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Story So Far

Author’s note: trust me, this story is fine to read on its own. But… if you want the back story, below is a brief summary. And, of course, if you want to read those stories too then please be my guest… either way, happy reading.

In Playing, when Zach shared his dream of watching Harriet with another man, it unlocked a shared fantasy that revealed new dimensions to their sexuality and deepened their emotional intimacy. Their months of playful experimentation with ‘night caps’ suddenly got real when they met Ben, Zach watching from across a crowded dancefloor as Harriet crossed the line, with Zach’s blessing, from fantasy to reality.

The experience revealed Harriet's capacity for sexual adventure and Zach's unexpected enjoyment of the complex emotions that came with sharing his wife. Their decision to bring Ben home in the days that followed marked a tentative embrace of the lifestyle, with both partners discovering new aspects of themselves and their relationship.

After the success of their initial exploration, in Embracing they had a second encounter with Ben at his apartment, where their dynamic deepened and their roles as ‘hotwife’, ‘bull’, and devoted husband became more defined.

Their Bali holiday soon after was meant to be a break, an opportunity to regroup, but instead became the setting for their most intense adventure yet. A spontaneous encounter with Tom and Grant, two Americans on vacation, pushed every boundary they thought they had, with Harriet experiencing her first threesome while Zach watched. The two-day experience tested not just their physical limits but their emotional resilience, proving that their foundation of love and trust could support even their wildest explorations.

They returned to Sydney transformed, and in Directing they started an experiment… one weekend away, the two of them and Ben, three different ways to explore the hotwife and bull dynamic, starting with a crazy first night where Zach called the shots.


Prologue

Coffee.

Always the problem with going to stay somewhere that promised a good coffee machine… how the hell to actually use it?

And Harriet needed coffee, without a doubt. She’d slept in until around 11am that Saturday morning, and her husband Zach was still asleep upstairs, recovering from a Friday night that she was pretty sure neither of them would ever forget.

Ben, meanwhile, she suspected was also still asleep… at least he had been a few minutes ago when she’d tiptoed through the holiday house and popped her head round his bedroom door, and not surprisingly either. What they’d done to each other the day before, the sex, oh my God the sex, but also the intensity, the bond they were forming… she knew that she was catching feelings for Ben, and him for her.

And rightly so… this arrangement, this ‘friends with benefits plus’ as Ben had called it, him her bull, her the hotwife, Zach the willing spectator, it needed something more than just being physical to survive and, she hoped, to thrive. Not something to threaten her marriage either, something to strengthen it… that’s what it felt like to Harriet. It had been a good start to their weekend of discovery.

“Ah ha!” she said to herself quietly, finally finding the right combination of buttons to get the coffee brewing. Small victories mattered, she thought with a smile, particularly when they fulfilled a need as basic as for caffeine.

Running a hand through her loose, dark blonde hair she walked over to the sitting area, one entire wall made of glass and looking out at a spectacular Blue Mountain valley view. The sun was high, the sky was that special, deep Australian blue that she’d never really seen the sky go back in England growing up, and the view… she could get lost looking for hours out of that window if she let herself.

Her thoughts were interrupted by a quiet beep from the coffee machine, and she walked back over, pouring three mugs of coffee with milk, realising as she did that she didn’t have a clue how Ben took his coffee… they’d been together quite a few times by now, but she’d never woken up in the same place as him. This was a first, and a not unwelcome one.

She paused though, caught in a dilemma. Who to wake up with their coffee first? Zach, her husband, the man she was so desperately in love with? Or Ben, her magnificent bull as she jokingly called him, the man who’d given her such pleasure the day before?

Really there was only one choice… Zach first, that was the way it worked. In their hotwife experimenting her and Zach came above everything else… he got his coffee first.

Tomorrow though… that might be interesting, she realised. Because today’s plan for their experimentation was a different dynamic to usual, Ben playing the dominant bull. She felt more than a little tingle of excitement at the prospect, a chance to live out some of her wilder fantasies of surrender and submission, all in front of Zach.

What she didn’t know, though, was how far Ben might go, and indeed how far her or Zach would let him go… normally, after a night with Ben, her and Zach would go through a ritual of reclaiming each other, but how might that work with a dominant bull? She felt a mix of excitement and trepidation at the thought… it promised to get crazy that evening.

For now, though, it was easy. She picked up Zach’s coffee and, along with her own, took it upstairs, leaving Ben’s on the kitchen counter for now.


Chapter 1

“Morning handsome,” she said as she sat down on the bed next to Zach, leaning over to kiss him on the cheek.

“Mmm… morning,” he mumbled. He gestured vaguely in her direction. “Time?”

“Gone eleven,” she replied.

“Wow,” he said. He hauled himself, seemingly by force of will alone, into a sitting position, his back against a pillow, and looked at her sleepily.

“Here, coffee,” she said, handing him his mug. “You want me to open the curtains?”

Zach smiled wearily. “Very much.”

Harriet grinned and, once she’d opened them, settled back on the bed next to him, her own coffee in hand.

“That’s some view,” he said after a few moments.

“Of course… you only got here in time to catch the last of it last night. I could look at that view forever.”

“Me too…”

They sat in companiable silence for a few minutes, each sipping their coffees.

“So today… Ben the dominant bull night, right?” Zach asked, his smile belying what Harriet took to be his excitement.

She nodded. “Changing it up a bit, yeah.” She paused. “You still ok with it?”

“I am, yes. I guess I just wanted to ask you… what do I need to look out for? To keep an eye on? In case we don’t get time to talk about it later.”

“Not a lot… Ben and I talked boundaries the other day, he’s clear on what is and isn’t allowed. You… well, there might be some things that surprise you…”

Zach looked at her with a raised eyebrow. “Surprise me how?”

“You’ll have to wait and see… it’s not as if I’ve choreographed it, it’s entirely up to Ben, but he knows what I’m interested in and what I’m not. You don’t need to do anything unless I use my safe word. Unless of course you’re not comfortable yourself.”

Zach was laughing. “Safe word? Jesus Harriet, this sounds intense!” He paused. “I’m game, don’t get me wrong… it sounds fun.”

Harriet felt herself blush but smiled back. “My safe word is ‘London’. If I say it and he doesn’t stop or doesn’t hear me, step in. Promise me that?”

“Of course… ‘London’. Got it. Any clues what he might have planned?”

She shook her head. “No… suffice to say that there are a few, well, for want of a better word, kinks that even a nice, polite Englishwoman like me can have that…” She hesitated. “That… might be better to try with someone who isn’t your husband.” She paused and winced. “Does that sound terrible?”

“No, not at all…” He took her hand and gave her a reassuring squeeze. “You gave me a hint of some things when we were drunkenly sharing our secret fantasies that last night in Bali… I understand what you mean.”

“I love you so, so much,” Harriet said. “Really I do… you’re amazing.” She paused. “I want to ask you something…”

“Ok…?”

Harriet took a moment to get her words right. “Tonight, and in future… what would you think about not needing Ben to wear protection anymore?”

“No protection…” Zach was thinking about it, she could see. “Why?”

“Well… it’s not a random one off any more, and you and I don’t with… well, with the other contraception I take. It’s… I’ll be honest, I prefer it without. It’s me asking, he’s not raised it.” Harriet was being genuine… she genuinely did enjoy it much more without, something about the feeling of skin rather than rubber, even just the psychology of it.

“What about catching something?”

“I asked Ben to get tested… he’s clean. If he promised to make sure he wore protection with anyone else in future, that would work?”

Zach was nodding, to Harriet’s relief. “It’s primarily your decision, not mine, but I appreciate you including me. I’m ok with that, but just Ben… anyone else in future we still use, ok?”

“Deal. And… thank you.”

Zach drained his coffee mug and set it to the side, swinging his legs off the bed. “I love you very much. But even more than that, I’m desperate to have a shower before whatever you’ve got planned for our daytime’s entertainment.” He paused, stood up next to the bed, naked and handsome and toned. She loved him so much… she fancied him so much too it almost hurt. “Shame you got dressed already or you could have joined me…”

***

Harriet headed back down to the kitchen and, realising that Ben’s mug was now cold, made a fresh batch of coffee, pouring herself a second mug at the same time.

She carried them through to Ben’s bedroom at the far end of the living room and, with an awkward knock as she nearly dropped both mugs, she put her head round the door to see him sat up in bed looking at his phone, sheets up to his waist and, she suspected, entirely naked underneath. The curtains were open, the same magnificent view outside.

It felt strange, the first time she’d seen him the morning after… like she’d reached some important milestone without even realising that she was doing it.

“Coffee,” she managed to say, uncharacteristically tongue tied… something about thinking that he was naked, just a sheet between her and his manhood, flashing back to their sex the afternoon and evening before, it made her feel flustered. Maybe, she thought, it’s an instinctive feeling that with Zach upstairs this is somehow naughty, forbidden? She put it out of her mind though… the whole point of the weekend was that she should be developing her relationship with Ben, not fixating on something that would have been taboo before her and Zach started their experimenting.

He smiled. “Thanks,” he said as she came into the room and gave it to him.

“I… didn’t know how you take it so… milk, no sugar… I hope that’s ok?” God, she thought, calm down, though she could feel her heart racing… she realised that she didn’t have a clue about etiquette in this situation because, frankly, who knew what the etiquette was to bring your bull coffee the morning after you’d slept with him while your husband showered upstairs?

Thankfully he seemed to be thinking the same. “You want to sit down?” He smoothed the sheets next to him, and she gratefully took him up on the suggestion, settling down cross legged facing him.

They both took sips of their coffee, then Harriet said, “Did you sleep well?”

“Like the dead thanks, you?”

“Yeah, same… thank you for, well, for what you did for me and Zach at the end of the night.”

“The card?” He smiled. “I thought it would be perfect to help you with the reclaiming.”

Harriet smiled back. “It was… that part of this whole thing is great.”

“Good… I don’t want to ever spoil that or get in the way of you guys, wherever we all go with this arrangement. It wouldn’t have felt right for me to stay and watch when the two of you… you know.”

“I know… thank you.” She instinctively reached her hand out and he took it, interlocking his fingers with hers. Harriet wasn’t sure if she should do that or not, but it felt right in the moment, right with the intimacy they’d shared and would share again later.

After a few moments she said, “Zach’s still ok with tonight, are you?”

“I am, definitely. Are you though, more importantly?”

“I am… just remember our boundaries.”

“There weren’t many, from what I can recall!”

Harriet felt herself blush. “No, I guess not. But what there are matter.”

Ben smiled. “I understand and I’ll respect them. You want to see what I brought?”

Harriet shook her head. “No, surprise me.” Some of the things she’d talked about with Ben in the run up to the weekend involved buying some items, she was glad he had them but truly wanted the surprise… Ben the dominant bull would be all the better if she didn’t feel like she was in control of him.

“Ok… what’s the plan for today?”

“Zach’s getting showered, I’ve got something lined up this afternoon.” She laughed when he raised his eyebrows. “No, not involving us being horizontal! But I’ll tell you when you’re both dressed.”

She got up to leave and as she got to the door he said, “Harriet…”

Harriet turned and grinned when she saw… he’d lifted the sheet away and was lying there naked, muscular, almost as handsome as Zach, his cock semi-erect. “A teaser for later,” he joked.

She couldn’t resist walking back over and leaning down close to him. “I cannot wait…” she replied and then, on instinct, she kissed him… a slow, lingering kiss, before she stood up again, flushed and smiling. “Looks like you can’t either…” she teased, looking very deliberately at his now fully erect cock.

“I guess not…” he replied with a laugh as she left the room, heading upstairs to see whether Zach was dressed yet, not quite sure if she’d crossed a line by kissing Ben like that, but glad she’d done so.

***

She had a quick shower herself after Zach then came back downstairs to find the two men chatting easily, Zach laughing at some joke that Ben had made.

When they saw her, Zach said, “There she is… we’re waiting for you to enlighten us on our plans for today.”

Harriet grinned. “Today… at least this afternoon… I think you fellas will like this.”

“Ok…?” Ben replied.

“You both like sport, right?” They both nodded. “And you both like beer?” They nodded again. “Good, so I’m ordering you both to spend the afternoon in the sports bar in town, watching sport and drinking beer.”

Ben turned to Zach. “She’s a keeper mate.”

Zach laughed. “Don’t get your hopes up… this isn’t normal.” He paused and narrowed his eyes. “She’s up to something…” he joked.

Harriet put on her most innocent expression. “Who, me? No, seriously… this weekend is about us trying things out, seeing if we can turn this into something more than just me and Ben… you know, jumping into bed together. It’s really important to me that you two have a strong bond. Unbelievably important. Hence I want you to spend the afternoon hanging out, without me.”

“What will you be doing?”

“Oh, this and that. I’ve got a beauticians appointment, that sort of thing.” She’d heard good things about the beauticians in the nearby town and felt long overdue for an afternoon of pampering. An ulterior motive for the men doing their thing, but her main motive was genuinely getting them to bond.

“Around five I’ll come and meet you there, we’ll grab some early dinner and then come back here.” She felt herself redden slightly. “And then Ben is in charge…”

“Ok… sounds like a plan,” Zach said.

“Oh, and one thing… have beer, definitely, but be sensible. Remember, I’m expecting you to perform later… understood?”

“Yes boss,” Ben replied.

“Until tonight at least…” she joked.


Chapter 2

Harriet looked left then right, before turning the car out of the junction and pointing it in the direction of the holiday home.

Ben was sat in the back, telling her and Zach the end of a story about the time he’d thought a shark was following him on an open water swim (punchline: it wasn’t, there was no shark, but it was a funny story anyway), and they were laughing along as he built to the end.

Harriet was happy, really happy.

Beautician, done… manicure, pedicure, a facial.

Zach and Ben bonded, more than done… she’d arrived at the bar to find them getting along like a house on fire, chatting sport and with an easy rapport that made her heart sing to see.

Dinner, done… nice if basic, a relaxed meal where the growing friendship they both had with Ben really shone through.

And now… the night. Ben the dominant bull. Excited didn’t describe it, a completely different dynamic to their ‘normal’ arrangement, an opportunity to fulfil a fantasy she’d held for many years, and above all something where she didn’t know what would happen… she’d set boundaries with Ben, yes, she’d told him the outline of what she’d be keen to try, but the details, what they actually did, that was all him.

As they drove along the quiet road back to the holiday house, Harriet said, “So… I’m going to ask it. Ben?” She looked in the rear view mirror and saw him looking back. “When does tonight’s Ben come out to play?” she teased.

He grinned back. “Soon… I could do with grabbing a shower first, then after that. Work for you guys?”

Zach nodded. “Yep, works for me. Harriet?”

“I’m good with that. I’d like to have a quick shower and get changed too.” She paused and looked in the mirror again. “You excited?” she asked Ben.

“Always…” he joked. “It’s going to be an interesting night…”

Harriet felt her heart thump a little harder in her chest. She suspected interesting was the understatement of the century.

***

Harriet took her time getting showered and changed… always good to keep the men waiting, not the other way round she figured.

Choosing what to wear was both tricky and easy. Tricky because she wanted to look good, really good for Ben and Zach. Easy, though, because in all seriousness there was zero chance that the night wouldn’t happen just because of what she wore. Zero. And also, how long was she going to be dressed for anyway? Not long, she reckoned, not long at all.

In the end, she went for the nicer end of casual, picking out a pale blue strappy dress whose hem fell to around half way down her thighs… sexy but relaxed, showing some leg and her figure without giving too much away.

She pulled on a black lace thong and decided to go braless, not feeling it necessary for what was about to happen and figuring that the dress looked better without bra straps showing underneath anyway. Her hair she wore down, a little makeup on her face, a necklace her only jewellery. No wedding or engagement rings, that wouldn’t feel right.

When she was finally ready she headed downstairs, determined to make a good entrance.

***

Zach and Ben were out on the terrace, looking down at the view of the valley beneath them. The sun had fallen behind the mountains and the sky was a darker blue than earlier, casting everything around them in a blue hue. It was just dark enough that the lights for the terrace were on, spots of warmer light against the slowly deepening dusk.

“Hello boys…” she joked as she walked out to join them.

Both men turned around and their grins… well, it was gratifying to see the effect she had on them.

“You look great,” Zach said.

“Yeah, amazing,” Ben added. “Love the dress.”

Harriet stopped a few yards short of them and smiled. “Are we… starting?”

Ben nodded slowly. “I think so.” Harriet and Zach looked at him expectantly for a few long moments then Ben started laughing. “Let’s try that again… that didn’t come across as very dominant!” He glanced indoors. “Tell you what, give me a minute indoors, when I come back out we start.”

Neither Harriet nor Zach could help grinning back. “Good idea.”

While Ben headed indoors, Zach reached out his hand to Harriet and she came to stand next to him, looking out at the view, leaning against his shoulder with his arm around her.

“You’re sure about tonight?” he asked.

Harriet nodded. “Yeah. You?”

“Yeah.” He turned his head and kissed her lightly on her hair. “I love you so very, very much. You know that, right? Whatever happens tonight. Us first.”

She turned to look at him and smiled. “Us first. I love you so very, very much too. ‘London’. Remember to listen for that.”

“I will. And Harriet…”

“What is it?”

“Do whatever you want to tonight. Don’t worry about me. Don’t check in with me. I’m watching and… I’m ok with anything that happens. So long as you want it to.”

Harriet turned to face him and kissed him. “And that’s one of the many, many reasons I love you.” It was thrilling, hearing how Zach truly wanted her to experience everything that night, to feel unconstrained. She felt a little butterfly twisting in the pit of her stomach… inevitable nerves in a situation like this, but more than anything else she was excited. This was several long held fantasies coming to life… who wouldn’t be excited at that?

“You’ve got that look in your eyes…” Zach said.

“That look?”

“The one you get when you’re excited, turned on, whatever you want to call it. It’s like your eyes are shining… you look so alive.”

She grinned. “I thought I was more mysterious than that…” she teased, then leaned closer to whisper. “You’ve got that look too…”

Just as she leaned back again, thrilled to see Zach blushing slightly, Ben walked back out.


Chapter 3

Instantly, Harriet sensed the shift in mood and, she could tell, Zach did too.

Ben didn’t say anything, not at first. He didn’t need to.

He was naked, Harriet’s eyes drawn immediately down to below his waist, his semi-erect cock looking like a perfect statement of intent… ready for whatever was about to happen, but not too ready, there was desire in that sight, but desire that said to Harriet she’d need to work to deserve it.

Looking back up his body, the way that Ben was holding himself was alpha in the extreme… shoulders back, relaxed but attentive, he looked completely and utterly at ease with the situation, in control.

And his expression, it mixed lust, clear outright lust, with command… she wondered if it was something in the way he held his chin, not arrogance, just supreme self-confidence. He looked handsome, incredibly handsome like that.

Harriet felt herself shift her posture slightly, immediately and instinctively deferential to her dominant bull, and felt a rush of desire flood through her. Wow… she thought, Ben’s either a natural or he’s done a lot of practice in private since our coffee earlier in the week to get this right.

“The rules,” he said, his voice measured and confident. She liked this version of Ben, liked it a lot. Felt, if she was honest, a little like she had with her chemistry teacher years ago. She obviously had a thing for a man with authority and presence… “You both do what I say, no question.”

Harriet swallowed hard, her mouth dry, but nodded her agreement while Zach said, “Yes.” She glanced at him and saw that he was as affected by Ben’s presence in this context as her.

“The only exception is if either of you say ‘London’. Say that and we pause.” A smile played round his lips. “Pause, but hopefully not stop.”

Both her and Zach nodded.

“Good. And both of you will address me as Bull. Always. Or…” Now he grinned. “There will be consequences for Harriet…”

Consequences… Harriet felt her heart thumping against her ribcage in excitement, wondering what those consequences might be. And, she realised, those consequences weren’t entirely down to her… if Zach didn’t call him Bull then she’d feel the effect, not him. Interesting… she felt her agency slipping away, a sense that she wasn’t entirely in control for once, and it felt good, but only because she had the safe word as well as Zach to fall back on.

“Zach, sit over there,” Ben said, pointing to a chair off to one side, near the edge of the terrace so that he’d be looking at Ben and Harriet with his back to the view, far enough away to seem uninvolved but close enough to see everything. “And… I don’t think Harriet wants you with any clothes on, do you?”

Harriet looked at Zach, her eyes wide. He’d just been told, no ordered, by another man to take off his clothes. Not just a man, her alpha, dominant bull. The man who was about to fuck his wife. Would he comply? It would tell her a lot about Zach’s mindset for the evening ahead.

Ben watched him too, and Zach looked between them before a smile flashed across his face, almost too quick to catch, and his cheeks reddened a touch. Then… he took off his t-shirt, tossing it to one side, followed quickly by his shorts and underwear.

“Happy?” Zach asked. Harriet could tell there was a hint of awkwardness in his posture but he was hiding it well.

“Yes. You just used up your one pass to not call me Bull though. Next time the consequences will be real.”

Zach stared back at him and Harriet could see the conflict behind his eyes, the natural instinct to stand up to the man who desired his wife, to say no, to assert his equality if not his own dominance… that, versus the scenario for the night, the roles that they were playing. Harriet found it so hot watching these two men alpha-ing at each other, it was almost primal.

Then, Zach backed down and sat in his assigned seat. “Sorry, Bull.”

Ben nodded, still standing, his ascendancy that evening confirmed. To Harriet it felt like a threshold had been crossed in that moment… almost a passing of her from Zach to Ben for the rest of the night, much more intense than any encounter with Ben before. It was exhilarating to see Ben and Zach stand off like that and for Zach to back down, like a huge step into the unknown.

It was getting crazy and Ben hadn’t even touched her yet.

Ben turned to look at Harriet. “Come here.” Not said nastily or unkindly, simply a command to be obeyed.

Harriet was feeling playful though, wanting to test the boundaries for the night, see how far Ben’s dominance went. And, she figured, she had a free pass to use just like Zach had.

Smiling, pouting a little, she said, “What if I don’t?”

“I warned you both about consequences,” Ben said. “Now you find out.”

“What do you mean,” Harriet replied. “That was my free pass…”

“You had one together, not each.” He sat down on the outdoor sofa. “Don’t make it worse. Come over here now and call me Bull.”

“Yes, Bull,” she replied, feeling her excitement rise and deciding to comply… she wanted to know what the consequence was.

Harriet walked over to him and was surprised when he suddenly took hold of her and firmly, though without hurting her, pulled her off her feet and lay her across his lap, face down. It happened so suddenly she barely had time to react save for a startled yelp. Her head was in Zach’s direction and she could see him out of the corner of her eye, sat up straighter, keeping a close eye.

Ben took her arms, one then the other, and held them behind her back, one of his strong hands clamped across her crossed wrists. Probably, she figured, in a different, much less desirable context, she could break the hold, but she made a show of struggling a little and giving up, realising that Ben wanted to give her this first, tentative foray into restraint. It was borderline, though, adding a little frisson to it.

His other hand was on her lower back, then worked lower, and she realised he was gathering up her dress, lifting it so that first her upper thighs and then her ass were exposed to the evening air, only the thin strip of her lace thong to protect her dignity.

There was an evening chill in the air, not much, but enough that she felt goosebumps on her ass, possibly she realised not just from the cold either…

Ben’s fingers gently traced along her ass and upper thighs, feeling the goosebumps as he went, and then she felt, ever so gently, him draw his trimmed fingernails along her skin too, the slightest of grazes… just a hint of something more than his touch, sending a shock of pure arousal through her. She shifted slightly, unconsciously parting her legs a little, wondering what came next.

His hand reached for her thong and pulled it down, hard, so that it was around her knees, and she felt the cool night air a little more… she knew anyway that she was wet for him already, but the shock of the slight breeze against the moisture between her legs simply added to the sensation… she was on fire for him, wanted whatever came next.

“This is what I mean by consequences…” Ben said as she felt his finger tips replaced by his palm on her naked ass, taking a firmer grip of her flesh, making her shift a little more. Touch me, she thought, but didn’t dare try to ask.

Harriet felt his hand move away again, her skin left wanting, desperate for his touch, and then…

SMACK

She heard it first… for a split second wondered what the noise was, and then she let out a little cry as the pain hit and that first realisation dawned…

…he just spanked me…

…I’m a respected doctor…

…he can’t just do that, he’s younger than me…

…oh God, in front of Zach too…

…that felt good…

…really fucking good…

…I want another.

That last thought made her blush heavily and lift her head to look at Zach. He was watching her closely, poised to step in if need be but taking her lead, and she smiled briefly at him before lowering her head again… once the surprise and shock at being bent over Ben’s lap and spanked subsided, she realised that she liked it… liked the submission and the care it implied, liked the pain followed by his gentle touch as his hand stroked and massaged where the palm had landed, it was intimate, so deeply, deeply intimate, particularly with her wrists pinned behind her like that.

His hand drew back again and she tensed, bracing for it, then his hand came down again, harder this time, more painful but manageably so and it just made his caress afterwards all the more erotic and tender.

Five spanks he gave her in total, progressively getting more intense, and after the third he released her wrists, allowing her to put her arms in front and brace herself, letting her become a willing participant, not just a passive recipient. Each spank drew a cry from her, one of pain but also pleasure.

At the end of it she was so turned on, so massively aroused… it was a completely new experience for her, but she knew right then that this was something that her and Zach would be trying between themselves… the intensity and complexity of the emotions wrapped up in allowing yourself to be spanked by your partner were insane.

The biggest surprise though, even more than her reaction which she’d suspected from her fantasies over the years, was Zach… she looked over at him at the end to see him with the hardest cock she thought she’d ever seen, his neck and chest flushed, his breathing ragged… clearly watching her bare ass get spanked by their dominant bull did something for him too.

“Now, Harriet, you understand?”

“Yes Bull,” she replied, though in her mind she’d already resolved to draw those consequences again before the night was out.

“Good. You can get up and go and stand next to the railing. Take off the rest of your clothes. And Zach?”

“Yes Bull,” replied Zach, obviously not wanting to risk another spanking for Harriet when he didn’t know yet quite how much she liked it.

“I’ve got a bag next to my bedroom door. Can you bring it here?”

My God, thought Harriet, this evening is getting crazy fast.

***

Ben stayed sat while Zach fetched the bag, watching Harriet hungrily while she lowered her thong down from her knees and kicked it off.

She was still wearing her dress, and she said, “All of it, Bull?”

“All of it…”

Eyes fixed on him, almost caught in the sheer hunger for her in his expression, she reached slowly for the shoulder straps of her dress and slipped them off her shoulders, letting the dress fall away, helping it on its way when it caught on her waist.

The temptation, in the open air like this, was to cover herself with her hands but she forced herself not to, instead resting her hands to either side of her on the railing behind. A glance down and her arousal was so obvious… both between her legs but also her chest, flushed and nipples erect. Thankfully while the view from the terrace was stunning it was also a very private spot, so she didn’t have to worry about any unintended viewers at least.

Zach returned with the bag and gave it to Ben before sitting back down. Harriet could see that his own arousal hadn’t faltered a bit… she was delighted to see how much he was enjoying this.

Ben looked through the bag and pulled out two lengths of dark blue fabric, silk or at least silk looking. Harriet shifted slightly, realising what they likely heralded but not wanting to jump to any conclusions.

He stood and walked over to her, a smile on his face. “You look so stunning stood like that.” He paused and laughed. “You looked stunning over my knee too… did you like that?”

“Yes Bull.”

“Genuinely?”

“Yes Bull. Genuinely. I’d like that again some time…” Her gaze drifted to Zach and she saw a smile pass across his face. Good, she thought, Zach would like that too.

Ben reached for one of her hands, still resting either side of her on the railing behind. “Keep your hands there,” he said, as he slowly wrapped a length of the fabric around her wrist, then around the railing, then back around several times before tying it. “How does that feel?” he asked.

“Soft, tight but comfortable.” She tried to move her arm but couldn’t, it was well restrained. “Bull,” she remembered just in time. “Sorry.”

He grinned. “Just in time.” Ben moved to her other hand and did the same, checking her comfort before stepping back.

“You look amazing,” he said. “Doesn’t she Zach?”

“Stunning Bull,” came Zach’s reply.

“Stunning. So Harriet… how does that feel? Stood like that?” He leaned in close to whisper. “Helpless in front of your bull? With your husband sat watching?”

He hadn’t even touched her yet she felt herself stifling a little gasp… this felt so super-hot, helpless yet completely safe.

“It feels… naughty, Bull,” she replied. “Good naughty. I… I’d like to know what happens next. What my Bull is going to do to me.”

Ben grinned as his hand reached out and his fingers lightly traced along her neck and collarbone. “All in good time,” he teased. He leaned in to kiss her, his lips brushing hers, but when she tried to kiss him back he pulled away, just enough to tease. Harriet was left doing nothing but looking at him, biting her lip, bound in place.

He walked back over to his bag, and Harriet found herself watching him closely, all her attention on him, looking at his tight ass, his muscular back… wanting to feel them, to touch them, but knowing she couldn’t.

Ben turned around and walked back over. “You know what this is?” he asked, holding up his hand. She nodded. “Tell me.”

“A vibrator,” she said quietly, acutely conscious suddenly of how she was stood, her legs slightly apart, how easy it would be for Ben to slide it into her… to slide anything into her indeed. She felt her cheeks flush with arousal a little more.

He stood close and leaned in to kiss her neck, while he brushed the vibrator along her arm, starting near her wrist and working upwards, switched off. The rubber felt smooth, different.

“Not much use when it’s off,” he whispered between kisses, “doesn’t do much at all, really,” he continued, “but when I turn it on,” and he turned it on, the quiet buzz sounding louder on the still evening air, “I think you’ll like that…”

The sensation against her skin was insane, though the analytical part of her brain couldn’t help but tell her that that was all about the context, being bound, helpless, exposed in the open air with her bull, that it would be doing nothing without that. Needless to see the animal part of her brain that was rapidly taking over couldn’t care less…

She heard herself let out almost a whimper as he brushed it over her nipple, a jolt of pleasure rolling through her, and her eyes settled on Zach, noticing that he was slowly playing with himself while he watched, his hand moving up and down… Harriet winked at him to reassure him at the same time that a tremor of pleasure rolled through her and he smiled back, all while Ben kept on planting kisses on her neck and the vibrator continued its journey over her body.

Ben leaned back and put his hand gently on her jaw, turning her head to look at him, as the vibrator travelled lower, tracing down her thighs now, moving to her inner thighs, slowly up and down, getting closer and closer to her centre but not quite there, even brushing her trimmed pubic hair before moving away again

Harriet wanted him so badly to touch her properly, she was desperate… at that very moment she’s have sold her very soul itself for Ben to just take it that little bit further, but she could tell that he could tell, and the smile in his eyes told her to be patient, while she inwardly thanked her lucky stars that they’d found a bull, their first bull, who was as good a lover as Ben was. This was magnificent, the whole weekend, the whole friends with benefits plus arrangement with him, all of it was magnificent.

“You’ll have to beg…” Ben said, eyes fixed on hers as the vibrator continued its slow journey.

“Beg?” she asked.

“Beg. And…” He reached behind her and she felt a sharp pain, a delicious pain, as his palm landed sharply on her bare ass, followed by another. “You didn’t say Bull.”

Harriet couldn’t help but grin, loving this, loving all of it… bound, spanked, touched… better than her fantasies by far. “Sorry Bull.” She paused. “I need you to touch me, Bull, please touch me.”

“That’s good…” Ben replied and he leaned in to kiss her, a kiss that she returned hungrily, her tongue playing against his, all while the vibrator didn’t do what she needed. He broke the kiss, and whispered, “Beg harder…”

Harriet glanced at Zach, seeing he was enthralled, and then back to look at Ben. She decided to lay it on thick. “Please, my magnificent Bull, I need you to touch me. I need my Bull to pleasure me, I need my Bull to fuck me.” She dropped her voice to a whisper. “I need my Bull to spank me and fuck me and make me cry out his name.”

Ben grinned and nodded. Without another word he leaned in to kiss her again and at the same time she felt the vibrator go further, pressed against her through her pubic hair, felt a long shudder of pleasure roll through her as she moaned into their kiss.

His hand moved possessively to her hair and held it, mixing with her bound wrists to make her feel utterly his, and then she felt the vibrator move and slide into her, filling her, making her gasp. The clitoral attachment started to vibrate too, or maybe it had always been on, she didn’t know, and she could feel the combined stimulation hitting her hard.

A climax was building, had been building from the moment he first bent her over his knee and spanked her really, and the first real wave of it rushed through her, she tried to break the kiss to cry out as her body tensed but couldn’t, Ben’s mouth possessive against hers, his hand controlling her head, and that triggered a second, harder wave, and she felt her legs go week, stumbled, and then Ben’s hand was off her hair and was holding her, supporting her, as the orgasm kept on crashing through her, her moans louder and louder, her wrists straining at their binds.

“Enough… please Bull enough,” she managed to gasp as she got too sensitive and mercifully he listened to her…

The vibrator disappeared, she knew not and cared not where, and she was being held in Ben’s arms, caressed, supported, looked after, and then she was laughing and he was too, their foreheads pressed together, her wrists still bound to the rail.

“You’re naughty…” she whispered,

“The best kind of naughty,” he whispered back.


Chapter 4

Ben untied Harriet shortly after and led her over to the outdoor seating, making sure she was comfortable and pulling a rug over her against the gathering evening chill.

“Would you like anything?” he asked.

She smiled contentedly. “A glass of wine, please Bull… I need it after that.”

Ben looked over to Zach. “A glass of wine Zach, and same for you and me.”

“Yes Bull.”

It took Harriet a second to realise that Ben was commanding Zach and that Zach was obeying, and it sent a thrill of delight through her… she was loving being the focus of this truly dominant version of Ben for the night, and loving how Zach was putting in the effort on his part to make this what she wanted. A little part of her wondered whether the men had done some pre-planning that afternoon during their bonding session, but she held off asking so as not to risk breaking the mood.

While Zach busied himself inside, Ben sat next to her under the rug and she cuddled up to him, his naked, muscular body pressed against hers, her arm resting against his chest and his arm around her. She felt safe, warm, content, and she needed it… what had happened before had been intense, very, and she craved human comfort at that moment.

When Zach came back and she gratefully thanked him for the wine, Ben said, “Let’s suspend this for a few minutes, you don’t need to call me Bull until we start again.”

“Suspend?” asked Harriet. “There’s more?”

“Oh yes, we’re not done… but how was that? Was the tone right? Too much?” He paused and grinned. “Too little…?”

She grinned back. “I’m processing what just happened… so far, that was great. I’m… come back to me.”

“Zach?” Ben asked.

Zach looked slightly surprised to be asked, sat off to the side as he was. “That was…” He smiled. “I never knew you would be in to that…” he continued, looking at Harriet.

“Do you want me to tone it down?” Ben asked.

“No,” Zach shook his head. “Not from my perspective. So long as Harriet is happy I’m happy. That was… insane to watch.” He looked at Harriet and she realised that there was more there that he wanted to say to her.

“Same from me,” she said. “That was great. The tone was right for me. Ben,” she said looking back at him. “Can I talk to Zach alone for a few minutes? Before we start again?”

Ben looked from one to the other. “Of course, I’ll make myself scarce. I’ll be upstairs getting the next part ready. Shout when you’re ready to continue.”

He climbed out from under the rug and, when he was gone, Harriet and Zach spent a long few moments looking at each other, both with smiles playing around the edge of their expressions.

Eventually, Harriet lifted the rug and said, “Come over here.”

Zach willingly obliged, walking over and slipping in next to her. “This is nice,” he said. “A bit of a chill in the air.”

She cuddled up into him, enjoying the familiar feeling of the warmth of his body. “Are you ok?”

He took a moment to reply, then finally said, “Yes.”

“That was a hesitant yes…”

“It was, but not for the reason you might think.” He paused and she gave him room to get his thoughts in line. “Everything I’ve watched you do with Ben before has been something we’ve done ourselves countless times before. Ok, maybe a few variations, same with the guys in Bali, but as a general theme the same stuff.

“But just now, and what Ben has planned upstairs… that’s new. We’ve never done anything like that. And seeing you over his knee, him spanking you, spanking my wife… and then tying you up and making you… you know… that’s not part of our repertoire.”

“I understand,” she replied. “And… we can stop if you’d like? Nothing is more important to me than us. You and me. Nothing.”

Zach shook his head. “It’s not that… that was insanely hot to watch. Insane. And I could tell that you were in heaven doing it too.” Harriet nodded and he continued. “But watching it, I want to give something like that to you too. And… you to me. I’m saying we should experiment doing things like that just us. I know we’ve avoided it because we’re equals and so on, but I want to be able to give you what you just got from Ben.”

Harriet nodded slowly. “We could… do things like that if we’re careful to keep it ring fenced from our relationship, making it very much a role play. I’d like that.” She paused and realised that she really would quite like that a lot. “Let’s promise, maybe keep next weekend just you and me and we really go to town on experimenting with this? Would that work?”

“Yeah it would.” He grinned. “I’ll get some ideas while I’m watching tonight…”

“Me too… one question, did you touch yourself while I was tied up? I saw you were enjoying the sight of me…” She glanced down to his crotch to make it clear what she meant.

“I… might have looked after myself, yes,” he replied, grinning. “It was so, so erotic and illicit watching you like that… you should have seen yourself.”

“Can I tell you something… I loved it when there was that moment, at the start, where you and Ben were looking at each other, two alphas facing off, and then you…” she lowered her voice to a whisper, “…submitted to him.” She paused then said, “So fucking hot. It really made the dominant bull thing become real.”

“It was genuine too… I had a moment thinking hang on, I’m letting this guy sleep with my wife, I need to assert myself here but… I guess his demeanour, he was very convincing as a dominant personality, it… he made me back down. It felt, I guess, kind of kinky.”

Harriet grinned. “More to come too… shall we head inside?”


Chapter 5

When they walked back inside they saw Ben looking down at them from the communal bedroom they’d set aside for the three of them to use.

“It’s ready up here,” he said. “There’s a couple of things and a note at the bottom of the stairs. Zach, I’d like you to help Harriet.”

Intrigued, they went to the bottom of the stairs to find the same two strips of fabric from earlier, and a blindfold. Harriet felt her heart beat a little faster as she glanced at Zach, who smiled reassuringly.

“Best do what the bull tells us…” he said.

Zach read the brief note and then said to Harriet, “Hold out your wrists crossed over.” Harriet did as she was told, and Zach started to wrap one of the pieces of fabric around her wrists, lengthways and crossways, before tying a double knot… a know that she was relieved to see was done like a shoe lace, easy to untie quickly.

She smiled at him and he smiled back as he took the other piece of fabric and reached round to the back of her head.

“What’s this for?” she asked.

“He wants me to tie back your hair with this.” Zach’s shrug suggested he didn’t understand why, but Harriet did and it added an extra layer of hotness to the whole thing… by claiming her hairstyle, albeit temporarily, with the same fabric that had tied one of her wrists earlier, Ben was asserting an extra layer of dominance, a subtle but psychologically important claim over something that no one, not a single person, had controlled other than Harriet herself since long before she was an adult. She liked it.

“Ok… I think that’s good,” he said. “Now, the blindfold.”

“Wait… one second.” She leaned in to whisper into Zach’s ear. “I love you so very much.”

He grinned and whispered back, “I love you so much too.”

“And,” she leaned in to whisper right into his ear, at the same time reaching her bound hands to hold his cock. “I cannot wait for you to reclaim me, whenever tonight ends.”

“Me too…” he whispered. As she leaned back he put the blindfold onto her head and pulled it down.

The world went black for Harriet and she swayed slightly as her sense of balance momentarily went awry, though she quickly righted herself.

Zach’s hand found her elbow which reassured her, a rock in the darkness, and they stood there for a few long moments. Harriet found her other senses starting to make up for the lack of sight, the feel of Zach’s strong hand, a slight draught blowing from somewhere in the house, a window left open presumably, the texture of the wooden floor under her feet, the sound of her own breathing and of her heart thumping, the adrenaline from being suddenly without sight and with her wrists bound starting to course through her.

After those long moments Zach helped her up the stairs, telling her when to step up, guiding her wrists with one hand and with his other a supportive hand on her back. She felt, bizarrely, safe and protected, knowing that he was there to look after her.

When they turned to go into the bedroom she lost track of where she was, Zach leading her a few steps inside but then letting go once he’d made sure she was steady.

It was so erotic for Harriet, with the added frisson of the unknown… she was stood, blindfolded, wrists bound, naked in a room with two men, one her husband, one her bull, and she didn’t know who was where or what Ben had set up for her in the room. All she knew, really, was that the room probably wasn’t the same as it had been when her and Ben had spent a large part of the Friday afternoon in that bed.

Finally, Ben’s voice came from what sounded like the other side of the room, off to her right somewhere. “We’ve started again… same rules as before. Understood?”

“Yes Bull,” she said.

“Yes Bull,” Zach’s voice came from the left, and she started to mentally piece together where she was… unless, of course, Ben had moved the chairs around.

Silence for a few seconds, a slight rustling noise behind Harriet made her turn her head instinctively, and then she felt her wrists being lifted up until her arms were above her head, not at full stretch, hands holding them there and then letting go, but her wrists were held up. She tried to move them and found some give, but she was held in place, certainly.

My God, she thought, I’m so helpless now… naked, exposed… Ben or Zach could do anything they wanted to me, anything. And, she realised with a thrill, they were on their own… it truly was just her and her two alpha males, her dominant bull and her husband. There was nobody else within a mile of the holiday house. Splendid isolation.

Then she had another darker thought… what if? What if Ben had been waiting for this moment? What if he was some kind of deranged serial killer, he’d overpowered Zach and now he was going to have his wicked way with her? Paranoia she told herself, but that thought started to push her over a line.

“Bull?” she asked tentatively. “Can Zach please tell me he’s here, he’s ok?”

She assumed there was some kind of silent signal as Zach said, “Don’t worry, I’m here Harriet.” A pause. “Everything’s ok. More than ok.”

Harriet relaxed… it had just been a moment, but important to address it before it became something more. She could enjoy this now, safe in the knowledge that Zach was still there for her if she needed.

It also brought a moment of realisation… it was easy to forget, getting caught up in the insanity of what they were doing with Ben, but Zach was her rock. Without him involved, none of this would happen, none of it would be good. He transformed the physical into something far beyond. It was Zach that Harriet trusted completely… Ben she thought she could trust, but he had a long way to go to earn her trust as completely as Zach had.

She jumped slightly when she felt something touch her back, something quite hard and thin, not Ben’s fingers, not the vibrator from earlier, but she couldn’t place it.

Whatever it was, it was teasing her, trailing gently up her back, over her shoulders, then back down again, slowly to her ass and down her thighs, then back up. Relaxed now after Zach’s confirmation, she enjoyed the sensation, it was teasing, hinting at more to come, until it settled on her ass before she felt it move away.

SMACK.

Harriet cried out in surprise, feeling a sharp pain as it landed on her naked skin, replaced instantly by a hand, gently soothing, then lips, presumably Ben’s caressing, kissing where whatever it was had landed.

She felt the object on her skin again, moving over her back and down on to her thighs, and when she felt it draw away again she braced herself, her hands holding tightly on to what felt like a sturdy strap that was holding her wrists up, and she cried out again when she felt it land, more in pleasure than in surprise or pain this time.

Who’d have known she’d be so into this pleasure and pain side of things? She was surprising herself with how readily she’d grown to enjoy it. It had been one of Harriet’s deepest, darkest fantasies for years, to be restrained and toyed with by either one or multiple partners, but she’d never got close to trying, never wanting to create that dynamic with boyfriends. This was better than she could have hoped for.

After the sharp pain came the care again, and so it continued in a cycle, the exquisite anticipation as the object teased her skin and then drew back, the sharp pain as it landed, somewhere different on her body each time, and then the wonderful, caring caress. She was in heaven.

Her suspicion, though she didn’t want to break the sequence by asking Ben, was that he was using some sort of riding crop… gently, if that was the case. Jesus, she thought, if that’s so then he’s really bought into it. She wondered whether he’d really never done anything like this before, but frankly didn’t care… she could ask him that later.

Harriet gasped in anticipation as the object slid up her abdomen towards her chest, slowly grazing first one then the other of her erect nipples, super sensitive, and when she felt it draw away she tensed, unsure how it would feel. When it tapped down, much lighter than the others, first one then the other nipple, she cried out again, not from pain but from the tremor that rolled through her. God, she thought, am I going to climax from this alone? Her whole body was buzzing with an energy that usually preceded an orgasm, she could feel it building.

Then, the care… his hands on her breasts, stroking, lightly pinching, her nerve endings on fire, before one hand was replaced by his lips, his tongue, even his teeth, very gently teasing first one nipple, then the other.

She realised, with a little embarrassment, that her arousal would be obvious to both men, feeling a trickle run down her leg, but then the object found its way there and she tensed, wondering if it would actually be used on her there, in her most sensitive place.

It drew back and when it landed, slightly harder than on her nipples, she cried out again… it was right on the border between pleasure and pain, almost too much… almost, but not quite. And then she realised what it meant… the care to follow.

His fingers reached between her legs, sliding easily through her wetness, and she let out an animalistic groan of aroused delight to be touched there after everything else.

As his fingers touched her, she felt his hand hold her jaw lightly, turning her head, and then his lips were on her, Ben’s lips, his style of kissing so familiar by now, and he kissed her passionately while she kissed him back, her kiss hungry, her tongue searching for and finding his… she wanted him so badly right then, she’d do anything to try to increase this contact with him.

Soon, too soon, he broke off from the kiss, kissing his way down her body, and then he spoke. “Hold on to the strap above your wrists,” he said, and she did once she’d felt it out again.

Before she had time to wonder why his tongue reached between her legs and started to trace along her folds, his hands on the back of her thighs, and then she understood… he lifted so that her thighs were resting on his shoulders, her arms still bound and holding on to balance her.

This was oral sex unlike any she’d received in her life… lifted up, helpless, entirely at Ben’s mercy, and he went slowly, teasing with his tongue and only his tongue, his hands busy supporting her.

Harriet could feel the climax really starting to build but ever so slowly, little waves of pleasure rolling through her, and she gasped and cried out several times as he hit the right spot, but just when she could feel her hips starting to buck against his tongue, could feel the coiled spring in her getting too tight, he stopped and let her legs down, leaving her breathless, insanely aroused, in desperate need of release.

She heard Ben move and then she felt him behind her, felt him kissing her ass and then felt his hands part her cheeks, and she realised he was going to eat her ass… something he’d done their first time together, done once more since, and something that he was better at than Zach though she’d never tell either man.

Harriet helped him by pushing her ass back, and she felt his tongue reach her other hole, gently pushing, probing, before it slipped inside a little.

She’d never known she liked it, never even had anyone try it, not before Ben, but she’d discovered she loved it and he wasted no time in anally eating her out, giving her sensations that were still new and complemented what he was doing with his hand which had slid up and started to gently stroke her clitoris, making her shudder in pleasure again.

Harriet’s head was a mix of emotions, completely caught up in what Ben was doing to her, how he was making her feel, and with the blindfold still on and her arms still bound above her head her world had shrunk to just that… standing there, responding to however Ben wanted to touch her.

Ben’s tongue moved away though his fingers still stroked her clitoris, and then she heard and felt him stand, his body pressing against her, his muscles against her back, and she melted back into him as he started to kiss her shoulders and neck.

“That feels good…” Harriet murmured.

SMACK. SMACK.

Harriet cried out in pleasurable surprise, realising too late what she’d forgotten to say as his palm met her ass.

“Sorry, I mean that feels good, Bull,” she said louder.

The kissing resumed and she moaned softly as his fingers on her clitoris found a particularly good rhythm just as she felt his teeth graze the back of her neck. She wanted him inside her so badly it almost hurt, he’d turned her on so much.

As Ben continued she felt something else… his cock, hard and heavy, but also positioned, moving down closer and closer to her ass, moving towards where his tongue had been just a few minutes before.

It felt deliberate, it was deliberate, and Harriet was torn… what should she do if he wanted anal? And, more immediately, what would she do? Not necessarily the same question or the same answer.

The animal part of her, the part that was so turned on, so super aroused, so desperate to take this whole scenario as far as she could, that part said yes.

Sodomised.

That was the word running through her head. Sodomised in front of her husband by her dominant bull, blindfolded, bound, helpless… and Zach watching as Ben took her, claimed her for himself, took that last part of her that he hadn’t taken before.

Illicitly erotic didn’t begin to do it justice, it would be the most insanely carnal act she’d ever taken part in, and that was saying something given what she’d done during her Bali threesome.

But then, through the fog of her arousal, somewhere her rational brain was trying to make itself heard… Zach was possessive about anal, it should be something they discuss first, it was a step in intimacy that went so much further than anything her and Ben did before… it felt momentous.

Harriet felt the tip of his cock pressing, felt it slide into her ass just a little, a few millimetres, nothing more.

Fuck it, she decided, the animal part winning. Carpe diem. She deliberately forced herself to relax while pushing her ass back towards Ben, almost trying to encourage him… if Zach really doesn’t like it he’s got the safe word too, she rationalised.

She waited… but it didn’t happen.

Ben teased her with his cock, all while his lips and hand drove her wild, and then she felt his cock move away and sensed him move around to stand in front of her, a little whine of disappointment caught in her throat… what the fuck is happening to me, she thought, that I’m disappointed that he’s not going to anally fuck me?

His hands went to the blindfold and lifted it off, leaving her blinking as her eyes adjusted to the light… making her head spin a little, as she made the jump from her imagined reality of the room with her blindfold on to the actual reality laid out before her.


Chapter 6

The first thing she saw was Ben, stood there, handsome, strong, her dominant bull, smiling at her, his cock hard, poised, ready she hoped and prayed to give her the climax she so desperately needed.

She smiled weakly then looked up, seeing the strong cord tied around the wooden roof beam above her, her wrists as restrained as ever.

She looked to the side and saw the bed, pristine save for the riding crop that she’d guessed he’d been using lying on the white sheets, the sight of it sending a thrill through her.

And then she looked across the room, and saw Zach, naked, even more handsome, a look of pure lust in his eyes as her eyes met his. “Are you ok?” he mouthed and she nodded. He smiled and mouthed, “I love you…” She simply smiled back, not trusting herself to speak.

Ben’s hand went to her chin and gently turned her head to look at him, before he leaned in and kissed her deeply. Harriet responded desperately, wanting the feel of his lips on hers more than she’d thought was possible, the lips of the man she’d just resolved to give that last part of herself to, and then she felt his arms reach up and release her wrists, helping her to lower her arms.

As she clenched and unclenched her fists, realising that her arms had been getting sore, Ben noticed and gently rubbed her arms while he leaned back to look at her.

Once they felt fine she said, “Thank you, Bull.”

“No worries. Are you ok? Do you want to continue?” The way he said it was so confident, but mixed with genuine concern for her, that she felt genuine affection for Ben… he was perfect for this sort of experiment.

Harriet grinned. “I don’t want my magnificent bull to even think of stopping.” No way did she want this to end when she was so desperate for her climax, no way.

Ben turned to Zach. “Zach, how about you? It’s both of your choice to continue.”

“This is amazing,” Zach replied. “If Harriet’s good then I’m good… Bull.”

Ben nodded. “On the bed.” It was a command and sent a shiver of delight through Harriet.

“Yes Bull.”

Harriet climbed on to the bed and lay back, her head at the head of the bed, resting back against the pile of pillows there so that she was semi reclined, her arms by her side, and waited.

Ben walked over to the wardrobe and, taking that moment, she mouthed, “I love you so much,” to Zach, making him smile.

When Ben turned around he was holding two straps, each with two parts and buckles. Harriet wasn’t sure what they were for but figured as she was likely about to find out she’d just go with it.

He walked over, smiling confidently, and started to loop the longer part of one of them around one of Harriet’s thighs, around mid-way, buckling it up so that it was a snug fit. “Does it feel ok?” he asked.

Harriet nodded. “Yes Bull.”

“Good.” He took her wrist on the same side and looped the shorter part around that, again fitting snugly. Harriet’s wrist was bound to her thigh, and when he did the same on the other side she felt the thrill of knowing that, again, she was helpless in front of her dominant bull, restrained, his to do with as he pleased.

She looked up into his eyes and saw lust on his part, naked lust, as he reached down to pick up the riding crop.

“Did you like the feel of this earlier?” he asked.

She nodded, biting her lip, secretly wishing that he’d use it again on her.

He rested the tip of it gently against her skin on her abdomen, and started trailing it along, driving Harriet wild as the sensation moved across her body. She kept her eyes fixed on Ben, and Ben on her, even as he trailed it over her super sensitive nipples and down between her legs, stroking it along and brushing her clitoris.

Ben pulled it back and gave it a little tap, right between her legs, and she let out a gasp of both pleasure and pain. He grinned at that, and tapped again, a little harder, making her gasp again. She realised that her fists were clenched and forced herself to unclench them, even as the riding crop tapped for a third time.

Then, putting it to one side, he positioned his head between her legs and, without ceremony, dragged his tongue through her pubic hair, making Harriet’s back arch at the wave of pleasure it sent rolling through her… God, she needed his touch so badly. She needed her climax.

As he went down on her she found her hips bucking towards him involuntarily, and when she looked down she could see his eyes looking back up at her, clearly smiling, as he started to tease her… every time she bucked towards him he pulled away slightly, only to bury his tongue again as soon as her hips fell again. It became a game… her trying to control herself and failing repeatedly, her pleasure increasing only when she managed to.

After what felt to her like an age like that, the coil inside her tightened impossibly, feeling like a massive orgasm was just around the corner, he stopped and pulled away.

“Please…” she whispered. “Please don’t stop.”

Ben grinned. “You’re cute when you beg… but you didn’t say Bull.”

Harriet felt her cheeks redden as he lifted her legs, picked up the riding crop and landed it sharply once… twice… three times on her exposed ass. Oh fuck, she thought, I don’t know how much more of this I can take… I need to cum so badly.

“Harriet, I need you to do something. Zach looks like he needs some relief over there. I want you to go over, kneel in front of him, and help him.” He turned to Zach. “You can’t touch her at all, no matter how much she begs. Got it?”

Zach smiled. “Yes, Bull.”

Harriet was surprised but happy… it was good to involve Zach more, and after the intensity of what had happened so far with Ben spending time close to him was welcome. But… she’d be a mess, she knew. What she was about to do was going to do nothing for her own problem, the desperate need to climax.

“One thing first though…” Ben climbed up the bed so that he was positioned over Harriet, looking down at her before lowering himself slowly down, like a controlled push up, until he was an inch or two above her, his chest against hers. He kissed her and she felt his hard cock pushing up against her pubic hair.

He glanced down between their legs and said, “You want me in you?”

“Yes Bull.”

“Ask for it.”

God, this is so fucking hot, she thought. “Please Bull, I want you inside me so badly. Please.” She paused, then quieter. “Please.”

He smiled, looking into her eyes, as she felt his cock gradually press against her and then, unsurprisingly given her insane arousal, slide into her easily. She cried out in pleasure, finally feeling him inside, and her hands clenched as they instinctively tried to move to his back, a reminder through her lust of how helpless she was.

Harriet could feel him, really feel him. He wasn’t wearing protection, just like they’d agreed earlier, and it simply felt better, more connected… it was his skin, the flesh of his wonderful cock inside her, and it felt amazing.

“Please Bull, please fuck me,” she whispered.

He responded by sliding out, then back in again hard, making Harriet gasp. That coiling spring inside was almost at breaking point, she knew her orgasm was so close.

Ben leaned down to kiss her and in no time her tongue sought out his, the messiest kiss imaginable, her arms straining against their binds as his hips flexed and she gasped again.

This was a fuck like no other Harriet had ever experienced. Ben went slow but hard, perfect for the circumstances, each thrust building up her pleasure further and further from the thrust before, a virtuous circle of pleasure, but slow enough to not quite push her over the edge, almost but not quite.

Her heart was hammering in her chest, she was losing all control, all coherence, given entirely over to experiencing pleasure at the hands of her dominant bull, when… he stopped and pulled out.

Harriet looked up at him as he climbed off and sat to one side, grinning. Her mind was a fog of arousal and confusion, in a pre-orgasmic state of bliss.

“You bastard…” she whispered.

His grin broadened and he lifted her legs, spanking her twice. “You forgot to say Bull,” he teased.

“You bastard of a Bull…” she replied.

“Better.” He looked at Zach. “You’d better come over here.” Ben helped Harriet up on to her knees on the bed, wrists still bound to her thighs. “Come and stand in front of her.”

Zach got on to the bed and stood in front of Harriet, looking down at her as she looked back up. His cock was hard, right in front of her face, and she wasted no time in putting her mouth to it, figuring that it was the quickest way to get to her own climax.

She looked up at Zach as she sunk her mouth onto him, and he was looking down, his face a picture of arousal. His cock felt so familiar against her lips and tongue, she knew exactly what to do, setting a rhythm that was fast but not too fast, wishing she could use her hands too but making do with only her mouth.

Harriet was vaguely aware of Ben leaving the room and walking downstairs, but she was so focused on Zach she barely noticed.

It was only when she felt his hand on her head, gently pulling at her hair, that she registered that Zach wanted to talk to her. She pulled her head back and looked up at him.

“Are you ok doing this?” Zach asked quietly.

Harriet nodded. “This is insane. But yes… insane good.”

“Yeah, it’s great to watch. You don’t need to… do this to me. If you don’t want to.”

“I want to. And… it’s part of the game, it’s hot. You want me to keep going?” she asked. “Our Bull has commanded it,” she joked.

Zach grinned. “Our Bull is to be obeyed.” He paused. “One other thing,” he whispered. “Before Ben gets back. You should sleep in his bed tonight.”

Harriet was surprised. “What about our reclaiming each other?”

“In the morning. You need to reclaim him first.” Zach paused. “Otherwise imagine how weird it would be tomorrow morning between us and him if we end the night having just done all of this. We don’t want tonight to impact tomorrow.”

Harriet thought for a moment and realised that Zach was right… the suggestion had to have come from him, but he was absolutely correct. Tomorrow would be weird if they went straight from this dominant bull set up to normality, they needed a sort of decompression period, an opportunity to normalise things.

“You’re right, but are you sure? And what boundaries for me?” she asked.

“Sure, and no boundaries.” He paused. “If reclaiming him means you and him doing whatever then that’s fine. And we’ll absolutely reclaim each other in the morning.”

Harriet nodded, then smiled up at Zach. “You’re more than just good looks aren’t you?” She looked down at his cock again and wasted not a moment longer in sinking her mouth back on to him, thrilled as ever to hear him moan as her tongue started to flutter against the head of his cock.

The good thing about ten years together was she could be quick with Zach if she needed to be, she knew his body so well, and it was only a minute or two before his hand tightened in her hair, his breathing got shallow, and she felt his cock spasm in her mouth, the familiar taste of his cum against her tongue… she swallowed it down and moved her mouth away.

Zach smiled down at her, his hand stroking her face, as Ben returned.

“Well done Harriet,” Ben said. “You’re a good hotwife.” The mention of that term sent a thrill through her. “Now… it’s your turn. Zach, go back over there and sit down.”

As Zach walked over Ben undid her restraints, setting her hands free, then put her on to her hands and knees… he didn’t do it roughly, but she was left in no doubt whatsoever what position he wanted her in.

“I want you to look at Zach all the time,” Ben said as his fingers started to touch her again between her legs, his hand reaching round under her.

Harriet looked up and fixed her eyes on Zach, who was sitting back in the chair, looking every inch the man who’d got what he needed… lucky him, she figured.

A tremor rolled through her suddenly, Ben’s touch after the long build up earlier and the break while she went down on Zach feeling so, so very good, and she let out a moan.

“No orgasm until I say so,” Ben said.

“I’ll try…” Harriet replied, deliberately not saying Bull, wanting the feel of his bare palm on her tight ass in that position, and she got exactly that… stinging more than before, but gloriously so. She realised that in the state she was in she might even climax purely from that… it felt good.

Ben positioned himself on his knees behind her and she felt the tip of his cock at her entrance, poised, ready… and then suddenly he slid deep into her, making her cry out in pleasure.

One of his hands grabbed her ass, hard, holding her in place, the other went to her hair, taking her by the pony tail, lacing his fingers deep into her hair, making her feel so owned, so possessed, then he slid back and into her again, making her cry out another time.

He took her hard. Very hard. And Harriet knew that she could do nothing to stop what was building inside her… she’d discovered during her threesome in Bali, after years of this position doing little for her, that there was one way it really, really worked for her, and that was hard and rough… a surprise, but a welcome one.

This was exactly that. Ben was not holding back in the slightest, and as she felt a wave of her orgasm starting to crest she tried her hardest to suppress it, to delay it, but she couldn’t, not completely… she cried out again as her hands clutched at the sheets, knew that Zach could see from her face that she was cumming, and then again and again as Ben thrust into her.

She thought she’d concealed it until Ben said, “I said no orgasm,” and she felt his palm on her ass again, and again, and again.

Another wave was coming but she fought it, holding it back, grinding herself back on to Ben’s cock instead, then mercifully she heard his breathing getting fast, felt him thrust harder, and he said, “Now you can…”

Harriet needed no second invitation, the second wave thundering through her, starting somewhere deep within and rising with terrifying force, making her scream… it was the only word for it, a screaming orgasm, the world contracting to her and the cock inside her, and she felt Ben’s cock thicken, spasm, felt him cum deep inside her, pushing her orgasm on higher, the thought of how deeply wanton it felt to have this dominant bull, this man who wasn’t her husband, cum inside her, and then he slowed to a stop, and she did too…

“Fuck…” she whispered as she collapsed on to her front and rolled on to her side.

“Fuck…” Ben replied, falling down on his side next to her, his hand moving to her cheek, caressing her, before he kissed her wearily.

She found herself kissing him back, not wanting the moment to end, but then it did when a shudder rolled through her, an aftershock from the incredible climax. “Fuck…” she said again, laughing.

“That’s dominant bull done for tonight.” Ben paused. “That was something else.” He glanced over at Zach. “You good Zach?”

Zach laughed. “Fuck…”

Ben grinned back. “So… how did I do?”

Harriet took his hand. “That… was… incredible.”

“Yeah, it was,” Zach said, walking over to sit on the bed. “You… surprised me.”

“Yeah,” Harriet added. “Don’t tell me you’ve really not done that before.”

Ben looked slightly sheepish. “My ex and I fooled around a bit… I knew what kit to order.”

“That did feel a bit extreme for beginner level!” Harriet replied, grinning. “But good. Very good.”

They sat in comfortable silence for a few moments.

“So Ben,” Zach said. “I chatted to Harriet about this… we both think she should sleep in your bed tonight. To help us get back to normality… it would feel weird if me and her went to bed after all of that, then tried to do our different day tomorrow.”

“Kind of like I need to reclaim you first,” Harried added. “Before I reclaim Zach in the morning.”

Ben looked at them both. “You’re sure? I mean, I’d like that but… I know that could be a big deal. I really don’t want to get in the way of your reclaiming each other.”

“We’re sure,” replied Zach. “In fact, you two should go there now. I’ll go to bed too in Harriet and my room.”

Zach stood up and held out his hand to help both of them up.

Ben stood, and said, “I’ll go downstairs first… you two should say goodnight properly.”

He left the room, leaving Zach and Harriet looking at each other.


Chapter 7

So… what the hell do you say to your husband after that?

That was the main thought running through Harriet’s mind as they stood there. Worrying, just as she had that first time she’d met Ben and seen Zach soon afterwards, that one wrong word could have an outsized effect.

What had just happened had been insane… absolutely insane. Tied up, spanked, edged, all things that Harriet had fantasised about, had wondered about over the years, and all things that were better than she’d ever dared to hope.

The dominant bull scenario had been incredible, at least as incredible as Zach calling the shots the night before, but she realised that for Zach it may not have been… seeing her fully at Ben’s mercy, submissive to him in a way that she’d never been and would never allow herself to be for Zach, that could be tricky.

In the end it was Zach that took the initiative.

“So… that was nice,” he said quietly, a smile playing around the edge of his mouth.

Harriet couldn’t help but burst out laughing. “Yeah, it was.” She looked at him stood opposite her, naked, handsome, her wonderful husband, and felt nothing but love for him… how many wives could say that their husband had given them the permission and the support to do what she’d just done with Ben.

“Yeah, it was,” he replied, joining her in laughing. He held out his hand. “Come on… this way.”

They walked hand in hand through to their own bedroom, and Zach said, “I love you so very much, but I mean it when I say no boundaries… it’s important you reclaim him first.”

“I love you too… you’re amazing. And I understand… it feels weird but I do.” She paused. “I guess I should go down there now?”

“I guess so…”

Harriet walked over to her bag and pulled out a pair of pyjama shorts and t-shirt.

“You’re not going downstairs naked?” Zach asked, eyebrow raised.

Harriet shook her head. “No… at least not at first…” She paused, thinking of how to explain. “I know, it feels weird to say this, but I know in all likelihood that these clothes come off… but I don’t want to start that way. I’m going downstairs to him to get us back to normality for tomorrow, and if I start that with no clothes on I don’t think it draws that line.” She paused and grinned. “Of course I might be overthinking this… what would you think in Ben’s shoes?”

“Apart from how lucky I am?” He grinned back. “I think you’re right, start it on a different tone. You wearing those makes it feel domestic, normal.”

“I’m going to brush my teeth first too… domestic is the right word.”

Harriet walked into the bathroom, full of positive intent but also, inside, not feeling quite so confident… wondering, maybe, whether some of what had just taken place with Ben had changed something irrevocably for her. Too late to worry about it, though… she’d deal with it if it happened.

***

A few minutes later she walked through the living room to Ben’s door and knocked confidently, although it was half open.

“Come in,” he said, and she walked in, closing the door behind her.

Ben was standing up as she came in, still naked, and she felt a surge of desire wash through her… this was the man after all, her bull, who had just made some of her wildest fantasies come true, and a man who not long before she’d been submissive to. Time, she realised, to seize the initiative.

“So… mind if I stay over?” she joked.

He laughed. “Be my guest. How do you want to do this?” He gestured to her nightwear. “I should probably put something on too… I don’t even know which side of the bed you normally sleep on!”

Harriet smiled back. “Nor me you. We’ll work out what works. But… I feel like we need to hang out a bit first, get ourselves back to normal.”

Ben nodded. “I’ve heard that aftercare is important after something like we just did… how about if I gave you a massage, did something to look after you properly? I brought some massage oil…”

She thought for a moment. An idea had come into Harriet’s head, a way possibly to reclaim and reframe what had just happened with the dominant bull experiment into something where she got to decide what happened and how. Risky, possibly, but if it worked then it could be the basis of something really special in future as well as setting the tone properly for the next day.

Fixing her gaze on Ben, narrowing her eyes slightly, she said, “I’d like that, but with a twist.” She walked over to him and leaned close, whispering the instructions into his ear, instructions for a scene, a situation for them to roleplay… fun, without any of the seriousness of earlier and, most importantly, chosen by Harriet.

When she leaned back he was looking at her intently. “You’re sure?” he asked.

She grinned and nodded. “One hundred percent.”

That made him grin too. “Ok… you’d better leave and come back in again.” He paused. “One thing though, what was your maiden name?”

“Walters.”

“Perfect.”


Chapter 8

“You wanted to see me sir?” Harriet put on her poshest, most innocent English accent.

“Ah, Harriet Walters… come in, stand there.” Ben gestured to a spot in front of him and Harriet went to stand there in her pyjama shorts and vest top, hands behind her back.

Ben looked up at her, sat on a sofa in his bedroom, still glorious naked. Harriet suppressed a laugh, his Australian version of her chemistry teacher’s English accent comical. She appreciated the effort, and the smile in his eyes if not on his lips told her that he was enjoying himself too.

“Your grades aren’t good enough. You need to focus more.” He paused and Harriet wondered if there was a kernel of truth in what Ben was saying that reflected his own school years. “And I saw what you were doing in class earlier too.”

“What was that, sir?” Harriet was playing innocent.

“You know what you did…” He paused. “It was depraved. You give me a dilemma. I could fail you for this year, but then you won’t go to Oxford. Or…”

“Oh, please don’t do that sir. I’ll do anything.” She paused and gave him her most innocent, wide-eyed look. “Anything.”

Ben looked at her intently, then said almost to himself, “We could try the old way…”

“The old way sir?” Harriet could see where this was going… exactly as she’d instructed him a few minutes before. This is fun, she thought, great fun, but about to get real.

“The old way.” He nodded. “That would be best.” Ben pretended to think. “Best to keep it to ourselves though. Understood?”

“Yes sir, anything so that I can pass.”

“Come here then,” Ben said, patting his lap.

“Sit on your lap, sir?” Harriet asked, pretending to be confused.

Ben couldn’t help grinning but he quickly put a straight face back on. “I’m afraid I’m going to need you to bend over my knee. Come on… quickly now.” Harriet felt herself giggle at his continued attempts at an English accent. “Giggling will only make it harder.”

“Sorry sir, you know best.” She walked over and, keeping eyes on Ben’s until the very last moment, draped herself over his lap, feeling gloriously naughty.

His hands stroked her ass gently through her thin pyjama shorts, making Harriet gasp in anticipation.

“Good, Ms Walters, you learn fast.” He continued to stroke her through her shorts. “Would you like ten with them on, or five with them off?”

“I should imagine, sir, that I’m the sort of woman who’d like five with them off.”

“Yes, I thought so… very well.”

Harriet felt him reach for her waistband and roughly pull down her shorts to her knees, exposing her ass and thighs. It was just like earlier, outdoors, but with none of the seriousness and all of the fun… she’d explicitly asked Ben to do a repeat of earlier but on her terms, she’d loved the feeling of being bent over his knee and spanked, it unlocked something primal deep inside her.

She felt his hand against her bare skin, just like earlier, then a hard SMACK, exquisitely painful followed by his caress, although this time it was different, his fingers wandering more… she felt his hand move from her ass to between her legs, felt his fingers slide through her slick pubic hair, her wetness testimony to just how hot she’d found being spanked earlier in the evening and how much she was anticipating this encore.

Four more followed slowly, the fourth and fifth delivered by one hand while two fingers on his other hand slowly slid in and out of her… fingered while spanked, she thought, a new kink for me but one I want more of.

She could feel another climax gradually building, that familiar tension deep inside ratcheting up… she’d not come to bed with Ben expecting to orgasm again, but if it happened, well, it would be an added bonus to end what had been an insanely good night.

His spanking hand rested on her ass after the fifth spank, his fingers slowly sliding in and out of her, when Ben said, “I fear you may not quite have learned your lesson, Ms Walters.”

“Sir, do you think I haven’t?” Harriet knew what was next but loved that Ben was so in to making it a game.

“No. We need something more… corrective.” He paused. “Stand up, remove your clothes, then lie face down on the bed. You need to be taught a lesson… one you won’t forget.”

No chance of that, thought Harriet, grinning to herself but keeping a straight face for their game.

“If you think I need it sir?” she replied, standing up and letting her shorts fall to her ankles before stripping off her vest top, leaving her naked in front of him.

“I think you do…”

She noticed his eyes linger on her breasts and decided to have some fun. “You can touch them if you want to, sir.”

“Thank you, I believe I shall.” He reached up his hands to caress her breasts, cupping one in each hand, his thumbs rough against her erect nipples. She couldn’t help but moan quietly at the stimulation… she loved Ben’s touch.

“Now… on the bed.”

“Yes sir.” Harriet lay down on her front, legs slightly apart, arms crossed above her head… exactly how she wanted it to be, trusting in Ben to follow her instructions for the role play. “Be gentle with me, sir.”

Ben untied the fabric that held her ponytail in place, the same fabric that had bound one of her wrists earlier on the outdoor terrace, and she looked up to see him wrapping it around both wrists and the bed frame, tying her in place.

Once she was restrained, he sat next to her, his hands on her back. “This is a special type of massage therapy,” he said. “Very special.”

“If you promise, sir. It seems unorthodox.”

“Very unorthodox. But I find it effective.”

He climbed off the bed and came back from the bathroom with a bottle of massage oil… clearly he’d been anticipating a need. It felt cool as he squirted it onto her back, and then his hands went to work…

Ben gave great massage.

His hands glided over her skin, just the right firmness, working her back first, long strokes that knocked kinks out of muscles that she hadn’t even realised had kinks in them in the first place.

“Hmmm…” she murmured. “That feels good, sir.”

“It should, Ms Walters. I can see that tension is holding you back. Tension, and…” His bare palm landed on her naked ass with another loud SMACK. “I must say, I’ve never met someone as much in need of a spanking as you.”

Harriet smiled contentedly at how much Ben was hamming up the accent, and he resumed her massage, his hands moving from her back to her shoulders, her upper arms, then down, continuing the long motions, right down her body to her legs. It felt wonderful, and all interspersed with the occasional spank on her naked ass.

She’d never known that she would enjoy being spanked as much as she did… had never had any frame of reference or appreciation of the psychology of it, though she realised that, as ever, it was about the person doing it as much as anything. Harriet had slept with a couple of guys before Zach who had been into that sort of thing, trying it with her without asking, and she’d hated it. With Ben though, and presumably when she inevitably tried it with Zach, it was different… particularly as part of a role play scene.

As Ben worked on her legs she shifted slightly, parting them, giving him what she hoped was a glorious view to Ben. His hands were working slowly up and down each leg, moving higher up her inner thighs with each stroke.

“Sir?” she said, figuring she’d ratchet up the fun.

“Yes Ms Walters? Is everything ok?”

“It is sir, it’s just… I feel one last place with tension.”

“One last place, Walters?”

“Yes sir, one last place… I think I might need a special massage.”

“Hmmm…” Ben replied. “That would be most unorthodox. It would require more spanking therapy. And we would need to restrain your legs too, to help with the uncontrollable spasms. Would you be ok with that?”

Harriet couldn’t help laughing and opened her eyes to see Ben suppress a grin.

“Yes, sir… I think that would be for the best.”

Ben fetched a pillow, and Harriet raised her hips so that he could slide it under. He found a couple of dressing gown belts that came provided with the holiday home, and tied each of her ankles to the foot of the bed… she couldn’t help noticing quite far apart, realising that she was entirely open to him, ass in the air… it felt amazing to be so vulnerable in front of Ben, and she knew, after what had happened earlier in the evening, that she could trust him.

“Ok… you’re ready for the spasm treatment Ms Walters?” Ben was laughing as he said it and Harriet smiled back.

“Yes sir… please don’t be gentle.”

His reply sent a thrill of arousal through her. “I shan’t be.”

One of his hands settled on her ass, while the other slipped between her legs, his fingers tracing her folds again, building on the residual arousal from her fingering during her earlier spanking.

Two fingers slid into her smoothly and she moaned loudly, unable to do anything else, feeling herself clench around him… Jesus, she thought, I really, really like this.

His hand on her ass drew back, and then landed sharply, making her cry out in pleasure, before doing his usual caress, all while his fingers started to slide in and out.

Six spanks was all it took.

Six spanks, tied, vulnerable, at her magnificent bull’s mercy.

Six spanks and the orgasm came crashing through her like a freight train, Harriet biting into the pillow to avoid screaming in pleasure as she felt wave after wave flowed through her, realising that despite all of this, despite Zach’s ok, she didn’t want him to hear her having a screaming orgasm at Ben’s touch… but fuck, did it feel good, the pinnacle of the night. Earlier had been great, but this role play had been fantastic.

Finally, reluctantly, she turned her head and said, “Stop… too much now,” and Ben did, as ever respectful of her needs.

He came to lie down next to her. “Ms Walters… have we fixed you?”

She laughed. “Yes sir.” She paused. “Same time tomorrow sir?”

He laughed too. “I think that might be wise…” He paused then slipped back into his normal Australian accent. “You want me to untie you?”

“Please.”

When she’d been untied Harriet sat up and looked at Ben, her hand on his cheek. “Thank you.” She paused. “I mean it.”

“No, thank you. That was crazy,” he replied. “You’ve got a hell of an imagination!”

“Role play is fun…” She smiled. “I feel like that’s mission accomplished… like that sort of fun scene is how we could do some of that stuff together in future. What do you think?”

“One hundred percent agree. Earlier was very serious, just now was fun and just as hot.” He paused. “Are you going back to Zach now? I don’t want to get in the way of your reclaiming.”

Harriet shook her head. “No, if it’s ok I’d like to go to sleep with you. Try that out… all part of the experiment.”

“Works for me.”

Within minutes they had the light off and were settled down under the covers, facing each other, legs entwined, both naked.

“That was an amazing night,” Harriet said quietly. She leaned forward in the dark and kissed Ben.

“It was…” he murmured back sleepily. “How do you normally… you know, sleep next to Zach.”

“I figure that’s irrelevant,” she whispered. “How about if for us, we try me with my back against you, kind of spooning.” She paused. “I’d like to feel your arms wrapped around me, keeping me safe.”

“You’ve got a deal.”

Harriet rolled over and backed into Ben, feeling his hard muscles against her, his strong arm around her, falling asleep quickly to the feel of his lips gently kissing her neck, feeling safe, warm and content.

Feeling happy… not an emotion she necessarily would have associated with what went before, but that was it.

Happy.
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