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Prologue


God this felt good.

Thursday night, a mini-date night, and it was ending exactly like date night with your husband should end…

Harriet shifted her hips and was pleased to see the reaction on Zach’s face, a little gasp escaping his parted lips, his eyes half closed but fixed on Harriet, a smile flashing across his face that she returned with interest.

“This ok?” she asked as she moved her hips again.

“Perfect…” was his breathed reply. “You?”

Harriet gasped herself as they hit just the right spot. “Better than perfect…”

She loved him so, so much. Lying on his back beneath her, his hands on her hips, him inside her… it felt so incredible, even after all their years together. They were lucky, she knew, that even after pretty much ten years it was still just as good as when they’d met as students back at Oxford. No, she corrected herself, not just as good… so much better.

And even though they’d recently experimented with others, whether Phoebe the ‘unicorn’ or Ben the ‘bull’ or the Americans in Bali and that threesome to remember for ever or the exclusive party where they’d embraced the culture and found their new tribe, even with all of them it was still her and Zach above all else… their love had grown infinitely stronger for what they’d been trying, the bond between them unbreakable.

Harriet was into her rhythm now, Zach matching her, and she could feel the spring inside her starting to coil tighter and tighter, something delicious and noisy and amazing bubbling up deep within… she slowed down slightly, wanting to prolong it as long as possible, and Zach matched her, the look in his eyes saying that he understood exactly why she’d slowed.

She leaned down and kissed him, her hair falling loose over him.

“I love you so, so, so much,” she whispered as she kept on grinding on to him.

“I love you more,” Zach whispered back and she kissed him again, harder.

It was perfect.

***

Quite a bit later they lay tangled sweatily together, both content not to move a muscle. They’d opened the bedroom window and the sounds of their Sydney neighbourhood floated up from the street below.

Harriet turned her head lazily to look at Zach. “What you thinking about?”

His hand found hers and their fingers wove together. “Tomorrow,” he said eventually.

She propped herself up on an elbow to look at him properly. “Second thoughts?”

“No.” He shook his head to emphasise. “Quite the opposite. Just wondering whether, I guess, it will be the same as before, or different. It’s been a month.” He looked at her. “How about you?”

“None at all.” She hesitated then decided, as ever, that honesty was the best policy when it came to their experiments… particularly when it came to Ben, her bull, the man they’d got lucky with the first time they tried their hotwife fantasy for real and had kept seeing over the months since. “I’m really excited to see him. I’ve missed him.”

Zach looked at her for a long few moments, and she saw his cheeks redden slightly. “Me too,” he admitted, and Harriet was touched by his honesty. It couldn’t be easy for Zach to admit as a heterosexual man that he was looking forward to seeing a man who, in terms of their relationship, was more ambiguous that the relationship between Harriet and Ben.

She lay back down, looking at the night sky outside, her head resting on his shoulder. “What are you excited about? What have you missed?”

He laughed. “I’ll tell you if you tell me first…”

Harriet laughed too. “That’s fair I suppose.” She took a moment to think. “I’m excited about Ben. About being with him. I like spending time with him, the three of us. I think he adds to the two of us, if that makes sense?”

“It does, yes.”

“And I like sleeping with him. I’ll be honest, I do. We’re very compatible, not as much as you and me but he’s a good second best. And… I absolutely love you watching me and him. That’s the best part, knowing that you’re enjoying seeing me with him and that we’re going to reclaim each other afterwards.” She trailed her fingers across Zach’s chest. “Let’s never ever forget about that part. Now… your turn.”

She looked at him again and saw him grin. “All of what you said.”

“You’re not getting away that easily,” she grinned back. “Tell me, I want to hear you say… what excites you?”

It was Zach’s turn to take a few moments to gather his thoughts. “I love the tension. Watching someone else with you, feeling jealous.” His hand stroked her hair idly. “Feeling really jealous when I can see you’re really enjoying it with a man who is, arguably, like a boyfriend for you. Knowing that he’s a plausible love rival, but then knowing deep down that you’ll come back to me.” He chuckled. “I still can’t believe it after all this time, but I love seeing you so excited to be with someone else. Ben or Phoebe or any of the others.”

“It’s been a crazy few months, hasn’t it?” Harriet replied.

“Yeah, it has. And more, I suspect, to come.”

They lay in comfortable silence for a while. “We should get some sleep, we’ve both got work tomorrow and I think tomorrow night might go late,” Harriet said sleepily.

“No might about it!”

“No, I suppose not…”

Tomorrow would be tomorrow, and they would have a lot of fun with Ben, but tonight was her and Zach and that was special. Truly special.

“Why don’t we turn the light off and see how sleepy we really are?” Harriet teased.

“Now that sounds like a plan…”


Chapter 1


“Up to much this weekend?”

Harriet glanced over at her colleague Sophie, coming back to the present quickly because in all honesty she’d been day dreaming… unsurprisingly it was proving to be hard to concentrate at work that Friday.

“We’ve got a friend coming over,” Harriet replied, sticking to telling the truth without going close to the whole truth. “Guess we’ll just kind of hang out, maybe go out Saturday night.” She shrugged, playing it cool. “Take it easy really.”

Sophie laughed. “Ah, I see, your usual old people stuff,” she teased.

Harriet grinned. Sophie was the newly qualified doctor assigned to shadow Harriet at the hospital, and she had a calm irreverence that would take her far… Harriet had had her fair share of experiences with senior colleagues with God complexes in her career so far herself, and that sort of mentality was necessary to deal with the egos. Either that or become some sort of acolyte to a superstar surgeon, and all sorts of trouble could come from that.

“Exactly. Old people stuff.” Harriet paused to take a sip of her coffee, the two of them sat in their break room taking a few minutes before seeing more patients. “You? Something young and reckless?”

Sophie pursed her lips but then smiled, and Harriet tried to ignore the rather vivid fantasies that she’d had about Sophie in recent weeks… with her blonde hair and elfin features Harriet certainly wouldn’t say no to something happening between them, and she got the distinct feeling sometimes that Sophie was flirting with her a little, just playfully, but if that ever happened it couldn’t be while Sophie was shadowing her, that would be a horrendous abuse of power. Afterwards, not so much.

“Deeply reckless…” Sophie joked. “But seriously, it’s going to be a busy one. Out tonight for the Medical Society ball, then heading out with a few friends tomorrow for lunch that’s bound to go on somewhere until late.” She paused. “Medical Society balls can get crazy, right?”

Harriet shook her head. “Never been. I studied in the UK, remember? Though we had something similar that got pretty rowdy.”

“Last year was… well, let’s say there are some very serious and upright young trainee doctors out there who looked anything but that night!”

Harriet grinned, and they were soon talking about what Sophie was planning to wear and some of the complex relationship politics going on between different medics that they knew in common. Harriet didn’t mind in the slightest… she never minded a bit of gossip.

She found her mind drifting again though, thinking about that night… to say she was looking forward to seeing Ben again was an understatement, both on a personal level and a physical level, and unusually for her she found her mind jumping around. One minute she was thinking about talking to him, enjoying the friendly dynamic between the three of them, the next she was imagining the physical side, both aspects equally exciting.

It was going to be a long day until then.

***

A little later during her lunch break Harriet was checking her phone and saw she’d missed the start of a conversation on the three-way group chat she had with Zach and Ben. As much as possible they tried to keep their communications on that one chat to avoid the risk of jealousy or worse… early on they’d all three realised that the only way for this arrangement to work well was to be completely open with each other. Secrecy would kill this dead. It was one of the best decisions they’d made.

The chat that day was mundane as hell though. Ben saying that he’d landed from Hong Kong, the final leg of what sounded like a month long tour of some of the most exotic destinations around south east Asia as well as some less exciting ones under the pretext of work, Zach and him getting into a bit of banter.

All light hearted, but Harriet had one thought nagging away at her… Ben had finished with the woman he’d been seeing while he was away on his work trip, but what if he’d made the same decision with them? What if tonight wasn’t going to go the way she was hoping?

One way to find out, and at the same time dial up the anticipation a notch. She typed her entry to the chat.

The cricket chat is all well and good. Zach can tell you Ben that I could not care less about how England do in the Ashes.

Cue some friendly banter from both of them aimed her way, because the reality was she quite liked her cricket and Zach well knew that if he didn’t give her banter when Australia were doing well she’d give him grief regardless whenever England were in the ascendancy.

Finally, she’d had enough. She typed her next message.

So Ben, when you come over later you’ll stay over, right?

Not exactly subtle, she thought, but hopefully it would do the trick. Ben, though, seemed to be in a playful mode. His reply came.

That all depends on whether you both play your cards right.

Harriet thought for a moment, then decided to go all-in… she wasn’t in the mood to be patient or subtle.

I’ll be explicit, ok? This hotwife has missed her bull, and needs her bull to do what he’s so… fucking… good at. She can rely on her bull, right?

Zach started playing along with his own message.

Don’t forget me! I’m desperate to watch my hot wife’s bull try to claim her from me. Desperate.

There were a few minutes of no response though Harriet could see that Ben was typing something, and then the reply came.

Your bull hopes you’ve got plenty of rest because we’re going all weekend.

Harriet couldn’t help but grin, drawing a glance from a colleague on the table nearby. “A great joke,” she said, looking down at her phone, and they smiled back. That was unequivocal… the weekend was shaping up nicely.

***

That evening Harriet sat on the tram home an hour later than planned.

Normally not a problem, and like the vast majority of doctors she was more than happy to work some unpaid overtime to make sure her patients were looked after. To Harriet’s mind if you weren’t willing to do that you weren’t fit for the job anyway.

Tonight, though, a bit of a problem, because rather than having time to shower and put on the casual yet hot clothes she had planned before Ben came over it was fifty-fifty whether he’d already be there. She glanced down at her scrubs… not exactly the sexiest clothes she could wear, though she’d been told that she looked good in scrubs more than once before, but hardly the first impression she wanted to give Ben after this time apart.

Oh well, she figured, not a lot I can do.

As the tram made its usual stately progress from stop to stop she found her mind wandering, but not thinking about the night ahead this time… it’s close proximity actually served to push it further from her mind if anything.

Instead, she found herself thinking about, well, this… everything. Her and Zach’s experimenting.

It was crazy. Absolutely insane when you stopped to think about it.

It had only been a few months, yet so much had changed. The old her wouldn’t have remotely considered that she’d sleep with other men, or have a man she fondly called her bull, or have slept with another woman, or done so much of it with Zach, or… everything.

What still surprised her was how good it felt. Not the physical act per se, she could get everything she needed on that front from Zach (although Phoebe did offer a point of difference there). Nor, even, the emotional connection, which again Zach more than satisfied.

It was the experience, the whole thing. It was so good entirely because it involved Zach, and because they both knew that the other was getting something great out of it. She loved, absolutely loved, looking at Zach while she was with someone else and seeing his reaction, usually an intoxicating mix of incredible arousal and desperate jealousy, knowing that he was enjoying those emotions thoroughly.

For her part she was also loving the experience of having someone else focused on her pleasure, and of focusing on theirs, safe in the knowledge that most of the times Zach was in close attendance… it was safe, and that allowed her to focus on the insanely good physical side in a way that she couldn’t have without him being such a keen participant.

It was important, she knew, to always elevate Zach to be the top of the tree, the alpha male, the man who reclaimed her after anyone else had spent time with her. Keep doing that and their relationship would go from strength to strength. Stop and, well, that didn’t feel wise.

She looked up as her tram arrived at her stop.

Her heart raced a little faster, her breath came a little harder. As a physiological response she knew and understood it, but regardless at a human level it was exciting.

She was genuinely excited to see Ben. Really excited.

As she walked the two hundred yards down the street to their apartment building she could feel the anticipation building. This promised to be a crazy weekend.


Chapter 2


Walking out of the lift on her and Zach’s floor, Harriet hesitated for a moment, a memory coming back to her with startling clarity… that first time that Ben had come to their apartment, the first night they’d slept together. Zach had gone ahead and so it was just her and Ben making the walk from the lift to the front door. The chemistry had been insanely good, though with an edge, a nervousness about what was about to happen. Then, outside the door, she’d stopped Ben and kissed him… really kissed him.

It had been electric and they’d been totally busted moments later when Zach opened the door. He’d found it amusing, thankfully, but it was a moment that Harriet treasured… the moment she knew that what they were doing felt right.

Standing outside the front door, alone this time, she heard voices the other side and knew that Ben was there already. Taking a deep breath she put her key to the lock and opened it, and there they were… Zach and Ben, beers in hand, laughing at some joke.

They turned and both smiled and she felt her heart soar. Ben looked the same but a little different, a bit more tanned. Clearly it hadn’t been all work for the month away.

“Hey,” Harriet said, smiling.

“Hey,” Ben replied, meeting her gaze.

She walked over to them, careful to go to Zach first and give him a welcome kiss. “You had a good day?” Zach asked.

“Yeah, thanks, just had a patient at the end who needed a bit more attention. You?”

“Same as ever,” he replied, grinning. She raised her eyebrows, asking for permission to go to Ben, and Zach nodded.

She turned to Ben who’d been watching that moment of domestic normality. “And you, my magnificent bull… you’re back.”

He laughed. “I’m back.”

“Come here.”

Ben took a couple of steps and before she had a moment to think they were in each other’s arms and she was kissing him hard… God, she’d missed the feel of his lips on her lips, his body on her body. It felt really, really good.

She forced herself to break the kiss before it went on too long. “That’s what this hotwife needed…” she teased, glancing first at Ben and then at Zach who was watching enthralled. She stepped back. “I’m going to grab a shower and get changed, you weren’t supposed to see me in my scrubs.”

“You look good in your scrubs though. No need to change for me,” Ben replied, then glanced at Zach. “I’m sure you agree?”

“One hundred percent.”

“That’s very kind of you both,” she said, “but believe me you’ll get a Harriet who’s much more into this if I’ve done it.” She walked over towards the main bedroom then turned. “Enjoy your beers.”

“We will. But Harriet…” She turned back to look at Ben again from the doorway. “Would you wear your scrubs for me some time?”

She felt her cheeks redden. “If you play your cards right…”

***

Fifteen minutes later she came back out, changed into her carefully chosen casual wear of a denim skirt and a white vest top, neither of which could exactly be called conservative but also neither of which were too revealing either. Her hair was still damp from the shower, only towel dried, gathered over one shoulder.

The men were out on their balcony, chatting away, Zach leaning forward in his seat to illustrate a point with hand gestures while Ben was sat back on their outdoor sofa, nodding in agreement. It was nice to see, the two of them clearly got on very well at a personal level which, for Harriet, was what made this whole thing viable as a potentially longer term arrangement.

She opened the fly screen and stepped out on to the balcony. “You fellas look settled in. Another beer?”

Zach stood up. “I’ll get them. You want one?”

“Have we got some wine open?”

“There’s that bottle of white?” Harriet nodded and Zach headed inside.

Which seat to take? Stealing Zach’s seat might be a little more reserved, but then it could make it a bit harder, a bit less organic when they wanted things between her and Ben to heat up later on and, to be honest, she wasn’t in the mood to make it awkward.

“Mind if I sit next to you?” she asked Ben.

He smiled. “I’d like nothing more.” He moved along and she sat down next to him, leaning back against the cushion and resting her feet on their low table.

“Mmmm… this is nice,” she said, closing her eyes momentarily.

“Tough day?”

She turned her head to look at Ben who’d rearranged himself to turn her way, one leg tucked under him, his arm along the back of the chair. Harriet reached her hand out and took a loose hold of his other hand. “Much, much better for seeing you,” she replied with a smile.

He smiled back. “Same here. I’ve missed you guys.”

She gave his hand another squeeze then turned her head back and closed her eyes again. “This must make a change from all the five star hotels you’ve been in the last month.”

Harriet heard Ben chuckle ruefully. “The seniors might have been five star, not so much me though. I stayed in a couple of dumps.”

She turned to look at him again. “They can’t have been that bad, surely?”

“One was! In Manila. It felt genuinely dangerous.”

“Really?” Harriet sat up a little more and mirrored Ben’s posture, half turned to face him, resting her free hand on his knee, not in an overtly sexual way, just their easy familiarity. “Tell me.”

Zach came back out with their drinks and took his own seat again, and Harriet was pleased to see a small smile cross his features when he saw how comfortably they’d settled back with each other.

“Tell you what?” Zach asked.

“A terrible hotel in Manila.”

Zach started laughing and looked at Ben. “Harriet loves a good tale about a hotel disaster.”

“Guilty,” Harriet added, grinning.

“Oh, you’ll love this one then,” Ben replied. “In hindsight, the pair of sixty-something hookers hanging around outside reception should have been a warning…”

He launched into an explanation of what did indeed sound like the hotel from hell, particularly for a business trip… drug deals in the hotel bar, rodent droppings in the bedrooms, food poisoning, the works. It broke whatever ice was still left to be broken very nicely indeed.

The next hour or so passed quickly while the sun set over the city, the three of them catching up on what they’d all been up to in their lives in general, interspersed with eating the dinner that they got delivered after half an hour and topping up their drinks.

Eventually, Ben asked something that Harriet had been building herself up to ask too. “Have you guys been… I guess, have you seen other people while I’ve been away.” He paused as he looked between Harriet and Zach. “Obviously that’s cool, like we’ve discussed before, I just figure we should keep being completely honest with each other.”

“We’ve… had some fun, yes,” Zach replied. “How about you?”

“Oh, I’ve been a very well behaved bull,” Ben laughed. “To be honest not much opportunity anyway, and I was kind of seeing… her. But not now. That ended.” Harriet found it interesting how he didn’t say the name of the woman he’d been seeing before he left, and she got the distinct impression that ending it hadn’t been his idea.

Harriet pouted. “Does that mean I’ve been a naughty hotwife?” she teased.

“That depends on what you guys have been doing… I’m wondering if I’ve been missing out?”

“You want to tell him or should I?” Zach asked Harriet.

“You tell.” Harriet was curious to hear how Zach would describe what they’d done since they last saw Ben, and it didn’t quite feel right to her deeply ingrained English sensibilities to talk completely openly about all they’d got up to.

“This sounds interesting…”

Zach grinned. “We went to a party.”

“And…?”

“It was a very open minded party. You should come to the next one. We, errr, we both had some fun there.” Zach glanced over at Harriet. “Turns out that my hotwife has something of the exhibitionist in her…”

Ben turned to look at Harriet, his eyebrows raised in a question. She felt her cheeks go bright red at the sudden attention but played it cool. “There was one guy who, well, we fooled around in front of quite a few people.”

“Fooled around, like…?” Ben asked. He was curious, she could tell, but with a hint of tightness to his question… just a hint of jealousy maybe?

“Like fooled around all the way. It was an experience.”

“Harriet’s not telling the whole story though,” Zach added, his amusement obvious. “Him and his girlfriend are adult content creators, and Harriet lost a bet so… she has to do something.”

Ben looked between the two of them in surprise. “Not…” He lowered his voice to a whisper. “…not that?”

“No, not that. Zach’s exaggerating!” Harriet took a moment to get her words straight. “They want me to shoot content with them. Adult content. But I wouldn’t go that far on the bet… what I said I’d do is agree to talk to a couple of other women, well wives, to hear their experience of doing it. And they’ve given us a free pass to watch their content. See what we think.”

“So my hotwife wants to be a porn star?” Ben teased, laughing.

Zach joined in. “It seems that way… apparently there’s a lot of interest in the whole hotwife and bull dynamic.”

“Would you make content with them?” Ben asked, looking at Harriet.

She hesitated. “No… but they are nice and they helped me out with another thing, so…”

“That doesn’t sound unequivocal.” He turned to Zach. “Does it?”

Zach shook his head. “I think it fair to say that Harriet is keeping her options open.”

“So that sounds like an eye opening night. I’d love to come along next time,” Ben replied. “Was that it?”

“Oh no,” Zach laughed. “Harriet then managed to fit in a secret lesbian affair…”

“What?!” Ben looked in astonishment between them. “You’re kidding?”

“I’m not…”

Harriet felt like she needed to give her side. “Remember how when we were up in the mountains, I told you how I’ve got a permanent hall pass from Zach for a woman. Well, I played it. With my ex-Pilates teacher Phoebe.”

“Was it… good?” Ben asked hesitantly. “You had a good time?”

“It was.” Harriet looked at Zach. “You enjoyed it too, right?”

Zach nodded and they explained the whole set up for Zach’s birthday, the secret cheating but not cheating fantasy, the hotel, the video feed, and then Zach joining in.

“Wow…” was Ben’s reply when they’d finished. “You guys haven’t taken it easy.” Harriet had a moment of worry that Ben was offended but he grinned. “That is awesome.”

“It’s been pretty cool,” Zach added. “You know what Harriet’s like with her naming everything. Tell Ben what you’ve called your menagerie.”

Harriet grinned. “Well, Ben, you’re my bull, so that name is taken and deservedly so. But Mark, the content creator, well he felt like something a bit different. He’s my stallion.”

“Stallion? That’s… awesome.” Harriet could see Ben thinking about her with her stallion and liking what he saw in that terminology.

“And Phoebe, she’s our unicorn. You know, given the rarity value of a beautiful, available, single woman who’s open to whatever dynamic.”

There was a natural pause in the conversation while Ben’s mind caught up with all of that, and then Ben said, “All this talk of stallions and unicorns, I feel like I’ve got some catching up to do.” His hand squeezed Harriet’s. “What do you reckon?”

Harriet squeezed back. “I reckon I’m done talking. Zach?”

“Oh, I’m done talking. Is tonight going to be me watching?”

“You’re good with that?” Harriet asked Ben, who nodded. “Yeah, let’s do that. We’ve got all weekend, right? So we can mix it up later. But right now,” she focused her attention on Ben, “I need my bull to reclaim me from my stallion and my unicorn.” She paused and flashed a grin at Zach. “And my husband has been getting too cocky by far, so I need you to remind him what my bull can do for me.” She looked back at Ben intently. “Can you do that for me, my magnificent bull?”

He leaned across suddenly and kissed her hard, a kiss that took her briefly by surprise before she returned it. “Nothing I want more,” he whispered. “I’ve been thinking of little else for the last few days.”

A little shiver of excited anticipation ran through Harriet… this was going to be fun.


Chapter 3


Harriet stood and took Ben’s hand, leading back inside.

He followed to start with but once they were through the door he pulled on her hand and she turned, to see him looking hungrily at her… a look that was one hundred percent desire and lust rolled up into one.

Ben stepped closer and kissed her again, his arms on her hips, pulling him against her, and she kissed him back, a passionate, desperate kiss, her arms reaching around him to pull him closer yet. She could feel his excitement pressed up against her and knew that her body was reacting in the same way… Ben did something for her that not many people other than Zach ever did, that was for sure.

“I want you now,” he half whispered, half growled before kissing her again. “Not in a minute, right now.”

Harriet pulled back slightly and the intensity with which he was looking at her made her bite her lip in anticipation… he wasn’t wasting any time.

She nodded slightly, because she wanted him right now too, all her plans for foreplay and taking their time thrown out of the window in the face of his desire for her. She kissed him again and felt his hand move down to the hem of her skirt then slip back up underneath, touching her in a way that wasn’t gentle but was absolutely perfect for the situation.

Harriet gasped at his touch, and then he’d broken the kiss and turned her around, and he was pressed up behind her, his hand still touching her, his other hand inside her vest top, wasting not a minute, his lips on her neck. She glanced over to see Zach settled on one of their bar stools at the kitchen counter, relaxed, beer in hand. He raised his eyebrow slightly in a question and she flashed him a little smile, gave a little nod of the head… yes, this is exactly what I want was what she was telling him and he nodded back. God, it was a thousand times better knowing that Zach was there to watch out for her.

She turned her head and kissed him briefly on the lips before he found her neck again, just right, and she reached her hand back, fumbling with the button and zip on his shorts and then springing him free, taking his hard cock in her hand, starting to play.

He growled, actually growled, into her neck as she copied him, nothing slow, nothing gentle, and then she felt his hands move and he was pushing her down on to the rug, on to her knees, and she put her hands down to support herself even as she felt him hitch up her skirt, felt his cock press up against her and then slide into her hard, making her cry out in a mix of pleasure and surprise… it was such a turn on to know that Ben wanted her so, so much that he couldn’t waste even a moment.

There was nothing gentle, nothing tender about what followed. It was frantic, desperate, animalistic… it was her magnificent bull claiming his hotwife. With one hand on her hip, pulling her onto him, the other tangled in her hair, pulling her head back, he fucked her. Zach was just off to the side and Harriet locked eyes with him as Ben slid into her again and again, feeling a sudden wave of pleasure roll through her and moaning loudly even as Ben increased the pace.

She had a brief moment of flashback to her first night with Ben, when they’d been in the same doggystyle position and she’d faked her climax. There was no danger of needing to do that now… in the months since Harriet had learned to embrace the position, the threesome in Bali flipping a switch that had stayed firmly flipped since then, regardless of who she was with. In fact, it was probably one of her favourite positions now.

“Oh God, my magnificent bull, that’s so fucking good…” she cried out. She knew that both men loved it when she talked like that but also, this time, she meant it. It felt amazing to be so thoroughly claimed, to be this desired that Ben couldn’t even wait to get their clothes off or make it to the bedroom.

He was breathing hard behind her now, his thrusts getting ragged even as each one filled her completely, his grip tightening on her hip, and Harriet knew he must be getting close when suddenly her orgasm hit her hard, her whole body radiating the most exquisite pleasure, her eyes locked on Zach’s and noticing his own obvious excitement as each thrust made her cry out again, and again, and again, and then she felt herself shaking, almost getting to be too much, and she instinctively reached a trembling arm back to push Ben away but stopped herself, but then her other arm couldn’t hold the weight and she fell forward, Ben falling forward with her and then she felt him climax deep inside her, felt what must have been weeks of pent up frustration pour out of him, heard his own moans mix with hers, and then he slowed to a stop, her pinned under him, him still inside her, and his lips were on her neck again and they felt so, so good, and she looked back at Zach whose eyes were bright with his own arousal and she whispered one breathless word…

“Fuck…”

***

A couple of hours later and the three of them had moved to Harriet and Zach’s spare room which had, over the months since their first encounter, become Ben’s home away from home. Save for when they had visitors staying its main purpose nowadays was to give the three of them somewhere to play that didn’t impinge on the sanctity of Harriet and Zach’s usual bedroom… all three of them knew that it was important for Harriet and Zach to have their own space that was only theirs.

The room was perfect for the purpose. A large double bed, a sofa down the wall under the window (bought after one too many jet lagged friends visiting from the UK had woken them up at ungodly hours because they couldn’t sleep and were up and about in the living room), an en-suite bathroom.

Over those months since that first night with Ben the bedside drawers had taken on various implements from the active sex life the three of them now enjoyed together… a blindfold and handcuffs for when they were feeling a little kinkier, a couple of toys, lube, all the paraphernalia to maximise what they got out of their time together. And sometimes it was all three in bed together, more often Harriet and Ben while Zach watched, and everyone now and then reversed, with Ben watching Harriet and Zach. They really had few boundaries by then, other than that they all had to agree to whatever they were doing and that Harriet was the centre of it… there was nothing physical between Zach and Ben.

Harriet had a constant mental note to clear out the bedroom drawers properly next time they had overseas visitors to stay… she wasn’t sure how she’d explain some of the items to, say, her parents next time they visited.

That night, though, visitors were far from their minds.

Her and Ben were on the bed, lying lazily and sweatily against each other, her head resting on Ben’s shoulder… but then having had sex together twice more since that first, desperate passionate time on the living room floor would tend to do that, she reflected, the delicious tenderness between her legs testament to just how thoroughly her magnificent bull had reintroduced himself to their lives. She needed a break for a bit, that was for sure.

Zach was reclined on the sofa, as naked as the two of them, something that had taken him a while to get used to doing when they’d first started with their experimenting but something that he’d grown to embrace… him being naked too got Harriet much more into the mood, knowing that he was as much a part of it as Ben or whoever she was with, and she greatly enjoyed seeing Zach’s own self-evident arousal whenever she was with someone else, and secretly particularly enjoyed it when he started to touch himself, taking that as a sign that his own enjoyment wasn’t an act, it was genuine.

“Tell me,” Ben asked after a few minutes. “How did that compare to your stallion and your unicorn?” He chuckled. “I want to be king of your menagerie.”

“I don’t know,” Harriet murmured contentedly. “What do you think Zach? You probably had the best perspective.”

“Hmmm…” Harriet could see that Zach was only pretending to think. “I don’t know… I mean your stallion made you scream, so…”

“Made you scream?” Ben asked. “Pretty sure I just did that.”

“What do you mean?” Harriet teased. “I was silent. Kept my dignity throughout.”

“Did I imagine those noises?” Ben asked Zach.

Zach laughed. “No, you didn’t. I hate to break it to you Harriet but you weren’t quiet… quite the opposite.”

“Surely not?” she joked. Of course she knew that she’d really let go a couple of times, not because she was putting on an act but because, quite simply, Ben didn’t give her any choice. He’d made her feel very good indeed.

“‘Oh, Zach, watch how my magnificent bull makes me feel’ I believe you shouted at one point,” Zach replied.

“Oh.” Harriet grinned. “How embarrassing.” Not meaning it at all.

“So I’ve bested the stallion,” Ben said. He flexed his muscles and Harriet dissolved into a fit of giggles.

“For now…” she added.

“For now. How about the unicorn?”

Harriet laughed. “Well that’s different… I’m pretty sure there’s things she can do that you can’t. You know, a woman’s just different.”

“And I’m sure there’s things I can do that she can’t.” Ben paused. “Unless she’s actually like one of the hookers outside that Manila hotel… we never quite worked out what they might be hiding under their skirts.”

Harriet grinned and rolled to look at Ben. “I can promise she’s not like that.” She rested her hand on his chest, lightly tracing her fingers over his skin, and was gratified to see a little twitch of his cock… it looked like he might still have some more in him that night, even after that last incredible couple of hours. “I think we can call you guys a draw, but it’s comparing apples with oranges. You both bring something different to the party.”

“A high scoring draw?”

“Yeah, that’ll do. What do you reckon Zach?”

“Sounds about right.”

They lay there contentedly for a while longer, then Harriet sat up and looked down at Ben. “I just remembered something…”

“What?” Ben looked supremely relaxed, his arms folded behind his head now that Harriet wasn’t leaning against him.

“The bar, right before you left for your trip. Or I guess outside the bar. I did something for you…”

“Did you?” Ben was grinning. “I honestly can’t remember.”

“Hmm…” Harriet replied. “The thing is, I’ve got photo evidence.” She reached for her phone from next to the bed and picked it up. After a few moments scrolling she found the video and hit play.

Zach was laughing, because the two of them had watched that video together quite a few times and they both enjoyed it… a video of Harriet on her knees in an alleyway, her lips wrapped around Ben’s hard cock, giving him his going away present while both Zach and the woman Ben had been seeing were waiting separately inside the bar.

The sounds filled the room, the volume turned right up… obscene noises of Harriet’s saliva spilling around her lips as she sucked cock for all she was worth, mixed with Ben’s heavy breathing. Certainly for Harriet going back into the bar a few minutes later with the taste of Ben still on her tongue had been an experience to remember.

“Oh, that,” Ben replied, his cheeks a little flushed. Harriet noticed that his cock had hardened again… he definitely remembered, no doubt there.

“Oh that indeed. So… you owe me.” She paused. “I’m going to go and lie back between Zach’s legs over there, and you’re going to kneel on the floor in front of me, and you’re going to give me what I gave you. And Zach,” she added, looking over at her husband. “You’re going to hold me, and touch me, and kiss me, and when Ben has finished I will do whatever you want to do to reclaim me, while Ben sits like a good bull who’s done his duty and watches, safe back in his field behind his gate. Any objections?”

Both men simply smiled, and Harriet got up and walked over to Zach. “May I?” she joked, gesturing at where he was sitting.

“Be my guest,” he replied, wrapping his arms around Harriet as she leaned back against him, the familiar feel of his lips on her hair, the familiar smell, everything familiar.

Ben stood up and walked over to them, kneeling down. “You can be very bossy when you want to be, can’t you?”

“Oh, you’ve not seen the half of it!” Zach replied earning a little slap on his hand from Harriet.

“Just for that, I’m going to set you both a challenge. Make me feel as good as Phoebe does…” She paused then let out a soft gasp as Ben leaned down, his tongue finding exactly the perfect place between her legs. “Good start,” she breathed, loving the sensation of Zach’s hand playing with her nipple while Ben’s tongue did its thing. “But I feel like you can do better…”

It turned out they could.


Chapter 4


Harriet woke to the sound of laughter drifting through the open bedroom door from the kitchen. She was alone in bed… in the spare bed. Feeling with her hands the bed was still warm on both sides of her so Zach and Ben can’t have been gone for more than a few minutes.

She stretched… a satisfied, contented stretch, warm in bed after a week at work with the sun streaming through the curtains and a patch of blue sky visible through a gap, comfortable in the knowledge that it was the start of the weekend and that her bull was back in her life.

It didn’t get much better, certainly if the night before was anything to go by. The sex with Ben had been spectacular, but Zach reclaiming her in front of Ben had been even better before she’d gone to sleep with her two favourite men naked on either side of her. She felt incredibly lucky, and on reflection she realised that she probably was.

“Ah, there she is.” Ben came into the room carrying a much needed mug of tea. “Sleep well?” He handed it to her as she sat back up against the headboard, sheet pulled over her chest… she wasn’t sure why, but it was instinct to preserve a little bit of modesty, even after the night before, and Ben was wearing his boxers by now after all.

“Very well thanks, you?” She took a sip of her tea… you could move the Englishwoman to Australia, but she’d never stop drinking tea in the mornings when she could.

“Like a log. Somebody must have tired me out or something…” He grinned and she grinned back.

Zach came through the door carrying a bowl with her usual Saturday morning breakfast of yoghurt and berries, wearing a pair of pyjama bottoms. “We figured you deserved an easy start to your day,” he said, sitting down on the bed next to her.

“Thank you both… couldn’t be more perfect.” She took another sip of the tea, revelling in how gloriously relaxed it all felt. “What’s going on later? You still going to Parkfest later?” Parkfest was, as the name suggested, a mini-festival in one of the parks bordering the harbour, focused on kids during the day but pivoting to adults as it got dark… good food, good drink, good music. Perfect for a beautiful day like that Saturday was shaping up to be.

Ben nodded. “You’re both going too, right?”

“Yep, we’ll be there late afternoon I reckon,” Zach replied. “I guess we play it as friends, seeing as you mentioned you’d be there with your mates.”

Ben laughed. “I think so? My mates know I’ve got something a little unorthodox going on but I reckon we spare them the details for now.” He shrugged. "They'll work it out anyway."

Harriet nodded. “Works for me… so long as you promise you’re coming back here with us at the end of the night?”

“Best part of the evening,” was Ben’s unequivocal reply.

“We’ll mix it up a bit though later, if that’s ok?” Harriet added. “I want Zach to be more involved.”

“Works for me,” Ben replied. “I’ve just got one other thing, this afternoon I need to sort a few things out back at my place. Can you excuse me for a few hours?”

“I’m sure we can survive without you,” Zach joked.

“I need the respite…” Harriet laughed. “Seriously.”

Harriet enjoyed her breakfast in bed chatting to Zach and Ben, a very easy atmosphere. After a while, Ben said, “There’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you both… and I wasn’t sure how to ask it, so forgive me if this comes out strangely.”

Zach and Harriet exchanged a glance, then Zach said, “Of course, shoot.”

Whatever it was had clearly been on Ben’s mind, as he took a deep breath before talking. “I didn’t want to say anything last night in case it messed with our vibe, but I guess… I have a reunion in a few weeks back at my old university in Melbourne. And it’s kind of awkward.” He smiled sheepishly. “I guess I’m opening up here about a bit of history.”

“Ok…?” Harriet nodded her encouragement for him to continue.

“I was going to take… Tina, the woman I was seeing before my trip.” There was a look that briefly crossed Ben’s face that confirmed to Harriet that the end of Ben and Tina hadn’t been Ben’s choice. “It’s a plus one sort of event, and…” Ben looked from one to the other, seemingly gauging their reaction.

Harriet glanced at Zach who looked sympathetic. She could see where this was going, so she was sure could Zach, and she could understand Ben’s hesitance. “Go on,” Zach said with a reassuring smile.

“I was wondering if Harriet would like to come with me instead?”

Harriet raised her eyebrows and looked at Zach again, whose expression was hard to read. Personally, she’d be fine with it if Zach was… but only if Zach was. She couldn’t steer it because it could cross a line he didn’t want crossed.

“What would that entail?” Zach asked neutrally.

“We’d get a morning flight on the Saturday, the reunion is from mid-afternoon until late, stay the night in Melbourne, then fly back on the Sunday.” Ben paused. “Separate hotel rooms, if that would help. Or Zach you could even come too, just I guess not to the reunion itself… that might be a bit weird.”

Zach nodded slowly and looked back at Harriet. She thought, from knowing him so well, that she could see a hint of something… that same hint of something that she’d seen in his eyes when they’d first turned their hotwife fantasy into something more real. It was something that suggested to Harriet that Ben’s request ticked those boxes for Zach, that heady mix of jealousy and enjoyment that he got from watching her with others.

Harriet looked back to Ben. “Why?”

“Here comes the history… my ex will be there, and she’ll be there with her boyfriend who, well, for want of a better word there was overlap. It ended acrimoniously and I want her to see that I’ve got something too.” Ben shrugged. “That’s the rationale I told myself, anyway, and it’s true.”

“But… there’s more?” Zach probed gently.

“This,” Ben gestured to the three of them, “for me is something that could be long term. I don’t think what we’ve got going on is casual. Not anymore.” Harriet nodded as did Zach. Both of them thought the same. “And I’d like to explore the dynamic with Harriet, just the two of us. We tried it a little in the Blue Mountains but I’d like to try it properly, see if there is that long term connection.” He looked down. “Sorry if I’ve just fucked this all up for us by getting serious… a month away can do strange things to your mind.”

Zach’s expression had shifted, something harder in the set of his mouth… uh oh, thought Harriet, this doesn’t bode well.

Ben noticed it too. “Oh, god, I’m sorry… that was too far, I shouldn’t have said anything…”

He trailed off as Zach broke into a grin. “I was just messing with you… I’d like to discuss it with Harriet later, but from my perspective I’m pretty sure I’m cool with that. It would be good, and it would help you teach your ex a lesson, so a win-win. Harriet?”

“I’m good with it if you are, Zach. But only if you are.” She looked at Ben. “Can we let you know this evening when we’ve had the chance to talk?”

“Of course.” He blew his cheeks out in an exaggerated sigh of relief. “I really thought I’d fucked this for a moment there…”

Zach grinned and there was an easy silence between them, and Harriet had an idea… because, frankly, Ben wasn’t just going to want to hang around chatting to them both until the afternoon, and that wasn’t what she or, she suspected, Zach wanted either. But how to shift the mood? That’s where her idea came in.

“I’d like to suggest something…”

Both men grinned. “You’ve got that look that I’m growing to recognise,” Ben said.

“Oh yes, she’s got that look without a doubt,” Zach added.

“And there I was thinking I was mysterious…” Harriet pouted. “You want to hear it?” Both men nodded. “Mark and Mandy, the adult content creators we met. They sent us their free link to their content. Want to take a look?”

“You’re asking me if I want to hang out with you and Zach to watch porn on this beautiful Saturday morning?”

Harriet nodded. “That’s exactly what I’m asking.”

Ben shook his head, chuckling. “Just when I think this can’t get any more perfect…”

“Zach, you ok with that?”

“Well, I mean obviously I’ve never seen pornography before, filthy stuff…” Zach hesitated, blushing when Harriet let out a guffaw of friendly disbelief. “But I’ll give it a try if that’s what you want.”

“Very gracious of you,” Harriet teased. “Ben, I imagine you’ve never seen any either?”

“Who, me? No, never.” His grin said otherwise. “I’ve heard it can be entertaining.”

“Indeed,” Harriet replied. “You’re both terrible liars. Whereas I am being completely truthful in saying that I’ve never ever just a little bit watched some. Zach… can we get it on the TV in here?”

“Give me a minute but I reckon so. You want us to watch it in bed?”

Harriet laughed. “It’ll make what follows easier…”

***

Wow.

That was Harriet’s first thought as they started to watch some of Mark and Mandy’s content. The quality was high… actual good camera work, semi-decent acting to set the scene, it was firmly at the upper end in terms of quality.

Mandy had sent Harriet a couple of recommended videos for her and Zach to watch, part of their Desperate Sydney Hotwives series apparently… not exactly a lot of mystery as to what they were getting there, but then, Harriet figured, maybe that’s the art of marketing in that sort of industry. Tell the customer exactly what they’re getting.

Both men had given Harriet complete free choice of what they watched, though, and that series felt just a little close to the bone to start with. At the moment, in her head, what she was doing with Zach and Ben was unique to them, not something that other women had done too.

Instead they settled on one of their top rated videos, half an hour long, starring Mark and Mandy themselves and filmed, from the description, on holiday in Thailand. She was excited to see that one… Mark was, true to her nickname for him, a stallion, tall, muscular, alpha, while Mandy complemented him well, a slim, toned, tanned physique with a messy blonde haircut and a cute face that made her look for all the world like she spent most of her life on the beach or in the sea. The two of them together would be hot.

And as they started watching it… wow.

It started with Mandy getting ready in the bathroom of their holiday villa, wearing an expensive looking dress, and Mark stepping out of the shower and… Harriet could feel herself getting hot and flustered just seeing them, the chemistry, the dominant way that she remembered so well from her own experience with Mark that he took charge… it wasn’t long until Mandy’s dress wasn’t going to be much use to wear for dinner, or indeed until her mouth was doing things to Mark that Harriet had a visceral memory of doing to him herself.

She glanced over at Zach, to her left, and he saw and glanced back, smiling at her, before focusing on the screen again. She could tell from his expression that he was as enthralled as her. A glance to Ben to her right told the same story. She leaned across, putting her head on Ben’s shoulder, her hand resting on his chest, while his arm wrapped around her. At the same time she stretched out her legs across Zach’s lap, gratified to brush what felt like a very hard cock as she did, and his hands rested on her thighs. It was an insanely comfortable position to sit in, her two men against her.

The action on screen had switched from the bathroom to the bedroom and, well, Mandy and Mark weren’t leaving anything to the imagination. He was on top of her now and it looked like she was clinging on for dear life as his muscles flexed and he thrust into her… Harriet caught herself wondering what she’d looked like when she’d been under him, it had felt as good as Mandy made it look, that was certain, and if it looked even half as sexy then she’d be happy.

Harriet shifted a little, conscious that this was turning her on more than she’d expected. She’d thought it would be a little bit of fun as a prelude to something with Zach and Ben, but she wasn’t sure she wanted to wait. Slowly, trying to be casual, she slipped her hand down from where it was resting on Ben’s chest. She felt Zach’s hand on her thigh slip up a little and when she glanced over he gave her a knowing smile… he understood her game and, it seemed, he approved.

As her hand slid lower on Ben, so Zach’s hand crept higher on her, working up her inner thigh, and she stifled a little gasp as his hand got just high enough, an exquisitely soft touch that was just enough to tease with a promise of more to come.

Her hand moved the last few inches and she was rewarded by the feel of Ben’s now hard cock, heavy and thick and pleasantly long… she’d told Zach otherwise but Ben was a little larger than him, a little thicker, and it gave her such a wonderful contrast, different enough to make sex with Ben an appreciably different, but no better or worse, experience than with Zach.

Ben was playing it cool, the only sign that he’d even noticed a slight tightening of his hand on her shoulder, even as she slowly started to move her hand up and down… very slowly, teasing him in the same way that Zach was teasing her.

On screen it was reaching a crescendo, very noisily, and it didn’t sound like Mandy was faking anything… again, something that Harriet could identify with from her own experience with Mark. When they’d finished the video cut to what presumably was a little later, out on the villa’s balcony or terrace or whatever it was, Harriet really wasn’t going to split hairs at that point, and Mandy was going down on Mark again, filmed for the side.

“Would you like me to do that?” she whispered innocently to Ben.

He smiled his smile at her but said nothing, simply moving the sheet to one side to reveal his cock. Harriet smiled back and then lowered her head, taking him in her mouth, still watching the screen as she settled into a familiar, slow rhythm, teasing with her lips, her tongue, feeling him slip his fingers through her hair, not possessively, simply a kind of caress.

She parted her legs a little and Zach took the hint, moving from delicately playing with her which already felt amazing to sliding a finger into her while his thumb gently teased her clitoris… oh God, after all their years together Zach could still touch her like no one else, even Phoebe. Well, maybe Phoebe was as good, but still… incredible.

Harriet sighed in pleasure onto Ben’s cock and felt him twitch. On screen they’d swapped positions, Mark going down on Mandy although Harriet found herself drawn to his hard cock that was jutting out obscenely in profile… it looked so erotic, their position, what the two of them were doing, it didn’t surprise her that they made good money from their content. Harriet wondered whether this was the video that Mandy had told her about where a couple of hours filming had more than paid for their entire holiday.

Then, on screen, it shifted again, back in the bedroom, Mandy on her back, her legs both pushed to one side as Mark slid firmly into her again. “I want that, Zach, right now,” she said, lifting her lips off Ben’s cock, nodding towards the TV, for just a moment before carrying on.

“Your wish is my command,” Zach replied, and she detected a note of almost relief in his voice… understandable because at that moment he was the only one not getting anything from the situation.

She felt him move to kneel, push her legs to one side, then quickly she felt him slide into her, his groan matched by hers… good God that feels so good, she thought, I need that.

Zach started to thrust into her and, she realised with a smile, was timing himself with the action on screen… whether deliberate or not, she’d tease him about that later. She could feel something big building deep within, those first tremors rolling through her, and started to increase her efforts with Ben, moving faster, more deliberately, less playfully. She felt him shift under her and then it all happened fast… Ben’s hand in her hair tightened and she felt him cum suddenly, tasted him on her tongue, and that pushed her over the edge, her orgasm rolling through her, and when she moaned that triggered Zach who came loudly himself.

All over too fast… and left with three post-orgasmic lovers, tangled together in the bed in the morning sunlight, watching Mandy and Mark up on screen rapidly reaching their own conclusion, their climaxes echoing through the apartment and around its breathless occupants.


Chapter 5


“Here’s good for a rest?”

Harriet came to a halt, Zach stood next to her. Both stood catching their breath for a long few moments… it was a hot day that Saturday and possibly going for a run wasn’t the best idea, but it felt important after last night and that morning with Ben, a way to reconnect that wasn’t just spending time in their apartment, a way to be just them for a couple of hours without retreating to the sanctity of their bedroom.

“4.2k so far,” Zach said, checking his watch, “good pace too.”

Harriet smiled and rested her hand on his shoulder as she stretched out her left hamstring… there’d been a moment the night before where Ben had put her ankles on his shoulders and she’d felt something stretching that probably shouldn’t have been stretched, but in the moment she hadn’t remotely cared seeing as that had coincided with either her second or third climax of the night, she couldn’t quite remember. Next day though, a little sore.

“How far back?”

“Only about 3k… easy,” Zach grinned.

“Let’s take a break here and get some water.”

They fetched a couple of cold bottles of water from the kiosk in the small harbour side park and sat down under the shade of a tree, looking out at the view.

“We’re lucky, aren’t we?” Harriet said after a while.

“I think so… but how do you mean?”

“Everything I guess.” She gestured vaguely at the view of the harbour. “This. Us. The rest.”

Zach grinned. “I like that it’s still us then the rest.”

Harriet smiled too. “So do I.” She let a few moments pass, then asked the question that had been on her mind. “We should talk, about Ben’s ask. For me to go with him to his reunion.” She paused to make sure he was listening. “What do you think about it?”

Zach looked at her for a long moment. “You ask, you answer first,” he teased.

“Uh-uh,” she replied, shaking her head. “Whatever happens or doesn’t you have to be cool with. It’s not up to me. The only thing I have to say here is a veto if you say I should go and I don’t want to, but I’m not telling you either way until you tell me. And there’s no right answer and no wrong answer. Whatever you think I’m happy with.”

“Dammit… you’re always a step ahead me. What do I think? I think Christ yes, I want you to go. It’s like my cheat fantasy on overdrive, you and him playing at boyfriend and girlfriend, or maybe not really playing any more if we're being honest with ourselves, then you coming back to me.”

“What about the relationship dynamic?”

“I think Ben is right, and we’ve talked about it before, right? This has the potential to be something more significant than just casual, it already is… Ben means something to both of us. I think we need to explore this, to see what it means. But if you do, you have to be totally honest with me. While you’re with him, pretend I’m not around… commit completely, be lovers in every way. But then you have to promise to be totally truthful with me, not just about the physical side but also the emotional side. Ok?”

Harriet grinned. “You’re assuming I’m not going to veto…”

“You’re not, are you?”

“No, I’m not. I think if your reasoning had just been about your cheat fantasy I would, but the rest of what you said is sound… we can’t ever know if this is something serious without trying something a bit more, well, serious. We’re taking a risk if I go, but I think it’s worth it, right?”

“Exactly. And I feel like if it didn’t go well, if you found yourself feeling something that didn’t feel right well, we’re strong enough to work that out. Whereas if it went well… it could be really something.”

They sat in silence for a few minutes, then Zach stood and held out his hand to help Harriet up. “Ready?”

“Not quite,” she said. She stepped closer and kissed him hard. “I love you so, so much Zach. Above everything else, always.” She leaned back and pointed at his heart. “I love you first and foremost.”

He kissed her back. “And I love you so, so much too. But…” He started to run. “Last one back still has to empty the dishwasher.”


Chapter 6


The sun was falling towards the horizon by the time Harriet and Zach had been home, showered and got changed, and made it to the entrance to the park where the mini-festival was happening. It was a glorious evening, that particular mix of gold and deep blue that Sydney did so well on summer evenings.

Parkfest was in full swing, or rather it was mid-swing in its transition from family friendly afternoon fun to something firmly more adult oriented. As they walked along the path towards the main area Harriet could see families packing up their picnic blankets and herding what looked like sugar stimulated children towards the exit. The music drifting across from the main stage had taken on an edgy vibe, electronic with a bass line thumping through the warm air.

“Good timing,” Zach said, echoing her thoughts as they walked past a father carrying a sleeping toddler.

“Perfect timing,” Harriet agreed, slipping her arm through his. After the intensity of last night and that morning with Ben it felt good to be just the two of them for a little bit longer, walking through a park to a cool evening event like any other Sydney couple their age.

They rounded a corner and the main area opened up in front of them, sloping gently down towards the harbour. The main stage was set up at the bottom with the water as a spectacular backdrop, the Sydney Harbour Bridge visible in the distance. Food trucks lined one side, their smells just about reaching to where Harriet and Zach stood… wood fired pizza, Thai street food, Korean barbecue, they weren’t going to struggle for choices later. On the other side a large white marquee housed the bar that looked to be doing very good business, thronged with people.

“Drink first?” Zach suggested.

“I don’t even need to talk, do I?” Harriet laughed. That had been exactly what she had in mind.

They joined the queue in the tent, the crowd inside quite energetic. Harriet found herself people watching while they waited, seeing groups of friends around their age, late twenties and early thirties, some clearly having already spent most of their day there, others just arriving, ready and raring to go. It was a very pleasant atmosphere, relaxed, happy, precisely what Harriet wanted.

“What are you thinking?” Zach asked as they reached the front of the queue.

“Just that this is nice. Us.” She smiled at him.

He nodded then laughed. “That’s great, but I meant what drink?”

“Ah, God, sorry… gin and tonic for me please.”

“Two gin and tonics,” Zach said to the surprisingly patient bartender.

Drinks in hand they found a spot outside the tent on the grass with a decent view of the stage. A band was setting up and, as they did their sound check, the electronic music died out and the crowd grew and grew… it was proving popular.

Harriet sat down and Zach settled next to her, their shoulders together. She took a sip of her drink… strong, exactly what she needed.

“So,” Zach said after a while, his voice casual but with an undercurrent of something more. “Big weekend so far.”

Harriet laughed. “You could say that.”

“How are you feeling about tonight? Seeing Ben again after last night and this morning?”

She thought about it, about how to articulate what was in her head. “Good. Really good.” She paused. “Last night was… intense.”

“It looked it.”

“Tell me,” she replied. “Genuinely, describe to me your favourite part. I want to know.”

Zach took a sip of his drink and she could tell he was buying time to think. “The start was insane, you and him on our floor… wow. But I think it was later, actually the part before you got him to kneel on the floor and go down on you. When you were in the missionary position, remember that?”

Harriet grinned and felt herself blushing, because how could she forget? “With my wrists?”

“With your wrists. When he pinned them above your head with one hand and you… Jesus, Harriet, I could tell you were in heaven. You completely forgot I was there for a few minutes, didn’t you?”

She nodded, safe in the knowledge that that was all a part of this. “Guilty. It felt amazing. Did it look it?”

“I reckon it looked even better. You two look so, so good together when you’re in sync. You’re very compatible, and two very good looking people.”

“Not as much as you and me, remember that.”

“Kind of you to say!” Zach paused a moment, then said, “Shall we hang out just you and I for a little while? Soon as we find Ben it’s going to get crazy, particularly as we’re going to meet his mates for the first time.”

“Yeah, I’d like that. I really don’t know whether meeting his mates will be weird or normal…

The band started playing, an indie-electronic sound that fitted the vibe perfectly, and for the next half hour they just sat there, drinking, listening to the music, occasionally commenting on the crowd or the performance. It was easy, comfortable, the sort of evening that reminded Harriet why she loved living in Sydney.

“Ready to find Ben?” Zach asked when they’d finished their drinks.

“Ready when you are.”

They stood and brushed themselves off, then started to make their way through the growing crowd. Harriet had her phone out, checking the last message from Ben about where they’d be, when Zach said, “There.”

She looked up to see Ben about twenty meters away, part of a group of four guys, all holding beers and talking animatedly. Ben spotted them at almost the same moment and raised his hand in greeting, a broad smile crossing his face.

“Hey!” Ben called as they got closer. “You made it.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Harriet replied, returning his smile. There was that now familiar flutter again seeing him, but she kept it in check. Not the time, not the place. At least not yet.

Ben turned to his friends. “Guys, this is Harriet and Zach. Harriet, Zach, this is James, Matt, and Chris.”

Handshakes all round, friendly smiles, the sort of easy Australian welcome that Harriet had grown to love about Sydney. James was tall with the sort of tan that spoke of weekends spent outdoors. Matt was stockier, ginger-haired, with an infectious grin. Chris was quieter, assessing, but not unfriendly.

“Lovely to meet you all,” Zach replied, “and apologies in advance when we get your names all muddled.”

“So you’re the guys who’ve been keeping Ben busy,” James said with a smile that was right on the boundary between knowing innuendo and open friendliness. Harriet thought she’d give him the benefit of the doubt.

“Guilty,” Harriet replied. “I reckon that goes both ways though.”

“Oh, I’m sure it does,” Matt added, and there was definitely a twinkle in his eye that told her that they all either knew something or strongly suspected.

Ben laughed and shook his head. “Ignore them, they’re terrible.”

James grinned. “Another round? What are you both drinking?”

As James headed off to get drinks, the conversation flowed naturally. Harriet found herself chatting to Matt about the festival, how long it had been running, which bands were good. Chris, warming up now, started talking to Zach about cricket… the Ashes series was coming up and this was mandatory conversation material, though she tried not to listen in to the Pom-bashing.

“So how do you three know each other?” Harriet asked during a lull, directing the question at Matt but including Ben.

“University,” Matt replied. “We all studied engineering together in Melbourne, ended up in Sydney for work. Ben was the last to make the move up here, what, two years ago?”

“About that,” Ben confirmed.

James came back with a tray of beers and they settled into an easy rhythm. Harriet noticed how Ben’s friends made room for her and Zach in the group, not just physically but in the conversation too. There was none of that awkwardness you sometimes got meeting new people, no sense of being outsiders or needing to prove yourself. They were just… included. They were Ben’s new friends, therefore they were his friends’ friends too.

As the sun sank lower and the music got louder, the group migrated closer to the stage. Harriet found herself standing between one of Ben’s friends, James she thought, though she was starting to lose track, and Zach, while Ben was on Zach’s other side, deep in conversation about something work-related.

“So,” James said, leaning closer so she could hear over the music, “Ben’s been pretty cryptic about you two. Says you’re friends but, you know.” He shrugged. “We can read between the lines.”

Harriet felt herself blush but kept her voice steady. “It’s… complicated.”

“When is anything not, right?” James replied with an easy smile. “For what it’s worth, he seems happy. Happier than he’s been in a while. So whatever you’ve got going on, it’s working.”

“Thanks,” Harriet said, touched by his directness. “That means a lot.”

“Just don’t break his heart,” James added, but there was no threat in it, just genuine care for his friend. “He’s a good guy.”

“We know,” Harriet replied. “And we won’t.”

The conversation moved on, more drinks appeared, and Harriet lost herself in the moment. The music was good, the company was good, and she felt genuinely relaxed in a way she hadn’t expected. This was nice, she thought. Not everything had to be intense or fraught with meaning. Sometimes it could just be… fun.

She’d been talking to Chris about his recommendations for restaurants in Sydney, apparently he was quite the foodie, when she noticed Zach heading off in the direction of the bar tent.

“Wine for me,” she called after him.

He gave a thumbs up in acknowledgment and disappeared into the crowd.

Harriet turned back to Chris who was in the middle of explaining why a particular Vietnamese place in Marrickville was criminally underrated, when she noticed Zach returning sooner than expected. And he was grinning.

Not just smiling. Grinning from cheek to cheek.

“That was quick,” she said as he handed her a glass of chilled white wine.

“Yeah, funny thing,” Zach replied, still grinning. “You know who’s here?”

Harriet’s heart skipped a beat. “Who?”

“Phoebe. She’s in the bar tent with some friends.”

Harriet felt her mouth drop open slightly. “Phoebe’s here? Are you sure?”

“Very sure. We had quite a nice chat while I was waiting for drinks.” His grin broadened. “She seemed very interested to hear you were here too.” He paused for emphasis. “Very.”

Harriet’s mind was racing. Phoebe. Here. At Parkfest. It was a popular event, but when they’d been talking earlier in the week she’d said nothing about it… not that that meant anything, but still.

“Did she say…” Harriet started, then stopped, suddenly aware that she’d frozen a little.

Zach leaned in close. “She’s with three or four friends. They’re just hanging out in the bar tent, listening to the acoustic guy who’s playing in there. Or at least trying to be heard over the music out here.”

“I should…” Harriet looked at the group around her, then back at Zach. “I should probably go and say hello, right?”

“I’d say that’s a good idea,” Zach replied, his eyes twinkling. “I’ll stay here with Ben and the guys. Take your time.”

Harriet nodded, took a fortifying sip of her drink, then excused herself from the group. Ben caught her eye as she left and raised an eyebrow in question, but she just smiled and mouthed “back soon” before heading off through the crowd.

The bar tent was busier now, the early evening rush in full swing. Harriet pushed through, scanning for Phoebe, her heart beating faster than it probably should. This was ridiculous, she told herself. She’d spent two nights with Phoebe in the last week, but it was very casual… she could and probably should play it cool and see if they bumped into each other.

But she knew why. Because seeing Phoebe here, in public, in this context… it was different. It was a sudden random element thrown into her plans for a weekend reunion with Ben and, just a little bit, she wanted to control it.

Though how or why exactly she couldn’t have said.

She couldn’t spot her at first in the crowd, people packed around the bar and clustered in groups throughout the tent. Harriet started to weave her way through, the bar busy enough that she was having to squeeze her way between people, a hand on the back here, a polite excuse me there.

She was starting to give up hope of finding Phoebe and was heading back outside to find Zach and Ben again when she felt a hand on her forearm and a familiar voice say, “Harriet! There you are!”

Harriet turned and Phoebe was in front of her, a broad, excited smile on her face that Harriet matched… God, there was attraction between the two of them, even if she’d tried to push it to one side for this time with Ben.

“Hey,” Harriet managed to say.

“Hey.”

They looked at each other for a long moment, both unsure how really to great each other, then Phoebe took the plunge, stepping close to hug Harriet tightly. It felt good, really good, Phoebe’s body pressed against her, Phoebe’s mouth next to her ear whispering, “I’ve been thinking about you nonstop since our date.”

“Me too,” Harriet whispered back, half lying because while yes she’d been thinking about her a lot she’d also been thinking about Ben and Zach, but a white lie she was comfortable with. “It’s good to see you.”

Phoebe planted a light kiss on her cheek as they separated and took Harriet’s hand in hers, their fingers interlacing in a way that felt completely and utterly natural, looking intently into Harriet’s eyes for a long moment.

“Zach and I are here with some friends,” Harriet said. “If you’d like to all hang out?” She looked around. “You and your friends I mean, if they’re around?”

Phoebe grinned. “Let’s ask them,” she said, half turning. “Harriet meet my friends.” It was only then that Harriet realised they had an audience… and as Phoebe continued saying, “Everyone, this is Harriet. Harriet, this is Hannah, Jess and Sophie,” Harriet felt the world tilt.

Because when she looked at Sophie she had a jolt of recognition.

Sophie.

As in Sophie, her junior doctor colleague from the hospital.

As in Sophie, who she’d been working with just the day before and who’d been teasing her about doing old people stuff that weekend.

Sophie, whose expression had gone from friendly interest to complete shock in the space of a second, her eyes wide and staring at Harriet and Phoebe’s hands held intimately together, her mouth falling open slightly as recognition and understanding crashed through her simultaneously.

Oh. Fuck.

No way could Harriet brush the way Phoebe had just greeted her off as simple friendship, and no way was Harriet remotely ready to go public with her and Zach’s new unorthodox lifestyle, not least with a colleague…


Chapter 7


For a long, frozen moment Harriet just stood there, watching the realisation dawn across Sophie’s face. She saw Sophie’s eyes go from her to Phoebe and back again, saw the pieces clicking into place, saw the exact moment when she’d eliminated all other possibilities and understanding dawned.

Any other time it would have been hilarious, Sophie’s mouth opening slightly, then closing again. Her eyes went wide, kind of like an impression of a fish.

But she didn’t say anything. Not out loud, at least.

Phoebe, oblivious to Sophie’s reaction, said to Harriet, “We all went to school together, years ago now.”

“Lovely to meet you,” Harriet managed with a smile, on autopilot while her brain tried to catch up with what was happening. “Hey Sophie.”

“Hey.”

“You guys know each other?” Phoebe asked.

“Yeah… we work together,” Sophie said.

“Harriet was asking if we’d like to hang out with her and her husband and friends,” Phoebe said, glancing around at the group and oblivious to Sophie's astonishment. “You guys up for that?”

There was general agreement and Hannah and Jess headed to the bar to replenish their drinks while Phoebe apologised that she needed to pop by the lady’s room first, leaving Harriet and Sophie alone for a couple of minutes.

“So…” Sophie said, a grin across her face. “Old people stuff this weekend?”

Harriet shook her head, smiling wryly back, her cheeks going red. “Sophie, I…”

“Your husband knows?” Sophie said. “About… you and Phoebe?” No judgment in her voice, just curiosity and Harriet suspected she was asking so as not to accidentally put her foot in it later as much as anything.

Harriet was tempted to try and bluff, pretend that there wasn’t anything with Phoebe, but she knew it was hopeless… of course Sophie had seen. “Yes,” Harriet replied. “It’s… we’re doing something a bit unusual.”

Sophie looked at her for a moment, then glanced over at where Phoebe had left the tent moments before. “You know what? Of course you are. And of course Phoebe’s the one person I know who’d be completely cool with that.” She laughed quietly. “She’s always been into… unorthodox situations. Even at school.”

“I can explain…” Harriet started.

“No need,” Sophie interrupted, her voice kind. “Honestly, what you do in your free time is your business, it’s your private life.” She paused, then added with a mischievous glint in her eye, “Though I have to say, this is absolutely not the you that I thought I was getting to know.”

Despite her mortification, Harriet couldn’t help but laugh. “No, I suppose it’s not.” She hesitated. “I wasn’t expecting to see Phoebe tonight, so it was all a bit of a surprise. Look… I need to explain something about my situation, but can you promise to keep it to yourself? No one at work can know… it would be really awkward.”

“Sure.”

“There’s a guy… Ben. We’re here with him tonight. He’s… I guess special to me and Zach. Just in case you pick up on any vibes.”

Sophie’s eyebrow was raised but she was grinning again. “Ok, wow… so Phoebe. But also Ben. And your husband, Zach. Look, it’s 2026, people can do what they want. Good for you… I’ll say no more. Just maybe… let’s make you and Phoebe a topic we don’t talk about at work? That could be awkward. I don’t need to get involved if something bad happens between you.”

Harriet laughed again, this time with genuine relief. “Deal. Absolutely. Thank you for being so… cool about this.”

“I am slightly devastated to learn that you have a more interesting life than mine. I thought us junior doctors were supposed to be the wild ones.”

“Give it a few years,” Harriet said dryly. “You’ll get there. Speaking of being wild, how was the ball last night?”

The others returned with drinks, handing them out, and if Phoebe noticed anything odd about Harriet and Sophie when she got back herself, she didn’t mention it. Harriet caught Sophie’s eye and Sophie gave her a small, reassuring smile.

Crisis, if there had ever been one, averted.

“So,” Phoebe said, standing close to Harriet again. “It’s you and Zach and some of your friends?”

Harriet hesitated and she saw a look pass across Phoebe’s face, a curious smile. “We’ve come with our friend Ben, I don’t know if I mentioned him before. And some of his mates.”

“Ben… yes, you mentioned him.” Phoebe was nodding slowly, her eyebrows arched in a way that said yes, she knew exactly who he was. “Interesting. I’d quite like to meet Ben.”

“I’ll go get them,” Harriet replied, getting her phone out to message Zach. “Back in a minute.”

***

Finding Zach and the others was easier than expected. They’d moved closer to the stage and were right at the front of the crowd, Matt and Chris attempting what could generously be called dancing.

“Having fun?” Harriet asked, appearing at Zach’s elbow where he was deep in conversation with Ben.

He turned and grinned at her. “How’s Phoebe?”

“Interesting moment there,” Harriet replied. “I’ll tell you later. But I suggested we all hang out.” She nodded towards Ben’s friends. “I don’t image anyone would be averse to hanging out with some hot women?”

Ben laughed. “No, I don’t imagine they would be.”

It took a few minutes to extract James, Matt, and Chris from their dance floor positions, but eventually the six of them made their way back towards the bar tent. Harriet found herself walking next to Ben, with Zach and the others slightly ahead.

“So this Phoebe,” Ben said conversationally. “She’s the Phoebe you mentioned last night? The woman you’ve been… well, you know.”

“Yes… we didn’t know she’d be here tonight,” Harriet confirmed. “Is this going to be weird for you though?”

Ben smiled. “You may not have worked it out yet but I’m not the jealous or possessive type. I’m intrigued, that’s probably the best word.”

Harriet took his hand and stopped him, turning to face Ben. She put her arms around his shoulders, and his hands found her hips. Over Ben’s shoulder she saw Zach stop and turn, then when he saw he smiled and nodded before carrying on walking with Ben’s friends.

“You’re special to us,” she said, looking intently into Ben’s eyes. She kissed him briefly. “She could be special to us too. But this weekend I… want… you.” She kissed him again. “Above all else.”

“God, Harriet, I want you too,” Ben replied. “Don’t get mad though if you catch my eyes glazing over… going to be hard not imagining you with her.”

“You think I’d look good with another woman?”

“You’d look amazing.”

“I’m told I do…” Harriet teased, before turning and taking Ben’s hand. “Let’s catch up to the others.”

They reached the bar tent and Harriet spotted Phoebe’s group in the same place as before. As they got near Harriet saw Phoebe look up, saw her eyes land on Ben and how Harriet was walking with him rather than Zach, saw something flicker across her face which could have been competitiveness or could have been interest, it was impossible to tell, before her expression settled back into a friendly welcome.

“Everyone, this is Zach, Ben, James, Matt, and Chris,” Harriet said, gesturing to each in turn. “Guys, this is Phoebe, Hannah, Jess, and Sophie.”

There was a general chorus of hellos and nice-to-meet-yous as the two groups merged. Harriet watched as Zach immediately struck up a conversation with Hannah about something, as Matt and Jess bonded almost instantly over a mutual love of terrible reality TV shows, as the various personalities started to find what they had in common.

And she watched as Ben and Phoebe ended up after a few minutes standing next to each other. She couldn’t hear them over the music, not while she was talking to some of the others, but she kept an eye on them.

She realised quickly that they were getting on well, both clearly curious to meet the other, both making the effort. There was definitely some flirting going on from both of them, two very attractive people looking like they found each other attractive too, but only light flirting… they were enjoying each other’s company though, that was clear.

Harriet’s thoughts were interrupted by Sophie leaning close. “Your friend Chris is very handsome,” she said. “Is he single?”

“I believe he is actually,” Harriet replied, thinking back to talking to him earlier in the evening. “Why do you ask?”

Sophie shrugged. “For a friend…” Her grin said otherwise.

The next hour passed in a blue of conversation and laughter. Harriet had always been an extrovert, as had Zach, so the chance to talk to interesting new people was right up their street. The two groups had meshed together surprisingly well, and after a while they’d gravitated towards the food tents, all feeling more than a little hungry as the sky turned dark up above.

Harriet found herself dipping in and out of conversations, chatting with Hannah about her job as a physio, laughing with Matt about his terrible dancing, catching up with Zach too… there was a whole new dynamic that had suddenly come into play behind the scenes with Phoebe’s appearance, and she wanted to make sure that they were both on the same page with that.

Phoebe and Ben… she kept finding her attention drawn back to them.

It wasn’t as if they’d just gravitated towards each other, far from it. They were mingling with everyone just as much as anyone else. But, and Harriet realised this was because they were the focus of her attention, she couldn’t help but notice little things when they were in the same conversation… Phoebe throwing her head back and laughing at something Ben said, Ben touching her arm lightly to illustrate a point, little things that spoke not as much to attraction (though she thought there was that too) as to a connection.

Possibly, she realised with a wry smile to herself, a connection based on their common experience with Harriet and Zach.

Zach had noticed too. “They’re getting on well,” he said quietly at one point, coming to stand behind her and wrapping his arms around her, planting a gentle kiss on her neck.

“Mmm… do that again,” Harriet said, leaning back into him. “They really are.”

“What do you think about that?”

She turned her head to look at him. “I’m thinking that this could be interesting, if you do.”

Zach smiled. “You want to suggest it?”

“Maybe,” Harriet said. “Let’s see how the night goes.”

As they each got their food they found a spot on the grass and all sat in a loose circle. Harriet was fascinated watching how the dynamics kept on shifting. Matt seemed particularly taken with Hannah, making her laugh with increasingly ridiculous stories from university. James and Jess had bonded over their mutual love of true crime podcasts. And Chris and Sophie were deep in conversation about something that involved a lot of animated hand gestures.

“I think Sophie’s got her eye on Chris,” Phoebe said with a smile to Harriet as they both ate their Thai street food washed down with a cold beer.

“I was thinking the same thing,” Harriet agreed. “They seem to be getting on well. How about you? Having a good time?”

“Yeah, definitely. This was nice mixing the groups.”

“You seemed to be getting on well with Ben?”

Phoebe laughed. “I wanted to see what it was that you and Zach see in him.”

“And…?” Harriet was genuinely curious to know.

She shrugged. “I can see it. He’s good fun and doesn’t take himself too seriously.” Phoebe lowered her voice. “You and him look good together. As good as you and Zach.”

Harriet felt herself blushing but let it drop, moving the conversation on. She’d been about to say the same, that Phoebe and Ben looked good together too, but it didn’t seem right at that moment, like it would be forcing something that may or may not happen. Patience, she told herself… patience.

As the evening wore on and the festival atmosphere intensified, people started to dance again. The music had shifted to something with a heavier beat, more electronic, and Harriet found herself being pulled onto the makeshift dance floor by Phoebe and Sophie. They danced together and Harriet could see the way that Phoebe’s eyes kept finding hers in the lights, could feel that familiar pull of attraction that she was starting to associate with this beautiful woman.

Sophie drifted off towards Chris and then Zach appeared and danced with both of them for a while, the three of them moving together in a way that felt natural and easy… much as it had in very different circumstances just the weekend before. She noticed that Ben was hanging back, talking to some of the others, but then of course dancing wasn’t everyone’s cup of tea, nobody was perfect.

As it got later, towards midnight, some of the group started to peel off. James and Matt headed back to the apartment they shared with Ben, pleading an early start in the morning. Jess and Hannah departed too, apparently to track down a friend’s birthday night out that promised to go on for some time yet.

That left Harriet, Zach, Ben, Phoebe, Sophie, and Chris.

Sophie looked around the group and then, with a knowing wink to Harriet that nobody else could have seen, said, “I should probably head off soon too. Chris… maybe you could walk me to the station?”

Harriet stifled a giggle as Chris almost stumbled over his words to say yes, only too pleased to help, and couldn’t help but notice Sophie slip her hand into his once they’d gone a little distance away.

And then there were four.

Harriet, Zach, Ben, and Phoebe stood together in a loose circle, the music still pounding but the crowd around them thinning as the night wore on.

“So,” Harriet said, leaning over to talk to Phoebe, for her ears only. “This has been a fun evening. It was a nice surprise seeing you here.”

“It really has been,” Phoebe agreed, and then looked at Harriet with an intensity that suggested she was hoping that there was more.

There was.

“I don’t want it to end yet.” Harriet looked intently back at Phoebe, emphasising her meaning.

Phoebe smiled, that warm, open smile that Harriet was growing to love. “What did you have in mind?”

Harriet glanced at Zach, then at Ben, then back at Phoebe. “Well, we were planning to head back to ours,” she said carefully. “The three of us. But I was thinking…”

“Thinking what?” Phoebe asked, and there was a playful glint in her eye that suggested she knew exactly where this was going.

“That maybe you wouldn’t want the night to end either?” Harriet let the question hang in the air between them.

Phoebe grinned. “I’d like the night to not end just yet.” She paused, then looked at the two men who were deep in their own conversation before saying to Harriet, “My place is only ten minutes’ walk away.”

Harriet nodded slowly. “That’s convenient…”

“Isn’t it just…”

They looked at each other for a long few moments, then Harriet had a spur of the moment idea. “So I know Zach would be keen, I’m sure Ben will be too. But what would you say to blowing Zach and Ben’s minds?”

Phoebe narrowed her eyes conspiratorially. “What are you thinking?”

“Just follow my lead…” She took Phoebe’s hand and started dragging her towards the dancing, saying to the men, “You two are dancing too. No objections.”

She saw Zach shrug and they both started to follow.

When they got on to the makeshift dance floor they all started dancing, but Harriet wasted little time in focusing on Zach, dancing up close to him, really close… soon she’d turned round and backed into him, his hands on her waist, and she could feel his excitement when she pushed back against him.

As she danced with Zach’s hands on her she looked at Phoebe, then Ben, then Phoebe, before turning round and putting her arms over Zach’s shoulders. She looked into his eyes, and he into hers, a long, long look where a smile was playing around her eyes and around his too, and then she kissed him hard, passionately, the sort of kiss they normally saved for the privacy of their own home when there were far fewer people around and far fewer clothes on their bodies.

Zach kissed her back hungrily, pulling her into him, but then suddenly she stopped him, putting her finger to his lips and pushing him away. He looked surprised for a moment, but then when he saw her smile he grinned… good, she thought, he understands what’s going on here.

Harriet turned to look at the other two then pointed at Phoebe, before beckoning her over with her finger. Phoebe grinned too and stepped closer, and very quickly they were kissing, an entirely different sensation to with Zach, all soft and sensual where he had been hard and physical. The contrast made Harriet gasp into her kiss and Phoebe felt it, kissing her harder.

But then Harriet stopped her, pushing her away too… she turned to Ben who looked like all his Christmases had come at once, an expression mixing desire with incredulity. Harriet closed the gap to him and kissed him hard, feeling his arms around her, loving the contrast again to Phoebe but also to Zach, Ben’s kiss was Ben’s kiss alone, not just the kiss of any old man, and she loved it.

“My magnificent bull,” she half shouted into his ear over the music. “What would you say to Phoebe hanging out with the three of us somewhere a bit more private?” He looked at her, checking he’d heard, then nodded. “Good,” Harriet said with a smile, then kissed him again.

She felt a hand on her shoulder, insistent, and realised it was Phoebe. Thinking that Phoebe wanted to kiss her again she turned to face her but Phoebe simply pushed her out of the way and closed the gap to Ben, kissing him hard.

Harriet felt momentarily affronted, even jealous, as Ben moved his hands to hold onto Phoebe, but stopped herself because oh my God did her bull and her unicorn look good together… given their flirting earlier in the evening this kiss had been building.

She glanced at Zach who was laughing… he could always read her well, so he probably knew that she was jealous. Harriet couldn’t help but shrug, then she decided to raise it up a notch, putting her hand on Phoebe and pushing her away, stepping in to kiss Ben again himself. His attention shifted to her and they kissed passionately, really pushed together. Careful, Harriet thought, we don’t want to get thrown out for taking things too far…

Eventually she broke the kiss, expecting to reach for Phoebe again, but Phoebe and Zach had surprised her… Zach was stood exactly where he had been before but Phoebe clearly had had her own ideas, and the two of them were kissing hard. A little twinge of jealousy rose up again, because she could see it… see their tongues playing against each other, see his hand on her ass, her hand pulling him closer.

When they broke apart again Phoebe turned and grinned. “What do you say we all head back to my place?”

Harriet looked at Ben. “Keen?”

Ben laughed. “As if I could ever forgive myself if I said no…”

She took his hand. “That’s the spirit.”


Chapter 8


It was a happy mood between the four of them as they walked along the quiet residential streets back to Phoebe’s place. A couple of late night bars they passed were still going strong including, Harriet couldn’t help but notice, the bar where she’d met Phoebe for their secret ‘date’ a couple of weeks before.

“That place looks familiar,” she teased, nodding towards it from across the road.

“Doesn’t it just?” Phoebe replied with a twinkle in her eye.

Ben and Zach exchanged a confused glance. “You ladies care to enlighten us?”

“That, gentlemen, is the scene of Phoebe’s scandalous seduction of yours truly…” Harriet said.

Phoebe looked at her, head tilted. “I seem to recall it differently… it wasn’t me doing the seduction.”

Ben started laughing. “So you both seduced each other there. Zach, I’m sure you’ll agree, that is so fucking hot.”

“It really is…” Harriet could tell that Zach wasn’t lying either.

They walked on and then Phoebe stopped in the street. “We need to go back to the shop we just passed.”

“Why?” Harriet asked.

“Because… I didn’t realise I’d have so much company tonight and… we need some supplies.”

Harriet grinned. “Good point.” Even though she relied on her birth control nowadays with both Zach and Ben, it wouldn’t be remotely reasonable to expect Phoebe to do the same. “Gents… this one’s on you.”

Zach smiled back but Ben was a little slow on the uptake. “Like snacks?”

Phoebe started laughing. “No, not snacks. If you want this in a minute…” and she put her arm around Harriet who put her arm around Phoebe in return, “you need to buy certain things.”

“Oh…” Ben replied as the penny dropped for him.

“So shoo… go fetch.” Phoebe made a shooing motion with her hands and the two men doubled back to the store, laughing.

Harriet turned to face Phoebe. “You’ve got a real playful side to you. I like that.”

Phoebe looked back at her then put her hands on Harriet’s waist and kissed her… a slow, lingering kiss that Harriet felt herself sighing in to. “More of that later,” Phoebe teased. “But how do we want to do this? Any boundaries to respect?”

Harriet shook her head. “No. For Zach and I everything is on the table. And Ben is Ben. He’s cool with whatever.” She rested her arms on Phoebe’s shoulders.

“Ben’s cute,” Phoebe said. “I can see what you see in him.”

“You like him?”

“Well I’m planning to do the kind of thing you do with people you like in a minute, so yeah!”

“Stupid question wasn’t it?”

Phoebe grinned in reply. “I think we need to take charge. How about if when we get back to my place you and I are all over Ben… give him something he’ll remember forever? And Zach watches… he likes that, right?”

Harriet nodded slowly. “Works for me. Then we get Zach involved later?”

“Deal. I’ve got a plan there,” Phoebe teased.

“Oh yeah…?”

“Oh yeah.” Phoebe kissed Harriet again. “And I’m not telling you what it is…”

***

Harriet had been to Phoebe’s apartment a couple of times by now, so it was starting to feel familiar… the kitchen and sitting area when you came through the front door, the bedroom off to one side. Nice and modern but retaining some of the character, situated as it was on the top floor of an old townhouse.

“This is me,” Phoebe said, gesturing around the room as the other three came in and both Zach and Ben made suitably impressed noises about the decor. She went around turning on some lamps, then excused herself and went into her bedroom. “Need to tidy up a little…” she grinned.

Both men looked around and seemed unsure where to put themselves because, Harriet thought, where do you put yourself when you’re waiting for some kind of foursome to start? Make yourself comfy on the sofa? Stand casually in anticipation? There was no right answer.

To make it easier for everyone, she went over to the fridge and looked inside, pulling out and opening four cold bottles of beer.

“Phoebe won’t mind?” Ben asked.

“If she’s going to stress about us drinking her beer I don’t think the evening has much prospect of success…” Harriet replied with a laugh.

“Good point.” He took a bottle as did Zach. “Cheers.”

Phoebe came back out and took a bottle herself.

“You been living here long?” Zach asked.

“Six months give or take I think? It’s a cool place, great location. Doesn’t leave much after my usual pay but I’m trying a few things, personal training for ultra wealthy, that sort of thing, that can pay better.” She paused to take a drink. “Wouldn’t swap the location for anything though.”

Ben mentioned a bar he’d been to nearby and they were soon deep in conversation about the pros and cons of there versus a bar they all knew more centrally, all four of them leaning against various pieces of furniture or, in Harriet’s case, sat up on the kitchen counter.

Harriet stood and the other three looked at her. “I don’t think we’re here to talk bars, are we?” She figured that they risked talking themselves out of the fun that she hoped was still to come, and was determined to seize the initiative. “Zach, you sit over there.” She pointed to an arm chair in the corner. “Ben, my magnificent bull come here.” Ben walked over to her and she reached her arms out, putting them around him. “Kiss me… show my husband and my unicorn how awesome you are.”

She had a glimpse over Ben’s shoulder of Phoebe stood watching them both, her eyes narrowed, lips slightly pursed, looking hot as hell, and then Ben kissed her, pulling her in tight, and it surprised her… he was taking her words seriously, kissing her passionately, and she moaned into the kiss as his hands started to wander, one slipping under her short skirt and kneading her ass, the other on her chest. God, did she want Ben so badly, she’d almost forgotten with the excitement of seeing Phoebe how good Ben could make her feel, but he simply did something to her… she could tell this was going to escalate fast.

Harriet broke the kiss and Ben went for her neck and shoulders instead, his hands still wandering intimately, while Harriet looked over first at Zach, watching enthralled as ever, then at Phoebe who was watching her with a look that made something inside her turn to liquid… fierce desire, faint amusement, a tinge of jealousy, one hundred percent sexy as hell.

She reached out a hand to Phoebe and, after a long moment that seemed to be telling Harriet I’ll come over, but only on my terms, Phoebe stepped over to Harriet, taking her hand and then moving close, a hand resting on Harriet’s back, the other on Ben’s waist, and Phoebe kissed her on the lips, gentle and soft compared to Ben, an exquisite contrast, her tongue teasing Harriet’s while Ben’s lips continued to caress Harriet’s neck… so many sensations all at once, her whole body was alight with anticipation.

Phoebe pulled back a little and used her hand to pull Ben’s head to face her, kissing him instead, and Harriet took the opportunity to glance at Zach, asking a question with her eyes and getting his answer with a grin and a nod, and then her lips were on Phoebe’s neck, and she felt Phoebe’s hand slip down under her skirt. Harriet tried to copy her but the belt on Phoebe’s jeans were an obstacle, so she moved, standing behind Phoebe who pressed her front against Ben, leaving just enough room for Harriet to reach from behind and unbuckle the belt, then unbutton the jeans.

Not the time for subtlety, Harriet figured, and firmly not the moment to go slow, she slipped her hand inside, inside what felt like a very nice set of underwear too, and she touched Phoebe, hearing Phoebe gasp into her kiss with Ben. As Harriet started to kiss Phoebe’s shoulder, slipping the strap of her top out of the way, she saw that Phoebe was unzipping Ben’s shorts, couldn’t help watching as Phoebe pulled back from Ben a little, watching his reaction as she took hold of his cock, gasping again as Harriet kept touching her.

“Sofa. Now.” Phoebe whispered to both of them and they half walked, half stumbled on to it, ending up with Phoebe in the middle, Harriet’s hand still inside her jeans, Phoebe’s hand stroking Ben’s hard cock, and then Ben reached around and started to touch Harriet, a touch she needed so badly, and she moaned into Phoebe’s shoulder as his fingers hit just the perfect spot.

Phoebe must have heard because she turned her head and Harriet found her lips, and then she rolled around to face Harriet, her hand moving to go between Harriet’s legs, competing thrillingly with Ben, and Harriet reached for Ben’s cock.

“I need more,” Harriet managed to gasp.

“So do I…” Phoebe added. “Where did you men put the protection?” She turned to look at Ben. “I want you in me so bad.”

The look on Ben’s face was priceless, but Zach came to the rescue, tossing a wrapper over. Phoebe caught it, then said to Ben, “You lie down.” Grinning he did as told and Phoebe pulled down his shorts while he pulled off his t-shirt and Harriet helped Phoebe out of her jeans, then she slid the protection on to him and straddled his lap, quickly positioning him and letting out a primal cry of pleasure as she slid down onto him. “Oh fuck that feels good.”

“No fair,” Harriet pretended to pout, turning Phoebe’s face to her and kissing her deeply.

“I…” Ben started to say but Phoebe turned and put her finger to his lips.

“Quiet… unicorns outrank bulls, everyone knows that. And I think we know that Harriet needs your tongue right now.”

Harriet glanced at Ben and grinned when he shrugged. “Good,” she teased Phoebe, “his tongue is better anyway…” She slipped off her underwear, keeping her skirt on, and climbed onto the sofa too, straddling Ben’s face, facing Phoebe.

As she lowered herself down and Ben’s familiar hands reached for her thighs she looked at Phoebe who had started to grind herself on Ben, and then Ben’s tongue touched her and she moaned, drawing a grin from Phoebe. God that felt so good.

What the next few minutes lacked in terms of the frantic passion of before they more than made up for with the sheer, slow eroticism of what they were doing… Ben was making Harriet feel like, well, like she knew he could make her feel. Phoebe was flushed and breathless, her breath coming in gasps as she set her pace. And Ben… she could feel from the way that his tongue was a little less controlled than usual and how his grip on her thighs was tightening that he was pretty close to heaven too.

Harriet reached a hand out to Phoebe, stroking her cheek, holding her by her hair, and she pulled her closer, leaning in, their lips mashing together, tongues sloppily slipping against each other, hands on each other’s bodies through their tops, and it pushed Harriet over the edge… she climaxed hard, knowing she was making a mess of Ben’s face as she wantonly ground through her orgasm against him and not caring in the slightest that she was doing it, and she could feel Phoebe climaxing too, and then Ben as well, waves of pleasure rolling through all three of them, and then they were past their peaks and they slowed, and Harriet let herself fall into the sofa cushions, leaning down to kiss Ben, not remotely caring that she could taste herself on his lips, and then Phoebe was next to her, and all three of them were tangled up, happy lips and fingers and legs all pressed together.

Harriet glanced over to Zach and grinned wearily, and he was grinning back, always a good sign.

“Fuck, you two,” Phoebe said. “That was something else.” A long moment or two pause. “Fuck, that was insane.”


Chapter 9


A little while later, and frankly after what they’d just done Harriet had lost track of time, it was Ben that stirred first. “Another drink?” he asked around. “If you don’t mind me offering, of course?” he added towards Phoebe as he stood, pulling up his boxer shorts in a completely unnecessary show of modesty.

She gestured vaguely towards the kitchen. “Anything… it’s all there to be drunk. Though make mine a gin and tonic.”

“Me too,” Harriet added, putting her hand up.

“Zach?”

“Why not…”

“Four gin and tonics.” He paused and looked around the kitchen. “Except you’ll have to tell me where the gin is. And the tonic. And the ice.” Ben laughed. “And the lemons.”

“Fridge. Fridge. Cupboard above the sink. Fridge.” Phoebe looked at Harriet. “Too spent to talk proper,” she joked, though it seemed not so spent as to not have the energy to slowly slide her leg playfully along Harriet’s.

“You ok Zach?” Harriet asked.

“Never better… that was something else.”

“Kind of was, wasn’t it?”

“And the night is still young…” Phoebe added.

Ben came back with four tall glasses, slices of lemon and ice cubes bobbing in each. “Here you go… hydration.”

“As a sometime personal trainer I’d have to question that claim,” Phoebe teased.

“And as a medical professional I’d second Phoebe on that,” Harriet added, taking a long sip anyway… strong but well made, just how she liked it.

“Zach, back me up here.”

Zach laughed. “I think it’s a guy thing, Ben. We know it secretly hydrates us… it’s the lack of sleep that causes the headache the next day.”

“Precisely,” Ben grinned. “Thank you Zach. Some real science right there.”

He went to sit back down with Phoebe and Harriet but Phoebe stopped him. “Just for that you’re banished to the other armchair. Go on. Go.” She leaned her head against Harriet’s shoulder. “Women only on here for now. Women who know their science.”

Ben looked incredulous for a moment. “You’re serious?”

“Absolutely,” Harriet chimed in. “We’ll call on you when we have a use for you again.” She took Phoebe’s hand in hers and lifted it to her lips, planting a slow kiss on the back of it. “For now we’re good.”

Ben glanced at Zach who was laughing. “What have we let ourselves in for?” Ben asked.

“I don’t know,” Zach replied, “but I don’t think you or I are going to get much say.”

***

“So,” Phoebe said a little while later, pausing to pop a small chunk of cheese into her mouth… they’d all agreed that they needed snacks to keep their energy levels up. “I’ve been wondering… you three. What gives?”

Harriet, Zach and Ben all looked at each other, then started laughing. “Good question,” Harriet said. “I guess…” She shook her head. “Can you gents explain?”

Ben and Zach looked at each other, then both started to talk at the same time. They stopped again, grinned, and Ben gestured to Zach to talk.

“You know the outline, right?” Zach asked Phoebe and she nodded. “Well, Harriet and I worked out a few months back that there was something that we’d both like to try. Me watching her with someone else. And it’s all kind of snowballed from there. That’s the gist of it.”

“But… how did you find that out? I can’t imagine that Zach you turned to Harriet one day and said ‘I know what would be fun, why don’t you have sex with another man and I can watch’.” Phoebe paused. “Or did you?”

Zach laughed. “No.”

“And Harriet, I can’t imagine you said to Zach one day ‘I know what would be fun, I’m going to fuck another guy and you can watch me’?”

“No… you might have been a touch surprised, right?” Harriet said to Zach.

“Classic British understatement there… yeah, that would have gone badly.”

“So what was the trigger? I’m fascinated.” Phoebe glanced at Ben. “Do you know?”

Ben smiled. “No, we’ve not really got into it.”

“You really want to know?” Harriet asked, and both Phoebe and Ben nodded. “You’re ok with me telling?” she asked Zach.

“Yeah.”

“A dream.”

“A dream?” Phoebe asked.

“A dream,” Harriet replied. “Zach woke up one morning and told me about a dream, me with another man.” She smiled at Zach as she remembered it. “A rugged, handsome man in a tuxedo, me in a gold coloured ball gown, ravaging me over a boardroom table, all while he watched. That’s right, isn’t it Zach?”

“Spot on.” She could see he was flushed at the memory… his dream that had, it would be fair to say, transformed their lives. He took up the telling. “It turned out when I told Harriet about it that it got us both hot under the collar, and we started talking about it, then one night we saw Ben in a bar, and…”

“…the rest is history,” Ben laughed.

“You took him home from a bar?” Phoebe asked Harriet.

“No… we fooled around a bit. We took it further a few days later.”

“That’s awesome.” Phoebe seemed genuinely impressed. “I’m curious though, what do you each get out of it? I mean I’d like to think I’m pretty liberated… you might have all got that impression of me after the last fortnight! But this seems deeper, it’s not just you guys hooking up, right? Ben, you start.”

“What do I get out of it?” Ben asked. “To start with, I’ll be honest I thought it was kind of cool… Harriet’s gorgeous and fun, and this whole thing about her being a hotwife and me her bull, yeah, that was pretty cool.” He paused. “But it’s more… I realised pretty quickly that it was awesome to have Harriet and Zach put their trust in me, to know that Harriet enjoys being with me and that Zach enjoys watching her with me. For me, I hope it’s a long term thing. It’s more fulfilling than any other relationship I’ve had.” He paused. “It’s sounds corny, but I like you guys a lot.”

Phoebe nodded slowly as Ben finished his answer, and it seemed to Harriet that there was a glimmer of something there, the way in which she listened to his honest assessment. She turned to look at Harriet. “Your turn.”

“I love the thrill of being desired and being able to do something about that, particularly with Zach… it’s so important that he’s actively involved, even when watching. And that gives safety too… when we’ve experimented knowing he’s there as my anchor. That’s less important with Ben, we all trust each other now, but with others we’ve experimented with it’s been important. It’s made me and Zach so much stronger.” She looked at Zach. “I love him reclaiming me. And… I love how taboo it is. Oh, and I like having fun with it… my bull, my unicorn, they’re cool words.” She paused. “And I really like Ben. The three of us just work together. We got lucky.”

Phoebe laughed. “I quite like being called a unicorn, that’s for certain. Ben, you like being called a bull?”

“Magnificent bull I believe is my full name,” Ben replied, grinning.

“We’ll see about that…” Phoebe shot back, grinning too. “Ok, Zach… what about you?”

Zach took a second to think. “I’ve learned that I take pleasure in Harriet’s pleasure. I love, absolutely love, seeing her completely into it, lost in the moment. It’s so… complex. Jealousy, sometimes insane jealousy, mixed with it being such a turn on. It leaves me breathless. And with Ben, we’re so lucky to have met him. I’ve loved building this rapport, this trust. Seeing Harriet desired by, I guess, a plausible love rival who I also now see as a good friend… it’s awesome.”

“Does the jealousy ever get too much?” Phoebe asked.

Harriet looked over at Zach and he looked back at her for a long few moments. Interesting question, she thought, not somewhere they’d ever really gone when talking about it.

“Nearly. A few times.” Zach shrugged and gave a wry smile. “There was one point, that first night.” He glanced from Harriet to Ben and back again. “When I could tell that for a moment Harriet had forgotten I was there. That was very close to too much, but then I realised. It elevated it. I think…” He laughed. “I’m addicted to it.”

“Did you get jealous with the three of us just now?” Harriet asked.

“Yeah… but in a good way, because I could tell you were all so into it. Right?”

Phoebe, Ben and Harriet all exchanged a smile.

“You want to know something,” Phoebe said, sitting up and stretching. “I think it’s unfair.”

“Unfair?” Harriet said.

“Yes. Unfair. On all of you. When have you Harriet ever got to watch Zach be genuinely desired by someone else? I’m not talking about our thing the other week, that was all part of something bigger. I mean what he gets to watch with you.”

She turned to Ben. “And Ben, when have you ever got to see Harriet experience that? Never I’m guessing.” Now she looked at Zach. “And Zach, when have you ever had the chance to experience yourself the trust you place in Harriet, to look forward to being reclaimed by her.” She paused and looked at all three. “It feels… imbalanced.”

“But…” Harriet started to say, then realised she had nothing to say to that. Were they imbalanced?

Phoebe stood, in just her underwear and vest top, and went to put some music on, a slow number, then she held her hand out to Zach. “Come here. And you two, stay sat where you are, ok?”

“Yes boss,” Ben joked, earning him a pout from Phoebe… Harriet realised there was chemistry there between the two of them, definitely.

Zach looked at Harriet, an eyebrow raised to request permission, and she nodded and smiled. By this stage of their experimentation anything went as far as Harriet was concerned, and she was curious, both as to what Phoebe had planned and what it would be like to see.

He stood and took Phoebe’s hand, and she pulled him close, putting his hands on her hips and hers on his, starting to sway with him in time to the music. Zach started moving too, awkwardly at first but getting into it as time went by. It was surprisingly intimate to watch, Harriet’s breath catching to see Zach, her husband Zach, and Phoebe dancing close together.

“Zach,” Phoebe said, looking into his eyes, her words meant for him but loud enough for Ben and Harriet to hear. “In case you didn’t realise last weekend, I only sleep with people I’m into.” She paused and pressed close against him. “I’ve been thinking about you since that night just as much as I’ve been thinking about your wife.” Harriet felt her cheeks redden, forced herself to stay sat… jealousy was rising up inside, a feeling she didn’t like, but she wanted to ride it out, see where this went, even though every instinct was to interject herself, turn this into more of the dynamic they’d explored in recent months… be the person who is desired, not the watcher.

Ben was watching the two dancers, enthralled, and after glancing at him Harriet forced herself back to watching them too.

“I want you to know that, truly, you’re desired,” Phoebe continued, still moving with the music, then she reached up and pulled Zach to kiss her, and Harriet’s jealousy spiked. It took every last ounce of her self-control to stay sat as she watched their lips playing against each other, knowing precisely what each would be feeling from the other, thrilling to imagine it.

And, as she sat there, she felt it, felt something else… the counterpoint to the jealousy that Zach had told her about so many times, the thrill to see Zach so obviously enjoying being the focused target of Phoebe’s desire, the breathlessness that came from how taboo, how erotic it was. It was like a lightbulb turning on in her head.

Harriet started to understand. And she realised that she wanted to see more.

“How about you and I go into my bedroom,” Phoebe whispered, her forehead pressed to Zach’s, “and you can make love to me, slowly… show me what a good lover you can be.” She paused. “Harriet’s hothusband with her unicorn. And Harriet,” she turned to look at Harriet, “you’ll sit in the corner and watch, and so will you Ben, and you’ll do nothing but watch unless I tell you to.” She took Zach’s hand and started to lead him towards the bedroom door. “My place, my rules. Any objections?”

Harriet could think of many… but none that overrode her desperate desire to watch Phoebe and Zach together, to experience the feelings that Zach had told her about, and to reclaim him back from her unicorn at the end.


Chapter 10


When they got into the bedroom, Phoebe immediately pointed to a small sofa that sat along one wall. “Both of you sit there. And I mean it… you’re watching, no touching.” She grinned malevolently. “Or there will be consequences.”

“We’d best do as we’re told,” Ben whispered loudly to Harriet, taking his seat in only his boxer shorts still. “She’s scaring me a little.”

“I heard that…” was Phoebe’s reply, and the way that she looked at Ben with a smile playing around her lips spoke volumes to Harriet that Zach wasn’t the only man she had eyes for that night.

Harriet took her seat too, still wearing her skirt and top from earlier, and made herself leave some distance between her and Ben. It wasn’t easy as it was a small sofa, but they managed it.

“Good. Now Zach, where were we?”

Zach kissed her… Harriet felt a jolt as her mind wrapped itself around the knowledge that it was Zach with Phoebe, not her, reminding herself that she’d seen it for his birthday surprise but that somehow, with this intent to make her watch, it was different. It looked like a good kiss, no, a great kiss from Harriet’s vantage point, slow, hungry, passionate, sensual, Zach had always been a good kisser, even that first time they’d kissed at university ten years before, and she could vouch for Phoebe’s talents in that regard too. It made her jealous to admit it but they looked really good together.

Their hands were getting friendly and Harriet noticed Zach’s very obvious excitement, the bulge at the front of his shorts a dead giveaway. Phoebe had noticed too because her hand moved down, stroking him gently through the fabric, breaking off the kiss to look into his eyes as she touched and teased him, making him focus just on her, nowhere else.

He closed his eyes briefly and sighed, a deep, satisfied sigh, a sound Harriet knew so well coming from his lips, and then she saw a shift and she knew what was coming… there was always a moment with Zach, always, where his excitement overwhelmed his self-control, where he went from a semi-passive participant when it was just the two of them to something entirely more assertive, not dominant, but equally demanding as she was of him.

Suddenly he pulled Phoebe against him, the kiss intensified, and the moment had come. They fell on to the bed, pressed against each other, and she fumbled at his t-shirt first, pulling it off, then his shorts, leaving him naked, his glorious hard cock sprung free. God, did Harriet what that cock for herself at that moment, the jealousy spiking again but with it also that wonderful counterpoint, that joy in his pleasure and, as well she realised, in Phoebe’s. She wondered whether Zach nowadays got as much from seeing Ben enjoy her as her enjoy Ben, and resolved to ask him at some point.

Phoebe’s top came off next, leaving her only in her lingerie, and Zach soon rolled her on to her back and started kissing down her body, roughly pushing the bra up over her breasts, her nipples hard, his tongue and lips going to work, and Phoebe moaning in pleasure as he did. Harriet saw her glance over at her and Ben, fancied she saw a satisfied smile and a nod to see them watching as instructed, then she focused back on Zach who was working his way down her body.

As his kisses moved lower he slipped her underwear down and threw it towards Harriet and Ben with a theatrical flourish, and then he was between Phoebe’s legs… her Zach between her unicorn’s legs… his tongue starting to do things to Phoebe that Harriet knew so well.

Phoebe gasped, her hands on her sheets, and Harriet wondered if she was about to climax fast, but she was pacing herself and she whispered to Zach, “Slower… we need to give the other two a good show.”

Zach lifted his head and grinned, his mouth wet from Phoebe’s arousal, it looked so super, super hot, and then he moved back up and started to kiss Phoebe again. Harriet could see his hard cock pressed against her, could see them moving in a delicate dance, both of them teasing but neither quite making the final move, and then Phoebe pushed back on Zach and rolled him onto his back. She smiled at him, then started to kiss down his body herself, working her way down and down, until her lips reached his cock and she sunk her mouth down onto it, taking most of his length first time before pulling back and playing with him with her tongue.

He moaned, reached his hand down to her hair, and Harriet watched with her breath held… because he was doing something with Phoebe that he didn’t normally do with Harriet and she was enthralled, seeing his fingers in her hair, the way he started to suggest the pace she took, realising that he didn’t need to do it with Harriet because she knew, but Phoebe didn’t and he was trying to guide.

It was all too much for Harriet… it was such an incredible turn on watching her unicorn want her husband so obviously, she wanted to be on the bed with them, joining them.

She figured Phoebe was distracted going down on Zach so she reached for Ben’s hand and exchanged glances with him, making it clear what she wanted… he grinned and nodded at himself and she understood too. Soon her hand was on his cock, slowly, moving up and down, and his hand was between her legs, touching her, playing with her, building her slowly to another release.

Phoebe lifted her head and glanced over, and both Harriet and Ben were too slow to react… Zach started chuckling. “You two are so busted,” he teased, looking incredibly smug.

“Oh you so are…” Phoebe added, sitting up but with her hand slowly playing with Zach still. “Ben, well you’re only a man and Harriet next to you, I know what she’s like… insatiable. Sex mad.”

“Sex mad?” Harriet replied with mock offence. “Me?”

“Yeah you… leading poor, innocent Ben astray. You’re innocent, aren’t you?”

“I’m just the victim here,” Ben added and Harriet shot him a look that she couldn’t quite keep as serious as she wanted to.

“So I warned you… I don’t normally like to play like this, but you need to watch and do nothing else.” Phoebe stood and went to fetch a chair from the living room, carrying a soft cushioned dining chair into the bedroom and setting it down in another corner. “Here. This is where you’re going to sit and watch.”

Harriet stood slowly, then pretended to reluctantly walk over to the chair before sitting down. “Happy now?” she asked Phoebe.

“Not nearly. I can’t trust your hands.” She went over to a bedside table and pulled out a length of fabric that looked like it was made of red silk. “I don’t normally like to use these, a bit crude. But you’ve given me no choice. Wrists.”

Harriet held out her wrists and Phoebe bound them, crossed over. When Harriet tried them she realised they’d been tied well. Phoebe then lifted Harriet’s arms above her head and tied the wrists to a water pipe that ran down the wall in the corner of the room.

“That’s better,” she said. “I’ll let you go when it’s your turn. Until then… just watch.” Phoebe leaned close and, just for Harriet, whispered, “You ok with this?” Harriet nodded. “Good… I’ll untie you whenever you want. Just so you know that.” She leaned back and looked Harriet in the eye and Harriet smiled, just for her… a smile that confirmed don’t worry about me, I absolutely want to play this game. Not for the first time she was glad though to have both Zach and Ben there with her, leaving her feeling supremely safe.

“What do you think gents?”

Ben was grinning from his place on the sofa. “I think the punishment fits the crime… thank you for saving me from her.”

“Saving you?” Harriet said indignantly. “I’ve been framed.”

Zach chimed in. “All I can say Phoebe is thank you, I just wish someone else had had the common sense to punish Harriet… she does it all the time.” Harriet shot him a look that was meant to be fierce but dissolved into laughter… this was an unexpected turn of events but fun, really fun.

“Well, Harriet you’re definitely going to have to watch me and Zach now… no choice. Zach, where were we?”

Phoebe climbed onto the bed and lowered her lips onto Zach again, taking him in her mouth. It was torture, pure, delicious, jealous, incredible torture for Harriet to sit and watch, unable to do anything. She didn’t go down on him for long, soon moving back up the bed, and the two of them lay kissing, arms wrapped around each other, bodies pressed together, hands everywhere, it was so hot to see… they were both as into it as each other, and she could tell this wasn’t a show from Phoebe or Zach, they were genuinely really into each other.

She’d brought protection through from the living room and slid one onto Zach, then Phoebe lay back, side on to Harriet, giving her the best view. It was enthralling, watching Zach slowly roll over, settle down on top of her, position himself, then to see the look of sheer pleasure cross Phoebe’s face when Zach slid into her… wow, thought Harriet, wow, wow, wow. She glanced at Ben and could see that he was equally enthralled.

Zach went slow, guided by Phoebe, and Harriet knew well what she’d be feeling… this was Zach in considerate lover mode, and Harriet loved it. He could go all night like this, and she suddenly thought through the jealousy and the arousal how much she loved him, the realisation watching him with Phoebe like that that she really, really did. He’d told her he felt the same watching her and she thought she’d understood but she hadn’t, not really, not until now… now she did, and it was a love she’d rarely felt before, the strength of their relationship and the depth of their trust in each other to be able to do something like this and come out stronger for it was something so precious and so rare… God she loved him so much.

At that moment Zach looked at her, even as he thrust slowly into Phoebe, even as Phoebe’s ankles rested on the back of his thighs, her body wide open to take him, her hands on his ass pulling him into her.

“I love you,” she mouthed, ridiculous as it felt to say like this, tied up in a chair, watching him with another woman, but it was true.

He smiled and nodded slightly, a look of complete understanding across his face, then he focused back on Phoebe and they started to speed up, both on the same page as to when to up the intensity. As she watched Phoebe moan long and loud before pressing her lips to Zach’s, Harriet was a mess of wonderful emotions… she wanted someone, anyone to fuck her like Zach was fucking Phoebe, and she was so lucky, her husband, her unicorn, her bull all in one place, and she knew she’d get to have a lot of fun soon enough, and that any of the three of them could give her what Zach was giving Phoebe.

The pace had quickened on the bed, turning much more frantic and kinetic, and Harriet could see now that Phoebe was driving it as much as Zach, knew after their handful of nights together what a Phoebe about to climax looked like and could see it right then, and an orgasm shook through Phoebe, making her cry out, and Zach took a little longer, drawing Phoebe out, an image that would be seared into her mind forever of her husband absolutely fucking another woman and the other woman loving it, then Zach was climaxing too and the two of them made for an insanely hot pairing, cumming together, their sweat sheened bodies moving together, their hands clasped together in the moment of release, laughing wearily as they slowed to a stop.

“Yeah,” Phoebe said wearily after a few moments while Zach planed slow kisses on her neck, lying on top of her and inside her still. “That’s what I meant by making love to me…” She looked over at Ben and then Harriet. “Worth the admission price?”

“One hundred percent from where I’m sitting…” Ben replied.

Harriet glanced up at her bound wrists then gave a wry smile. “I’m not sure about how you treat your guests, but… yeah, one hundred percent.”

Phoebe kissed Zach, then said to him, “Now you get to watch the next little bit. Ben, I’m going to give you the choice. Harriet looks like she’s about to explode over there… you can choose, you or me to put her out of her misery.”

Harriet looked over at Ben and couldn’t help but laugh… she could read his expression so clearly, the way he was split fifty fifty between the two options, because on the one hand she could see his erection, knew he’d want to have some fun with her, but then on the other hand Phoebe was offering him the chance to watch her and Harriet together, and what red blooded male could turn that down?


Chapter 11


“You,” Ben said eventually.

“Sure?” Phoebe asked.

He grinned. “No. But yes.” Ben took a deep breath. “I’m enjoying watching.”

Phoebe sat up and looked at Harriet. “You’re ok with that?” she asked quietly.

“Very.”

“Good answer.” She stood and Harriet allowed herself to simply feast her eyes on her former Pilates teacher, the toned muscles, the slim, glorious body, and the beautiful face that was focused on her now… the body and the face that had only moments before been under and wrapped around her husband.

Fuck this night was getting crazy.

Phoebe walked over and knelt in front of Harriet, looking up at her. “I’m not untying you until you’re done.”

“You promise?” Harriet teased, and was pleased to see Phoebe blush.

“Promise.” She reached for Harriet’s skirt and undid it, pulling it down and off leaving her in just her top and bra, naked from the waist down. Phoebe’s hands reached forward and started to touch Harriet, beginning on her waist, then working slowly down her thighs, her thumbs on the inside, keeping it gentle and slow, teasing.

“You’re going to make me explode if you keep on like that,” Harriet said, almost in desperation… the teasing touch was driving her wild after what she’d just watched.

“Hopefully…” Phoebe grinned, doing absolutely nothing to change how she touched Harriet, keeping it slow and teasing, her eyes locked on Harriet’s… it might as well have been just the two of them by then, the men watching in silence.

Phoebe moved her hands a little higher, then back down, and again, and again, each time getting a little closer, each time driving Harriet crazier, each time keeping eye contact to drive the intensity higher and higher.

“Please…” Harriet gasped, desperate.

“You’re begging?”

“I’m begging, please touch me properly…”

“Like this?” Phoebe shifted her hands higher and her thumbs brushed Harriet exactly where she wanted to be touched.

She let out a long shuddering moan. “Yes…”

“Beg again.” Phoebe was smiling, her eyes narrowed. Harriet glanced over at Ben and saw that he was absolutely enthralled, before looking back at Phoebe.

“Please Phoebe, I’m begging you, please…”

“That’ll do,” she replied, and she didn’t just move her hands, she lowered her head and put her tongue precisely where Harriet needed it… the shuddering moan that came from her lips saying it all.

Phoebe went slow… very, very slow.

It was magnificent. Harriet had thought she was right on the edge already, in fact she had been, so very turned on by the conflicting emotions of watching Zach and Phoebe with that incredible intensity, the jealousy, and the joy. But Phoebe was taking her almost there and not quite, building her up tiny bit by tiny bit but never quite enough to tip her over the edge. Magnificent was the only word.

Harriet knew that her back was arching, that she was pulling against her restraints, that she was writhing. She knew she was a picture of absolute wanton not quite fulfilled desire, and she loved it, knowing that her two men, her husband and her bull were watching.

Eventually, Phoebe lifted her tongue away and, with a finger just gently applying pressure, just enough to make Harriet gasp, she sat back.

“I think we need to include Ben now, don’t you?”

Harriet nodded. But then, by that point, she’d have agreed to literally anything at all… her brain was mush, filled with nothing but the climax that was lurking, waiting to spring out.

Phoebe reached up and untied Harriet’s wrists, massaging them gently, checking she was ok, then she helped Harriet to stand on wobbly legs and led her by the hand over to where Ben was sitting, smiling warmly, naked again now and sporting a very handsome erection.

Harriet stole a quick glance at Zach who was sat up on the bed, his back against the headboard. He mouthed “you ok?” and she smiled back weakly.

Phoebe meanwhile had leaned down to kiss Ben. “Thank you for being so patient,” she whispered. “I like that in a man.”

He kissed her back. “That was some show.”

“How about you help me with Harriet now… if you sit back.” Phoebe got Ben where she wanted him, then manoeuvred a very compliant Harriet into position, straddling his lap, her back to him, his hard cock slid into her, incredibly easily given the state she was in by then. It felt so impossibly good as he filled her, Phoebe taking off Harriet’s top and removing her bra, and then Harriet leaning back against Ben’s chest, his strong arms wrapped around her.

“You both ok?” Phoebe asked. They both nodded. “Good.” She lowered her head again to go back down on Harriet, this time with Ben inside her, and it felt exquisite… the fullness from Ben, the deep penetration from that angle, but held still, just there, mixed with the skill of Phoebe’s tongue. Exquisite.

It only took a minute or two from there. Phoebe went a little harder, a little faster, not much but enough, and the gasps turned to moans, the moans to something more as her whole body tensed, and when Ben’s fingers found her hard nipples too while his lips found her neck the incredible tension that had been building deep inside released… a soul shaking, earth shattering climax, that felt so, so good, so incredible, leaving her breathless, her hands grabbing on to Ben, then Phoebe’s hair, pulling her in harder then pushing her away… amazing.

As Phoebe stilled her tongue she smiled up at Harriet. “Good?”

Harriet laughed wearily. “Rubbish.”

“Liar.” Phoebe looked at Ben, his head just to the side of Harriet. “Your turn, you’ve been so patient. Harriet, just shift a little but I want you to stay there… that’s right, just up a bit.”

Harriet felt Ben’s cock slip out of her, and she understood because now she could see in her new position sat slightly higher up against Ben that it was standing proud. Phoebe lowered her head and took him in her mouth, her lips closing around the head and then her head bobbing down slowly and back up.

It was a revelation to Harriet… she was, in effect, watching a blowjob from Ben’s perspective, something she’d naturally never experienced before. It was fun.

Phoebe got into a rhythm, reaching a hand to play with Ben’s balls, and Harriet helped, reaching with her hands to gently touch Ben’s body, trying to give him a contrast.

He didn’t last long. The trigger was Harriet leaning to the side and turning her head, kissing him deeply, her tongue against his, and she heard him moan, felt his body tense, then watched as Phoebe kept going as he came in her mouth, swallowing it down and then sitting back, a contented smile on her face.

***

The hours that followed passed in a blur for Harriet, as a kind of dream… all that she knew for certain was that she climaxed several more times, and that dawn was approaching when sleep finally claimed them.

It wasn’t long after her climax with Phoebe and Ben that all four of them took to the bed which, thankfully, proved strong enough to hold them all.

She could remember afterwards that she had sex then with Zach, slow, loving and tender, while Phoebe and Ben did the same next to them. She remembered them swapping, so that it was Zach and Phoebe next to Ben and Harriet, but more joined up… her and Phoebe had been kissing and touching each other at the same time, and she wasn’t entirely sure who had climaxes when and from who… it had been great either way though.

From there they’d all slowed down, aided by another round of drinks, and it had become a kind of free for all, each experimenting with whatever combination worked best at the time. Going down on Zach while Ben went down on her… that had been epic, particularly hearing Phoebe reach her own loud climax at Zach’s touch at the same time, but there was so much more.

Sleep had been inevitable, and the way she drifted off was perfect… lying in the centre of the bed, backed into Zach, facing Phoebe with Ben in the same position.

Her husband, her unicorn and her bull… what could have been better?


Chapter 12


The next morning Harriet was the first to wake. Very late morning, she realised when she looked at Phoebe’s bedside clock.

She allowed herself a while just lying there, feeling happy, warm and safe. During the night Ben had rolled on to his back and Phoebe was cuddled up against him, the two of them looking good together, while Phoebe’s legs were tangled with hers. Zach had rolled over on to his other side, how he usually slept, but she could feel the reassuring presence of his naked back pressed up against her.

Really, even a large double bed wasn’t quite big enough, but she didn’t care… it had been an amazing night.

Carefully, very carefully, she slipped out from under the covers and padded silently through to the living room, smiling at the detritus of the night before scattered around… the dregs of their beers and gin and tonics, a few left over snacks, her underwear, Phoebe’s jeans, Ben’s shorts, the list went on.

It was a beautiful day outside, but then it was the time of year when beautiful day seemed to follow beautiful day in Sydney, the kind of day that made her so happy to not be living back in England despite a lot of her family and friends being back there. That was what holidays were for after all.

Keeping as quiet as possible Harriet rummaged through the kitchen cupboards, looking in vain for good tea bags but having to settle for coffee instead. Even Phoebe wasn’t perfect after all.

She looked up at the sound of footsteps, and saw Zach come through the door, naked as she was because, well, clothes really were optional after a night like that and gone were the days where her, him and Ben had felt the need to tiptoe around what was appropriate or not. When Ben emerged he might be naked too, or not, and it didn’t matter in the slightest. Phoebe could comfortably be put in that category too after the last few weeks.

“Morning.” His voice sounded rough, the after effects of sleep.

“Morning.” On reflection, so did hers too. “Coffee?”

“I need that more than anything…”

She smiled. “Me too.”

As she made them Zach came up behind her, reaching his arms around her, pulling her into him and she let him, loving the feel of his muscular body against her back. He kissed her on the neck and she stopped, turning in his arms, and put her arms around him, kissing him on the lips.

“So, my gorgeous hotwife,” he said. “Your bull met your unicorn. That was pretty hot.”

“Only pretty?”

“Ok, incredibly… she’s got a kinky streak, hasn’t she?”

She felt him twitch down below, saw his cock hardening a little. “I can tell you like that…”

He laughed quietly and kissed her again. “It’s hard to hide it when you’re naked.”

“I’m just amazed you’ve got it in you. I’m spent. Like properly spent.” She turned back around to finish making the coffee, secretly loving the feel of his now hardened cock against her ass. “That night was mad.”

She turned back to face him, handing him his coffee, acutely conscious that his cock was exactly where something could happen very quickly indeed. Also, to her surprise, she found her body responding, knew that her cheeks were getting a little flushed. That was the amazing thing… whenever they did any of this experimenting, above all else it reminded her every single time first and foremost of how head over heels, crazily in love with Zach she was. Every single time.

Zach set his coffee down on the kitchen counter, then took Harriet’s and set it down too. He had a devilish look in his eye.

“You know… we need to do some reclaiming today.”

Harriet arched an eyebrow, teasing him. “Do we…?”

“We do.” His hands were on her hips and he kissed her. “Though one thing confuses me.”

“What’s that?”

“Who’s going to be reclaiming who?”

Harriet laughed and kissed him. “Good question. I figure both of us maybe?” She put her arms around him. “What do you suggest?”

“I think we’ve got a little time… when I got out of bed they were both fast asleep.”

“Here? In Phoebe’s kitchen?”

He smiled and, gripping her waist, lifted her on to the kitchen counter, Harriet letting out a squeal of surprise that she quickly silenced. “I’m game if you are.” He was pressed against her, his hard cock exactly where it needed to be, teasing. And her body, somehow, was ready for him. More than.

Harriet looked around then back at Zach, grinning. “We’d best be quick then.”

He slid into her hard and she wrapped her arms and legs around him, gasping at the feel of him so soon after the night before. “You’re naughty.”

“So are you…” he whispered back, before kissing her hard.

***

A little later, not too long, Phoebe and Ben emerged from the bedroom.

“Morning guys,” Harriet said, then she started laughing. Phoebe took one look at her and Zach then started herself, and the guys cottoned on too.

Because one look at Harriet and Zach’s flushed cheeks and bodies, their slight breathlessness, it was pretty obvious what they’d just been doing.

But the funny thing was, Phoebe and Ben looked just the same.

“You guys are totally busted,” Phoebe said with a grin.

“So are you…” Harriet grinned back. “Coffee?”


Want More?


First, a quick ask: if you get a pop-up asking for a rating, please take two seconds to leave one! It's incredibly helpful – it tells me which books readers love and which stories deserve sequels.

In the case of Experimenting Season 2 though, you don't need to wait… because the next episode (Falling) is already out. As a teaser, here's an excerpt:

The alarm went off at 5.30am, an ungodly hour for a Saturday.

Harriet reached across Zach to silence it, feeling him start to stir under the covers next to her. Luckily he’d never had a problem getting back to sleep in all the years she’d known him, otherwise she’d have felt a little guilty.

“Melbourne day,” he murmured sleepily.

“Melbourne day indeed.” She kissed the shoulder that was poking out from under the covers. “Go back to sleep.”

“Gladly…” and he settled back down again, his breath slowing.

In the shower Harriet let the hot water wake her up properly while she thought about the day ahead. Mid-morning flight to Melbourne, Ben’s university reunion, playing at being his girlfriend, make his ex-girlfriend Emma regret her life decisions that led to her losing him, fool around a little at the end of the night where she wouldn’t be playing at anything… well, more than a little and all a standard part of the crazy life that her and Zach had been living lately.

Absolutely, objectively insane, but with its own logic that somehow worked. The ex-girlfriend angle was an excuse that served to legitimise what the weekend really was, and it worked for all three of them. It was going to be fascinating to see what it would be like, just her and Ben, and Zach had been as happy for the weekend to happen as either her or Ben had been… because this whole thing, her the hotwife, Ben her bull, it had the potential to get serious and, as Zach had reasoned, if they didn’t try this at some point how could the ever know?

Still, there was a little flutter of nerves to go with the excitement, because it was certainly unorthodox what they were doing.

When she emerged, having taken care to get dressed and do her makeup in the bathroom without disturbing Zach, he surprised her by being up with a coffee waiting for her and her bag stood ready by the door.

“Best husband ever,” she said, wrapping her arms around him.

“I know.” He kissed the top of her head. “But you can say it as often as you want. Make sure you have fun today. Be the perfect girlfriend.”

“That’s the plan.”

“And Harriet?” She looked up at him as he leaned back. “I meant it when I said to go all-in with this. Pretend I don’t exist until you get home. It’ll be fun, seeing what it’s like just the two of you. Just one condition…”

“…I have to tell you everything.” She finished for him and smiled. “Not a problem there.”

It was going to be a little odd because some of Ben’s Sydney friends, the ones who’d met Harriet and Zach, obviously would know it was a show, but they were all in on it. It sounded like Emma had pissed all of them off with how it had ended with Ben so their loyalty was firmly to him.

“Are we mad?” she asked.

“Having second thoughts?” He looked at her seriously. “Only do this because you want to, not because I do or because Ben does.”

“No… not second thoughts, just, I don’t know… a good kind of nerves I guess. Excited nerves.”

Zach grinned. “Excited nerves are the best kind.” He hugged her tightly. “Text me when you land. I love you so, so much.”

Harriet kissed him, savouring the feel of his familiar lips on hers. “I love you so, so much too.”

Continue reading here.

You can also catch up on the story so far by reading Experimenting Complete Season 1.
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