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Her Motivation

Danielle continues to explore and enjoy her new lifestyle, and Matt finds he no longer has to think up sexy scenes for his latest erotic book. All he needs to do is chronicle his wife’s lusty shenanigans. 

Meanwhile, Danielle struggles to come to terms with her feelings after their night of high jinks at the club. While she was enjoying the charms of two young Spanish men, her husband followed her suggestion and had a little fun of his own with her best friend. 

Matt admits he gets a huge thrill from watching her, and yet she didn’t experience the same voyeuristic buzz while watching him. She’s embarrassed by her own jealousy and insecurities.

To make the most of their new dynamic, Danielle knows she needs to accept and embrace all the hotwife lifestyle has to offer — even if it means getting a little hands-on with her husband and her best friend.
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Chapter One
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Danielle felt the familiar tingle of anticipation as they walked toward the modest façade of the club. This time was different, though. Tonight, it wasn’t just about her. 

She was a forty-year-old married woman who, on her first visit to the club, had had sex with a guy she’d met through work. It had been ‘an illicit liaison with a client of the PR company she worked for.’

Danielle knew that sort of thing happened all the time, and she could have gotten away with it. Kept it as her secret. But that had never been her plan.

Her husband Matt wrote hotwife erotica, so Danielle had gone home and told him what she’d done. He’d been hurt. Angry. Devastated. Then he’d done exactly what she’d hoped he’d do: given her the best sex they’d had in years. 

Things had progressed quickly. Danielle went out again, and he’d ravished her once more on her return. The next time she visited the club, she brought Matt with her. He watched her take her first man, then joined the action when she took her second.

Tonight was her third visit. Matt was with her again. And so was Cara, her beautiful friend who he’d always fancied. Danielle had insisted that their new lifestyle shouldn’t be just about her pleasure, so while she was giving herself to yet another man, Matt and Cara were going to consummate their mutual lust for each other. 

The two burly doormen stepped aside to allow Danielle, Cara and Matt into the club.

When Cara removed her coat, Danielle noticed Matt’s wide-eyed expression. She could understand why; her redheaded friend looked amazing. The little black dress was short enough to warrant its own explicit content warning, and her shoes with their killer heels and ankle straps were sexy as hell. With legs like hers, who could blame her for exploiting them? 

Once they’d settled with their drinks in a booth at the side of the dance floor, Danielle smiled at her husband. “Why don’t you take Cara to dance?”

He hesitated for only a moment, then the two of them disappeared into the throng of swaying bodies. Danielle caught occasional glimpses of them dancing close, talking and smiling.

“Excuse me,” said an accented male voice.

Danielle looked up into dark brown eyes set in a youthful, handsome face.

“I think you are much too beautiful to be sitting alone,” he said.

She laughed but appreciated his flattery. “Why thank you, but I’m not really alone. My friends are dancing.” She held his gaze for a second. “You’re welcome to join me.”

“Thank you.” He slid into the booth next to her, then looked over his shoulder and nodded. Another guy of a similar age joined them, sliding onto the bench seat next to his friend. They looked similar, though not close enough to be brothers. Both were olive-skinned, with jet black hair and beards, and very dark eyes. Both were under six feet and slightly built.

“I am Jordy,” the first guy said, holding out his hand.

She frowned, puzzled. “You’re my what?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Sorry, I was only saying my name. The first letter sounds like a Y, but it’s actually a J. I am Jordy.”

“Jordy. Oh right.” She smiled and shook his hand. “I’m Danielle.”

“Danielle? Ah, a beautiful name for a beautiful woman. And this,” he said, pointing to the guy next to him. “This is Luis. We are having a little holiday after our studies in Spain finished.”

Danielle held her smile, but if they’d just finished studying, that probably made them about twenty-one. She could barely remember being that age. “And where did you study?”

“I studied in Madrid, and Luis in Granada. But we are childhood friends, both of us growing up in Seville.”

“I see. And where are your holidays taking you?”

“Just England and France.”

She saw Matt and Cara approaching the booth. Both eyed her new friends curiously as they slid into the booth on the opposite side of the table.

“Guys,” Danielle said to the young men, “say hello to my friends Cara and Matt.” The Spaniards smiled warmly. Luis waved his hand. Danielle explained they were from Seville.

Jordy flashed them a warm smile, his eyes unsurprisingly lingering a little longer on the gorgeous redhead than on Matt. “We are here for two weeks. Then we visit Paris and Monte Carlo on our way back to Spain.”

“Lovely.” Cara turned her eyes to Danielle and raised her eyebrows slightly before turning back to the men. “Have you been to this club before?”

They shook their heads. Luis leaned forward and whispered, “It is very... libertino.” He took a moment to find a term in English. “Debauched.”

Cara narrowed her eyes. “It is. Very. I suspect Danielle is dying to show the two of you just how libertino things can get upstairs.”

Bitch!

Both young men turned to look at Danielle. “What happens upstairs?”

She held Cara’s gaze for a second, then turned to her husband. He smiled at her, obviously happy for her to go upstairs with these two young studs. If it meant he could go upstairs with Cara, he’d probably agree to anything. She glanced from Jordy to Luis. “I think you’re going to like upstairs. Let’s go.”

Once out of the booth, Danielle took Jordy’s hand in one of hers, and Luis’ in the other. Knowing Matt and Cara were following, she walked purposely towards the stairs. When they got to the darkened upper chill-out room, the far side looked the least populated and she headed that way.

She knew they’d need a couch for the three of them, but then she saw a huge leather cushion on the floor. It was at least six-foot long, and in the room’s dim lights, it looked a bit like a flattened turtle. As she reached it, she turned to smile at the men. “This looks like as good a place as any.”

Luis dropped to his knees on the cushion and nodded. “This is perfect.”

She laughed and wondered how to lower herself down. There was no way she could do it elegantly. Since she intended fucking them both, she guessed that elegance didn’t really matter. As she dropped down onto the cushion, her feet lifted, and the hem of her dress shifted up to expose more of her thighs. Both men seemed to notice, and Danielle felt a flutter in her stomach. It was flattering being the centre of attention for much younger men, and she made no move to cover her legs again. Jordy smiled and sat next to her, so she was sandwiched between them. 

The men looked around the room with wide eyes. On a nearby chaise, a woman in a blue dress sucked the cock of a guy with a shaved head. Another couple on a Chesterfield couch were having sex, the woman riding the guy while holding a conversation with another man on another chair.

“Is this as debauched as you expected?” she asked.

Luis shook his head in wonder. “Never did I expect...” He turned to look at Danielle. “You have been here before?”

Danielle nodded. “Let’s just relax, enjoy the ambience of the room and see where the evening takes us.” She motioned towards the copulating couples all around them. “Everyone is here to have fun.”

“And your friends?” Jordy said.

Danielle followed his gaze. Just a few yards away, Matt was sitting in an armchair with Cara snuggled into his lap. “They’re here to have fun, too.” She ran a finger down Jordy’s chest. “Now, tell me what you’ve seen in London so far.”

Jordy looked down at her hand, which was now gently rubbing his stomach. “I’m not sure I can remember any of it.”

She laughed. “Well, I’m hoping tonight gives you something to remember.”

He reached out and stroked her breast through the dress, his thumb grazing over her taut nipple. She let out a quiet groan. Obviously encouraged, Luis placed his hand on her hip. Danielle closed her eyes and enjoyed the attention. Their touches were gentle, their hands sometimes venturing off the material of her dress and onto her skin. Jordy stroked her bare shoulders and ran his hands down her arms, while Luis let his hands wander down her calves and up beneath the hem of the dress to gently stroke her inner thighs. Before long, Danielle realised her body was rocking to a rhythm of its own. 

Both men adjusted their bodies until they were lying either side of her on the cushion. Luis was now stroking her boobs through her dress, and Jordy had moved his focus to her legs. They leaned in and kissed her neck, making her moan. She ran her hands over their bodies, each one wiry and toned. Eager to move things along, she reached behind her neck and undid the fastening of her halter-topped dress. Both men stared at her boobs as the front of her dress fell forward. She then pushed her dress down over her hips and off. 

She lay on her back and looked at the two young men, offering herself like a sacrifice. Luis scooted down the cushion, slipped his fingers into the waistband of her thong and slowly pulled it down her thighs. After he’d threaded it over her shoes, she held his gaze and slowly parted her legs.

Jordy bent to suck on her left nipple, making her sigh. Luis dropped his head between her legs and ran his tongue through her folds. She let out a loud moan and arched her back. She hadn’t realised how tightly wound she was from all the stroking. She gripped Luis by the hair and ground her pussy against his face. Jordy moved over to suck her other nipple, but Danielle needed more. She needed their cocks.

“I think you two should lose your clothes,” she said breathlessly.

Both men immediately stood up and started to undress. She lay on her side and watched as their bodies were revealed to her. They looked young and virile, and both were already sporting hard-ons. She glanced at her bag that held the condoms she’d brought with her, but she didn’t reach for it. Instead, she rolled onto her back and parted her legs. 

Luis stood just beyond her head, staring down at her prone body. She looked up at his cock, which stood out at a right-angle from his body. He bent his knees, and the cock loomed over her face. She was aware of Jordy crawling between her legs and felt his hand stroke her inner thigh. Determined to enjoy this to the full, Danielle closed her eyes and opened her mouth. 

Luis fed her his cock, which was already seeping salty precum. She closed her lips around him and raised her head, taking him deeper into her throat. Before she’d had time to bring her tongue into play, Jordy slid his cock into her sopping pussy. She groaned and slid one hand around his hips. As Jordy got into a nice slow rhythm, she began to bob her head on Luis’ cock. She sucked and used her tongue, determined to give as much pleasure as she was receiving.

After just a few minutes, Danielle could feel the early tingles of a building orgasm. She undulated her body beneath the men, determined to put on a show for not only the ones using her body, but also her watching husband. Then Jordy withdrew, and Luis lifted his cock from her mouth. She stared up at them, panting with frustration. The men quickly swapped places. Luis dropped to his knees and pushed all the way in with a single lunge. She let out a groan, then Jordy crouched down and slid his cock into her mouth. It was coated with her juices, and she pushed her head up, taking the tip into her throat while sliding her tongue against the shaft.

Luis fucked her much harder than Jordy had, slamming into her and making her whole body shake under his onslaught. It was a struggle to keep Jordy’s cock in her mouth. She grunted with each thrust, the vibrations of her voice no doubt giving Jordy pleasure. As Luis increased the speed and force of his thrusts, she knew he was working up to his release. He wasn’t wearing protection, but she wasn’t going to worry about that now. Clenching down with her inner muscles, she doubled her efforts with her mouth, hoping to make them both come at the same time.

Luis gave three short thrusts then held still. She felt his cock pulse and knew he was unloading inside her. Visualising his young, stiff prick spraying its white cream onto her pink walls was enough to tumble her into her own orgasm. She screamed, but the noise was muted by Jordy’s cock. Her entire body went into spasm. Luis started moving again, slowly sawing in and out of her drenched hole. Suddenly, Jordy’s cock gushed into her throat. Danielle pulled her head back until only the tip remained in her mouth and wanked the base of his shaft. She was rewarded with several more spurts, and she managed to swallow them all. Slowing her hand and tightening her grip, she squeezed out the last few drops.

Luis pulled out and she released Jordy’s cock. When she opened her eyes, both men were panting, staring at her with sated smiles. They lay next to her on the couch, Luis on one side and Jordy on the other. Danielle gazed up at the dark ceiling of the club, a soothing sense of contentment numbing her aching body. Luis’ load trickled out of her pussy and Jordy’s taste was still strong in her mouth. Perhaps she should have experienced guilt or shame, but she felt neither of those things. She’d just fucked two men half her age and she felt on top of the world.

She glanced over in the direction of Matt and Cara. He was kneeling on the floor in front of the armchair. Cara had one leg draped over the chair arm and the other over his shoulder. His face was buried between her legs, and she was writhing on the seat while talking to him.

Although Danielle had known her husband was going to have sex with her friend—it had actually been her own idea—she hadn’t actually considered them doing anything more than fucking. She’d naïvely thought he’d just shove his dick inside her and both would get off. What her husband was doing to her best friend suggested they were sharing something much more intimate, and Danielle wasn’t sure how she felt about it. She knew she was being unreasonable, especially after what she’d just done with Luis and Jordy, but she couldn’t help the way she felt. 

Just then, Cara lifted her bum off the seat and began to grind her pussy on Matt’s face. He pushed his arm forward, no doubt fingering her as well, and Cara dropped her head back and screamed. Matt kept going at her until Cara pushed him away. Even from ten feet away, Danielle could see her friend’s body was trembling.

Instinctively, she reached down for one of the men’s cocks. It was flaccid, but as she squeezed and pumped her hand it thickened. She looked around and saw it was Luis she’d grabbed. Jordy knelt above her and dragged his soft cock over her boobs.

When she looked back in the direction of the armchair, Matt and Cara were watching her. She forced a smile and squeezed Luis’ cock tighter. Jordy’s cock was also getting hard again, and these young guns were the perfect distraction to take her mind off what her husband was doing. 

“Are you two ready to go again?” she asked. Repositioning herself on the cushion, she lay on her front, looked up into Jordy’s brown eyes, and took his cock back into her mouth.

Luis got into position behind her and slid his cock into her well-fucked pussy. Traces of the first load she’d taken were forced out and ran down the inside of her thighs. She closed her eyes and let them use her like a piece of meat, her body being jostled between their thrusting cocks. Every time Luis slammed his hips forward, her head was pushed onto Jordy’s cock. At one stage she struggled to breathe and had to release it from her mouth. As she pumped it in her hand, she cast her gaze to the right. 

Matt was fucking Cara, slamming his cock into her time and again. Danielle closed her eyes and took Jordy’s cock back into her mouth, forcing herself to take him into her throat. She clenched tight around Luis’ cock and willed him to fuck her harder and make her come.

To her consternation, the men pulled out at the same time. They’d obviously agreed to change places again, and as the men crawled around to the opposite ends of the cushion, she glanced over at her husband and friend. Matt was now sitting in the chair with Cara snuggling on his lap. 

Luis’ cock loomed in front of her face, reminding Danielle she still had two men of her own to satisfy. She opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the cock, slippery from being inside her. Jordy pushed in from behind, and she lost herself in the slow, sexy rhythm of the spit-roasting. She felt like she’d been edged forever and was now desperate to come. Sliding her lips up and down the cock in her mouth while pushing herself back to meet Jordy’s thrusts, she felt the first tingles of an orgasm. She rocked harder, chasing her release. It was getting closer when Jordy suddenly pulled out.

What the fuck?

She was about to turn around and order him to put it back in when she felt the wet head of his cock push against her arsehole. She winced and pulled away, but he tried again. She kept sucking Luis as her mind raced. She’d done anal before, and if Jordy wanted her ass that badly, she was happy to let him have it. If Matt can have oral, I can have anal. When he pushed again, his cockhead slipped inside her tightest hole. She groaned.

Suddenly, she realised this was the perfect opportunity to experience something special. Something she’d never done before that would prove she was slutty enough to fulfil all of her husband’s wife-watching fantasies.

Danielle released Luis from her mouth and eased herself forward so that Jody’s cockhead slipped out. She instructed Luis to lie on his back on the cushion. Once he was in position, she mounted him, sitting up and rocking her hips a few times. 

Then she lay down on his chest and turned to look over her shoulder at Jordy. “Go back in and take it slow.”

Jordy crouched over them, struggling to find a place for his feet. In the end he kept one foot on the floor and his other knee on the cushion. The slickness of the juices and cum on his cock acted as lube. When he pressed his cock against her rosebud, it slipped inside and she let out a long, loud groan. 

Danielle was overwhelmed by the feeling of fullness. None of them moved for several seconds. She took shallow breaths through her mouth, then clenched down on the two cocks inside her. This seemed to encourage the men, and they began to move. Luis pushed up from below, and Jordy began to slowly thrust in and out from above. 

“Oh my,” she whispered. “Oh yeah, just keep doing that.”

The men pushed in harder, and Danielle started to move between them. She could feel their cocks pressed together, separated only by thin membrane. She wondered if each guy could feel his friend’s cock sliding against his own. It felt wonderful to her, and she knew she was about to get the orgasm she’d been chasing. She rocked harder, grinding her clit against Luis’ pubic bone and revelling in the fact two cocks were buried to the hilt inside her body.

“That’s it, yes...” She was coming, and there was nothing that could stop her. Even if they came now, she was already tumbling over the edge. “Yes, yes, yes.”

As her orgasm surged through her body, Luis cried out and his cock twitched. Her clench had brought him off, and she welcomed it. She ground against him, kissing his face as he sprayed his cum inside her. Jordy banged harder still, slamming his cock deep into her body, then she felt heat bloom as he shot his own cream into her depths. Without warning, another orgasm swept through her. She cried out in a most unladylike manner, jerking and flinching as the two cocks inside her continued to spit their loads. 

Realising she was scratching Luis’ shoulders, she stopped and frowned an apology. She leaned down and kissed the red welts she’d inflicted on his tanned shoulders. He shook his head to tell her it didn’t matter. She closed her eyes and tried to catch her breath. Jordy pulled out. Her body still trembled, but she lifted herself off Luis and took a deep breath. She felt juices running out of her body, so she stood up and collected her dress, thong and shoes. As she made her way to the bathroom at the back of the room, she felt eyes on her from all around, not just her husband and friend.

Inside the bathroom she mopped up the mess with tissues, pulled on her thong and dress, then stepped into her shoes. She couldn’t believe how far she’d gone with two complete strangers, especially as she’d let them do it without wearing protection. She looked at her reflection in the mirror over the vanity unit. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smudged, and her cheeks and neck were pink. She looked well-fucked, which in truth is exactly what she was.

She stepped out of the bathroom and returned to her young Spanish friends. Both were dressed, and they hugged her in turn.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

Both men started mumbling at once, telling her how special the night had been and how much they’d enjoyed themselves.

“I had a great time too,” she said, giving them a smile. “I’m going to leave with my friends now, but you guys can stay and see if there’s more libertino fun to be had.”

Luis laughed and shook his head. “I think we are fulfilled, but we might need a little rest before we can walk back to our hotel.”

Danielle laughed, then walked over to where Matt and Cara stood waiting for her. As the three of them headed for the stairs, Danielle grabbed her husband’s hand. She squeezed it and was grateful when he squeezed hers back. 

They collected their coats, then went outside and got a taxi. During the taxi ride to the club, the women had sat in the back while Matt sat up front next to the driver. For the journey home, she noticed that he got in the back with them. Not only that, but he also sat in the middle and held each woman’s hand. Danielle wasn’t sure how she felt about that.

She thought about the latest erotica book he’d written, which she’d inspired by fucking Aaron in the club several weeks earlier. “So, are you going to add another chapter to my book?”

He laughed and said there was enough material from tonight to fill another book. She asked if that was because of what he’d done with Cara, or because of how far she’d gone with the two young Spaniards.

“Both.”

She couldn’t see his face clearly in the back of the dark taxi, so she couldn’t tell if he was angry about what she’d let them do. Danielle tried to keep her voice light and friendly. “A sequel might be fun.” She even smiled at Cara. “For all of us.”

Cara gave Matt a chaste kiss on the cheek before they got out of the taxi. Danielle wondered if that was because she knew his lips still tasted of her cunt juices. The women shared a kiss, then she and Matt stepped out onto the pavement outside their house.

The taxi pulled away and she was suddenly alone with her husband. Although she still wasn’t sure how she felt about seeing him with Cara, the overriding emotion she felt at that moment was guilt.

“Are you angry that I went so far?” she asked.

“No.”

She wasn’t sure she believed him. “I can’t believe I let them go in bare.”

He shrugged and said it had made sense to do so since they were going from her pussy to her mouth. She nodded, grateful for his understanding. Maybe he was only being understanding because he’d finally got to fuck her sexy friend.

“Was the reality of fucking Cara as good as your fantasies?” she asked.

He tried to look nonchalant, but she’d seen his smug face during the entire ride home. 

She slapped him playfully. “I’ll take that as a yes. Are you going to do it again?”

“That’s up to you.”

At that moment, she hated the idea but knew she had to overcome her petty jealousy. “I’m pretty sure you will.”

“Actually, I think she has designs on getting you into bed.”

Danielle had never touched another woman sexually but if she were ever to try it, her best friend would be a good choice. Cara was undoubtedly the sexiest woman she’d ever known. “While that might be weird, I guess it’d be okay if you were there as well.”

Her husband couldn’t hide his smirk. 

As soon as Matt opened the living room door, their dog Daisy ran past him and crashed against her legs, wagging its tail frantically and panting with excitement. Danielle laughed as she fussed their pet, crouching down to allow it to sniff her face. She hated to think what different smells the dog would be able to detect if given the chance to sniff her nether regions. No doubt Matt would make some sort of crude comment about where the Spanish guys had buried their bone.

She eventually stood up and turned to her husband. “Will you let her out into the garden for a tinkle?”

Matt moved close and slipped his arms around her waist. “Want to come out with me? We could make out under the apple tree.”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “Leave me alone, I’m sore all over. I doubt you’d have the energy anyway, after making such a pig of yourself with Cara.” There was a sharpness to her tone that she hadn’t intended. Fortunately, Matt didn’t seem to notice. He walked to the door and had to call twice before Daisy finally left her and followed him out into the back garden.

Danielle went upstairs and started to draw a bath. In the bedroom, she undressed and examined her body. There was sticky residue between her legs from her couplings, and several red marks on her boobs and hips from their hands. She still couldn’t believe what she’d allowed the men to do to her. Pulling on her robe, she returned to the bathroom to check the bath. As she was adding cold water, Daisy burst into the room and pushed her head against Danielle’s leg. 

Matt popped his head around the door. “Do you want a drink?” 

She wasn't in the mood for more alcohol. “Just a bottle of water from the fridge, thanks.” She knew the hot bath would dehydrate her.

He disappeared back downstairs, returning a minute later with a bottle of water and a beer. Glancing at the bath, which had almost filled, he raised his eyebrows. “Do you want company?”

She smiled and nodded. He went to the bedroom to undress, and Danielle lowered herself into the steaming bubbles. She was tender, especially her anus. When Matt joined her, he complained about the water being far too hot, which he did whenever they bathed together. 

He eventually managed to immerse himself, which raised the water level so that the bubbles reached her chin. Then he pushed his leg against hers. “So, do you want to talk about tonight?”

She stared into his eyes, trying desperately not to let him see her disquiet. “Let’s just relax. We can talk about everything tomorrow.”

“Okay.” He flashed her a smile, took a sip of his beer and lay back against his end of the bathtub. 

They lay in silence for quite a while. Daisy made herself comfortable on the bathmat, and Danielle watched her husband through half-closed eyes. His face was relaxed, the corners of his mouth turned slightly up which gave him a contented expression. Images from earlier filled Danielle’s mind. She wasn’t comfortable with them, but she knew she’d never be able to admit it.

Matt sighed and sat up. “I’m getting sweatier rather than cleaner.” He finished his beer and stood up. “I’ll see you in bed.”

She nodded and stared at his cock, hanging in front of her face and covered in bubbles. The cock that, up until just a few hours ago, had pleasured only her in the last twenty years. “I won’t be long.” Refusing to dwell on petty jealousies, she closed her eyes and tried to shut everything out of her mind. 

Danielle stayed in the bath for another twenty minutes, then dried herself and went through to the bedroom. Matt seemed to be asleep, so she slipped into bed as gently as she could. When she leaned over to turn off his lamp, he stirred, rubbed her back, and kissed her shoulder. She snuggled into him, and he soon settled again. 

Sleep evaded her, though. Her body felt exhausted, but her mind wouldn’t slow down. The image that filled her mind’s eye was of Matt kneeling on the floor with her best friend Cara sitting in the armchair, one leg over his shoulder as he went down on her. Danielle could still hear Cara’s scream of pleasure and see her body trembling when Matt made her come.

Danielle sighed, annoyed at her self-pity and hypocrisy. She’d actively encouraged Matt to fuck Cara, and while he’d been doing so, she’d had two men plunging their cocks into every hole in her body. Hopefully, things would seem different in the morning.
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Chapter Two
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Danielle woke when Matt stroked her shoulder. She opened her eyes and saw him standing next to the bed, a smile on his face and a cup of coffee in his hand.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Hi.” She sat up and frowned. “What time is it?”

“Almost ten.”

“Really? Why didn’t you wake me?”

“I thought you needed the rest.” He leaned down and ran a finger down her cheek. “You pulled a double shift last night. Twice.”

She smiled at the way he’d phrased it. “Does that mean you’ve started to write the next book?” Her exploits from before had inspired his latest novella. What happened last night must have given him plenty of material for the sequel.

“I may have made a few notes.” He walked over to open the curtains. “What do you want to do today?” 

Danielle blinked as bright sunlight flooded the room. “Is it as sunny as it looks from here?”

“Sorry, is it too bright?” He laughed at her squinting eyes. “You look like Count Dracula when someone opens his coffin during the day.”

“Gee, thanks.”

Matt seemed to sense his comment had hurt her. “Maybe I should have said you look like a sexy Countess Dracula.”

“Hmm, maybe you should.”

The rumble of feet running up the stairs was followed by Daisy rushing in. Danielle managed to put her cup onto the bedside cabinet just before the dog launched itself on top of her. She laughed and ruffled its ears.

“How about we all go out for the day?” she suggested, looking up at her husband. “We could find somewhere nice to walk, then have lunch out.”

Matt nodded enthusiastically. “It’s a great day for it. Are you sure you’re up to it?”

“What do you—?”

“I mean, are you not too saddle sore?” He nodded towards her lower half under the quilt. “Last night your bits seemed to take quite a battering.”

“My bits are fine, thank you. But if you’re saying Cara left you with so little energy that you’d prefer to rest all day, I can go on my own.”

“I’m okay.” He shook his head. “I’m sorry for caring.”

Before Danielle could try and make light of her comment, he’d left the bedroom and made his way downstairs. She sighed, picked up her cup and drank her coffee while stroking Daisy.

Once dressed, Danielle headed downstairs. “Has Daisy been fed?” she asked.

Matt was sitting at the kitchen table, an empty cup in front of him. “Yes. Two hours ago.” He was reading his phone. “There’s a nature reserve about fifteen miles away,” he said without looking up. “It claims there are walks through picturesque meadows and woodland, plus numerous stretches of water that attract a wide variety of birds.”

“That sounds nice.” She walked over and stood behind him. “I didn’t mean to pick at you earlier. Thanks for your consideration, but I didn’t do anything last night that I haven’t done before.”

He turned in his chair and frowned up at her. “Really? When did you have your last DP?”

She paused, seeing his point. “Okay, I meant I’ve had anal before.”

“And how long is it since another guy came in your mouth?”

That was another good point. In her previous escapades since she started this hotwife thing, she'd only sucked the guys to get them hard, before they put on a condom. “You’re right,” she acknowledged. “Last night I did a few things that I hadn’t done with anyone but you for a long time.”

“Can you remember who the last man to come in your mouth was?”

She scoffed. “I doubt it. Can you remember what you did twenty years ago?”

Matt gave a shrug and stood up. She wasn’t sure if he expected her to remember which of her previous boyfriends had been the last to splooge in her mouth, but his attitude towards her was definitely cold. Or was he suggesting that she’d been less than honest with him about what she’d done on her previous hotwife dates?

While he fitted Daisy’s harness, Danielle laced up her walking boots and put a couple of bottles of water into a rucksack. She took the dog out to the car while he got his walking boots on, and then he joined her and tapped the nature reserve’s post code to the car’s navigation system.

“Hey,” she said, looking at him.

He turned his head, and she leaned over and kissed him. “Thank you for coffee in bed, and for your concern after my night of overindulgence.”

He smiled. “You’re welcome.”

“I’m sorry I went as far as I did.”

“Why?” He looked puzzled.

“With hindsight, I think it was foolhardy. I didn’t know anything about those two young men.” 

“It was sexy to watch.”

“Was it?” She thought he’d been too busy with her best friend to notice what she’d been doing.

He nodded. “Seeing you being spit-roasted was sexy as hell, and when I knew they were both coming...” He blew out his cheeks.

“Really?”

“Watching you get fucked is hot. Knowing you’re getting creamed takes it up to a whole new level.”

“You’re a pervert.”

“Yep.” He smiled. “Diana takes every shot in one hole or another. My book is a condom-free zone.”

Diana was the name he’d given her character in his book. “Well, Diana’s a figment of your vivid imagination. I’m not, and I should probably get a check-up.”

He seemed to think about it, then shrugged. “I didn’t use a condom with Cara, which was probably reckless. I’d put money on her being a lot more promiscuous than your Spanish lads.”

Danielle saw his point. “Let’s not worry about it now.”

Matt pulled out of their drive. Traffic was quite heavy for the first few miles but thinned once they got out of the city. The journey took over half an hour, with the entrance to the nature reserve a mile or so down a narrow lane. There were about fifty cars in the car park, but few people were in sight. Danielle held Daisy while Matt went to the kiosk to pay for parking. He returned with a ticket and a leaflet that showed a map of the various routes through the reserve.

Taking the rucksack, he handed her the leaflet. “Which way shall we go?”

Danielle looked all around, glanced at the map and pointed to her right. “That way.” 

A few yards down the path, Matt let Daisy off her lead and as the dog ran ahead, sniffing at the grass every few yards, the two of them held hands and breathed in the warm, clean air. They were heading towards a wooded area, and she knew from the map that on the other side of that would be a series of small ponds. Her phone chirped from her pocket. Matt obviously heard; he looked at her but didn’t say anything. They both knew who had sent the text.

She smiled but felt a little resentment toward Cara for disturbing the time when she and her husband were reconnecting. Taking the phone from her pocket, she stopped walking so that he was a few paces ahead. She opened the text. 


Your husband is a sexual Svengali. He made me come four times last night, yet I was still so turned on when I got home that I needed to use my wand as I relived our evening.

How many times did he ravish you? xCx


A hot pang of jealousy seared her heart. When she looked up, Matt was watching her with concern in his eyes. She worried what he’d seen in her expression. Forcing a smile, she slipped her phone back into her pocket.

“Cara says you gave her such a good time that she needed to use her wand when she got home.”

He frowned. “If she needed a sex toy, I probably didn’t satisfy her.”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought.” She laughed when his frown deepened. “I’m joking. I’m sure she had a good time. I saw the two of you at it, don’t forget.” She stepped close and took his hand in hers again. “She wanted to know how many times you ravished me when we got into bed.”

His frown remained. “I just assumed that you’d be too sore for—”

“Oh, thanks love,” she said, with as much sarcasm as she could manage. “Now I feel guilty. I assumed you’d fallen asleep before I got to bed because Cara had shagged you to exhaustion.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. She smiled and shook her head. “Don’t worry about it. I told her you reclaimed me in every hole because you’re such a tiger.”

They walked on, and she got the impression that he was still uncomfortable about things. She turned him to her and kissed him gently on the mouth. “But last night was the first time we haven’t reconnected straight afterwards. Even when I was three hundred miles away in Carlisle, we still did the FaceTime mutual masturbation thing.”

He didn’t seem to have an answer, and she felt a little guilty for going on about it.

“Maybe I would have been too sore for sex,” she said. “So, thank you for not insisting on abusing me.”

He pulled her in for another kiss, his hands cupping her bum through her jeans. “Are you still too sore?”

She laughed and pushed him away. “No, but there’s no way we’re doing anything here.”

Matt gave an exaggerated pout, and they walked on. Daisy spotted a wood pigeon on the grass about twenty yards ahead. She chased it until it took flight, then trotted back and continued to sniff the grass on either side of the path.

“Do you want to talk about last night?” Matt asked.

She looked at him, hesitated for a second and then nodded. “Okay. What parts shall we talk about first – what you did or what I did?”

He chewed his lip, then shrugged. “Let’s alternate.”

She nodded. “I guess it started when you took Cara to dance. How was that?”

“It was...” He gave an embarrassed shrug.

“If we’re going to talk, we need to be honest.” She tilted her head to one side and studied him. “I saw the two of you kissing.”

“We did more than kiss.”

“Oh?”

“She was rubbing herself against me, and I got a hard-on.”

“You get a hard-on when she walks down our path, so I expect kissing her had you almost coming in your pants.”

He laughed and nodded. “Fortunately, I didn’t come in my pants on the dance floor.” He raised his eyebrows. “But Cara did.”

Danielle blinked in shock. “She came while you were dancing?”

He nodded.

“Just from grinding against your hard-on?”

“She got herself to the brink by doing that. I helped get her over the line by pushing two fingers inside her.”

Another jealous stab pierced her, but she refused to let him see it. She was angry at herself for acting like a schoolgirl. “Did she try and make you come?”

He shook his head. “We returned to the booth straight afterwards, and that’s when we saw you had company. How’d they manage that?”

Her mind was still working through the fact her husband had brought her best friend to orgasm on a crowded dance floor. Had anyone seen them?

“Danielle?”

“Sorry, what?”

“I asked how the young Spanish guys approached you?”

“Oh, er... Jordy came over and said I shouldn’t be sitting on my own.”

“Was he the first man to hit on you? Every guy at the bar was ogling you while I got the drinks.”

“They were looking at Cara, too. But thank you.”

“So, were you surprised when you realised Jordy wasn’t on his own?”

“A bit, but both of them seemed nice, and kind of shy.”

“Did you know immediately that you’d fuck them both?”

“No!” She shook her head to confirm it when he raised his eyebrows. “I didn’t think about fucking them at all. They seemed so young, I...” She frowned. “I’m probably old enough to be their mother.”

“Only if you’d given birth when you were at school.”

“They’d just left university, which makes them twenty-one. I’m almost twice that.”

They walked on in silence, now getting closer to the woods. A family with a golden retriever was headed their way on the path, so Matt called Daisy close and distracted her with a couple of treats until the other dog had passed.

He squeezed Danielle’s hand a little tighter. “You must have had an inkling that something might happen, because when we returned to the table you introduced me and Cara as if we were a couple.”

“Did I?” She couldn’t help smirking.

“You know you did.”

She nodded. “Well, by the time you got back, I realised they were nice guys. And I saw the way they looked at me.”

“You could tell they fancied you?”

She nodded. “I found it flattering.”

“Is that all?” He pulled her closer. “Surely the thought of two younger guys going at you at the same time must have been a turn-on.”

“I thought it might help with your book.”

“But the book was finished, and Diana had already had a threesome.”

She nodded. “You’re right. I did it for me.” Maybe to keep my mind off you and Cara. She stopped walking and turned to look him in the eye. “I knew the two young guys wanted me, and the thought of taking them both really turned me on.”

He smiled and nodded. “There, doesn’t it feel better to admit it?”

“Maybe. So, I’ve admitted I was turned on knowing I was going to take both men. How did you feel walking up to the chill-out room knowing you were going to fuck Cara?”

“The same. It turned me on.” He leaned close and whispered, “But not as much as knowing you were going to fuck two guys did.”

“Liar!”

They reached the wooded area where the air under the canopy of leaves was cooler. Although there was nobody in sight, Danielle heard someone call out ‘Molly’, which could have been to a dog or a child. There were still a lot of things she needed to ask Matt about his time with Cara, but she felt obliged to wait until he asked for more details about her own activities. “So,” she said, squeezing his hand again. “What do you want to know next?”

He pulled her close. “I think I’d prefer to wait until we’re in bed to talk about this.”

“You were the one who wanted to talk about it.”

He nodded. “It was a mistake.”

“What, last night?”

“No.” He laughed. “Last night was perfect. The mistake was me suggesting we talk about it. I’ve got a hard-on and am dribbling just remembering it.”

“Are you remembering watching me, or remembering fucking Cara?”

“Both.”

“You made Cara come four times.”

“What?”

“In her text, she told me you made her come four times.”

He stopped walking and shook his head. “I thought you two didn’t swap details like that.”

That was a good point. “We usually don’t.”

“So why did she tell—?”

“I don’t know.” 

Daisy barked and ran after something, possibly a squirrel, rabbit or another bird. When Danielle looked back at Matt, he didn’t look happy.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“I’m worried that Cara told you that to piss you off.”

“Did you make her come four times?”

“I...” He shrugged. “Maybe. I wasn’t counting.”

“How many times did you come?”

“Twice.”

She’d assumed it had been just once, the one she’d watched as he fucked her. “Where did you come?”

“We’re alternating, remember?” He gave her a smile. “How many times did you come?”

She thought about it. “Once when I was spit-roasted, and twice during the DP. That makes Cara the winner.”

He laughed and shook his head. “I’m pretty sure you were the winner. Cara was jealous as hell watching you. She admitted she’d never had a threesome.”

And yet she expects one with us. Danielle hadn’t raised the subject of Cara joining them in bed, which Matt had said she’d suggested last night. “I’m not sure that’s true. Didn’t she have two guys in the booth of the club during our previous visit?”

He frowned, then nodded. “She said she’d only blown them off. Maybe she meant she’d never had a DP. That’s what you were doing when she said she’d never done that.”

“Good.” She raised her eyebrows. “Okay, back to my original question. Where did you come?”

“The first was in her mouth, the second was inside her.”

She nodded, more hurt than she’d expected.

“I don’t need to ask where they came.”

“Oh?”

“One came in your pussy twice, the other came in your mouth first, and in your backside second.”

“Right.” Although she knew it’d been Luis who came inside her the second time, she hadn’t realised he’d been the one fucking her at the end of the spit-roast. She saw Matt was grinning. “What?”

“We really need to stop talking about it, or I am going to come in my pants.”

She laughed, and they walked on. “Did you really make notes for the second book this morning?” she asked.

He nodded. “I think there’s a lot of scope for the characters to grow.”

She wondered if he was hinting about the threesome Cara had suggested. She shrugged. “I suppose there is.” 

Once through the woods, they reached the series of five small ponds, each about twenty yards in diameter. Daisy ran chest-deep into the first one and began drinking, making them both laugh. 

For the rest of the walk, they chatted about mundane things. Matt had been commissioned to write a review on recent improvements in gaming graphics that would be published in three months, so he had plenty of time to research the subject. He also had a couple of shorter articles lined up over the next few weeks, but he said he hoped to have plenty of free time to write the sequel to his latest Lance Strong book. For her part, Danielle’s PR job was always busy because the last staff member to leave the company hadn’t been replaced. Matt asked if there was anything in her schedule that would mean visiting clients in other towns or cities.

“Do you mean am I going to places like Carlisle?” she asked.

He nodded. “I think we both enjoyed that trip.”

“I thought we’d agreed to join a contact site to hook up with real bulls who expect the husband to be there.”

“You can do regular guys on some nights and real bulls on others.”

“It sounds like I’m going to be busy.” She smiled at him, waiting to see if he mentioned Cara’s suggestion about their threesome. Thankfully, he didn’t.

They stopped when they reached a picnic area on the far edge of the reserve. They sat on a bench and drank the bottles of water from their rucksack, then continued their walk. By the time they returned to their car, Daisy had dried out and she lay in the footwell by Danielle’s feet as they searched for somewhere to have a late lunch. They stopped at the first pub they came to, which might not have been their best decision. The beer garden was full of screaming kids, and their food order took almost an hour to arrive. By the time they left, Danielle had a headache. 

It was late afternoon when they got home. Matt fed Daisy while Danielle made them a coffee. Having spent the entire day outside, they decided to drink it in the living room rather than the garden. He sat in his usual chair, and she sprawled on the couch, putting her woolly socked-feet up on the seat. 

Despite their discussion during the walk, she couldn’t help feeling that something was amiss between them. Maybe it was all in her head, but things felt strained, somehow. The closeness that was always there, and even more so after she’d had a playdate, was missing. Self-doubt gnawed its way into her thoughts.

“What are you thinking?” he asked.

She shrugged. “I was actually wondering what you were thinking.”

He laughed, put his cup on the coffee table and dropped to his knees on the rug. Crawling over to kneel by the couch, he gave her a smile. “I was thinking about last night, and about our conversation this morning regarding last night.”

“The conversation that gave you a hard-on?”

“Yeah.” He reached up and undid the buttons of her jeans.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m taking your jeans off.”

“Don’t you like me in jeans?”

“Oh yeah. I love you in jeans.” He pulled her legs off the couch and turned her until she was sitting facing him. She raised her bum, and he pulled off her jeans and panties at the same time. He dragged them all the way down her legs and off her feet, taking the woolly socks with them. To her surprise, he replaced the socks.

“Is that so my feet don’t get cold?”

He shook his head. “It’s because I think you look sexy in them.” He leaned in close and kissed her lips. “So, can we revisit our conversation about last night now?”

“If you like.”

He unbuttoned his jeans and gripped his cock, which was already hard, then swiped it through her outer lips. “What was it like having two men at once?”

She frowned, looking down at his cock. The tip glistened, probably from her own juices but possibly from his precum as well. “I thought we were going to wait until I’d had a check-up.”

“Were we?”

He pressed forward. She watched herself open up around his cockhead, then sighed as his cock slid easily into her. “Oh fuck, Matt.”

“This is the third cock you’ve had in the last eighteen hours.”

“I know.”

“How does it feel compared to the other two?”

She clenched down on him. “It feels like home.”

“Less exciting?”

“No.”

“Smaller?”

“Definitely not.”

“You’ve already told me Aaron’s was bigger. Longer and thicker.”

She sighed. “I may have told you that to tease you. Don’t forget I’ve read your books, so I know what your hotwives say to their husbands.”

“And you assumed that’s what I wanted to hear?”

She began to move with him. “Didn’t you want to hear that he had a big cock?”

“At the time, I didn’t want to believe you’d fucked him at all.”

“That was then. We’ve come a long way since.”

His brow furrowed. “This may not last as long as I’d hoped.”

“That’s okay, we can talk later.” She clenched down on him again. “We both know you’ll get hard again when we do.”

They stopped talking. Danielle closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensation of his cock sliding in and out. It did feel like home. The other cocks she’d experienced lately were different, and not only in size. They had different appearances, scents, tastes, and each of the men had a different technique. And her husband’s technique had pushed her right to the edge...

She opened her eyes and looked at him. “Come with me.”

He opened his mouth, then let out a long exhale. She felt his cock pulse and knew he was flooding her. She came hard, crying out as she bucked her hips and rode out the waves of pleasure seeping through her. 

As their bodies slowed, her mind went back to her previous thoughts about how each cock was different, and how each man’s technique varied. That worked both ways, and she suddenly wondered how Cara had felt to Matt. How did Cara’s technique compare to her own? 

Did he prefer fucking Cara to fucking me?

“Did you like being fucked while you sucked a guy off?” His question brought her out of her reverie, and she was grateful that it had. 

“That’s what I did during the previous visit,” she said. “I sucked you off while the black guy fucked me.”

“Oh yeah, I suppose it was.”

“But last night wasn’t like that. They both fucked me. One used my pussy and the other used my mouth.”

“There’s a difference?”

“Yes. With you and the black guy, I let him fuck me while I sucked you off. The driving force behind that was to give you pleasure, but to let him take pleasure as well.”

Matt scoffed. “And you didn’t get any pleasure from him?”

“He gave me the fucking of my life, but my focus was to get you off.”

“And what was your focus last night?”

“To be their fuck puppet. To let them both use me. To simply lie there and take their cocks.”

“And their cum.”

She chewed her lip. “Yes.”

“You wanted them to come inside you?”

She hesitated, then nodded. “You complained about not getting sloppy seconds after our last visit.”

“You did it for me?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No. I did it for me. And for Luis and Jordy.”

“Yeah, I think they’ll remember last night for a long time.”

“Can I ask a question now?”

His cock had softened inside her, and he eased out. “Shall we continue this conversation in bed?”

She looked around the living room. Daisy lay sleeping in the sun under the window. “Okay.” 

Danielle grabbed her jeans and panties and walked upstairs. Matt pulled up his jeans and followed. Once they reached the bedroom, he stripped naked and slid beneath the quilt.

Danielle removed her shirt and bra, then glanced down. “Want me to keep my socks on?”

He laughed and shook his head. “The socks are sexy, but so are your bare feet.”

She slid naked into bed beside him. “So,” she said, lying on her side and looking into his eyes. “What was it like to finally fuck Cara?”

“It was...” He shrugged, as if embarrassed to admit how much pleasure it had given him. “It was good.”

“How did she feel?”

“You’ve seen her body. She felt good. Firm and soft in all the right places.”

“You ask me how big the other men’s cocks are, so I was—”

“You tell me about their cocks. I don’t ask.”

“Yes, you do. You asked me ten minutes ago how your cock compared to theirs.”

He narrowed his eyes. “I hope you’re not going to ask how Cara’s pussy feels compared to yours.”

Danielle shook her head, but then sighed. “I guess I need to hear that she wasn’t—”

“She wasn’t you, and she never will be. Okay?”

Danielle felt her eyes water. She smiled and nodded.

“Why did you fuck Aaron on your first visit to the club?” he asked.

The change of subject confused her. “What does that have—?”

“Did you fuck him because you were frustrated? Because you no longer get what you need from fucking me?”

“No, of course not.”

“So why did you need another man’s cock? What was your motivation?”

“I...” She paused, unsure what excuse she may have given him in the past. “I wanted to make sure you weren’t secretly regretting being married to me.”

“What?”

“I’ve read all your books and, a few months ago, I went back and read them all again, one after the other.” This was obviously news to him, but he didn’t interrupt her. “You tend to vary the way the characters get into the hotwife lifestyle. Sometimes the wife cheats, sometimes they’re drunk and a little flirting with his friend goes further than intended, and sometimes the husband has a secret desire that he’s too ashamed to admit to.”

“That’s to try and make the stories varied and interesting.”

“I know, and they are. But as I read them, I wondered if you had that secret desire.”

“That’s not why I—”

“I was terrified that you’d spent your entire married life frustrated. That with a faithful wife, you’d never be completely fulfilled.”

“What I write is fiction. I’ve told you that.”

She nodded. “Yeah, but you can’t deny that things have worked out pretty well since I let Aaron into my panties.”

Matt hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. I was shocked by what you did, but even more shocked by my reaction to it.”

“Would you go back to how we were?”

“That’s impossible to answer. I was happy and never considered living in the lifestyle I write about.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

“Why? How many authors of murder mysteries do you suspect have a secret desire to kill someone, just to see if they can get away with it?”

“That’s not the same.” She leaned closer. “How many female authors of erotica secretly dream of being taken by a big alpha male? Or giving half a dozen of her husband’s friends free use of her body on cards night?”

“And how many husbands of female authors would actually let their friends fuck his wife?”

She smiled. “You do.”

Matt didn’t have a comeback, but she didn’t really need one. They both knew that she’d been right to take them into the lifestyle.

He found his voice at last. “Can I ask something else?”

She nodded.

“Earlier, you suggested the spit-roast was different from what you did the previous time with me and the guy in the club.”

She smiled, pleased that he was still thinking about this. “Yes.”

“You said that—”

“I’d let them use me as a fuck puppet. I thought you’d like that phrase.”

“Yeah, I do. But can you clarify what you meant?”

“Exactly what I said. I lay on my back and let them use my pussy and my mouth to get off. I was completely submissive, because that’s how I wanted it.” She reached out and gripped his cock. It was still flaccid, but she knew it wouldn’t stay that way for long. “I think you should explain that in the scene when you write it.”

“She just wanted to be used.”

“Yes.”

He grinned. “Maybe Diana could do that with more than two men.”

A tingle developed in her pussy. “How many more?”

“Five or six.”

“I like that idea.”

“I was talking about Diana.”

“Why not both?” His dick thickened in her hand. “I like the idea of being used by five or six men.” She tightened her grip and pumped her hand slowly. “I’d just lie there with my legs spread and my mouth open, and they could dip their cocks wherever they want. Shoot their loads wherever they want.” He was now fully hard.

“I’m not sure I like that idea.”

She squeezed his cock. “This says differently.” She rolled him onto his back and straddled him. “But I’d also like a threesome where I’m not submissive.”

“Oh?” 

As soon as she’d said it, she knew he thought she was referring to inviting Cara to their bed. “What I mean is, I’d like two cocks to work on. Two cocks that I get to use any way I want.”

“And not be submissive.”

“Correct. I’d tell them to lie on their back and get a hard-on.”

“Sounds kind of familiar.”

She nodded. “Yes, exactly like this. But I’d want two men lying side by side.” She placed the tip of his cock in her entrance and sank down until his full length was buried inside her. “Hmm.” She clenched around him, then began to slowly move her hips back and forward. “I’d ride the first man’s cock while stroking his friend’s. Then I’d move over and ride that one.”

“You wouldn’t suck them?”

She shrugged. “Maybe I’d suck them at the start to help get them hard. What do you think?”

“It’d probably be rude not to.”

“Heh!” She ground herself on his cock, enjoying the sensation of being filled. “I’d ride them both, spending maybe a minute or so on each one so that they don’t get too close.”

“They’re not allowed to come?”

“Oh yeah, but not yet. If I wanted a short ride, I’d use you.”

“Touché.”

“I’m joking. I love how we fuck. But for this fantasy, I want a marathon session. I want to ride them for an hour.”

“I doubt you could manage that. Your legs turn to jelly after you come.”

“I’d manage. Trust me.”

He let out a low breath. “Would you make them both come like this?”

“Maybe. Or if I’m feeling really dirty, I’d ride one and tell the other to stand next to us so I can blow him.”

“Is that still a spit-roast?”

“I don’t know, but I’d be doing all the work. I’d rock my hips on the first guy and bob my head on the second. I’d be the one who makes—”

Matt pushed his head back into the pillow and arched up off the bed. Danielle groaned and bucked faster, bringing herself off with him. Her orgasm hit before his cock had stopped pulsing inside her. He pulled her down and kissed her face, his fingers digging painfully into her bum cheeks as he continued to thrust beneath her.

They finally stopped moving. The room was silent except for their breathing.

She opened her eyes and smiled at him. “Did you like that fantasy?”

“I guess so.”

“Do you like it for me or Diana?”

“Why not both?”

She smiled and snuggled into his shoulder. “I’d use two bulls from the contact site.”

“Okay.”

She looked up into his eyes. “You’d be okay with me using two bulls?”

He nodded. “Like you say, it’s the logical way to go.”

Danielle lay her head back on his chest. “Okay, you can have a short rest, and then—”

He gave an exaggerated sigh. “What? More sex?”

“No. We’ll get up and do stuff. I need to iron a blouse for tomorrow, and you’ll have to take Daisy for a walk.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Three
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When Danielle left for work on Monday morning, Matt promised to start writing the next book. He said the opening chapter would include Diana having sex with a man she picked up in a hotel bar.

A little after midday, she and her colleague Alison went out for lunch. The two women chatted about their respective weekends as they walked down the busy London street to a restaurant they often frequented. Alison had two young children, and she’d spent her Saturday taking them to sports clubs and swimming lessons, and her Sunday hosting her youngest’s birthday party. Danielle told her friend all about her walk around the nature reserve but, for obvious reasons, didn’t mention visiting a club and having sex with two Spanish men who were half her age.

The food was as good as always. Just after they’d asked the waiter for their bill, a tall man walking past their table stopped.

“Dani?” he asked.

Danielle looked up, puzzled. Nobody called her that anymore. She didn’t recognise the man until he smiled. “Jason?”

He nodded. “God, I can’t believe it. You look...” She glanced at Alison, who was staring at him. “I’m sorry if I’m interrupting—”

“No, we’ve just finished lunch and are heading back to work.” Danielle tilted her head towards her companion. “This is Alison. We work together. Ali, meet Jason. We were at university together.”

“Hi,” Alison said, reaching her hand out.

Jason shook it, then turned his attention back to Danielle. “So, you’re living in London now?”

She nodded. “Been here over ten years. How about you? I thought you’d moved abroad.”

“Yeah, I’m based in Vienna. Just here for a couple of days.” He frowned, obviously aware of the waiter standing behind him with a card reader.

Alison excused herself and accompanied the waiter back to the bar to settle up. 

Jason beamed. “I don’t know if you’d be able to meet for a catch-up later, but I’d love to hear all your news.”

Danielle smiled. “Yeah, I’d like that.” 

He reached into his pocket and took out a business card. “My number’s on this. I’ll be in meetings all afternoon but leave me a text or call after five. We could go out straight after work if that works for you.”

Danielle wondered if that’d be okay with Matt. “That sounds good.”

“Fantastic. I can’t believe we bumped into each other.” He smiled again. “As this is your city, tell me where to be and I’ll get there.”

“Okay. See you later.”

As Jason walked back to a table of several other men, Alison waited by the bar for her. Danielle got up and the women left.

“So, tell me about tall, handsome Jason,” Alison said, smiling.

“He’s an old friend from uni.” She elbowed her friend. “And before you ask, he was just a friend.”

When they arrived back at the office, Danielle decided to call Matt. He picked up on the first ring.

“That was quick,” she said. “Are you playing Wordle on your phone?”

He laughed. “No, I’m out walking your dog.”

“I thought she was our dog.”

“That was the plan, but we both know who she sees as her mistress.”

Danielle smiled. Daisy’s absolute devotion was flattering. “Well, I’m calling to say I bumped into an old uni friend who asked if I could go out for a drink to catch up after work.”

“Cool. Do you want me to save you some food?”

“No, we’ll probably have dinner.”

“So, did you meet through work?”

“No, I was having lunch with Alison when we bumped into each other.”

“Does she live in London?”

“No, Vienna. Here for work meetings, but it’s not she. It’s a guy called Jason.”

“Oh, okay.” He was silent for a few seconds. “Were you two close?”

“Yeah, he was part of the group I hung around with. But we never dated, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Right.”

There was another silence, which she found awkward. “Matt, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“Then why the long silences?”

“I was...” She heard a muffled noise, presumably as he moved his phone from one hand to the other. “So, the two of you never dated?”

“No.”

“Does that mean you didn’t find each other attractive?”

She laughed. “No, it means when we were hanging around together, we were both seeing other people.”

“Right.”

She waited for another ten seconds before breaking the silence. “Do you not want me to go for a drink with him?”

“Of course I do. I’m happy for you to go for a drink, dinner, whatever.”

She frowned. “Whatever?”

He let out a sigh. “I’m saying whatever you decide to do is okay with me.”

“Matt, he’s an old friend, nothing more. He’s living in another country, and we thought it’d be nice to catch up on each other’s lives. That’s all.”

“Okay.”

She thought he sounded disappointed. “How’s my new book coming along?”

“Diana let the guy she picked up in the hotel fuck her bareback both times.”

“She’s a complete slut.”

“Yep.”

“Okay, I’ve got clients to see.” She stood up behind her desk. “I’ll see you later.”

“Or tomorrow.”

“What?”

“You know, if you decide to spend the whole night catching up.”

“Matt, it’s really not—”

“Okay.” 

“You’re a pervert.”

“I know. I’m just saying don’t feel restricted. You can do whatever you feel like doing and come home whenever fits in with your plans.”

“Thank you.” She ended the call, chewed her lip for a second, then went to meet her clients.

* * * *
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Danielle was back in her own office a little after four-fifteen. Her clients had left, and she had a few things to finish before she could leave. She sent Jason a link to a nice wine bar she sometimes visited after work. It was relatively close to the restaurant they’d met in, which she assumed was close to wherever his meeting was being held. 

She thought about her conversation with Matt earlier. It had never crossed her mind that she and Jason might end up in bed. She’d been honest when she said they’d never dated. Even though there’d been a mutual attraction, they’d never been unattached at the same time. When one of her relationships ended, Jason was always in the middle of something with his latest partner. By the time he became free, Danielle had started seeing someone else. They’d got through three years of university without acting on their mutual attraction. In reality, there was no reason for that to change. They were old friends who’d met by chance and were simply going to have dinner while catching up on the last twenty years. 

If Matt hadn’t said anything, she doubted she’d even have considered having sex with Jason. Now that he had, though, a tiny trickle of excitement hummed throughout her body. Her reaction to Matt’s unselfishness piled on even more guilt about her reaction to watching him with Cara.

She tried to remember what underwear she had put on that morning, then breathed a sigh of relief when she remembered her bra and panties matched. Another thought occurred...

She picked up her phone and called Matt. This time he was slower to answer.

“Hi,” he said, a little breathless.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah, I was making a coffee in the kitchen but had left my phone in the living room.” 

“I was just wondering, do you want me to phone Cara and ask her to come see you later?”

“Why would you do that?”

She realised this was an admission that she might sleep with Jason if the opportunity arose. “I just thought that, you know, if anything happens tonight with me, then you’d want to have a little fun of your own.”

“Danielle,” he said, his voice an intimate whisper. “I’d rather wait for you to come home, then I can have all the fun I need.”

She let out a soft sigh, thrilled by his answer. “Thank you.”

“I think you should go out and have a good time. Relax and enjoy catching up with your friend. There’s no pressure from me. You might find you two are no longer on the same wavelength. People change.”

She saw his point, though from the way Jason had looked at her in the restaurant, she doubted it. “Yeah, maybe.”

“But if things haven’t changed and you feel the urge to make up for missing the chance when you were twenty, then I’d be okay with that.”

She closed her eyes and smiled. “Thank you.”

“Okay, have fun.”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

She ended the call and wrote up brief minutes from the meeting with the client and also some proposed actions for follow-up. Then she closed down her workstation and made her way to the bar where she’d arranged to meet Jason. 

It was a warm, pleasant evening and there were a lot of people walking leisurely along the city pavements. The bar was already busy and Danielle, dressed in a grey trouser suit, white blouse and fairly low heels, blended in perfectly with the rest of the customers, who seemed to be bankers or property agents.

There was no sign of Jason, so she ordered herself a soft drink and found a vacant high table with stools. She took out her phone and checked to see if either Matt or Jason had texted. They hadn’t.

“Hey!”

She looked up and saw Jason striding towards her, a wide smile on his face. Next to him was another man, older and a little shorter. 

Jason gave her a hug, which felt natural to her. “Dani, this is my colleague, Lars.”

The older guy gave a smile and held out his hand. “Nice to meet you.”

“You too.” She glanced at Jason, trying desperately to dispel the memories of how she’d spent Saturday evening from her mind.

“Lars is going for dinner with a couple of the guys hosting our meeting,” he explained. “I suggested he have a drink with us rather than wait in the hotel bar on his own.”

“Good idea,” she said, relieved. Turning to Lars, she smiled. “Are you based in Vienna as well?”

He shook his head. “Same bank, different branch. I work in Zurich.”

“Head office,” Jason added. “Much bigger salaries.”

Lars laughed and shook his head. “I wish. Who wants a drink?”

Danielle declined, and Jason asked for a beer. 

After his colleague had gone to the bar, Jason sat on the stool next to hers. “I still can’t believe I met you today. There’s almost ten million people in London. What are the chances that I’d meet someone I know?”

“I know, it’s crazy.” She smiled and shook her head. “So, your business card says you’re a Futures Portfolio Manager.”

“It sounds more exciting than it is. I started in the City as a number-cruncher, and I’m still doing that while also overseeing a small group of less experienced number-crunchers.” 

Lars returned with two beers. Passing one to Jason, he took a stool on the opposite side of the table.

Jason raised his glass to Lars and Danielle. “Cheers.” He took a sip, then smiled. “So, what are you up to nowadays? You studied journalism, right?”

“Yes, but I didn’t work as a journalist for long. My usual line is that I had a fleeting career in Fleet Street.”

“How come?”

She shrugged. “It wasn’t as exciting as I’d hoped it’d be.”

“What do you do now?” Lars asked.

“I work in PR.” She watched their blank faces, then nodded. “I know. It’s far less exciting than journalism, and there’s twice as much bullshit to wade through, but the pay’s better.”

They laughed.

“What about your home life?” Jason asked, eyeing her wedding ring. “Do you have a family?”

“No kids, just a husband and a dog. How about you?”

He nodded and took out his phone. “A wife, two boys but no dog.” He showed her a photo of two smiling kids and a pretty blonde woman. “They make number-crunching worthwhile.” He slipped his phone back into his pocket. “What does your husband do?”

“He’s also a former journo, but he now writes freelance. Geek-speak computer and gaming articles mainly.” She didn’t think divulging he also wrote filthy fiction would be a good idea.

“My son may well have read his articles,” Lars said. “He spends most of his free time on his laptop, his console, or with VR goggles strapped to his face. I’ve forgotten what his voice sounds like.”

The conversation flowed easily, and the three of them spent a very relaxed twenty minutes discussing London, Vienna and Zurich. When the men had finished their beers, Jason suggested another round. This time Lars declined, explaining he needed to go and meet his dinner companions. Danielle asked for a beer.

As she was left at the table on her own for a moment, she checked her phone again. Matt had sent her a text, which was actually just a photo he’d taken of Daisy on the bridle path. When Jason got back, she showed him the picture.

“Ah, cute dog.”

“She’s a little bitch,” she said. “But we love her anyway.”

Jason returned to his stool, and they clinked bottle necks. As they shared a smile, a flutter in her tummy made her clench her legs together.

“So,” he said. “Are you still in touch with any of the old crowd?”

She ran through the small number of people she still kept in touch with through social media and occasional emails, admitting he was the first person from university she’d met face to face since before the pandemic. He hadn’t been aware that one of the girls who’d shared a flat with Danielle had been killed in a road accident several years earlier. 

“Are you in touch with anyone from uni?” she asked.

“Not really, though I am in touch with a few of the guys from the rugby team.”

She’d forgotten about his sporting friends. They had been a different crowd, though she had met some of those guys at parties.

He smirked. “I’m sure Dave Bonner will be glad to hear about you.”

Danielle laughed and shook her head. “I remember him. Cauliflower ears and wandering hands.”

Jason laughed, nodding. “He had such a crush on you.”

“He had a crush on anything in a skirt. I don’t think I ever saw him sober.”

“He’s a probation officer now.”

“Yikes! I’m not surprised all the prisons are full.”

They stayed in the bar for another half-hour before moving to a small bistro a few hundred yards down the road. They were shown to a table near the back. When the waiter asked if they’d like to see the wine list, Jason turned to Danielle. 

“Are you driving?” he asked.

“I drove in, but my car’s in a secure car park at work. I’ll get an Uber home and catch the train in tomorrow.”

They chose a bottle of Merlot and perused the menu. As they chatted over dinner, she realised that Jason hadn’t changed at all. As a student he’d always been bright and quick-witted; he obviously still was. Physically, he’d been tall and slim. He’d filled out since, his face rounder and his shoulders wider, and looked in good shape. She couldn’t help wondering what he thought about how she now compared to her younger self.

He told her about his family. His wife was Austrian, and they’d met through a mutual friend. His sons were ten and seven, and both went to the same primary school close to their home on the outskirts of Vienna. All of the family were bilingual, fluent in English and German.

After they’d caught up on each other’s lives, they moved onto their hopes for the future. Jason was adamant that he wouldn’t return to the UK. He loved life in Austria and was convinced that his kids were having a better time than he’d had as a child.

“What about you?” he asked. “Do you have plans to open your own PR agency one day?”

“Not really. I was thinking I’d work for a few more years, then we could move out of the city. We could buy a little cottage by the sea. Matt could sit in his office writing stuff to pay the bills, and I’d spend my days in a rustic kitchen baking bread and making jam.”

“And in the evenings, you could walk your dog.”

“Exactly.” Danielle drained her glass. 

Jason picked up the bottle, but it was empty. “Want another one of these?” he asked.

Both had finished eating. She raised her eyebrows. “Why don’t we go to a bar and have the next drink on comfortable chairs?” 

“Good plan.” He got the bill and frowned when Danielle reached for her bag, explaining he was on a business trip where all expenses would be covered by his bank.

As they walked along the pavement in search of a suitable bar, Danielle slipped her hand inside his arm and rested her head against his shoulder. “Thank you for dinner.”

He turned and smiled at her, and they held eye contact for a second before he nodded towards the other side of the road. “What about that place?”

She followed his gaze. The bar had large windows which showed leather furniture, low tables and old-fashioned brass lamps fitted with filament bulbs. It looked cosy and welcoming, so she nodded.

Once inside, they found a free two-seater couch next to a stripped pine table. Danielle told Jason to sit down while she went to the bar. She didn’t ask him what he wanted to drink, returning a couple of minutes later with a bottle of Chilean Shiraz and two wine glasses.

She sat next to him, half-filled each glass and held one out to him. They clinked glasses, then smiled at each other. There were three young people on the couch on the other side of their table, but Danielle paid them no attention. She sat close to Jason, her left leg pressed tightly against his right one. They reminisced about bands they’d seen in the student union bar, some of the house parties they’d attended, and some of the Rag Week fancy dresses they’d worn.

“Does your husband think you’re out with work colleagues?” he asked.

“No, I told him I’d bumped into an old friend from uni who now lived in Austria, and we’d agreed to get dinner and catch up.”

“Cool.”

“He immediately assumed I’d been talking about a woman, though.” She smiled. “I didn’t correct him.” She took a sip of wine, looking into his eyes over the rim of her glass.

Jason took a breath. “I always fancied you, you know.”

“I know.” She held his gaze. “And I’m pretty sure you know I fancied you, too.”

He smiled. “I never liked Darren.”

She laughed, remembering her old boyfriend. He’d been a postgrad student, and she’d thought he was mature and cool. “Why not?”

“Mainly because he was sleeping with you, but I also considered him to be a bit of a prat.”

“You’re probably right. And since we’re being honest, I never liked that Gillian you swooned over.”

He snorted. “If I’m honest, I don’t think I ever liked her that much, either. But she had a car and gave blowjobs.”

“If I’d known that was the reason you stayed with her, I could have borrowed a car.”

“You wouldn’t have needed a car.”

She took her lower lip between her teeth as they stared into each other’s eyes, the idea of her younger self giving blowjobs left unmentioned. They drank more of their wine, and each recalled different memories from their time at university. After a while, Danielle realised that there were different people sitting on the other side of the table. She hadn’t noticed the first set leave, or the new ones arrive. The bottle was empty, and there was hardly any wine in their glasses.

There was a tingle of excitement in her stomach and a hot wetness between her legs. She looked at Jason. “Where’s your hotel?”

“About a five-minute walk away.”

She stood up, and he did the same without bothering to finish his drink. They left the bar and walked hand-in-hand along the pavement without speaking. Danielle hoped they didn’t meet Lars in the hotel lobby, and thankfully they didn’t. Jason led her straight to the lift and they stood behind two elderly women waiting for it to arrive. The women stepped in first and pressed for the fourth floor. Jason pressed the number two. 

They exited the lift on the second floor and walked down the carpeted corridor to room 207, where he swiped a card and let her go in first. She stood motionless in the middle of the floor space. He walked in and stopped in front of her. Neither of them said a word.

Danielle went on tiptoes, leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips. He kissed her back, then suddenly their hands were all over each other. He slid his hands inside her jacket. She moaned as his hands stroked her breasts and raked her nails down his shirted ribs. Their kissing became more passionate, the groping more frantic. He pushed her jacket off and cupped her bum cheeks as she ground her crotch against his stiffening cock. Both were breathing heavily.

Pulling back a little, she loosened his tie and started to undo his shirt buttons. He fumbled with her blouse, then, as if by unspoken agreement, they each undressed themselves. Danielle kicked off her shoes, removed her blouse and slid down her trousers. Once she was down to her bra and panties, she stood at the side of the bed.

Jason soon faced her in only his jockey shorts, the cotton stretched tight over his erection. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting the straps slide down her arms and off. His gaze dropped to her full breasts as he reached out and ran a finger around one taut nipple. She shivered under his touch.

He looked back up into her eyes. Holding his gaze, she sat down on the side of the bed, slipped her fingers into the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down to his thighs. Never breaking eye contact, she gripped the base of his cock and took the top half into her mouth. Jason shuddered and let out a ragged exhale. She kept her eyes locked on his as she slowly bobbed her head, taking in more of his length with each forward movement.

“Oh, man.” He sighed, licked his lips and let out a quiet groan. “Man, that feels so good.”

She bobbed her head more, inching him further into her throat. Jason let out another long exhale.

The last thing she wanted was for him to go off too early, so after a minute or so she released him from her mouth and stood up.

“Lie on the bed,” she instructed.

He did so immediately. 

Danielle bent down and took a pack of condoms from her bag. She saw his eyes widen and gave him a smile. “I guess this is where I admit I called at a pharmacy on my way to the wine bar.” It was a lie; she’d had them in her bag since her business trip to Carlisle.

“You knew this was going to happen?”

“No, but I thought it might.” She slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them off. 

Joining him on the bed, she placed a knee on either side of his legs and ripped the foil wrapper with her teeth. She gripped the base of his cock in one hand and fitted the condom with the other. 

“Well,” she said, pointing his cock upwards and positioning herself above it. “I think we’ve waited long enough for this.”

He nodded. “At least twenty years.” He put his hands on her hips and pulled her slowly down onto his cock.

Danielle closed her eyes as it slid all the way in. She rested her hands on his chest and clenched down on his cock, savouring every ripple of pleasure as it stretched and filled her. Jason raised his hands and cupped her breasts, running his thumbs over her nipples. She rode him slowly, thrusting her hips forward and back, lifting a little at the end of each backward stroke before dropping down and pushing forward again. Their breathing became more laboured.

Before long, the first signs of an orgasm fluttered through Danielle’s lower body. A low moan rumbled in her throat, and she opened her eyes and smiled down at him. She increased the speed of her thrusts, pushing herself down and grinding her clit on his pubic bone. He raised his hips off the mattress, sending his cock deeper and providing more friction on her clit.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered. She bucked faster, his cock sliding easily in and out of her drenched hole. She struggled to keep her eyes open.

He gently pinched and tugged at her nipples and the cresting orgasm finally broke, surging through her body with a force that surprised her. She grunted, jerking her hips as she dropped her head back and let out a long wail.

Keeping his cock buried to the hilt, Jason rolled her off him and onto her side. He banged into her frantically for a few seconds before rolling her onto her back and getting on top. She wrapped her legs around his and gripped his buttocks in her hands as he fucked her with force, slamming his body against hers and sending his cock as deep is it would go.

Danielle cried out. A second orgasm was already building. “Fuck me,” she rasped, sliding her hands up his back and clinging on to his shoulders. “Pretend it’s twenty years ago.”

Jason closed his eyes and let out a muted sigh. His cock twitched and she clenched down, rocking her hips to milk him as well as to get herself over the line a second time. She wished she’d been able to take him bare. The orgasm washed over her, not as powerful as the first one but still making her toes curl and her thighs tremble.

He slowed his movements then rolled off and lay on his back, panting. She rested her head on his chest and listened to his racing heart.

“Wow.” He shook his head. “That was even better than in my fantasies.”

She laughed. “Did you have many of those fantasies?”

“Oh yeah.” He grinned down at her. “Probably not as many as Dave Bonner, though. He once told me you were on his mind every time he jacked off.”

“Eww.” She grimaced. “Guys are gross.”

He nodded his agreement. “Bonner more so than most.”

They lay in silence for a couple of minutes, then Jason let out a sigh. “I don’t do this sort of thing.”

She leaned up on one elbow and looked into his eyes. “What, travel to distant cities and pick up women?”

He nodded. “I’ve never cheated on Sabine in the thirteen years we’ve been together.”

“This wasn’t cheating,” she said, stroking his cheek. “It was just finishing off something we never got around to doing at uni.”

He smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I suppose that’s a better way of looking at it.”

She took a breath. “It’s getting late. I should be going.”

He nodded, and they got off the bed. Jason went to the bathroom, presumably to dispose of the condom. By the time he returned, Danielle was almost dressed. He pulled on his shorts as she stepped into her shoes and slipped on her jacket. They stepped close for a brief hug.

“Reception will call you an Uber,” he said.

“I have the app on my phone. I’m sure I won’t have long to wait.”

They smiled at each other, and she leaned in and gave him a final kiss on the lips. 

“I’m glad we met today,” she whispered.

“Me too.”

She squeezed his hand, then he opened the door and let her out. She walked along the hotel corridor and took her phone from her pocket. She ordered an Uber, then sent her husband a brief text: I’ll be home in twenty minutes.

* * * *
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Matt was waiting in the hall when she arrived home. He had on a t-shirt and pyjama bottoms. As soon as she’d closed and locked the front door, he stepped close.

“How was your evening?” he asked.

“Good,” she said, undoing her trousers and letting them slide down her legs. “But I know it’s about to get better.”

He bent down and lifted her feet out of her trousers. Then he dragged her panties down, leaned forward and inhaled. “He used a condom?” he asked, looking up.

She nodded. “I couldn’t risk passing anything on. He’s been married and faithful for years, and I still need to get a check-up after Saturday night.”

He straightened up and looked into her eyes. “Did you own up to being a hotwife?”

“Of course not.” She shuddered at the thought of Jason knowing that. “I let him assume we were both cheating on our spouses.”

Matt tugged down the front of his pyjamas and released his erection. She still had on her bra, blouse and jacket. Pushing her back against a wall, he reached down and lifted one of her legs up. Then he bent his knees, held his cock between her folds and straightened up, entering her in the process.

She groaned, supporting her weight with her hands on his shoulders. He fucked her hard, and she rested her head against his chest.

“Did you suck his cock?” he whispered.

She kept her eyes closed and nodded. “Briefly.”

“How many times did you fuck?” he asked, his voice already breathless.

“Just once.”

“Did you come?”

She opened her eyes and looked up into his face. “Twice.”

“Are you going to come again?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Just use me and let’s see what happens.”

He smiled and fucked her harder. He lasted much longer than she’d expected, making her wonder if he’d jacked off earlier. 

She reached up and stroked his cheek. “Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, I’m going to come again.”

He smiled, leaned down and kissed the end of her nose. “Good.”

She tumbled into her third orgasm of the evening. Matt banged her hard then held still. His cock twitched as he came. She let out a gasp and held on tight as he resumed his thrusts. He eventually stopped, bent his knees and withdrew. 

He pulled up his pyjama bottoms and kissed her forehead. “You go take a shower. I’ll let Daisy out and turn things off down here.”

As Danielle picked up her trousers, panties and shoes, another wave of shame washed over her. Matt was so selfless. He’d given her permission to sleep with Jason, and obviously gotten off on the fact she’d taken him up on his offer. It brought into focus the contrast between his generosity and her petty jealousies about what he’d done with Cara. She knew she had to overcome those feelings, otherwise it could ruin everything.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Four
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After the hectic few days of having sex — with Luis and Jordy on Saturday, Matt on Sunday, then Jason followed by Matt on Monday — Danielle was content to have some quiet nights at home. She did, however, take the time to visit a sexual health clinic for a check-up. On Thursday evening, they sat in their living room watching TV. She had her feet tucked beneath her on the couch, Matt sat in his usual armchair and Daisy snoozed on the rug between them.

“How’s the latest Lance Strong story coming on?” she asked during the adverts between programmes on TV.

“Four chapters are finished, and over halfway through the fifth.”

“And what’s Diana been up to so far?”

“Well, she seems to have upped the ante from the first book.”

Danielle tutted. “The woman’s a complete slut.”

“Yeah, I know. That’s why the readers love her.”

“Can I read it yet?” He usually preferred her to wait until his books were almost finished before letting her see them.

He shrugged. “You can if you like, but I think you’d be better off waiting for the second draft. This one will have a few typos and some awkward sentences.” He held up his hands and wiggled his fingers. “These guys tend to get ahead of themselves when I’m in mid-flow. They type too fast and don’t always wait for my brain to catch up.”

She laughed. “How about you give me a quick summary, then? What’s in the first chapter?”

“She fucks a guy during a business trip.”

“Ah.” She paused the TV because the next programme was just about to start. “Did you point out that it was her husband’s idea for her to go to the hotel bar and pick up a man?”

“Oh yeah. Mike’s a pervy bastard who wants her to have as much fun as she can.”

“And did she have fun that night?”

He nodded. “Two fucks, and she got creamed both times.”

“That’s a disgusting way to describe it.”

“I blame my readers. They like me to be coarse.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Did Diana and Mike have a FaceTime wank afterwards?”

“No. That was private to us.”

Part of her dreaded asking the next question. “And Chapter Two?”

“She met two young French students.” He grinned at her surprised expression. “Artistic licence.”

She waited a beat. “Did Mike fuck Claire?”

“Yes.” He didn’t elaborate.

She nodded. “Chapter Three?”

“Diana and Mike had reconnection sex, and she tells him about her fantasy of taking control with two bulls.”

“Did she mention that last time she’d been happy to be used as a fuck puppet?”

He laughed out loud and nodded. “I wasn’t going to let that phrase go to waste. I also said you’d wanted them to use you as a cock sleeve.”

She grimaced. “Gross.”

“I’m giving the readers what they want.” He grinned. “I might also have said you wanted to be their cum bucket.”

“Don’t you think that’s too much?”

He shrugged. “For a cock-jockey like Diana, it seems barely enough.”

“And did Diana fuck an old university friend in Chapter Four?”

“Mm hmm. You’ve been such a busy girl, it’s making this one easy to write. I hardly have to think up any scenes.”

“Did she use a condom this time?”

“Of course not.”

“And when she got home, did her husband fuck her before she’d taken off her jacket?”

“In the book, she’d worn a skirt suit, so he didn’t even have to remove her trousers. He just hoisted her skirt, pulled her gusset aside and slid straight in.” He grinned. “And because Diana didn’t use a condom, she was extremely wet.”

“Sloppy seconds?”

“You know it.”

“You’re such a pervert.”

“Thanks. I’ll take that as a compliment.”

She laughed and shook her head. “It certainly wasn’t meant as one.” She picked up the remote and hit ‘Play’ to start the TV programme.

It finished an hour later. Matt went to the kitchen and came back wearing his shoes and carrying Daisy’s harness and lead. 

Danielle fancied some fresh air. “If you give me a sec, I’ll come with you.”

She went to put on trainers and a jumper. By the time she was ready, Daisy had on her harness and was bouncing excitedly around the hall. Matt clipped on her lead, and they went out into the cool night air. Since the bridle path had no streetlights, they headed in the opposite direction. Holding hands, they chatted while walking down their tree-lined street. 

Matt turned to her. “Have you remembered I’m going out tomorrow night?”

“No. When did you tell me?”

“A couple of weeks ago. There’s a gaming exhibition in Bayswater and—” 

Now she remembered. “Yes, you did. You’re going with the guy from the magazine, right?” 

“Yeah. Martin.”

“Sorry, I didn’t realise it was tomorrow.”

“He suggested we get something to eat and have a couple of beers afterwards.”

“Sounds nice. You’re close to Oxford Street there. Loads of nice bars and restaurants.”

He laughed. “Knowing Martin, I suspect we’ll go for a curry then find a traditional pub.”

Danielle knew she should call Cara to see if she fancied going out for a drink. She’d put off texting her all week but the longer she left it, the more awkward it would be when they finally met up.

“Is that okay?” he asked, looking a little concerned at her expression.

“Yeah, of course. I was just...” She sighed. “I guess I should call Cara. We haven’t spoken since last Saturday.”

“Oh?” He stopped walking. “Why not?”

“I was busy Sunday and Monday, then I was tired on Tuesday and...” She frowned. “To be honest, I didn’t appreciate her text on Sunday morning.”

Matt chewed his lip but didn’t say anything.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s not worry about that now.”

They spent another fifteen minutes completing a circuit of their neighbourhood, passing the shops and primary school before arriving back at their house. Danielle went straight upstairs while Matt turned the lights off in the kitchen and living room. By the time he’d visited the bathroom and undressed, Danielle was in bed. He slid in beside her wearing his boxers. She gave him a smile, then flicked off her lamp. They cuddled, but neither showed any interest in doing more than that. Within five minutes, Matt’s breathing settled into a steady rhythm. Danielle lay awake for a while longer, wondering how she’d react if Cara repeated her suggestion about the two of them sharing Matt in a threesome.

* * * *
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While Danielle was at work on Friday, she sent Cara a short text:


Hey - Sorry for the late reply, it’s been a busy week at work. Are you free for a drink after work? Dx


She didn’t get a reply immediately, which suggested she’d either upset Cara by leaving it almost a week to text, or that Cara was busy at work. When Danielle checked the app, she saw that her message hadn't been read yet, which made her feel better.

Cara eventually replied, almost an hour later:


Sounds good. Want to meet at Chico’s? It’s Friday, so I’ll leave here as soon after four as I can. xCx


Danielle sent a thumbs up emoji, put her phone down and let out a sigh. She hoped Cara wouldn’t want to discuss last Saturday in detail. She’d also decided not to mention anything about her encounter with Jason. Cara didn’t need to know about all her adventures.

The rest of the day passed with little to break the monotony. She had no meetings with clients and spent most of her time reviewing the promotional images for the campaign she was working on. Matt had sent a couple of texts from the exhibition, and she’d told him she and Cara were meeting after work. 

Danielle left the office just before four and took the Underground to Covent Garden. Chico’s was a trendy bar on Bow Street owned by a friend of Cara’s, and it was their preferred watering hole if they met up after work. Cara was already there when Danielle arrived. Her friend stood up and gave her a hug that, thankfully, felt completely normal.

“Did you drive in?” Cara asked.

Danielle nodded. “My car’s at work, but I can’t leave it there over the weekend.”

“How about a mocktail, then?”

Danielle nodded, and they perused the alcohol-free cocktail menu. Once they’d made their decision, they placed their order and found a table for two near the window.

“So, you’ve had a busy week?” Cara asked, slipping off her jacket and drawing the eyes of numerous men sitting close by.

Danielle nodded. “Yeah, work’s been a bit crazy this week.” It was only a little lie. Work had been busy, but not much busier than normal.

A young waitress delivered their drinks, then left. Danielle took a sip through the straw and nodded appreciatively. “This is really refreshing.”

“Hmm.” Cara sipped hers, then pushed a lock of her red hair behind her ear. “So, has Matt started his next book?”

“Yes, but he won’t let me read it yet. He gets paranoid about me reading the first draft in case it’s littered with typos.”

“Tell him I’m looking forward to reading it.”

Before Danielle could respond, she saw the owner walking across to greet them. Although he was of Italian descent, his name wasn’t Chico. It was Gordon, and he spoke with a strong cockney accent. Both women stood to receive his friendly embrace and kiss on their cheek. 

“Great to see you,” he said, smiling from one to the other. “Having beautiful ladies drinking here is good for business.”

They exchanged pleasantries for a couple of minutes before Gordon went to talk to his staff behind the bar.

“I’m glad you suggested a drink tonight,” Cara said. “I need to disappear for a while.”

“What do you mean, disappear for a while?”

“My mum’s managed to break her fibula, so I’m going to stay with her for a couple of weeks.”

“Oh no! How did she do that?”

“She fell down some steps coming out of her Pilates class.” Cara shook her head in disgust. “The woman’s almost seventy years old, for heaven sakes. Why can’t she just stay home, drink sherry and watch daytime television like normal pensioners?”

Danielle laughed. She’d met Cara’s mother many times and liked her a lot. An attractive and elegant lady, she had undoubtedly passed on her genes to her daughter. She'd lived alone for years because Cara's dad died of a heart attack in his fifties. 

“Are you taking time off work?” Danielle asked. 

“It’ll be a mishmash of holiday and working from home.”

“Well, give her my regards.”

Cara smiled, then took another sip of her drink. “So,” she finally said. “Tell me how good it felt to experience two men at the same time.”

Glancing around to make sure Cara hadn’t been overheard, Danielle frowned. “I don’t think this is the place for us to be discussing that, thank you very much.”

Cara smiled. “Tell me.”

Danielle placed the straw between her lips and took another sip of the fruity drink. Then she released the straw and licked her lips. “It was amazing.” Matt had told her Cara had been envious, so Danielle decided to rub salt in those wounds. “Matt’s keen for me to do it again, but this time he wants me to use bulls from a contact site and take a more proactive role.”

Cara’s green eyes widened. “More proactive?”

She nodded. “With the two young Spanish guys, I just let them use me. He said that next time, he wants to see me taking the initiative while using the bulls.”

Cara sighed. “Can we swap places for a couple of weeks? You cook and clean for my mother while I take the initiative with two hunky men.”

“Sorry babe. I’m not going to miss out on this one.”

“Bitch!”

Danielle laughed and raised her glass as if in a toast. “You’d better believe it.”

For the next hour or so, the women chatted about normal things. They went to a nearby Italian restaurant for dinner. Calling it at night a little before eight, they left the restaurant and walked together to the Tube station. 

Danielle embraced her friend. “Give your mum my regards.”

“I will.” Cara smiled. “Give my number to the hunky men.”

Both women laughed, and for a moment they held eye contact. Danielle got the impression her friend wanted to ask something else. Then a man accidentally bumped into them, and the moment passed. They descended to different platforms. Danielle was heading back to Russell Square station, close to where her car was parked. Cara would be going in the opposite direction to Piccadilly Circus, where she’d change lines and head to her home in Maida Vale.

Unsurprisingly, Danielle’s car was the only one still in the secure car park for her office. She used her access card to open the pedestrian gate into the fenced compound, and she used it again to raise the barrier once she’d driven to the exit. It took fifteen minutes to get to their house, less than half the time it normally took during rush hour.

Daisy seemed even more thrilled to see her than usual, which was understandable because she’d been left alone for much longer than normal. Danielle fussed the dog, then put food in her bowl. While Daisy ate, she went upstairs to get changed, then took her for a walk. When they got back, she poured herself a glass of white wine and relaxed on the couch, with Daisy lying beside her. She heard a text arrive. It was from Matt, saying he’d just left his friend Martin and was heading to the Tube station, estimating he’d be home before ten.

She checked the time on her phone when she heard Matt’s key in the door; it was 9:52. He breezed into the living room, and Daisy got down from the couch to give him a sniff, her tail wagging.

“Hiya,” he said, smiling over at Danielle. “How was your day?”

“It was relatively quiet, which was nice.”

“And your after-work drink?” He kept his eyes on Daisy, as if trying to act casual.

Danielle couldn’t help smiling. “It was nice.” She waited until he looked up at her. “There was no animosity between us, if that’s what you’re wondering.”

He straightened up and slipped his jacket off. “I wasn’t expecting animosity, I was just worried that it might be awkward. That’s all.”

“It was fine.” She paused, raising her eyebrows. “Were you hoping I’d have invited her back here afterwards?”

“What? No, of course not.”

“Good. Because there’s no way I’d want my friend to have to put up with you after several pints and a curry.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m just pointing out that every time you eat curry, your body gases make the bedroom about as far from sensual as it could get.”

Matt laughed. “You say the nicest things.” He walked towards the kitchen. “Need a top up?”

“No thanks, I’m fine.”

By the time he returned with a bottle of beer, Daisy had got back onto the couch, so he sat in his armchair. He told her a little about the exhibition and some of the stalls he’d visited. She told him about Cara having to go to Warwickshire to look after her incapacitated mother.

“Well, I’ve been busy,” he said, smiling. His eyes were shining in the way they always did after a few drinks.

“What have you been busy with?”

“Organising things for my demanding wife.”

“Oh?” A tiny flutter of anticipation ran through her stomach. “What sort of things?”

He took a sip of his beer. “Earlier this week, I joined a contact forum and messaged a couple of bulls I found on there.”

Her heart rate kicked up a notch. “Really?”

“Hmm. I’ve exchanged a few emails with them, and...” He raised his eyebrows.

She swallowed to clear the lump in her throat. “And?”

He gave her a smile. “Don’t make any plans for next weekend.”

“Are you serious?”

He nodded. “We’re going away for a couple of days. I’ve rented a house, and I’ve arranged for a couple of visitors to come see you on Saturday evening.”

She stared open-mouthed.

“And not only that...” Matt pointed the stem of his beer bottle in her direction. “I explained that you wish to be in total control. I paraphrased your request with something like, she wants you both to lie side by side so she can ride your dicks any way she wants.”

Danielle chewed her lower lip, suddenly worried that she may have overstated her own capabilities and stamina.

* * * *
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During the following week, Danielle went to work as usual while Matt concentrated on the large review article he was working on. When she’d asked for details of her upcoming playdate, the only information he gave was that both bulls were British, white and much closer to her own age than the men who’d participated in her previous threesome. A phone call from the clinic had given her a clean bill of health, but they’d advised her to get checked again in a few weeks’ time because some infections had a longer onset period.

She left the office earlier than usual on Friday afternoon, explaining to colleagues that she was going away for the weekend. Matt had loaded the bag she’d already packed into his car, and Daisy had been walked. All Danielle needed to do was to change into comfortable clothes for the drive. 

“So,” she said, finally strapping herself into the passenger seat. “Where are we going?”

“We’ll be heading south-east.”

“Kent?”

“Very good.”

“Where abouts in Kent?”

“A village a few miles east of Maidstone.” He put the car in gear and glanced sideways at her. “The house is detached, so you won’t need to worry about disturbing the neighbours when you scream in ecstasy.”

“Good to know.” She narrowed her eyes. “And since these guys are experienced bulls, you won’t need to feel any shame when you jack off watching the action.”

He laughed and nodded. “Good to know.” 

The London traffic was worse than usual on a Friday evening, and it took them fifty minutes to get as far as the Blackwall Tunnel, which was only about seven miles from their house. 

Danielle sighed with frustration when they came to yet another stationary queue of traffic. “We should have taken the train.”

“I decided against that in case you can’t walk on Sunday morning.”

“You could have hired me a wheelchair.”

Matt chuckled. “Smart arse.”

She reached over and squeezed his hand. “Thank you for organising this.”

“I think we’re both going to enjoy it.”

She squeezed his hand tighter. She really needed to look at their adventures the same way he did.

The traffic moved faster once they got onto the A2, and they completed the final forty miles in a similar amount of time it’d taken them to do the first seven. The house was indeed detached, set in a quiet cul-de-sac of identical houses that had probably been built in the 1970’s. There was a key safe on the wall of the entrance porch, and Matt entered the code the letting agents had sent.

Inside, the lounge was a big open space with a parquet floor and a large, patterned rug. Two couches were set at right-angles to each other at the edges of the rug. There was a large window overlooking the front garden, and patio doors looking out to the rear. The back garden had a block paved patio and, beyond that, a lawn surrounded by mature shrubs and bushes.

The stairs led directly off the lounge. As they ascended, Danielle began to actually think about what was going to happen in twenty-four hours’ time. Up until then, she’d only felt the vague tingle of excitement at the thought of satisfying two strange men as her husband looked on. Now they were in the house where it was going to happen, her mind focused on the details. 

There were four bedrooms, the largest of which had a king-sized bed and an en suite. When Matt led her into the second bedroom, he pointed to another king-sized bed. 

“I thought we could use one bed for the dirty deed, and sleep in the other.”

She looked into his eyes. “You seem to have thought of everything.”

“I’ve thought of little else since you told me about this fantasy.”

“You like it?”

“What’s not to like?”

She glanced around the second bedroom, then back at her husband. “I thought we could use downstairs.”

“In the lounge?”

She nodded. “There are couches. And a rug.”

He shrugged. “It’s your party. Not only do you choose what you want to do, you also choose where you want to do it.”

Danielle bit her lip as her mind ran through the possibilities. “We’ll start downstairs. If I can still walk after the first round, we’ll come up to this bedroom for Round Two.” She pointed at the master bedroom. “You and I will sleep in there.”

“Okay.”

She gave him a smile. “I can’t believe you’ve arranged two men for me.”

“Like you said, I’m a pervert.”

“Hmm.” She leaned close and kissed his cheek. “And I’m lucky to have you.” She gripped his hand and led him back downstairs.

Matt picked up her bag and handed it to her. “If you want to unpack, I’ve bought some nibbles and wine.”

He headed out to the car while she took her bag to their bedroom. When she returned downstairs a few minutes later, she found Matt in the kitchen. He’d turned on the oven and found a baking tray for the selection of canapés he’d bought.

“Wow,” she said, smiling approvingly.

“I thought we’d pamper ourselves tonight.” He opened the fridge to show her two four-bottle packs of Corona, two bottles of white wine and a bottle of Prosecco. “What do you want to drink? They’ve been in the cool box in the car, so all are chilled.”

“Fizz, please.”

Matt took out the Prosecco and opened it. 

Danielle checked the cupboards and found glasses. “Do you want me to grab a glass for you?”

“No, I’ll have a beer.” 

He put the baking tray into the oven and set the timer on his phone. They took their drinks through to the lounge and sat together on one of the couches.

Matt touched the neck of his bottle to her glass. “To hotwives everywhere.”

Danielle laughed. “To sluts. May their legs never close, nor their pussies grow slack.”

They both drank to the toast, then she shook back her hair and sighed. “Is Diana going to do something similar in the second book?”

“Oh yeah.” 

“And what’s she going to do to them?”

“I’m going to hold off writing that scene until I’ve seen what you do.” He stroked her cheek. “You’ve surprised me so many times already, I think the story will be better if I follow your lead.”

Danielle thought about the men she’d be meeting, and the fact she’d been given the all-clear from the health clinic. “Will Diana be taking them bare?”

He held her gaze. “I think you both will.”

“That’s probably not—”

“I’ve discussed it with the bulls. They’ve both assured me they’re safe.”

“Do you believe them?”

“Yes.”

She chewed her lip, thinking about the practicalities of moving from one man to the next. “It’d be a lot easier without condoms.”

“It’ll also be a lot sexier for me to watch.”

“If they come inside me, you won’t see it.”

“True.” He leaned close. “But I’ll know it’s happening.”

“You’d like them to come inside me?”

He nodded.

A shiver ran down her spine. “What if I want them to come anywhere else?”

“As I’ve already pointed out, it’s your night. You get to decide all the details.”

“And you won’t mind what I choose?”

“No.”

“You’d go along with anything I want them to do?”

He nodded. “Watching you with them will turn me on. If I know you’re getting something you really want, it’ll turn me on even more.”

Danielle looked into his eyes and her heart ached. Ever since she’d initiated their new lifestyle, Matt had always put her desires first. It was time for her to give back. She was going to invite Cara to their bed.

“What are you thinking?” he asked.

She shook her head. “I’m just thinking how lucky I am to have a husband who’s so understanding.”

“I think what you mean is, you’re lucky to have a husband who’s such a pervert.”

Before she could answer, the timer on his phone beeped. He went into the kitchen and returned a couple of minutes later with the canapés. They ate and drank in a comfortable silence, then took Daisy for a walk around the village. When they got back, they watched TV for a while before heading up to bed.

Matt was in bed when Danielle walked out of the bathroom completely naked. 

He looked up from his phone and blinked. “Did you forget to pack your sleep shorts and vest?”

“No, I just didn’t think I’d need them.”

“Oh.” He put his phone down and smiled. “I wasn’t expecting...” He shrugged. “Diana usually makes her husband wait until after her playdate.”

Danielle pulled the quilt down to his feet. “I’m not Diana. Take your shorts off.”

He immediately complied, and she could see his cock was already thickening.

“Tomorrow is going to be just about sex, but tonight is about us.” She got on the bed and crawled over to straddle his thighs. “It’s about me showing you how much I appreciate you.”

He looked into her eyes and smiled.

She gripped his cock and stroked her thumb over the tip. “Tomorrow night I’ll be your hotwife, and I’ll fuck the two bulls you’ve arranged for me. But tonight, I’m yours. And I’m going to make love to you.”

“Sounds good to me.”

She inched further up his body, positioned his cock at her entrance and slowly impaled herself on it. Both of them let out a sigh. After placing her hands on his chest, she rode him slowly. It went on for a long time. Their breathing became heavier but, other than that, both were completely silent. 

Danielle’s orgasm was building, and Matt had sensed it. Her cheeks might have become flushed or maybe there’d been some change in her expression, but he definitely knew. He cradled her breasts and ran his thumbs over her sensitive nipples, eliciting a quiet moan from her lips. Then he raised his hips, pushing his cock deeper.

She moved faster, grinding down on him. “Come with me.” 

“I will.”

Closing her eyes, Danielle inched closer to the summit. She felt like a spring was being wound tighter and tighter inside her. Just as it reached breaking point, Matt pinched her nipples hard. She yelped in shock. Lights skittered across her eyelids, her body jerked, and a powerful surge swept through her.

Matt pulled her down by the hair, his lips locking onto hers. She moaned into his mouth as her entire body shuddered. He grunted, and she felt his cock pulse inside her. She held him tight and moved with him, each spasm of his body reverberating through hers. Eventually, they stilled. His cock was still inside but it was shrinking, no longer filling her.

She raised her head, opened her eyes and smiled down at him. Her body still thrummed from their lovemaking, and a contentedness enveloped her. “I don’t need other men, you know.”

He smiled. “I know.”

“You’re enough.”

“I know that, too.”

“So why are we here?”

He placed his hands on either side of her face. “Because we want it.”

“Do we?”

“You know we do.” He smiled. “If you need someone else, that tells me I’m not enough. But if you want someone else, it just shows you’re open to adventures that fulfil us both.”

“I suppose that makes sense.”

They turned off the lights and were soon asleep. 

Danielle was awakened in the middle of the night. She was lying on her front, and Matt was planting soft kisses on her back. She sighed as he moved lower, his lips trailing over the small of her back and then her bum cheeks. He placed his hand inside her thigh and gently eased her legs open. Then he climbed on top of her, nuzzling the back of her neck.

She thought he was going to take her anally and was prepared to let him. He swiped his cock along the crease of her sex, which was still oozing cum from a couple of hours ago. He pushed in, and she let out a low moan. Sliding his cock in and out of her pussy at a languid pace, Matt kissed her ear and stroked her arms. He never increased the speed or force of his thrusts, maintaining the same lazy rhythm. Danielle sobbed when she came, gripping the bars on the headboard and pushing herself back onto him. He pushed deep and held still, and she clenched down and rocked her hips, desperate to make it as nice as she could for him.

He kissed the back of her head, withdrew and slipped onto his own side of the bed.

Danielle turned to face him, but it was too dark to see anything. “That was a nice way to be woken up.”

“I hoped you’d like it.”

“I did.”

“Good. Now get some rest, you have a big day ahead of you.”

She closed her eyes and, as Matt stroked her back, soon fell back to sleep.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Five
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Danielle was momentarily disoriented when she awoke but soon remembered where she was. And she remembered exactly why she was there. She took a shower, put on one of Matt’s t-shirts and walked downstairs. Daisy trotted over to greet her, and Matt smiled from one of the couches. He had his laptop open on his knee.

“Morning,” he said.

“Hi.”

“Sleep okay?”

She laughed. “My night was perfect. Thank you.”

“Can I get you a coffee?”

“I’ll get it.” There was an empty cup on the floor by his feet. “Do you want another?”

“No, I’ve had two already.”

“How long have you been awake?”

“A couple of hours.” He nodded at Daisy. “We’ve been for a walk, and I’ve written a thousand words of my article.”

“Not your latest story?”

“It’s not my story, it’s yours. And I can’t write the next scene until after tonight.”

“No pressure on me, then.”

He laughed. “If the book doesn’t sell, it’ll be your fault for not being slutty enough.”

Danielle went into the kitchen and saw there was a coffee maker that took pods. She fixed herself a cup and went back into the lounge, sitting on the couch adjacent to Matt’s. “So, what’s the schedule for today?”

“I thought we could explore Maidstone and find somewhere nice to have lunch. If we get back here late afternoon, I can take Daisy for a walk while you bathe and get ready.” He smiled. “The bulls will be here at seven.”

“Are they arriving together?”

He nodded. “They know each other and tell me they’ve ‘tag teamed’ before.”

“Shit. Now I’m worried that I may not be as—”

“You have nothing to worry about. You’re gorgeous, and you’re sexy as fuck. Whatever you choose to do, they’ll go home happy.”

She gave him a smile that hopefully conveyed more confidence than she felt. Twenty minutes later, they were heading out to the car.

Having never been to Maidstone before, Danielle was pleasantly surprised. The town centre itself was a mixture of old and modern buildings, but the rich history of the place was clearly evident. There were some fabulous buildings set along the River Medway, notably the Archbishop’s Palace and Church of All Saints.

They had lunch in a traditional pub that apparently dated back to the seventeenth century. While there, Matt took out his phone and showed Danielle a photograph of a fantastic castle that seemed to have been built on a small island in a lake.

She put down her wine glass. “Wow, where’s that?”

“Leeds Castle.”

She was confused; Leeds was several hundred miles to the north. “Why are you showing me that?”

“It’s here.”

“Really? Why’s it called Leeds Castle if it’s in Maidstone?”

“I don’t know. Dogs aren’t allowed in though, so I didn’t suggest we go.”

“Why aren’t dogs allowed?”

“Due to the abundance of wild fowl wandering across the estate, apparently.”

She laughed. “They’d be pretty wild if Daisy chased them.”

“I’m looking forward to watching you being pretty wild later.”

“What did I say about you putting pressure on me?”

“There’s no pressure.” He picked up his beer and grinned. “If you freeze and can’t get them hard, I’ll write something sexier for the book.”

“Bastard.” She took a large gulp of her wine. “If you’re not careful, I’ll suggest you perform clean-up after they’ve finished.”

Matt choked on his beer. “That’s not funny.”

A waitress delivered their food, and they chatted about mundane things while they ate. Afterwards, they wandered around for another half-hour before making their way to the car. Back at the house, they had a coffee and relaxed for a while, then Danielle went to run a bath. Matt fed and walked Daisy. 

While Danielle applied her makeup and got dressed, Matt took a shower and changed. He was already sitting on one of the couches when she came downstairs. She felt a little apprehensive about her choice of clothes, but his expression reassured her.

“Wow,” he said.

Danielle smiled at his response but still felt self-conscious. She reasoned that since she wasn’t going to leave the house, and the only people she’d meet were the men who were going to fuck her, she’d dress like a slut. The dress was a dark blue stretch jersey bodycon that hugged her hour-glass figure, the hem finishing at mid-thigh. She hadn’t bothered putting on any underwear. Her legs were tanned and bare, and her shoes were strappy sandals with four-inch heels. She’d painted her toenails bright red and pinned up her hair.

He blew out his cheeks. “You look—” 

“Fuckable?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Good, because that’s how I want to be viewed.”

“As someone who’s fuckable?”

She nodded. “I want them to see me as nothing more than a slut. I don’t want to chat or be polite.”

“For someone who works in PR, that seems a little out of character.”

She shrugged. “There’s no need for us to discuss the weather or the picturesque parts of town. I don’t even need to know their names. I just want their cocks.”

Matt stared at her with his mouth agape.

“And alcohol,” she added. “Pour me a large glass of wine, because I’m really fucking nervous.” Danielle knew she was going to have to act at her sluttiest to satisfy two experienced bulls. She’d also have her husband's undivided attention because Cara wasn't here. It was time to prove herself to be the cum-loving cock-sleeve he yearned for.

He went into the kitchen and came back with a full glass. “There’s nothing to be nervous about,” he said, passing her the drink. “Just do whatever you want, take whatever you need. They’re not going to complain.”

“Will you?”

“No.”

“No matter what I do?”

“Nope.”

She swallowed half of the wine in one go, then let out a long breath. She glanced down at Daisy. “What will we do with her?”

“Lock her in our bedroom. She’ll be fine.”

Danielle nodded, drained her glass and handed it to her husband. “Any chance of a top-up?”

“Promise you won’t pass out before they get here?”

She laughed. “I promise.”

When he went to the kitchen, she sat on the couch facing the door where the men would enter the room and crossed her legs. She was shaking with nervous anticipation. Only then did she realise Matt had closed the blinds covering the front window and patio doors.

Matt passed her the glass, then checked his watch. “I’ll take Daisy up now and get her settled.” 

Danielle took a more moderate sip of her wine, then Matt came back downstairs with his phone in his hand. 

“They’re here,” he said, making his way to the front door.

Her husband returned, followed by the two bulls he’d arranged to fuck her. Both were about forty, good-looking and in good shape. One wore a checked shirt and black trousers, the other wore a dark green round-necked sweater and jeans. 

Matt stood to one side. “Guys, this is my very hot hotwife.”

She frowned at his cheesy introduction, then gave the men a warm smile. “Hi.”

Matt turned to the men. “I’m not going to bother introducing either of you because she told me she’s not interested in your names, just your cocks.”

Both men laughed. “I like a woman who knows what she wants,” said the dark-haired one on the left.

Danielle uncrossed her legs and got to her feet. She was pleased to see the men’s eyes rake down her body. As she stepped towards them, butterflies took flight in her stomach. “So, I guess we should get started.”

“Just tell us where you want us.” The same man had spoken again. 

“Here.” She pointed down at the rug. “Well, there.”

“On the floor?”

She nodded. “And if you wouldn’t mind, please take off your clothes.”

The men looked at each other, then started to undress. Matt perched himself on the couch nearest the stairs, and Danielle watched as the two men removed their tops, kicked off their shoes, then dropped their pants. Both men had muscular bodies, though they were markedly different. The dark-haired talkative one had a hairy chest and Celtic tattoos on his arms, while the one with lighter hair and reddish stubble had neither chest hair nor tattoos.

She remembered Matt telling Cara the names of the men in his book weren’t important, and that while he might call them Tom or Harry, they were all effectively just Dick. She decided to use his strategy here. In her head she labelled the guy with a hairy chest and tats Tom, and the one with a smooth chest and no ink Harry.

When they got down to their boxers, they stood still and waited for her next instruction.

“Lie down, side by side.” She stepped back. 

Both men lay lengthways on the rug, their feet towards the front window and their heads next to the vacant couch. Matt was on the couch closest to the second guy, Harry.

Danielle knelt down between them, reached for Tom’s boxers and slowly pulled them down. His semi-hard cock came into view. It was huge. She glanced up into his face, then looked back at his cock, which seemed to be thickening in front of her eyes. She ran her index finger down its length, trying not to show how intimidated she felt. 

Reaching over to her left, she eased down Harry’s boxers. His cock was as big as his friend’s. She lowered her head and ran her tongue up the shaft. When she got to the top, she slipped the cockhead between her lips, stretching wide to fit it in. Running her tongue over the crown, she tried to take him deeper. It was too thick for her to deepthroat. She bobbed her head and used her tongue, pleasuring him for about a minute before releasing it and turning to her right. She did the same to Tom. While sucking him, she used her left hand to wank Harry. 

Raising her head, she glanced over at Matt and stood up. Then she gripped the material of her dress and inched it up her legs, revealing more of her thighs and then her bare sex. She placed a sandalled foot on either side of Tom’s thighs, bent her knees and crouched down. She gripped his cock, swiped it through the slick folds of her sex, then she lowered herself onto it.

She felt the fat tip opening her up. When the cockhead slipped inside, she held still, allowing herself to stretch. Tom was grinning up at her, his arms bent, hands clasped behind his head. The only time she’d taken a cock this big had been the black guy at the sex club. That had taken place immediately after she’d fucked someone else, so she’d already been stretched.

She lowered herself down, wincing as more of his cock stretched her wide. “Jeez.”

He smiled. “Take your time.”

Breathing through her mouth, she moved up and down on the top half of his cock. It was the girth she was struggling with. She glanced at Harry, whose eyes were fixed on where his friend’s cock was splitting her open.

Danielle got up and off the first guy and stepped over to straddle the second. She knew Matt was looking at her face, probably concerned for her wellbeing, but she kept her eyes fixed on Harry. She crouched down and gripped his cock, then pointed it where it needed to go. She dropped down and took about four inches inside, then let out a groan. His was just as thick, but she was getting wetter and had started to stretch. She bounced and felt him go deeper still.

“Oh, fuck.” She blinked and shook her head. “Sorry, just give me a minute.”

Dimples appeared in his cheeks when he smiled. The guy was really good-looking. “No rush. We’re not going anywhere.”

She pumped her hips forward and back for a moment, then dismounted and moved back to Tom. This time she was determined to take his full length. She bent her knees, took a deep breath and slipped him inside. She dropped down, crying out as the fat tip of his cock prodded her cervix. “Fuck!”

Tom’s eyes fluttered. “Oh yeah.” He angled his hips, pushing himself up and further into her. She felt completely stuffed, amazed but proud that she had it all inside her. She tried to clench but her muscles wouldn’t work yet.

Danielle slowly slid up and down his thick cock, revelling at the way it pushed against her walls. It would have been nice to keep doing this until she came, but she knew she had another cock waiting for her. She rose and moved to her left. This time she did look at Matt. His eyes were as big as saucers as he watched her position Harry’s cock at the entrance of her pussy and slide down on it. Now fully stretched, she took it all the way inside her. She’d taken over a foot-and-a-half of cock between the two men, and now she felt ready to make the most of the situation.

After riding Harry for about thirty seconds, she stood up, gripped her dress and pulled it up and off over her head, rendering her naked except for her shoes. All three men in the room leered at her body. She was grateful that her boobs were full and still firm, and not surprised that the nipples were sticking out. Looking down at the two naked men on the rug, each with a huge cock that glistened with her juices, she knew this was the sexiest situation she’d ever been in.

“Okay,” she said, stepping to her right and straddling Tom. “I think I’m ready to enjoy this now.” 

Her legs were aching from crouching down, so this time she placed her knees on the rug on either side of Tom’s hips. She sank down on his cock and began to slowly thrust her hips. Reaching out with her left hand, she gripped Harry’s cock and pumped it in time with her hip thrusts. When she realised Tom was staring at her tits, she jiggled them. “They’re not just for show.”

He immediately lifted his hands and squeezed her boobs, teasing her nipples with his thumbs. Danielle dropped her head back and focused on riding his cock. It felt so good, and she was aware of how wet she was. The guy’s pubes were drenched by her juices, but he didn’t seem to mind. Deciding to swap cocks, she half-stood on shaking legs and moved to her left. Harry held his cock up for her, and she mounted it. Now she could clench, and she did so. Then she started to pump her hips, grinding her clit against his body. There was no way she was climbing off this cock until she’d come.

She used her right hand to wank Tom, who was still playing with her right tit, pinching and twisting the nipple.

“Oh yeah.” She couldn’t keep her eyes open, and it was a struggle to keep bouncing. Harry placed his hands on her hips and helped her rise and fall. A wave was building inside her, and she began mumbling expletives.

Forcing her eyes open, she leaned over Harry and bounced harder. Then her mouth dropped open and she let out a scream. She released Tom’s cock and placed both hands on Harry’s chest, jerking her hips and grinding her clit. The wave surged, the dam broke, and Danielle came hard.

She bounced and twisted and swore. It felt like her entire body was being pricked with tiny needles connected to an electric current. Even her fingertips tingled. Panting and sucking in air, she stopped moving and smiled down at Harry. She could feel the pulse in his cock, still rock hard and completely filling her. She blew out her cheeks, then raised up and moved back to Tom. She guided his cock inside her. He sighed, then gripped her hips and bounced her on him. 

She moved with him, clenching down and gritting her teeth. “Will you make me come, too?”

“I hope so.”

She bounced harder. “Do you think I could make you come?”

He smiled. “I know you could.”

The thought of this spurred her on. She bounced harder, rocking her hips while clenching and releasing her inner muscles. She knew he’d be shooting his cum deeper inside than she’d ever had it before. He wouldn’t just paint the walls white, he’d cover the entire ceiling.

Danielle glanced at Harry. She was using both hands to support her weight on Tom’s hairy chest, so she couldn’t wank his cock. “Get up,” she ordered. “Stand there and feed me your cock.”

He did so, placing a foot on either side of Tom’s chest. As he held his cock out, Danielle opened her mouth wide and took it in. She forced herself forward, gagging and choking a little as she continued to bounce on Tom’s cock. She hoped Matt was enjoying the show, and she wondered if he was jacking off while he watched.

Tom let out a low groan and started jerking his hips, clearly getting close. Danielle knew she was going to come again, so she focused on getting Harry over the line. If all three of them could come together, it’d be something special.

Digging his fingers in her hips, Tom pulled her down on his cock. It pulsed inside her, seeming to swell as it unloaded. She groaned and bobbed her head, using her right hand to jerk the base of Harry’s shaft. He grunted and flooded her mouth. Danielle’s orgasm hit at exactly the same time. She cried out and gargled. Her attempt at swallowing his load failed and a second gush made it impossible. Cum poured over her bottom lip, ran down her chin and dripped onto her chest. Tom was still pumping his hips, sending more of his cream into her depths. 

Danielle could no longer suck the guy’s cock. All she could manage was to jack him off into her open mouth. He sent further spurts onto her tongue, which simply meant more cum ran out and down onto her body. By the time the three of them had finished, all of them were gasping. When she glanced to her left, Matt looked shellshocked. He hadn’t undone his trousers, but his cheeks were bright pink. She tried to smile but wasn’t sure if she managed it. Her cheeks ached from sucking cock.

“Fucking hell,” Tom said, shaking his head and laughing. “I feel like I’ve just been ravaged by an octopus.”

“Charming,” Danielle said, though in truth it felt like quite a compliment. She glanced down at her body. There were droplets of cum on her boobs, with the most of it now running down her cleavage. She glanced up at Matt, who seemed to presume she was asking him for something to wipe up the mess. 

He went to the kitchen, returned with a kitchen towel roll and passed it to her. She wiped her chin and body, then slowly got to her feet. Her legs ached from crouching, and her knees were red with friction burns from the rug.

Matt offered the two men a drink, and they both asked for a beer. As they got up, Danielle admired their bodies again; even flaccid, their cocks were impressive. Matt returned with the necks of three beer bottles gripped in one hand and a fresh glass of white wine in the other. He passed Danielle the wine, then handed a bottle each to the bulls. They thanked him and took a swig. Neither looked uncomfortable being naked.

Wearing only her sandals, Danielle sat on the couch Matt had been using and crossed her legs. She took a sip of her wine, then looked up at the bulls. “How long do I need to wait until you two are ready to go again?”

The men exchanged confident smiles, then Harry lifted his beer bottle. “I’ll be ready by the time I’ve finished this.”

“Good.” She held his gaze over the rim of her glass as she took another sip of wine. After Matt’s taunt about her legs turning to jelly after she came, Danielle was determined to ride the men again.

Matt sat beside her. The bulls took no more than five minutes to finish their beer. Harry put his empty bottle on the floor, looked at Danielle and raised his eyebrows. His cock was already starting to swell.

“Where do you want us?” he asked.

“Same place as before.”

The men lay down on the rug exactly where they’d been earlier. Danielle got up and stood between their heads, facing their feet, then dropped to her knees. She leaned over Tom because his cock wasn’t as hard as Harry’s yet. She ran her tongue up his shaft and got a perverse pleasure from the fact it tasted of her juices and his cum. Opening her lips wide, she took as much of his fat cock into her mouth as she could. It wasn’t fully hard, and it bent and pressed against the inside of her cheek. She bounced her head and used her tongue on the glans. It took less than twenty seconds for him to get fully hard.

Releasing the cock, she dribbled saliva onto the tip and pumped it in her hand, hoping Matt would enjoy the show. Then she twisted her body towards Harry and took his cock into her mouth while still pumping Tom’s with her hand. A minute later she switched back to sucking Tom and wanked Harry. Then she switched again.

She knelt up and wanked them both for a few seconds. “Okay, are you boys ready for more pussy?”

They both nodded. 

“I like the view from here, so I think we’ll try a bit of reverse cowgirl, if that’s okay with you.” Without waiting for a response, she crept forward on her knees and straddled Tom’s hips. Then she fed his cock inside her and let out a long sigh.

She pushed her hips forward and his cock seemed to prod her deeper than ever, possibly a result of the position. Resting her hands on his thighs, she leaned forward and bucked her hips, sliding her stretched-out pussy up and down his thick cock. There was no way she could jerk off Harry while doing this, so after a minute or so she moved over and rode his cock in exactly the same way. 

The thrill she got from slamming herself forward on two cocks this size was something she’d never be able to describe to Cara, but she knew she’d take delight in trying. She moved back to Tom, rode him hard for at least three minutes, then switched again. Another orgasm was building inside her, and she didn’t intend to ruin it by changing to another cock. Conscious that Matt had noticed where each of the Spanish guys had come, she decided to make sure both these guys got to come in her pussy and in her mouth. That was another reason to stay where she was.

She turned to Tom. “Stand up.”

He did so, walking to stand in front of her with a foot either side of his friend’s legs.

Her thighs trembled with pre-orgasmic tension. Danielle looked up at Tom and smiled. “I’m going to keep riding him, and I want you to fuck my face. Keep going until we’ve all come, okay?”

He nodded.

She gripped his cock in her hand, parted her lips and got not much more than the top third of it into her mouth. Danielle rocked her body with abandon, making the most of having two of the biggest dicks she’d ever seen filling her from both ends. Harry grunted and she felt him twitch inside. She rocked faster and clenched down. Her own orgasm followed almost immediately, and the two of them moaned in ecstasy as her spasms gripped his still-erupting cock. Tom pumped his hips faster, no doubt chasing his own release. Danielle concentrated on him, using her hand on the base and her mouth on the tip. He dropped his head back and exhaled as a torrent of warm spunk flooded her mouth. This time she swallowed. She did the same with the second and third gushes, then looked up into his face and hummed, slowly pumping her hand to make sure he was fully spent.

Tom stepped around her and dropped onto the free couch. Danielle reluctantly got off Harry, his softening cock slipping from her with a plop. She stepped over to Matt’s couch and sat beside him. Harry got up and took the seat next to his friend, and the four of them sat in silence for a few moments. 

Danielle felt a warm trickle between her buttocks as the cum inside leaked out. She was thankful the couches were covered with leather, rather than material. Matt went to get more drinks, and the four of them drank for a few minutes.

She felt obliged to fill the silence. “Matt tells me you two have performed together before.”

Tom laughed. “That could be misinterpreted. We’ve both performed with the same lady before.” He tilted his head towards his friend. “He’s cute, but he’s not my type.”

Danielle and Matt both laughed. They drank in silence for a little while, then she took a breath, not sure how best to phrase what she wanted to ask. “I don’t know if Matt mentioned this in the emails, but we’ve only just joined the contact—”

“I’ve explained,” Matt said, smiling at her. “So, while they’re aware this is far from your first rodeo, they know it’s your first time with actual bulls.”

“Right. Good.” She turned to the two men, who were both watching her. “As I’m sure you saw, I had a great time.”

“So did we,” Tom said. Harry nodded his agreement.

She hesitated, then gave a little shrug. “I guess what I want to ask is, are you guys finished for the night?”

“Not if you want more.”

She chewed her lip, then nodded towards her husband. “He warned me that my stamina might not last if I tried to be on top all the time.”

The tattooed man laughed. “Have you worn yourself out?”

“My calf muscles might be burning, but girls like me are never too tired to open their legs.” 

The men grinned, then Harry looked down at the rug. “I should warn you, that floor’s really hard.”

“Hmm.” Danielle smiled. “That’s why we’ll be using the bed.” She smiled at them. “Whenever you’re ready.”

Both men downed the rest of their drink. Matt got up, took her hand and led her upstairs. The bulls followed. Matt had placed a dining chair at the side of the bed earlier, and he sat down on it. The two naked bulls stood just inside the bedroom doorway.

Still wearing her sandals, Danielle climbed onto the bed and lay in the middle. She beckoned the two men closer. “Okay,” she said, holding her legs together and bending her knees. “Since you two are a regular tag team, I’d like you to take turns at me. I’ll tell you when it’s time to let your buddy take over.” With that, she let her legs fall open.

All three men stared at her sex, making her conscious of how messy it probably looked. But everyone in the room knew it’d get even messier before the night was over.

“Who’s going first?” Harry asked.

When she looked down at their cocks, his was the hardest. “You are, because your cock suggests you’re more eager.”

He grinned and climbed onto the bed. Danielle spread her legs wider, pointing her heels at the bottom corners of the mattress. Holding himself above her on one arm, he nestled his cock between the sticky folds of her pussy and pushed in.

“Ohhh.” Danielle closed her eyes as his thick cock slid all the way in, filling her once more. When he pulled back and pushed in again, she heard a squelching sound. She reached around and placed her hands on the small of his back. “Fuck me.”

Harry did as she asked, soon settling into a slow, steady rhythm. Danielle moved beneath him, enjoying the feeling of his big balls slapping against her arse. 

“Change,” she called in a loud voice.

Giving a mock sigh, Harry pulled out. Tom took his place and was soon fucking her in a similar fashion. This felt just as good, and she closed her eyes and enjoyed herself for a while.

“Change.”

Tom made way and Harry returned, this time fucking her a little faster. She let him – but only for a while.

“Change.”

When Tom commenced his turn, Danielle felt another orgasm building. She rocked her body against his, tilting her hips downwards to get more friction on her clit. She knew there was no turning back. Digging her fingernails into his buttocks, she clenched down and sailed over the edge.

This one was the most powerful orgasm of the night. She screamed, thrashing her head from side to side on the bed. In an attempt to get his cock as deep as she could, she arched off the bed and pressed her groin against his.

“Change.” It was Harry’s voice, and Tom laughed as he withdrew.

He was on her before his friend had managed to get off the bed. As his cock slid into her still quivering hole, it set off fresh spasms in her pussy. She cried out, unsure if this was yet another orgasm or just aftershocks from the first. Deciding it didn’t matter, she undulated beneath him, clenching down on his thrusting cock. 

Now that she’d stretched and been fucked so much, their cocks were no longer painful. All she felt now was intense pleasure, and she wanted more. She pushed against Harry’s chest. 

“Change.”

As soon as he got up, she rolled over and got up on her hands and knees, manoeuvring herself so that she was sideways across the bed, her feet hanging over one side and, more importantly, her head facing Matt’s chair. She glanced over her shoulder. “Fuck me like this.”

Her hair had worked loose from the pins, and bangs hung down on either side of her face. She stared into her husband’s eyes as one of the men, she didn’t care which, slid in from behind. Letting out a moan, Danielle forced herself to keep her eyes open so Matt could share her pleasure. 

Hands gripped her hips, and whoever was inside her started to fuck her hard. The bed shook and the hair on either side of her face swung in time with his thrusts. So did her tits. He fucked her hard and fast for about thirty seconds.

“Change.”

He pulled out and the other cock took its place. This one fucked her harder still, hurting a little as it probed deeper than the last. She gritted her teeth and pushed back to meet each thrust, wanting it to hurt. She knew she wouldn’t be able to come again, and now she just wanted to be railed.

“Change.”

They did. She couldn’t keep her eyes open any longer. She was being relentlessly pounded and it felt so fucking good.

“Change.”

“If I pull out now, I’m going to make a mess.” It was Tom’s voice.

“Okay, stay there and make a mess inside me.” 

He slammed into her then held still. She opened her eyes and looked at her husband as another man’s cock pulsed and sprayed its cum inside her. Matt’s eyes shone with lust and pride. 

Tom withdrew and Harry took over. He banged hard and fast for a couple of minutes then pushed deep and unloaded. By the time he’d finished, Danielle’s legs were shaking.

He pulled out and stepped back from the bed. Matt stood up and stroked her face, then she realised the bulls had left the room and were walking downstairs. She heard Matt talking to them and knew she should get up and go downstairs, but her legs wouldn’t seem to work. A minute later, she heard the front door open and close, then the sound of Matt’s feet on the stairs.

She rolled onto her back as he walked into the bedroom. “Have they gone?”

He nodded.

“They didn’t say goodbye. Or thank you.”

“They seemed to know the evening was over.” He shrugged. “I thought they showed a lot of discretion and tact.”

“Their evening might be over, but yours isn’t.”

“I can wait. You must be—”

“No, you can’t. I know you like sloppy seconds, and I’ve never had so much cum inside me.”

“Dan—”

“Fuck me.” She spread her legs and ran her fingers through the gooey mess. “It’s what we both want.”

He removed his clothes in record time and crawled onto the bed, placing his knees between her legs. She reached down and gripped his cock, running her thumb over the crown, which was slick with precum.

He sighed at her touch. “I won’t last long.”

“I know.” She guided him to her entrance and pulled him in.

He groaned as his cock slid in and forced out some of the bulls’ cum. 

She wrapped her arms around his waist, held him close and clenched down on his cock. Matt kept his body completely still, and she rolled beneath him. As he’d predicted, he didn’t last long. In less than a minute, he let out a muted groan and she felt him shudder. Danielle kissed his face as he came. She held him close until he’d stopped trembling. 

He let out a long exhale and rolled off. She lay on her side and looked at him.

“What did you think?” she asked.

“You were amazing.”

“They were amazing.” She smiled. “Both were gorgeous hunks. You can choose all my men from now on.”

“That was their words. They said you were amazing.”

“Really?” She couldn’t help smiling.

He nodded. “Yeah, but I told them I already knew that.”

───Ξ───








Ψ

───Ξ───
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Chapter Six

[image: image]


Everything about her weekend had been as good as Danielle could have hoped for. The house was clean and spacious, the weather sunny and warm, and Maidstone proved to be a very pleasant town to spend a few hours exploring. The bulls had been handsome, well-hung and had shown tremendous endurance. She’d gotten exactly what she asked for and, judging by what the men had said to Matt, they’d enjoyed themselves too.

So why did she now feel a little deflated? 

She didn’t want to tell Matt how she felt. He’d spent a lot of time and energy organising the weekend, not to mention the money he’d paid to rent the house. He’d tried to give her the fantasy she wanted. If she were to mention any disappointment about her evening, it’d be a slap in the face for him. 

He’d been the perfect husband. At the end of the evening, he’d bathed her, towelled her dry and put her to bed. The following morning he’d woke her with light kisses on her shoulders and back. Then he’d reclaimed her. Their lovemaking had been slow and gentle. She’d come twice, the first after only a few minutes, the second when he finished inside her. 

It had been during the drive home that she realised the problem. Not allowing any meaningful connection with the bulls had been a mistake. Yes, they’d fucked her exactly how she’d wanted, but the absence of any emotional connection had made the experience feel distanced. Not cold exactly, but not hot either. She’d effectively used the men as sex toys. It wasn’t nearly as sensual as Matt’s reclamation, nor as emotionally rewarding as her night with Jason. But it had been the fuck-fest of her fantasies, and she felt wiser for the experience.

* * * *
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She and Matt were relaxing with drinks in their living room on Sunday evening when Danielle’s phone rang. She saw Cara’s name on the caller ID and smiled, experiencing none of the animosity she’d felt on receiving her friend’s text a couple of weeks ago. 

She accepted the call. “Hey babe. How’s the patient?”

“Driving me fucking crazy. How was your night of bliss?”

“Blissful.”

“Bastard!”

She laughed and smiled at Matt. “I can hardly close my legs.”

“Bitch! I have housemaid’s knee from cleaning. Don’t ever have a wet room. Mum’s had mildew at the bottom of every fucking wall.”

Danielle laughed again. “If it makes you feel any better, my minge looks like a donut.”

Matt spat his beer out, and Cara howled with laughter.

When she got her giggles under control, her friend sighed. “I have another week of this.”

“I know.” Danielle grinned at her husband again. “If I don’t manage to get a wheelchair delivered, I might need to work from home tomorrow.”

“It serves you right. I’m stuck in the middle of nowhere going stir-crazy with a cripple. I didn’t even bring my wand.”

“I should hope you didn’t. Your mum might be in plaster, but there’s nothing wrong with her hearing.”

Cara scoffed. “I bet she has one I could borrow. I’ll rummage through her drawers the next time she has a nap.”

“You’re a bad person.”

“I know.” Cara sighed again. “Well, I suppose I should go and empty her bedpan.”

“Now I know you’re exaggerating.”

“I am, but I have something even worse in store. I’ll have to sit through another episode of The Antiques fucking Roadshow.” 

Danielle laughed out loud. “I’m sure you’ll enjoy it. Give your mum my love.”

“Will do. Phone me during the week?”

“I promise.”

She ended the call and shook her head at her husband. “Unsurprisingly, Cara feels a little miffed about me seeing two bulls while she’s been nursing her incapacitated mother.”

“I can empathise.”

She chewed her lip. “I suppose I could have made her feel better by suggesting she come here for the night when she gets back to London.”

Matt held her gaze for a second, then frowned. “I’ve been thinking about that.”

“Yeah, I’m sure you have.” She gave him a smile. “You’ve probably been unable to think about anything else since she brought it up.”

“No, I mean...” He sat forward, a serious look on his face. “While the idea obviously appeals, I realise it might not be something you’re comfortable with.”

She blinked, momentarily speechless. Had he picked up on her resentment after the night at the club? Taking a slow breath, she studied his expression. “What do you mean?”

“She’s your friend. You’ve known her for years.” He shrugged. “Everyone you’ve fucked has been a stranger, but I fucked your—”

“I knew Jason.”

“He was later.”

“And I’d met Aaron through work.”

He paused, then nodded. “Yeah, I hadn’t thought of that. But my point is, wouldn’t it be awkward for you?”

“Being with another woman?”

“No. I mean me being with someone you know really well.”

His consideration for her feelings was nice, but a little late. “Shouldn’t you have said this before you fucked her at the club?”

“I didn’t think of it then. And it was you who suggested it. It’s only since she raised the possibility of the three of us sharing a bed that I’ve thought about how you’d feel.” He sighed. “In one of my books, I had the hotwife sleep with her husband’s best friend when they’d all been drinking at a party in their house.”

“I know the one you mean. They all shared the bed and both guys fucked her. Her name was Rose, right?”

He smiled, obviously pleased she was so familiar with his work. “Yeah. Well, in that story, the husband began to feel bitterness towards his buddy. In the end, it ruined their friendship.”

“Inviting Cara to our bed won’t ruin our friendship, I promise. I’ve never been with a woman before, so I think doing it with a close friend might be better than with a stranger.” She forced a smile. “Besides, I’ve already watched you fuck her.”

“I’m surprised you saw anything. At the time, you were doing your utmost to strengthen Anglo-Spanish relations.”

She giggled. “Cheeky bugger.” She smiled at him and patted the cushion next to her. “Come here.”

Matt got up from his armchair and joined her on the couch. He put his arm around her shoulder, and she leaned against his side.

“So,” she said, looking up into his eyes. “Would it be okay if I asked Cara to come over on Saturday night?”

“Yep.”

“Are you excited about seeing her again?”

“Yeah, but not as excited as I am about seeing her with you.”

This puzzled her. “What do you mean? Isn’t it every man’s fantasy to take two women to bed?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know because I’m not every man. I’m a wife-watcher. My kink is watching you get frisky with other people. I’ve seen you with men, and now I’m going to watch you with another woman.”

She was incredulous. “That’s your focus?”

He nodded.

“Jeez, you’d better not tell Cara.”

“Don’t get me wrong, I’m looking forward to sharing a bed with both of you, but I’m not expecting to be the one getting most of the attention.”

“Who’ll be—?”

“You will. She’s had me, and now she wants you.”

“I don’t think that’s true.”

“Yes, it is. That’s what she said.”

“What did she say?”

“I can’t remember exactly. It was when we were dancing at the club. We were talking about my book, and she was trying to get me to write some sexy scenes for Claire. She said something about her sharing a bed with a married couple because she hadn’t had any Sapphic fun since she was at university.”

“She was talking about the characters in your book, not us.”

“No, I knew what she meant.” He smiled. “She also said she was going to suggest it to you.”

“Well, she hasn’t.”

“So, you’re going to suggest it?” he asked.

“Yes.” She smiled. “Though I think the reason she wants into our bed is you, not me.”

He shook his head. “You’re wrong.”

“We’ll see.”

He pulled her closer, squashing her against his chest. “Maybe I’ll fuck her from behind while she goes down on you.”

Danielle stared into his eyes. She hadn’t actually considered what the threesome might entail.

“What’s wrong?” He sounded concerned.

“Nothing, I...” She blinked. “I hadn’t thought about the details like that.”

He scoffed. “I find that hard to believe. I’ve thought of little else.”

“That’s because you’re a pervert.”

“Maybe, but I reckon if you asked any bloke if they liked the idea of watching their wife go down on another woman, they’d say yes.”

“You like the idea of that?”

“Hell, yeah.” He grinned. “And I have every intention of sliding my cock inside you from behind while I’m watching you do it.”

She sighed, embarrassed about her naivety. She’d had no trouble thinking up ways to enjoy two cocks at once, yet she hadn’t thought this one through. “I’d just imagined you fucking us both.”

“I don’t think that counts as Sapphic fun.”

“No, you’re right.” She shrugged. “I’ve thought about kissing someone soft. Having her boobs pressed against mine, and her legs not being scratchy. But for the sexual parts...” She shrugged. “I just thought we’d share your cock.”

“I’d be happy if the evening went exactly how you’ve imagined it, but—”

“No, I think you’re right. I was being naïve.”

“Has that put you off?”

Danielle thought about touching Cara’s body, stroking her boobs and sliding a finger into her pussy. “No.” She was suddenly aware of heat blooming between her thighs. “Not at all.”

* * * *
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Danielle phoned Cara on Wednesday morning. “Hey, how’s it going?”

“Much better. Mum’s getting more confident using her sticks, so she can get herself to the bathroom.”

“Cool. She can clean her own wet room now.”

Cara laughed. “I had no idea what a pain it was, so I’ve persuaded her to let me pay for a cleaner to come in a couple of times a week.”

“While she’s in plaster?”

“No, permanently.”

“What a good daughter you are.”

“I know. How’s your donut?”

Danielle giggled. “It’s fine, thanks for asking. Listen, I was thinking...” She closed her eyes and took a breath. “Would you like to come round for supper on Saturday night?”

After a long pause, Cara said, “Supper?”

“Mm hmm.”

“I’d love to,” Cara whispered. “And you can tell me all the dirty details about your latest tag team adventure.”

Danielle laughed. “Okay, I promise. See you then.”

She ended the call and put her phone on her desk. Then she picked it up again and called Matt.

“Hiya,” he said. 

She could hear street noise in the background. “Where are you?”

“On my way back from the shops. We had nothing in for my lunch or our dinner. What’s up?”

“Nothing, I just thought I’d call to see if you’ve written my dirty threesome scene with the two men yet.”

He laughed. “I wrote most of that on Monday while it was still fresh in my mind.”

“Can’t wait to read it. In the meantime, you might want to think about the final chapter of the book.”

“Oh? Why?”

“Because Cara’s coming round on Saturday night.”

He was silent for a moment, and it sounded like he’d actually stopped walking. 

She smiled to herself. “Did you hear—?”

“Yeah, I heard. That’s... That’s cool.”

“You don’t have to try and act indifferent for my benefit.”

He laughed. “The shopping bags are too heavy for me to jump up and down with glee.”

“Oh, I see. Well, conserve your energy, you’ll have two needy women to satisfy on Saturday.” She smiled. “And to that end, you’ll be getting nothing from me until then.”

* * * *
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When Saturday arrived, Danielle was as apprehensive as she’d been before her playdate with the two bulls. She prepared a chicken casserole and put it in the slow cooker before they walked Daisy. While she took a bath, Matt prepared some hasselback potatoes. Then he took a shower and dressed while she tried to decide what to wear. Cara would look fabulous, so Danielle wanted to look nice but without dressing to the nines. She wore her hair down, and the only makeup she applied was mascara and lip gloss. The underwear she chose was a lacy white bra with matching boy-shorts. A red sleeveless sundress completed her outfit. Her legs and feet she left bare. She found Matt in the living room. 

He ran his eyes down her body and smiled his approval. “You look great.”

“Thank you.” She glanced towards the kitchen. “Do I need to check anything?”

“Nope. Everything’s under control. It’ll be ready to eat about eight-thirty.”

She smiled. “Do you want a drink?”

He held up a bottle of beer which was almost full. “I’m fine, thanks.”

Danielle went to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of white wine, deciding to delay opening the fizz until Cara arrived. Even though Matt had said supper was under control, she checked the chicken in the slow cooker and the potatoes in the oven anyway. Everything looked great. She also saw that he’d bought some tenderstem broccoli and baby sweetcorn to have with it. 

Back in the lounge, she sat on the couch and crossed her legs, holding her husband’s gaze over the rim of her glass. She knew he was going to fuck her best friend again and was determined not to let her petty jealousy ruin the evening for the three of them. 

“Are you excited?” she asked.

“Very.” He tipped the neck of his bottle in her direction. “I’ve never seen you with a woman before.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“It’s what’s most important.” He smiled. “To me, at least.”

She frowned. “Has Diana got any experience with women?”

“No, so I’ll be watching closely to see how you react for when I write this scene.”

“You’ve not started it yet?”

He shook his head. “It’s like the last one. I wait until it happens, then just write what I see.”

Danielle pursed her lips. “I should be named as co-author on this one.”

“You should be the only author on this book and the last one. I’m nothing more than the ghostwriter, putting your plot and actions into words on the page.”

She smiled and shook her head. “It’s you that makes it sound sexy.”

“No, it isn’t. People will keep turning the page just to see what you get up to next.”

Before she could answer, the doorbell rang. She put down her glass and walked to the front door.

Cara had a wide smile on her face, a bottle of fizz in one hand and a bunch of orange roses in the other. Danielle stepped back to let her in, and then gave her a hug. She’d done so hundreds of times in the past, and yet this time the softness of her friend’s body and the smell of her perfume sent a trickle of excitement down her spine.

Taking the roses, Danielle smiled. “Thank you. Come on through.”

In the living room, Matt had stood up ready to greet their guest. Danielle went into the kitchen to put the roses in water and Cara’s bottle in the fridge. When she returned, she brought a glass of chilled fizz for her friend.

Cara had removed her coat to reveal a dark green knitted dress that reached her knees and hugged her body like a second skin. Noticing Danielle’s bare feet, she removed her own shoes. The women sat together on the couch, and Matt sat in his usual armchair. Daisy spent a few moments inspecting the newcomer, then settled on the rug.

Cara nodded at the dog. “She seems to have settled in quickly.”

“Yeah, I can’t imagine life without her now.” Danielle smiled. “How’s your mum?”

“She’s doing much better, thanks. They’ve removed her plaster and given her a blue neoprene support that can be taken off when she showers.”

“Glad to hear it.”

The three of them chatted about everyday life for a while, then Matt went into the kitchen to steam the veg and warm the plates. A few minutes later, he came to tell them supper was ready. Their dining table was in the kitchen extension, a light, airy space with large windows and French doors at the end. The rectangular table was set with a plate on each long side and one on the end.

The women sat facing each other, leaving Matt the seat at the head of the table. He carried in the serving dishes and Danielle served up. As they ate, Cara described her weeks with her mum. When the meal was finished, she picked up her glass and looked at Danielle. “So, tell me about last weekend.”

“Maidstone’s a lovely town, with buildings dating back to—”

“Drop the travelogue and give me all the dirty details.”

Danielle laughed. “Well, after a pleasant day’s sightseeing, I bathed and prepared for my two visitors.”

“Describe them.”

“Tall, handsome and well-hung.”

Cara sighed. “Okay, but be more specific. I want details like hair colour, body type, that sort of thing. I need to see it in my head.”

Danielle cast her mind back. “They were in their late thirties or early forties, and both were in good shape. Well-toned arms and shoulders, flat stomachs. The dark-haired one was clean shaven but had a hairy chest. His arms were covered with tattoos. The other had light brown hair and reddish stubble.” She stroked her own cheek. “And dimples. Smooth chest, no tats.”

“And their cocks?”

Danielle held her hands about nine inches apart, then curved her index finger and thumb into a rough estimation of the men’s girth. The tips of her digits didn’t touch.

Cara’s eyebrows went high. “Oh my. What were they called?”

“I didn’t ask.”

Cara blinked. “You’re kidding, right?”

Danielle and Matt shook their heads at the same time.

Her friend glanced from one to the other, looking puzzled. “Was that part of the rules, like some Eyes Wide Shut secrecy thing?”

“No,” Matt said. “I know their names, or at least I know the ones they use on the contact site, but Danielle decided their names weren’t important.” He leaned closer to Cara as if imparting a secret but didn’t lower his voice. “She was only interested in their cocks.”

Cara turned to look at Danielle. “You told them that?”

Danielle nodded. “I thought it’d make me look cool. In hindsight, it was probably a mistake.”

“What?” Now Matt looked confused. “From where I was watching, the sex was through the roof.”

“Didn’t you enjoy it?” Cara asked.

“Oh, I enjoyed it. It’s just...” Danielle wondered if she’d be able to explain it. “Like Matt said, the sex was through the roof.” She frowned, raised both shoulders then let out a long sigh as she lowered them again. “I’d wanted it to be impersonal, to just use their cocks for my own pleasure without getting to know the men.”

“That sounds like a perfect set-up to me,” Cara said. “If you’d done that when we went to the West End, I’d have gotten laid.”

Danielle smiled, remembering the time she’d bailed out because the guy she’d been paired with was so annoying. “Hmm, sorry about that.”

Matt was still frowning. “What do you wish you’d done differently?”

Danielle pointed at the table, then at him and Cara. “This, I suppose. We should have sat and talked. I should have flirted and got to know them a little better, worked on making some sort of mental connection with them before bouncing on their dicks.”

Cara laughed. “I know what sort of connection would have worked for me.”

Danielle laughed with her. “Don’t get me wrong, the sex was hot. I just think it would have been hotter still if there’s been a little mental spark, too.”

“Hear that?” Cara said, looking at Matt. “Make sure she chats and flirts with the next guy you arrange for her.”

“Duly noted.”

Cara turned back to Danielle. “So, now I know what you didn’t do, tell me what you did do.”

Danielle revealed she’d instructed the men to strip and lie side by side on the living room rug, then described how she’d ridden each for a minute or so before moving over to the other. Matt pointed out that while she was fucking one, she’d played with the dick of the other.

Cara’s eyes were wide. “Wow.”

Danielle decided to deliver the pièce de resistance. “When I knew the guy inside me was getting close, I told the other to stand up and fuck my mouth.”

Cara sighed. “Oh, you dirty girl.”

Matt nodded his agreement. “And after allowing them a five-minute rest, she did it all over again.”

“You rode them both again?” Cara asked.

“Mm hmm.”

“With the same finish,” Matt added. “And after that, she dragged them to bed and made them do all the work.”

“They both fucked you a third time?” Cara asked, now a little breathless and pink cheeked.

Danielle grinned.

Matt described her first lying on her back, then getting on all fours, instructing them when to change places like a real tag team.

“God, I’m not surprised you were like a donut.”

Danielle laughed, picked up the bottle and offered Cara a refill.

“I...” Cara hesitated, looking slightly unsure of herself. “I drove here, and...”

Danielle poured the drink. “That’s fine. You won’t be driving home until tomorrow.”

“Oh.” Cara smiled, then glanced at Matt. “You told her about my suggestion?”

“Yep.”

Cara looked into Danielle’s eyes and chewed her lip. “So, what happens now?”

Danielle picked up her drink and sat back in her chair. “Now we flirt.”

Cara laughed. “And how do I do that?”

“You tell me how many women you’ve been to bed with.”

The redhead glanced at Matt, then looked back at Danielle. “Five.”

“When was the last time?”

“Just after I graduated. The night of the graduation ball, actually.”

“Why choose a woman when there must have been dozens of men you’d be seeing for the last time?”

Cara smiled. “She was sexier than the men, and she was moving back to Malaysia.”

Danielle was twirling her glass by the stem. “Why haven’t you slept with any women since?”

“Men approach me more than women do.” She smiled. “And I like cock.”

Danielle wondered if this was Cara reminding her that she’d want Matt later. “So why me?”

Cara started to speak, then paused. She seemed to think about her answer for a moment. “I’ve always considered you beautiful. Watching you at the club made me realise just how incredibly sexy you are.”

“With the two Spaniards?”

“That was later. I watched you with Aaron, and I watched you with the guy in the tux when Matt first accompanied us there.”

“You saw me with Aaron?” This was a surprise. She’d assumed Cara would have been too busy.

Cara nodded. “I got more out of watching you than I did from letting Aaron’s friend fuck me.”

Danielle was taken aback but tried not to show it. “Tell us about your first time with a woman. Who made the move?”

“She did. We were at a party in a student house. Everyone was drunk and crammed into the tiny room, dancing. As we were pushed together, our boobs kept touching. It felt nice. Then she placed her hands on my hips, and that felt nice, too. We sort of looked at each other for a moment, then she kissed me.”

“What did you do?”

Cara shrugged. “Although shocked, I didn’t stop her. Half my classmates were there, so I felt a bit conspicuous. She broke the kiss after a few seconds and asked if I’d prefer to go somewhere private.”

“And did you?”

“We went back to her room, and...” Cara smiled. “I had a great time.” 

Danielle tried to imagine Cara as a fresh-faced undergraduate. She must have been stunning.

“Have you ever been with a woman?” Cara asked.

“No.”

“Never been tempted?”

“Not until Matt told me what you’d said at the club.”

“You liked the idea?”

“We wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.”

Cara leaned closer. “Does it turn you on?”

“Yes.” Danielle tipped her head in Matt’s direction. “It turns him on, too.”

Cara flashed a smile at Matt. “Will what happens tonight end up in your book?”

“Oh yeah.”

“In that case,” she said, looking from Matt to Danielle, “I suppose we should try and make it special.”

Danielle had bought dessert but all thoughts of food were now gone. She stood up, and the other two did the same. Without a word, the three of them headed for the stairs. In the bedroom, the two women stood facing each other in the middle of the room. Matt hung back by the door, watching. 

Cara reached her arm out and ran a single finger down over Danielle’s left boob, making her quiver. The redhead traced her finger across Danielle’s stomach and then up to her right boob. Then she looked into her eyes and smiled. “Are you nervous or excited?”

Danielle clenched her thighs together. There was a wet heat in her sex, but her knees were shaking. “A bit of both.”

“Mmm, me too.” 

Cara stepped close and kissed her very gently. Danielle kept her eyes open as she marvelled at the softness of the other woman’s lips. Cara pulled back and smiled, then leaned in and kissed her again. This time Danielle parted her lips and welcomed the other woman’s tongue into her mouth. She closed her eyes, wrapped her arms around Cara and held her tight. They kissed passionately. As Cara ran one hand down her back and the other up into her hair, all Danielle could think about was how slight her friend felt in her arms. She was used to men who were much wider than herself, so the difference was surprising.

Cara pulled down the zip at the back of Danielle’s dress, then broke the kiss and pulled back. Keeping her green eyes focused on Danielle’s, she eased the red dress off her shoulders and let it slide down her body. She smiled as she took in the lacy white underwear, then quickly removed her own dress by simply dragging it up and off over her head. She wore an ivory-coloured bra and matching thong. Danielle looked at her friend’s body, then glanced over towards her husband. He stared with hungry eyes at both women.

“Do you want me to undress you?” she asked.

Matt shook his head. “I want you two to concentrate on each other for a while. I’ll join in when only watching becomes unbearable.”

“Fair enough.” She turned to Cara. “I was hoping you’d take the lead.”

Cara smiled. “That’s exactly what I was hoping, too.” She moved forward, reached around and unclipped Danielle’s bra. Cupping the boobs in her hands, she lifted them and sighed. “You have great tits.”

“Do I?”

“Yes, and you know it.” Cara deftly unclipped her own bra then stepped close until their boobs were touching. “I bet all the men you see comment on them.”

“They do more than comment on them. Some like to shove their cocks between them.”

“Yeah, I bet they do. If I had a cock, I’d fuck your tits with it.” 

Danielle reached up and traced her finger around Cara’s pale pink nipple. “Is that all you’d do with it?”

“No, but it’s what I’d do first.” She walked Danielle backwards until they reached the bed, then pushed her down onto it. “I’d lie you down like this,” she whispered, crawling onto the bed with Danielle, and directing her into the middle of the mattress. “Then I’d straddle your waist and fuck your tits.”

Danielle’s breathing had become shallow. She was desperate to be touched. 

Cara bent down and took one of her aching nipples into her mouth. Danielle let out a silent moan. Cara moved over to suck the other one. All too soon, she released it and raised her head. Then she pushed Danielle’s hands wide and lay on top of her, so their breasts pressed together. Cara dragged her upper body from side to side, sending tiny shockwaves of pleasure through Danielle every time their nipples touched.

“I’d fuck you hard and spray my manly cum all over your neck and chest,” she whispered. “Then I’d use my hands to rub it all over your tits.” Cara let go of Danielle’s hands and roughly mauled her breasts, tugging and twisting the nipples. 

Danielle groaned and jerked her hips. Then she reached up, pulled Cara’s head down by the hair and locked her lips to hers. Probing Cara’s soft mouth with her tongue, Danielle rolled them over until she was on top. She broke the kiss and moved her head down, latching her lips onto one of Cara’s nipples and sucking it. It felt good to do. She even used her teeth a little, making her friend curse. Then she repeated the action of Cara’s other nipple while pinching and twisting the first.

Cara wrapped her arms around Danielle and rolled them again until she was back on top. Smiling triumphantly, the redhead turned to her left. Danielle became aware of Matt standing at the side of the bed. He’d removed all his clothes except for his boxers.

“Don’t just stand there gawping,” Cara snapped. “Help me suck her tits.”

Before Danielle had a chance to speak, Matt had joined them on the bed and both her nipples were being sucked. She closed her eyes and rested her head back on the pillows. They kissed and sucked her boobs for a while, then four hands began stroking her legs, hips, stomach and sides. 

A hand ventured over her lace-covered mound, and then moved lower. It pressed the seam of her boy shorts between her sodden pussy lips, and Danielle let out a frustrated groan. It pressed again, and she jerked her hips, desperate for more contact.

Cara sat up, and Matt did the same. It’d been the redhead who’d fondled her pussy and, as she slipped her fingers into the waistband, Danielle raised her hips and watched her friend peel the panties down and off. Now completely naked, Danielle spread her legs.

Cara moved over to kneel between Danielle’s knees. Staring into her eyes, the redhead bent lower and ran her tongue through the slick folds of Danielle’s pussy, making her shudder. Cara smiled, teased her clit with the tip of her tongue, then plunged it into her sex and lapped at the juices pooled inside.

Danielle groaned and raised her hips, grinding her pussy against her friend’s face. Cara brought both hands up to hold Danielle by the buttocks, pulling her tight against her tongue. Then she moved up and sucked her clit, sending a bolt of lightning through Danielle’s entire body. She arched and bucked, but Cara held her close and didn’t let up until an orgasm surged through her. Danielle cried out, then sobbed with each aftershock as her legs trembled and shook.

“Take off your shorts,” Cara ordered. “It’s not like we’re strangers.”

Danielle was puzzled until she realised it’d been directed at Matt. She watched as her husband shrugged off his boxers and his fully erect cock sprung into view. At the same time, Cara slipped off her own thong. Matt lay beside Danielle, and Cara encouraged her to sit on his stomach. She did so, still facing her friend.

“Lie back on his chest,” Cara whispered.

Danielle complied, and as she looked down between her legs, she saw her friend take her husband’s cock into her mouth and bob her head a few times. She felt no jealousy. Cara pulled Danielle down Matt’s body and fed his cock inside her. He raised his hips, pushing in deeper.

Cara stroked his balls, then lowered her head. Danielle assumed she was going to suck her husband’s balls while he fucked her, so when her friend’s lips closed around her clit, she let out a startled yelp. Cara sucked and tongued her clit as Matt ploughed his cock in and out from below. Danielle wailed, then tumbled into another orgasm.

As Matt’s cock pulled out, Cara said something that Danielle didn’t catch. It soon became obvious what she’d asked for. Matt crawled down the bed and knelt behind Cara. 

Holding Danielle’s gaze, the redhead let out a long sigh. “Your husband’s fucking me. Again.”

“Yeah, he does that.” Danielle reached up and groped her friend’s breasts while her husband fucked her from behind.

Then Cara dropped her head between Danielle’s legs again. For the next few minutes, the room was filled with the sounds of grunts and groans, the slapping of bodies and the slurping of a tongue. Danielle came first, writhing and jerking under Cara’s mouth. Matt let out a grunt as he finished inside Cara, who screamed her own release soon after. 

They eventually stopped moving and fell into a tangle of bodies and limbs on the bed. Danielle was in the middle, with Cara on her left and Matt on her right. 

Feeling empowered, Danielle rolled onto her side facing Cara. “How did I taste?”

“As good as I thought you would.”

“And how did it feel to fuck my husband again?”

“As good as I remembered.”

Danielle pushed Cara onto her back. She placed a knee between her spread legs and leaned over her, supporting herself on her arms with her tits hanging down. “Matt never performs clean-up after I’ve been with a bull.”

“I’m glad to hear it.”

Danielle smiled. “I’m going to do it for you, though.”

Cara’s brow creased. “Really?”

“Mm hmm.” She turned to her husband. “Would you like to see me clean your cum out of her pussy?”

Matt’s eyes and mouth were open wide, but he couldn’t seem to find any words.

She moved down and dropped her head between Cara’s legs. Her friend’s pussy gaped a little, the lips wet and puffy. Danielle had tasted her own juices many times on cocks that had been inside her, so running her tongue through the slick folds in front of her brought no surprises. 

She pushed in with her tongue, and Cara moaned. She could taste cum, and pretty soon a thick gob of it slid into her mouth. She swallowed it and kept lapping at the juices. Cara writhed and bucked as Danielle feasted on her pussy.

She was aware of her husband watching and tried to make it as sexy as she could, reaching up to squeeze Cara’s tits while going down on her. It must have been sexy enough, because he soon positioned himself behind her and slid into her pussy, his cock already hard again. When Danielle moved her attention up to Cara’s clit, the redhead started moaning and whispering encouragement. Spurred on, Danielle sucked and tongued until Cara arched off the bed and screamed.

“Roll her over,” Cara said, once she’d recovered.

Matt pulled out and Danielle was turned over and laid on her back. Cara knelt up over her head, facing Matt.

“Okay,” the redhead said, her voice hoarse. “Fuck her like this for a while, but don’t come.”

As Matt slid his cock back into his wife, Cara lowered her pussy onto her face. Danielle couldn’t see anything except her friend’s buttocks. The three of them moved together. Yet another orgasm was building inside Danielle, and she reached up to hold her husband’s hips as she ground against him. The wave broke and Danielle came yet again, barely able to continue licking her friend. Cara gripped her head and rocked faster, then a warm flush of liquid covered Danielle’s lower face. She gasped and spluttered, not sure what had just happened.

“Don’t come inside her,” she heard Cara say. “Pull out and fuck her tits.”

Danielle no longer had any energy. She lay flat on her back with her legs spread as her husband pulled out and straddled her waist. Cara moved back and Danielle could see the room again. Cara was pressing Danielle’s breasts around Matt’s wet cock. He jerked his hips faster and she felt a hot jet of spunk land on her neck.

Cara cooed and whispered words of encouragement. Matt kept jerking his hips and sent more cum onto Danielle’s chest. Cara was spreading it on her skin, her palms slick as she slid them over Danielle’s boobs. 

Matt finally climbed off and lay on the bed at her side, panting heavily. Cara crawled around and lay on top of Danielle, their bodies pressed flat against each other. She kissed her on the lips.

“You made me squirt,” Cara said, smiling down at her.

“Is that what happened?”

Cara nodded.

Danielle let out a sigh. “Well, I guess it gives Matt more to write about.”

Cara nodded. “If we go to sleep now, maybe we can fill a few more paragraphs when we wake up.”

“If what just happened is anything to go by, we might be able to fill another chapter.”

Lying between her husband and her best friend, Danielle closed her eyes and fell into a deep, contented sleep.
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The complete story of the whirlwind year that takes Harriet from faithful wife to licentious hotwife, eager to do anything to please her lovers and her watching husband.

A Hotwife’s Christmas Stocking

It starts when Harriet’s friend is deserted by her husband. The girls have a few nights out, and when Harriet reveals how many men are hitting on them, Luke realises he likes the idea. With his encouragement, she progresses from slow dances to heavy petting, and more. Luke knows he won’t be content until she allows another man to go all the way.

They take a Christmas break in Norway. After enjoying the stunning sights of snow-capped mountains, crystal blue fjords and the Northern Lights, Luke craves the ultimate display: to see his beautiful Harriet become a hotwife.

A Hotwife’s 2 for 1 Weekend

Luke takes a business trip and encourages Harriet to make the most of her new hotwife status while he’s away. On his return, she admits to taking part in a threesome with her best friend Maisie and some guy from a club. 

After securing a new contract for their business and finding their perfect new home, they decide to celebrate in the sunnier climes of the Canary Islands. While there, Luke offers his wife  the chance to enjoy a different kind of threesome as a Valentine’s Day treat. Will two men at once be too much of a good thing, even for Harriet?

The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet

A chance encounter with a bull in the Canary Islands leads couple to join a contact site so Harriet can sample some alpha bulls. This elicits an invitation to attend an exclusive party in California. Harriet and Luke know it’s a once in-a-lifetime opportunity to enjoy a truly hedonistic experience, and eagerly accept. 

Located in Malibu and overlooking the Pacific Ocean, Casa Del Grande Toro is the most stunning house they’ve ever seen. At the party, surrounded by a collection of beautiful hotwives and their adoring husbands, Harriet is immersed in a sexual tryst beyond anything she envisaged in even her wildest fantasies. 

A Hotwife Takes It... Easy [including previously unpublished bonus chapter]

After attending the Key Party, Luke and Harriet delay their return to the UK and drive south on the Pacific Coast Highway. In San Diego they come across a volleyball tournament. Glowing with a golden tan, Harriet soon becomes the centre of attention for one of the men’s teams. The young, tall college guys just won’t leave her alone.

Luke’s a little concerned because, even though Harriet’s a hotwife, she’s just had a very busy weekend. He points out that this break is so she can take it easy, but Harriet had other plans. 

She assures him she could take it.... Easy!

One Hot Year is available as both ebook and paperback. Check my website for details.
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Vivienne inadvertently discovers husband Lee’s laptop still logged on after he leaves for a work trip. The scantily clad women on the webpage pique her curiosity. Thinking she might be able to give him a sexy treat if she knows what sort of porn he watches, she takes a closer look.

Then her world collapses.

It isn’t a porn site - it’s a contact forum. Lee’s been moonlighting as a bull for couples who live the hotwife/cuckold lifestyle. Not only are there sexy women offering him their bodies, he’s also getting requests from husbands to satisfy their wives’ carnal desires.

About to call Lee and tell him not to bother coming home ever again, Viv realises this confrontation needs to be done face to face. The inevitable denials and elaborate lies would hurt her even more. So she comes up with a good old honeytrap plan.

She registers as ‘Brandy’ and sends a request saying, ‘Let me be your next hotwife’.  When he turns up at the hotel, there’ll be no way for him to try and sweet-talk his way out of his duplicity.

But there’s something Vivienne hasn’t considered: the forum has many bulls looking for sexy hotwives to service...

Your Next Hotwife is available in ebook form. Check my website for details.
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The complete story of a woman’s transition from monogamous wife to adventurous hotwife. 

It all starts during a trip to the highlands of Scotland when Cheryl mis-interprets husband Marc’s throwaway comment about him liking the fact her ex-boyfriends still fancied her. Her actions take Marc by surprise, but then so does his reaction to it.

What follows is a series of adventures where the couple learn about each other’s desires and limits. After some incredible highs and occasional lows, the couple find themselves falling further into the wife-sharing rabbit-hole. 

Cheryl experiences dates with men she knows, strangers, a married couple, and two hunky black men. When Marc presses her about the details of her darkest desire, she admits to a long-held fantasy of being used by multiple men. It shocks him, but he can’t stop thinking about it. Watching her do everything so far has blown his mind, so isn’t it his duty to make sure she fulfils this ultimate fantasy? 

Cheryl Blossoms is available as both ebook and paperback. Check my website for details.
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