticipation a notch. She typed her entry to the chat.

The cricket chat is all well and good. Zach can tell you Ben that I could not care less about how England do in the Ashes.

Cue some friendly banter from both of them aimed her way, because the reality was she quite liked her cricket and Zach well knew that if he didn’t give her banter when Australia were doing well she’d give him grief regardless whenever England were in the ascendancy.

Finally, she’d had enough. She typed her next message.

So Ben, when you come over later you’ll stay over, right?

Not exactly subtle, she thought, but hopefully it would do the trick. Ben, though, seemed to be in a playful mode. His reply came.

That all depends on whether you both play your cards right.

Harriet thought for a moment, then decided to go all-in… she wasn’t in the mood to be patient or subtle.

I’ll be explicit, ok? This hotwife has missed her bull, and needs her bull to do what he’s so… fucking… good at. She can rely on her bull, right?

Zach started playing along with his own message.

Don’t forget me! I’m desperate to watch my hot wife’s bull try to claim her from me. Desperate.

There were a few minutes of no response though Harriet could see that Ben was typing something, and then the reply came.

Your bull hopes you’ve got plenty of rest because we’re going all weekend.

Harriet couldn’t help but grin, drawing a glance from a colleague on the table nearby. “A great joke,” she said, looking down at her phone, and they smiled back. That was unequivocal… the weekend was shaping up nicely.

***

That evening Harriet sat on the tram home an hour later than planned.

Normally not a problem, and like the vast majority of doctors she was more than happy to work some unpaid overtime to make sure her patients were looked after. To Harriet’s mind if you weren’t willing to do that you weren’t fit for the job anyway.

Tonight, though, a bit of a problem, because rather than having time to shower and put on the casual yet hot clothes she had planned before Ben came over it was fifty-fifty whether he’d already be there. She glanced down at her scrubs… not exactly the sexiest clothes she could wear, though she’d been told that she looked good in scrubs more than once before, but hardly the first impression she wanted to give Ben after this time apart.

Oh well, she figured, not a lot I can do.

As the tram made its usual stately progress from stop to stop she found her mind wandering, but not thinking about the night ahead this time… it’s close proximity actually served to push it further from her mind if anything.

Instead, she found herself thinking about, well, this… everything. Her and Zach’s experimenting.

It was crazy. Absolutely insane when you stopped to think about it.

It had only been a few months, yet so much had changed. The old her wouldn’t have remotely considered that she’d sleep with other men, or have a man she fondly called her bull, or have slept with another woman, or done so much of it with Zach, or… everything.

What still surprised her was how good it felt. Not the physical act per se, she could get everything she needed on that front from Zach (although Phoebe did offer a point of difference there). Nor, even, the emotional connection, which again Zach more than satisfied.

It was the experience, the whole thing. It was so good entirely because it involved Zach, and because they both knew that the other was getting something great out of it. She loved, absolutely loved, looking at Zach while she was with someone else and seeing his reaction, usually an intoxicating mix of incredible arousal and desperate jealousy, knowing that he was enjoying those emotions thoroughly.

For her part she was also loving the experience of having someone else focused on her pleasure, and of focusing on theirs, safe in the knowledge that most of the times Zach was in close attendance… it was safe, and that allowed her to focus on the insanely good physical side in a way that she couldn’t have without him being such a keen participant.

It was important, she knew, to always elevate Zach to be the top of the tree, the alpha male, the man who reclaimed her after anyone else had spent time with her. Keep doing that and their relationship would go from strength to strength. Stop and, well, that didn’t feel wise.

She looked up as her tram arrived at her stop.

Her heart raced a little faster, her breath came a little harder. As a physiological response she knew and understood it, but regardless at a human level it was exciting.

She was genuinely excited to see Ben. Really excited.

As she walked the two hundred yards down the street to their apartment building she could feel the anticipation building. This promised to be a crazy weekend.


Chapter 2


Walking out of the lift on her and Zach’s floor, Harriet hesitated for a moment, a memory coming back to her with startling clarity… that first time that Ben had come to their apartment, the first night they’d slept together. Zach had gone ahead and so it was just her and Ben making the walk from the lift to the front door. The chemistry had been insanely good, though with an edge, a nervousness about what was about to happen. Then, outside the door, she’d stopped Ben and kissed him… really kissed him.

It had been electric and they’d been totally busted moments later when Zach opened the door. He’d found it amusing, thankfully, but it was a moment that Harriet treasured… the moment she knew that what they were doing felt right.

Standing outside the front door, alone this time, she heard voices the other side and knew that Ben was there already. Taking a deep breath she put her key to the lock and opened it, and there they were… Zach and Ben, beers in hand, laughing at some joke.

They turned and both smiled and she felt her heart soar. Ben looked the same but a little different, a bit more tanned. Clearly it hadn’t been all work for the month away.

“Hey,” Harriet said, smiling.

“Hey,” Ben replied, meeting her gaze.

She walked over to them, careful to go to Zach first and give him a welcome kiss. “You had a good day?” Zach asked.

“Yeah, thanks, just had a patient at the end who needed a bit more attention. You?”

“Same as ever,” he replied, grinning. She raised her eyebrows, asking for permission to go to Ben, and Zach nodded.

She turned to Ben who’d been watching that moment of domestic normality. “And you, my magnificent bull… you’re back.”

He laughed. “I’m back.”

“Come here.”

Ben took a couple of steps and before she had a moment to think they were in each other’s arms and she was kissing him hard… God, she’d missed the feel of his lips on her lips, his body on her body. It felt really, really good.

She forced herself to break the kiss before it went on too long. “That’s what this hotwife needed…” she teased, glancing first at Ben and then at Zach who was watching enthralled. She stepped back. “I’m going to grab a shower and get changed, you weren’t supposed to see me in my scrubs.”

“You look good in your scrubs though. No need to change for me,” Ben replied, then glanced at Zach. “I’m sure you agree?”

“One hundred percent.”

“That’s very kind of you both,” she said, “but believe me you’ll get a Harriet who’s much more into this if I’ve done it.” She walked over towards the main bedroom then turned. “Enjoy your beers.”

“We will. But Harriet…” She turned back to look at Ben again from the doorway. “Would you wear your scrubs for me some time?”

She felt her cheeks redden. “If you play your cards right…”

***

Fifteen minutes later she came back out, changed into her carefully chosen casual wear of a denim skirt and a white vest top, neither of which could exactly be called conservative but also neither of which were too revealing either. Her hair was still damp from the shower, only towel dried, gathered over one shoulder.

The men were out on their balcony, chatting away, Zach leaning forward in his seat to illustrate a point with hand gestures while Ben was sat back on their outdoor sofa, nodding in agreement. It was nice to see, the two of them clearly got on very well at a personal level which, for Harriet, was what made this whole thing viable as a potentially longer term arrangement.

She opened the fly screen and stepped out on to the balcony. “You fellas look settled in. Another beer?”

Zach stood up. “I’ll get them. You want one?”

“Have we got some wine open?”

“There’s that bottle of white?” Harriet nodded and Zach headed inside.

Which seat to take? Stealing Zach’s seat might be a little more reserved, but then it could make it a bit harder, a bit less organic when they wanted things between her and Ben to heat up later on and, to be honest, she wasn’t in the mood to make it awkward.

“Mind if I sit next to you?” she asked Ben.

He smiled. “I’d like nothing more.” He moved along and she sat down next to him, leaning back against the cushion and resting her feet on their low table.

“Mmmm… this is nice,” she said, closing her eyes momentarily.

“Tough day?”

She turned her head to look at Ben who’d rearranged himself to turn her way, one leg tucked under him, his arm along the back of the chair. Harriet reached her hand out and took a loose hold of his other hand. “Much, much better for seeing you,” she replied with a smile.

He smiled back. “Same here. I’ve missed you guys.”

She gave his hand another squeeze then turned her head back and closed her eyes again. “This must make a change from all the five star hotels you’ve been in the last month.”

Harriet heard Ben chuckle ruefully. “The seniors might have been five star, not so much me though. I stayed in a couple of dumps.”

She turned to look at him again. “They can’t have been that bad, surely?”

“One was! In Manila. It felt genuinely dangerous.”

“Really?” Harriet sat up a little more and mirrored Ben’s posture, half turned to face him, resting her free hand on his knee, not in an overtly sexual way, just their easy familiarity. “Tell me.”

Zach came back out with their drinks and took his own seat again, and Harriet was pleased to see a small smile cross his features when he saw how comfortably they’d settled back with each other.

“Tell you what?” Zach asked.

“A terrible hotel in Manila.”

Zach started laughing and looked at Ben. “Harriet loves a good tale about a hotel disaster.”

“Guilty,” Harriet added, grinning.

“Oh, you’ll love this one then,” Ben replied. “In hindsight, the pair of sixty-something hookers hanging around outside reception should have been a warning…”

He launched into an explanation of what did indeed sound like the hotel from hell, particularly for a business trip… drug deals in the hotel bar, rodent droppings in the bedrooms, food poisoning, the works. It broke whatever ice was still left to be broken very nicely indeed.

The next hour or so passed quickly while the sun set over the city, the three of them catching up on what they’d all been up to in their lives in general, interspersed with eating the dinner that they got delivered after half an hour and topping up their drinks.

Eventually, Ben asked something that Harriet had been building herself up to ask too. “Have you guys been… I guess, have you seen other people while I’ve been away.” He paused as he looked between Harriet and Zach. “Obviously that’s cool, like we’ve discussed before, I just figure we should keep being completely honest with each other.”

“We’ve… had some fun, yes,” Zach replied. “How about you?”

“Oh, I’ve been a very well behaved bull,” Ben laughed. “To be honest not much opportunity anyway, and I was kind of seeing… her. But not now. That ended.” Harriet found it interesting how he didn’t say the name of the woman he’d been seeing before he left, and she got the distinct impression that ending it hadn’t been his idea.

Harriet pouted. “Does that mean I’ve been a naughty hotwife?” she teased.

“That depends on what you guys have been doing… I’m wondering if I’ve been missing out?”

“You want to tell him or should I?” Zach asked Harriet.

“You tell.” Harriet was curious to hear how Zach would describe what they’d done since they last saw Ben, and it didn’t quite feel right to her deeply ingrained English sensibilities to talk completely openly about all they’d got up to.

“This sounds interesting…”

Zach grinned. “We went to a party.”

“And…?”

“It was a very open minded party. You should come to the next one. We, errr, we both had some fun there.” Zach glanced over at Harriet. “Turns out that my hotwife has something of the exhibitionist in her…”

Ben turned to look at Harriet, his eyebrows raised in a question. She felt her cheeks go bright red at the sudden attention but played it cool. “There was one guy who, well, we fooled around in front of quite a few people.”

“Fooled around, like…?” Ben asked. He was curious, she could tell, but with a hint of tightness to his question… just a hint of jealousy maybe?

“Like fooled around all the way. It was an experience.”

“Harriet’s not telling the whole story though,” Zach added, his amusement obvious. “Him and his girlfriend are adult content creators, and Harriet lost a bet so… she has to do something.”

Ben looked between the two of them in surprise. “Not…” He lowered his voice to a whisper. “…not that?”

“No, not that. Zach’s exaggerating!” Harriet took a moment to get her words straight. “They want me to shoot content with them. Adult content. But I wouldn’t go that far on the bet… what I said I’d do is agree to talk to a couple of other women, well wives, to hear their experience of doing it. And they’ve given us a free pass to watch their content. See what we think.”

“So my hotwife wants to be a porn star?” Ben teased, laughing.

Zach joined in. “It seems that way… apparently there’s a lot of interest in the whole hotwife and bull dynamic.”

“Would you make content with them?” Ben asked, looking at Harriet.

She hesitated. “No… but they are nice and they helped me out with another thing, so…”

“That doesn’t sound unequivocal.” He turned to Zach. “Does it?”

Zach shook his head. “I think it fair to say that Harriet is keeping her options open.”

“So that sounds like an eye opening night. I’d love to come along next time,” Ben replied. “Was that it?”

“Oh no,” Zach laughed. “Harriet then managed to fit in a secret lesbian affair…”

“What?!” Ben looked in astonishment between them. “You’re kidding?”

“I’m not…”

Harriet felt like she needed to give her side. “Remember how when we were up in the mountains, I told you how I’ve got a permanent hall pass from Zach for a woman. Well, I played it. With my ex-Pilates teacher Phoebe.”

“Was it… good?” Ben asked hesitantly. “You had a good time?”

“It was.” Harriet looked at Zach. “You enjoyed it too, right?”

Zach nodded and they explained the whole set up for Zach’s birthday, the secret cheating but not cheating fantasy, the hotel, the video feed, and then Zach joining in.

“Wow…” was Ben’s reply when they’d finished. “You guys haven’t taken it easy.” Harriet had a moment of worry that Ben was offended but he grinned. “That is awesome.”

“It’s been pretty cool,” Zach added. “You know what Harriet’s like with her naming everything. Tell Ben what you’ve called your menagerie.”

Harriet grinned. “Well, Ben, you’re my bull, so that name is taken and deservedly so. But Mark, the content creator, well he felt like something a bit different. He’s my stallion.”

“Stallion? That’s… awesome.” Harriet could see Ben thinking about her with her stallion and liking what he saw in that terminology.

“And Phoebe, she’s our unicorn. You know, given the rarity value of a beautiful, available, single woman who’s open to whatever dynamic.”

There was a natural pause in the conversation while Ben’s mind caught up with all of that, and then Ben said, “All this talk of stallions and unicorns, I feel like I’ve got some catching up to do.” His hand squeezed Harriet’s. “What do you reckon?”

Harriet squeezed back. “I reckon I’m done talking. Zach?”

“Oh, I’m done talking. Is tonight going to be me watching?”

“You’re good with that?” Harriet asked Ben, who nodded. “Yeah, let’s do that. We’ve got all weekend, right? So we can mix it up later. But right now,” she focused her attention on Ben, “I need my bull to reclaim me from my stallion and my unicorn.” She paused and flashed a grin at Zach. “And my husband has been getting too cocky by far, so I need you to remind him what my bull can do for me.” She looked back at Ben intently. “Can you do that for me, my magnificent bull?”

He leaned across suddenly and kissed her hard, a kiss that took her briefly by surprise before she returned it. “Nothing I want more,” he whispered. “I’ve been thinking of little else for the last few days.”

A little shiver of excited anticipation ran through Harriet… this was going to be fun.


Chapter 3


Harriet stood and took Ben’s hand, leading back inside.

He followed to start with but once they were through the door he pulled on her hand and she turned, to see him looking hungrily at her… a look that was one hundred percent desire and lust rolled up into one.

Ben stepped closer and kissed her again, his arms on her hips, pulling him against her, and she kissed him back, a passionate, desperate kiss, her arms reaching around him to pull him closer yet. She could feel his excitement pressed up against her and knew that her body was reacting in the same way… Ben did something for her that not many people other than Zach ever did, that was for sure.

“I want you now,” he half whispered, half growled before kissing her again. “Not in a minute, right now.”

Harriet pulled back slightly and the intensity with which he was looking at her made her bite her lip in anticipation… he wasn’t wasting any time.

She nodded slightly, because she wanted him right now too, all her plans for foreplay and taking their time thrown out of the window in the face of his desire for her. She kissed him again and felt his hand move down to the hem of her skirt then slip back up underneath, touching her in a way that wasn’t gentle but was absolutely perfect for the situation.

Harriet gasped at his touch, and then he’d broken the kiss and turned her around, and he was pressed up behind her, his hand still touching her, his other hand inside her vest top, wasting not a minute, his lips on her neck. She glanced over to see Zach settled on one of their bar stools at the kitchen counter, relaxed, beer in hand. He raised his eyebrow slightly in a question and she flashed him a little smile, gave a little nod of the head… yes, this is exactly what I want was what she was telling him and he nodded back. God, it was a thousand times better knowing that Zach was there to watch out for her.

She turned her head and kissed him briefly on the lips before he found her neck again, just right, and she reached her hand back, fumbling with the button and zip on his shorts and then springing him free, taking his hard cock in her hand, starting to play.

He growled, actually growled, into her neck as she copied him, nothing slow, nothing gentle, and then she felt his hands move and he was pushing her down on to the rug, on to her knees, and she put her hands down to support herself even as she felt him hitch up her skirt, felt his cock press up against her and then slide into her hard, making her cry out in a mix of pleasure and surprise… it was such a turn on to know that Ben wanted her so, so much that he couldn’t waste even a moment.

There was nothing gentle, nothing tender about what followed. It was frantic, desperate, animalistic… it was her magnificent bull claiming his hotwife. With one hand on her hip, pulling her onto him, the other tangled in her hair, pulling her head back, he fucked her. Zach was just off to the side and Harriet locked eyes with him as Ben slid into her again and again, feeling a sudden wave of pleasure roll through her and moaning loudly even as Ben increased the pace.

She had a brief moment of flashback to her first night with Ben, when they’d been in the same doggystyle position and she’d faked her climax. There was no danger of needing to do that now… in the months since Harriet had learned to embrace the position, the threesome in Bali flipping a switch that had stayed firmly flipped since then, regardless of who she was with. In fact, it was probably one of her favourite positions now.

“Oh God, my magnificent bull, that’s so fucking good…” she cried out. She knew that both men loved it when she talked like that but also, this time, she meant it. It felt amazing to be so thoroughly claimed, to be this desired that Ben couldn’t even wait to get their clothes off or make it to the bedroom.

He was breathing hard behind her now, his thrusts getting ragged even as each one filled her completely, his grip tightening on her hip, and Harriet knew he must be getting close when suddenly her orgasm hit her hard, her whole body radiating the most exquisite pleasure, her eyes locked on Zach’s and noticing his own obvious excitement as each thrust made her cry out again, and again, and again, and then she felt herself shaking, almost getting to be too much, and she instinctively reached a trembling arm back to push Ben away but stopped herself, but then her other arm couldn’t hold the weight and she fell forward, Ben falling forward with her and then she felt him climax deep inside her, felt what must have been weeks of pent up frustration pour out of him, heard his own moans mix with hers, and then he slowed to a stop, her pinned under him, him still inside her, and his lips were on her neck again and they felt so, so good, and she looked back at Zach whose eyes were bright with his own arousal and she whispered one breathless word…

“Fuck…”

***

A couple of hours later and the three of them had moved to Harriet and Zach’s spare room which had, over the months since their first encounter, become Ben’s home away from home. Save for when they had visitors staying its main purpose nowadays was to give the three of them somewhere to play that didn’t impinge on the sanctity of Harriet and Zach’s usual bedroom… all three of them knew that it was important for Harriet and Zach to have their own space that was only theirs.

The room was perfect for the purpose. A large double bed, a sofa down the wall under the window (bought after one too many jet lagged friends visiting from the UK had woken them up at ungodly hours because they couldn’t sleep and were up and about in the living room), an en-suite bathroom.

Over those months since that first night with Ben the bedside drawers had taken on various implements from the active sex life the three of them now enjoyed together… a blindfold and handcuffs for when they were feeling a little kinkier, a couple of toys, lube, all the paraphernalia to maximise what they got out of their time together. And sometimes it was all three in bed together, more often Harriet and Ben while Zach watched, and everyone now and then reversed, with Ben watching Harriet and Zach. They really had few boundaries by then, other than that they all had to agree to whatever they were doing and that Harriet was the centre of it… there was nothing physical between Zach and Ben.

Harriet had a constant mental note to clear out the bedroom drawers properly next time they had overseas visitors to stay… she wasn’t sure how she’d explain some of the items to, say, her parents next time they visited.

That night, though, visitors were far from their minds.

Her and Ben were on the bed, lying lazily and sweatily against each other, her head resting on Ben’s shoulder… but then having had sex together twice more since that first, desperate passionate time on the living room floor would tend to do that, she reflected, the delicious tenderness between her legs testament to just how thoroughly her magnificent bull had reintroduced himself to their lives. She needed a break for a bit, that was for sure.

Zach was reclined on the sofa, as naked as the two of them, something that had taken him a while to get used to doing when they’d first started with their experimenting but something that he’d grown to embrace… him being naked too got Harriet much more into the mood, knowing that he was as much a part of it as Ben or whoever she was with, and she greatly enjoyed seeing Zach’s own self-evident arousal whenever she was with someone else, and secretly particularly enjoyed it when he started to touch himself, taking that as a sign that his own enjoyment wasn’t an act, it was genuine.

“Tell me,” Ben asked after a few minutes. “How did that compare to your stallion and your unicorn?” He chuckled. “I want to be king of your menagerie.”

“I don’t know,” Harriet murmured contentedly. “What do you think Zach? You probably had the best perspective.”

“Hmmm…” Harriet could see that Zach was only pretending to think. “I don’t know… I mean your stallion made you scream, so…”

“Made you scream?” Ben asked. “Pretty sure I just did that.”

“What do you mean?” Harriet teased. “I was silent. Kept my dignity throughout.”

“Did I imagine those noises?” Ben asked Zach.

Zach laughed. “No, you didn’t. I hate to break it to you Harriet but you weren’t quiet… quite the opposite.”

“Surely not?” she joked. Of course she knew that she’d really let go a couple of times, not because she was putting on an act but because, quite simply, Ben didn’t give her any choice. He’d made her feel very good indeed.

“‘Oh, Zach, watch how my magnificent bull makes me feel’ I believe you shouted at one point,” Zach replied.

“Oh.” Harriet grinned. “How embarrassing.” Not meaning it at all.

“So I’ve bested the stallion,” Ben said. He flexed his muscles and Harriet dissolved into a fit of giggles.

“For now…” she added.

“For now. How about the unicorn?”

Harriet laughed. “Well that’s different… I’m pretty sure there’s things she can do that you can’t. You know, a woman’s just different.”

“And I’m sure there’s things I can do that she can’t.” Ben paused. “Unless she’s actually like one of the hookers outside that Manila hotel… we never quite worked out what they might be hiding under their skirts.”

Harriet grinned and rolled to look at Ben. “I can promise she’s not like that.” She rested her hand on his chest, lightly tracing her fingers over his skin, and was gratified to see a little twitch of his cock… it looked like he might still have some more in him that night, even after that last incredible couple of hours. “I think we can call you guys a draw, but it’s comparing apples with oranges. You both bring something different to the party.”

“A high scoring draw?”

“Yeah, that’ll do. What do you reckon Zach?”

“Sounds about right.”

They lay there contentedly for a while longer, then Harriet sat up and looked down at Ben. “I just remembered something…”

“What?” Ben looked supremely relaxed, his arms folded behind his head now that Harriet wasn’t leaning against him.

“The bar, right before you left for your trip. Or I guess outside the bar. I did something for you…”

“Did you?” Ben was grinning. “I honestly can’t remember.”

“Hmm…” Harriet replied. “The thing is, I’ve got photo evidence.” She reached for her phone from next to the bed and picked it up. After a few moments scrolling she found the video and hit play.

Zach was laughing, because the two of them had watched that video together quite a few times and they both enjoyed it… a video of Harriet on her knees in an alleyway, her lips wrapped around Ben’s hard cock, giving him his going away present while both Zach and the woman Ben had been seeing were waiting separately inside the bar.

The sounds filled the room, the volume turned right up… obscene noises of Harriet’s saliva spilling around her lips as she sucked cock for all she was worth, mixed with Ben’s heavy breathing. Certainly for Harriet going back into the bar a few minutes later with the taste of Ben still on her tongue had been an experience to remember.

“Oh, that,” Ben replied, his cheeks a little flushed. Harriet noticed that his cock had hardened again… he definitely remembered, no doubt there.

“Oh that indeed. So… you owe me.” She paused. “I’m going to go and lie back between Zach’s legs over there, and you’re going to kneel on the floor in front of me, and you’re going to give me what I gave you. And Zach,” she added, looking over at her husband. “You’re going to hold me, and touch me, and kiss me, and when Ben has finished I will do whatever you want to do to reclaim me, while Ben sits like a good bull who’s done his duty and watches, safe back in his field behind his gate. Any objections?”

Both men simply smiled, and Harriet got up and walked over to Zach. “May I?” she joked, gesturing at where he was sitting.

“Be my guest,” he replied, wrapping his arms around Harriet as she leaned back against him, the familiar feel of his lips on her hair, the familiar smell, everything familiar.

Ben stood up and walked over to them, kneeling down. “You can be very bossy when you want to be, can’t you?”

“Oh, you’ve not seen the half of it!” Zach replied earning a little slap on his hand from Harriet.

“Just for that, I’m going to set you both a challenge. Make me feel as good as Phoebe does…” She paused then let out a soft gasp as Ben leaned down, his tongue finding exactly the perfect place between her legs. “Good start,” she breathed, loving the sensation of Zach’s hand playing with her nipple while Ben’s tongue did its thing. “But I feel like you can do better…”

It turned out they could.


Chapter 4


Harriet woke to the sound of laughter drifting through the open bedroom door from the kitchen. She was alone in bed… in the spare bed. Feeling with her hands the bed was still warm on both sides of her so Zach and Ben can’t have been gone for more than a few minutes.

She stretched… a satisfied, contented stretch, warm in bed after a week at work with the sun streaming through the curtains and a patch of blue sky visible through a gap, comfortable in the knowledge that it was the start of the weekend and that her bull was back in her life.

It didn’t get much better, certainly if the night before was anything to go by. The sex with Ben had been spectacular, but Zach reclaiming her in front of Ben had been even better before she’d gone to sleep with her two favourite men naked on either side of her. She felt incredibly lucky, and on reflection she realised that she probably was.

“Ah, there she is.” Ben came into the room carrying a much needed mug of tea. “Sleep well?” He handed it to her as she sat back up against the headboard, sheet pulled over her chest… she wasn’t sure why, but it was instinct to preserve a little bit of modesty, even after the night before, and Ben was wearing his boxers by now after all.

“Very well thanks, you?” She took a sip of her tea… you could move the Englishwoman to Australia, but she’d never stop drinking tea in the mornings when she could.

“Like a log. Somebody must have tired me out or something…” He grinned and she grinned back.

Zach came through the door carrying a bowl with her usual Saturday morning breakfast of yoghurt and berries, wearing a pair of pyjama bottoms. “We figured you deserved an easy start to your day,” he said, sitting down on the bed next to her.

“Thank you both… couldn’t be more perfect.” She took another sip of the tea, revelling in how gloriously relaxed it all felt. “What’s going on later? You still going to Parkfest later?” Parkfest was, as the name suggested, a mini-festival in one of the parks bordering the harbour, focused on kids during the day but pivoting to adults as it got dark… good food, good drink, good music. Perfect for a beautiful day like that Saturday was shaping up to be.

Ben nodded. “You’re both going too, right?”

“Yep, we’ll be there late afternoon I reckon,” Zach replied. “I guess we play it as friends, seeing as you mentioned you’d be there with your mates.”

Ben laughed. “I think so? My mates know I’ve got something a little unorthodox going on but I reckon we spare them the details for now.” He shrugged. "They'll work it out anyway."

Harriet nodded. “Works for me… so long as you promise you’re coming back here with us at the end of the night?”

“Best part of the evening,” was Ben’s unequivocal reply.

“We’ll mix it up a bit though later, if that’s ok?” Harriet added. “I want Zach to be more involved.”

“Works for me,” Ben replied. “I’ve just got one other thing, this afternoon I need to sort a few things out back at my place. Can you excuse me for a few hours?”

“I’m sure we can survive without you,” Zach joked.

“I need the respite…” Harriet laughed. “Seriously.”

Harriet enjoyed her breakfast in bed chatting to Zach and Ben, a very easy atmosphere. After a while, Ben said, “There’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you both… and I wasn’t sure how to ask it, so forgive me if this comes out strangely.”

Zach and Harriet exchanged a glance, then Zach said, “Of course, shoot.”

Whatever it was had clearly been on Ben’s mind, as he took a deep breath before talking. “I didn’t want to say anything last night in case it messed with our vibe, but I guess… I have a reunion in a few weeks back at my old university in Melbourne. And it’s kind of awkward.” He smiled sheepishly. “I guess I’m opening up here about a bit of history.”

“Ok…?” Harriet nodded her encouragement for him to continue.

“I was going to take… Tina, the woman I was seeing before my trip.” There was a look that briefly crossed Ben’s face that confirmed to Harriet that the end of Ben and Tina hadn’t been Ben’s choice. “It’s a plus one sort of event, and…” Ben looked from one to the other, seemingly gauging their reaction.

Harriet glanced at Zach who looked sympathetic. She could see where this was going, so she was sure could Zach, and she could understand Ben’s hesitance. “Go on,” Zach said with a reassuring smile.

“I was wondering if Harriet would like to come with me instead?”

Harriet raised her eyebrows and looked at Zach again, whose expression was hard to read. Personally, she’d be fine with it if Zach was… but only if Zach was. She couldn’t steer it because it could cross a line he didn’t want crossed.

“What would that entail?” Zach asked neutrally.

“We’d get a morning flight on the Saturday, the reunion is from mid-afternoon until late, stay the night in Melbourne, then fly back on the Sunday.” Ben paused. “Separate hotel rooms, if that would help. Or Zach you could even come too, just I guess not to the reunion itself… that might be a bit weird.”

Zach nodded slowly and looked back at Harriet. She thought, from knowing him so well, that she could see a hint of something… that same hint of something that she’d seen in his eyes when they’d first turned their hotwife fantasy into something more real. It was something that suggested to Harriet that Ben’s request ticked those boxes for Zach, that heady mix of jealousy and enjoyment that he got from watching her with others.

Harriet looked back to Ben. “Why?”

“Here comes the history… my ex will be there, and she’ll be there with her boyfriend who, well, for want of a better word there was overlap. It ended acrimoniously and I want her to see that I’ve got something too.” Ben shrugged. “That’s the rationale I told myself, anyway, and it’s true.”

“But… there’s more?” Zach probed gently.

“This,” Ben gestured to the three of them, “for me is something that could be long term. I don’t think what we’ve got going on is casual. Not anymore.” Harriet nodded as did Zach. Both of them thought the same. “And I’d like to explore the dynamic with Harriet, just the two of us. We tried it a little in the Blue Mountains but I’d like to try it properly, see if there is that long term connection.” He looked down. “Sorry if I’ve just fucked this all up for us by getting serious… a month away can do strange things to your mind.”

Zach’s expression had shifted, something harder in the set of his mouth… uh oh, thought Harriet, this doesn’t bode well.

Ben noticed it too. “Oh, god, I’m sorry… that was too far, I shouldn’t have said anything…”

He trailed off as Zach broke into a grin. “I was just messing with you… I’d like to discuss it with Harriet later, but from my perspective I’m pretty sure I’m cool with that. It would be good, and it would help you teach your ex a lesson, so a win-win. Harriet?”

“I’m good with it if you are, Zach. But only if you are.” She looked at Ben. “Can we let you know this evening when we’ve had the chance to talk?”

“Of course.” He blew his cheeks out in an exaggerated sigh of relief. “I really thought I’d fucked this for a moment there…”

Zach grinned and there was an easy silence between them, and Harriet had an idea… because, frankly, Ben wasn’t just going to want to hang around chatting to them both until the afternoon, and that wasn’t what she or, she suspected, Zach wanted either. But how to shift the mood? That’s where her idea came in.

“I’d like to suggest something…”

Both men grinned. “You’ve got that look that I’m growing to recognise,” Ben said.

“Oh yes, she’s got that look without a doubt,” Zach added.

“And there I was thinking I was mysterious…” Harriet pouted. “You want to hear it?” Both men nodded. “Mark and Mandy, the adult content creators we met. They sent us their free link to their content. Want to take a look?”

“You’re asking me if I want to hang out with you and Zach to watch porn on this beautiful Saturday morning?”

Harriet nodded. “That’s exactly what I’m asking.”

Ben shook his head, chuckling. “Just when I think this can’t get any more perfect…”

“Zach, you ok with that?”

“Well, I mean obviously I’ve never seen pornography before, filthy stuff…” Zach hesitated, blushing when Harriet let out a guffaw of friendly disbelief. “But I’ll give it a try if that’s what you want.”

“Very gracious of you,” Harriet teased. “Ben, I imagine you’ve never seen any either?”

“Who, me? No, never.” His grin said otherwise. “I’ve heard it can be entertaining.”

“Indeed,” Harriet replied. “You’re both terrible liars. Whereas I am being completely truthful in saying that I’ve never ever just a little bit watched some. Zach… can we get it on the TV in here?”

“Give me a minute but I reckon so. You want us to watch it in bed?”

Harriet laughed. “It’ll make what follows easier…”

***

Wow.

That was Harriet’s first thought as they started to watch some of Mark and Mandy’s content. The quality was high… actual good camera work, semi-decent acting to set the scene, it was firmly at the upper end in terms of quality.

Mandy had sent Harriet a couple of recommended videos for her and Zach to watch, part of their Desperate Sydney Hotwives series apparently… not exactly a lot of mystery as to what they were getting there, but then, Harriet figured, maybe that’s the art of marketing in that sort of industry. Tell the customer exactly what they’re getting.

Both men had given Harriet complete free choice of what they watched, though, and that series felt just a little close to the bone to start with. At the moment, in her head, what she was doing with Zach and Ben was unique to them, not something that other women had done too.

Instead they settled on one of their top rated videos, half an hour long, starring Mark and Mandy themselves and filmed, from the description, on holiday in Thailand. She was excited to see that one… Mark was, true to her nickname for him, a stallion, tall, muscular, alpha, while Mandy complemented him well, a slim, toned, tanned physique with a messy blonde haircut and a cute face that made her look for all the world like she spent most of her life on the beach or in the sea. The two of them together would be hot.

And as they started watching it… wow.

It started with Mandy getting ready in the bathroom of their holiday villa, wearing an expensive looking dress, and Mark stepping out of the shower and… Harriet could feel herself getting hot and flustered just seeing them, the chemistry, the dominant way that she remembered so well from her own experience with Mark that he took charge… it wasn’t long until Mandy’s dress wasn’t going to be much use to wear for dinner, or indeed until her mouth was doing things to Mark that Harriet had a visceral memory of doing to him herself.

She glanced over at Zach, to her left, and he saw and glanced back, smiling at her, before focusing on the screen again. She could tell from his expression that he was as enthralled as her. A glance to Ben to her right told the same story. She leaned across, putting her head on Ben’s shoulder, her hand resting on his chest, while his arm wrapped around her. At the same time she stretched out her legs across Zach’s lap, gratified to brush what felt like a very hard cock as she did, and his hands rested on her thighs. It was an insanely comfortable position to sit in, her two men against her.

The action on screen had switched from the bathroom to the bedroom and, well, Mandy and Mark weren’t leaving anything to the imagination. He was on top of her now and it looked like she was clinging on for dear life as his muscles flexed and he thrust into her… Harriet caught herself wondering what she’d looked like when she’d been under him, it had felt as good as Mandy made it look, that was certain, and if it looked even half as sexy then she’d be happy.

Harriet shifted a little, conscious that this was turning her on more than she’d expected. She’d thought it would be a little bit of fun as a prelude to something with Zach and Ben, but she wasn’t sure she wanted to wait. Slowly, trying to be casual, she slipped her hand down from where it was resting on Ben’s chest. She felt Zach’s hand on her thigh slip up a little and when she glanced over he gave her a knowing smile… he understood her game and, it seemed, he approved.

As her hand slid lower on Ben, so Zach’s hand crept higher on her, working up her inner thigh, and she stifled a little gasp as his hand got just high enough, an exquisitely soft touch that was just enough to tease with a promise of more to come.

Her hand moved the last few inches and she was rewarded by the feel of Ben’s now hard cock, heavy and thick and pleasantly long… she’d told Zach otherwise but Ben was a little larger than him, a little thicker, and it gave her such a wonderful contrast, different enough to make sex with Ben an appreciably different, but no better or worse, experience than with Zach.

Ben was playing it cool, the only sign that he’d even noticed a slight tightening of his hand on her shoulder, even as she slowly started to move her hand up and down… very slowly, teasing him in the same way that Zach was teasing her.

On screen it was reaching a crescendo, very noisily, and it didn’t sound like Mandy was faking anything… again, something that Harriet could identify with from her own experience with Mark. When they’d finished the video cut to what presumably was a little later, out on the villa’s balcony or terrace or whatever it was, Harriet really wasn’t going to split hairs at that point, and Mandy was going down on Mark again, filmed for the side.

“Would you like me to do that?” she whispered innocently to Ben.

He smiled his smile at her but said nothing, simply moving the sheet to one side to reveal his cock. Harriet smiled back and then lowered her head, taking him in her mouth, still watching the screen as she settled into a familiar, slow rhythm, teasing with her lips, her tongue, feeling him slip his fingers through her hair, not possessively, simply a kind of caress.

She parted her legs a little and Zach took the hint, moving from delicately playing with her which already felt amazing to sliding a finger into her while his thumb gently teased her clitoris… oh God, after all their years together Zach could still touch her like no one else, even Phoebe. Well, maybe Phoebe was as good, but still… incredible.

Harriet sighed in pleasure onto Ben’s cock and felt him twitch. On screen they’d swapped positions, Mark going down on Mandy although Harriet found herself drawn to his hard cock that was jutting out obscenely in profile… it looked so erotic, their position, what the two of them were doing, it didn’t surprise her that they made good money from their content. Harriet wondered whether this was the video that Mandy had told her about where a couple of hours filming had more than paid for their entire holiday.

Then, on screen, it shifted again, back in the bedroom, Mandy on her back, her legs both pushed to one side as Mark slid firmly into her again. “I want that, Zach, right now,” she said, lifting her lips off Ben’s cock, nodding towards the TV, for just a moment before carrying on.

“Your wish is my command,” Zach replied, and she detected a note of almost relief in his voice… understandable because at that moment he was the only one not getting anything from the situation.

She felt him move to kneel, push her legs to one side, then quickly she felt him slide into her, his groan matched by hers… good God that feels so good, she thought, I need that.

Zach started to thrust into her and, she realised with a smile, was timing himself with the action on screen… whether deliberate or not, she’d tease him about that later. She could feel something big building deep within, those first tremors rolling through her, and started to increase her efforts with Ben, moving faster, more deliberately, less playfully. She felt him shift under her and then it all happened fast… Ben’s hand in her hair tightened and she felt him cum suddenly, tasted him on her tongue, and that pushed her over the edge, her orgasm rolling through her, and when she moaned that triggered Zach who came loudly himself.

All over too fast… and left with three post-orgasmic lovers, tangled together in the bed in the morning sunlight, watching Mandy and Mark up on screen rapidly reaching their own conclusion, their climaxes echoing through the apartment and around its breathless occupants.


Chapter 5


“Here’s good for a rest?”

Harriet came to a halt, Zach stood next to her. Both stood catching their breath for a long few moments… it was a hot day that Saturday and possibly going for a run wasn’t the best idea, but it felt important after last night and that morning with Ben, a way to reconnect that wasn’t just spending time in their apartment, a way to be just them for a couple of hours without retreating to the sanctity of their bedroom.

“4.2k so far,” Zach said, checking his watch, “good pace too.”

Harriet smiled and rested her hand on his shoulder as she stretched out her left hamstring… there’d been a moment the night before where Ben had put her ankles on his shoulders and she’d felt something stretching that probably shouldn’t have been stretched, but in the moment she hadn’t remotely cared seeing as that had coincided with either her second or third climax of the night, she couldn’t quite remember. Next day though, a little sore.

“How far back?”

“Only about 3k… easy,” Zach grinned.

“Let’s take a break here and get some water.”

They fetched a couple of cold bottles of water from the kiosk in the small harbour side park and sat down under the shade of a tree, looking out at the view.

“We’re lucky, aren’t we?” Harriet said after a while.

“I think so… but how do you mean?”

“Everything I guess.” She gestured vaguely at the view of the harbour. “This. Us. The rest.”

Zach grinned. “I like that it’s still us then the rest.”

Harriet smiled too. “So do I.” She let a few moments pass, then asked the question that had been on her mind. “We should talk, about Ben’s ask. For me to go with him to his reunion.” She paused to make sure he was listening. “What do you think about it?”

Zach looked at her for a long moment. “You ask, you answer first,” he teased.

“Uh-uh,” she replied, shaking her head. “Whatever happens or doesn’t you have to be cool with. It’s not up to me. The only thing I have to say here is a veto if you say I should go and I don’t want to, but I’m not telling you either way until you tell me. And there’s no right answer and no wrong answer. Whatever you think I’m happy with.”

“Dammit… you’re always a step ahead me. What do I think? I think Christ yes, I want you to go. It’s like my cheat fantasy on overdrive, you and him playing at boyfriend and girlfriend, or maybe not really playing any more if we're being honest with ourselves, then you coming back to me.”

“What about the relationship dynamic?”

“I think Ben is right, and we’ve talked about it before, right? This has the potential to be something more significant than just casual, it already is… Ben means something to both of us. I think we need to explore this, to see what it means. But if you do, you have to be totally honest with me. While you’re with him, pretend I’m not around… commit completely, be lovers in every way. But then you have to promise to be totally truthful with me, not just about the physical side but also the emotional side. Ok?”

Harriet grinned. “You’re assuming I’m not going to veto…”

“You’re not, are you?”

“No, I’m not. I think if your reasoning had just been about your cheat fantasy I would, but the rest of what you said is sound… we can’t ever know if this is something serious without trying something a bit more, well, serious. We’re taking a risk if I go, but I think it’s worth it, right?”

“Exactly. And I feel like if it didn’t go well, if you found yourself feeling something that didn’t feel right well, we’re strong enough to work that out. Whereas if it went well… it could be really something.”

They sat in silence for a few minutes, then Zach stood and held out his hand to help Harriet up. “Ready?”

“Not quite,” she said. She stepped closer and kissed him hard. “I love you so, so much Zach. Above everything else, always.” She leaned back and pointed at his heart. “I love you first and foremost.”

He kissed her back. “And I love you so, so much too. But…” He started to run. “Last one back still has to empty the dishwasher.”


Chapter 6


The sun was falling towards the horizon by the time Harriet and Zach had been home, showered and got changed, and made it to the entrance to the park where the mini-festival was happening. It was a glorious evening, that particular mix of gold and deep blue that Sydney did so well on summer evenings.

Parkfest was in full swing, or rather it was mid-swing in its transition from family friendly afternoon fun to something firmly more adult oriented. As they walked along the path towards the main area Harriet could see families packing up their picnic blankets and herding what looked like sugar stimulated children towards the exit. The music drifting across from the main stage had taken on an edgy vibe, electronic with a bass line thumping through the warm air.

“Good timing,” Zach said, echoing her thoughts as they walked past a father carrying a sleeping toddler.

“Perfect timing,” Harriet agreed, slipping her arm through his. After the intensity of last night and that morning with Ben it felt good to be just the two of them for a little bit longer, walking through a park to a cool evening event like any other Sydney couple their age.

They rounded a corner and the main area opened up in front of them, sloping gently down towards the harbour. The main stage was set up at the bottom with the water as a spectacular backdrop, the Sydney Harbour Bridge visible in the distance. Food trucks lined one side, their smells just about reaching to where Harriet and Zach stood… wood fired pizza, Thai street food, Korean barbecue, they weren’t going to struggle for choices later. On the other side a large white marquee housed the bar that looked to be doing very good business, thronged with people.

“Drink first?” Zach suggested.

“I don’t even need to talk, do I?” Harriet laughed. That had been exactly what she had in mind.

They joined the queue in the tent, the crowd inside quite energetic. Harriet found herself people watching while they waited, seeing groups of friends around their age, late twenties and early thirties, some clearly having already spent most of their day there, others just arriving, ready and raring to go. It was a very pleasant atmosphere, relaxed, happy, precisely what Harriet wanted.

“What are you thinking?” Zach asked as they reached the front of the queue.

“Just that this is nice. Us.” She smiled at him.

He nodded then laughed. “That’s great, but I meant what drink?”

“Ah, God, sorry… gin and tonic for me please.”

“Two gin and tonics,” Zach said to the surprisingly patient bartender.

Drinks in hand they found a spot outside the tent on the grass with a decent view of the stage. A band was setting up and, as they did their sound check, the electronic music died out and the crowd grew and grew… it was proving popular.

Harriet sat down and Zach settled next to her, their shoulders together. She took a sip of her drink… strong, exactly what she needed.

“So,” Zach said after a while, his voice casual but with an undercurrent of something more. “Big weekend so far.”

Harriet laughed. “You could say that.”

“How are you feeling about tonight? Seeing Ben again after last night and this morning?”

She thought about it, about how to articulate what was in her head. “Good. Really good.” She paused. “Last night was… intense.”

“It looked it.”

“Tell me,” she replied. “Genuinely, describe to me your favourite part. I want to know.”

Zach took a sip of his drink and she could tell he was buying time to think. “The start was insane, you and him on our floor… wow. But I think it was later, actually the part before you got him to kneel on the floor and go down on you. When you were in the missionary position, remember that?”

Harriet grinned and felt herself blushing, because how could she forget? “With my wrists?”

“With your wrists. When he pinned them above your head with one hand and you… Jesus, Harriet, I could tell you were in heaven. You completely forgot I was there for a few minutes, didn’t you?”

She nodded, safe in the knowledge that that was all a part of this. “Guilty. It felt amazing. Did it look it?”

“I reckon it looked even better. You two look so, so good together when you’re in sync. You’re very compatible, and two very good looking people.”

“Not as much as you and me, remember that.”

“Kind of you to say!” Zach paused a moment, then said, “Shall we hang out just you and I for a little while? Soon as we find Ben it’s going to get crazy, particularly as we’re going to meet his mates for the first time.”

“Yeah, I’d like that. I really don’t know whether meeting his mates will be weird or normal…

The band started playing, an indie-electronic sound that fitted the vibe perfectly, and for the next half hour they just sat there, drinking, listening to the music, occasionally commenting on the crowd or the performance. It was easy, comfortable, the sort of evening that reminded Harriet why she loved living in Sydney.

“Ready to find Ben?” Zach asked when they’d finished their drinks.

“Ready when you are.”

They stood and brushed themselves off, then started to make their way through the growing crowd. Harriet had her phone out, checking the last message from Ben about where they’d be, when Zach said, “There.”

She looked up to see Ben about twenty meters away, part of a group of four guys, all holding beers and talking animatedly. Ben spotted them at almost the same moment and raised his hand in greeting, a broad smile crossing his face.

“Hey!” Ben called as they got closer. “You made it.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Harriet replied, returning his smile. There was that now familiar flutter again seeing him, but she kept it in check. Not the time, not the place. At least not yet.

Ben turned to his friends. “Guys, this is Harriet and Zach. Harriet, Zach, this is James, Matt, and Chris.”

Handshakes all round, friendly smiles, the sort of easy Australian welcome that Harriet had grown to love about Sydney. James was tall with the sort of tan that spoke of weekends spent outdoors. Matt was stockier, ginger-haired, with an infectious grin. Chris was quieter, assessing, but not unfriendly.

“Lovely to meet you all,” Zach replied, “and apologies in advance when we get your names all muddled.”

“So you’re the guys who’ve been keeping Ben busy,” James said with a smile that was right on the boundary between knowing innuendo and open friendliness. Harriet thought she’d give him the benefit of the doubt.

“Guilty,” Harriet replied. “I reckon that goes both ways though.”

“Oh, I’m sure it does,” Matt added, and there was definitely a twinkle in his eye that told her that they all either knew something or strongly suspected.

Ben laughed and shook his head. “Ignore them, they’re terrible.”

James grinned. “Another round? What are you both drinking?”

As James headed off to get drinks, the conversation flowed naturally. Harriet found herself chatting to Matt about the festival, how long it had been running, which bands were good. Chris, warming up now, started talking to Zach about cricket… the Ashes series was coming up and this was mandatory conversation material, though she tried not to listen in to the Pom-bashing.

“So how do you three know each other?” Harriet asked during a lull, directing the question at Matt but including Ben.

“University,” Matt replied. “We all studied engineering together in Melbourne, ended up in Sydney for work. Ben was the last to make the move up here, what, two years ago?”

“About that,” Ben confirmed.

James came back with a tray of beers and they settled into an easy rhythm. Harriet noticed how Ben’s friends made room for her and Zach in the group, not just physically but in the conversation too. There was none of that awkwardness you sometimes got meeting new people, no sense of being outsiders or needing to prove yourself. They were just… included. They were Ben’s new friends, therefore they were his friends’ friends too.

As the sun sank lower and the music got louder, the group migrated closer to the stage. Harriet found herself standing between one of Ben’s friends, James she thought, though she was starting to lose track, and Zach, while Ben was on Zach’s other side, deep in conversation about something work-related.

“So,” James said, leaning closer so she could hear over the music, “Ben’s been pretty cryptic about you two. Says you’re friends but, you know.” He shrugged. “We can read between the lines.”

Harriet felt herself blush but kept her voice steady. “It’s… complicated.”

“When is anything not, right?” James replied with an easy smile. “For what it’s worth, he seems happy. Happier than he’s been in a while. So whatever you’ve got going on, it’s working.”

“Thanks,” Harriet said, touched by his directness. “That means a lot.”

“Just don’t break his heart,” James added, but there was no threat in it, just genuine care for his friend. “He’s a good guy.”

“We know,” Harriet replied. “And we won’t.”

The conversation moved on, more drinks appeared, and Harriet lost herself in the moment. The music was good, the company was good, and she felt genuinely relaxed in a way she hadn’t expected. This was nice, she thought. Not everything had to be intense or fraught with meaning. Sometimes it could just be… fun.

She’d been talking to Chris about his recommendations for restaurants in Sydney, apparently he was quite the foodie, when she noticed Zach heading off in the direction of the bar tent.

“Wine for me,” she called after him.

He gave a thumbs up in acknowledgment and disappeared into the crowd.

Harriet turned back to Chris who was in the middle of explaining why a particular Vietnamese place in Marrickville was criminally underrated, when she noticed Zach returning sooner than expected. And he was grinning.

Not just smiling. Grinning from cheek to cheek.

“That was quick,” she said as he handed her a glass of chilled white wine.

“Yeah, funny thing,” Zach replied, still grinning. “You know who’s here?”

Harriet’s heart skipped a beat. “Who?”

“Phoebe. She’s in the bar tent with some friends.”

Harriet felt her mouth drop open slightly. “Phoebe’s here? Are you sure?”

“Very sure. We had quite a nice chat while I was waiting for drinks.” His grin broadened. “She seemed very interested to hear you were here too.” He paused for emphasis. “Very.”

Harriet’s mind was racing. Phoebe. Here. At Parkfest. It was a popular event, but when they’d been talking earlier in the week she’d said nothing about it… not that that meant anything, but still.

“Did she say…” Harriet started, then stopped, suddenly aware that she’d frozen a little.

Zach leaned in close. “She’s with three or four friends. They’re just hanging out in the bar tent, listening to the acoustic guy who’s playing in there. Or at least trying to be heard over the music out here.”

“I should…” Harriet looked at the group around her, then back at Zach. “I should probably go and say hello, right?”

“I’d say that’s a good idea,” Zach replied, his eyes twinkling. “I’ll stay here with Ben and the guys. Take your time.”

Harriet nodded, took a fortifying sip of her drink, then excused herself from the group. Ben caught her eye as she left and raised an eyebrow in question, but she just smiled and mouthed “back soon” before heading off through the crowd.

The bar tent was busier now, the early evening rush in full swing. Harriet pushed through, scanning for Phoebe, her heart beating faster than it probably should. This was ridiculous, she told herself. She’d spent two nights with Phoebe in the last week, but it was very casual… she could and probably should play it cool and see if they bumped into each other.

But she knew why. Because seeing Phoebe here, in public, in this context… it was different. It was a sudden random element thrown into her plans for a weekend reunion with Ben and, just a little bit, she wanted to control it.

Though how or why exactly she couldn’t have said.

She couldn’t spot her at first in the crowd, people packed around the bar and clustered in groups throughout the tent. Harriet started to weave her way through, the bar busy enough that she was having to squeeze her way between people, a hand on the back here, a polite excuse me there.

She was starting to give up hope of finding Phoebe and was heading back outside to find Zach and Ben again when she felt a hand on her forearm and a familiar voice say, “Harriet! There you are!”

Harriet turned and Phoebe was in front of her, a broad, excited smile on her face that Harriet matched… God, there was attraction between the two of them, even if she’d tried to push it to one side for this time with Ben.

“Hey,” Harriet managed to say.

“Hey.”

They looked at each other for a long moment, both unsure how really to great each other, then Phoebe took the plunge, stepping close to hug Harriet tightly. It felt good, really good, Phoebe’s body pressed against her, Phoebe’s mouth next to her ear whispering, “I’ve been thinking about you nonstop since our date.”

“Me too,” Harriet whispered back, half lying because while yes she’d been thinking about her a lot she’d also been thinking about Ben and Zach, but a white lie she was comfortable with. “It’s good to see you.”

Phoebe planted a light kiss on her cheek as they separated and took Harriet’s hand in hers, their fingers interlacing in a way that felt completely and utterly natural, looking intently into Harriet’s eyes for a long moment.

“Zach and I are here with some friends,” Harriet said. “If you’d like to all hang out?” She looked around. “You and your friends I mean, if they’re around?”

Phoebe grinned. “Let’s ask them,” she said, half turning. “Harriet meet my friends.” It was only then that Harriet realised they had an audience… and as Phoebe continued saying, “Everyone, this is Harriet. Harriet, this is Hannah, Jess and Sophie,” Harriet felt the world tilt.

Because when she looked at Sophie she had a jolt of recognition.

Sophie.

As in Sophie, her junior doctor colleague from the hospital.

As in Sophie, who she’d been working with just the day before and who’d been teasing her about doing old people stuff that weekend.

Sophie, whose expression had gone from friendly interest to complete shock in the space of a second, her eyes wide and staring at Harriet and Phoebe’s hands held intimately together, her mouth falling open slightly as recognition and understanding crashed through her simultaneously.

Oh. Fuck.

No way could Harriet brush the way Phoebe had just greeted her off as simple friendship, and no way was Harriet remotely ready to go public with her and Zach’s new unorthodox lifestyle, not least with a colleague…


Chapter 7


For a long, frozen moment Harriet just stood there, watching the realisation dawn across Sophie’s face. She saw Sophie’s eyes go from her to Phoebe and back again, saw the pieces clicking into place, saw the exact moment when she’d eliminated all other possibilities and understanding dawned.

Any other time it would have been hilarious, Sophie’s mouth opening slightly, then closing again. Her eyes went wide, kind of like an impression of a fish.

But she didn’t say anything. Not out loud, at least.

Phoebe, oblivious to Sophie’s reaction, said to Harriet, “We all went to school together, years ago now.”

“Lovely to meet you,” Harriet managed with a smile, on autopilot while her brain tried to catch up with what was happening. “Hey Sophie.”

“Hey.”

“You guys know each other?” Phoebe asked.

“Yeah… we work together,” Sophie said.

“Harriet was asking if we’d like to hang out with her and her husband and friends,” Phoebe said, glancing around at the group and oblivious to Sophie's astonishment. “You guys up for that?”

There was general agreement and Hannah and Jess headed to the bar to replenish their drinks while Phoebe apologised that she needed to pop by the lady’s room first, leaving Harriet and Sophie alone for a couple of minutes.

“So…” Sophie said, a grin across her face. “Old people stuff this weekend?”

Harriet shook her head, smiling wryly back, her cheeks going red. “Sophie, I…”

“Your husband knows?” Sophie said. “About… you and Phoebe?” No judgment in her voice, just curiosity and Harriet suspected she was asking so as not to accidentally put her foot in it later as much as anything.

Harriet was tempted to try and bluff, pretend that there wasn’t anything with Phoebe, but she knew it was hopeless… of course Sophie had seen. “Yes,” Harriet replied. “It’s… we’re doing something a bit unusual.”

Sophie looked at her for a moment, then glanced over at where Phoebe had left the tent moments before. “You know what? Of course you are. And of course Phoebe’s the one person I know who’d be completely cool with that.” She laughed quietly. “She’s always been into… unorthodox situations. Even at school.”

“I can explain…” Harriet started.

“No need,” Sophie interrupted, her voice kind. “Honestly, what you do in your free time is your business, it’s your private life.” She paused, then added with a mischievous glint in her eye, “Though I have to say, this is absolutely not the you that I thought I was getting to know.”

Despite her mortification, Harriet couldn’t help but laugh. “No, I suppose it’s not.” She hesitated. “I wasn’t expecting to see Phoebe tonight, so it was all a bit of a surprise. Look… I need to explain something about my situation, but can you promise to keep it to yourself? No one at work can know… it would be really awkward.”

“Sure.”

“There’s a guy… Ben. We’re here with him tonight. He’s… I guess special to me and Zach. Just in case you pick up on any vibes.”

Sophie’s eyebrow was raised but she was grinning again. “Ok, wow… so Phoebe. But also Ben. And your husband, Zach. Look, it’s 2026, people can do what they want. Good for you… I’ll say no more. Just maybe… let’s make you and Phoebe a topic we don’t talk about at work? That could be awkward. I don’t need to get involved if something bad happens between you.”

Harriet laughed again, this time with genuine relief. “Deal. Absolutely. Thank you for being so… cool about this.”

“I am slightly devastated to learn that you have a more interesting life than mine. I thought us junior doctors were supposed to be the wild ones.”

“Give it a few years,” Harriet said dryly. “You’ll get there. Speaking of being wild, how was the ball last night?”

The others returned with drinks, handing them out, and if Phoebe noticed anything odd about Harriet and Sophie when she got back herself, she didn’t mention it. Harriet caught Sophie’s eye and Sophie gave her a small, reassuring smile.

Crisis, if there had ever been one, averted.

“So,” Phoebe said, standing close to Harriet again. “It’s you and Zach and some of your friends?”

Harriet hesitated and she saw a look pass across Phoebe’s face, a curious smile. “We’ve come with our friend Ben, I don’t know if I mentioned him before. And some of his mates.”

“Ben… yes, you mentioned him.” Phoebe was nodding slowly, her eyebrows arched in a way that said yes, she knew exactly who he was. “Interesting. I’d quite like to meet Ben.”

“I’ll go get them,” Harriet replied, getting her phone out to message Zach. “Back in a minute.”

***

Finding Zach and the others was easier than expected. They’d moved closer to the stage and were right at the front of the crowd, Matt and Chris attempting what could generously be called dancing.

“Having fun?” Harriet asked, appearing at Zach’s elbow where he was deep in conversation with Ben.

He turned and grinned at her. “How’s Phoebe?”

“Interesting moment there,” Harriet replied. “I’ll tell you later. But I suggested we all hang out.” She nodded towards Ben’s friends. “I don’t image anyone would be averse to hanging out with some hot women?”

Ben laughed. “No, I don’t imagine they would be.”

It took a few minutes to extract James, Matt, and Chris from their dance floor positions, but eventually the six of them made their way back towards the bar tent. Harriet found herself walking next to Ben, with Zach and the others slightly ahead.

“So this Phoebe,” Ben said conversationally. “She’s the Phoebe you mentioned last night? The woman you’ve been… well, you know.”

“Yes… we didn’t know she’d be here tonight,” Harriet confirmed. “Is this going to be weird for you though?”

Ben smiled. “You may not have worked it out yet but I’m not the jealous or possessive type. I’m intrigued, that’s probably the best word.”

Harriet took his hand and stopped him, turning to face Ben. She put her arms around his shoulders, and his hands found her hips. Over Ben’s shoulder she saw Zach stop and turn, then when he saw he smiled and nodded before carrying on walking with Ben’s friends.

“You’re special to us,” she said, looking intently into Ben’s eyes. She kissed him briefly. “She could be special to us too. But this weekend I… want… you.” She kissed him again. “Above all else.”

“God, Harriet, I want you too,” Ben replied. “Don’t get mad though if you catch my eyes glazing over… going to be hard not imagining you with her.”

“You think I’d look good with another woman?”

“You’d look amazing.”

“I’m told I do…” Harriet teased, before turning and taking Ben’s hand. “Let’s catch up to the others.”

They reached the bar tent and Harriet spotted Phoebe’s group in the same place as before. As they got near Harriet saw Phoebe look up, saw her eyes land on Ben and how Harriet was walking with him rather than Zach, saw something flicker across her face which could have been competitiveness or could have been interest, it was impossible to tell, before her expression settled back into a friendly welcome.

“Everyone, this is Zach, Ben, James, Matt, and Chris,” Harriet said, gesturing to each in turn. “Guys, this is Phoebe, Hannah, Jess, and Sophie.”

There was a general chorus of hellos and nice-to-meet-yous as the two groups merged. Harriet watched as Zach immediately struck up a conversation with Hannah about something, as Matt and Jess bonded almost instantly over a mutual love of terrible reality TV shows, as the various personalities started to find what they had in common.

And she watched as Ben and Phoebe ended up after a few minutes standing next to each other. She couldn’t hear them over the music, not while she was talking to some of the others, but she kept an eye on them.

She realised quickly that they were getting on well, both clearly curious to meet the other, both making the effort. There was definitely some flirting going on from both of them, two very attractive people looking like they found each other attractive too, but only light flirting… they were enjoying each other’s company though, that was clear.

Harriet’s thoughts were interrupted by Sophie leaning close. “Your friend Chris is very handsome,” she said. “Is he single?”

“I believe he is actually,” Harriet replied, thinking back to talking to him earlier in the evening. “Why do you ask?”

Sophie shrugged. “For a friend…” Her grin said otherwise.

The next hour passed in a blue of conversation and laughter. Harriet had always been an extrovert, as had Zach, so the chance to talk to interesting new people was right up their street. The two groups had meshed together surprisingly well, and after a while they’d gravitated towards the food tents, all feeling more than a little hungry as the sky turned dark up above.

Harriet found herself dipping in and out of conversations, chatting with Hannah about her job as a physio, laughing with Matt about his terrible dancing, catching up with Zach too… there was a whole new dynamic that had suddenly come into play behind the scenes with Phoebe’s appearance, and she wanted to make sure that they were both on the same page with that.

Phoebe and Ben… she kept finding her attention drawn back to them.

It wasn’t as if they’d just gravitated towards each other, far from it. They were mingling with everyone just as much as anyone else. But, and Harriet realised this was because they were the focus of her attention, she couldn’t help but notice little things when they were in the same conversation… Phoebe throwing her head back and laughing at something Ben said, Ben touching her arm lightly to illustrate a point, little things that spoke not as much to attraction (though she thought there was that too) as to a connection.

Possibly, she realised with a wry smile to herself, a connection based on their common experience with Harriet and Zach.

Zach had noticed too. “They’re getting on well,” he said quietly at one point, coming to stand behind her and wrapping his arms around her, planting a gentle kiss on her neck.

“Mmm… do that again,” Harriet said, leaning back into him. “They really are.”

“What do you think about that?”

She turned her head to look at him. “I’m thinking that this could be interesting, if you do.”

Zach smiled. “You want to suggest it?”

“Maybe,” Harriet said. “Let’s see how the night goes.”

As they each got their food they found a spot on the grass and all sat in a loose circle. Harriet was fascinated watching how the dynamics kept on shifting. Matt seemed particularly taken with Hannah, making her laugh with increasingly ridiculous stories from university. James and Jess had bonded over their mutual love of true crime podcasts. And Chris and Sophie were deep in conversation about something that involved a lot of animated hand gestures.

“I think Sophie’s got her eye on Chris,” Phoebe said with a smile to Harriet as they both ate their Thai street food washed down with a cold beer.

“I was thinking the same thing,” Harriet agreed. “They seem to be getting on well. How about you? Having a good time?”

“Yeah, definitely. This was nice mixing the groups.”

“You seemed to be getting on well with Ben?”

Phoebe laughed. “I wanted to see what it was that you and Zach see in him.”

“And…?” Harriet was genuinely curious to know.

She shrugged. “I can see it. He’s good fun and doesn’t take himself too seriously.” Phoebe lowered her voice. “You and him look good together. As good as you and Zach.”

Harriet felt herself blushing but let it drop, moving the conversation on. She’d been about to say the same, that Phoebe and Ben looked good together too, but it didn’t seem right at that moment, like it would be forcing something that may or may not happen. Patience, she told herself… patience.

As the evening wore on and the festival atmosphere intensified, people started to dance again. The music had shifted to something with a heavier beat, more electronic, and Harriet found herself being pulled onto the makeshift dance floor by Phoebe and Sophie. They danced together and Harriet could see the way that Phoebe’s eyes kept finding hers in the lights, could feel that familiar pull of attraction that she was starting to associate with this beautiful woman.

Sophie drifted off towards Chris and then Zach appeared and danced with both of them for a while, the three of them moving together in a way that felt natural and easy… much as it had in very different circumstances just the weekend before. She noticed that Ben was hanging back, talking to some of the others, but then of course dancing wasn’t everyone’s cup of tea, nobody was perfect.

As it got later, towards midnight, some of the group started to peel off. James and Matt headed back to the apartment they shared with Ben, pleading an early start in the morning. Jess and Hannah departed too, apparently to track down a friend’s birthday night out that promised to go on for some time yet.

That left Harriet, Zach, Ben, Phoebe, Sophie, and Chris.

Sophie looked around the group and then, with a knowing wink to Harriet that nobody else could have seen, said, “I should probably head off soon too. Chris… maybe you could walk me to the station?”

Harriet stifled a giggle as Chris almost stumbled over his words to say yes, only too pleased to help, and couldn’t help but notice Sophie slip her hand into his once they’d gone a little distance away.

And then there were four.

Harriet, Zach, Ben, and Phoebe stood together in a loose circle, the music still pounding but the crowd around them thinning as the night wore on.

“So,” Harriet said, leaning over to talk to Phoebe, for her ears only. “This has been a fun evening. It was a nice surprise seeing you here.”

“It really has been,” Phoebe agreed, and then looked at Harriet with an intensity that suggested she was hoping that there was more.

There was.

“I don’t want it to end yet.” Harriet looked intently back at Phoebe, emphasising her meaning.

Phoebe smiled, that warm, open smile that Harriet was growing to love. “What did you have in mind?”

Harriet glanced at Zach, then at Ben, then back at Phoebe. “Well, we were planning to head back to ours,” she said carefully. “The three of us. But I was thinking…”

“Thinking what?” Phoebe asked, and there was a playful glint in her eye that suggested she knew exactly where this was going.

“That maybe you wouldn’t want the night to end either?” Harriet let the question hang in the air between them.

Phoebe grinned. “I’d like the night to not end just yet.” She paused, then looked at the two men who were deep in their own conversation before saying to Harriet, “My place is only ten minutes’ walk away.”

Harriet nodded slowly. “That’s convenient…”

“Isn’t it just…”

They looked at each other for a long few moments, then Harriet had a spur of the moment idea. “So I know Zach would be keen, I’m sure Ben will be too. But what would you say to blowing Zach and Ben’s minds?”

Phoebe narrowed her eyes conspiratorially. “What are you thinking?”

“Just follow my lead…” She took Phoebe’s hand and started dragging her towards the dancing, saying to the men, “You two are dancing too. No objections.”

She saw Zach shrug and they both started to follow.

When they got on to the makeshift dance floor they all started dancing, but Harriet wasted little time in focusing on Zach, dancing up close to him, really close… soon she’d turned round and backed into him, his hands on her waist, and she could feel his excitement when she pushed back against him.

As she danced with Zach’s hands on her she looked at Phoebe, then Ben, then Phoebe, before turning round and putting her arms over Zach’s shoulders. She looked into his eyes, and he into hers, a long, long look where a smile was playing around her eyes and around his too, and then she kissed him hard, passionately, the sort of kiss they normally saved for the privacy of their own home when there were far fewer people around and far fewer clothes on their bodies.

Zach kissed her back hungrily, pulling her into him, but then suddenly she stopped him, putting her finger to his lips and pushing him away. He looked surprised for a moment, but then when he saw her smile he grinned… good, she thought, he understands what’s going on here.

Harriet turned to look at the other two then pointed at Phoebe, before beckoning her over with her finger. Phoebe grinned too and stepped closer, and very quickly they were kissing, an entirely different sensation to with Zach, all soft and sensual where he had been hard and physical. The contrast made Harriet gasp into her kiss and Phoebe felt it, kissing her harder.

But then Harriet stopped her, pushing her away too… she turned to Ben who looked like all his Christmases had come at once, an expression mixing desire with incredulity. Harriet closed the gap to him and kissed him hard, feeling his arms around her, loving the contrast again to Phoebe but also to Zach, Ben’s kiss was Ben’s kiss alone, not just the kiss of any old man, and she loved it.

“My magnificent bull,” she half shouted into his ear over the music. “What would you say to Phoebe hanging out with the three of us somewhere a bit more private?” He looked at her, checking he’d heard, then nodded. “Good,” Harriet said with a smile, then kissed him again.

She felt a hand on her shoulder, insistent, and realised it was Phoebe. Thinking that Phoebe wanted to kiss her again she turned to face her but Phoebe simply pushed her out of the way and closed the gap to Ben, kissing him hard.

Harriet felt momentarily affronted, even jealous, as Ben moved his hands to hold onto Phoebe, but stopped herself because oh my God did her bull and her unicorn look good together… given their flirting earlier in the evening this kiss had been building.

She glanced at Zach who was laughing… he could always read her well, so he probably knew that she was jealous. Harriet couldn’t help but shrug, then she decided to raise it up a notch, putting her hand on Phoebe and pushing her away, stepping in to kiss Ben again himself. His attention shifted to her and they kissed passionately, really pushed together. Careful, Harriet thought, we don’t want to get thrown out for taking things too far…

Eventually she broke the kiss, expecting to reach for Phoebe again, but Phoebe and Zach had surprised her… Zach was stood exactly where he had been before but Phoebe clearly had had her own ideas, and the two of them were kissing hard. A little twinge of jealousy rose up again, because she could see it… see their tongues playing against each other, see his hand on her ass, her hand pulling him closer.

When they broke apart again Phoebe turned and grinned. “What do you say we all head back to my place?”

Harriet looked at Ben. “Keen?”

Ben laughed. “As if I could ever forgive myself if I said no…”

She took his hand. “That’s the spirit.”


Chapter 8


It was a happy mood between the four of them as they walked along the quiet residential streets back to Phoebe’s place. A couple of late night bars they passed were still going strong including, Harriet couldn’t help but notice, the bar where she’d met Phoebe for their secret ‘date’ a couple of weeks before.

“That place looks familiar,” she teased, nodding towards it from across the road.

“Doesn’t it just?” Phoebe replied with a twinkle in her eye.

Ben and Zach exchanged a confused glance. “You ladies care to enlighten us?”

“That, gentlemen, is the scene of Phoebe’s scandalous seduction of yours truly…” Harriet said.

Phoebe looked at her, head tilted. “I seem to recall it differently… it wasn’t me doing the seduction.”

Ben started laughing. “So you both seduced each other there. Zach, I’m sure you’ll agree, that is so fucking hot.”

“It really is…” Harriet could tell that Zach wasn’t lying either.

They walked on and then Phoebe stopped in the street. “We need to go back to the shop we just passed.”

“Why?” Harriet asked.

“Because… I didn’t realise I’d have so much company tonight and… we need some supplies.”

Harriet grinned. “Good point.” Even though she relied on her birth control nowadays with both Zach and Ben, it wouldn’t be remotely reasonable to expect Phoebe to do the same. “Gents… this one’s on you.”

Zach smiled back but Ben was a little slow on the uptake. “Like snacks?”

Phoebe started laughing. “No, not snacks. If you want this in a minute…” and she put her arm around Harriet who put her arm around Phoebe in return, “you need to buy certain things.”

“Oh…” Ben replied as the penny dropped for him.

“So shoo… go fetch.” Phoebe made a shooing motion with her hands and the two men doubled back to the store, laughing.

Harriet turned to face Phoebe. “You’ve got a real playful side to you. I like that.”

Phoebe looked back at her then put her hands on Harriet’s waist and kissed her… a slow, lingering kiss that Harriet felt herself sighing in to. “More of that later,” Phoebe teased. “But how do we want to do this? Any boundaries to respect?”

Harriet shook her head. “No. For Zach and I everything is on the table. And Ben is Ben. He’s cool with whatever.” She rested her arms on Phoebe’s shoulders.

“Ben’s cute,” Phoebe said. “I can see what you see in him.”

“You like him?”

“Well I’m planning to do the kind of thing you do with people you like in a minute, so yeah!”

“Stupid question wasn’t it?”

Phoebe grinned in reply. “I think we need to take charge. How about if when we get back to my place you and I are all over Ben… give him something he’ll remember forever? And Zach watches… he likes that, right?”

Harriet nodded slowly. “Works for me. Then we get Zach involved later?”

“Deal. I’ve got a plan there,” Phoebe teased.

“Oh yeah…?”

“Oh yeah.” Phoebe kissed Harriet again. “And I’m not telling you what it is…”

***

Harriet had been to Phoebe’s apartment a couple of times by now, so it was starting to feel familiar… the kitchen and sitting area when you came through the front door, the bedroom off to one side. Nice and modern but retaining some of the character, situated as it was on the top floor of an old townhouse.

“This is me,” Phoebe said, gesturing around the room as the other three came in and both Zach and Ben made suitably impressed noises about the decor. She went around turning on some lamps, then excused herself and went into her bedroom. “Need to tidy up a little…” she grinned.

Both men looked around and seemed unsure where to put themselves because, Harriet thought, where do you put yourself when you’re waiting for some kind of foursome to start? Make yourself comfy on the sofa? Stand casually in anticipation? There was no right answer.

To make it easier for everyone, she went over to the fridge and looked inside, pulling out and opening four cold bottles of beer.

“Phoebe won’t mind?” Ben asked.

“If she’s going to stress about us drinking her beer I don’t think the evening has much prospect of success…” Harriet replied with a laugh.

“Good point.” He took a bottle as did Zach. “Cheers.”

Phoebe came back out and took a bottle herself.

“You been living here long?” Zach asked.

“Six months give or take I think? It’s a cool place, great location. Doesn’t leave much after my usual pay but I’m trying a few things, personal training for ultra wealthy, that sort of thing, that can pay better.” She paused to take a drink. “Wouldn’t swap the location for anything though.”

Ben mentioned a bar he’d been to nearby and they were soon deep in conversation about the pros and cons of there versus a bar they all knew more centrally, all four of them leaning against various pieces of furniture or, in Harriet’s case, sat up on the kitchen counter.

Harriet stood and the other three looked at her. “I don’t think we’re here to talk bars, are we?” She figured that they risked talking themselves out of the fun that she hoped was still to come, and was determined to seize the initiative. “Zach, you sit over there.” She pointed to an arm chair in the corner. “Ben, my magnificent bull come here.” Ben walked over to her and she reached her arms out, putting them around him. “Kiss me… show my husband and my unicorn how awesome you are.”

She had a glimpse over Ben’s shoulder of Phoebe stood watching them both, her eyes narrowed, lips slightly pursed, looking hot as hell, and then Ben kissed her, pulling her in tight, and it surprised her… he was taking her words seriously, kissing her passionately, and she moaned into the kiss as his hands started to wander, one slipping under her short skirt and kneading her ass, the other on her chest. God, did she want Ben so badly, she’d almost forgotten with the excitement of seeing Phoebe how good Ben could make her feel, but he simply did something to her… she could tell this was going to escalate fast.

Harriet broke the kiss and Ben went for her neck and shoulders instead, his hands still wandering intimately, while Harriet looked over first at Zach, watching enthralled as ever, then at Phoebe who was watching her with a look that made something inside her turn to liquid… fierce desire, faint amusement, a tinge of jealousy, one hundred percent sexy as hell.

She reached out a hand to Phoebe and, after a long moment that seemed to be telling Harriet I’ll come over, but only on my terms, Phoebe stepped over to Harriet, taking her hand and then moving close, a hand resting on Harriet’s back, the other on Ben’s waist, and Phoebe kissed her on the lips, gentle and soft compared to Ben, an exquisite contrast, her tongue teasing Harriet’s while Ben’s lips continued to caress Harriet’s neck… so many sensations all at once, her whole body was alight with anticipation.

Phoebe pulled back a little and used her hand to pull Ben’s head to face her, kissing him instead, and Harriet took the opportunity to glance at Zach, asking a question with her eyes and getting his answer with a grin and a nod, and then her lips were on Phoebe’s neck, and she felt Phoebe’s hand slip down under her skirt. Harriet tried to copy her but the belt on Phoebe’s jeans were an obstacle, so she moved, standing behind Phoebe who pressed her front against Ben, leaving just enough room for Harriet to reach from behind and unbuckle the belt, then unbutton the jeans.

Not the time for subtlety, Harriet figured, and firmly not the moment to go slow, she slipped her hand inside, inside what felt like a very nice set of underwear too, and she touched Phoebe, hearing Phoebe gasp into her kiss with Ben. As Harriet started to kiss Phoebe’s shoulder, slipping the strap of her top out of the way, she saw that Phoebe was unzipping Ben’s shorts, couldn’t help watching as Phoebe pulled back from Ben a little, watching his reaction as she took hold of his cock, gasping again as Harriet kept touching her.

“Sofa. Now.” Phoebe whispered to both of them and they half walked, half stumbled on to it, ending up with Phoebe in the middle, Harriet’s hand still inside her jeans, Phoebe’s hand stroking Ben’s hard cock, and then Ben reached around and started to touch Harriet, a touch she needed so badly, and she moaned into Phoebe’s shoulder as his fingers hit just the perfect spot.

Phoebe must have heard because she turned her head and Harriet found her lips, and then she rolled around to face Harriet, her hand moving to go between Harriet’s legs, competing thrillingly with Ben, and Harriet reached for Ben’s cock.

“I need more,” Harriet managed to gasp.

“So do I…” Phoebe added. “Where did you men put the protection?” She turned to look at Ben. “I want you in me so bad.”

The look on Ben’s face was priceless, but Zach came to the rescue, tossing a wrapper over. Phoebe caught it, then said to Ben, “You lie down.” Grinning he did as told and Phoebe pulled down his shorts while he pulled off his t-shirt and Harriet helped Phoebe out of her jeans, then she slid the protection on to him and straddled his lap, quickly positioning him and letting out a primal cry of pleasure as she slid down onto him. “Oh fuck that feels good.”

“No fair,” Harriet pretended to pout, turning Phoebe’s face to her and kissing her deeply.

“I…” Ben started to say but Phoebe turned and put her finger to his lips.

“Quiet… unicorns outrank bulls, everyone knows that. And I think we know that Harriet needs your tongue right now.”

Harriet glanced at Ben and grinned when he shrugged. “Good,” she teased Phoebe, “his tongue is better anyway…” She slipped off her underwear, keeping her skirt on, and climbed onto the sofa too, straddling Ben’s face, facing Phoebe.

As she lowered herself down and Ben’s familiar hands reached for her thighs she looked at Phoebe who had started to grind herself on Ben, and then Ben’s tongue touched her and she moaned, drawing a grin from Phoebe. God that felt so good.

What the next few minutes lacked in terms of the frantic passion of before they more than made up for with the sheer, slow eroticism of what they were doing… Ben was making Harriet feel like, well, like she knew he could make her feel. Phoebe was flushed and breathless, her breath coming in gasps as she set her pace. And Ben… she could feel from the way that his tongue was a little less controlled than usual and how his grip on her thighs was tightening that he was pretty close to heaven too.

Harriet reached a hand out to Phoebe, stroking her cheek, holding her by her hair, and she pulled her closer, leaning in, their lips mashing together, tongues sloppily slipping against each other, hands on each other’s bodies through their tops, and it pushed Harriet over the edge… she climaxed hard, knowing she was making a mess of Ben’s face as she wantonly ground through her orgasm against him and not caring in the slightest that she was doing it, and she could feel Phoebe climaxing too, and then Ben as well, waves of pleasure rolling through all three of them, and then they were past their peaks and they slowed, and Harriet let herself fall into the sofa cushions, leaning down to kiss Ben, not remotely caring that she could taste herself on his lips, and then Phoebe was next to her, and all three of them were tangled up, happy lips and fingers and legs all pressed together.

Harriet glanced over to Zach and grinned wearily, and he was grinning back, always a good sign.

“Fuck, you two,” Phoebe said. “That was something else.” A long moment or two pause. “Fuck, that was insane.”


Chapter 9


A little while later, and frankly after what they’d just done Harriet had lost track of time, it was Ben that stirred first. “Another drink?” he asked around. “If you don’t mind me offering, of course?” he added towards Phoebe as he stood, pulling up his boxer shorts in a completely unnecessary show of modesty.

She gestured vaguely towards the kitchen. “Anything… it’s all there to be drunk. Though make mine a gin and tonic.”

“Me too,” Harriet added, putting her hand up.

“Zach?”

“Why not…”

“Four gin and tonics.” He paused and looked around the kitchen. “Except you’ll have to tell me where the gin is. And the tonic. And the ice.” Ben laughed. “And the lemons.”

“Fridge. Fridge. Cupboard above the sink. Fridge.” Phoebe looked at Harriet. “Too spent to talk proper,” she joked, though it seemed not so spent as to not have the energy to slowly slide her leg playfully along Harriet’s.

“You ok Zach?” Harriet asked.

“Never better… that was something else.”

“Kind of was, wasn’t it?”

“And the night is still young…” Phoebe added.

Ben came back with four tall glasses, slices of lemon and ice cubes bobbing in each. “Here you go… hydration.”

“As a sometime personal trainer I’d have to question that claim,” Phoebe teased.

“And as a medical professional I’d second Phoebe on that,” Harriet added, taking a long sip anyway… strong but well made, just how she liked it.

“Zach, back me up here.”

Zach laughed. “I think it’s a guy thing, Ben. We know it secretly hydrates us… it’s the lack of sleep that causes the headache the next day.”

“Precisely,” Ben grinned. “Thank you Zach. Some real science right there.”

He went to sit back down with Phoebe and Harriet but Phoebe stopped him. “Just for that you’re banished to the other armchair. Go on. Go.” She leaned her head against Harriet’s shoulder. “Women only on here for now. Women who know their science.”

Ben looked incredulous for a moment. “You’re serious?”

“Absolutely,” Harriet chimed in. “We’ll call on you when we have a use for you again.” She took Phoebe’s hand in hers and lifted it to her lips, planting a slow kiss on the back of it. “For now we’re good.”

Ben glanced at Zach who was laughing. “What have we let ourselves in for?” Ben asked.

“I don’t know,” Zach replied, “but I don’t think you or I are going to get much say.”

***

“So,” Phoebe said a little while later, pausing to pop a small chunk of cheese into her mouth… they’d all agreed that they needed snacks to keep their energy levels up. “I’ve been wondering… you three. What gives?”

Harriet, Zach and Ben all looked at each other, then started laughing. “Good question,” Harriet said. “I guess…” She shook her head. “Can you gents explain?”

Ben and Zach looked at each other, then both started to talk at the same time. They stopped again, grinned, and Ben gestured to Zach to talk.

“You know the outline, right?” Zach asked Phoebe and she nodded. “Well, Harriet and I worked out a few months back that there was something that we’d both like to try. Me watching her with someone else. And it’s all kind of snowballed from there. That’s the gist of it.”

“But… how did you find that out? I can’t imagine that Zach you turned to Harriet one day and said ‘I know what would be fun, why don’t you have sex with another man and I can watch’.” Phoebe paused. “Or did you?”

Zach laughed. “No.”

“And Harriet, I can’t imagine you said to Zach one day ‘I know what would be fun, I’m going to fuck another guy and you can watch me’?”

“No… you might have been a touch surprised, right?” Harriet said to Zach.

“Classic British understatement there… yeah, that would have gone badly.”

“So what was the trigger? I’m fascinated.” Phoebe glanced at Ben. “Do you know?”

Ben smiled. “No, we’ve not really got into it.”

“You really want to know?” Harriet asked, and both Phoebe and Ben nodded. “You’re ok with me telling?” she asked Zach.

“Yeah.”

“A dream.”

“A dream?” Phoebe asked.

“A dream,” Harriet replied. “Zach woke up one morning and told me about a dream, me with another man.” She smiled at Zach as she remembered it. “A rugged, handsome man in a tuxedo, me in a gold coloured ball gown, ravaging me over a boardroom table, all while he watched. That’s right, isn’t it Zach?”

“Spot on.” She could see he was flushed at the memory… his dream that had, it would be fair to say, transformed their lives. He took up the telling. “It turned out when I told Harriet about it that it got us both hot under the collar, and we started talking about it, then one night we saw Ben in a bar, and…”

“…the rest is history,” Ben laughed.

“You took him home from a bar?” Phoebe asked Harriet.

“No… we fooled around a bit. We took it further a few days later.”

“That’s awesome.” Phoebe seemed genuinely impressed. “I’m curious though, what do you each get out of it? I mean I’d like to think I’m pretty liberated… you might have all got that impression of me after the last fortnight! But this seems deeper, it’s not just you guys hooking up, right? Ben, you start.”

“What do I get out of it?” Ben asked. “To start with, I’ll be honest I thought it was kind of cool… Harriet’s gorgeous and fun, and this whole thing about her being a hotwife and me her bull, yeah, that was pretty cool.” He paused. “But it’s more… I realised pretty quickly that it was awesome to have Harriet and Zach put their trust in me, to know that Harriet enjoys being with me and that Zach enjoys watching her with me. For me, I hope it’s a long term thing. It’s more fulfilling than any other relationship I’ve had.” He paused. “It’s sounds corny, but I like you guys a lot.”

Phoebe nodded slowly as Ben finished his answer, and it seemed to Harriet that there was a glimmer of something there, the way in which she listened to his honest assessment. She turned to look at Harriet. “Your turn.”

“I love the thrill of being desired and being able to do something about that, particularly with Zach… it’s so important that he’s actively involved, even when watching. And that gives safety too… when we’ve experimented knowing he’s there as my anchor. That’s less important with Ben, we all trust each other now, but with others we’ve experimented with it’s been important. It’s made me and Zach so much stronger.” She looked at Zach. “I love him reclaiming me. And… I love how taboo it is. Oh, and I like having fun with it… my bull, my unicorn, they’re cool words.” She paused. “And I really like Ben. The three of us just work together. We got lucky.”

Phoebe laughed. “I quite like being called a unicorn, that’s for certain. Ben, you like being called a bull?”

“Magnificent bull I believe is my full name,” Ben replied, grinning.

“We’ll see about that…” Phoebe shot back, grinning too. “Ok, Zach… what about you?”

Zach took a second to think. “I’ve learned that I take pleasure in Harriet’s pleasure. I love, absolutely love, seeing her completely into it, lost in the moment. It’s so… complex. Jealousy, sometimes insane jealousy, mixed with it being such a turn on. It leaves me breathless. And with Ben, we’re so lucky to have met him. I’ve loved building this rapport, this trust. Seeing Harriet desired by, I guess, a plausible love rival who I also now see as a good friend… it’s awesome.”

“Does the jealousy ever get too much?” Phoebe asked.

Harriet looked over at Zach and he looked back at her for a long few moments. Interesting question, she thought, not somewhere they’d ever really gone when talking about it.

“Nearly. A few times.” Zach shrugged and gave a wry smile. “There was one point, that first night.” He glanced from Harriet to Ben and back again. “When I could tell that for a moment Harriet had forgotten I was there. That was very close to too much, but then I realised. It elevated it. I think…” He laughed. “I’m addicted to it.”

“Did you get jealous with the three of us just now?” Harriet asked.

“Yeah… but in a good way, because I could tell you were all so into it. Right?”

Phoebe, Ben and Harriet all exchanged a smile.

“You want to know something,” Phoebe said, sitting up and stretching. “I think it’s unfair.”

“Unfair?” Harriet said.

“Yes. Unfair. On all of you. When have you Harriet ever got to watch Zach be genuinely desired by someone else? I’m not talking about our thing the other week, that was all part of something bigger. I mean what he gets to watch with you.”

She turned to Ben. “And Ben, when have you ever got to see Harriet experience that? Never I’m guessing.” Now she looked at Zach. “And Zach, when have you ever had the chance to experience yourself the trust you place in Harriet, to look forward to being reclaimed by her.” She paused and looked at all three. “It feels… imbalanced.”

“But…” Harriet started to say, then realised she had nothing to say to that. Were they imbalanced?

Phoebe stood, in just her underwear and vest top, and went to put some music on, a slow number, then she held her hand out to Zach. “Come here. And you two, stay sat where you are, ok?”

“Yes boss,” Ben joked, earning him a pout from Phoebe… Harriet realised there was chemistry there between the two of them, definitely.

Zach looked at Harriet, an eyebrow raised to request permission, and she nodded and smiled. By this stage of their experimentation anything went as far as Harriet was concerned, and she was curious, both as to what Phoebe had planned and what it would be like to see.

He stood and took Phoebe’s hand, and she pulled him close, putting his hands on her hips and hers on his, starting to sway with him in time to the music. Zach started moving too, awkwardly at first but getting into it as time went by. It was surprisingly intimate to watch, Harriet’s breath catching to see Zach, her husband Zach, and Phoebe dancing close together.

“Zach,” Phoebe said, looking into his eyes, her words meant for him but loud enough for Ben and Harriet to hear. “In case you didn’t realise last weekend, I only sleep with people I’m into.” She paused and pressed close against him. “I’ve been thinking about you since that night just as much as I’ve been thinking about your wife.” Harriet felt her cheeks redden, forced herself to stay sat… jealousy was rising up inside, a feeling she didn’t like, but she wanted to ride it out, see where this went, even though every instinct was to interject herself, turn this into more of the dynamic they’d explored in recent months… be the person who is desired, not the watcher.

Ben was watching the two dancers, enthralled, and after glancing at him Harriet forced herself back to watching them too.

“I want you to know that, truly, you’re desired,” Phoebe continued, still moving with the music, then she reached up and pulled Zach to kiss her, and Harriet’s jealousy spiked. It took every last ounce of her self-control to stay sat as she watched their lips playing against each other, knowing precisely what each would be feeling from the other, thrilling to imagine it.

And, as she sat there, she felt it, felt something else… the counterpoint to the jealousy that Zach had told her about so many times, the thrill to see Zach so obviously enjoying being the focused target of Phoebe’s desire, the breathlessness that came from how taboo, how erotic it was. It was like a lightbulb turning on in her head.

Harriet started to understand. And she realised that she wanted to see more.

“How about you and I go into my bedroom,” Phoebe whispered, her forehead pressed to Zach’s, “and you can make love to me, slowly… show me what a good lover you can be.” She paused. “Harriet’s hothusband with her unicorn. And Harriet,” she turned to look at Harriet, “you’ll sit in the corner and watch, and so will you Ben, and you’ll do nothing but watch unless I tell you to.” She took Zach’s hand and started to lead him towards the bedroom door. “My place, my rules. Any objections?”

Harriet could think of many… but none that overrode her desperate desire to watch Phoebe and Zach together, to experience the feelings that Zach had told her about, and to reclaim him back from her unicorn at the end.


Chapter 10


When they got into the bedroom, Phoebe immediately pointed to a small sofa that sat along one wall. “Both of you sit there. And I mean it… you’re watching, no touching.” She grinned malevolently. “Or there will be consequences.”

“We’d best do as we’re told,” Ben whispered loudly to Harriet, taking his seat in only his boxer shorts still. “She’s scaring me a little.”

“I heard that…” was Phoebe’s reply, and the way that she looked at Ben with a smile playing around her lips spoke volumes to Harriet that Zach wasn’t the only man she had eyes for that night.

Harriet took her seat too, still wearing her skirt and top from earlier, and made herself leave some distance between her and Ben. It wasn’t easy as it was a small sofa, but they managed it.

“Good. Now Zach, where were we?”

Zach kissed her… Harriet felt a jolt as her mind wrapped itself around the knowledge that it was Zach with Phoebe, not her, reminding herself that she’d seen it for his birthday surprise but that somehow, with this intent to make her watch, it was different. It looked like a good kiss, no, a great kiss from Harriet’s vantage point, slow, hungry, passionate, sensual, Zach had always been a good kisser, even that first time they’d kissed at university ten years before, and she could vouch for Phoebe’s talents in that regard too. It made her jealous to admit it but they looked really good together.

Their hands were getting friendly and Harriet noticed Zach’s very obvious excitement, the bulge at the front of his shorts a dead giveaway. Phoebe had noticed too because her hand moved down, stroking him gently through the fabric, breaking off the kiss to look into his eyes as she touched and teased him, making him focus just on her, nowhere else.

He closed his eyes briefly and sighed, a deep, satisfied sigh, a sound Harriet knew so well coming from his lips, and then she saw a shift and she knew what was coming… there was always a moment with Zach, always, where his excitement overwhelmed his self-control, where he went from a semi-passive participant when it was just the two of them to something entirely more assertive, not dominant, but equally demanding as she was of him.

Suddenly he pulled Phoebe against him, the kiss intensified, and the moment had come. They fell on to the bed, pressed against each other, and she fumbled at his t-shirt first, pulling it off, then his shorts, leaving him naked, his glorious hard cock sprung free. God, did Harriet what that cock for herself at that moment, the jealousy spiking again but with it also that wonderful counterpoint, that joy in his pleasure and, as well she realised, in Phoebe’s. She wondered whether Zach nowadays got as much from seeing Ben enjoy her as her enjoy Ben, and resolved to ask him at some point.

Phoebe’s top came off next, leaving her only in her lingerie, and Zach soon rolled her on to her back and started kissing down her body, roughly pushing the bra up over her breasts, her nipples hard, his tongue and lips going to work, and Phoebe moaning in pleasure as he did. Harriet saw her glance over at her and Ben, fancied she saw a satisfied smile and a nod to see them watching as instructed, then she focused back on Zach who was working his way down her body.

As his kisses moved lower he slipped her underwear down and threw it towards Harriet and Ben with a theatrical flourish, and then he was between Phoebe’s legs… her Zach between her unicorn’s legs… his tongue starting to do things to Phoebe that Harriet knew so well.

Phoebe gasped, her hands on her sheets, and Harriet wondered if she was about to climax fast, but she was pacing herself and she whispered to Zach, “Slower… we need to give the other two a good show.”

Zach lifted his head and grinned, his mouth wet from Phoebe’s arousal, it looked so super, super hot, and then he moved back up and started to kiss Phoebe again. Harriet could see his hard cock pressed against her, could see them moving in a delicate dance, both of them teasing but neither quite making the final move, and then Phoebe pushed back on Zach and rolled him onto his back. She smiled at him, then started to kiss down his body herself, working her way down and down, until her lips reached his cock and she sunk her mouth down onto it, taking most of his length first time before pulling back and playing with him with her tongue.

He moaned, reached his hand down to her hair, and Harriet watched with her breath held… because he was doing something with Phoebe that he didn’t normally do with Harriet and she was enthralled, seeing his fingers in her hair, the way he started to suggest the pace she took, realising that he didn’t need to do it with Harriet because she knew, but Phoebe didn’t and he was trying to guide.

It was all too much for Harriet… it was such an incredible turn on watching her unicorn want her husband so obviously, she wanted to be on the bed with them, joining them.

She figured Phoebe was distracted going down on Zach so she reached for Ben’s hand and exchanged glances with him, making it clear what she wanted… he grinned and nodded at himself and she understood too. Soon her hand was on his cock, slowly, moving up and down, and his hand was between her legs, touching her, playing with her, building her slowly to another release.

Phoebe lifted her head and glanced over, and both Harriet and Ben were too slow to react… Zach started chuckling. “You two are so busted,” he teased, looking incredibly smug.

“Oh you so are…” Phoebe added, sitting up but with her hand slowly playing with Zach still. “Ben, well you’re only a man and Harriet next to you, I know what she’s like… insatiable. Sex mad.”

“Sex mad?” Harriet replied with mock offence. “Me?”

“Yeah you… leading poor, innocent Ben astray. You’re innocent, aren’t you?”

“I’m just the victim here,” Ben added and Harriet shot him a look that she couldn’t quite keep as serious as she wanted to.

“So I warned you… I don’t normally like to play like this, but you need to watch and do nothing else.” Phoebe stood and went to fetch a chair from the living room, carrying a soft cushioned dining chair into the bedroom and setting it down in another corner. “Here. This is where you’re going to sit and watch.”

Harriet stood slowly, then pretended to reluctantly walk over to the chair before sitting down. “Happy now?” she asked Phoebe.

“Not nearly. I can’t trust your hands.” She went over to a bedside table and pulled out a length of fabric that looked like it was made of red silk. “I don’t normally like to use these, a bit crude. But you’ve given me no choice. Wrists.”

Harriet held out her wrists and Phoebe bound them, crossed over. When Harriet tried them she realised they’d been tied well. Phoebe then lifted Harriet’s arms above her head and tied the wrists to a water pipe that ran down the wall in the corner of the room.

“That’s better,” she said. “I’ll let you go when it’s your turn. Until then… just watch.” Phoebe leaned close and, just for Harriet, whispered, “You ok with this?” Harriet nodded. “Good… I’ll untie you whenever you want. Just so you know that.” She leaned back and looked Harriet in the eye and Harriet smiled, just for her… a smile that confirmed don’t worry about me, I absolutely want to play this game. Not for the first time she was glad though to have both Zach and Ben there with her, leaving her feeling supremely safe.

“What do you think gents?”

Ben was grinning from his place on the sofa. “I think the punishment fits the crime… thank you for saving me from her.”

“Saving you?” Harriet said indignantly. “I’ve been framed.”

Zach chimed in. “All I can say Phoebe is thank you, I just wish someone else had had the common sense to punish Harriet… she does it all the time.” Harriet shot him a look that was meant to be fierce but dissolved into laughter… this was an unexpected turn of events but fun, really fun.

“Well, Harriet you’re definitely going to have to watch me and Zach now… no choice. Zach, where were we?”

Phoebe climbed onto the bed and lowered her lips onto Zach again, taking him in her mouth. It was torture, pure, delicious, jealous, incredible torture for Harriet to sit and watch, unable to do anything. She didn’t go down on him for long, soon moving back up the bed, and the two of them lay kissing, arms wrapped around each other, bodies pressed together, hands everywhere, it was so hot to see… they were both as into it as each other, and she could tell this wasn’t a show from Phoebe or Zach, they were genuinely really into each other.

She’d brought protection through from the living room and slid one onto Zach, then Phoebe lay back, side on to Harriet, giving her the best view. It was enthralling, watching Zach slowly roll over, settle down on top of her, position himself, then to see the look of sheer pleasure cross Phoebe’s face when Zach slid into her… wow, thought Harriet, wow, wow, wow. She glanced at Ben and could see that he was equally enthralled.

Zach went slow, guided by Phoebe, and Harriet knew well what she’d be feeling… this was Zach in considerate lover mode, and Harriet loved it. He could go all night like this, and she suddenly thought through the jealousy and the arousal how much she loved him, the realisation watching him with Phoebe like that that she really, really did. He’d told her he felt the same watching her and she thought she’d understood but she hadn’t, not really, not until now… now she did, and it was a love she’d rarely felt before, the strength of their relationship and the depth of their trust in each other to be able to do something like this and come out stronger for it was something so precious and so rare… God she loved him so much.

At that moment Zach looked at her, even as he thrust slowly into Phoebe, even as Phoebe’s ankles rested on the back of his thighs, her body wide open to take him, her hands on his ass pulling him into her.

“I love you,” she mouthed, ridiculous as it felt to say like this, tied up in a chair, watching him with another woman, but it was true.

He smiled and nodded slightly, a look of complete understanding across his face, then he focused back on Phoebe and they started to speed up, both on the same page as to when to up the intensity. As she watched Phoebe moan long and loud before pressing her lips to Zach’s, Harriet was a mess of wonderful emotions… she wanted someone, anyone to fuck her like Zach was fucking Phoebe, and she was so lucky, her husband, her unicorn, her bull all in one place, and she knew she’d get to have a lot of fun soon enough, and that any of the three of them could give her what Zach was giving Phoebe.

The pace had quickened on the bed, turning much more frantic and kinetic, and Harriet could see now that Phoebe was driving it as much as Zach, knew after their handful of nights together what a Phoebe about to climax looked like and could see it right then, and an orgasm shook through Phoebe, making her cry out, and Zach took a little longer, drawing Phoebe out, an image that would be seared into her mind forever of her husband absolutely fucking another woman and the other woman loving it, then Zach was climaxing too and the two of them made for an insanely hot pairing, cumming together, their sweat sheened bodies moving together, their hands clasped together in the moment of release, laughing wearily as they slowed to a stop.

“Yeah,” Phoebe said wearily after a few moments while Zach planed slow kisses on her neck, lying on top of her and inside her still. “That’s what I meant by making love to me…” She looked over at Ben and then Harriet. “Worth the admission price?”

“One hundred percent from where I’m sitting…” Ben replied.

Harriet glanced up at her bound wrists then gave a wry smile. “I’m not sure about how you treat your guests, but… yeah, one hundred percent.”

Phoebe kissed Zach, then said to him, “Now you get to watch the next little bit. Ben, I’m going to give you the choice. Harriet looks like she’s about to explode over there… you can choose, you or me to put her out of her misery.”

Harriet looked over at Ben and couldn’t help but laugh… she could read his expression so clearly, the way he was split fifty fifty between the two options, because on the one hand she could see his erection, knew he’d want to have some fun with her, but then on the other hand Phoebe was offering him the chance to watch her and Harriet together, and what red blooded male could turn that down?


Chapter 11


“You,” Ben said eventually.

“Sure?” Phoebe asked.

He grinned. “No. But yes.” Ben took a deep breath. “I’m enjoying watching.”

Phoebe sat up and looked at Harriet. “You’re ok with that?” she asked quietly.

“Very.”

“Good answer.” She stood and Harriet allowed herself to simply feast her eyes on her former Pilates teacher, the toned muscles, the slim, glorious body, and the beautiful face that was focused on her now… the body and the face that had only moments before been under and wrapped around her husband.

Fuck this night was getting crazy.

Phoebe walked over and knelt in front of Harriet, looking up at her. “I’m not untying you until you’re done.”

“You promise?” Harriet teased, and was pleased to see Phoebe blush.

“Promise.” She reached for Harriet’s skirt and undid it, pulling it down and off leaving her in just her top and bra, naked from the waist down. Phoebe’s hands reached forward and started to touch Harriet, beginning on her waist, then working slowly down her thighs, her thumbs on the inside, keeping it gentle and slow, teasing.

“You’re going to make me explode if you keep on like that,” Harriet said, almost in desperation… the teasing touch was driving her wild after what she’d just watched.

“Hopefully…” Phoebe grinned, doing absolutely nothing to change how she touched Harriet, keeping it slow and teasing, her eyes locked on Harriet’s… it might as well have been just the two of them by then, the men watching in silence.

Phoebe moved her hands a little higher, then back down, and again, and again, each time getting a little closer, each time driving Harriet crazier, each time keeping eye contact to drive the intensity higher and higher.

“Please…” Harriet gasped, desperate.

“You’re begging?”

“I’m begging, please touch me properly…”

“Like this?” Phoebe shifted her hands higher and her thumbs brushed Harriet exactly where she wanted to be touched.

She let out a long shuddering moan. “Yes…”

“Beg again.” Phoebe was smiling, her eyes narrowed. Harriet glanced over at Ben and saw that he was absolutely enthralled, before looking back at Phoebe.

“Please Phoebe, I’m begging you, please…”

“That’ll do,” she replied, and she didn’t just move her hands, she lowered her head and put her tongue precisely where Harriet needed it… the shuddering moan that came from her lips saying it all.

Phoebe went slow… very, very slow.

It was magnificent. Harriet had thought she was right on the edge already, in fact she had been, so very turned on by the conflicting emotions of watching Zach and Phoebe with that incredible intensity, the jealousy, and the joy. But Phoebe was taking her almost there and not quite, building her up tiny bit by tiny bit but never quite enough to tip her over the edge. Magnificent was the only word.

Harriet knew that her back was arching, that she was pulling against her restraints, that she was writhing. She knew she was a picture of absolute wanton not quite fulfilled desire, and she loved it, knowing that her two men, her husband and her bull were watching.

Eventually, Phoebe lifted her tongue away and, with a finger just gently applying pressure, just enough to make Harriet gasp, she sat back.

“I think we need to include Ben now, don’t you?”

Harriet nodded. But then, by that point, she’d have agreed to literally anything at all… her brain was mush, filled with nothing but the climax that was lurking, waiting to spring out.

Phoebe reached up and untied Harriet’s wrists, massaging them gently, checking she was ok, then she helped Harriet to stand on wobbly legs and led her by the hand over to where Ben was sitting, smiling warmly, naked again now and sporting a very handsome erection.

Harriet stole a quick glance at Zach who was sat up on the bed, his back against the headboard. He mouthed “you ok?” and she smiled back weakly.

Phoebe meanwhile had leaned down to kiss Ben. “Thank you for being so patient,” she whispered. “I like that in a man.”

He kissed her back. “That was some show.”

“How about you help me with Harriet now… if you sit back.” Phoebe got Ben where she wanted him, then manoeuvred a very compliant Harriet into position, straddling his lap, her back to him, his hard cock slid into her, incredibly easily given the state she was in by then. It felt so impossibly good as he filled her, Phoebe taking off Harriet’s top and removing her bra, and then Harriet leaning back against Ben’s chest, his strong arms wrapped around her.

“You both ok?” Phoebe asked. They both nodded. “Good.” She lowered her head again to go back down on Harriet, this time with Ben inside her, and it felt exquisite… the fullness from Ben, the deep penetration from that angle, but held still, just there, mixed with the skill of Phoebe’s tongue. Exquisite.

It only took a minute or two from there. Phoebe went a little harder, a little faster, not much but enough, and the gasps turned to moans, the moans to something more as her whole body tensed, and when Ben’s fingers found her hard nipples too while his lips found her neck the incredible tension that had been building deep inside released… a soul shaking, earth shattering climax, that felt so, so good, so incredible, leaving her breathless, her hands grabbing on to Ben, then Phoebe’s hair, pulling her in harder then pushing her away… amazing.

As Phoebe stilled her tongue she smiled up at Harriet. “Good?”

Harriet laughed wearily. “Rubbish.”

“Liar.” Phoebe looked at Ben, his head just to the side of Harriet. “Your turn, you’ve been so patient. Harriet, just shift a little but I want you to stay there… that’s right, just up a bit.”

Harriet felt Ben’s cock slip out of her, and she understood because now she could see in her new position sat slightly higher up against Ben that it was standing proud. Phoebe lowered her head and took him in her mouth, her lips closing around the head and then her head bobbing down slowly and back up.

It was a revelation to Harriet… she was, in effect, watching a blowjob from Ben’s perspective, something she’d naturally never experienced before. It was fun.

Phoebe got into a rhythm, reaching a hand to play with Ben’s balls, and Harriet helped, reaching with her hands to gently touch Ben’s body, trying to give him a contrast.

He didn’t last long. The trigger was Harriet leaning to the side and turning her head, kissing him deeply, her tongue against his, and she heard him moan, felt his body tense, then watched as Phoebe kept going as he came in her mouth, swallowing it down and then sitting back, a contented smile on her face.

***

The hours that followed passed in a blur for Harriet, as a kind of dream… all that she knew for certain was that she climaxed several more times, and that dawn was approaching when sleep finally claimed them.

It wasn’t long after her climax with Phoebe and Ben that all four of them took to the bed which, thankfully, proved strong enough to hold them all.

She could remember afterwards that she had sex then with Zach, slow, loving and tender, while Phoebe and Ben did the same next to them. She remembered them swapping, so that it was Zach and Phoebe next to Ben and Harriet, but more joined up… her and Phoebe had been kissing and touching each other at the same time, and she wasn’t entirely sure who had climaxes when and from who… it had been great either way though.

From there they’d all slowed down, aided by another round of drinks, and it had become a kind of free for all, each experimenting with whatever combination worked best at the time. Going down on Zach while Ben went down on her… that had been epic, particularly hearing Phoebe reach her own loud climax at Zach’s touch at the same time, but there was so much more.

Sleep had been inevitable, and the way she drifted off was perfect… lying in the centre of the bed, backed into Zach, facing Phoebe with Ben in the same position.

Her husband, her unicorn and her bull… what could have been better?


Chapter 12


The next morning Harriet was the first to wake. Very late morning, she realised when she looked at Phoebe’s bedside clock.

She allowed herself a while just lying there, feeling happy, warm and safe. During the night Ben had rolled on to his back and Phoebe was cuddled up against him, the two of them looking good together, while Phoebe’s legs were tangled with hers. Zach had rolled over on to his other side, how he usually slept, but she could feel the reassuring presence of his naked back pressed up against her.

Really, even a large double bed wasn’t quite big enough, but she didn’t care… it had been an amazing night.

Carefully, very carefully, she slipped out from under the covers and padded silently through to the living room, smiling at the detritus of the night before scattered around… the dregs of their beers and gin and tonics, a few left over snacks, her underwear, Phoebe’s jeans, Ben’s shorts, the list went on.

It was a beautiful day outside, but then it was the time of year when beautiful day seemed to follow beautiful day in Sydney, the kind of day that made her so happy to not be living back in England despite a lot of her family and friends being back there. That was what holidays were for after all.

Keeping as quiet as possible Harriet rummaged through the kitchen cupboards, looking in vain for good tea bags but having to settle for coffee instead. Even Phoebe wasn’t perfect after all.

She looked up at the sound of footsteps, and saw Zach come through the door, naked as she was because, well, clothes really were optional after a night like that and gone were the days where her, him and Ben had felt the need to tiptoe around what was appropriate or not. When Ben emerged he might be naked too, or not, and it didn’t matter in the slightest. Phoebe could comfortably be put in that category too after the last few weeks.

“Morning.” His voice sounded rough, the after effects of sleep.

“Morning.” On reflection, so did hers too. “Coffee?”

“I need that more than anything…”

She smiled. “Me too.”

As she made them Zach came up behind her, reaching his arms around her, pulling her into him and she let him, loving the feel of his muscular body against her back. He kissed her on the neck and she stopped, turning in his arms, and put her arms around him, kissing him on the lips.

“So, my gorgeous hotwife,” he said. “Your bull met your unicorn. That was pretty hot.”

“Only pretty?”

“Ok, incredibly… she’s got a kinky streak, hasn’t she?”

She felt him twitch down below, saw his cock hardening a little. “I can tell you like that…”

He laughed quietly and kissed her again. “It’s hard to hide it when you’re naked.”

“I’m just amazed you’ve got it in you. I’m spent. Like properly spent.” She turned back around to finish making the coffee, secretly loving the feel of his now hardened cock against her ass. “That night was mad.”

She turned back to face him, handing him his coffee, acutely conscious that his cock was exactly where something could happen very quickly indeed. Also, to her surprise, she found her body responding, knew that her cheeks were getting a little flushed. That was the amazing thing… whenever they did any of this experimenting, above all else it reminded her every single time first and foremost of how head over heels, crazily in love with Zach she was. Every single time.

Zach set his coffee down on the kitchen counter, then took Harriet’s and set it down too. He had a devilish look in his eye.

“You know… we need to do some reclaiming today.”

Harriet arched an eyebrow, teasing him. “Do we…?”

“We do.” His hands were on her hips and he kissed her. “Though one thing confuses me.”

“What’s that?”

“Who’s going to be reclaiming who?”

Harriet laughed and kissed him. “Good question. I figure both of us maybe?” She put her arms around him. “What do you suggest?”

“I think we’ve got a little time… when I got out of bed they were both fast asleep.”

“Here? In Phoebe’s kitchen?”

He smiled and, gripping her waist, lifted her on to the kitchen counter, Harriet letting out a squeal of surprise that she quickly silenced. “I’m game if you are.” He was pressed against her, his hard cock exactly where it needed to be, teasing. And her body, somehow, was ready for him. More than.

Harriet looked around then back at Zach, grinning. “We’d best be quick then.”

He slid into her hard and she wrapped her arms and legs around him, gasping at the feel of him so soon after the night before. “You’re naughty.”

“So are you…” he whispered back, before kissing her hard.

***

A little later, not too long, Phoebe and Ben emerged from the bedroom.

“Morning guys,” Harriet said, then she started laughing. Phoebe took one look at her and Zach then started herself, and the guys cottoned on too.

Because one look at Harriet and Zach’s flushed cheeks and bodies, their slight breathlessness, it was pretty obvious what they’d just been doing.

But the funny thing was, Phoebe and Ben looked just the same.

“You guys are totally busted,” Phoebe said with a grin.

“So are you…” Harriet grinned back. “Coffee?”


Falling


Prologue


The alarm went off at 5.30am, an ungodly hour for a Saturday.

Harriet reached across Zach to silence it, feeling him start to stir under the covers next to her. Luckily he’d never had a problem getting back to sleep in all the years she’d known him, otherwise she’d have felt a little guilty. Maybe more than a little, given what today was.

“Melbourne day,” he murmured sleepily.

“Melbourne day indeed.” She kissed the shoulder that was poking out from under the covers. “Go back to sleep.”

“Gladly…” and he settled back down again, his breath slowing.

In the shower Harriet let the hot water wake her up properly while she thought about the day ahead. Mid-morning flight to Melbourne, Ben’s university reunion, playing at being his girlfriend, make his ex-girlfriend Emilia regret her life decisions that led to her losing him, fool around a little at the end of the night where she wouldn’t be playing at anything… well, more than a little and all a standard part of the crazy life that her and Zach had been living lately.

Absolutely, objectively insane, but with its own logic that somehow worked. The ex-girlfriend angle was an excuse that served to legitimise what the weekend really was, and it worked for all three of them. It was going to be fascinating to see what it would be like, just her and Ben, and Zach had been as happy for the weekend to happen as either her or Ben had been… because this whole thing, her the hotwife, Ben her bull, it had the potential to get serious and, as Zach had reasoned, if they didn’t try this at some point how could they ever know?

Still, there was a little flutter of nerves to go with the excitement, because it was certainly unorthodox what they were doing.

When she emerged, having taken care to get dressed and do her makeup in the bathroom without disturbing Zach, he surprised her by being up with a coffee waiting for her and her bag stood ready by the door.

“Best husband ever,” she said, wrapping her arms around him.

“I know.” He kissed the top of her head. “But you can say it as often as you want. Make sure you have fun today. Be the perfect girlfriend.”

“That’s the plan.”

“And Harriet?” She looked up at him as he leaned back. “I meant it when I said to go all-in with this. Pretend I don’t exist until you get home. It’ll be fun, seeing what it’s like just the two of you. Just one condition…”

“…I have to tell you everything.” She finished for him and smiled. “Not a problem there.”

It was going to be a little odd because some of Ben’s Sydney friends, the ones who’d met Harriet and Zach, obviously would know it was a show, but they were all in on it. It sounded like Emilia had pissed all of them off a little with how it had ended with Ben so their loyalty was firmly to him.

“Are we mad?” she asked.

“Having second thoughts?” He looked at her seriously. “Only do this because you want to, not because I do or because Ben does.”

“No… not second thoughts, just, I don’t know… a good kind of nerves I guess. Excited nerves.”

Zach grinned. “Excited nerves are the best kind.” He hugged her tightly. “Text me when you land. I love you so, so much.”

Harriet kissed him, savouring the feel of his familiar lips on hers. “I love you so, so much too.”


Chapter 1


Ben was at the airport already when she arrived, and his face lit up when he saw her.

“There she is. My heroine. My saviour.”

“Your kind-of-fake-but-I-guess-kind-of-actually-real girlfriend, you mean?” She accepted his hug, holding it for a moment or two longer than she would if they were just friends because, well, they were more, that was for certain. What exactly she didn’t quite know, but certainly more, certainly girlfriend factored into it somewhere even if not in the orthodox sense.

“Semantics. We’ll shorten it to just ‘girlfriend’ for the weekend.” He pulled back from the hug and looked at her grinning. “You look great.”

She grinned back. “Wait until you see what I’ve packed for later…”

They negotiated the joys of airport security together, packed as ever on a Saturday morning… having grown up in England where you could, you know, just drive somewhere for the weekend the sheer number of people in Australia catching flights for a weekend away never ceased to remind her better than a map ever could of the sheer size of the country. Melbourne counted as relatively near to Sydney and it would still have taken them most of the weekend simply to get there and back if they’d driven.

Over breakfast while they waited for their flight to be called Ben filled her in on the key details… it was an official, university organised reunion for his year, people from all subjects, probably several hundred people there. His friends Matt and Chris that she’d met a few times now in Sydney would be there, all clued up on the semi-charade of Harriet’s presence.

And there would be Emilia…

“So I’ve got to ask,” Harriet said. “It feels like there’s some genuine angst there. With you and Emilia I mean.”

Ben waggled his head and pulled an expression that somehow managed to convey both yes and no at the same time. It was kind of hilarious but also kind of cute. “We dated for a while, it didn’t end too well but we’re all part of the same wider group of friends. So… we’ve both made an effort ever since to be friendly, even with how it ended. There’s an undertone, you’ll see.”

“What sort of undertone?”

He looked embarrassed. “There’s been a few times where we’ve… regressed. Particularly where alcohol is involved.”

Harriet couldn’t hide her amusement. “Regressed as in… that?”

“Err, yeah… that. Which then makes it all more complex again.”

“You mentioned there was some overlap?”

“Both sides of it.” When Harriet raised her eyebrows, asking a question, he expanded. “She cheated on me towards the end, with the guy she’s with now. But then she cheated on him with me a few times after they’d got together.” He paused. “That makes her sound evil. She really isn’t, it was just… complicated.”

“So in a way, I’m here to make sure you keep your dick in your pants?” Harriet was enjoying teasing him just a touch.

Ben squirmed in his seat, toying with his food. “A little? But she’s likely going to be there with her boyfriend too, he’s an AFL player.”

Harriet laughed. “Let me guess, handsome, tall, super fit, the thought of the two of them in bed together kills you sometimes?” She paused and took his hand in hers, giving a reassuring squeeze. “Don’t worry, I’m kidding. I’m very happy to help on that front. Just so long as you’re not planning to keep it entirely in your pants the whole time we’re there, because I’ve got some plans for you and I, and Zach would be devastated if I got home tomorrow with no tales to tell…”

They talked about some of the other characters that would be there, and then their flight was called and they had a mad rush to board it… it turned out that Ben wasn’t as organised as Zach was when they flew together, which could have been a problem as Harriet had come to rely on him when travelling as a couple. They made it just in time though.

Interesting, she thought walking down the air bridge, this whole kind of playing at boyfriend and girlfriend thing… even the dynamics of how they got through an airport and onto the plane were different. Just that little thing was, funnily enough, thrilling. This weekend was a change to how she normally did things and she was determined to lean into it, to establish a few of those couple-like routines that would be unique to her and Ben. In essence, to deepen their nascent relationship.

Ben sprung a surprise when they boarded, an upgrade to business class at the front of the plane. “I had so many miles built up from my business trip I need to use them somehow,” he said with a shrug, but Harriet appreciated the gesture either way.

“Very romantic of you.”

Ben blushed. “I figured if you’re flying to Melbourne with me the least I could do is make sure you fly in comfort.”

“Thank you… there was no need, but I appreciate it.” She glanced out of the window as the air bridge was pulled back. “Do you think it’s too early to ask them for champagne?”

Ben laughed. “It's never too early in business class.”

***

Ben was a great travel companion, completely and utterly relaxed, happy to chat or to read. It wasn’t as if the flight to Melbourne was particularly long, a couple of hours including the time waiting to take off, but it flew by.

At one point he asked her about a complicated medical case she’d mentioned in passing a couple of weeks before, and she found herself explaining the diagnostic challenge and how the treatment worked. Ben listened with genuine interest and asked intelligent questions, and it hit home for Harriet just quite how much she enjoyed his company beyond the physical… Zach talked often about the plausible love rival angle to what they did, the thrill of her being with someone who could usurp him and her coming back to him after, and she could really see it with Ben. If Zach wasn’t on the scene, Ben would be an excellent Plan B.

As they came in to land he looked past her out of the window. “Ready to play at girlfriend?”

“Pretty sure I already am,” Harriet replied. It certainly felt like she was, though the extent to which it was playing rather than being was an open question… in many ways she was, indeed, his girlfriend, just that she was also married to someone else. “But absolutely, yes. I’m briefed, a lot of our backstory is simply the truth… we’re into each other, we’re certainly seeing each other, I’ve left my wedding rings at home. We’re all good.” She paused and laughed. “And if it starts to go wrong you can fake a medical emergency and I can be your doctor.”

“Doctor and patient role play? Kinky,” Ben shot back.

“Very. You should see what I can do to a man with only a stethoscope and a pair of latex gloves.”

He looked at her startled, then smiled in relief when he saw her broad grin.

***

If business class was a romantic gesture, the hotel was something else entirely.

Ben had taken care of the booking, insisting on paying, and he’d outdone himself, choosing a boutique hotel tucked away down a trendy street but still within walking distance of all of central Melbourne’s sights.

They checked in together, Harriet using her maiden name in the spur of the moment for reasons she couldn’t quite fathom. Something just didn’t feel quite right about using her married surname when the other person in her marriage was in another state.

“We’ve got your suite all ready,” the receptionist said. “First floor, up the stairs at the end of the corridor.”

“Suite?” she whispered, eyebrows raised once they were out of earshot.

“Nothing but the finest for my fake girlfriend…”

“Wait. Stop.” Harriet stopped in the corridor, Ben looking puzzled stopped next to her.

“What?”

“Enough of the fake girlfriend and pretend girlfriend thing.” She said it lightly, but wanted to make sure he heard what she was saying. “I’m committed to this weekend fully, and let’s be honest, in many ways I am actually your girlfriend. Just not one that you’re in a monogamous relationship with, ok?” He nodded. “Good. Because if we turn up at your reunion later and you think like this, that this isn’t real, then first it’ll be obvious, and second you’ll be wrong.”

A smile flitted across his face. “You mean it, like you think of me as,” he hesitated for a moment, “as your boyfriend?”

“I do. Yes. Because you are. It’s just that you’re my boyfriend that my husband knows about and that hangs out with him to watch sport sometimes and gets involved with me and him in all sorts of brilliant ways. And you’re my boyfriend that is completely free to see other people and have other girlfriends. We’re dating, you and me, just in a non-monogamous and completely open relationship."

“When you put it like that… I guess we are, aren’t we? Girlfriend and boyfriend I mean?”

Harriet nodded. “Exactly. And your old uni mates don’t need to know the fine details, unless you want them to know. Now we’ve got that out of the way, why don’t you show me whatever wonderful romantic gesture you’ve made with this room.”

It didn’t disappoint.

An elegant modern space, all pastels and whites, the room was huge with a sitting area leading on to a large bed, windows beyond and doors opening onto a balcony. Plants took the edge off the modern decor, and the bathroom visible through the door to the side was massive… she was absolutely one hundred percent going to use the bath before they checked out again tomorrow, that was for sure.

On the side was a vase containing a dozen red roses and a bottle of champagne chilling on ice, along with a note.

Harriet read it and glanced at Ben. “Anniversary?”

He grinned and took it from her, reading. “Got us a freebie didn’t it?”

She turned and walked over to him, putting her hands on his waist. “It did. And a very nice room. So, boyfriend, what do you say we plan to make the most of that champagne later?” She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. “Thank you… this is a very good start to our weekend.”

“Nothing but the finest, girlfriend.” He kissed her back, slowly, and she could feel something stirring inside, particularly when he sighed into the kiss. “Tempting as it would be to rip that dress off you and see how sturdy our bed is, I’ve got something even better to tempt you with.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“What could possibly beat that?”

“How about you unpack anything you need to unpack, and then you’ll find out.”

***

“Oh my God.” She couldn’t help a grin spreading across her face. “That’s amazing… Jesus, Ben… just wow.” She looked at Ben in wonder. “I had no idea it could be that good.”

Ben looked a little embarrassed at her reaction, but she figured it was firmly deserved.

Put simply, this was the best coffee she’d ever drunk.

“I know people from Melbourne like to claim that their coffee is the best… I just figured it was all talk.”

“I know, right?” Ben looked pleased despite her initial reaction. “We didn’t come here often as students, it would have bankrupted us, but when we did… this particular coffee shop is, I reckon, the best in the world. In my humble opinion.”

“I reckon you’re onto something.” The coffee shop didn’t look much on the outside, tucked away down an alley and covered in graffiti, but looks could be deceiving. Ben was adamant that he wasn’t just going to drag her around his memories of Melbourne, but the coffee shop he couldn’t resist and she could understand why.

“So when we’ve finished these, there’s a place for lunch the other side of the river, it was kind of where you went for a nice date… I figure we’d do that then see where the afternoon takes us. You good with that?”

“Business class flight, a suite with champagne and roses, coffee so good I think,” Harriet lowered her voice and leaned forward in her seat with an exaggerated whisper, “I think I might have had a tiny orgasm when I tasted it.” She leaned back again. “I’m not even joking. And your go to date restaurant. Ben… are you hoping to get lucky later?” she teased.

Ben shrugged. “I mean maybe… I guess I’ll see which single women are at the reunion…”

Harriet kicked him playfully under the table. “You were absolutely going to get lucky right up until that joke.” She pouted. “Now, you’re back to square one.”

“I guess we need to feed you a second coffee to go. See if it gets the same reaction.”

She laughed. “You know exactly what gets me going, don’t you?”

***

Lunch was great, a really relaxed place full of a whole mix of locals enjoying their weekend.

They got back to the hotel mid-afternoon, leaving themselves plenty of time to get ready. But then Ben seemed very relaxed about when they arrived at the reunion, dinner wasn’t until seven with drinks and various subject related meet ups beforehand and, as Ben had said, “I already see the only other engineers I really liked most days anyway.”

Harriet had had that bath in the back of her mind ever since she’d seen it, and she was determined to make the most of it. It was never the same having a bath at home, surrounded by your clutter, all the unfinished jobs around the apartment weighing on you, and the hot water would always run out just a little too soon. Hotel baths were so much better.

She left Ben relaxing in the room, feet up on one of the sofas reading, and slipped into the hot water… it felt heavenly, the hotel even providing a bath pillow. She closed her eyes and slid down into the bubbles, letting the heat and the steam envelope her.

Sometime later she heard the door open but, too relaxed to move a muscle, she kept her eyes shut.

“I really hope that’s you, Ben,” she said. They’d known each other for so long now, had been so intimate together so often, that she really didn’t care about her nudity under the bubbles. In all honesty, behind closed doors, they probably spent more time naked together than clothed.

“I thought you might need a drink.” She heard him put something down on the side of the bath and opened an eye lazily.

“Champagne… perfect.” She reached up a hand to take the glass and saw that Ben had one too.

“Here’s to being boyfriend and girlfriend.” He tapped his glass against hers.

“To girlfriend and boyfriend. Get it the right way round.” She grinned and he laughed.

“Would you mind if I took a shower while you soak?” He glanced at his watch. “I want to be fashionably late to arrive, but not actual late.”

“Of course not… you don’t need to ask.” She took a sip and had a thought. “This is good champagne. You’ll struggle to drink it in the shower. The bath though…”

Ben pretended not to understand. “But you’re in the bath?” His grin told her that he understood the solution.

“So I am… how selfish of me.” Harriet pretended to think, a frown creasing her face. “It’s a very big bath though. So big that I’m a little scared to be in it on my own. I could really use a strong, handsome boyfriend who likes swimming in their free time to keep me safe.”

Ben couldn’t shed his clothes fast enough.


Chapter 2


“You’re sure about no tie?” Ben asked, checking his reflection in the window of the Chemistry building on his old campus.

Harriet put a reassuring hand on his arm as she stood looking at his reflection with him. “Definitely not. Trust me.” She went on tiptoes to whisper in his ear. “You look so… fucking… hot without it, there’s a real danger I might jump you in the middle of dinner.”

She was joking, of course, but only a little… he looked seriously good in his suit and shirt, and in the reflection they looked good together, Harriet in a halter neck red formal dress and high heels, her hair in an elegant half-up-half-down style.

Getting ready together had been a delight, just a wonderful, wonderful afternoon in each other’s company. The bath, showering together after, the easy intimacy that came from spending that time just them, body against body, nothing to hide, his body hers and her body his, nobody else. It had felt so desperately right.

And that carried through to the reunion… they would look like a couple because that day they really had been.

They were aiming for a lawn area for pre-dinner drinks, following the crowd, and Ben had already seen a few people he knew, making various promises to chat properly later and the usual pleasantries exchanged with the sort of people that you hadn’t even thought about since leaving but were still pleased to see.

As they neared the drinks reception the sound of a string quartet drifted across along with the buzz of conversations, carried on the warm early evening air. It made Harriet miss her old college at Oxford more than she would care to admit, they did this sort of event well, and she felt a pang of homesickness for England, not much, but it hit her from time to time and it hit her then.

“This is nice,” she said to Ben, slipping her hand into his, setting her thoughts to one side. “Ready?”

“Absolutely. You?”

“Looking forward to it. I’m pretending I’m a lumberjack by trade, right?” She almost kept a straight face but the smile crept through and he grinned back, giving her hand a squeeze.

“And I’m a space cowboy. Honestly though, I think doctor is pretty awesome.”

“You mean that?”

“Yeah, massively… God, Harriet, I’ve got so much respect for what you do.”

She smiled again, loving the compliment, and just then a voice to their side said, “Ben, mate, how’re you doing?” and a cheerful looking man and woman came bustling over.

Ben’s friends were welcoming, enthusiastic, the kind of people who’d clearly been close once and were determined to recapture that feeling for that one night. Harriet found herself shaking hands, accepting hugs, answering the same questions over and over.

“How did you meet?”

“In a bar, about three months ago.”

“What do you do?”

“I’m a doctor. In Sydney.”

“Ben, mate, you’ve really outdone yourself this time.”

Ben was popular, that was for sure… this wasn’t one of those reunions where you’re scrabbling to recall vague connections, Harriet thought, this was a wide group of people who knew him well and respected him more.

As they took their seats for dinner at one of the many round tables set up in the university’s main hall, all white linen and table decorations and excited buzz of voices, Harriet leaned close to Ben. “Am I doing ok?”

He smiled and took her hand. “Better than ok. Perfect.” Their eyes met for a long moment, then she leaned forward and kissed him, just a peck on the cheek.

“So, my handsome boyfriend, where is Emilia? You’ve got me curious.”

He indicated with a nod of his head towards the table next to them. “Blonde woman.” Harriet started to turn her head. “Don’t be obvious!”

Harriet took her time instead, waiting until the person next to her was seated, one half of a couple who’d both played water polo with Ben in their student days, and then used the cover of making small talk with them to look.

She reckoned she knew exactly who it was, because she was stunning and very much looked like Ben’s type. First impressions were that she seemed nice, the way she was listening intently to the woman sat to her side and asking questions.

“The blonde messy bob in the black dress?” Harriet whispered to Ben.

“Bingo.”

“I can see what you saw in her,” she said.

Ben grinned. “I forgot that you’d recently come to appreciate the female form,” he said quietly.

Harriet gave him an admonishing look. “No boyfriend tonight from the look of it.” Harriet raised her eyebrows.

Ben simply smiled. “Good job you’re here to stop me trying something stupid.”

“Will you introduce us later?” She saw his sceptical look. “Not like that,” she reassured him. “It’s you and me only this weekend, no one else. Only introduce me if you want to.”

“I will. You’ll either get on like a house on fire or you’ll hate each other.” He shook his head. “Let’s see which it is.”

***

The opportunity came when coffee was being served after a thankfully short speech that was, in summary, begging all the alumni present to please give some money, mixed with a guilt trip about how hard things were for the students of today. Maybe run your finances better, Harriet thought, the same view she had whenever her old Oxford college came begging.

People had been mingling throughout the meal and Harriet had long since lost track of the names and faces… they were a blur by that point, but a happy blur. It was genuinely joyous to see quite how many people were glad to see Ben and wanted to catch up with him.

Harriet and Ben were already stood talking to a group of his friends when a woman’s voice from behind said, “Fancy meeting you here…”

Ben turned, as did Harriet, and it was amusing. He wasn’t really the type to get flustered but on this one occasion she could see that he was struggling a little, before gathering himself. “Emilia, hey.” He leaned towards her and they exchanged a friendly hug. “How are you doing?”

“Good, thanks.” She paused and looked at him for a long few moments. “Good. How about you?”

“Not doing bad thanks. You here with Jake?”

She gave a look that told Harriet that she knew that he knew that Jake wasn’t there, but she’d play the game. Even in just a few sentences the history between them was palpable… there was as much passing between them that went unsaid as was said. Kind of cool to watch, safe in the knowledge that her own relationship with Ben was emphatically open and non-monogamous so she didn’t need to feel protective or defensive.

“He’s got a game tonight. How about you?”

Ben grinned and took Harriet’s hand, interlacing his fingers with hers. A little squeeze told Harriet that he wasn’t feeling quite as confident as he was making out. “Harriet, meet Emilia. Emilia, Harriet.”

Time to shine, Harriet thought.

She held out her hand and Emilia took it after a second, shaking hands. “Lovely to meet you,” Emilia said with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. Harriet was certain by then that there was a parallel universe somewhere where Ben and Emilia were still an item, both of them clearly still had some residual feelings for each other but also way too much baggage to allow anything to ever happen again.

“And you,” Harriet replied, her smile genuine. “Ben’s told me a lot about you.”

Emilia pursed her lips slightly, presumably wondering exactly what narrative Ben had given Harriet about their relationship and how it had ended, but to her credit it passed quickly. “I’m sure he has. You guys are dating?”

“Yep.” Harriet leaned in close to Ben, slipping her arm around his back. He slipped his arm around her shoulders in return. “What, three months now?” Harriet asked Ben.

“Give or take,” he replied.

“Did you go to uni here?” Emilia asked Harriet.

“No, I went to uni in the UK. This place is nice. Ben’s told me so much about his university days.”

“Has he?” Emilia was grinning now, a genuine grin this time that was half-teasing Ben. “I’m sure he left out the most interesting parts.”

“Probably,” Harriet replied with a grin of her own. “Ben… why don’t you get us both a drink, and Emilia can tell me all the stories that you’re too embarrassed to admit to?”

“Uhhh… sure, I guess.” Ben very obviously was not expecting that, but Harriet gave him her most reassuring look and he headed off to the bar.

“So… he’s told you about his bleached blonde phase?”

Harriet looked at Emilia in surprise, having only known Ben with dark hair. “No. But do tell!”

“I’ll go one better.” She picked up her phone. “Photos…”

***

Harriet ended up spending half an hour with Emilia being told increasingly embarrassing stories about Ben, some of which he unconvincingly denied when he came back with the drinks. Eventually Emilia excused herself to go and mingle, leaving the two of them momentarily alone.

Ben puffed out his cheeks. “I was not expecting that.”

“She’s nice. I figure if you dated her for a long time then she must be, regardless of how things ended between you. Benefit of the doubt and all that.”

“Thank you.” He put his arms around her and leaned in to kiss her. “You’ve been perfect.”

“You’ve got a fun circle of friends, it makes it easy.” She kissed him back, enjoying the opportunity to be openly affectionate with each other. “What do you say you introduce me to some more people?”

The rest of the evening was a blur of conversations and music and drinks. Harriet found herself enjoying it very much, not a hint of artifice. It felt real because it was, in many ways, real. Ben’s friends were genuinely good people, funny, warm, clearly fond of him. But more than that, her and Ben moved between them naturally, like they belonged together.

It was the small things she noticed. The way he touched her lower back when they were weaving through the crowd, how she leaned into him instinctively when someone was talking, the moment when someone made a joke about corporate strategy and they both rolled their eyes at the same time, then caught each other doing it and grinned.

Harriet realised with surprise that when it was just the two of them they had rhythms together, patterns of interaction that had developed over the months on their nights out and their weekends away in the spaces where Zach wasn’t. Their complete physical ease with each other translated seamlessly into, well, couple behaviour… he knew when she needed another drink and what without needing to ask, she could see when he was getting tired of a conversation and wanted to move on.

She understood as she listened to stories of high jinks from his student days that that she already knew how they’d finish… she knew him much, much better than she’d realised. Not just his body, not just his personality when they were with Zach, but him.

The revelation sat strangely somewhere deep inside… they really weren’t playing at being a couple. They were a couple.

They danced later on. Ben pulled her onto the floor during a slow song, his hands settling on her hips. Harriet’s arms went around his neck, and they swayed together.

“Emilia’s watching,” she whispered.

“Let her watch.”

Over Ben’s shoulder, Harriet could indeed see Emilia standing at the edge of the dance floor, talking to a group of people. Emilia’s expression was unreadable, but she was definitely watching.

“Your friends like me,” Harriet said.

“Of course they do.” He gazed into her eyes as they moved. “This feels real,” he said eventually.

“It does, doesn’t it?” Harriet replied. “This is right about when you’re supposed to kiss me, I think…”

It was a very good kiss.


Chapter 3


They didn’t talk much in the taxi back to the hotel, but then they didn’t need to. Ben’s hand held Harriet’s, his thumb idly tracing patterns as they both watched the Melbourne streets pass them by.

Harriet’s mind was half on the reunion, the sheer number of people she’d spoken to and the realisation of quite how popular Ben was, and half on the hotel room and what was to come, giving her butterflies in her stomach that she hadn’t expected but thought she understood.

They walked hand in hand through the hotel back to their room, silent but the atmosphere charged with what was about to come. When they got back to their room Ben clearly felt it too, fumbling with the key card a little, giving her a shy smile.

Something, and she couldn’t pinpoint the precise moment when it happened, but something had fundamentally altered between them that day… something exciting and terrifying in equal measure.

Inside the door they stood facing each other for a moment. Across the room was the bed, with a promise of what lay ahead.

“That went well,” Ben said finally.

“It did. And you’re here with me, not wherever with Emilia.”

“Yeah.” He smiled. “Mission accomplished.”

“Completely accomplished.”

Neither of them moved. Eventually it was Ben who stepped closer, his hand coming up to cup her face.

“The funny thing is, I would much rather be here with you than somewhere else with her.” Harriet stayed silent even as her tummy performed a complete flip, her breath catching. This felt very, very real, in a way that nothing had since she’d got back together with Zach all those years ago. “Can I kiss you?”

Harriet started to make a flippant comment, something about how many times they’d kissed before, but she stopped… somehow, here, right now, it felt like he was asking for permission for something bigger than just another kiss.

“Yes,” she replied, before she could even think of what the answer should be, because right then, there in that hotel room, after a wonderful day together, she wanted him so much, desired him so much… nothing else mattered right then. Literally nothing.

The kiss was gentle, as if they were kissing for the first, not the thousandth time. Tender, exploratory, loaded with meaning… whenever they’d kissed before, whether with Zach or on the few occasions without him, it had been performative, Harriet with her bull, fulfilling a dynamic.

Those had been for show.

This, though, was just for them, and to call it only intense would be to do that kiss a great disservice.

When they finally broke apart, Harriet’s heart thumping in her chest, she found herself smiling. “We should get ready for bed.”

“Yeah. Good idea.”

She escaped to the bathroom, though not without a long, lingering stare at Ben over her shoulder as she went, feeling her breath catch again, and then she closed the door behind her and leaned against it. Her reflection in the mirror showed flushed cheeks and bright eyes. She looked like a woman about to sleep with someone she cared about deeply.

She washed her face, brushed her teeth, messed up her hair a little. With her dress off she stood there in her underwear, debating whether to emerge in her pyjamas, a silk shorts and shirt set she’d bought specifically for tonight, or a bathrobe.

Pyjamas, she decided, because they’d make her feel sexy but also because the idea of that sort of domesticity did something funny to her… normally with Ben it was all sexy lingerie or no clothes at all. Pyjamas would be different and felt right.

When she emerged, Ben was sitting on the edge of the bed in his boxers, suit and shirt hung up. He looked up, and his expression softened.

“Your turn,” she said.

He passed close enough that she caught his faint scent, then disappeared into the bathroom. Harriet heard water running and felt her pulse quicken.

This had happened so many times before, but it had never felt quite like this.

Ben emerged, and Harriet’s breath caught yet again. He was so handsome, she wanted him so much… she’d always known that, but somehow here it felt more real, more present.

“Hi,” he said quietly.

“Hi.”

She stood and he crossed to her. His hands slid across the smooth fabric of her pyjamas, firm against her skin. Her hands went to his back and she could feel his muscles, firm and devastatingly sexy, as he looked at her.

“Is this ok?”

“Yes. Very, very ok.”

He smiled and then he kissed her again, deeper this time, more passionate, and she responded, their lips locked, their tongues playing against each other, it was a kiss for the ages. Ben started to slowly walk her backwards towards the bed and when she felt the back of her legs against the mattress he didn’t stop, the two of them tumbling on to the bed together in a tangle of limbs and laughter.

What came next was utterly unlike any other time they’d been together before. There was no urgency, no performance, no Zach watching from across the room or waiting for videos at the other end of a phone. It was just the two of them, five hundred miles from home, alone together, learning each other afresh.

Ben’s touch was so gentle to start with, his hands and lips everywhere, that it just made her want him even more. The curve of her hip, the sensitive skin on her inner thigh, her ribs just below her chest, he touched them all, and when his hand finally slipped between her legs, her pyjamas long since discarded on the floor, he smiled at her arousal even as she gasped and her back arched under him.

“This is so amazing,” he whispered as his hand played and his lips found her neck. “You’re so amazing.”

She reached for him too, wrapping her hand around his hard cock, but when she started to move her hand he murmured, “Slow… let’s go slow.”

Slow? That was music to Harriet’s ears, so slow she took it.

It was glorious, a deliciously slow building wall of pleasure, the pace absolutely perfect. Ben varied what he did, alternating touching her between her legs with stroking and kissing her elsewhere, and Harriet did the same.

When she climaxed for the first time it was sudden, her mind unable to stop her body responding to the gentle, teasing stimulation, her back arching as she gasped at his touch, her fingers digging into his back, it was like a gentle wave washing through her, a promise of so much more to come.

“Ben,” she gasped even as it rolled through her. “I need you inside me.” A moan. “Now…”

Harriet rolled onto her back and Ben positioned himself above her, both of them gasping as he slid easily into her, Harriet wrapping her legs around him. They fit perfectly together, they always had, but somehow this felt different, more intimate, more real. Two bodies joining as one.

They moved together slowly, finding a rhythm that was unhurried, almost lazy. Ben’s forehead pressed against hers, his hot breath mingling with hers, then his hand found hers, fingers interlacing, pinning it gently above her head.

“Harriet,” he whispered. “God, Harriet.”

She could tell that he was close, his voice strained, and she could feel it building inside her again, that climb towards a crescendo of pleasure.

They slowly ground together and she felt it hit her again, deeper, stronger this time, but then the second time often was like that. Her body clenched around him and he ground through it, climaxing himself moments later with a deep groan, his face buried in her neck, cumming deep inside her and then staying there for a long, long time, both trembling and breathing hard, before he carefully pulled out and rolled to the side, pulling her with him.

Harriet curled up against his chest, his arm around her, her leg thrown over his. The silence was comfortable, easy, the charged atmosphere gone and replaced by something warm and joyous and safe. She listened to his heartbeat slow and felt her own body relaxing too.

“I…” she started to say, then stopped herself.

“What?” he asked gently. “Are you ok?”

“Very ok,” she confirmed. She hadn’t been sure what she was about to say, because she hadn’t worked out the emotions in her head, how to express the overwhelming feeling of desire and want and affection that she had for him right now. I love you? No, that wasn’t quite it. I could fall in love with you? Maybe that was closer, but even there and then, in that magically intimate moment, she knew to swerve the L-word, because once that had been said it couldn’t be unsaid.

“Shall we get under the covers?” Ben asked.

“I’d like that.” Harriet stirred and, after some scrambling with the sheets and turning the lights off (why was it always so hard to turn the lights off in a hotel?), they were soon cuddled together in the dark, just the sounds of their breathing and the slight whisper of the air conditioning.

Harriet could feel the weight of her want for Ben pressing down on her, an almost desperation to find some way to express what she was feeling for him that night but in a way that didn’t get too caught up in the short term over the long term. It was a feeling that hadn’t dissipated, that had been there really since the slow dance at the reunion, that even after sex and the time lying together after hadn’t diminished in the slightest.

She needed to express it somehow, and if she couldn’t say it with words she could at least express herself through actions.

“Ben?” Her voice was quiet.

“Mmmm.”

“Would you… would you do something for me?”

With the arm that was wrapped around her he lightly stroked her side. “Anything. Anything at all.”

“I want you to…” How to ask this? “I want you… you know the thing you did our first time together? With your tongue? That you’ve done a few times.”

He chuckled. “I’ve done a few things with my tongue.”

“The…” She was struggling with how to ask without being too graphic. “The thing with my…” She dropped her voice to a whisper. “My rear.” To illustrate she moved his hand to her ass. “There.”

“You want me to do that? Gladly.”

“What if you do that but then maybe you swapped your tongue for something else after a bit.” She reached her hand to touch his rapidly hardening cock. “Used that instead.”

“You’re asking me for… anal?”

She grinned in the dark, realising he couldn’t see but grinning regardless. “If you want to be crude about it, yes.” Because what better way to express what she was feeling for him without words than to give him that final part of her, the one thing they’d never done, that final step of absolute intimacy and trust between a woman and a man… she’d not wanted it many times in her life before, and had only recently started to enjoy it with Zach after her threesome in Bali had shown her how good it can be, but right at that moment she wanted it desperately, wanted the intimacy of giving her body entirely to Ben.

She heard a chuckle. “Better to check now than find out I misunderstood in a few minutes time… if you’re sure, I’d love to.”

“I’m sure.”

“Ok. But I want to do this right… slowly.” He started to sit up. “Let me get something from my wash-bag.”

She watched him walk naked in the darkness over to the bathroom, saw him silhouetted when he turned the bathroom light on. A silhouette that left no doubt as to what he thought about her suggestion.

“Always be prepared,” he said with a smile, coming back to the bed with a small bottle of lube.

“Such a good boy scout,” Harriet joked, lightening the mood of excited tension.

Ben sat back down on the bed and leaned down to kiss Harriet. “Roll over.”

She rolled and she understood what he meant by slowly, because before he even went there he started to massage her, using a little of the lube, and once she’d relaxed into it it felt amazing… he used long strokes of his hands along the length of her back, unknotting tension she hadn’t realised was there, and she soon felt herself relaxing more than she’d thought was possible given what they were about to do.

Soon enough his hands started working lower, massaging her lower back and upper thighs, and she ostentatiously parted her legs to give him better access, moaning softly when his fingers brushed against her centre. As he massaged her his touch got more and more intimate, and at his prompting she parted her legs wider, much wider, opening herself to him.

His fingers were still focused between her legs, but then he slipped them back, covered in lube, and while one hand continued pleasuring her he used a finger on the other hand to press gently at her rear, a sensation of pressure, not unpleasant, just different, and then suddenly his finger had slipped into her ass up to the first knuckle and she let out a little cry of surprise.

Immediately he stopped, though kept his fingers where they were. “This is ok?” he asked.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Just, keep it slow…” In truth it felt so wonderfully intimate to have him inside her in both places at once, but slow absolutely was the name of the game.

He gave her a minute, then started to pleasure her again with one hand while the other slid slowly deeper into her ass, drawing gasps and moans until she felt that his finger was fully inside.

“Ready for the next step?” Ben asked.

“Mm-hm.” Forming words was going to be difficult from here on, Harriet knew, the sensations so insane, almost overwhelming but in the very best sense.

He slowly withdrew his finger and then she felt him lift her hips up, a pillow put beneath them, and she knew that she was totally open to him now, thrilled to put this trust in Ben.

The bed creaked as he moved position, then his hand returned to between her legs and she felt his tongue on her ass, probing gently, touching her so ridiculously intimately, and she felt it, felt that deep, deep affection for him, reaching her hand back to touch his hair, wanting somehow to make a connection back to him, to show him how she felt.

After a few minutes of slow building pleasure he lifted his head. “You’re sure about this?”

“Never more sure of anything,” was her gasped reply as his fingers hit just the right spot between her legs.

He moved on the bed and she was pleased to hear the sound of a liberal amount of lube being applied to his cock. Ben moved, kneeling behind her, and she felt him guide himself to her, felt the tip of his cock at her ass, as ready as she could ever be.

It was then that he paused and she understood that he wanted her to make the final step, that he respected her so much that he wasn’t, even with everything she’d said about wanting this, about to take the final step without her positive action. It was consent as it should be, and she appreciated him all the more for it.

Bracing herself with one hand against the headboard, she reached back with the other and grabbed his ass, pulling him towards her, and then she felt him start to slide into her, big and hard and erect and it felt so impossible, like it always did, like he couldn’t possibly fit, but of course he did, slowly, steadily, right on the border between manageable and not.

When he was inside her fully, he slowly lowered his chest so that he was lying lightly on top of her, his chest against her back, but taking most of his weight on his forearm resting on the mattress, and then he kissed her neck, her cheek, her shoulder, soft, gentle kisses, taking the intimacy even further.

“This is ok?” he whispered between kisses.

“Very.” She gasped as he shifted slightly. “Boyfriend.”

“Girlfriend,” he whispered back, and then she felt him slide back, ever so slowly, and then back into her, so, so slowly again, and she gasped again, the sensations so intense, the feel of him behind her and on top of her and deep inside her and of his lips and breath on her so all-encompassing.

He slow fucked her, she didn’t know how long for, but after a little while the hand that wasn’t supporting his weight moved down to her thigh and then reached round between her legs, starting to play with her again, and she started to feel a wonderful contrast, the intimacy and the arousal, could tell that there was her third climax of the night starting to build.

Ben, it turned out, was only human… he kept it slow, but she could feel and hear his excitement growing, in the way he was speeding up almost imperceptibly, in the way his breathing was growing ragged, the way his touch between her legs was getting less gentle.

“Let me,” she whispered, moving her own free hand between her legs and starting to touch herself. “You focus on you.”

“Thank you,” he grunted, and he started moving faster… not by much, but enough that it turned from slow and gentle to him genuinely fucking her.

With her own touch Harriet had much more control and she built her own pleasure, complemented by the feeling of his cock deep inside her, and just as she was starting to moan with her own pleasure Ben couldn’t stop himself any more, climaxing inside her, a few harder thrusts as he grunted, but when he started to pull out she stopped him, keeping him there, making the most of feeling so gloriously used and within a couple of minutes her own climax hit, hit hard, and she came crying out into her pillow, Ben’s cock still hard in her ass, her whole body radiating incredible pleasure.

He stayed inside her for a moment longer before carefully pulling out. He pressed a kiss to her shoulder, then disappeared into the bathroom. She heard water running, the sound of mouth wash gargling, and Ben returned with a warm washcloth, cleaning her gently between her legs and around her rear, his touch tender. Then he climbed back into bed and pulled her close.

“You ok?” he asked quietly.

“More than ok.” Her voice was shaky. “That was…”

“Yeah.”

They didn’t need more words than that. Harriet curled up against him, naked skin against naked skin, exhaustion and satisfaction and emotion all tangled together. His arm tightened around her and she felt safe, cherished.

As sleep pulled her under, she was aware of competing feelings… happiness, confusion, guilt. She’d given him something profoundly intimate tonight, not just her body in a new way, but something deeper. A declaration without words.

Tonight she’d let herself become Ben’s completely. What that meant, whether it even meant anything at all… that was firmly a question for tomorrow.


Chapter 4


Harriet woke to sunlight streaming through a gap in the curtains and the warm weight of Ben’s arm lying across her. This wasn’t one of those mornings where she took some time to work out where she was or what had happened… this one grabbed her straight away. Melbourne. Ben. Whatever that was last night.

She turned her head carefully. Ben was still asleep, his face relaxed, looking younger in his sleep. His hair was a mess, a faint crease on his cheek from the pillow where he must have rolled over not too long ago. She had a powerful urge to kiss it, but stopped herself.

Instead, she slipped out of bed and padded silently over to the bathroom. Her reflection showed her exactly what she expected to see after the night before… rumpled hair, bleary eyes, but relaxed, contented.

She’d crossed a line last night, not in a physical sense necessarily, they’d crossed plenty of them before, but something else. Something that made her realise that telling Zach all about it later wouldn’t just be describing something physical.

When she emerged from the bathroom Ben was awake, lying on his side, watching her with a sleepy smile.

“Morning,” he said.

“Morning.”

“Come back to bed.” He lifted the cover and she caught a tantalising glimpse of him, in all his naked glory.

She wondered whether she should get dressed instead, create a little distance, row back a little from what had happened the night before.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she crossed the room and climbed in next to him, accepting his embrace, lying in his arms with her back to his front.

“How are you feeling?” he asked, his hand holding hers.

“Good. A little sore.”

“Too sore?” He sounded concerned.

“No, it’s…” She struggled to find the right words. “It’s a good kind of sore. A reminder.”

“A reminder of what?”

Of how desperately intimate they’d been. Of how much she’d given him, the last of her that he’d not been given before. Of how deep her affection for him last night had been, how deep it still was in the cold light of day.

“Of last night,” she said instead.

Ben was quiet for a moment. “Last night was…”

“Yeah.”

“Harriet, I know what last night meant. What you gave me. I’m not going to pretend I don’t. I just… I know it could get complex from here.”

Her breath caught. “Ben…” He gave her time to find her words as she rolled over to face him. “It could, but it’s worth it. We need to work out what we are now and how that fits with me and Zach, but I’m so, so happy that we’ve discovered this… this, electric connection between us. Are you?”

Ben smiled. “I woke up this morning remembering yesterday and I couldn’t stop grinning.”

Harriet leaned across and kissed him, feeling him respond, noticing that he was hardening as she pressed her body against his.

“Morning glory?” she teased, glancing down.

Ben looked slightly embarrassed. “Or maybe I just quite like you.”

“So we need to get some breakfast in a minute, and I’m out of action after last night. But we need to take care of this… there’s no way they’ll allow something like that,” here she gently stroked his now rock hard cock, “through airport security.” She moved herself down under the covers, wasting no time in placing her lips on his cock. “A dangerous, dangerous weapon,” she joked. “Very potent and powerful. I’d better make it safe.”

Ben sighed as she sunk her mouth on to him. “What have I done to deserve this?”

Harriet lifted her head briefly. “Just being you.” She lowered her head again, flicking her tongue against the head while her lips closed around his shaft.

She suspected that Ben somewhat enjoyed his start to the day.

***

They dressed after with an easy domesticity that felt both natural and faintly terrifying. Ben in the shower while Harriet brushed her teeth. Harriet doing her make up while Ben got dressed. Little comments back and forth, casual touches in passing.

“You going to wear the dress you flew in again?” he asked as she stood in front of her bag.

“Change I think. I brought jeans for today.”

“Good call. Though I did like that dress. Sexy doctor on a weekend away style.”

“You liked what was under the dress.”

“Well, yes. Obviously.”

She threw a sock at him, laughing, and he caught it with a grin.

They found a café a few blocks from the hotel which did, naturally, excellent coffee. Ben ordered eggs while Harriet got buckwheat pancakes with berries and a flat white.

“So,” Harriet said once they’d settled in at a corner table. “Final verdict on the reunion?”

“It was a good one. Did you enjoy it? Genuinely?”

“Yeah, I love meeting new people so it was great. Emilia was nice.”

Ben blushed a little. “I didn’t really expect you and her to get on so well.”

“Is it a surprise? You and her were a couple, so she was obviously your type, and I’d like to think I’m your type too?” Ben nodded his agreement. “So it stands to reason that we would get on… I guess it might have been different if you’d just broken up.”

“I think you did something for me there that I hadn’t realised I needed. After last night I feel like me and her are genuinely just friends again, and that’s nice… it was getting awkward meeting up and the whole will we, won’t we fall in to bed thing.”

Harriet took a sip of her coffee. “Your friends were nice. I liked them.”

“They loved you. One of them texted me this morning asking when you’re coming back to Melbourne.”

“Did they?”

“Yeah. Said I’d better not fuck this up because you’re clearly too good for me.”

“Well, they’re not wrong about that.”

“Indeed they're not,” he said, but he was smiling.

A comfortable silence fell between them. Harriet watched Ben butter his toast and felt something knot in her chest. This easy companionship, these small moments… they weren’t supposed to be part of the arrangement between Ben, her and Zach. But here they were anyway.

“What are you thinking about?” Ben asked, catching her watching him.

“Just… this. Us.”

“What about us?”

How to explain it? That while she’d talked a good game yesterday about how they were already boyfriend and girlfriend the reality had surprised her… this wasn’t just playing, they were a couple in all the ways that mattered. That she had feelings for him that went far beyond the physical. That she was nervous about what that meant, because regardless Zach was still number one.

“Just that we’re good at this,” she said instead. “Being together.”

“We are.” He reached across the table, taking her hand. “Harriet, I know this complicates things. Last night. This morning. All of it. But I don’t regret any of it.”

“I don’t either.”

“Good.” He squeezed her hand, then released it as their second coffees arrived.

They ate, swapping bites, Ben trying her pancakes, Harriet stealing one of his eggs. It was couple behaviour, completely unconscious, and Harriet didn’t realise they were doing it until she caught Ben’s amused expression.

“What?”

“Nothing. Just… that felt natural.”

“Is that bad?”

“No. It’s just… couple-y.”

“We’re being a couple this weekend,” she pointed out.

“Right. Yeah. That’s what we’re doing.”

The way he said it suggested he knew as well as she did that it really had stopped being an act by now.

***

They made their way back to the hotel following a circuitous route, stretching their legs and getting rid of the last of the cobwebs from the night before in the warm fresh air of a Melbourne Sunday morning.

Back in the room they packed quickly, unconsciously doing those things that couples do… Ben helping to zip up her bag when it wouldn’t quite close, Harriet reminding him to check the bedside table for his charger.

“Got everything?” Ben asked as they did a final sweep of the room.

“I think so.”

Ben stood in the middle of the room, looking around. “This was a good room.”

“It was.”

“We should…” He stopped, seeming to reconsider. “Never mind.”

“What?”

“I was going to say we should come back sometime. But that’s probably not…”

“Ben.” She crossed to him, taking his hands. “Last night was incredible. This morning was lovely. All of it. But when we get back to Sydney…”

“Things go back to normal,” he finished. “I know.”

She shook her head. “No, things don’t go back. This thing between us, this is something more now. This is the new normal, but we need to make sure that Zach has caught up to it.”

“I know, I’m excited about that. A little jealous that you’re going to go home to him and I’m going back to my place later, but that’s important. Really important. I can bury my jealousy.”

Harriet smiled and leaned up to kiss him. “We absolutely must come back some time. When the time is right. I would like that very much.” She paused. "This very room. Just you and I."

Ben’s smile lit up the room. “So would I.” He looked at his watch. “I think we’d better get going, we’re cutting it a bit fine with our flight.”

Harriet grinned. “God forbid we’d have to spend a second night here…”

***

When they landed in Sydney a few hours later they stopped near the taxi rank, suddenly awkward, about to go their separate ways.

“So,” Ben said.

“So.”

“Thank you. Again. For this weekend. You really saved me.”

“It was fun. Your friends are great. Emilia too.”

“Mission accomplished.”

“Completely accomplished.”

They both hesitated. Then, Ben pulled her close and kissed her properly… the kiss of two lovers parting after a wonderful time together. Harriet kissed him back, her hands gripping his t-shirt, and for a moment the busy airport disappeared around them.

When they broke apart, they were both breathing fast and Harriet knew that the flush on Ben’s cheeks was repeated on hers.

“See you and Zach in the week?” Ben asked.

“Definitely.”

One more quick kiss, and then he was walking away towards the station. Harriet watched until he disappeared into the crowd, then turned towards the taxi rank, her mind already churning.

She had an hour, give or take, before she’d get home. An hour to figure out how to explain to Zach what had happened in Melbourne.

Harriet thought she knew how he’d react, thought he’d be happy, but there was a residual fear that lurked… what if her and Ben had taken things too far?


Chapter 5


The taxi ride passed in a blur of thoughts, and Harriet stared out of the window at the familiar streets, trying to sort through what had happened.

She knew now, unequivocally, that she had feelings for Ben. Real feelings. The kind that made her want to do things and say things that showed him how she felt.

The realisation wasn’t exactly a surprise. If she was honest with herself she’d know for months, probably since the weekend away the three of them had had in the Blue Mountains. Melbourne, though, had made it undeniable.

She had to talk it through with Zach, all of it, no secrets, complete honesty.

Harriet pulled out her phone and typed out a message to Zach:

Flight landed on time, in taxi now. We need to talk about something when I’m back, nothing bad I promise, just important. Love you so so much and can’t wait to see you xx

His reply took seconds.

Now you’ve got me intrigued! Love you lots, see you soon xx

Then a quick follow up.

I’ll have a cup of tea ready! xx

Harriet sat back and smiled, reassured. The tea would be terrible, no Australian could make good tea, but it was the thought that counted, and the message that came with it… that Zach would listen to whatever she had to say with patience and understanding.

God, she might well have feelings for Ben, but with Zach there was no doubt. She meant it when she said it… she loved him so, so much it almost hurt.

***

By the time she stood on their doorstep, her heart was racing, but not with dread, just with anticipation. She was about to tell her husband she’d fallen for their bull, and she was cautiously confident that it was going to be ok.

She unlocked the door and went inside.

“Harriet!” Zach appeared from the living room, grinning. “You’re home!”

He pulled her into a hug, and she breathed in his familiar smell. God, she’d missed him. A day and a half felt like forever.

“How was it?” he asked, pulling back to look at her. “Was Emilia as evil as we thought? Did Ben’s friends love you? Tell me everything.”

“I will. But first…” She took his hand. “Can we sit down? I need to tell you something.”

His expression shifted to curious rather than worried. “Ok. This sounds important.”

They settled on the sofa and Harriet realised she was smiling despite her nerves.

“The reunion was perfect,” she started. “Emilia was there without her boyfriend, she was great actually once we’d got talking, I can see why her and Ben were a couple.”

“I knew you’d make friends rather than doing the whole make her jealous thing.” Zach squeezed her hand. “And?”

“And Ben’s friends were wonderful. They loved me. One of them took me to one side and told me that me and Ben were perfect together.” She paused. “The thing is, Zach… they were right. We were perfect together. Not just pretending to be a couple. Actually being one.”

“It doesn’t surprise me, given what we’ve been through with Ben.” His thumb traced circles on her palm, a reassuring presence, encouraging her to continue.

“We had in-jokes that just appeared naturally. We had the kind of easy intimacy that felt like, well, a couple. We shared food without thinking about it. And when we got back to the hotel…” She took a deep breath. “It was different. We made love, just the two of us, slowly, gently, not like our nights with the three of us. I felt such strong emotions towards him, such huge affection and desire. We were lying in the dark and I just wanted him… more of him I mean.”

“What did you do about it?” Zach was focused intently on her, but with that same curiosity and interest, not a hint of alarm, and Harriet felt so relieved that it was him that she had to tell this to.

“I didn’t have the words, and I knew to tread carefully, once something has been said it can’t be unsaid.” She paused and took another deep breath. “So instead, I wanted to show him physically how intense my feelings were. I asked him to have anal sex with me, because I needed to show him what I was feeling even if I couldn’t say it. And it was so intimate, so special. He was gentle and careful and it felt like giving him something profound.”

She waited for Zach’s reaction, watching his face.

Slowly, a smile spread across his features. “You have feelings for him.”

“Yeah.” She felt her own smile growing. “I do. Real ones. Not just physical attraction. Actual, genuine feelings.”

“How do you feel about that?”

“Terrified. Excited. Confused.” She laughed. “Also kind of thrilled? Is that weird?”

“No.” Zach’s smile widened. “It’s not weird at all.”

“You don’t seem surprised.”

“I’m not.” He shifted closer. “Harriet, I’ve been watching this develop for months. The way you light up when he texts. How you get ready for our nights with him. The inside jokes between you two. I knew something was happening.”

“You did?”

“Of course I did. I know you better than anyone.” He cupped her face. “The question was whether you’d realise it. And now you have.”

“You’re not upset?”

“Upset?” He laughed. “Harriet, you just told me our arrangement has evolved to include actual feelings. Do you know how rare that is? How special?”

She stared at him. “I thought you’d be… I don’t know. Threatened?”

“Why would I be threatened? You’re sitting here on our sofa, having just come home to tell me everything. You’re not leaving me. You’re not choosing him over me. You just have feelings for him in addition to me. That’s…” He paused, searching for words. “That’s actually amazing.”

“It is?”

“Think about it. We’re doing this with someone you have deep feelings for. That makes it even better, doesn’t it? More intense, more meaningful. And you get to share all of that with me.” His eyes were bright with excitement. “This is just the next evolution of what we’re doing, because honestly, I’ve got feelings for him too, platonic yes, but feelings regardless. He’s special to us.”

Harriet felt something loosen inside. “I was so worried you’d think I’d ruined it.”

“Ruined it? You’ve made it far, far better.” He took both her hands in his. “Tell me more. Tell me everything. What did he say when you asked for… that? How did it feel? What was it like?”

“He was incredible,” she said, her hands squeezing his at the memory. “So gentle, so patient. He prepared me carefully, his hands and his mouth, and when he finally pushed inside it was overwhelming in the very best way. And he touched me the whole time, made sure I climaxed too. It was…” She struggled for words. “It felt like a declaration of our feelings for each other even without the words.”

Zach’s hands tightened on hers. “God, that’s hot. My wife giving herself to her bull like that.”

“You’re not jealous?”

“I’m turned on,” he replied, and his eyes confirmed it, bright with arousal. “There’s a difference. And also…” His expression softened. “I’m really happy for you. That we get to have this. That we get to explore what it means together.”

“I love you so, so much,” she said, her voice breaking slightly with the strength of the emotions she was feeling. “You have to know that. My feelings for Ben don’t change what I feel for you. You’re still…”

“Everything,” he finished. “I know. And you’re everything to me too. Always will be.”

She kissed him then, deep and desperate, trying to show him what her words couldn’t quite express. He kissed her back just as fiercely, his hands reaching for her body.

“Bedroom,” she gasped against his mouth. “I need you.”

“I need you too.” He stood, helping her up. “Need to show you what we have. Need you to feel it.”

They stumbled to their bedroom, shedding clothes as they went, naked before they even reached the door, hands everywhere.

The two of them fell onto the bed and the pace slowed, a moment of looking into each other’s eyes, and then Zach was pressed against her and inside her, holding there, the two of them joined, as they should be, something feeling just absolutely, perfectly right.

“I missed you so badly,” she gasped as moved his hips slowly, reaching her hands to his ass, wrapping her legs around him, so completely open to her wonderful husband.

“I missed you too.” He sighed as Harriet moved her hips, the two of them starting to build a slow rhythm. “God, Harriet, you feel so perfect.”

Harriet could tell how much he’d missed her by how intense it was… both holding back despite being desperate to grind against each other. Zach needed this reclaiming just as much as Harriet did, this affirmation of them, and she realised that she had an almost overwhelming need to feel the reality of Zach, her true love above anyone else, inside her and on top of her, remembering how he was the foundation of everything.

“Tell me you’re mine,” he said breathlessly, his forehead pressed to hers as they moved together.

“I’m yours. Always yours.”

“Tell me you love me.”

“I love you. So much, Zach. More than anything.”

“Show me,” he said. “Show me what I mean to you.”

She did. She rolled him over on to his back and straddled him, slipping him deep inside, grinding her hips while her hands held his, looking into each other’s eyes as she came hard, gloriously hard, knowing that he was seeing her face in the throes of pleasure and happy that he was.

“Oh, Zach, you’re mine and I’m yours, always,” she cried out.

“Mine,” he moaned, following her over the edge himself, his body shaking in his ecstasy. “You’re mine, Harriet. Always.”

“Always,” she panted, grinding through the last of their mutual climax. “Yours.”

As she collapsed down on top of him, smothering him in kisses, her hair falling loose around them, she knew that they both knew what Zach meant… not possession, but partnership, an unshakable, adamantine basis for everything. She was his, and he was hers, and nothing, not Ben, not feelings, nothing, could change that fundamental truth.

***

Afterward, they lay tangled together, both catching their breath.

“That was…” Harriet started, then stopped and simply grinned.

“Yeah.” He kissed her temple. “We needed that.”

“We did.” She propped herself up on one elbow to look at him. “Zach, I need you to understand something. Having feelings for Ben, it doesn’t diminish this. It actually makes me appreciate what we have even more. Because this is home. This is the foundation. Everything else is just… extra.”

“I know.” He traced lazy patterns on her skin with his fingers. “And I love that we get to have extra. That our life is big enough to include these complicated, messy, beautiful feelings. For both of us.”

“How are you this understanding?”

“Because I love you enough to want you to be fully yourself. Even when that means having feelings for our bull.” He grinned. “Also, I’m not going to lie, the idea of you sleeping with someone you’re actually falling for is incredibly hot. Someone I have feelings for too, don’t forget.”

She laughed, swatting his chest. “Of course that’s what you focus on.” Though Harriet knew how hard it must be for Zach to admit that he also had feelings, albeit platonic, for another man, and appreciated that he was happy to be so open about it.

“What? It’s true! And nights with Ben are going to be even better now. You’ll be even more into it, which means I’ll be even more into watching you.”

“You’re insatiable.”

“You love it.”

“I do.” She kissed him gently. “I love you. So much, Zach. Thank you for getting this. For getting me.”

“Always.” He pulled her close. “Now, tell me more about Melbourne. I want every detail. What did his friends say? What did you eat for breakfast? Did Emilia get jealous at all?”

So she told him. Everything. The reunion, the dinner, the dancing, the coffee and lunch before, the breakfast after, and, of course, the night… sparing no details. Zach listened, asking questions, laughing at the right moments.

As she talked Harriet felt something she hadn’t expected, a weight that she’d not known she was carrying lift from her shoulders. This was why she loved Zach, not just the physical connection, not just their history or anything like that, it was the way he listened, he understood, he held space for all of her, even the complicated parts.

They ordered sushi. They curled up on the sofa. And later, they went to bed together in their own room, in their own house, secure in the knowledge that their foundation was unshakeable.

Ben was important. The feelings were real. But this, this marriage, this partnership, this love, was everything.

And that was precisely why she loved Zach so much, and why their whole crazy life nowadays could work.


Chapter 6


Four weeks.

That’s how long it had been since Melbourne, and Harriet was fairly certain she’d never been happier in her entire life.

Which was saying something, because she’d been pretty bloody happy before.

The thing was, Melbourne had changed things. Not in a bad way… God, not in a bad way at all… but in a way that made everything feel more… well, more. More intense. More meaningful. More terrifyingly wonderful.

Their time with Ben had always been good. Now they were something else entirely.

***

Harriet found herself lying in Ben’s bed, in his apartment, her head on his chest, natural, easy. Zach was sat in a comfy chair by the window, looking thoroughly content, and the rest of the apartment sat silent, Ben’s flatmates out for the evening.

“I’ve been thinking,” Ben said quietly.

“Dangerous,” Harriet teased, but she felt her heart skip a beat. Thinking could mean anything. Thinking sounded serious.

“About Melbourne.”

“Oh?” She kept her voice light even as she felt herself tense ever so slightly.

“It was really good. Being there with you. Just us.”

Harriet rolled so that her chin was resting lightly on his chest, looking up at Ben. “It was,” she agreed. “Really good.”

Their eyes met and held, and Harriet felt that same charge she’d felt in the hotel room. That moment where words either weren’t enough or would have been too much, she still couldn’t quite work it out. She felt that same outright desire and affection.

“This is good too though,” Ben added, glancing over at Zach with a smile. “All three of us.”

“It really is,” Zach met his smile. “Though I feel like I should be charging admission for the show you two put on, make some money out of it.”

Harriet threw a pillow at Zach, laughing, and then Ben was kissing her and she was pressed against him, and it was all so perfect that she never wanted it to end.

***

The following Tuesday, Harriet met Phoebe for a coffee at the end of her night shift, one that thankfully hadn’t been too busy.

“You look disgustingly happy,” Phoebe noted as Harriet slid into the seat across from her at the café. “Tired, granted, but still… disgustingly happy.”

“I am disgustingly happy,” Harriet agreed breezily, taking a sip of her flat white. “Life is good.”

“Ben?”

“Among other things, yes.” Harriet grinned. “And you, for example. You’re an Other Thing that makes me disgustingly happy too.”

Phoebe laughed. “I’m honoured to be a Thing.” She paused. “Though you can call me Unicorn.”

Their thing, Harriet and Phoebe’s thing, was very different from what Harriet and Zach had with Ben. Lighter. More casual. They’d see each other maybe once every couple of weeks, sometimes less. A drink, maybe dinner, and then some uncomplicated fun together, just them with Zach on hand when Harriet got home to hear all about it. No expectations, no pressure, just easy chemistry and very good sex.

It was exactly what Harriet needed as a counterpoint to the emotional intensity with Ben.

“So when am I seeing you next?” Phoebe asked.

“Zach’s got a work thing next week. Client visit in Darwin of all places for a couple of nights. Fancy keeping me company?”

“Always.” Phoebe’s smile was warm. “Your place or mine?”

“Let’s do mine. I’ll cook.”

“You’ll cook?” Phoebe raised an eyebrow. “Should I be worried?”

“You'll talk yourself out of an invite!” Harriet laughed. “I can cook. I choose not to most of the time, but I can.”

“I’ll believe it when I see it.”

“Do you want to stay over after?”

Phoebe laughed, fixing Harriet with narrowed eyes and an expression that sent a thrill of anticipation right through to Harriet’s core. “Just you try stopping me.”

***

That Thursday night Ben arrived at their flat at seven with a bottle of wine and a smile that did funny things to Harriet inside.

Whereas before Melbourne there’d been a formality to it, some small talk with Zach maybe before anything happened, after Melbourne it was more intimate from the start. She kissed him at the door, letting it linger just a moment longer than usual, let herself enjoy the warm envelopment of his arms around her.

“Missed you,” she whispered into his ear.

“It’s been less than a week,” he teased.

“Still missed you,” she grinned, before Zach came over and gave Ben a warm but strictly friendly hug, welcoming him in like the family he was starting to become.

Dinner was easy and full of laughter. The three of them had developed a comfortable rhythm over the months, particularly since their time in the Blue Mountains, but since Melbourne that rhythm had shifted a little. Little things, like Ben knew his way around their kitchen enough to get what he needed without asking and, importantly, no longer felt like he needed to ask. Like Zach knowing that Ben claimed to like tea for Harriet’s benefit but secretly added sugar to make it palatable. Like Harriet and Ben having little in-jokes from the reunion that they explained to Zach as they made them.

They’d become, for want of a better word, domestic, and Harriet loved it.

After dinner, as they always did, they migrated to the bedroom, but now there was no rush… they took their time, talking and touching and simply being together.

That night all three of them went to bed together, Harriet the ecstatic centre of it all, thrilled to have these two fantastic men so focused on her, and afterwards, lying in the dark, hearing her two men, her husband and her magnificent bull, drift off to sleep she thought about how far they’d come from that first nervous, terrifying, utterly thrilling and electric night together all those months before to this… this easy intimacy and profound connection.

She had two men in her life now.

One she’d married and one, well, she was figuring that out.

And somehow, impossibly, it worked.

***

Their life had settled into a pattern.

A couple of times a week: Harriet, Zach and Ben. Deep and intense and increasingly emotional. But also a great deal of fun.

Every couple of weeks: Harriet and Phoebe. Fun, light, uncomplicated. But also genuine friendship.

At least once a week: Zach and Ben. Usually involving sport and beer, building a unique rapport and understanding based on their genuine liking for and mutual trust in each other.

Every day: Harriet and Zach. The foundation, the certainty, the always. But… well, there were no buts when it came to Zach.

There were a lot of moving parts and sometimes it didn’t quite work out, last minute crises and problems at work and all of that, but somehow it still all worked well, and by now there was no issue if someone had to cancel last minute… Zach stuck at work? No problem, Harriet and Ben could hang out and do what they did, with Zach joining them when he could. Harriet dealing with a patient? There was always sport for the men to watch.

Everything was blending together into something new that Harriet didn’t have a name for yet.

Whatever it was, though, she liked it. A lot.

***

The next night, Friday, Harriet stood in her and Zach’s bathroom getting ready for bed and caught sight of herself in the mirror.

She looked happy. Properly, thoroughly happy. The kind of happy that showed in your eyes and your posture and your smile.

Zach came up behind her in his pyjama trousers looking almost impossibly handsome, wrapping his arms around her waist and resting his chin on her shoulder.

“What are you thinking about?” he asked, meeting her eyes in the mirror.

“How lucky I am,” she said honestly. “How ridiculously, impossibly lucky.”

“We both are.” He kissed her shoulder. “This whole thing… it’s turned out better than I ever imagined.”

“It’s not too complicated?”

He grinned. “Life would be boring without complications.”

Harriet turned in his arms to face him. “I love you so much.”

“I love you too.” He kissed her gently, a lingering kiss. “Now come to bed. We’ve got a lazy Saturday ahead of us, no bulls, no unicorns, and I intend to make full use of it.”

“Oh really?”

“Really.”

She let him lead her to their bedroom, their sanctuary, the place that was just theirs. And as they made love, slow and absolutely perfect, Harriet thought about how this was her anchor. Her constant. No matter what happened with Ben, no matter how deep her feelings got, or if she caught feelings for Phoebe too, this would always be home.

Zach would always be home.

Everything else was beautiful and exciting and worth exploring.

But this… this marriage, this love, this partnership… this was forever.

And knowing that was what let her be brave with everything else.


Chapter 7


Harriet glanced at the clock for the third time in as many minutes. There’s time, she told herself, forty five minutes until Phoebe was due to arrive at six.

Forty five minutes to prove that yes, she could in fact cook, a fact that Zach would normally vouch for except that he’d flown to Darwin that morning.

She surveyed the kitchen. Ingredients were laid out, the recipe, pulled from an old favourite that promised restaurant grade pasta, was open on her tablet, wine was chilling.

All nicely under control.

Forty five minutes later with flour somehow on her forehead and what she suspected was too much garlic browning in the pan, Harriet was asking herself whether tonight really had been the night to make pasta from scratch for the first time in, well, forever.

The buzzer sounded.

“Shit.” Harriet wiped her hands on a tea towel and pressed the intercom. “Come on up!”

She did a frantic check in the hallway mirror… most of the flour removed, hair relatively presentable, dress looking ok. Good enough.

When Phoebe knocked, Harriet opened the door to find her holding a bottle of wine and grinning.

"I brought back up," Phoebe said, holding up the bottle. "Just in case your cooking is as questionable as you implied and we need to have a liquid dinner."

"Now that’s just plain rude," Harriet said, but she was smiling as she pulled Phoebe in for a hug. "I'll have you know I'm making us a lovely meal."

"Is something burning?"

"Shit!" Harriet ran back to the kitchen, Phoebe setting her overnight bag down near the door and following with barely contained laughter.

The garlic was definitely over-browned, but not quite burnt. Harriet rescued it from the heat and turned to find Phoebe leaning against the counter, looking thoroughly amused.

"So this is going well then?" Phoebe asked.

"Spectacularly well, thank you." Harriet gestured at the chaos. "I'm making pasta. From scratch.”

"Impressive," Phoebe said, and she sounded like she meant it. "You need help?"

Harriet grinned. “God, yes."

***

They worked well as a team, Phoebe focusing on chopping the vegetables and keeping the sauce going while Harriet attended to the pasta, both of them drinking wine and laughing at their increasingly creative interpretations of the recipe.

“It says to add a splash of pasta water,” Harriet said, peering at the tablet. “How much is a splash? Like a teaspoon, a tablespoon, what?”

“I reckon just about…” Phoebe poured a little of the pasta water in. “That much.”

“Yeah, that’ll do,” Harriet grinned.

The cooking itself really became secondary to just being together. As they cooked, Phoebe told Harriet about some of her more chaotic new private clients (“I swear, this man wants a whole strength program to be able to deal with a zombie apocalypse, and he’s not joking”) while Harriet countered with her own stories of hospital madness.

When they finally sat down to eat the pasta was actually pretty good. Not quite restaurant quality but not far off, and definitely edible.

"See?" Harriet said triumphantly. "I can cook."

"You can cook when supervised," Phoebe retorted, but she was smiling. "This is really nice though. Just us."

"It is, isn't it?" Harriet topped up their wine glasses. "Nice to be able to do this, have you over to my home.”

“Zach really doesn’t mind?”

Harriet shook her head. “It’s the same deal as the times before, he’s completely cool with it so long as I tell him everything.”

Phoebe looked at her for a long moment with a curious look on her face. “Everything everything? Or a sanitised version?”

“Everything everything. Is that ok?”

Phoebe laughed. “It’s kind of hot, to be honest. I like Zach, I like that you guys can be so liberated. Don’t get me wrong, if this was some sort of serious relationship it’d be weird, but this kind of friends-with-benefits thing we’ve got going on… it’s cool.”

Harriet smiled and they ate in easy silence. The wine that Phoebe had brought with her went perfectly with the pasta, a very nice meal indeed.

“So tell me,” Harriet asked. “And tell me to mind my own business if you don’t want to talk about it, but you know all about my love life… my husband, Ben, you. How about you? Are you seeing anyone at the moment?”

Phoebe thought for a few moments and Harriet could see her cheeks redden a touch.

Eventually, Phoebe said, “There’s someone at the moment, but… it’s complex.” She smiled ruefully. “Sophie will tell you that I never do these things easily.”

“She already has… when we saw you at the festival and she clocked that we had something going on, she said something like ‘of course Phoebe’s involved in something complicated’.”

“Well, yeah. That’s me.”

“Tell me about them. Him? Her?” Harriet paused and grinned. “They? It?”

Phoebe smiled at that. “Him. It’s early days, I… he’s good looking, great fun, but… it’s complicated.” She looked at Harriet. “Sorry, I’m kind of… it’s like I don’t want to jinx it by talking about it, because it could be really special but a lot could go wrong. Does that make sense?”

Harriet reached out and took Phoebe’s hand in hers for a moment. “Of course.”

“I’ll tell you more if it gets serious, deal?”

“No rush.” Harriet gazed into Phoebe’s eyes. “I can tell you like him, whoever he might be. Your expression when you were thinking about him.”

Phoebe shrugged. “Guilty…”

“It looks good on you.”

“Speaking of people seeing people, is anything happening between Sophie and Chris? As in Ben’s friend?”

“You want me to gossip about my friend and your colleague?” Phoebe’s smile said that she was teasing.

“Well after she worked out our… let’s call it our unusual dynamic, we agreed not to talk about any of that at work. But I’m curious, they seemed to be getting on well.”

“When I asked her, she said that ladies don’t kiss and tell.” Phoebe pulled a face. “So at least I know they kissed… but beyond that I don’t think much. She went for a drink with a guy which might have been him, but she keeps her love life to herself.”

“Shame… I half expected to go over to Ben’s place one evening and find Sophie coming out of Chris’s room!”

They finished dinner and migrated to the sofa with the remainder of the second bottle of wine, sitting close together in that easy, casual way that had developed between them… more than friends, less than lovers.

They talked for another hour, easy and comfortable, about everything and nothing, Phoebe's new clients and Harriet's nightmare shift last week and then they settled down to watch a new reality show on the TV that everyone was raving about, chatting about the contestants and who was backstabbing who. Very relaxed, it was just… nice. Two friends just hanging out.

Except…

“So Zach’s in Darwin,” Harriet said when the TV was off again, shifting position to sit cross legged looking at Phoebe.

“Yes.”

“And I’m here alone.”

“Yes.” Phoebe had turned to face Harriet with a little smile playing across her lips.

“And you brought your overnight bag.”

“Oh… so I did.” Phoebe pretended to be surprised.

Harriet looked at Phoebe for a long few moments, then reached her hand up to brush a strand of loose hair back from Phoebe’s face, leaving her hand there after, cupping her chin. Phoebe’s hand moved up to rest on Harriet’s hand, gently, just there, and she leaned her head slightly into Harriet’s touch.

“And I’ve not got a shift tomorrow as I’ve been on nights. I’m basically nocturnal at the moment.”

Phoebe turned her head slightly to kiss the palm of Harriet’s hand. “And my first client tomorrow isn’t until lunchtime.”

“What do you say we make the most of our time alone?” Phoebe nodded and Harriet closed the gap, Phoebe letting out a little exclamation of delight as Harriet kissed her passionately, pushing her back down on to the sofa. “I’ve been wanting to do that since the moment you got here…” she breathed before her lips were on Phoebe’s again, and Phoebe’s hands were on her, and their bodies were pressed up against each other.

Within minutes they’d both had their first shuddering climaxes of the night, still fully clothed, still on the sofa, caught up in their desperate physical desire for each other, passion beating everything.

Cooking and reality TV as foreplay, Harriet thought, that and a lot of wine.

Not a bad combination at all.

***

Around midnight the two women had made it to bed and were lying naked facing each other, the sheets somewhere on the floor, the window open to let the cooler night air in. It was the first time they’d spent time together at Harriet and Zach’s flat and they’d ended up in Harriet and Zach’s bedroom, something that Harriet had pre-agreed with him. It was kind of strange, but with Ben they always used the spare room, while with Phoebe it felt ok not to. She couldn’t explain why, neither could Zach, but it just felt right… probably the whole Ben as a plausible love rival thing versus Phoebe as a casual whatever-she-was.

“I like the painting,” Phoebe said, looking at the far wall.

Harriet turned and looked, then smiled. “I hated it at first,” she said. “Zach picked it out at this market we went to and I thought it was too dark. Almost a little scary.”

“That’s why I like it.” Her hand slipped idly along Harriet’s side, giving her little goosebumps. “A bit of edge to it.”

Harriet’s phone buzzed and she rolled over to check it, rolling back to face Phoebe once she had it in hand. “Sorry, it’s set so that only Zach comes up as an alert at night, so… you know.”

Phoebe smiled. “I know, don’t worry. What’s he saying?”

“Oh, just asking how dinner was.”

“What are you going to reply?”

“I might leave it for a minute, get his imagination going…”

Phoebe reached out her hand. “Let me reply for you.”

Harriet looked at her for a long moment, seeing a playful hint to Phoebe’s expression that she both liked very much and wondered what she might say. Screw it, Harriet thought, Zach will like that. She handed over her phone.

Phoebe typed away for a few minutes, deleting her message a couple of times and starting again, the light from the screen lighting up her face in the half darkness of the room. Harriet hadn’t realised but Phoebe bit her bottom lip a little when she was concentrating, which looked cute as hell.

Finally, she was done. “There. Sent.” She handed the phone back to Harriet and she read it.

Hey Zach, Phoebe here. Dinner was great. In fact so good I’m holding your wife hostage in your bed. I’m not letting her wear any clothes. I’ll only set her free once she’s given me a whole night of her undivided attention. Sweet dreams Pxx

Harriet looked at Phoebe. “I’m your hostage am I?”

“I’d like to think so.”

She looked at Phoebe for a long moment, an idea forming… she’d discovered with Ben back in the Blue Mountains that she rather liked, in moderation, playing a little with being tied up. Just a little. Phoebe had done the same to her when they’d had a foursome at her place and, well, if Phoebe was going to claim that Harriet was her hostage then they could have some fun with it.

She handed the phone to Phoebe again. “Tell him that you’ll send proof.”

Phoebe raised a questioning eyebrow, but when Harriet nodded her encouragement she simply smiled and typed out a message.

A reply was quick to come. “‘Proof necessary’ Zach says,” Phoebe read from the screen. “I think I can see where you’re going with this…”

Harriet grinned as she climbed off the bed. “Be right back.”

She went through to the spare room and opened one of the bedside drawers, knowing exactly what she wanted… a pair of ridiculous pink fluffy handcuffs that were gentle on the wrists but also surprisingly robust, and also, very importantly, the key.

Coming back in she held them up for Phoebe to see. “Let’s make it legitimate…”

Phoebe sat up in the bed, laughing. “If you absolutely insist.”

“Oh, I absolutely do.”

Harriet started to lie down on the bed but Phoebe shook her head. “My hostage, my rules. I want you on your front, your head near the foot of the bed.” Hesitating for a second, Harriet did as Phoebe asked, lying down on her front. “Now hold on to the bed frame with both hands.”

Harriet complied, and Phoebe crouched down on the floor in front of her, putting the cuffs around her wrists with the chain looped around the bed frame.

Phoebe went and fetched the phone and crouched down again. “Say cheese,” she joked as she took a couple of photos, turning the phone around to show Harriet the result. Harriet grinned… if they didn’t get Zach going she didn’t know what would, Harriet very obviously handcuffed to the bed, very obviously naked, very obviously having fun.

She sent the images and got another quick message back. “‘Tell Harriet that I love her very, very much’ he says. ‘And Phoebe, don’t let her go just yet.’” Phoebe smiled at Harriet. “Who am I to argue?”

Harriet felt a little thrill run through her, because she really didn’t want to be let go just yet either. The idea of being there for Phoebe to do whatever she wanted to her… she liked that very much indeed.

“Can you message him to say I love him lots too, and that I’ll tell all tomorrow?” Harriet asked.

“Of course.” Phoebe typed out the message and sent it. “So… you want to do this?”

“I do if you do?”

Phoebe climbed on to the bed, propped up on an elbow next to where Harriet was lying, and she felt Phoebe’s hand slide slowly down her back and lower, down between her slightly parted legs. Harriet let out a little gasp of anticipation and excitement.

She leaned close to Harriet’s ear and whispered, “I do, on one condition.” She kissed Harriet’s cheek.

“What’s that?” Harriet was getting distracted already by Phoebe’s hand roaming her body at will.

“That we swap places at some point…”

Jesus, thought Harriet, yes and yes. “Deal.”


Chapter 8


Date night.

Harriet loved date night with Zach. Not that every night with him wasn’t lovely, but there was something special about getting dressed up, going out somewhere nice, pretending for a few hours that they were just a normal married couple without a complicated, albeit incredible satisfying, alternative lifestyle.

Tonight they’d chosen a wine bar in Surry Hills recommended by one of Zach’s friends and it was perfect… tons of character with a charming outdoor area strung with fairly lights overhead and tables tucked in here, there and everywhere. It was firmly a date venue and very romantic.

They’d been there about an hour, working their way through a bottle of excellent white wine and sharing a cheese board, when Harriet froze mid-sentence, her wine glass halfway to her lips.

“Harriet?” Zach said, his expression alarmed. “You okay?”

She was speechless for a moment, her mind struggling to catch up with what her eyes had spotted at the bar across the street from them.

At the couple sitting at a window table, clearly visible in the warm glow of the bar’s lighting.

At the couple sitting close together, holding hands across the table, looking at each other with expressions that were decidedly, well, couple-ish.

“It’s early days, I… he’s good looking, great fun, but… it’s complicated.”

Phoebe’s words from when she’d come over echoed in Harriet’s head.

“Harriet?” Zach tried again, then followed her gaze. “Oh.”

“Oh indeed,” Harriet managed.

Phoebe and Ben.

Now, Harriet understood what Phoebe had meant by complicated.

They both watched as Phoebe said something that made Ben laugh, watched as he lifted her hand to his lips and kissed her knuckles, watched as Phoebe leaned across the table, playfully demanding a kiss on the lips.

Harriet felt something twist inside her, and it wasn’t particularly pleasant. Not quite jealousy… or at least, not only jealousy, although jealousy was definitely there. It was more complicated than that. Surprise, definitely. A little hurt that neither of them had mentioned anything. But also…

“They look good together,” Zach ventured quietly.

They did. That was the annoying thing. They looked really good together.

“When did this happen?” Harriet said, more to herself than to Zach.

“No idea. But…” He squeezed her hand. “How are you feeling about it?”

Harriet took a moment to check in with herself. Jealous, yes. A little hurt, yes. But also kind of happy for them… it was tentative, and hadn’t been there just a few moments before, but there was a growing spark of joy mixed in with all the rest to see these two people that she cared about so happy together.

“I’m not sure yet,” she admitted. “Ask me again in five minutes. How about you?”

He smiled. “Same. It’s a surprise.”

She watched as Ben sat back and said something that made Phoebe both laugh and blush at the same time… God, they really did look good together, their chemistry off the charts.

“They didn’t tell us,” she said.

“No.”

“That bothers me.”

“Me too,” Zach agreed. “Although in fairness we don’t know how long this has been going on. Might be their first date.”

Harriet thought about the easy way they sat together, the comfortable intimacy of their body language. “I don’t think it’s their first date.”

“No. Probably not.”

“No, I mean that Phoebe kind of told me and I didn’t realise. She’s been seeing someone she really likes but it’s complicated.” She indicated across the road with her head. “As in… them. Us. Complicated.”

“Ah, I see.”

They sat in silence for a moment, watching their bull and their unicorn be a couple together.

Then Harriet started to smile.

“What?” Zach asked.

“I’m having an idea.”

“Oh God. That tone means trouble.”

Harriet pulled out her phone and opened her messages. With a few quick taps, she created a new group chat and added Zach, Ben and Phoebe.

“What are you calling it?” Zach asked, leaning over to see.

“My Menagerie,” Harriet replied, typing it in. “Because that’s what you all are. My bull, my unicorn, my… whatever this all is.” She knew she sounded a little deranged, knew that she was probably overcompensating for how she was feeling, no, I’m fine, this is great isn’t it, but what she absolutely did not want, the very last thing she wanted, was for it to be a problem between the four of them… so, make it light, make it fun.

Zach, to his credit, simply went with it, and she loved him all the more because Harriet knew that he knew what she doing.

She opened her camera app and zoomed in across the street, managing to get a reasonably clear photo of Ben and Phoebe at their table, holding hands, faces close together in conversation.

“Perfect,” she murmured to herself, Zach watching her closely, and sent the photo to the group chat with a single word:

BUSTED!!!

She added a laughing and a heart emoji too, keep it light, breezy.

They watched as, almost simultaneously, both Ben and Phoebe checked their phones. Even from across the street, Harriet could see Phoebe’s hand fly to her mouth. Could see Ben’s head whip around, scanning the street.

When he spotted them, his face went through several expressions in rapid succession… guilt, embarrassment, sheepish amusement… before settling on a helpless grin and a shrug.

He said something to Phoebe and pointed across the street at Harriet and Zach.

Both of them waved awkwardly.

Harriet and Zach waved back.

Her phone buzzed with a message from Ben.

Shit. Can we come over?

“Let’s go to them?” Harriet said to Zach and he nodded. She could tell that he was dealing with this much more calmly than she was, but that was often them… he’d have his own freak out later, maybe.

We’ll come to you x

“Come on,” Harriet said to Zach, draining her glass and standing up. “Let’s go and say hello to our two favourite people who are apparently dating each other.”

“You’re ok with this?” Zach asked as they paid their bill.

Harriet considered for a moment. “I think so. I mean, we’re non-monogamous. It would be pretty hypocritical of me to be upset that Ben’s seeing someone else when I’m literally married to you. And Phoebe is, well, she’s Phoebe.”

“True. But feelings don’t always follow logic.”

“Also true.” She took his hand as they crossed the street. “But I think… yeah. I think I’m okay with it. They’re both lovely. If they like each other, that’s… good?”

She wasn’t entirely convinced by her own words, but she was trying.

“Just don’t let me do or say anything stupid.”

Zach laughed and squeezed her hand. “Like I’ve ever had any chance of doing that…”

Harriet gave him a look that was meant to show displeasure but she ended up smiling. He’d said exactly the right thing at the right time to break the tension she was feeling.

They pushed open the door to the bar and made their way to Ben and Phoebe’s table. Both of them stood as Harriet and Zach approached, looking adorably flustered.

“Hey,” Ben said.

“Hey,” Phoebe echoed.

“Hey yourselves,” Harriet replied, and then she was hugging Ben, breathing in his familiar scent, feeling some of the tension inside ease. When she pulled back, she turned to Phoebe and hugged her tightly too. “So. Now I get what you meant by complicated!” she said to Phoebe.

“We…” Phoebe looked at Ben, who looked back at her with an expression that made Harriet’s breath catch, a look that they’d shared too.

“We’ve been seeing each other a bit,” Ben admitted. “Since Parkfest, actually. That night we all… you know.”

“We didn’t want to make things weird,” Phoebe added quickly. “With you guys. So we just… didn’t mention it. Not yet.”

“That backfired spectacularly,” Zach said with a grin.

“Yeah.” Ben ran a hand through his hair. “Look, I’m sorry we didn’t say anything. I just didn’t know how to bring it up. And then after Melbourne it got harder, and…”

“Ben,” Harriet interrupted gently. “It’s ok.”

He blinked in surprise. “It is?”

“Well, I’m a little hurt you didn’t tell us,” Harriet admitted. “And I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a bit jealous. But…” She looked between them, at their joined hands, at the way they stood close together. “You look happy. Both of you. And honestly, if I had to pick two people for each other, it would be you two.”

“Really?” Phoebe asked.

“Really.” Harriet smiled, and to her astonishment found that she really meant it. “Though I reserve the right to be a bit weird about it for a few days while I adjust.”

“That’s fair,” Ben said. He looked at Zach. “You ok with this too?”

“Mate, I’m thrilled,” Zach replied honestly. “You both deserve something good. And clearly you make each other happy.”

There was a slightly awkward pause, then Ben gestured to the two empty chairs at their table. “Do you want to join us? Have a drink?”

Harriet looked at Zach, and they had one of those wordless married-couple conversations that happened in a glance. She could see him thinking the same thing she was: this was their night. Their date. The beginning of whatever they were building together.

“Actually,” Harriet said, “I think you two should have your evening. We don’t want to intrude.”

“You wouldn’t be intruding,” Phoebe protested.

“We appreciate that,” Zach said. “But really. You’re on a date. You should enjoy it.”

Ben looked uncertain. “Are you sure?”

“Completely sure,” Harriet confirmed. She stepped close and kissed him on the cheek, brief but warm and friendly, then did the same to Phoebe. “Let’s catch up soon, all four of us. But tonight, enjoy your time together.”

“Thank you,” Phoebe said with a smile. “That’s… really generous of you.”

Harriet shrugged and grinned. “What can I say? I’m an exceptionally generous person.”

“And modest too,” Zach added, earning him an elbow to the ribs.

They said their goodbyes, more hugs, promises to talk soon, genuine warmth all around, and then Harriet and Zach were walking back out into the evening air.

***

They walked in silence for a block before Zach said, “How are you really feeling?”

Harriet took a moment to unpick what was going on in her head. “Weird. Good weird, I think, but definitely weird. I saw them together and I felt…” She struggled for words. “I wanted to stay. Or ask Ben to come home with us. Or both of them. Or anything to make it about me again.”

“But you didn’t.”

“Because that wouldn’t be fair.” She squeezed his hand. “We’ve spent months building this whole non-monogamous thing around me being the one who gets to explore, who gets to have Ben and Phoebe and whoever else. But if it’s really non-monogamous, it has to work both ways.”

“Very mature of you.”

“I have my moments.” She paused. “Though I’m absolutely going to need you to reassure me extensively when we get home that at least I’m still your favourite.”

Zach laughed. “Deal. Though you know you’re always my favourite, right? You’re my everything.”

“I know. But I still need to hear it.” She grinned and leaned into him. “And experience it.”

They walked a bit further, heading in the general direction of home, when Harriet’s phone buzzed. She pulled it out to see a couple of messages in their new group chat, one from Ben, one from Phoebe.

Thank you both for being so understanding. That means everything x

And:

You two are the best. Honestly. Talk soon Pxx

Harriet showed the messages to Zach, then typed a reply.

We’re really happy for you both. Take the time you need to figure out what this is. We’re not going anywhere x

She almost hit send, then paused. That didn’t feel right. She deleted what she’d written and started again.

We’re really happy for you both. Enjoy your evening together.

Better. Less presumptuous. Less about her.

She hit send.

“Good message,” Zach said, reading over her shoulder.

“Thanks. I’m trying very hard to be a grown-up about this.”

“You’re doing great.”

They walked on, and Harriet found herself thinking hard. Ben and Phoebe. Together. Dating. Maybe falling in love, if the way they’d looked at each other was any indication.

Her bull and her unicorn.

Part of her wanted to text Ben right now, ask for reassurance that what they had was still special. Part of her wanted to text Phoebe, make sure this wasn’t going to change their friendship-with-benefits.

But of course she didn’t do either of those things.

Instead, she held Zach’s hand tighter and kept walking.

“I think,” she said after a while, “we need to give them some space.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. They need to figure out what they are without us being… us. Without me being in the middle of it all the time.”

“That’s very wise.”

“I know.” She sighed. “I hate being wise. I’d rather be selfish and demanding.”

Zach laughed. “I know you would. But you’re not. You’re thoughtful and generous and you want the people you care about to be happy.”

“Even when it’s hard?”

“Especially when it’s hard.”

They reached their building and got the lift up in comfortable silence. Once inside their apartment, Harriet kicked off her heels and collapsed on the sofa.

“That was not how I expected date night to go,” she said.

“No.” Zach sat beside her and pulled her against him. “But for what it’s worth, I’m proud of you. That couldn’t have been easy.”

“It wasn’t.” Harriet curled into him, breathing in his familiar scent. “I wanted to be petty. I wanted to insert myself into their evening and make it about me.”

“But you didn’t.”

“But I didn’t.” She was quiet for a moment, then added, “I almost texted Ben just now. To ask him to come over tomorrow. One last time before he and Phoebe get serious.”

“What stopped you?”

“You,” she said simply. “The thought of what you’d say if I did that.”

“What would I say?”

“That I was being selfish. That I was making this about my feelings instead of respecting theirs. That if non-monogamy is going to work, it has to work for everyone, not just me. That I need to think about the long term picture, not the short term.”

“All true.” He kissed the top of her head. “But also, I would have understood. These are complicated feelings, Harriet. You’re allowed to have them.”

“I know. But I don’t have to act on them.” She tilted her head back to look at him. “They deserve a chance to figure out what they are. Without me interfering.”

“They do.”

“Even though it means less Ben for us. Probably less Phoebe too.”

“Even though.”

Harriet felt tears come to her eyes, which was ridiculous. She wasn’t losing either of them. She would if she started making this all about her, but she wasn’t. This was just evolution for all of them.

“I’m sad,” she admitted quietly. “The last few weeks have been so perfect. Is that ok?”

“Of course it’s ok.” Zach held her tighter. “You have real feelings for Ben. Feelings for Phoebe too, even if you’ve not realised it yet. Watching them potentially fall for each other, knowing it might change what you have with them… of course you’re sad.”

“But also happy for them?”

“You can be both.”

They sat together in the quiet of their living room and Harriet let herself feel all of it. The jealousy, the sadness, the happiness, the fear, the hope.

It was a lot, but manageable with Zach beside her.

“What do we do now?” she asked eventually.

“Now?” Zach considered. “Now we give them space, at least for a few days. And we trust that if this is meant to work, something that encompasses all four of us together, it’ll work better if Ben and Phoebe have had a little time and space to build something real first.”

“And if they decide they just want each other? No us?”

“Then we’ll deal with that if it happens. But Harriet?” He turned her face towards his. “That’s fine too. Us first, we’ve got each other. And it’s a big city, a lot of people live here. At worst we’ve made some lifelong friends, I’m sure of that, and if that’s the worst case then I’d say we’re winning, right?”

“You sure about that?”

“Pretty sure. Not completely sure, because none of us can see the future. But pretty sure.”

Harriet nodded slowly. “Okay. We give them a bit of space.”

“We give them space.”

Harriet kissed him then, deep and desperate and grateful. Grateful that she had this… their marriage, this partnership, this man who understood her even when she didn’t really understand herself.

“Take me to bed,” she whispered against his lips. “Remind me why you’re my favourite.”

He stood and pulled her up with him. “With pleasure.”

As they walked towards their bedroom Harriet felt some of the anxiety ease. Whatever happened with Ben and Phoebe, whatever shape this all took in the end, she had this.

She had Zach.

And that was enough.

More than enough.

It was everything.


Chapter 9


The next morning Harriet woke early with a churning feeling in her stomach. It gave her pause, trying to remember where that feeling had come from before, and then it came back to her… it was the exact same feeling she’d had back at university, the day after Zach had flown back to Australia after his year abroad in England, the day after they’d broken up, thinking they were being sensible and grown up and a whole heap of other things that took them the long holiday to realise they’d got badly wrong.

It wasn’t a feeling she enjoyed, but at least in being able to put a name to it she could understand it and manage it.

Still only 6am, she silently put on her running kit and went out for an early morning jog on what was an uncharacteristically overcast day. The exercise helped a lot, an hour of time just to herself to get her thoughts lined up and work through her demons, particularly those little ideas that popped up of somehow trying to insert herself back into Phoebe and Ben… she let the fantasies play out in her head, let them run their course, then she could set them to one side. It was a strategy that had worked for Harriet for years, and worked well for her that morning.

When she got home Zach was up and making scrambled eggs and avocado toast for breakfast… just when she thought he couldn’t get more perfect he surpassed himself again.

She walked straight over from the front door and hugged him, surprising him slightly but then he put down the utensils and hugged her back, and she knew, not that she’d doubted it, that everything would be ok.

“Morning,” he said into her hair.

“Morning.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Ok, I think,” she said. “Better than I expected. How about you?”

“That’s good, and about the same.” He kissed the top of her head then turned to stir the eggs. “Tea?”

“God, yes. But… make it properly.”

“I’ll try!”

They ate breakfast studiously ignoring the main topic, the only topic on their minds, instead talking about plans for the weekend. Plans that very likely didn’t include either Ben or Phoebe.

Finally, long after they’d finished and were both idly catching up on the news on their phones, Zach put his phone down and looked at her. “We should talk about it.”

“Should we?” Harriet said, but she knew of course that he was right.

“What do you want to do? About Ben and Phoebe.”

Harriet set down her own phone and wrapped both hands around her coffee mug. “I’ve been thinking about that. About what we said last night, giving them space.”

“And?”

“I think we should actually do it. Properly.” She looked up to meet his eyes. “I think we should message them. Tell them explicitly that we’re stepping back for a while. Give them room to figure out what they are without us… hovering.”

Zach nodded slowly. “I’ve been thinking the same. But… I know you’ve got more invested in them, in one way or the other.”

“I’m trying to be less selfish about it.”

“You’re not selfish, Harriet. You’re human. And you have feelings for both of them, let’s be honest. So do I, Ben particularly. It’s inevitable that it’s complicated.”

“It is complicated.” She took a sip of coffee. “But I keep thinking about what we said last night. If non-monogamy is going to work, it has to work for everyone. Ben deserves to have something that’s his. Not just nights with us and the odd weekend away with just me that fits round the edges of you and I. Something more substantial.”

“And if that something substantial is Phoebe?”

“Then…” Harriet felt her breath catch. “Then I’m happy for them. Both of them.”

“Even though it might mean less time with either of them? Or even no time with either of them? Maybe just being friends?”

“Even though.” She paused. “I mean, I’m not thrilled about it. But I can be not-thrilled and still want what’s best for them. And if the choice is to have them in our lives as friends, or not at all, friends wins every time.” She smiled weakly. “I’d rather more than friends, of course, but life isn’t perfect sometimes.”

Zach reached across and took her hand. “I love you so, so much.”

“I love you too.” She squeezed his hand back. “Will you help write the message? I don’t trust myself not to make it weird.”

“Of course.”

They spent the next twenty minutes crafting the perfect message, deleting and rewriting and debating specific words. Finally, they settled on something that felt right.

Harriet opened the My Menagerie group chat and typed:

Hey you two. Zach and I have been talking, and we want you to know something. We think you should take some time to explore what’s happening between you without us in the mix. We’re not going anywhere, and this doesn’t change how we feel about either of you. But you deserve space and as long as you both need to figure out what you are to each other. We’ll be here whenever you’re ready. Love you both xx

She showed it to Zach, who nodded. “Perfect.”

She hit send.

***

The little “read” receipts appeared almost immediately… they were both online. Then the typing indicator popped up.

And popped up.

And kept popping up.

Whether they were reading it together or apart she didn’t know, would never know, but if they weren’t with each other at that moment she smiled to think of the urgent phone call between them.

Finally, a message came through from Ben.

Are you sure? We don’t want to lose what we have with you both.

Phoebe then added:

We really don’t. You’re both so important to us xx

Harriet felt tears come to her eyes. God, she loved them both. Like genuinely loved them… they were precious to her, and she knew that Zach felt the same. Why did it have to take something like this to be able to put a name, finally, to how she felt? And how had she ended up caring so much about two people who weren’t her husband?

Harriet tapped out a reply, showing it to Zach who nodded before sending.

We’re sure. And you’re not losing us. We’re just giving you room to breathe. To be yourselves together without worrying about how it affects us xx

“You mind if I add something?” Zach asked. Harriet nodded.

What Harriet said. You two deserve to figure this out. We’ll still be here.

Another pause. More typing from Phoebe.

Thank you. Both of you. This means more than you know. You really are the best. We’ll talk soon, okay? xx

Harriet’s reply was easy to write.

Whenever you’re ready xx

Harriet put her phone down and let out a long breath she hadn’t even realised she’d been holding.

“Done,” she said.

“Done,” Zach echoed.

***

They sat in silence for a moment, the weight of what they’d just done settling over them, and then Harriet went to get showered and changed from her run, a curiously mundane activity to follow something that felt so momentous.

“So,” Zach said when she returned. “What do we do now?”

Harriet laughed, but it came out a bit forced. “I have absolutely no idea.”

“We should treat this as an opportunity. We’ve started The Pause. Let’s make the most of it.”

“How do you mean?”

“Well,” Zach continued. “We’ve been doing this whole experiment thing for months now, and we never intended it to be so focused on one, now possibly two other people. Maybe we can use this time to take stock? Explore on our own terms, if we want to?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, you’re a hotwife who’s gotten very comfortable with her bull and then her unicorn. Maybe it’s time to remember what it’s like to just… play. Be spontaneous. See what happens.”

Harriet felt a little flutter of excitement, taking the edge off the sense of deflation she had. “You’re suggesting we go back to basics?”

“Sort of… I’m suggesting we maybe take a little while not seeking out opportunities, but being open to anything that comes up. Just enjoy life, enjoy us, enjoy our friends, see what happens.”

“So if we were out, we could play our old game, the nightcap one, I chat to someone who looks fun, see where it takes us? That sort of thing?”

“Exactly. Or if you were out and had an opportunity, so long as you agree with me first. But take a break from all the craziness.”

Harriet smiled, which surprised her given how she’d been feeling when she came out of the shower. “That sounds perfect. Absolutely perfect.”


Chapter 10


Three weeks.

That’s how long it had been since they’d seen Ben and Phoebe, and Harriet was surprised to find she was… ok.

Not just ok. Actually pretty good.

She missed them, of course. Missed the way that her heart skipped a beat when she was in Ben’s arms, the way that Phoebe made her feel so alive. But the space had been good, necessary even.

It had given her time to remember who she was outside of the complexity of being married but also being involved with other people. In two and a half relationships as Zach had jokingly called it.

It had given her time to just… be Harriet, and for Zach to just be Zach.

Which was why, on a Saturday night three weeks after The Pause, she found herself getting ready for a girls’ night out with actual female friends who had nothing to do with her alternative lifestyle and who knew nothing about it.

“You look hot,” Zach said from the doorway, watching as she applied her lipstick in the bathroom mirror.

“Thank you.” Harriet turned to model the dress she’d chosen… a sleek black minidress that hugged her curves and ended mid-thigh. “Not too much?”

“Just enough.” He grinned. “You ladies are going to be fighting off admirers all night.”

“That’s the plan. At least for the others.” She slipped on her heels and grabbed her purse. “You’ve still got plans for tonight?”

“Yeah, still meeting a couple of the guys from cricket earlier for a beer. But I’ll have my phone on me the whole time.” He grinned. “Just in case.”

As in, just in case something happened. Just in case an opportunity presented itself.

They’d agreed that while they were in The Pause they would take a break from actively seeking out opportunities to play, but if opportunities came their way… Harriet had to admit that she felt a little thrill at the possibility. Not that she was planning anything, she wasn’t going out to try to get laid, it genuinely was dinner and drinks with Mel, Tash and Kate. But if something did happen…

“Have fun,” Zach said, kissing her on the cheek and taking care not to smudge her lipstick.

“You too. Love you so much.”

“Love you so much too. Now go… your taxi’s already messaged twice to say they’re waiting!”

***

Dinner was at a trendy new Japanese place… delicate, delicious food, even better cocktails, and conversation that flowed easily with her three friends. Mel was gushing about the latest guy she’d met on a dating app, Tash was lamenting having to use two weeks of her precious annual leave to go to her cousin’s wedding in the US, and Kate was complaining about her nightmare boss.

Harriet contributed what she could but mostly she just enjoyed being normal. Being the only married one out of the four she could dispense little nuggets of relationship wisdom without having to explain that actually, her marriage was very far from conventional.

After dinner they migrated to a bar that Mel had heard was the new place to be on a Saturday night. It was certainly popular, packed with people, a queue to get in that they managed to charm their way to the front of, music thumping, lights low, and their group squeezed into a spot near the dance floor where they could only just hear each other talk.

“Next round’s me,” Harriet shouted over the music. “Same again?”

Three enthusiastic nods came her way and she pushed and twisted her way through the crowd to the bar.

She was waiting to catch the bartender’s attention when a voice next to her said, “You’ll be waiting forever. He’s hopeless.”

Harriet turned to find a guy about her age, maybe a bit younger, grinning at her. Tall, fit, light brown hair, nice smile. Objectively attractive. Very attractive.

One hundred percent her type.

“Is he?” she replied.

“Completely. You’re better off trying the woman at the other end.”

“Good tip. Thanks.”

“No worries.” He paused, then added, “You’re English.”

“Bath, originally. You?”

His face lit up. “Bristol! I knew I caught a hint of the accent. What are the odds?”

There was no way he could hear her accent over the music, but she decided to bite anyway. “In Sydney? Pretty low, I’d say.” She stuck out her hand. “Harriet.”

“Max.” He shook it, his grip firm. “How long have you been out here?”

“Few years now. You?”

“Two years. God, it’s nice to hear a proper English accent. I’m surrounded by Aussies all day.”

Harriet laughed. “I know the feeling. Though I have to say, Bristol? Really? We’re mortal enemies, you and I.”

“Oh, here we go. Let me guess, you’re one of those Bath people who thinks you’re posh because you’ve got Roman ruins?”

“We are posh, thank you very much. Bristol’s just… well, it’s Bristol.”

“Ouch.” He was grinning though. “You follow the rugby?”

“I do, actually. Grew up going to the Rec.”

“No way! It hurts me to admit it but it’s a great ground, much more character than Bristol.” He looked around theatrically. “Don’t let anyone hear I told you that.”

She smiled. “Your secret’s safe with me. Were you at the 2022 Bath Bristol game?”

“Yeah… were you?”

Harriet nodded. “Most recent game I went to before moving here. That was a brutal match.”

“And the right team won…” Max added. “Best day of my life. Do you know the Pig and Fiddle?”

“Know it?” Harriet replied. “That’s where we always went for a beer before a match.”

“Us too! Always packed but great atmosphere.”

“Small world, right? We must have been there at the same time.”

“Probably were. Small world indeed.” He shook his head, laughing. “Here we are, thousands of miles from home, and we find each other in a Sydney bar talking about rugby and pubs in Bath.”

“It’s kind of surreal, isn’t it?”

“It’s brilliant. Like a little oasis of Englishness.” He gestured around at the bar. “Don’t get me wrong, I love Australia, but sometimes you just want to talk to someone who doesn’t take the sunshine for granted.”

“Or someone who understands that proper tea requires an English teabag and a kettle, not a microwave.”

“Exactly!” Max laughed. “There’s no good tea here.”

“Ah, I managed to smuggle a stash in.”

“Now you’re just making me jealous. So what do you do out here, Harriet from Bath?”

Eventually she managed to catch the female bartender’s attention and ordered her round. As she waited she explained how she was a doctor and he mentioned that he was a personal trainer, Max leaning against the bar next to her. He was good company, really good company in fact… she liked him.

“So, Harriet from Bath, can I get your number?”

She felt a little flutter in her chest. Here it was. The moment.

She held up her left hand, letting the light catch on her wedding ring. “Married, sorry.”

His face fell slightly, but to his credit he recovered quickly. “Lucky guy.”

“I’d like to think so.” She paused, then added with a smile, “He certainly tells me he is.”

“Fair enough. Well, it was nice meeting you anyway.”

“You too, Max from Bristol.”

The bartender handed over her drinks and Harriet made her way back to her friends, acutely aware that Max was watching her go. She resisted the urge to look back.

“Who was that?” Kate asked immediately, her eyes gleaming with interest. Kate was single and Max would certainly be her type.

“Just some guy. British. We were comparing notes about home.”

“He’s hot.”

“He is,” Harriet agreed.

“And you’re married.”

“Very married.”

“Shame for you.” Kate laughed. “Don’t worry, I won’t let on to Zach that you’ve been talking to random hot guys!”

Harriet just smiled and took a sip of her drink.

***

About half an hour later, when the conversation had moved on and her friends were debating whether to stay or move to another bar, Harriet pulled out her phone to message Zach. She’d been turning her chat with Max over in her head, and figured that opportunity had come knocking.

So I might have found someone to play with. Brit, personal trainer, very charming and devastatingly handsome. Thoughts? x

The reply came before she’d even had the chance to lock her phone.

I’m very game if you are. Want me to head home? x

She typed a quick response.

Give me 20 minutes, should know either way by then x

She looked up to check that Max was still there and saw him across the bar, talking to his friends but also, she couldn’t help notice, glancing in her direction. Their eyes met and he smiled. She played along, using the old tricks from when she’d been single long ago, glancing away then back at him, flashing him a shy smile before looking away again.

Harriet made a decision.

“I’m going to head off soon,” she announced to her friends. “Early start tomorrow.”

“Boooo,” Mel said, but she was smiling. “Fair enough. This was fun though.”

“It really was.”

Twenty minutes later, after hugs and promises to do it again soon, Harriet’s friends headed off to the next bar and she stood on the street watching them go.

Then, the minute they were out of sight, she turned and said to the doorman, “Sorry, I left something inside.” He nodded and let her jump the queue, and she was back inside the bar.

Max was still there, still with his friends, and his face lit up when he saw her coming back.

“Forget something?” he asked as she approached.

“Yeah, actually. I did.” Harriet held out her hand. “Can I see your phone?”

He looked puzzled but handed it over. Harriet typed in her number and handed it back.

Then she leaned close, standing on her tiptoes to speak directly into his ear over the music. “Message me in a minute.” She gave him a playful peck on the cheek. “You just got lucky, Max from Bristol. You need to show this posh Bath girl what she's been missing."

She pulled back, gave him a smile, and walked away.

This time she did look back, just as she reached the door, and caught him staring after her with an expression of complete bewilderment. His friends meanwhile looked like they were somewhere between jealous and amazed.

Outside, her phone buzzed.

Um, hi? I’m confused but very interested.

Harriet grinned and typed back.

I’ll send you my address in a second. Be there in an hour. Two conditions: first, my husband watches, second, tonight only, no strings attached.

She hit send before she could second-guess herself.

The reply took a few minutes.

Are you serious?

Ah yes, the moment where him and his mates think it’s too good to be true.

Completely. You in?

Another pause.

I’m very in. See you in an hour.

Harriet immediately texted Zach.

He’s coming over in an hour. You good to head home? x

His reply took moments.

On my way. This is going to be amazing. You’re amazing. x

There was only one possible reply to that:

I know xx

***

An hour later Harriet and Zach were both home, slightly nervous, both excited. It felt a little like that first time Ben had come over all those months ago, but different. Different because they knew what they were doing now, different because they didn’t have to agree on what was ok or not, they both knew, different because they had the absolute certainty that whatever happened with Max wouldn’t blow up their marriage, something that had been a genuine risk that they’d probably underestimated back when they started out.

Harriet had touched up her makeup, checked her dress, put her heels back on in anticipation (Zach was insistent that they made her legs look amazing). Zach meanwhile had tidied the living room, set up his usual watching spot, and poured them both a glass of wine with a third glass sat ready.

“What if he doesn’t show?” Harriet asked, standing up from her stool at their kitchen island and pacing.

“Then he doesn’t show and… I figure I’m a decent substitute.” Zach stood too and hugged her. “But he’ll show.”

“How do you know?”

“Because you’re irresistible. And he’d be insane to pass this up. I mean look at you… literally no man could resist you right now.”

Right on cue, the buzzer sounded.

Harriet and Zach looked at each other.

“That’s him,” Harriet said, completely unnecessarily.

“That’s him,” Zach agreed, grinning. “You ready?”

“So ready.”

Zach buzzed him up and they waited by the door. When the knock came, Harriet took a deep breath and opened it.

Max was stood there, looking slightly uncertain but definitely interested. He looked good in his trousers and shirt… handsome and fit and all the things that Harriet liked in a man.

“Hi,” Harriet said.

“Hi.” He looked past her to Zach. “And you must be the husband.”

“Zach.” Zach stepped forward, hand outstretched, a warm smile on his face. “Good to meet you.”

They shook hands, and Harriet was amused to see both men sizing each other up in that very male way, though friendly. She was glad that her instincts with Max seemed to be right, that he was here with a positive intent.

“Come in,” she said, stepping aside.

Max walked in, looking around the apartment, clearly trying to get his bearings in what must have been a very unusual situation for him.

“Drink?” Harriet asked.

“Yeah, thanks. Anything that’s open.”

She poured him a glass of the wine and they all stood there for a moment, the awkwardness palpable.

Then Max laughed. “I have to say, this is a first for me.” He took a sip of his wine. “If I’d known that this was what Bath girls were really like I’d have made the trip over from Bristol more often!”

Harriet grinned and felt her cheeks redden. “Us Bath girls are very innocent and chaste women, I’ll have you know.”

Zach looked at Max. “Don’t believe a word she says,” he joked.

“So how does this work?” Max asked.

Harriet glanced at Zach for final confirmation, who nodded. Good, he approved of her choice. She put down her wine glass and walked over to Max.

“It works,” she said, looking up at him, “like this.”

And she kissed him.

He responded immediately, his hands moving to her waist, pulling her closer. It was a good kiss… confident yet considerate, filled with desire yet hinting just enough at more to come.

When they broke apart, both breathing a little harder, Max glanced over at Zach, his hands still on Harriet and hers on him. “This is really ok?”

“More than ok,” Zach replied from the stool he’d sat down on. “I’m enjoying the show.”

“Well alright then.”

Max kissed Harriet again, harder this time, more passionate, and she felt herself responding, her body remembering what it was like… the thrill of someone new, someone she didn’t know and who didn’t know her, someone who wanted her and who she wanted. His lips were new, his tongue was new, his smell was new, his body was new… everything was new and exciting and interesting.

It progressed quickly from there, one moment they were kissing stood near the kitchen, the next they were near the sofa, his hands already unzipping her dress, her already unbuttoning his shirt, feeling his hard muscles beneath.

“Wait,” Harriet gasped between kisses. “Not the sofa. Bedroom.”

“Lead the way.”

She took his hand and led him down the hallway to the spare room, what she’d come to think of as Ben’s room though she tried not to think about it in that moment. Zach followed, sitting down on the sofa by the window.

Max noticed the set up and grinned. “You guys have done this before.”

“It’s not our first rodeo,” Harriet admitted. “But we’ve not done it much.”

“Lucky me,” he replied and then he kissed her again, the two of them falling on to the bed. Max’s shirt came off and she fumbled at the buckle of his belt, getting it undone, as he slipped the dress down off her shoulders and sat back to take it off completely, leaving her in only her black lingerie. “Jesus, Harriet, has anyone ever told you how fucking hot you are?” he asked as they lay down and he started to kiss down her neck towards her breasts.

Harriet looked over at Zach who was so obviously excited to watch this, a smile plastered across his face. “Once or twice,” she teased, holding eye contact with Zach, “but feel free to say it as much as you want.” I love you she mouthed at Zach, and he mouthed it back.

“You…” Max kissed her neck, “are…” his fingers brushed over her hard nipple, making her gasp, “so…” he undid her bra, slipping it off and tossing it away, “fucking…” his tongue flicked her nipple now, sending an exquisite shiver of pleasure right through her, “hot.”

His hand slid between her legs and she cried out, knowing that her arousal was sky high already, the excitement, the novelty, the knowledge that Zach was watching, and she thought what it must be like to be in his shoes… to see her in just her lingerie, this good looking man’s hands and tongue and lips on her body, the two of them moving against each other with only one conclusion likely.

It was hot. Really, really hot.

Her lingerie came off, and so did Max’s clothes, and then they were rolling around together, fiercely passionate, naked, a man and a woman who’d grown up not many miles apart and yet hadn’t known each other even existed until a couple of hours before, hands touching and lips caressing, sensations everywhere and a desperation to make the most of this one night only encounter.

Max positioned himself at her entrance and then they were both startled by a polite cough from the sofa. Harriet looked over quizzically and Zach said, “Protection,” tossing them a wrapper.

“Oops…” Harriet said, embarrassed to have forgotten… she’d got so used to sex with Ben where they now relied on her birth control that she’d completely forgotten. She slipped the protection on to Max who looked equally sheepish, then looked up at him poised above her. “Time for you to show me quite how good you Bristol men are…”

He slid into her and she gasped as he filled her, pulling him in with her hands on his tight ass. He felt glorious, different to Zach, different to Ben, and very, very good.

"That's ok?" Max asked.

"Perfect. Now show me what posh Bath girl has been missing out on all these years…"

Max did not disappoint.

***

Quite a bit later Max was getting dressed while Harriet lay under the covers, thoroughly satisfied and somewhat exhausted. They’d had sex twice and fooled around a fair bit in between… that felt just about right to Harriet, enough to really enjoy and build genuine rapport with each other, enough to start to really understand each other’s bodies, but also not too much.

“That was…” Max started to say, then laughed. He shook his head. “Yeah, I don’t actually have words.”

“If you did they’d be good I hope?” Harriet asked, knowing the answer but fishing anyway.

“The very best.” He buttoned up his shirt. “Thank you. Both of you. That was incredible.”

“You’re welcome,” Zach said from his chair. “You guys looked good together.”

“We were,” Harriet agreed.

Max finished dressing and leaned down to kiss Harriet one more time. “If you ever want to do this again…”

“We’ll let you know,” Harriet replied with a smile, kissing him again, a lingering kiss. "Wait, I'll be right back. I've got something for you."

Harriet climbed out of bed and threw a bathrobe over her shoulders, heading to the kitchen, seeing Max look at Zach with an expression of bemusement and Zach simply shrug and grin in reply.

She came back in a couple of minutes later carrying a small, sealed plastic bag and tossed it to Max. "Your payment," she joked.

Max looked confused and then started laughing. "Actual English teabags?"

"The same."

"You should feel honoured, Max," Zach added. "Harriet guards those jealously."

"Just when I thought tonight couldn't get any better," Max replied. He hugged Harriet. "Thank you, Harriet from Bath."

"See you around, Max from Bristol."

Zach showed Max out then came back to the spare room. Harriet was back in the bed, naked again, looking up at him with a familiar expression.

“So,” Zach said. “How was it?”

“Good. Really good.” She propped herself up on her elbows. “But you know what?”

“What?”

“As ever, it was only good because you were here. Without you watching, it would have been just… fine. Nice. Nothing special.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She held out her hand to him. “Come here. I need you.”

“Yeah?” He had a hungry look in his eye that told her that the night wasn’t over yet. “Need me how?”

“Need you to remind me who I belong to. Need you to reclaim me from my random British personal trainer.” She grinned. “Think you can handle that? Aussie male pride and all that?”

Zach was already pulling off his shirt. “I think I can manage.”

He climbed onto the bed and pulled Harriet to him, kissing her hard, possessively, and she melted into it. This… this was what she needed. Not Max, nice as he’d been. This. Zach. Her husband. Her everything.

“Bedroom,” she whispered. “Our bedroom. Not this one.”

“Agreed.”

He stood and helped her up, and they made their way down the hallway to their own room, to their own bed.

And as Zach laid her down and made love to her, slow and intense and reclaiming, Harriet thought about how lucky she was. To have a husband who understood this part of her. Who encouraged it. Who loved watching her with others but who she always, always came home to.

Ben and Phoebe were out there somewhere, building something together.

And here she was, building something too. With Zach. Always with Zach.

Everything else was just… extra.

Fun, exciting, satisfying extra.

But this, this marriage, this love, this man, was home.

And there was nowhere else she’d rather be.


Chapter 11


Harriet was supervising Sophie’s consultation with a patient one afternoon when her phone buzzed in her pocket. In all honesty, supervision was a very loose term by now… Sophie was nearly at the end of her rotation in Harriet’s department and was going to make an excellent doctor, no, she corrected herself, was already an excellent doctor. So supervision was just about as light as could be at that stage, simply Harriet sitting in just in case Sophie needed to ask or clarify something. The best stage of supervising a junior doctor… purely there for emergencies.

She ignored the buzzing. Then it buzzed again. And again.

“Sorry,” she said to Sophie, “I just need to step outside. I’ll be outside the door if you need me.”

Sophie smiled and nodded before looking back at the elderly patient. “I think it is excellent that your daughter is doing so well, but how about we focus on what your concern is…”, her voice dropping off as Harriet closed the door behind her and stood out in the hallway.

She pulled out her phone to find three texts from Zach, each more cryptic than the last.

You’ll never guess who I just ran into x

Then:

Actually you probably could guess given that I’m messaging you about it, but still x

And then:

I’ll tell you tonight. Don’t ask, I’m not saying anything until then x

Harriet stared at her phone. What the hell?

She typed back quickly.

WHO??? Tell me now! xx

The reply came immediately:

Nope. Tonight. I promise it’s worth the wait x

She fired back her reply:

I hate you xx

She could see that Zach was typing, then his reply pinged up.

No you don’t x

Harriet shoved her phone back in her pocket, knocking and going back into the consultation room. “Sorry,” she whispered and settled down again in her seat, her mind on overdrive.

For the rest of the afternoon, Harriet couldn’t concentrate. Ben or Phoebe. It had to be.

But which one? And what had they said? And why was Zach being so bloody annoying about it?

The afternoon dragged on forever. Every time she checked her phone, hoping for more details, there was nothing. Just Zach being infuriatingly mysterious.

Finally, mercifully, her shift ended and she practically ran to catch her tram home.

***

When she burst through the door of their apartment Zach was in the kitchen making dinner, looking annoyingly pleased with himself.

“Tell me,” Harriet demanded, skipping right past hello. “Right now. Who did you run into?”

“Hello to you too,” Zach grinned. “How was your day?”

“Zach, I swear to God…”

“Fine, fine.” He turned from the hob, still smiling. “I ran into Phoebe.”

Harriet’s breath caught. “Phoebe? Where? When? What did she say?”

“This afternoon. I popped out for coffee around three, and she was on her way back from seeing a client.”

“And?”

“We stopped and chatted for a while. I bought her a coffee.”

“For how long?”

“Twenty minutes? Half an hour?” He laughed. “I didn’t time us.”

“Half an hour! And you’re only telling me now?” Harriet tossed her bag onto the sofa and walked over to him. “What did she say? How did she look? Was she with Ben? Did she mention us? Did…”

“Slow down,” Zach laughed. “One question at a time.”

Harriet took a deep breath. “Ok. How did she look?”

“Good. Really good, actually. Happy.”

“Happy how?”

“Just… happy. Relaxed. New relationship glow relaxed I reckon.”

Harriet felt that now familiar lurch in her stomach. “So she and Ben are definitely serious then.”

“Seems like it from what she said.” Zach turned back to the hob, stirring something that smelled admittedly delicious despite her annoyance with him. “She asked after you.”

“She did? What did she ask?”

“How you were doing. Whether you were keeping busy.”

“What did you tell her?” Harriet asked.

“That you were good. Keeping busy.” He gave a shy smile. “I didn’t mention what we got up to with Max at the weekend…”

Harriet leaned against the counter, processing, calmer now, her annoyance with Zach dissipating. “Did she say anything about Ben?”

“Not really. Just that he was good.”

“Did she say anything about… us? Like, us and them?”

“Not explicitly.” Zach paused, thinking. “But there was something in the way she asked about you. Like she was… I don’t know. Testing the waters maybe?”

“Testing the waters how?”

“I can’t explain it. Just a vibe.”

“A vibe,” Harriet repeated. “That’s very helpful, thank you.”

“You asked!”

“Did she say anything about wanting to see us? Or when we might all hang out again?”

“No, but that was the vibe, like she was seeing whether the door was still open.”

“Did you ask?”

“No. How could I have? It would be the very opposite of giving them the space we promised!”

Harriet groaned and put her head in her hands. “I can’t believe you talked to her for half an hour and didn’t get any useful information.”

“You’re sounding like my mother asking me about my old school friends.”

“That’s a low blow,” Harriet replied with narrowed eyes, but she was smiling inside because she knew it was kind of true.

“I got plenty of useful information!”

“Like what?”

“Like she’s happy. Like she’s thinking about us. Like maybe, at some point, they’ll reach out.”

“Might,” Harriet said. “Might reach out. That’s not exactly concrete.”

Zach put down his spoon, turned down the heat, and walked over to her, taking her hands in his. “What did you want me to do? Interrogate her in the middle of the street about their relationship and when they’re planning to contact us?”

“Yes.” Harriet was smiling now, appreciating how ridiculous it sounded when he spelled it out. “That would have been ideal.”

“You’re impossible.”

“I know.” She sighed. “I just miss them. Both of them.”

“I know you do.” He pulled her into a hug. “I miss them too.”

“Do you think they miss us?”

“I think Phoebe stopping to chat for half an hour when she probably wanted to get home and have a shower and do whatever else suggests yes.”

Harriet pulled back to look at him. “Really?”

“Really. She didn’t have to stop. She could have just waved, said a quick hello and kept walking. But she didn’t. She wanted to talk.”

“That’s true.” Harriet felt a little glimmer of hope. “So you think they might reach out?”

“I think they will. When they’re ready.”

“But when will that be?”

“I don’t know, Harriet. But we agreed to be patient, remember? To give them space to figure things out.”

“I know. I just…” She trailed off.

“You just what?”

“I worry that maybe they’ll figure it out and decide they don’t need us. That they’re happy just the two of them.”

Zach was quiet for a moment. “Is that what you really think?”

Harriet considered. “No. I don’t think that. But I worry about it.”

“That’s fair.” He kissed her forehead and she pushed against him, hugging him. “But Phoebe asking about you… that doesn’t sound like someone who’s decided they don’t need us.”

“No, I suppose not.”

“So we wait.”

“We wait,” Harriet reluctantly agreed.

“And in the meantime,” Zach said, turning back to the hob. “Dinner.”

“It smells delicious, but I know you’re just trying to distract me from being annoyed at you for not getting more information out of Phoebe.”

“Is it working?”

Harriet laughed. “A little…”

***

While they ate dinner Harriet made Zach go through the encounter three times in painstaking detail, asking questions that he couldn’t possibly answer.

“What was she wearing?”

“I don’t know, workout clothes?”

“What kind of workout clothes?”

“The workout kind!”

“Was she wearing makeup?”

“I genuinely have no idea. Is this a trap? Because if I noticed it means, well, I noticed, but if I don’t it means I didn’t find out everything you want?” He was smiling.

“Well, you have slept with her on several occasions,” Harriet said. “So you’re allowed to notice her. Other women, not so much. Phoebe, yes.”

“Ok, so I don’t know about makeup, I can’t remember exactly what she was wearing, but I can confirm that she looked good, really good.” He shrugged. “Exercise clothes suit her.”

“Did she seem like she was going to Ben’s place?”

“I doubt it when he would be at work!”

Despite her teasing interrogation, Harriet felt better in the end. Lighter. Knowing that Phoebe seemed happy and pleased to see Zach… it was something. Not much, but something.

***

Later that night, lying in bed, Harriet said, “Thank you for telling me about running into her.”

“Of course. Though I’m sorry I made you wait.”

“You’re not sorry at all. You enjoyed torturing me.”

“Maybe a little bit,” Zach admitted. “But seriously, are you ok? With everything?”

“Yeah.” Harriet thought about it. “I am. I miss them. But I’m okay with missing them, if that makes sense. And knowing that Phoebe’s thinking about us too… that helps.”

“Good.”

“Do you really think they’ll reach out?”

“I really do. I don’t know when, but I think they will.”

“Ok.” Harriet cuddled up against him. “I’ll try to be patient.”

“That’s all we can do.”


Chapter 12


It was traditional in Harriet’s department to celebrate the end of a junior doctor’s rotation with after-work drinks, and Harriet had absolutely no intention of letting Sophie escape without upholding that tradition.

That Friday evening eight of them had decamped to a bar not too far from the hospital to mark the occasion. Harriet had been looking forward to it as the group who’d made it were all other doctors that she got on well with, and she was genuinely going to miss working with Sophie who had been a hard worker, very competent, but also a joy to spend time with over lunches or late dinners in the hospital canteen.

And, of course, there was a little frisson of something else, because Harriet had been thinking about Sophie in other, entirely inappropriate ways throughout her time supervising her. Ways that were fine just as a fantasy but absolutely would not have been fine in real life with the supervisor-subordinate power dynamics.

Power dynamics that, it had to be said, had disappeared the moment they left work that day at the end of her last shift in the department… that evening, she wasn’t Harriet’s subordinate, she was simply Sophie, funny, sharp, occasionally flirtatious, blonde and beautiful.

They were three drinks in, the group had thinned to four of them, and Sophie was regaling them with a tale from her emergency medicine rotation.

“I swear to God, he was walking… funny. And he wouldn’t tell anyone why.”

“What did you do?” Harriet asked.

“I ended up asking everyone else to leave and leaned in for him to whisper to me.” Sophie grinned. “He was so embarrassed.”

“And…?”

“Let’s just say, no one was quite sure how or why he had wanted to try putting a TV remote control where he did. The nurse’s face when it came to extraction was a picture!”

The conversation flowed on until it was only Harriet and Sophie left sat in a booth, facing each other with most of a bottle of wine left to finish between them.

“So,” Sophie said, topping up both their glasses. “I’ve been wanting to ask you something. We agreed not to talk about the whole Phoebe thing, but now we’re no longer colleagues I figure it’s fair game?”

Harriet felt her cheeks redden a little, but Sophie was right. “Ok…?”

“That night at Parkfest. With Phoebe.”

“What about it?”

“You two are… together?”

“It’s complicated.”

“But then there’s also Ben?” Sophie asked.

“Also complicated.”

Sophie nodded. “Phoebe told me she’s been seeing Ben.” She laughed. “Complicated doesn’t begin describe it!”

“It’s worth it,” Harried replied, smiling back at Sophie.

“And Zach knows?”

“He more than knows. He encourages it, and is part of it.”

Sophie nodded slowly, her eyes bright with curiosity and something else that Harriet couldn’t quite identify but could hazard a guess at. “That’s hot.”

“It can be, yes.”

“So if Phoebe and Ben are seeing each other, are you seeing Phoebe at the moment?”

“We’re on a pause.” Harriet laughed. “The Pause as Zach calls it. Giving them some space.”

Sophie nodded slowly again. “What’s it like? Being with a woman I mean?”

Harriet took a sip of her wine, buying time to get her answer right, knowing that the drinks had loosened both of their tongues and not caring in the least. “It’s different. Softer in some ways. More intuitive I guess? Women know what women like.”

“I bet.” Sophie leaned forward slightly. “Have you been with many women?”

“Just Phoebe.”

“Do you like it?”

“Very much.”

There was a charge silence. Sophie was looking at Harriet with an intensity that made Harriet’s pulse race.

“I’ve never tried it,” Sophie said quietly. “And I’m curious. About what it would be like. With a woman.”

“That’s natural.” Harriet tried to keep her voice calm and steady, even though she could see exactly where this was going. “Lots of people are curious.”

“Are you attracted to me, Harriet?”

The directness caught Harriet off guard, and her mind raced to try to think what the right answer should be. In the end, after a long few moments, she went with honesty.

“Yes,” she admitted. “I have been for a while actually.”

Sophie smiled. “Good. Because I’m very attracted to you. Have been for a while actually.”

Harriet’s breath caught. “Sophie…” and her voice carried a warning.

“I know. It would have been inappropriate.” Sophie paused. “Would have been. Not anymore.”

“No, not anymore.”

“So.” Sophie took a deep breath and Harriet could see that she was nervous beneath the confident façade, fortified as she was by most of a bottle of wine. “I’m curious what it’s like." She was counting off each point on her fingers. "I’m attracted to you. You’re attracted to me. And your husband seems to be cool with you fooling around a little.”

Harriet’s mind went blank. This was Sophie… beautiful, funny, intelligent Sophie, who she’d been fantasising about on and off for months while never even considering that something could come of it.

“I…” Harriet started to say, then stopped and started again. “I need to think about it.”

Sophie slid out from the booth and stood. “That’s fair. I’m going to the bathroom. You’ve got until I get back to decide. No pressure either way, we’re friends whatever happens.”

She walked away and Harriet sat there feeling like the room had tilted, or was spinning, or some combination of the two.

Her phone was in her hand before she’d made any conscious decision to pick it up, opening up her chat with Zach.

Harriet: Sophie just propositioned me. It was her last day working with me today. Thoughts? xx

Zach: Do you want to? x

Harriet: I mean… yes? But is it a terrible idea? xx

Zach: There’s no ethical issues, right? x

Harriet: Right xx

Zach: Then you have your hall pass if you want it. Usual deal, you have to tell me all about it later! Will you be staying there or home later? x

Harriet: You’re sure? Home late, don’t wait up xx

Zach: Completely sure. Have fun. Be safe. Love you so, so much x

Harriet: Love you so, so much too. Best husband ever xx

Harriet put her phone down and took a deep drink of her wine. Did she want this?

Yes.

Was it a good idea?

Probably not.

But the power dynamic was gone, and her and Zach’s months of experimenting had taught her to seize the day… she’d been thinking about Sophie for months.

She looked up as Sophie returned from the bathroom, walking across the bar with an easy confidence, her blonde hair catching the light, those elfin features that Harriet had been trying very hard and, it seemed, not quite succeeding to make it look like she wasn’t staring at over these recent months.

Sophie slid back into her seat and look at Harriet expectantly, though with a trace of understandable nerves beneath it… she’d shot her shot, and was waiting to hear if she’d just made a fool of herself.

“Well?”

Harriet took a deep breath. “Yes.”

Sophie’s face lit up. “Yeah?”

“Yeah. But we need to be clear… this is a one-time thing. Tonight only. We’ll work together at some point in the future and I don’t want things to be weird.”

“Agreed. A naughty, drunken one-night stand. The best kind. Tonight only.” Sophie grinned. “So, your place or mine?”

“Yours, if that’s ok. It feels less… I don’t know, complicated?”

“Fair enough.” Sophie stood and drained her glass then held out her hand. “Shall we?”

They settled their tab and headed outside. The night air was cool and Harriet felt suddenly, acutely aware of what she was about to do.

***

The taxi ride to Sophie’s place was… intense.

They’d barely settled in their seats and the taxi started moving before they were on each other, Sophie’s lips on hers, insistent and hungry, and Harriet responding in kind, her hands in Sophie’s hair, her nose breathing in Sophie’s smell.

“God, I’ve wanted this for months,” Sophie whispered between kisses.

“Me too,” Harriet whispered back, and then they were kissing again, hands everywhere, the taxi driver struggling to keep the car on the road with the distraction of what was happening in the back seat in his rear-view mirror.

When they got to Sophie’s building they practically fell out of the taxi, Harriet’s lipstick smudged, Sophie’s hair a mess. They made it up the deserted stairwell in a flurry of giggles and kisses.

Sophie unlocked her front door and they stumbled inside, kissing against the wall, when Sophie froze.

Voices from down the hall.

“Shit.” Sophie looked around. “My flatmates weren’t supposed to be home yet.”

The two women looked at each other, both well aware of the dilemma… Sophie’s flatmates were also junior doctors at the hospital, a man and a woman that Harriet knew well enough to say hello to. If Harriet was seen, the gossip would spread around the hospital like wildfire.

“I should… probably go?” Harriet whispered, with an overwhelming sense of disappointment.

“Nonsense,” Sophie whispered back. “I’m not giving up that easily.” She looked down the hall for a second. “My room is the one at the end of the hall, on the right. It’s got a picture of a wombat on it… a nickname but don’t ask because I won’t explain… I’ll go and distract my flatmates, when you see me close a door behind me you go to my room. Ok?”

Harriet grinned. “It’s been a while since I’ve been snuck into someone’s accommodation.”

“You and your old people stuff,” Sophie teased, then she planted a quick kiss on Harriet’s lips and went down the hall to, presumably, the living room.

As soon as Sophie had shut the door behind her Harriet slipped off her shoes and carrying them in one hand walked silently down the hall, feeling a thrill at the subterfuge. She could hear Sophie talking to her flatmates behind the closed door, and tiptoed extra quietly as she went past, then she got to the far end, spotted the wombat, and opened the door, closing it quietly behind her.

Harriet was stood in a darkened bedroom, the only light coming from the streetlights outside. She didn’t dare turn a light on because that would have been a dead giveaway to Sophie’s flatmates, so instead she simply walked over to the double bed and sat down, looking around and catching glimpses of Sophie’s life in the half-light… a family photo, presumably of her parents and her two sisters, another photo of what looked like uni friends. A guitar was sat in the corner, some clothes discarded over a chair. It felt very normal, very lived in, and took Harriet back to when she’d been a junior doctor herself in shared accommodation back in England, trying to balance a crazy workload with keeping a long-distance relationship going halfway across the world.

Crazy, but happy, times.

About ten minutes later the door opened and Sophie appeared, closing and locking it then turning on her bedside lamp and closing the curtains.

“Sorry about that,” she whispered, grinning. “I thought they were going to be out. I took a moment to chat to them so they didn’t think anything suspicious, then told them I was exhausted.” She paused. “We’ll have to be quiet.”

Harriet laughed quietly from her spot on the bed. “How intense…” she teased. “Now you’d better come over here and finish what you’ve started.”

Sophie looked at her with an expression that spoke to her wanting nothing more. She walked slowly over to Harriet and, when she got in front of her, straddled Harriet’s lap, sitting down and looking down into Harriet’s eyes, her hair falling loose around them. “Like this?” she whispered, leaning down and playfully biting Harriet’s lip. “Or like this?” She kissed Harriet’s neck while her hand rested on Harriet’s chest. “Or like this?” Sophie pulled her top over her head and tossed it away, revealing a bright blue, sexy as hell bra, before taking Harriet’s face in both her hands and kissing her deeply.

“All of the above,” Harriet whispered between kisses, pulling Sophie against her, and they soon rolled over onto the bed properly, lying down, kissing hard, hands everywhere.

Their clothes didn’t last long, quickly down to their underwear, and then they were under the covers, escaping the slight chill in the air that night, warm and cosy and intimate, and the two of them slowed down, almost hesitant now it was really happening.

“What do I do?” Sophie whispered at one point.

Harriet kissed her. “Whatever you think you should do,” she whispered back. “There’s no wrong answer.”

It felt a little like the blind leading the blind, Harriet not exactly bringing a lifetime of experience with women to that evening although at least she had a little more confidence than Sophie to go for it and not worry too much.

Harriet smiled to herself when she felt Sophie’s hand go tentatively to the waistband of her underwear. “Can I?” Sophie asked.

“Don’t you dare not,” was Harriet’s whispered reply, making Sophie grin, and soon she was touching Harriet exactly where she needed to be touched, and Harriet was returning the favour, and then Sophie leaned over, rolling Harriet onto her back, and she was kissing Harriet while her fingers slid into her and Harriet was kissing her back and touching Sophie too, feeling that familiar exquisite tension building, knowing from Sophie’s near silent moans that she was feeling similar, and then Sophie came, breathing hard, her body shaking, actually shaking, and she moaned out loud, and Harriet put a hand to her mouth to quiet her, Sophie moaning into the hand, and whether it was that or whatever that triggered Harriet’s own climax which Sophie helped silence with her own hand…

…it was messy, it wasn’t refined, it wasn’t what anyone would call textbook sex between two women.

But it was absolutely, one hundred percent, authentic and so also absolutely, one hundred percent perfect.

***

It was 2am when Harriet turned the key in the front door of her and Zach’s flat, as quietly as she could so as not to disturb him… grinning at the thought that from the moment they’d stepped foot in Sophie’s apartment that evening silence had been the name of the day.

It had been good with Sophie, really good. Light and casual and fun, neither woman had taken it seriously and that was exactly what they needed. At times it had felt like she was the teacher, Sophie the student, but not really… it was more that Harriet had the experience to know that if they tried something and it didn’t work they could just try something else.

One thing she was determined to do, though, was to meet Sophie for lunch in the canteen next week at work, not with any sort of view to a repeat performance, but Harriet knew that re-establishing their friendship early was key.

As she stepped into the flat it turned out she needn’t have been quiet. Zach had waited up for her, sitting on the sofa with a beer, watching some live sport from the other side of the world.

“There’s my hotwife,” he said with a grin.

“There’s my wonderfully patient husband,” she replied, settling down next to him.

“So… Sophie?” He looked amused as well as curious.

“So… Sophie.”

“She's cute. Tell me everything.”

And, of course, Harriet did, sparing no detail. How Sophie had propositioned her, the journey, the tiptoeing through her apartment (which Zach found hilarious), the first frantic time together, and then later, when they’d taken longer, taking it in turns to go down on each other, and finally how Harriet had stayed until Sophie was asleep, leaving a note and creeping out.

“When you were first back there at her place, tell me what you did to each other.” Harriet could see that Zach was aroused, unsurprisingly, to hear her talk about her night.

“How about,” she leaned over to kiss him, “we play a game. The old night cap game.”

“I’m interested…” he replied.

“Bedroom. Now. And I’ll tell you every… little… detail while you reclaim me like you’ve never reclaimed me before.” She looked at him innocently. “Deal?”

He stood and held out his hand to her. “Deal.”

***

A while later, late enough that the sky was just starting to lighten with the first hints of dawn, they lay curled up together in their bed, naked, exhausted, happy.

“That was incredible,” Harriet said after a while. “It made me realise something.” She turned to look at him seriously. “Phoebe’s special. What I have with her is different. Sophie was great, but it was just… sex. With Phoebe, there’s actual connection. Not just friendship. Something a bit more.”

“Missing her?”

“A little bit, yeah. Missing Ben too.” She paused. “Think they’re ok? Ben and Phoebe?”

“I think they’re probably more than ok.” Zach stroked her hair. “And when they’re ready, they’ll reach out.”

“You’re probably right.”

“I’m always right.”

Harriet laughed and swatted his arm. “No, you’re not.”

“Fine. I’m right about this though.”

“Maybe.” She yawned, cuddling up closer to him. “God, I’m exhausted.”

“Thank you,” Zach said quietly.

“For what?”

“For telling me everything, and for always coming home to me.”

“Thank you for being you. For encouraging me. For being the best husband in the world.”

They fell asleep like that, wrapped around each other, and as Harriet drifted off she thought about how lucky she was.

Ben and Phoebe were out there somewhere, building their relationship.

And here she was, getting on with her own life, safe in the knowledge that Zach would always be waiting when she got home.

To reclaim her. To love her. To be her everything.

It was a good life.

A very good life indeed.


Chapter 13


The message came on a Tuesday afternoon, a couple of weeks after Sophie.

Harriet was at work, between patients, when her phone buzzed with a message from Zach.

You seen it? What do you think? x

Harriet was oblivious but knew he could only mean one thing. She’d muted the My Menagerie group chat several weeks before because she was finding it too distracting, checking her phone every five minutes, jumping out of her skin every time a message alert came up. Much better to have it muted where she could control when she checked and not let it take over her life.

Less useful when there was an actual message though.

Fumbling the phone in her haste, she opened up the group chat and saw it.

Phoebe: Ben and I have been talking…

Harriet had to sit down to read on, her hearth thumping in her chest.

Ben: We’d really like to see you both. Are you free Friday night?

Phoebe: Dinner somewhere, there’s a new place we’d like to try if you guys would like?

Harriet stared at the messages, reading them and re-reading them over and over. After all these weeks of space and silence, Phoebe and Ben wanted to see them.

She quickly fired a message off to Zach on their private chat:

Harriet: THEY WANT TO SEE US FRIDAY NIGHT. DINNER XX

Zach’s response was quick.

Zach: No need to SHOUT!! Obviously yes, right? x

Harriet: Trying to play it cool here… xx

Zach: Fuck playing it cool. I miss them as much as you do. Tell them yes x

Harriet laughed, delighted to see that Zach was as excited about this development as she was, and switched back to the group chat.

Harriet: We’re in. What time and where? x

Phoebe: There’s a new Thai place. Will message the details if I can get a table. 7pm? x

Zach: Done and done, looking forward to it.

Ben: Us too. We’ll see you Friday!

Harriet put her phone down and took a deep, deep breath. Friday. Three days from now.

Three days until she could see Ben, and Phoebe, and find out what this all might end up being.

***

Friday night came both far too quickly and much too slowly, not helped in the slightest by Harriet not having a shift during the day on Friday… it dragged on interminably, giving her far, far too much time to think about what the evening might bring.

Getting ready, Harriet changed outfits three times before settling on a simple red dress, nothing too formal but nothing too casual either, she wanted Phoebe and Ben to know that she was putting an effort in without going overboard. Zach, though he would never admit it, had gone through a similar process.

“What if this is bad news?” Harriet asked Zach for the umpteenth time as she gave herself a final check in the mirror.

“The very worst, the absolute worst it could be is they just want to be friends with us. There’s no way they’d want to meet somewhere nice for dinner for anything less than that. And just friends… that would still be great, right? We both care about them a great deal. There’s a lot worse in the world.”

“I know. But…” Harriet shrugged and looked at Zach’s reflection next to her in the mirror. “I want it to be more.”

He smiled and put his arm around her. “So do I. For what it’s worth, that’s my gut feel… they want more than just friends too.”

“What if, also, it’s weird tonight? What if the time apart has changed things?”

“Then we pull on our big boy pants and do what we need to do to make it not weird. That part is easy.”

***

The restaurant was packed when they arrived, buzzing with Friday night energy. Zach spotted Phoebe and Ben immediately, already seated at a table near the window, heads close together in conversation.

When he pointed them out Harriet looked over and saw how good they looked together. Really good. The way they were sat, the body language, the way that Phoebe laughed at something Ben said…

Without a doubt they looked like a couple.

Harriet felt Zach’s hand tighten on hers, and she knew that he’d noticed it too.

As they approached the table Ben looked up and spotted them, both his and Phoebe’s faces lighting up as they stood in a way that made Harriet’s heart leap for joy… they were genuinely, one hundred percent pleased to see them.

“Hey,” Phoebe said, and then she was hugging Harriet tightly, so wonderfully tightly. “God, I’ve missed you,” she whispered.

“I’ve missed you so much too,” Harriet whispered back, noticing that Zach and Ben had exchanged a much more reserved, manly hug of their own next to them.

They swapped and Ben hugged her next, another tight hug that felt so good, his body and his smell and his everything so familiar and so welcome. “Hey you,” he said into her ear.

“Hey yourself,” Harriet replied.

Then, before she knew it, they were all sat down, menus in front of them, and a moment of slight awkwardness after the warm greetings, no one quite sure what to say.

In the end it was Phoebe who broke the silence. “So… this is us.” She looked at each of the other three as she said it.

“This is us,” Harriet replied. “You both look really good.”

“You too,” Ben said. “Both of you.”

The waiter came and they ordered drinks and some starters, getting wine for the table, and then they were alone again with space to talk properly.

“We should probably cover the elephant in the room up front,” Ben said eventually.

“Which is?” Zach replied, grinning.

Phoebe and Ben both smiled. “We should explain why we asked you here tonight,” Phoebe said.

“Ok,” Harriet replied, her heart racing, realising that this was all about to become clear much sooner than she’d expected. “We’re listening.” Zach’s hand found hers under the table and gave a reassuring squeeze.

Ben and Phoebe exchanged a look, one of those couple looks that covers an entire conversation in a glance, and then Phoebe spoke.

“The last month or so has been really, really good. Ben and I have been dating. Properly dating. Going to the movies, cooking dinner together, meeting each other’s friends… all that good stuff.”

“It’s been great,” Ben added. “Phoebe’s great. We’re… it’s really good.”

Harriet felt that lurch in her stomach, happiness for these two people that she cared about deeply tempered by the worry that she was about to lose something herself. She forced herself to be positive though. “That’s wonderful. We’re really happy for you both.”

“And,” Zach said, laughing, “imagine what you’ll tell your kids about the night you first met…”

Both Ben and Phoebe looked confused for a minute, then started laughing themselves and even Harriet managed a grin. Mummy, daddy, how did you meet? Well, child, let me explain to you something called a foursome. She felt her mood lighten considerably, and knew that’s why Zach had cracked the joke.

“There’s a but,” Phoebe added after a few moments, and Harriet sat up a little straighter. “The thing is, we’ve been missing you guys. Both of you.”

“A lot,” Ben added. “Like, a really surprising amount.”

“We though that maybe the time apart would make us realise that we were better off going our separate ways. That’s the conventional thing to do, anyway,” Phoebe explained. “You two do your thing, we do ours. But instead…” She looked over to Ben.

“Instead we kept talking about you,” Ben finished. “All the time. Wondering what you were up to. Missing the time each of us spent with you. Missing just… being around you both.”

The wine arrived at that moment, creating a pause in the conversation as they each took their first sips.

Eventually, when the waiter had gone again, Zach said, “We’ve missed you both too. The apartment’s felt emptier, life’s felt quieter. We’ve been fine, but less fine than when you guys are in our lives.”

“What Zach said,” Harriet added. “We’ve been keeping busy,” she noticed that a little smile played around the edges of Phoebe’s lips and wondered what Sophie might have told her, “but it’s not the same without you two. It’s been good. Different, but good.”

There was a pause, and then Ben said, “We wanted to meet you somewhere neutral. Not at my place or at Phoebe’s place or at your place. Somewhere we could all just… talk. Without pressure. Because we’ve got something we want to ask you both.”

There was a moment’s silence, then Harriet smiled and said, “Ask away.”

Phoebe took a deep breath. “We wanted to ask the two of you whether there might be space for something that’s all four of us. Together.”

The word hung in the air.

“Like a quad?” Zach asked.

“Maybe?” Ben said. “We don’t know exactly what it would look like. But we wanted to see if you’d be interested in exploring it. The four of us, together, as something that’s more than, well, nothing.”

“But also more than just occasional hookups too,” Phoebe clarified. “Something that involves feelings and emotions and all that good stuff.”

Harriet looked at Zach and they had one of those married couple silent conversations of their own. She knew what he was thinking about this anyway, and he her. This was exactly what they’d both been hoping for but hadn’t dared to believe that it might come to pass.

“We’d need to talk about what it all means,” Harriet said cautiously. “Boundaries, expectations, who is what to whom and when.”

“Absolutely,” Phoebe agreed. “We’re not suggesting we’ve got the answers. Any of them really,” she added with a laugh. “But we wanted to ask if you’d be open to trying.”

“This could be special. Four of us,” Ben added.

The starters arrived, and inevitably the men had ordered far more than was needed. Once they’d all helped themselves and were alone again Harriet leaned forward.

“I think,” she said slowly, “that we’d like to try. If you would.”

“Really?” Phoebe replied, her face lighting up.

“Really,” Zach confirmed. “We’ve been hoping you’d get back in touch, and that it wouldn’t just be to say let’s be friends.”

“But, we need to be realistic,” Harried clarified. “This is complicated and none of us have done this before, at least as far as I know.” She looked at Ben and Phoebe and they both shook their heads. “We’ll probably make mistakes.”

“Without a doubt,” Ben agreed. “If we accept that, we can work through it. It’s worth it.”

“Amen to that,” Zach said. “Could you just excuse me one minute.”

He stood and disappeared towards the front of the restaurant, presumably headed to the bathrooms, while Harriet turned the conversation to what Phoebe and Ben had been up to since they’d last seen each other.

Ben was just telling her about an open water swimming competition he’d done the weekend before, Phoebe adding details as she’d been a spectator from the shore (“They all looked the same from the shore, but I’d like to think I knew which one he was”), when Zach came back over followed by a waiter carrying a tray.

As he sat down, he said, “The wine can wait. This is officially a celebration.”

The waiter handed them each a very generous glass of champagne, and when he’d gone again Zach proposed a toast.

“To none of us really knowing what we’re doing, and to it being a whole lot of fun away!”

The other three all laughed and clinked their glasses against his because, as Harriet realised, his toast was spot on… this had the potential to be messy, confusing, challenging, but it had even more potential to be wonderful, amazing, brilliant.

It was going to be worth it.

***

They steered clear of any practicalities throughout the rest of dinner, all agreeing that that could wait for another time. The most important thing was enjoying the night as the joyous reunion that it had become, simply revelling in the pleasure of being in each other’s company.

It was fantastic, everything that Harriet had hoped for and more.

As dinner wound down and they lingered over a very pleasant glass of dessert wine, Phoebe said quietly, “We wanted to invite you somewhere neutral tonight because we didn’t want you to feel pressured. But…” She glanced at Ben who nodded slightly. “Would you maybe like to come back to my place with us tonight? Not because you have to, just because we’d really like to spend more time with you. See what it feels like, all four of us together.”

Harriet glanced at Zach. She could see the desire in his eyes, the hope, but also the unspoken question he’d be asking her: is this too fast for you?

She thought about it. They’d been apart for weeks now. They’d given Phoebe and Ben the space that they needed. They’d had a conversation now, agreed on what they wanted at least in the broad sense.

Maybe it wasn’t too fast. Maybe it was exactly the right pace.

“We’d like that,” Harriet said. “If you’re sure.”

She looked to Zach for confirmation and he nodded. “I’d enjoy nothing more.”

“We’re sure,” Ben said.

They split the bill four ways after a brief, good-natured argument, Ben and Phoebe insisting that they’d invited Zach and Harriet and Zach and Harriet hearing nothing of it, and headed outside into the cool night air.

On the street, waiting for their taxi, Harriet stood with Zach to one side, his arm around her shoulder, but with Phoebe on her other side, holding her hand, Ben stood just behind her.

It felt right. Everything about it just felt right.


Chapter 14


Phoebe’s apartment felt just the same. Harriet wasn’t entirely sure why she’d have expected it to be otherwise, but it surprised her nonetheless, as if The Pause had been so significant to her and Zach that she intuitively expected it to have impacted everything else too.

There were a few signs here and there that Phoebe was in a full-on relationship now… she recognised a pair of Ben’s shoes by the front door, his hoody hung up on the coat pegs, a book on the coffee table that she recognised as Ben’s as he’d lent it to her to read early on.

Little signs that, slowly, Phoebe and Ben were on that wonderful path of two lives starting to blend into one.

“Sorry about the mess,” Phoebe said, though the apartment was very far from messy. “I wasn’t expecting… well, do you know what? I didn’t want to jinx it by having the place ready. That sounds weird doesn’t it?”

Zach grinned. “That’s exactly what Harriet would say too. Right?” He looked at Harriet and she nodded.

“It’s perfect,” Harriet reassured her, and meant it.

Ben was already mixing gin and tonics, no need to ask where the ingredients were any more, and they settled into the living room, drinks in hand, Harriet and Zach on the sofa, Ben sat in an armchair with Phoebe draped comfortably on top of him. It felt deliberate, like they were trying to arrange themselves in strict couples while they worked out exactly how to be together.

“So,” Ben said after a moment of silence. “This is kind of surreal.”

“Good surreal or bad surreal?” Zach asked.

“Good,” Phoebe said immediately. “Definitely good. Just… different.”

“Different how?” Harriet asked.

Phoebe thought about it. “Before, it was always one of us coming to you, fitting into your life. Tonight feels like…” She gestured around. “Like you’re fitting into our life.”

“Is that ok?” Harriet asked. “You’re comfortable with that?”

“Very ok,” Ben said. “We wanted this. To share it with you.”

They talked for a while, the conversation gradually becoming easier and more natural as the gin and tonic went to work. It helped a great deal that they had such familiarity already, so that even with this new dynamic they were heading for they were already people who knew each other, who cared about each other, and who wanted it to work.

Phoebe refilled their glasses and settled on the arm of the sofa next to Harriet. “You know,” she said, a playful smile on her lips, “I’ve been thinking about something.”

“Oh?” Harriet said.

“The group chat. ‘My Menagerie.’” Phoebe grinned. “You’ve got your Bull…” she nodded at Ben “…and your Unicorn…” she gestured to herself. “But that’s not really fair anymore, is it? If we’re doing this properly. All four of us.”

“What do you mean?” Harriet asked, though she was smiling.

“I mean,” Phoebe said, “if Ben and I are the Bull and the Unicorn in your menagerie, what does that make you two? You should have names too.”

Zach laughed. “I hadn’t thought about that.”

“Well, Ben and I have,” Phoebe said, glancing at Ben, who was grinning. “We think Zach’s obviously the Stag.”

“The Stag?” Zach said.

“The watcher,” Ben explained. “Noble. In control. Choosing what happens and who gets close. That’s what a stag is in all this, right?”

“I like that,” Zach said, looking genuinely pleased.

"My stag…" Harriet whispered, and kissed him on the cheek. God, that sounded kind of hot.

“And Harriet,” Phoebe continued, her eyes sparkling with fond amusement, “you’re the Nymph.”

“The Nymph?” Harriet felt a flush of pleasure at the word.

“Think about it,” Phoebe said. “Nymphs are playful, sexual, free-spirited. They move through the forest drawing admirers, making people fall in love with them. And the Stag watches over his Nymph while she plays.”

Harriet felt warm inside to think of it. “The Nymph and the Stag,” she said, looking at Zach. “I like that. I really like that.”

“So do I,” Zach agreed, pulling her closer. “My Nymph. Jesus, that’s hot.”

“And one other thing,” Harriet added. “I can’t call it My Menagerie anymore. It’s The Menagerie, all of us part of it.” She laughed. “That sounds a lot better.”

“So,” Phoebe said, raising her glass. “To The Menagerie. The Bull, the Unicorn, the Nymph, and the Stag.”

They all raised their glasses and drank, and when Harriet looked back in years to come at that moment, she knew that that was it… that was when it became real. They weren’t just Harriet and Zach anymore, the married couple who played with others. They were the Nymph and the Stag, equal partners in this beautiful, complicated thing with their Bull and their Unicorn.

***

At some point, Phoebe ended up sat next to Harriet on the sofa. And then, naturally, Ben moved closer too, while Zach gravitated in the other direction, coming back from the bathroom to take a seat on one of the armchairs. Nothing forced, just each following their natural roles.

Harriet felt a little thrill when Phoebe’s hand found hers. “I’ve missed this,” Phoebe said quietly. “That night we all four had together was special. I’m glad it wasn’t a one-off.”

“I’ve missed this too,” Harried replied.

Phoebe leaned over and kissed Harriet, soft, familiar, wonderful. When they broke apart again, Ben was watching from close by while Zach was sitting in his armchair smiling.

“Come here,” Harriet said to Ben and he didn’t need to be asked twice. He closed the gap and kissed her too, a kiss she’d feared she might never feel again, and it felt so, so right, all of them there together.

Phoebe stood and held out her hand to Zach, helping him to stand. “Your turn,” she said with a smile, and he stood to kiss her too.

“Bedroom?” Phoebe suggested after a few minutes, slightly breathless.

The four of them went together through to the bedroom, and Harriet noticed the little signs of Ben in there too, the shirt of his hanging up in the wardrobe, his deodorant on the dresser, little things again but signs, everywhere.

“I want to show you both something,” Phoebe said, looking at Zach and Harriet. “Show you what Ben and I have together. And then…” She smiled. “Then the night is young.”

She pulled Ben to her, kissing him hard, not performative, not for anyone else but the two of them, a real kiss, the sort of kiss you have with your lover in private when you know each other’s bodies and reactions so well, when you want them more than anything else on the planet.

Harriet followed Zach to sit down and watched, transfixed. She’d known intellectually that they were together now, of course, but seeing it, her bull and her unicorn, as an actual couple, as two people falling in love, it was different. It was powerful in a way that she hadn’t anticipated, and it felt like an honour to be present to watch them like that.

Zach’s hand found hers and squeezed, and when she looked at him he was transfixed too, his expression a mirror of what she felt… desire, a touch of jealousy, but mostly just awe.

Phoebe broke the kiss and turned to look at Harriet and Zach. “You can watch,” she said. “Or you can join us. But tonight you’re our guests, in our space. Ok?”

The role reversal was complete, Harriet realised. Up until now it had been Harriet at the centre, the hotwife being desired, the one ultimately calling the shots. Ben had been her bull, Phoebe her unicorn, and even when Zach was involved it had all orbited around Harriet.

Not anymore.

Tonight, Ben and Phoebe were the couple. The established pair. And Harriet and Zach were the guests, invited into their intimacy.

She wondered if it should feel strange, because it didn’t. Instead, it simply felt right.

“We’d like to join,” Harriet replied. “At least I would. Zach?”

“I’d like to watch and then see, if that’s ok?”

“Absolutely perfect.” Phoebe reached out a hand to Harriet. “Come and join us.”

Harriet felt breathless with excitement and arousal simply climbing on to the bed… and she couldn’t help wondering, if that was the case already then what sort of state was she going to be in by the end of the night?

***

At some point later on, after God only knew how many permutations they’d already tried of the three of them, Phoebe said, “Harriet, I want to try something. If you’re comfortable.”

“Anything,” Harriet breathed, and meant it.

“Ben, lie back,” Phoebe directed, and he did, settling his head against the pillows.

“Harriet, I want you on your hands and knees. Facing Ben.”

Harriet positioned herself as instructed, her heart racing with anticipation.

“Good,” Phoebe murmured, her hand stroking down Harriet’s naked back. “Now, I want you to make Ben feel good. Show me what you do to make him feel good.”

Harriet leaned forward, taking Ben in her mouth, hearing his gasp of pleasure as her lips closed over him and her tongue flicked against him. She knew exactly what he liked, exactly how to touch him, and she was going to use that knowledge now.

Behind her, she felt Phoebe’s hands on her hips, felt her positioning herself. Harriet had a moment to recognise what was coming, the strap-on from that crazy night in the hotel with Zach, from Zach’s birthday, before Phoebe pressed against her and slid into her slowly, filling her completely.

Harriet gasped around Ben, the sensation of the strap-on, the feeling of such fullness almost overwhelming. With Ben in her mouth and Phoebe inside her she felt so desperately carnal.

She glanced off to the side to see Zach watching, a look of delighted wonder on his face, naked himself now too, his own cock hard, and she could see that his hand was moving slowly, gently stroking himself, his gaze fixed squarely on Harriet.

Her three favourite people in the world.

All here. All together. All wanting her. All wanting each other.

Phoebe set a steady rhythm from behind, each thrust slow and deliberate. Ben’s hands were in Harriet’s hair, his breathing growing ragged. She could hear Zach’s breathing from his seat, could feel his presence even though he wasn’t touching her.

The physical sensations were overwhelming, Ben in her mouth, Phoebe inside her, the dual stimulation building something huge and unstoppable deep within her. But it was more than physical, it was the emotional weight of this moment.

She replaced her mouth with her hand for a few moments, her eyes finding each of them in turn, even as her body moved with Phoebe’s rhythm.

Ben. Her Bull. Strong, powerful, the one who’d made her feel desired in ways she’d never imagined. The one she’d fallen for despite knowing better.

Phoebe. Her Unicorn. Magical, rare, the woman who’d opened up a whole new world of sensation and connection. The one who’d somehow, out of nowhere, become so much more than a casual encounter.

Zach. Her Stag. Noble, watching, always in control even when he seemed to be giving it up. Her husband, her foundation, her everything. The one who’d made all of this possible.

And her. The Nymph. Playful, sexual, free to explore. Drawing them all to her, moving between them, loving them all in different ways.

The Menagerie.

It was so perfectly, wonderfully fitting. Each of them with their role, their nature, their place in this beautiful ecosystem they were planning to create.

She took Ben in her mouth again and wondered, was this the start of something deeper? A genuine polyamorous relationship among the four of them, with all of the complexities and joys of loving multiple people?

Was it just tonight? A beautiful reunion before they figured out what sustainable actually looked like?

Or was it something in between? Simply taking it one day at a time to see where it led?

She didn’t know.

And in this moment, suspended in time, surrounded by love and desire and sensation, Harriet realised something profound:

It didn’t matter.

Not right now, anyway.

Right now, she was exactly where she belonged.

Right now, this was heaven.

Right now, with Ben’s moans mixing with Phoebe’s breathless encouragement, with Zach’s love almost tangible from the across the room, with her own body building higher and higher towards a seismic release…

Right now was everything.

The future would come. Decisions would need to be made. Boundaries would need to be drawn. Conversations would need to be had about logistics and feelings and what being a quad actually meant in practice.

But right now, mid-thrust, mid-pleasure, mid-moment, surrounded by three people who loved her and who she loved back in all their different, complicated, beautiful ways…

Right now was perfect.

Right now was home.

Right now, with Phoebe’s hands on her hips and Ben’s fingers in her hair and Zach’s eyes on her face, Harriet understood something fundamental: that love didn’t have to fit into neat boxes, that relationships didn’t have to follow prescribed paths, that home could be multiple people, multiple connections, multiple forms of intimacy all coexisting.

Her marriage to Zach was unshakeable, the foundation everything else was built on. Her connection with Ben was real and deep and worth nurturing. Her relationship with Phoebe was evolving into something profound.

And somehow, impossibly, they all fit together.

She moaned onto Ben's cock as Phoebe did something very, very right to her, felt him twitch in her mouth, knew that him and her were so very close to something spectacular.

Right now, in this perfect moment, everything made sense.

Right now was exactly where Harriet wanted to be.
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Too Sensible To Know Better

If you've enjoyed reading about the adventures of Harriet and Zach, why not go back to where it all began? Too Sensible To Know Better is the story about how they met, how they fell for each other, the mistakes that they made, and how they ended up where they were in Experimenting… with the same high heat that you've come to expect.

Here's how Harriet's story starts, and avid readers might recognise that Harriet told a brief version of this to Zach and Ben in Season 1:

The envelope was thin. That was the first thing that Harriet noticed as Mrs. Booth handed it to her… too thin, surely, for good news. Her stomach did a backward flip.

“Open them at the same time?” Laura, her best friend, said. “Otherwise we’ll just spend all day staring at them.”

The Great Hall of St. Joseph’s was chaos around them, near on a hundred upper sixth formers in various states of elation and despair, teachers circulating with fixed smiles, the odd parent hovering anxiously by the doors and trying to look as inconspicuous as possible. The August sun streamed through the tall stained glass windows at one end, illuminating the portraits of former headmistresses and illustrious alumni that gazed down with stern approval. The school had been educating girls since 1858, and the weight of all those expectations, all that history, pressed down on Harriet as she broke the seal.

Chemistry: A*

Biology: A*

Mathematics: A

She read it twice, three times, waiting for the letters to rearrange themselves into something worse. They didn’t.

“Well?” Laura was practically bouncing with excitement next to her.

“I got in.” The words came out strange, not quite real. “I got the grades. I got into Oxford.”

Laura screamed, an actual scream, and threw her arms around her, and then they were both jumping up and down like children, and Harriet was laughing and possibly crying a little too, she couldn’t quite tell, because she’d done it, medicine at Oxford, the thing she’d been working towards for years and it was real, it was happening.

“I knew it!” Laura was saying. “I bloody knew it! Oh my God, Harriet, you’re going to be a doctor. At Oxford. That’s insane, like actually insane…”

“What did you get?”

Laura’s results were good too, two As and a B, enough for her first choice of Edinburgh, and they hugged again, giddy with relief, a huge weight lifted from their shoulders. Around them was the full range of human emotion… tears of joy, tears of disappointment, frantic phone calls to parents, to universities, to UCAS.

Harriet pulled out her phone and messaged her mum.

Got in!!! A* A* A x

The reply was almost instant.

SO PROUD OF YOU!!! Dad crying (don’t tell him I said). Champagne in the fridge but come home whenever you can, enjoy it! Xx

She was smiling at her phone when she heard his voice.

“Harriet. Congratulations.”

She looked up and saw Mr. Ashford, standing a few feet away in chinos and a smart blue shirt, sleeves rolled up to the elbows, looking every inch like he’d stepped out of a catalogue for men who had their lives together even though he could only be in his mid-twenties himself. He was smiling, the smile Harriet had spent two years thinking about far more than was probably healthy, and holding out his hand.

“Thank you sir.” She shook it, hoping he wouldn’t feel her pulse racing. His hand was warm and dry and strong, and she let go a fraction of a second too late.

“I saw your name on the list this morning. A star in Chemistry.” He looked genuinely pleased. “I always knew you’d do it. You worked harder than anyone.”

“I had a good teacher.”

She felt her cheeks redden even as she said it… was that too much? It felt like it. But he just smiled again, that slightly crooked smile that did funny things to her inside.

“You’ve got the natural talent, I just pointed it in the right direction.” He paused, looking around at the chaos of the hall. “Oxford medicine. That’s brilliant. You should be very proud.”

“I am.” She was blushing, she could feel it, and she hated herself for blushing. She was eighteen, legally an adult, about to go to one of the best universities in the world. She should be beyond blushing at her chemistry teacher.

Except… he wasn’t her teacher any more, was he? As of today, as of this moment, she was no longer a student at St. Joseph’s. She was just Harriet, and he was just…

“I should leave you to celebrate with your friends,” he said, already starting to turn away. “Have a wonderful day. You’ve earned it.”

“Sir…” The word was out before she could stop it. He turned back, eyebrows raised in a question. “I mean… thank you. For everything. The extra sessions, the interview prep, all of it. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“Yes, you could.” He was smiling warmly. “But I’m glad I could help.”

He started to turn away again and something reckless surged up in her… the giddiness of the morning, the champagne that she hadn’t drunk yet but could already feel bubbling in her veins, the knowledge that after today she would probably never see him again.

“If you wanted to get a drink later,” she said, the words tumbling out before she could second guess herself. “To celebrate, I mean… I’d like that.”

She watched his expression change, surprise, then something she couldn’t quite read, then a carefully honed neutrality.

“That’s very kind,” he said. “But I should let you enjoy your day with your friends.”

“Of course.” Her face was bright red, she knew it. “Stupid idea. Sorry.”

“Not stupid at all.” He held her gaze for a moment that stretched on longer. “Have a good day Harriet.”

And then he was gone, swallowed by the crowd, and Laura was tugging at her arm to drag her over to some of their other friends, and Harriet told herself it was fine, it was nothing, she’d made a fool of herself but no one had seen and she’d never have to think about it again.

Time to enjoy the day.

***

The pub garden was packed with St. Joseph’s students and their counterparts from the boys’ school round the corner, everyone getting steadily drunker on the cheap cider and the sheer, heady sense of freedom. Harriet had been there since noon, had started to lose count of how many drinks had been pressed into her hand, had been in what must have been close to a thousand photos, and had started to worry that the grin plastered on her face might never leave.

She was wearing her favourite summer dress, the blue cotton one with the thin straps that made her feel pretty without having to try too hard, and the sun was hot on her bare shoulders. She felt golden, untouchable, like the whole world was laid out in front of her as a vast oasis of opportunity.

“Harriet!” One of her friends was calling her name from across the garden, surrounded by a gaggle of guys. “Harriet, come do shots!”

She waved vaguely in their direction and took another sip of her drink. She was happy, genuinely happy, but beneath it there was something, an itch she could scratch. The morning kept replaying in her head… Mr. Ashford’s hand in hers, his smile, the way he’d said her name. Have a good day Harriet.

Her phone buzzed, a message from Chris, her ex.

Congrats on Oxford. Knew you’d do it. Drink later? x

She stared at it for a long few moments, then deleted it without replying. They’d broken up three weeks ago after she’d found out he’d been texting his ex-girlfriend while Harriet had been on holiday earlier in the summer. Just as friends he’d claimed, as if she was stupid enough to believe that. She’d cried for a day and then felt nothing but relief… Chris was fine, nice enough, but he was also boring and jealous and had never once made her feel like the way she felt when…

When what? When her chemistry teacher looked at her? God, she was pathetic.

“Earth to Harriet.” Laura slid on to the bench next to her. “You’ve got your thinking face on. Something’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Just tired.”

“Tired? It’s four in the afternoon. We haven’t even started properly yet!” Laura grinned. “Club later, remember? You’re still coming to my place to get ready?”

Harriet nodded and took another sip. “I’ll be there.”

“You’d better be.” Laura clinked her glass against Harriet’s. “This is our night, H. Don’t you dare bail on me.”

***

The afternoon wore on, the shadows lengthening across the pub garden. People started to drift away in groups, home to change, home to celebrate with family, home to prepare for the night ahead. By six, Harriet was at Laura’s house, supposedly getting ready for the evening but mostly lying on Laura’s bed staring at the ceiling while Laura did her makeup.

She’d pretty much put her awkward conversation with Mr. Ashford out of her mind when, at precisely 6.12pm, her phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

Hi Harriet. This is Daniel Ashford. I hope you don’t mind me messaging, I had your number from the charity day a few months back. I’ve been thinking about what you said this morning. If the offer of a drink is still open I’d like to take you up on it. But I understand if you’ve changed your mind. No pressure either way.

She sat up so fast she nearly fell off the bed.

“What?” Laura spun around from her mirror. “What is it?”

Harriet stared at her phone, her heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her ribcage.

Daniel. Not Mr Ashford. Daniel. She’d known his first name, of course, everyone knew their teachers’ first names, but seeing it there in a message to her… suddenly that felt real.

“Harriet, you’ve gone bright red. What’s happening?”

She looked up at Laura and something in her expression must have given her away because Laura’s eyes went wide.

“Oh my God. It’s a boy, isn’t it? Who is it?”

Harriet hesitated. She and Laura told each other everything, literally everything. Always had. And if she was really going to do this, whatever this was, she needed someone to know. Just in case.

“You have to promise not to freak out.”

“I’m already freaking out with you saying that. Tell me.”

Harriet took a deep breath. “Mr. Ashford.”

Laura’s mouth fell open. “Mr… wait. Mr Ashford? Chemistry Mr. Ashford? Fit Mr. Ashford that you’ve had a crush on for literally two years?”

“He wants to meet up. For a drink.”

“Holy shit.” Laura grabbed the phone out of her hand and read the message, her eyes getting wider with every word. “Holy shit, Harriet. He’s asking you out. Your teacher is asking you out.”

“Former teacher, as of this morning.”

“Still.” Laura looked at her. “Are you going to go?”

Harriet took the phone back, her hands shaking slightly as she typed.

I haven’t changed my mind. Where should I meet you?

The reply came quickly.

I could pick you up? Where are you?

She looked at Laura. “He wants to pick me up.”

“From my house? That’s punchy.”

“I’ll tell him the end of your street. But Laura… you have to know where I am. Just in case.”

“Just in case he turns out to be a murderer?”

“Just in case anything.” Harriet was already typing the street address. “If I’m not at the club by midnight, call me. If I don’t answer, call the police.”

“Jesus, Harriet.” But Laura was nodding. “Ok. Ok, yes. I’ll cover for you with the others too, say you had a family surprise thing and you’re meeting us later.” She paused. “You’re really doing this?”

“I’m really doing this.”

Laura grabbed her and hugged her hard. “You absolute lunatic. Be careful. And…” She winked at Harriet. “Tell me everything later.”

***

He was already there when she reached the corner, his dark grey Audi pulled into a parking space next to the pavement. The evening was still warm. Harriet smoothed down her dress and walked towards the car on legs that felt ever so slightly like they were made of jelly.

His window was down. “Harriet.” He was smiling, but she could see a hint of nerves which made her feel a little better in herself. “You came.”

“I came.”

He nodded towards the passenger seat. “Climb in.”

She walked to the passenger side, opened the door, and slid into the leather seat. The car smelled like him and suddenly he was vividly there, closer than they’d ever been before, close enough to see the faint stubble on his jaw and the dark brown of his eyes. He was wearing the same shirt and trousers as earlier and, if anything, they looked even better on him that evening than they had before.

“Hey,” she said, because she couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“Hey.” He was looking at her properly now, turned in his seat, taking in the summer dress, the bare shoulders, the makeup she’d hurriedly applied while Laura practically bounced around her bedroom in excitement. “You look good.”

“Thank you.” She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “So… where are we going?”

“Do you know the Barley Mow?” She shook her head. “It’s probably five miles out of town, country pub. Very picturesque.” He paused and smiled. “I figure somewhere where we’re not likely to bump into anyone we know would be wise. You know it?”

Harriet nodded, not revealing that the time she’d been there she’d been half her current age for a Mother’s Day lunch… that really wasn’t the vibe she was looking for. “Sounds perfect.”

He put the car in gear and pulled away, and Harriet watches Laura’s street disappear in the wing mirror and thought something that she’d never imagined possible in her wildest dreams: This is actually happening.

***

The drive took twenty minutes, down narrow lanes where the hedgerows brushed against the side of the car whenever they needed to pass someone coming the other direction, the early evening light taking on that wonderful golden glow that comes with the end of a glorious English summer’s day.

They talked easily as they drove, about what Harriet had done since the morning, about Dan’s afternoon and how his summer holidays had been so far. When Harriet stumbled slightly over what to call him he laughed kindly.

“Dan. I’d really like it if you called me Dan this evening.”

“Dan it is,” she replied, grinning. “Dan. That’ll take a bit of getting used to.”

“Welcome to being an adult!” he teased, and they exchanged a brief glance before he focused his gaze back on the road.

The pub itself was old and low-beamed, the sort of sprawling pub that had been serving drinks to travellers for hundreds of years, but they didn’t go inside. Instead, Dan led her through the side gate to the wide beer garden and Harriet stopped for a moment, taking it in.

It was beautiful, far more beautiful than she’d appreciated all those years ago. Properly, impossibly beautiful, like the pub in a Hollywood fish-out-of-water romcom. The grass lawn sloped down to a stream that caught the evening sunlight, willows trailing their branches in the water. Wooden picnic benches were scattered across the grass, about two thirds of them taken by a mix of families, couples and groups of friends, a happy, relaxed atmosphere that was suitably anonymous. Somewhere nearby a bird was singing.

“I’d forgotten how gorgeous this place is," she said. "How do you know about it?”

“When I first started teaching I lived in the village nearby, this was my local.” He nodded towards one of the picnic benches. “In summers I mark GCSE papers for one of the exam boards, I probably shouldn’t admit to this but you wouldn’t believe how many Chemistry grades have been assigned at that table.”

The table was free and it looked like a good spot, near the water, away from the groups of friends, catching the evening sun through the branches of the willows. “Let’s sit there then. In honour of chemistry.”

“In honour of chemistry. What are you drinking?”

“White wine? Whatever they have… I’m not fussy.”

He went inside and Harriet walked down to the table and sat facing the stream. The air was warm, the heat of the day lingering but with the edge gone. She could hear the water flowing, the rustle of the willow branches, the distant conversation from the other tables.

She was here, actually here, at a pub in the countryside, waiting for Mr. Ashford… no, Dan, her former teacher now, as of this morning. It all felt so peaceful, so damned grown up, so far removed from the dramas and excitement of the rest of her day.

Dan came back with a glass of wine for her and a pint of something dark for himself. He sat across from her and for a moment neither of them spoke, they just looked at each other in the evening light.

“This is strange,” he said eventually. “Isn’t it?”

“Very strange.”

“I shouldn’t have messaged you.”

“But you did.” She took a sip of her wine, keeping her gaze on him. “I’m glad you did.”

He smiled, that slightly crooked smile she’d spent the best part of two years trying not to think about too hard, and raised his glass. “To results day then. And to Oxford.”

“To results day.”

They drank. The wine was delicious, better than she’d have expected from a country pub.

“So,” Dan said, leaning forward on his elbows. “Medicine at Oxford. Are you terrified?”

“A little. Mostly excited, I think. Ask me again in October.”

“You’ll be fine. Better than fine.” He studied her for a long moment. “You know, I’ve taught a lot of bright students over the years. Most of them work hard to pass the exams that they know they should be able to pass. You work hard because you’re genuinely interested and curious. That’s rarer than you’d think, and it’ll take you a long way.”

“Is that the teacher assessment?” she teased.

“It’s the honest assessment,” he replied with a laugh.

She laughed too and something relaxed between them… the formality that had still been there between them giving way to something more equal. He asked her about her plans for the summer and she told him about the family holiday planned to the Alps, the reading list she’d been warned to expect before she started, what she hoped to do with friends over the couple of months until term began. He talked about his own summer plans too, hiking in the Peak District, a friend’s wedding in Cornwall, and the huge stack of books he’d been meaning to read for years and couldn’t help adding to.

“What kind of books?” she asked.

“Novels, mostly. I started doing English at university before I switched to chemistry, did you know that?”

“You did English? Where?”

“UCL for a year, then I realised that I wasn’t actually that interested in understanding why what I read was enjoyable, it actually spoilt the fun for me. So I switched, had to take a year out, but then I started chemistry at Imperial.” He shrugged. “I still read. Keeps the scientific parts of my brain alive.”

“What’s your favourite?”

“I’m probably supposed to say Shakespeare or Dickens or something like that. But actually I love a good Stephen King… you?”

Harriet grinned. “I haven’t read enough in my life to have a favourite. I’m hoping to have the time at uni to fix that.”

“You’ll have no time doing medicine, I’m sorry to say. It’s all anatomy and biochemistry and pretending you’re not squeamish.”

“Are you squeamish?”

“Massively. It’s one of many reasons why I decided to study chemistry rather than doing what you’re doing.”

The conversation flowed easily between them, drifting to films then music then travel. He was planning a trip of a lifetime to Japan. She was embarrassed to admit that her family had been there a few years before and that she’d been too busy looking at her phone to see half the amazing sights. He told her about the year he’d spent teaching in South America after university, she mentioned her secret ambition to someday work for Médecins Sans Frontières, something she'd never told anyone because she thought it sounded naive.

“It doesn’t sound naive,” he said. “It sounds exactly like you.”

“You barely know me.”

He smiled. “You’d be surprised, I know you better than you think.”

His words hung between them, charged with a hint of something that had been bubbling under the surface until now. The sun was closer to the horizon now, pinks and purples starting to colour the horizon through the trees. There were only a few tables left occupied now at the other end of the lawn… it was pretty much them alone now down by the stream, the water and the rustle of the leaves cocooning them.

Harriet went to get the next round, insisting despite his protestations that it should be on him. When she came back she sat beside him rather than opposite, close enough to catch the scent of his aftershave.

“Can I ask you something?” Harriet asked.

“Go on.”

“When did you notice? That I…” She stopped herself, not quite sure how to finish the sentence. That I fancied you? That I stared at you during lessons? That I found excuses to come to ask you extra questions in my study periods?

“That you had a crush on me?” He said it gently, kindly, without mockery. “Probably Christmas of Lower Sixth? I noticed you moved to sit in the centre, near the front.”

“I always sat at the front.”

“You started sitting at the front and you were in the centre and you started asking very intelligent questions that I knew you already knew the answers to.”

She felt herself blush. “Was it that obvious?”

“Only to me. But… when I saw it I started looking for it, which I shouldn’t have been.” He studied his glass in his hand. “I told myself it was flattering. It’s not unheard of working in that environment to have a student develop a crush. I said to myself it didn’t mean anything. That you’d get over it and I’d forget about it.”

“But?”

“But I guess I didn’t completely forget about it.” He met her eyes. “And apparently you didn’t get over it.”

“No.” Her voice came out quieter than she’d intended. “It seems not.”

A faint breeze stirred the branches behind them, and when she glanced round Harriet saw them trailing patterns in the water as they moved. The sky was deepening now, Venus visible on the far horizon. They’d been talking for a long while now, Harriet realised, but it felt like minutes.

“I like talking to you,” she said. “Properly talking, I mean. Not about chemistry or a uniform infraction.”

“I like talking to you too.” He smiled, but it was a complicated smile. “That’s the problem isn’t it?”

“Is it a problem?”

“It feels like it should be.” He was quiet for a moment. “I want to be clear about something. I would never have approached you, I’ve… I’ve never had a situation like this before. Ever. This isn’t a habit.” Harriet smiled encouragingly and he continued. “After tonight, this can’t… we can’t…”

“I know.”

“You’re going to Oxford. You’re going to have an incredible life. And I’m going to stay here and teach A-Level chemistry to teenagers who couldn’t care less about electrons and isotopes.” He smiled, a touch wistfully. “This isn’t the start of something, it can’t be.”

“I know,” Harriet said again. And she did know, had known it from the moment she’d asked him for a drink that morning, had known it when she’d told him where to pick her up, had known it when she’d got in his car. This was a one-time thing, never to be repeated.

“So what is it then?” Dan asked. “If it’s not the start of something?”

She thought about his question, gazing into his eyes. The wine on top of the cider from that afternoon had given her a buzz, the evening was quiet and peaceful around them, and she felt emboldened in a way that she’d never felt before… the world of possibility laid out in front of her seemed endless, like she could say anything, do anything, be anyone she wanted.

“It’s the end of something,” she said. “The end of school. The end of wanting something that it wasn’t right to want.” She held his gaze. “And maybe it’s the start of being someone who has the courage to take what she wants. I’d like to think I’ll be that sort of woman.”

Dan was quiet for a long moment. Then he said, “And what do you want, Harriet?”

“Right now?”

“Right now.”

She reached and took his hand in hers. His fingers were warm, slightly rougher than her own. They felt real. She thought about the time they’d just spent talking, the easy conversation, the laughter, the way he’d listened to her like what she said really mattered. This wasn’t just a silly crush anymore. This was something that she was choosing, with the full knowledge of what it was and what she wanted, and without the difficult dynamic that would have existed before today.

“I want to go somewhere we can be alone,” she said. “And I want you to show me that what I’ve been imagining for two years can be more than just a fantasy.”

She watched his expression shift… surprise, a little colour creeping into his cheeks, then something that surprised her, something that looked almost like reverence.

“Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

He lifted her hand to his lips and kissed her knuckles, and her stomach did a somersault that was curiously similar to that morning when she’d received her results envelope. The stars were starting to come out, scattered across the darkening sky, and the stream caught the last of the light from the sun as it slipped away.

“I’d say my place but my housemate is home.” He thought for a second. “I know somewhere nearby. Shall we?”

***

They drove for five minutes, deeper into the countryside, the roads getting so narrow that they couldn’t have passed another car if they’d met one, until he pulled off onto a gravel track and stopped in a small, empty car park surrounded by ancient trees.

In the distance, through a gap in the trees, Harriet could see the silhouette of a large house against the dark blue evening sky.

“Where are we?”

“Harston Manor. National Trust.”

Harriet laughed. “You’ve brought me to a National Trust property? Very Alan Partridge.”

He hesitated for a second then laughed too. “I guess so… be glad it wasn’t an owl sanctuary. It closed at six but the car park stays open.” He turned off the engine. “I used to come here to think, when I first started teaching and I needed some headspace on a weekend. It’s very quiet.”

Harriet listened through the open window. Silence. But peaceful silence, punctuated by occasional birdsong and the breeze rustling the leaves on the trees all around. She could see why someone would come here to escape.

“And now?”

“Now…” He turned to look at her. “Now I’m here with a former student, which definitely falls under the category of needing some headspace to work out.”

Harriet undid her seatbelt and turned to face him in her seat. He laughed quietly. “You’re trouble, aren’t you?”

“I’ve been told from time to time…”

It was full twilight outside now. A wood pigeon was calling somewhere in the distance. Harriet felt like she was standing on the edge of something, a cliff or a high dive, about to jump.

“So what happens now?” she asked.

“That depends on you.” He hadn’t made any move towards her, wasn’t touching her, nothing, but the intensity of his gaze made her heart thump in her chest. “I want to be very clear, Harriet. You can say stop at any point. You can change your mind. And I will listen. I’ll drive you home, no questions asked, and we’ll never speak of this again.”

“And if I don’t want to stop?”

“Then I suppose we see where this goes.”

She kissed him.

It happened fast. She instinctively leaned across and pressed her lips to his and for a moment he was still, taken by surprise, and then his hand came up to her face and he was kissing her back, really kissing her, and it was good… so much better than Chris, so different to any guy she’d kissed before. He tasted like he looked, although Harriet could never quite work out what that taste was. A good taste, regardless, and when his tongue touched hers she moaned in a way she’d never moaned into a kiss before, a small sound that seemed to rise from somewhere deep inside her. His hand slipped through her hair and he kissed her harder, deeper, until she was breathless with need, her lips on fire with arousal.

“Wait.” He pulled back, breathless too. “Not like this. Come here.”

He reached down and flipped a lever under his seat, sliding it back as far as it would go, and then he pulled her across and onto his lap, her knees either side of him, her dress riding up. The position was awkward for a moment, the steering wheel against her back, and she managed to toot the horn briefly, laughing and seeing Dan grin back, but then she shifted and suddenly they fit perfectly together, her body pressed against his, his hands on her hips.

“Better,” she whispered, and kissed him again.

His hands were all over her now, moving up her sides, down her back, touching her body through the thin cotton of her dress. She could feel him growing hard under her, could feel her own body responding, a warmth and a want spreading through her that made her press herself closer, grinding against him, wanting to get more.

“I’ve thought about this,” he admitted between kisses. “More than I should have.”

“Me too.” She was grinding against him now, couldn’t help it, the friction sending little shivers of pleasure right through her even through the layers of fabric. “All the time. In your classroom, when you were writing on the board…”

“Christ, Harriet.”

“I used to imagine what you’d do to me if it was late and everyone was gone and it was only us…”

He groaned somewhere deep down and kissed her harder, his hands finding the straps of her dress and slipping them off her shoulders. Her bra followed and she was suddenly bare from the waist up, exposed to him in the faint twilight.

Dan sat back to look at her and she watched his face… the hunger in his eyes, desire written all over his expression.

“You’re beautiful,” he said. “God, you’re beautiful.”

“Touch me,” she whispered, leaning back down to kiss him again.

He did. His hands were on her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making them harden, making her gasp. He knew what he was doing, that was what struck her, the difference between this and every fumbling encounter she’d had before. He touched her like he understood her body and was paying attention to every response.

When he lowered his mouth to her breast and took her nipple between his lips she gasped, her hand clutching at his shirt. His tongue was doing something incredible, circling and flicking, and when he added the slightest graze of his teeth it was like an electric shock, right down to her core.

“More,” she moaned. “Please, more.”

He swapped to her other breast, giving it the same attention, while one hand slid down her front and beneath the hem of her dress. His fingers traced up her inner thigh and she spread her legs as wide as she could, wanting him to touch her exactly where she needed to be touched.

His fingers found the edge of her underwear, plain cotton she realised, she hadn’t exactly been planning this, and paused.

“Yes,” she said before he could even ask. “Yes, yes, yes.”

He slipped his hand inside.

The first touch of his fingers against her made her whole body jerk. She was wet, embarrassingly so, had been since they’d first started kissing, and his fingers slid over her easily, exploring, caressing.

“All this for me?” he asked, his lips still on her breast.

“All for you.” She was almost panting now, her hips rocking against his hand. “I’ve wanted you… for so… long…”

He started to touch her properly, really, really touch her, and her gasp was shuddering. Chris had never got close to touching her like this, had never seemed to know or particularly care where she needed to be touched. But Dan was circling her now with exactly the right pressure, and sliding a finger inside her at the same time, and she was going to cum, she was going to cum embarrassingly fast…

Her lips found his, his tongue flicked against hers, and that was it. She came hard, her whole body shuddering, clenching around his finger as wave after wave of unstoppable pleasure thundered through her. He kept touching her through it, easing off as she came down from the heights, until she slumped against his chest, breathing hard, feeling like her heart was about to explode out of her body.

“Oh my God,” she managed to whisper.

“Good?”

“Like you couldn’t tell.” She laughed weakly and kissed him, her hair falling loose around them. “That was even better than I imagined…”

“That was just the warm-up.” He kissed her gently. “Do you want to keep going?”

“Yes.” She reached between them for the buckle of his belt. “I want everything.”

Harriet started to undo it then she looked around and started to laugh.

“What?” He was smiling, his hands stroking up and down her sides.

“Nothing, just… we fogged up the windows.”

He glanced around and laughed too. “So we did.” The car felt very small suddenly, very enclosed. “We could go outside,” he said, as if reading her thoughts. “It’s a beautiful evening. Warm enough.”

“Outside?”

“There’s a lawn behind those trees. Part of the parkland around the manor, it’ll be deserted.” He paused. “If you want.”

She looked at him… at the man who’d been Mr. Ashford until that evening, her unattainable crush, and was now Dan, her impromptu date… and smiled.

“Show me.”

***

The grass was soft and cool under her legs, the darkening sky vast above her, the first stars appearing now. They’d found a spot behind a hedge, completely hidden from the car park and the deserted house, completely private, just the two of them and the parkland all around.

Dan had laid a jacket that he had in his car on the ground for her, a quaintly chivalrous gesture that she appreciated all the more for it, and she was lying down on it, the fabric under her back, her legs on the grass. He was lying next to her, propped up on one elbow, trailing his fingers lazily across her collarbone.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she said quietly, looking up into his eyes.

“Having regrets?”

“None.” She shook her head. “None at all. You?”

“Not in the slightest…” He leaned down to kiss her and she felt something stir inside, the hunger that she’d thought might be satisfied already but, apparently, was only just getting started. His hand moved down, over her chest, down her stomach, finding the hem of her dress and slipping under it.

“Again?” she asked, in half-disbelief. Again hadn’t really been a thing that had ever happened in her experience with guys so far.

“If you want.”

“I want.”

He took his time this time, slower, much more deliberate. He undressed her properly, not just pushing fabric aside but actually taking off her dress, laying it carefully on his jacket so it wouldn’t get wet with any dew on the grass. Her bra had stayed in the car and he hooked his fingers under the waistband of her underwear and slipped those down and off, leaving her completely naked, exposed to the evening air that was cooling but still warm enough after the heat of the day.

She felt vulnerable in a way that she hadn’t in the car, outdoors, completely naked, but also strangely powerful at the same time… the way he looked at her made her feel so, so special.

“Your turn,” she said, and she unbuttoned the first few buttons of his shirt before he pulled it up and over his head, and then her hands fumbled at his belt, looking up at Dan and laughing as it got caught, him helping her with a grin. He slid the trousers down, and his boxer shorts, until he was as naked as she was.

He was stunning in the moonlight, everything she’d imagined and more… broad shoulders, flat stomach, the muscles of someone who kept in shape without being weirdly obsessive about it. And between his legs… she’d got the sense earlier, grinding against him, that he had nothing to be ashamed of down there and she’d been right, he was larger than anyone she’d been with before, excitingly so. She reached for him and he leaned down towards her, warm skin against warm skin, and the feeling his whole body pressed against hers was completely and utterly overwhelming.

He kissed her and she kissed him back hungrily, lips against lips and tongue against tongue, moaning in to the kiss and thrilling when she elicited a moan from him as she pressed herself harder into him.

“I want to taste you,” he whispered into her ear. “Will you let me?”

She’d never… well, Chris had tried once, for about thirty seconds, so reluctantly that she’d told him to stop, and another boyfriend had tried a few times without much success. But the way that Dan was asking, like it was something he actively wanted to do, something that would give him as much pleasure as it would give her…

“Yes,” she whispered back. “Please.”

He kissed his way down her body, her neck, her collarbone, lingering again over her breasts and making her gasp in anticipated delight, her stomach, her hip, and by the time he settled between her thighs she was almost shaking in anticipation… this was it, this was going to finally be what she’d heard could be so good about this.

The first touch of his tongue made her cry out, it felt so exquisite, such a delightful release of a tension that she realised had been building her whole life.

Dan knew exactly what he was doing. Licking, sucking, finding each spot on her that made her writhe and paying attention to them, building her up slowly then letting her come back down again, again and again, each time building on the last until she was begging him, her hands in his hair.

“Please, Dan, please…”

He slid two fingers into her slowly and, with his tongue pressed against her, she climaxed hard, her orgasm tearing through her so intensely that she actually saw stars, and not just the ones already looking down from the night sky above, her hands grabbing at Dan’s head and then at the grass on either side of her, her hips pressing against his face one moment then shying away the next, walking the fine line between pleasure and something almost too intense.

When, what felt like minutes later, she came back to herself he was kneeling between her legs. “You’re ok?” he asked.

She grinned wearily. “Very.” She hesitated, conscious that they only had that night and knowing there was something more she still wanted. “But how about you?”

“I’d like that.”

“I want you inside me,” she said, words she’d never have imagined saying, certainly hadn’t used with Chris, but with Dan they simply felt right, like she could be honest about what she really wanted.

He reached over to his discarded trousers and pulled a foil packet from the pocket, tearing it open.

“You came prepared?” she teased.

She saw a flash of Dan’s teeth as he grinned in the gathering dark and he slipped the condom on. “Any favourite position?” he asked.

“Just like this,” she replied, holding her arms out and pulling him down on top of her, wrapping her legs around him. “I want to be able to see you.” She laughed. “As much as we can in the dark.”

He pushed slowly inside her, giving her time to adjust to his size, and she gasped as he slid in fully. God, he felt good. When he started to move slowly she moved with him, thankful that he was being considerate to how sensitive she was after her recent climax, and as the minutes passed they found an easy rhythm together… slow and steady. She could feel something coiling ever so gradually tighter inside her, a spring that was ratcheting up slowly but delightfully, and they kissed while they moved, her hands on him and his hands on her. The jacket was soft against her back, the grass cool under her ass, and the air was still just warm enough on her skin… under the enormous night sky Harriet felt like she was suddenly part of something larger than herself, something otherworldly and ancient.

“You’re amazing,” Dan was saying, his breathing growing ragged. “God, Harriet, you’re…”

“Harder,” she interrupted, surprising herself. “I want to feel more.”

He obliged, his hips thrusting hard against hers, driving himself deeper inside her, and she could feel it really starting to build now, crying out with each thrust, not caring who might hear but glad that in all likelihood it was no-one.

She was cresting again, she knew it, and Dan said, “Yes, Harriet, cum for me…” and that was it, the trigger, pushing her over the edge, crying out loudly as her body shook around him, feeling him follow a few moments later, his low moan in complete contrast to her higher pitched cries, his whole body shuddering as he ground into her a few more times.

They lay tangled together on the grass after as their breathing slowed, the night fully dark, the stars bright overhead. Harriet felt like she’d made the best decision of her whole life that night, it felt transformative, like she’d been taken apart and put back together as something altogether more rounded and whole, like she’d discovered a part of herself she hadn’t known existed.

“What are you thinking?” Dan asked quietly.

“That I get it now…”

“Get what?”

“Get why people make such a fuss about this.” She laughed. “I thought maybe just sex wasn’t for me, like I wasn’t built to enjoy it like other people do. Turns out I was just doing it with the wrong people.”

Dan smiled but there was something wistful in it. “You’re going to break a lot of hearts at Oxford, Harriet.”

“Maybe… I’ll try not to.” She sat up, reaching for her underwear and dress. “What time is it?”

He checked his phone. “Around ten.”

“I should get back to the celebrations.” She pulled the dress over her head, realising she’d need to work something out with the bra back at the car. She had a sudden awareness that this part of the evening was coming to an end. “My friends are going to a club. I told them I’d meet them.”

“You must,” Dan replied. “Late on when you’re all drunk is the most dramatic part of results day. I’ll drop you nearby.”

They dressed in comfortable silence, laughing when he stumbled in the dark on the way back to the car, brushing grass off each other stood in the glow of the car’s headlights. Harriet checked her makeup in the car’s mirror, touching it up to make sure that she didn’t look like she’d just spent the evening sleeping with her ex-teacher.

In the car he reached over and took her hand.

“I should say,” he said, “in case it isn’t obvious… this was great.”

“Yeah.” She squeezed his fingers. “It really was.”

He drove her to the end of the street where the club was, the thump of the music audible through the open windows of the car. Harriet could see the queue outside, the flashing lights, her former classmates in various states of inebriation.

“I’ll let you out here,” Dan said. “Probably better if no-one sees us together.”

“Probably.”

She knew that she should open the door, should get out and go and join her friends and pretend that the last few hours had never happened. She couldn’t quite make herself move though.

“Thank you,” Harriet said. “For… all of it. Not just tonight. For everything.”

He reached out and touched her face, his thumb tracing the line of her cheekbone. “Good luck at Oxford, Harriet. I know you’re going to be extraordinary.”

She leaned over and kissed him, one last time, soft and slow, trying to commit the feel of it to memory.

“Goodbye, Mr…” She stopped herself and laughed. “Dan.”

He smiled. “Goodbye, Harriet.”

She got out of the car and watched him drive away, the lights disappearing around the corner. Then she stayed there for a few moments more, alone on the pavement, and a little shiver ran through her despite the warm evening air.

She could still feel him. On her skin, inside her, as a pleasant ache. She probably looked a mess despite her efforts with her makeup, but then she smiled to herself… in all likelihood she’d fit right in with her classmates who’d been drinking all day. And frankly, she didn’t care.

She felt radiant.

She felt alive.

***

Laura spotted Harriet the moment she walked in, pushing through the crowd with a drink in each hand and an expression bordering on hysterical.

“Oh my God.” She thrust one of the drinks into Harriet’s grasp and grabbed her other hand, dragging her towards a quieter spot near the bar. “Oh my God, Harriet, look at you.” She moved her head to look at Harriet’s hair. “You’ve got grass in your hair. You’ve actually got grass in your hair.”

Harriet reached up and felt it, a few blades of grass and a small leave tangled in with her rough ponytail. She pulled them out and started to laugh.

“Tell me everything,” Laura demanded. “Right now. I’ve been dying waiting for you to get here.”

“We went to a pub in the country, then to this Manor House nearby. National Trust place. It was closed but the grounds stay open and…”

“And you shagged your chemistry teacher on a National Trust lawn?” Laura’s voice was squeaking in her excitement. “Harriet!”

“Former chemistry teacher. Now just hot older guy.”

“Oh, well, that makes it completely normal then. Just a standard evening.” Laura was grinning so hard it looked like her head might fall in half. “Was it good? It looks like it was good. You’ve got that look.”

“What look?”

“That look. Like you’ve been thoroughly…” Laura made a gesture that was probably meant to be obscene but mostly just looked like she was having a seizure. “You know.”

Harriet bit her lip, trying to look serious and utterly failing. “It was really good.”

“How good?”

“Three times good.”

Laura’s mouth fell open. “Three… Harriet. You absolute slut.” She threw her arms around her. “You absolute legend. I’m so proud of you.”

“I can’t believe I actually did it.”

“I can’t believe he actually did it.” Laura leaned back again, her eyes bright. “God, wait until we tell… actually, no, we can’t can we? He’d get fired?”

“He’d get fired,” Harriet nodded. “This stays between us. Forever.”

“Forever,” Laura promised. Then her grin turned wicked. “Chris is here, you know. I saw him about an hour ago, looking pathetic with his loser maters by the bar.”

“Good for Chris.”

“Don’t you want to make him jealous? Walk past looking all post-coital and glowing? Looking like you’ve just had the fucking of your life that he could never give you?”

Harriet thought about it for a moment… it was tempting. “I don’t care about Chris. I don’t care about making anyone jealous. I just want to dance.”

Laura grabbed her hand and started to lead her towards the dance floor. “Then let’s dance.”

She followed Laura into the crush of bodies and the thump of bass and the flashing lights. Everyone was there, everyone she’d grown up with, everyone she was about to leave behind… and they were all celebrating or commiserating, but all equally euphoric, all caught up in the same giddy knowledge that they stood on the cusp of a new life, that everything was about to change.

Harriet danced. She danced with Laura, with girls from her class, with boys she barely knew, kissing one a little later on when everyone seemed to be pairing up. She danced until she was sweaty and breathless and her feet ached. She danced and didn’t think about Oxford or Chris or the future or the past… she simply danced in the moment, surrounded by people she loved, carrying inside her the delicious secret of what she’d done that evening and who she was becoming.

She was someone new. Someone who knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid any more to reach for it.

It was a night she’d remember forever… the night she discovered exactly who she was.
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