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The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet

The continuing saga in Luke and Harriet’s wife-sharing lifestyle, first introduced in A Hotwife’s Christmas Stocking, and then progressed in A Hotwife’s 2 for 1 Weekend.

Harriet and Luke’s life has evolved over the last six months.

Their start-up software business gained momentum and several large contracts. That success allowed them to buy a glorious Edwardian sandstone house in a picturesque town in the Peak District. Not only does it have four bedrooms, two bathrooms and extensive gardens, the barn has been converted to a modern office, which means no more rush-hour commuting.

But the most fulfilling transformation of all is in their sex life. After Luke watched Harriet give herself to another man on Christmas Eve in Oslo, it opened a whole new world of pleasure for both of them.

She followed that up with two threesomes, the first with a man and a woman, the next with two men. A chance encounter with a bull in the Canary Islands leads to the couple joining a contact site so Harriet can sample some alpha bulls.

Being members of the contact site also elicits an invitation to attend an exclusive party in California. Harriet and Luke accept, knowing this might be a once in-a-lifetime opportunity to enjoy a truly hedonistic experience.

So, like countless would-be starlets before them, they pack their bags and head for Hollywood. But unlike the vast majority of would-be starlets, all of Harriet’s dreams are fulfilled.

They’d expected something special, but nothing could have prepared them for what was in store. Located in Malibu and overlooking the Pacific Ocean, Casa Del Grande Toro is the most stunning house they’ve ever seen. And at the party, surrounded by a collection of beautiful hotwives and their adoring husbands, Harriet is immersed in a sexual tryst beyond anything she’d envisaged in even her wildest fantasies.

The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet is part of a series of ten books, each written by a member of the acclaimed ACHE group, the Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica. Each unique volume tells the story of a different couple at the Casa Del Grande Toro party, how they got there and what happens when their wife's key is drawn...
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Chapter One

Luke followed Harriet as she walked through the empty house, her brown hair tied up in a high ponytail and her lithe body dressed in tight, faded jeans and a grey V-necked sweater. She had a beautiful smile on her face, and he loved seeing her this happy.

“It’s really ours,” he said.

“I still can’t believe it.” She turned and walked along the short hallway and through the door that led to the home office.

The attached outbuilding used to be a barn that the previous owners had converted a few years back. The room was now high and bright. What may have once been a hayloft had been removed so the ceiling was vaulted and several feet higher than the rest of the ground floor. The rear wall was floor-to-ceiling glass, offering fabulous views over the countryside. The room was at least twice the size of their previous rented office.

Harriet moved over to the windows and gazed out. “I doubt I’ll be able to concentrate on work with this view to look at.” She spun around as he approached, slipping her arms around his waist. “What d’you think it’ll look like when everything’s covered in snow?”

“White.”

She slapped her palm against his back. “Stop being a smart-arse.”

He laughed, leaning forward to kiss her forehead. “Come on, the movers will be here soon. I’ll go and get the kettle and cups from the car so they can have a brew before they knock all the paint off the door jambs with our furniture.”

The movers duly arrived, drank their coffee and moved all the furniture and boxes into their designated rooms. No doorjambs were knocked and no paint was chipped. The movers were friendly and efficient, and they even managed to satisfy Luke’s kinky itch by ogling Harriet’s backside in her tight jeans.

Once the movers were done, Luke thanked them with a cash tip of a hundred quid. After watching their truck pull out and drive down the quiet, tree-lined street, he wandered back inside their new house. He found Harriet in the kitchen, wiping out the insides of the cupboards.

She looked over her shoulder at him. “What order should we do things in?”

He glanced at his watch, then shrugged. “Those guys were quicker than I expected.”

“That’s because we’ve moved from a small house. Our furniture looks lost in here. Two of the bedrooms are completely empty.”

He looked at the pile of boxed up crockery, pans and utensils on the floor. “How about you carry on here while I go reassemble the bed and fit the sheets? Then, if we get tired or horny, we’ll have somewhere to lie down.”

“Hmm.” She turned around and slipped her arms around his waist. “I suppose if you get tired and I get horny, I’m going to need my laptop so I can order myself a bull from the website.”

He knew she was joking, but her words still sent a shudder of excitement down his spine. It’d been almost two months since their Valentine’s long weekend in Fuerteventura, and it seemed they were both more than ready for Harriet’s next playdate. In the Canary Islands, she'd indulged an opportunistic quickie with a guy named Glen while Luke watched. It had been the best sex she’d had as a hotwife; hardly a surprise as it turned out the guy was a pro. Glen had given her the contact website he used to advertise his services as a bull, and Harriet was keen to arrange a meet.

Weirdly, assembling the bed was less difficult than fitting the linen. By the time he got back downstairs, Harriet had emptied four boxes and filled three cupboards.

“How’s it going?” he asked, amused that she was still managing to smile through all the tedious unpacking.

“Fine. There’s more storage space here than we’ll need.” She grinned. “Once we get the Wi-Fi up and running, I’ll do some serious online shopping for kitchen gadgets.”

“Maybe we should wait to see how much we have left after the new mortgage payments start.”

“Spoilsport.” She nodded at her phone on the counter. “Maisie just texted to see how we were going on. Can I tell her she can come visit?”

“Yeah, of course.”

After sending a short reply, Harriet put her phone down and picked up the kettle. “I’m going to have another cuppa. Do you want one?”

“Please.”

Harriet’s phone pinged. She read the message and looked at him. “Can Maisie and the kids come see the house now?”

“Sure, so long as they don’t mind the mess.”

They took their drinks through to the living room and sat on their couch, which looked tiny in the middle of the huge, open space. Looking around, Harriet chuckled. “We’ll need to buy more furniture, too.”

Luke nodded, hardly able to believe this amazing place was their new home.

An hour later, the unfamiliar sound of their new doorbell rang. They both went to let in their first ever visitors.

Maisie hugged them both, then passed a potted plant to Harriet and a bottle of wine to Luke. “Happy New Home!”

“Thanks, babe,” Harriet said. “Come on in.”

As Harriet showed her friend around the house, Luke took Tia and Finn, Maisie’s young children, into the garden so they could run around.

“I like your new house,” Tia said, looking up at him with wide eyes and a serious expression.

“Thank you. Maybe you can all come and stay for the night once we get some more beds.”

She gave a wide, gap-toothed smile. “That’ll be cool.”

He led them around the garden, noticing for the first time all the mature bushes in the borders. There was a mass of red and pink buds on the rhododendrons. They’d look great in a couple of weeks when they bloomed. Finn screamed in excitement on discovering the small pond, and Luke lifted one of the surrounding stones to reveal a tiny frog. After convincing the three-year-old that it wouldn’t be fair to the frog for him to put it in his pocket and take it home, Luke led them back inside.

“This place is amaze-balls,” Maisie announced.

He laughed and nodded. “Yeah, we were lucky to find it.”

He felt a little guilty about their good fortune. It was only a year ago that he and Harriet were living in a small semi-detached house on an estate and barely making ends meet with their start-up software business. At the time, Maisie and her husband were saving up for a bigger house of their own. In the twelve months since, Harriet and Luke’s software business had gained three huge contracts and given them the means to buy this house, while Maisie was dealing with the desertion of her husband and having to give him all their savings to buy his share of their house.

The split had shown Luke both halves of the couple in their true colours. Jake turned out to be a selfish git. Maisie, though, showed herself to be more open-minded than Luke ever imagined. Though Harriet hadn’t told her the full extent of her and Luke’s hotwife lifestyle, Maisie was aware that they had some kind of open relationship and had even been non-judgy enough to share a guy called Noah with Harriet on a night out a short while back.

“Who wants a biscuit?” Harriet said, bending down to pass the kids the open packet of chocolate digestives the movers hadn’t quite finished.

Tia and Finn took one each, then ran off to explore more of the house.

“Come on, Mais,” she said, taking her friend by the hand. “Wait ’til you see our new office.”

Luke followed the women, a warm tingle of excitement running through him. Harriet never had confirmed whether anything had happened between her and Maisie when they’d shared Noah.

“Oh wow!” Maisie stood in the centre of the large space looking out across the garden to the hills and woods in the distance.

Harriet flashed him a smile, pleased with her friend’s reaction.

“Can I come and work for you two?” Maisie said, pointing to the spot next to the windows. “I’ll put my desk there.”

“Sorry babe, that’s my spot. Luke’s desk’s going over there, facing the wall.”

“Ha ha.” He walked over to the wall opposite the windows. “I think both desks will be at this end, facing the view.”

Harriet leaned closer to her friend as if being secretive but didn’t lower her voice. “He wants a chaise longue in the corner so he can fuck me when we’re not too busy.”

Maisie glanced over at Luke while running her hand down Harriet’s back then cupping her bum. “I don’t blame him.”

Luke’s cock twitched inside his jeans. “If we can ever afford to hire you onto the staff, we’ll get a hot tub as well.”

“Oh, stop teasing me.” Maisie walked over to the window and looked out for several seconds. When she turned back, there were tears in her eyes. “Jake’s asked for a quickie divorce.” She took a deep breath, and when she blinked a tear ran down her cheek. “His new girlfriend’s pregnant.”

Harriet rushed over and hugged her, and all of Luke’s dirty thoughts disappeared. He stood there feeling a little awkward as Harriet comforted her best friend.

Maisie shook her head and shrugged. “He says it wasn’t planned, but I can’t help thinking that she stopped taking the pill on purpose, just to snare him.”

Luke couldn’t see her reasoning. Or, at least, he couldn’t imagine why anyone would think this would work. After all, if Jake could leave his wife and two children, he could just as easily leave his new girlfriend and their bump. He kept this thought to himself.

“Anyway,” Harriet said, stroking Maisie’s hair. “Maybe now we’ve done our house move, you and I can have another night out.”

Maisie smiled but shook her head. “Getting pissed and fucked isn’t going to make me feel any better about Jake’s new baby.”

“It wasn’t you I was thinking about.”

Maisie laughed and rolled her eyes just as Tia and Finn ran in. They stopped in their tracks, staring at the huge picture windows. Maisie bent down to cuddle her kids. “Where have you two been?”

“Upstairs,” Finn said. Then he turned to Luke. “Can we go and find the frog again?”

“Yeah, come on.” He led the kids outside and left the women to talk. The idea of them going out clubbing appealed to him. It would give him plenty to fantasise about.

* * * *

That evening, after unpacking most of the boxes, a tired Luke and Harriet sat in their new living room, drinking the wine that Maisie had brought earlier that day. The only light came from the log fire they’d lit in the grate. Luke gestured at the huge windows, which showed endless darkness unpunctured by any streetlights for miles in any direction. “I guess you’d better start shopping for curtains.”

“I thought we could have shutters on the windows instead.”

“The louvred things?”

“Hmm.”

“Yeah, that’d be cool.” He smiled, then brought up the subject that had been on his mind since Maisie had left earlier. “So, you’re thinking of going out to get pissed and fucked?”

“Not really. I was hoping to get Maisie pissed and fucked to take her mind off Jake’s new family.” She leaned closer to him on the couch. “You know what I want.”

“Do I?”

“Hmm.” She placed her hand on his thigh. “I want to register with that contact site and arrange another date with Glen.”

Luke remembered her shocked expression when the bull had first entered her against the wall in Fuerteventura. “You’d like that?”

She nodded. “Picking up a guy in a bar is one thing, but getting somebody like him to give me the full service is much more appealing.”

“Someone like him, or specifically him?”

“Both. I want him first, and after that, I’ll sample other bulls registered with the site.” She laughed at his expression. “Is that what you wanted to hear?”

His stomach was in knots. “Yeah.”

“Good. But, since I’m not registered yet, I guess I’ll have to make do with you.”

“Okay.”

“Which room do you want to abuse me in first?”

He smiled. “Too many to choose from in this house.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you do me in every single one of them before we’ve been here a month.”

“Promise?”

She nodded, then leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips. “And I’ll make another promise. Nobody else will ever fuck me in this house. This is our dream home, and no matter what we do in hotels, our home is just for us.”

He was surprised, but more than happy about this.

Harriet drained her glass, then stood up. “Come on, take me to bed and jump my tired bones.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Two

Kitted out in old jeans and jumpers, he and Harriet arrived at the business park first thing on Monday morning to shift everything from their old unit to their new home office. After they’d loaded most of the smaller stuff into the van, Luke dismantled their desks while Harriet walked to the small café they’d used so often. He had them ready to move by the time she returned, and they ate pastries and drank coffee sitting on the floor.

Harriet glanced around the empty space. “I’m kind of sad to be leaving here. It’s got a lot of good memories.”

“Yeah.” Luke could remember at least two occasions when they’d had sex there, but his most vivid memory was after securing their first big contract with the French company. He and Harriet had stared at each other in stunned silence, knowing this would change their lives. Two more large contracts had followed, both of them more lucrative than the first, but it was that first goldmine moment that had brought the strongest reaction.

Pastries and coffee finished, they vacuumed the carpet and then called to say goodbye to the three people who worked in the neighbouring unit. The sun came out during the drive from Stockport to Glossop, and setting up their desks in their new office didn’t feel like a chore. After dropping the van off at the rental garage, they called at a pub for dinner. Both were shattered by the time they got back home. Luke took a shower and went straight to bed. Harriet decided she’d prefer a bath, and he’d fallen asleep before she joined him.

* * * *

By the end of the first week, they’d established a routine of sorts. Luke was an early riser, so he tended to be the first in the office. Harriet would join him around eight, and she always brought him a fresh coffee. They fitted breaks and lunch around tasks or phone calls, and if the weather was warm, they’d sit on the wrought iron furniture in their garden to eat or drink.

On Friday afternoon, Harriet wandered over to Luke’s desk. “Hey.”

He looked up and immediately recognised her expression as the one she wore when she wanted something. Flashing her a smile, he leaned back in his office chair. “Let me guess. Has Maisie changed her mind about getting pissed and fucked to help her get over Jake’s new baby?”

“What’ve I told you about being a smart-arse?”

“Am I right?”

She shook her head. “I think she just wants company and someone to talk to. I suggested I take her out for something to eat.”

“Tonight?”

“Would that be okay? Jake has their kids, so we thought—”

“Yeah, it’s fine.” When they’d lived in Stockport, they were only a couple of miles from Maisie’s house so sharing a taxi wasn’t a problem. Now they were over thirteen miles away. “What about getting home?”

“I was thinking I’d sleep at Maisie’s and drive home tomorrow morning.”

He nodded, trying to keep his expression neutral.

She narrowed her eyes. “What is that cesspit mind of yours thinking about?”

He laughed, raising his hands defensively. “Nothing. I just—”

She slapped his hands away, then leaned over his desk to look into his eyes. “I’m simply going out for supper with my best friend.”

“I know.”

“Hmm. And yet somehow your brain tries to twist it into some sordid little—”

“I just got images of you and Maisie tag-teaming a waiter.”

Harriet’s eyebrows went up. “Ooh, I like the sound of that. Do I get his tongue or his cock?”

“His cock.” He grinned. “Because you’ll already have had Maisie’s tongue.”

She slapped his arm, harder this time, and walked back to her desk. Picking up her phone, she mock-scowled at him. Then she typed out her message. “I’ll tell her I’ll be there for seven. You can make your own dinner.”

Luke nodded. There was a definite flutter of excitement in his gut.

They finished working around four, and while Harriet went to bathe, Luke decided he’d walk into the town centre. Everywhere was still unfamiliar, but there was a nice vibe coming from the shoppers as they trundled through the chilly April late afternoon. He bought himself a mixed olive ciabatta, brie and some locally made chutney, then made his way back to their house.

Harriet was in the bedroom, doing her makeup. Still wearing her robe, she smiled at his reflection. “How was your shopping trip?”

“Good. We should wander around and get our bearings sometime.” He took off his jeans and put on his pyjama bottoms. “There are some nice little shops. I found an old-fashioned deli that does a selection of fresh breads and chutneys.”

She nodded, then slipped off her robe, showing a white bra and matching thong.

Luke ogled her body, then realised she was watching his face in the mirror. He gave a guilty shrug.

She smiled at him. “It really is just supper, you know.”

He laughed before heading downstairs. Harriet came down a few minutes later wearing a lacy white top, black trousers and flat shoes. She usually wore short dresses and high heels when going out with Maisie, so perhaps tonight would be just supper after all.

She approached him on the couch. “Right, I’m off,” she said, turning her cheek so he didn’t smudge her lip gloss. “See you tomorrow.”

Luke warmed the ciabatta and ate it with the brie and chutney, washing it down with a beer. He watched TV for a couple of hours then headed up to bed early. After reading for a while, he turned off the light. He wondered if Harriet and Maisie were still at the restaurant, or if they’d decided to go for a drink afterwards. Maybe there was a bar close by where lots of single men liked to drink.

Or would they be back at Maisie’s house, sharing a bottle of wine while sitting close on the couch? And where would Harriet sleep? He doubted she’d sleep in one of the kids’ single beds, so she’d probably share Maisie’s king-sized one.

He sighed, determined to ignore the erection that had developed while considering the possibilities open to his hotwife tonight.

* * * *

Harriet arrived home while Luke was sorting out stuff in the garage. He met her on the drive and they went inside the house.

“Have you eaten breakfast?” he asked.

“No, but I’m not hungry. I ate far too much pasta last night.”

“Fancy a coffee?”

“Thanks, but I’d prefer tea.”

As Luke made their drinks, Harriet took her overnight bag upstairs and came down five minutes later in jeans and sweater.

“So,” he said, passing her the tea. “How was Maisie?”

“Fine. She knows that Jake will always love their kids, so seems determined not to worry too much about his new family.” She sat on a stool at the kitchen island. “But Jake’s family are unimpressed.”

“Oh?”

She nodded. “His sister called to see Maisie when she found out about the baby. Apparently all Jake’s side think his new woman is a gold digger who got pregnant on purpose. They were all so disappointed when he left Maisie.”

Luke shrugged. “While that’s probably nice for Maisie to hear, Jake can’t let his family choose who he spends his life with. He has to follow his own mind.”

Harriet scoffed. “He’s following his own cock. Bottle blonde and big tits, from what I hear.”

He laughed. “Well, she sounds okay to me.”

After giving him a scowl, she changed the subject. “What were you doing in the garage?”

“Just trying to make a bit of space. I’ve taken all the packing boxes out, but I’ll need to get rid of those before I can put my tools on the shelves.”

“Oh, okay. Since it’s a nice morning, do you want to go for a walk into town?”

He nodded, though in truth he was still curious if anything had happened between the two women. Five minutes later, they locked the house and garage and walked into town. Enough of the shops were open for them to spend over an hour perusing the wares before heading back home. With lots of sorting still to do in the house, Luke never found the opportunity to bring up Harriet and Maisie’s sleeping arrangements.

On Wednesday of the following week, the doorbell sounded while they were both in the office. Harriet went to answer it as Luke was on a phone call. A minute later, she returned with a broad smile. Behind her, two delivery drivers were carrying a polythene wrapped chaise longue. She directed them to put it in the corner, where they quickly removed the wrapping to show there’d been no damage during transit. Harriet signed for it and escorted the men back to the door. Luke smiled, remembering their discussion from a few months back about getting a chaise longue for them to have sex on. She’d also mentioned it to Maisie more recently, which suggested Harriet liked the idea, too.

When Harriet returned to the office a couple of minutes later, she was wearing a figure-hugging red dress and black stilettos. He stared at her while the customer on the end of the phone thanked him for his help, then hung up.

“I thought I’d give you a couple of surprises,” she said as he put down the phone.

“Oh?”

“Hmm.” She unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor, revealing she was completely naked beneath it. “The first surprise is what I’ve bought us to fuck on.”

His cock thickened as he stared at her.

She walked slowly to the chaise, sat on it, then reclined, keeping her shoes on.

“And the second?”

“I’ll tell you about that after you’ve fucked me.”

He stood up and walked slowly across the office, glancing at the huge window. Anyone walking across the fields would be able to see in, but their garden was so long it’d be almost impossible for peeping Toms to make anything out without binoculars.

She reached up and ran her hand over the bulge in his jeans. “I see you’re as ready for this as I am.”

“Oh, I’m ready.” He unbuckled his belt and pushed his jeans down to mid-thigh.

She ran her finger down his shaft, then slowly parted her legs. “So don’t make me wait.”

He knelt between her legs and leaned over her, swiping his cock through her folds. She was already wet. “I’m probably more eager than you are,” he whispered, watching her eyes. “Because you had your night with Maisie.”

She held his gaze. “Does it turn you on?”

He pushed forward, sinking his cock all the way inside her. She let out a groan, and he placed his lips to her ear. “Yes, it turns me on.”

She writhed beneath him, clinging to his shoulders. “So fuck me. Fuck me like you’re reclaiming me after a bull.”

He pounded her over and over, and she screamed under his onslaught. She came in a couple of minutes, scratching his back and whispering obscenities. He came shortly after, firing spurt after spurt as she clenched around him. They slowed and stilled, both breathless. He kissed her neck, then pulled out and let her up.

Harriet left the office and came back a couple of minutes later in the leggings and t-shirt she’d worn when the delivery guys came. She smiled at him as she picked her dress up. “Since I’ve bought us the chaise, that means you have to buy the hot tub.”

He laughed. “I’ll start saving up.” Luke lounged on the chaise, his jeans now fastened. “So, what’s your other surprise?”

“I’ve opened an account on the contact forum and requested a date with Glen.”

He was too shocked to speak. “You opened an—”

“It still needs details filled in. I have to upload some pictures, so I was thinking you could take a few snaps of me wearing sexy lingerie.”

“And when did you suggest this playdate with Glen should be?”

“I asked for it ASAP, because I’m a needy hotwife.”

Even though he’d just emptied his balls, Luke started to feel aroused again. “And where will the date take place?”

“I don’t know where he lives, so I guess it’ll be somewhere between there and here. We’ll meet him in a hotel bar for a drink, then all go up to our room, where you can watch him fuck me senseless.”

“Is that what you want? I mean the part about me watching, not about him fucking you senseless.”

“Yes. You were there for all my other dates, and I want you there again.” She tilted her head to one side. “I’ve already told you that having you there makes it sexier for me.”

“I wasn’t there for Noah.”

“No, but I had another audience so that was okay.”

His cock was getting harder by the second. “I might want to use the chaise again now.”

She laughed. “No more fun for you until I’ve had my next bull.”

“What? That could be ages.”

She smiled. “No it won’t. I asked for this Friday or Saturday.”

Glen replied to her message an hour later, confirming he’d love to meet on Friday night. Evidently, he was just as keen as Harriet for a second date, this time in more comfortable surroundings. It turned out he was relatively close, living in a small village just outside Bolton. Harriet made a booking at a city centre hotel in Manchester.
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Chapter Three

Harriet and Luke finished work around four on Friday afternoon, then packed their overnight bags and took the train to avoid rush hour traffic. The hotel was only a short walk from Piccadilly station, and Luke was surprised at the room’s grandeur. It contained two leather armchairs and a coffee table, but also a huge oak four-poster bed.

He glanced at Harriet. “Did you know about the bed?”

She grinned. “Maybe.”

Laughing, he dropped his bag onto the thick carpet and went to inspect the bathroom. It had marble tiles and white fittings, including a large walk-in shower and Victorian claw-footed bath. “How much did this room cost?” he called out.

Harriet appeared in the doorway. “You really don’t want to know.”

“No, you’re probably right.”

She walked over to the bath and turned on the taps. “Why don’t you go and have a drink in the bar while I get ready?”

“Okay.” He checked his watch. “What time are we meeting him?”

“Seven-thirty.”

“I’ll come back up at seven to get changed.”

The hotel bar was huge, much bigger than he’d expected. It was also really busy, filled with people in suits starting their weekends with a drink after work. Either they let non-guests in the bar, or there’d been a conference. Just glancing around at the other clientele showed groups of two, three or four men with a lone woman, which would hopefully make him feel less conspicuous later when he was there with his wife and her bull.

After getting a beer, he found a free stool near a high shelf that ran along the far wall. He took out his phone and read a few news articles but couldn’t really concentrate through the low-level buzz of anticipation at the thought of watching Harriet with Glen. He’d already seen the guy’s cock and witnessed the effect it’d had on her. She’d described getting nailed by Glen against a wall as the best sex she’d ever had, so God knows what she’d say after he’d fucked her in a huge four-poster bed.

Beer finished, Luke headed back up to their room a few minutes earlier than planned. Harriet was already dressed and waiting in one of the two leather armchairs. She looked amazing. She’d pinned her hair up and her makeup was classy rather than tarty. Her eyes seemed to twinkle as she stood and walked over to meet him. She wore a halter-necked, backless black dress and heeled sandals with an ankle strap, her legs bare.

“Wow, you look…” He blew out his cheeks.

“Fuckable?”

“Definitely.”

“Good, because that’s exactly how I want him to see me.”

He glanced down at her legs. “I expected you to wear your hotwife anklet.”

“I did bring it, but it didn’t look right with the straps on these shoes.” She grinned. “Besides, he already knows I’m available.”

Another shiver ran through him. “Right, I’ll just get changed. Have I got time for a shower?”

“I wouldn’t bother. By the time it’s your turn to get undressed and reclaim me, you’ll be sweating all over from watching, and I’ll be full of another man’s cum.”

His throat constricted. In Fuerteventura she’d made Glen wear a condom. “You’re going to take him bare?”

She nodded. “We discussed it. I thought you’d be happy.”

He opened his mouth, but no words came. The thought of Glen’s huge dick spitting its load deep inside her, coating her walls and ceiling in creamy white made him tingle all over. He gave a half-shrug and nodded, finally finding his voice. “Yeah, I suppose that’d be okay.”

She leaned close. “It’ll be better than okay, and you know it. It’ll be spunk-tastic.”

He laughed out loud, then quickly stripped off his t-shirt and jeans. After putting on a blue dress shirt and black chinos, he looked around the room. “Should I move one of the armchairs ready for when I’m a spectator?”

She nodded, and he quickly manoeuvred the chair around until it was facing the bed. Then they dimmed the lights and left, walking slowly to the lift. He wondered which of them was more excited about what the night had in store.

Most of the after-work crowd seemed to have left the bar, but it was just as crowded. Harriet found an empty spot and sat there as Luke went to get drinks. By the time he returned with two glasses of wine, Harriet had found a third chair to add to the two already at the table.

He sat down and raised his glass. “Cheers.”

She picked up her own glass and smiled. “Bottoms up.”

He grimaced. “I wouldn’t recommend that with a dick the size of Glen’s.”

She laughed. “You’re probably right.” Then her eyes went wide as she stared across the room.

Luke turned and saw the tall figure of Glen standing just inside the door. “Are you going to meet him, or shall I?”

“I’ll go.” She stood up, smoothed down her dress and walked slowly across to Glen.

Luke remembered their night in Oslo when he’d watched her nylon-clad legs walking over to proposition the sax player from the band. He experienced the same mix of emotions as he had then. Glen smiled as he recognised Harriet, and the guy’s eyes raked down her body before she leaned in to kiss his cheek.

Luke stood up as they approached the table and shook Glen’s outstretched hand. “Hello again,” he said, trying to sound more casual than he felt. “What can I get you to drink?”

“Hi.” Glen glanced at the two glasses of Malbec on the table. “Red wine works for me, thanks.”

Luke left his wife to make small talk with the man she was going to have sex with. He couldn’t help wondering what the life of a bull must be like. Glen knew beforehand that the hotwife wanted him to fuck her and, in cases like this one, that she also wanted it skin on skin. She wanted him to come inside her.

And so do I.

“Sir?”

Luke blinked, then smiled at the barmaid. “Sorry, miles away. Could I have a large Malbec please? Room 114.” After signing for the drink, he returned to find Harriet and Glen chatting like old friends. He placed the glass in front of the bull and sat down.

“Cheers.” Glen smiled. “I was just hearing that you’ve moved house since your holiday. It’s lovely round there.”

“Yeah.” He wasn’t sure he liked the idea of Glen knowing where they lived. Hadn’t Harriet already said she didn’t want to entertain bulls there?

“I used to go all over the Peak District on my motorbike a few years back. Gorgeous area, and some fabulous stretches of road.”

Harriet leaned forward. “Ooh, did you wear leathers?”

He laughed. “And a crash helmet. If you want, I could wear those for another playdate.”

She picked up her glass. “Let’s see how you do on this one before we start planning more.”

Glen pursed his lips, nodding. “Fair enough. I like an audition.”

They made small talk for half an hour, mainly about the website he’d recommended. Harriet admitted they’d been too busy with the house move to upload any photographs to her profile page.

“You should do that,” Glen said. “Especially with the way you look. You’ll be in demand.”

She smiled. “Thanks, but I don’t intend putting my face on view.”

“It wasn’t your face I was talking about.”

All three laughed.

“Well, I’ll be more than happy to show the rest of me in my photos.” Harriet glanced at Luke, then looked back at Glen. “And I’m ready to show you anything you want to see now.”

“Works for me.”

The three carried their drinks through reception and to the lifts. Nobody spoke during the short ascent. Once inside the hotel room, they all put their glasses on the small coffee table. Luke sat down on the armchair facing the bed, his stomach tight with anticipation.

Harriet stepped close to her bull, looked up into his face for a couple of seconds, then dropped to her knees and unbuttoned his trousers. Slipping her hand inside, she let out an appreciative murmur. Using her other hand to ease his trousers and shorts down, she released his cock. Harriet gripped the base, licked her lips, and took the tip into her mouth.

Glen let out a sigh.

After a few moments of sucking, she released his cock and tugged his trousers down to his ankles. Glen kicked off his shoes and pulled his legs free, then stood with his feet parted as Harriet pointed his cock upwards and out of her way while she nuzzled his balls, taking them one at a time in her mouth.

Luke watched Glen’s cock getting harder. It was long and thick. The guy was registered on the website as Glen Ten. Luke had no trouble believing that it referred to the guy’s inches.

Harriet licked up the shaft as she held it against his body. It reached past his bellybutton. Then she pointed it at her face, spat on the tip and took more than half of its length into her mouth. Glen let out another sigh, and Luke watched his wife with a sense of disbelief. He’d seen her suck men’s cocks before, but never had she shown this kind of fervour. It was as if she were auditioning for a role in a porn movie.

Glen let out a reluctant groan as he eased her head back. “Whoa there, tiger.” He gave her a warm smile. “Let’s not drain me before I’ve had a chance to do what I came here for.”

Harriet stood up, a smug smile on her slick and shiny lips, then made short work of unbuttoning his shirt. Once that was off, Glen bent over and removed his socks, leaving him completely naked. She guided him to the four-poster and he lay on his back in the middle of the mattress. Harriet stood at the foot of the bed and slowly inched up the hem of her black dress.

Luke blinked when her clean-shaven sex came into view. He’d had no idea she hadn’t been wearing panties when they were in the bar.

Harriet didn’t seem to want to remove any clothes yet. With the lower half of her dress bunched up around her waist and her sandals still on, she crawled onto the bed. Leaning down over Glen, she sucked one of his nipples briefly before moving to straddle his crotch. Straightening up, she stared into his eyes and reached down for his cock. She swiped the tip through her folds, adding her moisture to the sheen coating the purple glans. Harriet positioned it at her opening, held her breath, and slowly pushed herself down.

Luke’s eyes were glued to the thick shaft slowly disappearing inside his wife. It seemed impossible that something so big could fit into someone as petite as Harriet. When she’d got about two-thirds of it inside, she raised up briefly, labia distended and clinging to the glistening shaft, before lowering herself again. Letting out her breath with a satisfied grunt, she now had the full length of Glen’s ten-inch cock inside her.

Her buttocks clenched as she squeezed down on it, and Luke tried to visualise her pink inner walls stretched tight around the huge thing inside her. She moved her body in a slow, sensual motion, going up and down. It took less than a minute of this for her to drop her head back and let out a breathy sigh. Luke could tell she was already close to her first orgasm of the evening.

As she continued to slowly ride her bull, her thighs began to tremble and her muted moans became more audible. Resting her hands on Glen’s chest, she ramped up her hip sways and closed her eyes. Her mouth dropped open and her breathing became ragged, then she let out a most unladylike grunt as she came. She eventually opened her eyes and gave him a beautiful smile.

Glen ran his hand down the front of her dress, caressing her breasts through the black material. “Show me these.”

She reached up to her nape and unbuttoned the halter neck. The front of the dress fell down to reveal her pert breasts.

Glen immediately reached up and ran his thumbs over the already pebbled nipples. “What do you want to do next?”

“I want to ride your cock until you come.”

“While that works for me, I’d also like to ride you.”

“That’ll come later. This isn’t going to be as rushed as our last encounter.”

He smiled. “I still have a lot of sweet memories from that one.”

“Me too, but I intend making sweeter ones tonight.” With that, she gripped her dress and pulled it up over her head, knocking a pin from her hair. She quickly removed the rest of them and shook her long brown hair down over her shoulders. Then she adjusted her legs one at a time so that she was now squatting on his cock. Placing her hands back on his chest, she slowly raised and lowered herself.

Glen let out a groan.

Harriet sped up her movements.

Soon she was bouncing frantically, the slap of their bodies audible over her constant wailing. Her cheeks were flushed pink and her eyes were squeezed shut. A sudden change in her voice to staccato grunts indicated a second orgasm. Glen gripped her hips and bounced her faster, then the tendons in his neck stood out and he arched up.

Luke wondered if she could feel his gushes of cum flooding into her. She was grinding down and moving her hips forward and back, and he wasn’t sure if she was chasing a third orgasm or simply making Glen’s first more pleasurable.

The pair on the bed eventually stilled, and Harriet let out a long, sated sigh. She raised herself up and lay down on the bed on the opposite side of the bull to her husband. Luke stared at Glen’s cock, which was no longer fully hard but still impressive.

The room seemed suddenly quiet, though the blood in Luke’s ears roared. His cock was hard, damp and uncomfortable inside his shorts, but he didn’t want to adjust himself. The air was a heady mix of Harriet’s perfume and the unmistakable tang of sex. They all stayed like that for a good ten minutes, just breathing.

Harriet leaned up and peered over Glen’s chest at her husband. It was the first time she’d looked his way since they’d entered the room. She gave the briefest of smiles before lowering her head and licking her own juices off her bull’s cock. She licked it clean, then lifted it in her hand and took it into her mouth. While staring into Luke’s eyes, she bobbed her head and fondled Glen’s balls. It didn’t take her long to get him fully hard again.

She released Glen’s cock and looked into his face. “Didn’t you say something about riding me?”

Glen pushed her onto her back, making her giggle. He knelt between her spread legs and guided himself to her opening. “Ready for it?”

She raised her hips, and he pushed forward. Harriet let out a groan. Gripping her hips, he held her up off the bed and fucked her with force. Her groans grew more urgent, then she came again. Glen didn’t relent, pounding into her over and over. Her thighs shook and her moans became whimpers. After several minutes he let her drop onto the bed, then lifted her left leg over his shoulder. Holding himself up and staring down into her face, he continued to fuck her. Harriet screamed as her fourth orgasm arrived.

Sweat was dripping from Glen’s forehead into her face, but she either didn’t notice or didn’t care. He was giving her the fucking of her life, and Luke felt privileged to witness it.

Glen withdrew, flipped her over onto her front, then lifted her hips. With her backside raised and weight balanced on her forearms, he re-entered her and fucked her doggy-style. He railed her hard, pulling her back to meet each thrust. This seemed to go on for a long time. Harriet’s head was on the pillow, facing Luke, but her eyes were so unfocused he wasn’t sure if she could see him.

“Ready for your second shot?” Glen rasped, understandably breathless.

Harriet blinked and licked her lips. “Oh yeah. Fill me up.”

Luke held his breath as he watched the bull slam into her several more times then hold still. Harriet seemed to be too exhausted to do anything but accept his cream. Maybe she managed to squeeze her inner muscles, but Luke saw no evidence of it.

Glen pulled out and got off the bed. Harriet stayed where she was.

The bull discreetly dressed while Harriet stared into her husband’s eyes. For some reason, Luke had expected the evening to go on for longer, with Glen and Harriet making use of the bathroom before having a third session.

Now fully dressed, Glen smiled at Luke and held out his hand. “Good to see you again.”

Luke stood up, shaking his hand. “Yeah, you too.”

Looking over at Harriet, the bull smiled. “Don’t forget to upload some pictures. There’s a rumour going around about a party in the States, and they’re going to be looking for the sexiest hotwives.”

She wiggled her raised backside. “Would I fall into that category?”

Both men looked at the steady trickle of cum oozing from her gaping sex.

“Definitely.” Glen gave Luke a final nod, then left.

Luke closed the door and looked at his wife’s inviting posture. “I’m surprised he left so early.”

“That was agreed beforehand.” She twisted her head but didn’t change position. “Don’t stand on ceremony, get your dick inside me.”

“In that position?”

“Mm hmm.”

Even though his balls felt ready to burst, he felt a little guilty. “Aren’t you too sore? He fucked you like a man possessed.”

“That was agreed beforehand as well. Fuck me while his cum’s still there.”

Luke undid his trousers and knelt on the bed. His cock was rock hard, the tip coated in precum. “I won’t last long.”

“I don’t mind. I just want you to come for me.”

“I could have come just watching him fuck you.”

“Maybe next time you can do that.”

Luke pushed in, knowing the wetness coating his cock was another man’s cum. It added to the thrill of finally being inside her.

She rocked her hips from side to side. “How does it feel?”

“Spunk-tastic.” He pumped his hips and felt her clench, but all too soon he reached the point of no return. Holding onto her hips, he buried himself as deep as his average-size cock would go and blasted his own cream into what was already inside her.

When he pulled out, she finally rolled onto her back and wrapped her arms around his neck, holding him tight. “I love our new life,” she whispered.

“So do I.”

A thought occurred. “So, was it even better than your first time with him?”

“It was a lot more comfortable.” She shrugged. “It was really good, but something about where we were the last time made it special, somehow.”

He snorted. “Against a wall in a dirty alleyway?”

“In a semi-public place. Anyone could have walked down there and seen me bent over, pushing myself back onto his huge cock.”

This was a surprise. “You like the idea of being watched?”

“I don’t know. I…” She smiled. “Well, I know I always get more out of it knowing you’re watching me.”

“Or when Maisie’s watching you.”

She laughed. “You’re obsessed. Right, want me to shower?”

“No, I like you dirty.”

She stroked his arm. “Would it be okay with you if I wanted to act dirty again in a few weeks?”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Four

Despite a heavy workload over the following weeks, Luke made time to shoot some photos of Harriet in her sexiest clothes and lingerie. They uploaded them to the contact website and spent time reading the profiles of other bulls. While Luke would have been happy for her to have another playdate with Glen, Harriet thought she should try someone new. Since he’d seen her browsing a series of black bull profiles, he was surprised when she chose a big blond guy called Kurt to be her next date.

“What do you think?” she asked, flicking through the photos on the guy’s profile on her laptop as Luke stood behind her chair at the office desk.

“He looks like a Viking.”

“Hmm. Do you think he’ll bring his horn?”

“I’m sure he will. Where’s he based?”

“Gateshead, wherever that is.”

“It’s in the Northeast. Between Newcastle and Sunderland, I think.”

She turned around and looked up into his eyes. “Is that too far?”

“I doubt it. Have you messaged him?”

“No, I was waiting to see when you thought we’d be able to get time to meet.”

He smiled. “We’ll make time. See when he’s available.”

A smile lit up her face. “Okay.”

“Fancy a coffee?”

She nodded, and he wandered back through the house to the kitchen. The fact Harriet was now actively searching for bulls turned him on. The contact site was a significant step up from letting a guy pick her up in a nightclub. She’d gone from window shopping to ordering online.

He returned to the office and stopped dead in his tracks. Harriet was lying on the chaise wearing a smile and nothing else. After putting the cups on his desk, he walked slowly across to her. “Does this mean Kurt has replied?”

She held his gaze and opened her legs. “Mm hmm.”

His cock stirred. “And have the two of you agreed to a place and time?”

She ran a finger up through her folds before slowly tracing it around her clit. “We have.”

“And you’re suggesting that we have sex now because I won’t be allowed it again until after your playdate?”

“I love how you’re learning the rules.”

“And when is your playdate?”

“I’ll tell you later.” She brought her hand up to her face and slipped her juice-coated finger into her mouth.

“Stand up.”

Her eyes widened slightly, but she did as told.

“Turn around.”

She bit her lower lip and followed his instruction.

He unbuttoned his jeans. “Bend over and place your hands on the seat.”

Once Harriet was in position, she waggled her backside from side to side.

Luke released his cock and dragged the tip between the cheeks of her bum. “Open your legs.” She did so, and he realised that without her shoes on, it was going to be more awkward than he’d thought. When Glen had fucked her like this against a wall, she’d been wearing four-inch heels.

He bent his knees, pushed in hard and straightened his legs, lifting her up with the force of his initial lunge. She cried out, and he gripped her hips and fucked her hard and fast. Her hair hung down, swaying in time with his thrusts. This wasn’t how he usually treated his wife, and he wasn’t trying to imitate her bulls. He was just using her to satisfy his lust.

“If you want to come, you’d better get your finger back on your button.”

She shook her head. “Just… fuck me. Don’t… worry about… that.”

In truth, he didn’t have a lot of time to worry about anything. His balls were ready to release their load, and if Harriet was willing to wait for the next bull to make her come, who was he to argue? He slammed into her a few more times then pushed deep and let loose.

She must have felt his cock twitching because she clenched around him, rocking from side to side.

Lust abated, the chemical change in his brain left him feeling suddenly guilty about the way he’d used her. He pulled out and helped her straighten. “I’m sorry if—”

“Don’t apologise.” She spun in his arms and pulled him close. “I love it when you fuck me like that.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.” She stroked his chest. “And because you came so quickly, my coffee’s still hot.” She flashed him a smile and walked to get her cup.

“Thanks.” He zipped up. “I guess some husbands might feel intimidated about their wife getting marathon sex sessions from guys with much bigger dicks.”

Holding the cup to her lips, she raised her eyebrows. “Really?”

“Yeah. And they’d probably prefer if it wasn’t pointed out how brief their own performance was.”

She scrunched up her nose. “Hmm, but where’s the fun in that?”

He laughed. “So, when are you meeting Kurt?”

“Thursday night in Penrith.”

Luke nodded, his mind racing. Today was Tuesday, and Penrith was about a hundred miles north of them. Quite a long drive. “Got something booked?”

“Just looking at options at the moment. He said there’s a Travelodge near the motorway he’s used a few times.” She smiled. “I like that he’s an experienced bull and I’m just the latest in a long line of sluts.”

The now-familiar mix of emotions teased him, simultaneously pulling at heartstrings while pushing kink buttons. He picked up his own coffee and took a sip. It was only mildly warm, so his performance hadn’t been that brief.

The two of them settled at their desks and got back to work. They’d just fucked in the office then agreed that Harriet would have sex with another man in two days’ time, and yet this had somehow become their new normal.

* * * *

Early on Wednesday afternoon, Luke received a phone call from Mathieu, their French client. He could tell immediately that something was wrong because the Frenchman’s usually flawless English was rushed and heavily accented.

“Mathieu, slow down.” He frowned at Harriet, whose hands hovered above her keyboard as she looked over with concern.

Harriet got up from her desk and walked over to stand next to him while the Frenchman continued to rant.

“Nothing is working,” Mathieu exclaimed. “The entire system has crashed and—”

“Did you re-install using the back-up discs I gave you?”

“I tried, but they don’t work either. I cannot get anything to work. Production has stopped completely.”

“Okay, don’t panic.” Luke glanced at his watch. “I’ll come over and see what I can do.” He listened for a few seconds, then added, “Yeah, today. Last time it was easier to fly to Basel and get the train to Dijon, but there’s probably more chance of getting a flight to Paris. I can hire a car and—”

“I’ll drive to Paris to collect you.”

Luke blinked. “Really?”

“Of course. I can do nothing here, so I may as well.”

Harriet had returned to her desk and started typing. She carried her laptop over and showed Luke the screen.

“Mathieu, I can get a flight this afternoon. It lands in Charles De Gaulle just after five.”

A warm rush of gratitude came through the phone, which made him smile. “No problem. I’ll see you soon.”

After Luke ended the call, he winced. “He says they’ve been hacked, though I think that’s unlikely. But whatever the problem, he’s had to stop production on all lines and is losing over three thousand euros every hour the system is down.”

“Fuck.”

“Exactly. Can you book me on that flight?”

He quickly sorted out back-up discs for the software they’d sold to Mathieu, took his passport from the filing cabinet and went to pack an overnight bag. When he got back to the office a few minutes later, Harriet was printing out his boarding pass.

She handed it to him. “Here you go.”

“Thanks.”

“Want me to drive you to the airport?”

“No, I’ll drive and leave my car in the short-stay. I’ll be able to re-install the system in a few hours. If I do that tonight, I’ll be able to get an early flight back tomorrow morning.”

After saying their goodbyes, Luke headed out to his car and Harriet went back into the office. The traffic was relatively light, and he was soon sitting in the departure lounge with a latte and a pack of biscuits. He texted Harriet and Mathieu to confirm he’d checked in, then settled down to wait.

The flight took only seventy-five minutes. Luke saw Mathieu as soon as he’d got through passport control. His client’s expression was a mixture of gratitude and worry as he ushered him out to his Audi. It took them three hours to do the two-hundred mile journey to Dijon, and for much of the first hour Mathieu had described all the errors that had shown up on the system. He shook his head, distraught.

Luke tried to muster a reassuring smile. “We’ll get it sorted, I promise.”

He sighed. “I am very grateful to you for travelling over so quickly. I hope you didn’t have to cancel any plans.”

“No, I…” Luke suddenly remembered Harriet’s playdate with Kurt the following evening. Hopefully, he’d be back in time. “When you buy our software and sign up for the service contract, we guarantee to get to you within twenty-four hours.”

“This is much quicker than that.”

“It sounded like an emergency.”

Mathieu nodded, and his harried expression returned.

It was dark when they reached Dijon. They went straight to the factory, but before they got out of the car, Mathieu asked if Luke had eaten.

“I’m fine. Let’s get started, and maybe we can get a sandwich later.”

They went to the small control room and Luke quickly browsed through the history of the commands Mathieu and his staff had tried. All their attempts seemed logical, and all the error reports suggested a major problem.

After he’d downloaded the corrupted file onto a portable hard drive, he uninstalled the entire process and ran a health check on the system. He frowned. Other files on the mainframe were also corrupted. Maybe Mathieu’s dramatic claim of hacking wasn’t as far-fetched as Luke had thought. This was going to take him longer than expected. He spent quite a while going through every directory on the drive.

“Okay,” he said, finally looking up into his client’s worried eyes. “You have some sort of problem with most of the files on here, not just ours. I’m going to have to delete a lot of programs. Do you have back-up copies of your accounting software?”

“Oui.”

“Great.” He glanced at his watch. It was already late. “How about if I remove everything that’s infected? Then we can run a system clean-up overnight and get back here for six in the morning. I can start re-installing everything and you should be able to get production started around nine.”

“That would be great. Thank you.” Mathieu frowned. “Did you book a hotel?”

“No.” He’d expected to get it fixed this evening then get a train to either Paris or Basel. “I can sleep in the office chair—”

“Nonsense. You must come back to our house. My wife would kill me if I allowed you to sleep here after you came to my rescue so quickly.”

Luke smiled. “Thanks.”

Mathieu lived in a beautiful three-storey townhouse in the old part of the city. His wife, Greta, was a tiny woman with Mediterranean colouring, and he had two teenage sons who were both still playing on an Xbox, even though it was almost midnight. Luke was treated to a bowl of soup with French bread.

He phoned Harriet once he’d been shown to the guestroom, quickly updating her on his plan of action. “Hopefully I’ll be able to get back in time for your playdate.”

“I can cancel it if—”

“No, don’t do that.” He knew how much she was looking forward to it. “If I can’t get back in time, you should still go. Maybe take pictures of what you’re wearing, and then give me all the dirty details when I see you.”

“Would that be okay with you?” She sounded surprised by his suggestion.

“Yeah. If you’re happy going through with it without me there, I’d rather you did that than postponed it.”

“Okay.” They said their goodnights, then Luke set his alarm for 5:30 and settled down to sleep.

They were back in Mathieu’s factory by six, and Luke started re-installing his software as soon as he’d checked the system. While it was all uploading and installing, he connected his portable hard-drive to his laptop and tried to work out what the infection had been. It soon became evident that someone had downloaded a program that contained a virus. He explained his findings to Mathieu, who looked apoplectic.

“Can you tell where it was downloaded from? Or which workstation it came to?”

This was going be hard. “It was your workstation. From what I can tell, something was downloaded the day before yesterday, and once the system was closed and re-started the following morning, that’s when the virus started spreading.”

Mathieu let out a long breath and closed his eyes. “Philippe came to the office for a few hours.”

“Philippe, your son?”

He nodded. “He was bored and so I said he could use the computer. I thought he’d just play solitaire.”

“I suspect that’s too dull for a fifteen-year-old who’s used to playing Grand Theft Auto. He probably downloaded something from a dodgy site, but I’m surprised your anti-virus software didn’t pick it up.”

“I’ll wring his neck.”

Luke laughed and shook his head. “He couldn’t have known. He’d have expected the firewall to stop it getting in. You’ll be up and running in the next couple of hours.”

“I don’t know how to thank you.”

“That’s easy. Tell all your competitors to buy our software.”

“No, no, no.” Mathieu shook his head, then smiled and leaned closer. “I keep you as my special secret so I can make much more money than all of them.”

Luke laughed, and they walked from the control room to the office. He refused Mathieu’s offer of a lift back to Paris, pointing out it’d be a six-hour round trip for him when his time would be better spent catching up on the lost production. After checking flight times, Luke realised he wouldn’t be able to accompany Harriet on her playdate. He sent her a text once he was on the train, and she called him within seconds.

“Are you sure you don’t mind me going?” she asked.

“Of course I am.”

“Will you be horny and waiting for me at home?”

The thought of her driving home afterwards worried him. She’d been exhausted after her session with Glen. “Will you be okay driving?”

“Of course. And I’ll expect you to ravish me as soon as I get through the door.”

He watched the French countryside flash by through the carriage window as his dick stirred inside his jeans. “That gives me something to look forward to.”

“Good. Right, safe travels.”

“Same to you. And send me a photo of your outfit.”

Luke ended the call and closed his eyes, suppressing his disappointment about missing his hotwife’s latest playdate. Fatigue finally caught up with him, and he slept through the rest of the train journey. His flight took off late and the wait to get through passport control in Manchester seemed to take longer than usual, so he didn’t get to his car until after six.

He took out his phone and switched it from airplane mode. It beeped repeatedly as several texts instantly downloaded. Most were from Harriet, but there was also one from Mathieu. He opened that one first, worried that their system had crashed again. The text simply read, All is working. Thank you!

Luke sighed with relief, then quickly moved on to Harriet’s texts. All four of them were images. He clicked on the first, a close-up selfie of her face in full makeup. She’d applied blusher, eyeliner, mascara and cherry-red lipstick and looked beautiful.

The second photo had been taken in the full-length mirror of their new bedroom and showed his wife wearing only white high-heeled sandals. Her breasts were smallish but pert, the dark pink nipples slightly upturned. Her stomach was flat and the gentle swell of her hips feminine and sexy. But as always when he looked at his wife’s body, his eyes were drawn to her wonderful legs, which were long and toned.

The third was taken in the same mirror and showed the dress she’d chosen for her date. It was pale blue, clingy and came to mid-thigh. She looked really sexy. In the final photo she’d pulled the dress up to her waist, her clean-shaven sex on full view. This was the only photo to which she’d added a caption:

Do you think he’ll like it?

Luke stared at the image for about twenty seconds, then slowly clicked back through the others until he reached the first. His wife’s beautiful face looked up at him, and again a mixture of emotions battled in his head. He tapped out a quick reply.

I’m sure he will. Just got to Manchester. Have a great time, and I’ll see you when you get home.

He knew she may not get the chance to read it until afterwards. He started his car and headed back to their empty house, but his mind was already trying to imagine what an experienced bull like Kurt would do with a hotwife as sexy as Harriet.
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Chapter Five

Harriet hadn’t replied to his text by the time he arrived home, so either she was still driving or had already arrived in Penrith and had other things to occupy her mind.

Why read texts from your husband when there’s a well-hung, handsome bull vying for your attention?

Luke had eaten at the airport in Paris so wasn’t hungry, but he’d been in the same clothes since five-thirty that morning. He took a long, hot shower, put on a t-shirt and pyjama bottoms, padded barefoot downstairs, and grabbed a beer from the fridge. In the living room he turned on the TV but didn’t bother flipping channels to find something to watch. He just needed some background noise while he sat and thought about what the big Viking would be doing to his petite wife at that moment. He didn’t bother getting a second beer, choosing instead to lie back and rest. He didn’t fall asleep, but his body was able to relax even though his mind never stopped working.

He got up off the couch when he heard Harriet’s car pull onto the gravel drive. Checking his watch as he made his way to meet her, he saw it was a little after one in the morning. As he reached the hall, she opened the front door. Both smiled but neither spoke. He stayed where he was as she closed the door and walked slowly towards him, placing her keys and handbag on the hall table on the way.

She stopped in front of him and looked up into his eyes. “How are things in France?”

“Everything’s back up and running.”

“Had he been hacked?”

Luke shook his head. “His teenage son had downloaded a game from a dodgy site, along with some sort of worm virus.”

She frowned. “The firewall should have—”

He placed his finger to her lips. “We can talk about this tomorrow. Tell me about your evening.”

“Take me to bed and put your cock inside me. We’ll see how much I can tell you before you come.”

He smiled. “Will I be adding to what’s already there?”

“He wore a condom.” Without waiting for a comment, she dragged him upstairs.

Luke didn’t bother pointing out that he’d left the lights and TV on. She closed the bedroom shutters, turned to face him and slowly pulled her dress up and off.

She wore neither bra nor panties. “Want me to keep my shoes on?”

“Did you keep them on for Kurt?”

“Mm hmm.”

He smiled and shook his head. “No, you can take them off.”

Harriet removed her shoes and slipped beneath the quilt.

Luke stripped off and joined her, lying on his side. “So, tell me about your playdate.”

She pulled him on top of her, opening her legs to make room for his knees. “Are you hard enough to go in yet?”

Luke gripped his erection and pushed in, making her sigh. She was warm and wet with her own juices. “Tell me what happened,” he whispered.

“He was waiting in the car park when I got there. He’d booked and paid for the room, which was a pleasant surprise.” She clenched around him. “Once we were inside the room, he asked if I had any special requests.”

“What did you say?”

“I said I wanted him to show me a good time.”

“And did he?”

She nodded. “When I hitched up my dress, he dropped to his knees and licked me. Then he moved me to the bed, laid me down, fitted a condom and entered me.”

“Did you insist on condoms when you arranged the date?”

“No, and it wasn’t mentioned on the date, either. He just rolled one on.”

“Was his cock as big as Glen’s?”

“I’m not sure, but it was big. And thick.”

“How many times did you come all together?”

“I think five, but I’m not really sure.”

“How many times did he come?”

“Three.”

Luke slowed down his thrusts. He was already getting close. “Did he want different positions?”

She sighed, her breathing also shallow. “The first time he just fucked me on my back, though after I’d come, he lifted my legs over his shoulders and did me like that for a while. I came again, then he did.”

“What about later?”

“He did me doggy-style and then with me lying on my front. We both came like that.”

“And the third time?”

“That was the third time. The second orgasm was from a blowjob.”

“You sucked him off? Took him all the way with your mouth?”

She nodded.

“Was he wearing a condom for that?”

“No.”

Luke sighed, his whole body tingling with pre-orgasmic tension. “I’m going to come.”

She smiled. “Are you going to do it where you are, or do you want to come in my mouth as well?”

He looked into her eyes and frowned.

Without waiting for an answer, she rolled him off, bent down, and took his cock into her mouth. As he cried out, Harriet took him deeper, tonguing the underside of his shaft. Lights flashed behind his eyelids as he arched up and sent spurt after spurt down her throat. She kept bobbing her head and gulping. When he finally stopped shaking, she planted gentle kisses down his length, nuzzling his balls before moving up the bed to smile at him.

“Was that okay for you?” she asked.

“I... You didn’t have to—”

“I wanted to.”

“Did Kurt enjoy it as much as I did?”

She laughed. “He seemed to.”

“You didn’t get to come.”

“I think my bull’s given me enough orgasms for one day.”

“Ouch.”

“That wasn’t a criticism. I meant it was more important to me that you had a good time.”

Luke was suddenly weary and couldn’t stifle a yawn. It’d been a long day. “Sorry, I’m beat.”

She stroked his arm. “That’s okay. We can talk more tomorrow. I’m going to go for a quick shower.”

“And brush your teeth.”

She slapped his arm and went into the en suite. Luke fell asleep before she returned.

* * * *

Luke woke early as usual. He lay there for several minutes and thought about all the things his wife had done last night. She’d made a two-hundred-mile round trip to have sex with a stranger, then had sex with her husband.

He studied her face as she slept soundly, marvelling at how great her lips looked. That mouth had satisfied two men in the last few hours, and a weird sense of pride filled him. He slipped out of bed, careful not to disturb her.

She didn’t join him in the office until nine-thirty. “Sorry. You should have woken me.”

He shook his head. “You needed to rest after the drive.”

“You did a lot more travelling than I did yesterday.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t have to swallow two loads of jizz.”

She grimaced. “That makes me sound like—”

“I’m not complaining.” He got up from his desk and walked over to her, slipping his arms around her waist. “I really liked what I got, and I’m sure Kurt did as well.”

Laying her head on his chest, she hugged him back. “So, tell me about the problem with the virus in Mathieu’s system.”

“Basically, his son used the workstation designated to run the machines to download a game. Still not sure how it got past the firewall, but Mathieu confessed that he hasn’t updated it for ages because it’s not usually used for anything except that. He has a laptop he uses for everything he does online.”

“But you saved the day.”

“We saved the day. It’s our software, and you kept our business running while I went to France.”

“And I also managed to make a guy with a huge dick come three times.”

“Yep. That’s multitasking, alright.” He kissed her forehead. “Why don’t I make you some breakfast while you fire up your laptop?”

“Thanks.”

Luke made toast, fresh coffee and an Earl Grey tea for Harriet. When he got back, she was frowning at her screen. He put the breakfast tray down. “What’s up?”

“D’you know the website we use?” she said.

He assumed she meant the contact forum. “You mean Find My Slut a Big Cock dot com?”

She giggled. “It’s not actually called that, but yes. Well, they’ve written and asked for a postal address.”

“Didn’t you have to do that when you signed up?”

“No, it’s all fairly anonymous. Some couples may even prefer to use a public computer to keep their real IP address secret.” She read through the email again. “Anyway, they reckon they need it so someone can send me some sort of invitation. I’m to give them a PO Box at a post office if I don’t want them to know where we live.”

“Do you care if they know where we live?”

She seemed to think about it for a few seconds, then shook her head. “No. I trust them to be discreet, and it’s not like there’s anyone who lives here that doesn’t know what I’m doing.”

“Yeah, like a woman would sign up to be a hotwife and not let on to her husband.”

“I meant kids or other family members. Some hotwives might have their mothers living with them.”

“Ah, right. Does it say what kind of invitation it is?”

“No, but didn’t Glen mention something about a big party?”

Luke thought back. “Yeah. I thought that was in the States, though.”

She shrugged. “So… do you mind if I give them our home address? I suppose I could give them the old office address, because we’ve arranged for all the mail there to be forwarded here for the next few months.”

“I don’t mind if you give them this address. I’m not the one who’s spreading my legs for strangers.”

“Bastard.”

“I can’t wait to tell the old lady at the deli in town about you swallowing two different loads of jizz last night.”

Harriet scowled at him, then picked up her headphones and fitted them over her ears to listen to music. Luke laughed and went back to his own desk.

* * * *

Three days later, a large gold envelope arrived with the rest of their post. It was addressed to both of them, but Luke put it on her desk anyway. When she joined him in the office that morning, she picked up the envelope and raised her eyebrows.

“Have you seen this?” she asked, waving it in the air.

“No. It must have walked from the hall floor all by itself.”

“Smart-arse!” Harriet opened it then took out a gold card. She read it, flipped it over to glance at the back, then re-read the front. She held it out.

He took it from her. It read:

You are cordially invited to our

Annual Summer Hotwife Party

RSVP

W & J.

Luke glanced at the back, upon which was printed an email address. “Who are W and J?”

“I don’t know.”

“D’you think they run the contact website?”

“I’m pretty sure the website is only for people in the UK. Why would they throw a party in America?”

He read the invitation again. “This doesn’t mention where it is. Maybe Glen was wrong about it being in the States.”

She held out her hand for the card. “I guess I’m going to have to email them and get the details.”

“Okay.”

Later that day, Harriet came back and sat on his desk. “You know the old saying that if something seems too good to be true, it probably is?”

Luke stopped what he was doing and looked up, puzzled.

“I’ve had an email back about the Annual Summer Hotwife Party.”

“Oh, right.” Now she had his full attention. “And?”

“W and J don’t run the contact website, but apparently the person who organises their parties does browse the profiles on there.”

“They have a party organiser?”

She nodded. “The person I emailed referred to themselves as The Manager who’s handling all the invitations.”

Luke sat back in his chair and scratched his chin. “What sort of manager?”

“I imagine it’s some sort of events person, but they signed the email The Manager.”

He chuckled and shook his head. “Pretentious twat.”

“But…” Harriet leaned towards him and raised her eyebrows. “The invite to the party includes all-expenses paid travel to Los Angeles.”

He frowned. “Bollocks.”

“That’s what I thought, but this manager person assures me everything will be covered. The plane tickets, the hotel in Los Angeles, a limo to take us from the hotel to the party and back again.” She shrugged. “But like I said, if it sounds too good to be true, it probably is, right? There must be some sort of catch. Or it’s a scam.”

“So have they asked for our bank details?”

“No. All they need is a reply to the invite. Once we accept, then they’ll send us some more details via email, and there’ll be a questionnaire to fill in.”

“So, what do you think?”

Harriet shook her head. “I don’t know. I find it hard to believe they’d have picked me from all those profiles.”

“Maybe Glen and Kurt gave you glowing reports.”

“I doubt bulls offer reviews on the hotwives they service. Who’s going to say anything bad about a woman who fucked them?” She stared out of the window, then sighed. “What about I accept, then if the details they send ring any alarm bells, we cancel?”

“Yeah, maybe.” Luke thought about it. “If it’s a hotwife party, it’s pretty obvious what it’ll entail.”

She nodded. “Yeah, I’d already worked that out.”

“How do you feel about that?”

She smiled. “I recently drove a hundred miles to have sex with a stranger. Is flying to the US to have sex with another stranger any different?”

“It’s a lot further.”

She smiled. “Maybe the sex will be a lot better.”

“Yeah there is that.” He turned serious. “Does the idea turn you on?”

“I’m flattered to have been invited. I have no idea what it costs to fly two people from here to Los Angeles and put them up in a hotel for a few days, but we’re talking a few thousand pounds.”

“That’s not what I asked. I think it’s safe to assume W and J are rich enough to cover our expenses, so ignore the money. They’ve invited you there to have sex.”

She held his gaze and nodded.

“So, does it turn you on?”

“Yes.”

“You might be expected to have sex with both of them.”

She smiled. “I’ve taken two guys before.”

“They might be old and wrinkly, with candy floss hair and orange skin like Donald Trump.”

“Wouldn’t that party have been in Florida?”

Luke laughed. “Yeah, probably.” He reached out and stroked her leg through her jeans. “If we don’t accept, we’ll probably always wonder what we’d missed.”

She bit her lip, an excited twinkle in her eyes.

“Have you already accepted?”

She laughed out loud, then shook her head. “No. I wouldn’t do that until we’d talked about it.”

“But you want to?”

She held his gaze for a second before nodding.

“Okay.”

Harriet took a breath, then leaned down and kissed him on the lips. “Thank you.”

He watched her walk over to her desk and start typing on her laptop. They’d just agreed that she’d fly over five thousand miles to have sex with complete strangers. “Do you want a coffee?”

“A cup of tea would be lovely, thanks.”

Luke went to the kitchen and made the drinks. A little part of him hoped Harriet would be naked on the chaise when he got back, but she was still at her desk, now leaning forward and reading something.

“Have they replied already?” he asked. It was only eleven in the morning, so about the middle of the night in LA.

She nodded. “I presume it’s all automated. As soon as I clicked ‘Accept Invite’ I got a series of emails. I’m just going through them now.”

Luke put her cup on her desk then wandered back to his own.

Harriet read in silence for a few moments, then looked up. “Okay. From what I can make out, I won’t be the only hotwife there because it mentions hotwives. Plural.” She clicked between different pages. “W and J are the hosts. They own the house where the party is being held.” She frowned in puzzlement. “That doesn’t sound like two old wrinkly men with orange skin, that sounds more like a couple.”

Luke nodded. “I guess companies can own houses, but yeah, if they’re the hosts, it would make sense for them to be a couple.”

Harriet was reading again. “Okay, so they have two people who’re doing all the legwork. The Manager, who sent us the invite and will be coordinating the details of our trip, then there’s also a someone referred to as The Concierge. They’ll be using the details we fill in on the questionnaire I need to download.” She bit her lower lip as she continued reading. “It’s happening in June.”

“Do they ask for your bank details and the three numbers on the back of your card?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, but they do want me to scan our passports so they can book the flights.”

Luke had read all sorts of horror stories about stolen identity fraud but if this was a scam, it was very elaborate. “Fine,” he said.” Scan them and let’s see what happens.”

Harriet opened another page, then looked up. “The questionnaire seems to ask for all sorts of personal information about what sort of sex I like.”

“Does it want you to send a scan of your twat?”

She scowled at him then read on. “I think you should fill this in.”

“Why?”

“I think it’d be nice for me.”

“You want me to tell them that you like big cocks?”

“No! What it actually says is ‘The Concierge will endeavour to tailor the experiences you have at the party to match your desires’, whatever that means.”

Luke had a thought. “Since I’m on the invite as well, will I be allowed to watch what you do?”

“Yeah, I read something that said…” She scrolled through the email. “Your husband is welcome to accompany you to your room, or he can watch remotely.”

“That means jack off in a private room, I guess.”

“Maybe.”

“Would you want me with you, or jacking off in a private room?”

Her eyebrows knitted. “I’m not sure. I mean, I’m glad you were there in Oslo for the first time, but I enjoyed being alone with Kurt, too.” She shrugged. “I guess it’s up to what you’re comfortable with.”

“The fact there’s an option for me to watch remotely suggests there’s either a two-way mirror or a camera.”

“Yeah, I suppose so.”

“Does it bother you that you might be filmed having sex?”

“I think I’ve done too much already to pretend I’m prudish.”

He held her gaze, remembering her saying she liked an audience. “Okay, send me the questionnaire and I’ll have a look.”

Harriet tapped her keyboard and his email beeped. “And don’t tell me what you ask for.”

“Sorry?”

She nodded at his laptop. “When you fill in the questionnaire, I don’t want to know your answers.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “I think it’ll be sexier for me if it’s a surprise.”

“Okay. But I’ll have to check with California state law to see if it’s illegal to have sex with a donkey.”

She scowled again and clicked on something on her laptop, then her eyes opened wide. “Fucking hell!”

“What is it?”

“Come look at this.”

Curious, he got up and walked over to her desk. On the screen was a picture of a mansion overlooking the ocean. The photo had been taken from either a helicopter, balloon or drone. The house was a sprawling white building with a red tiled roof, and in its lush, green surrounding grounds were a swimming pool, jacuzzi and tennis court.

“Is that where the party is?” he asked, incredulous. It was like something from a movie.

She nodded. “It’s in Malibu, and called Casa Del Grande Toro.”

He blinked. “Seriously?”

“Yes. Why?”

“Well I’m hardly fluent, but I know that Casa is house, Grande is big, and I’m pretty sure that Toro is bull.”

Harriet stared at him. “So I’m going to attend a party at The House of the Big Bull?”

He grinned. “You’d better pack plenty of lube.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Six

Harriet had a hair appointment in the afternoon, so Luke decided that would be the ideal time for him to complete the questionnaire. After he’d finished his latest spreadsheet for the bank, he made himself a coffee and opened it up. It asked a full range of questions about their history in the lifestyle, including some he wasn’t sure how to answer.

‘How long have you been in the lifestyle?’ and ‘Approximate number of playdates?’ were pretty straightforward, but ‘Whose idea was it to join the lifestyle?’ wasn’t that clear.

Had it been his idea, or Harriet’s?

She’d admitted to enjoying getting chatted up by guys in the pub and club when she’d first started taking Maisie out but, deep inside, Luke felt sure she wouldn’t have allowed things to go any further than dirty dancing and a stolen kiss at the end of the night if he hadn’t encouraged her. And when she had finally gone further, returning home to admit she’d jacked a guy off in a dark corner of a club while he fingered her to orgasm, Luke had fucked her harder than he’d done for years. He’d rewarded her indiscretion with a passion he didn’t know he possessed.

After a few moments’ thought, he answered that with: ‘We evolved into it from some heavy petting sessions.’

Other questions included the husband’s involvement: ‘Does he choose to witness the playdate, or prefer to be absent and have the details described for him when his hotwife returns?’ Luke answered truthfully that he’d done and enjoyed both.

Then he came to the killer question: ‘What would your ultimate hotwife experience include?’

He sipped his coffee and thought about it. Harriet had told him to complete the questionnaire because she wanted her evening at the hotwife party to be a surprise, but he wondered if there was actually more to it than that. Did she want him to choose something for her that she was too embarrassed to choose for herself?

Before she’d chosen Kurt for her latest playdate, Luke had seen her browsing the profiles of other bulls. Many of the ones she’d studied closely had been black, and yet she’d chosen a blond guy. Maybe he should request Harriet be serviced by a black bull at Casa Del Grande Toro. He could even request two black bulls to give her the night of her—

But what if…?

His eyes were still fixed on the questionnaire, but he was no longer seeing it. He was imagining the threesome his wife had enjoyed with Noah and Maisie. Harriet had still never divulged whether anything had happened specifically between her and her best friend. And Luke was still curious.

In truth, he was more than curious. Maybe obsessed would be stretching it, but he really liked the idea of Harriet being intimate with another woman. And if he could actually witness it happening…

If she’d had fun with Maisie during that threesome, wasn’t it logical to assume she’d also enjoy it with another woman? Would it be selfish on his part to ask for Harriet to be pleasured by a man and a woman at the hotwife party? Would it even be allowed? He’d already decided on a black man, so would it make sense to request a black woman as well? In Luke’s opinion, some of the best-looking women he’d ever seen were black. Beyonce, Thandiwe Newton, Halle Berry. But this wasn’t about him, it was about Harriet.

He tried to recall if she’d ever mentioned women she found attractive. There’d been a film they’d watched on TV a while ago with a Japanese actress. He hadn’t a clue what her name was, nor could he even remember the film, but he did remember Harriet gushing about the actress—how she’d loved her figure, the shape of her face, and the darkness of her almond-shaped eyes. He’d agreed; the woman was stunning.

His coffee had gone cold. He returned the half-full cup to the kitchen and got himself a glass of orange juice instead. Then he went back to his laptop and wrote that Harriet’s ultimate hotwife experience would involve being pleasured by a muscular black man and a petite Asian woman.

He emailed the completed form and let out a long breath. He didn’t know the rules of hotwife parties, but even if women servicing hotwives wasn’t acceptable, he felt confident Harriet would get something she hadn’t experienced before.

* * * *

The arrival of May brought good weather, and the view from their office was tremendous. One of the trees at the bottom of their garden turned out to be a laburnum, and throughout the month it produced loads of bright yellow hanging blooms. Other trees in their garden sprouted leaves and blossoms, as had the ones on the distant hills. The warm weather meant that most of their lunch breaks were taken in the garden.

Coming out for one of these breaks, Harriet sported a wide-eyed smile. “I’ve just received the flight details and tickets for our trip.”

“Oh?”

She glanced at a sheet of paper she’d printed out. “We’ll be flying from Heathrow to LAX, and we’ll be travelling first class.”

“Really?”

She nodded, disbelief on her face. “I’m beginning to think this really is all too good to be true.”

“So you don’t think it’s a sex party?”

“Oh, I’m sure it’s a sex party. But I think after I’ve been shagged senseless, they’ll probably kill us both and sell our organs on the dark web.”

“Cheery thought.” He held up the plate of sandwiches he’d made. “Ham or cheese?”

She laughed. “Is that all you can say? Who would pay for someone to travel first class? I’ve just looked up the price of flights, and one quote was for over two-thousand, seven-hundred pounds. Each. So for you and I, it’ll be costing W and J five-and-a-half grand. And that’s just the flights. There’ll be a hotel on top of that, as well as the limo and—”

“You’ve seen the house. For anyone who can afford to live there, the cost of our flight and hotel would be insignificant.” He grinned. “And if they’re in business together, they’ll probably be able to write it off for tax purposes as ‘entertainment’ or something. Maybe they’re inviting all their best clients to the party and will let them choose which hotwife they want to fuck.”

“If they’re flying me first class, I’ll happily fuck all of their clients.”

* * * *

Harriet insisted on having an entire new wardrobe for the trip. By the time June came around, she’d spent a small fortune on dresses, lingerie, swimwear and shoes.

They took a shuttle from Manchester to London the day before they were due to leave for America.

The flight to Los Angeles took over eleven hours, and it made Luke fully appreciate being in first class. The cabin was so much more spacious than every other flight he’d ever taken. You could wander around the cabin without having to squeeze past people in the aisle, and the food was as good as anything he’d eaten in high-class restaurants. The seats were more like armchairs and, since it was a night-flight, the fact they reclined into beds was a huge bonus. The windows were covered and the lights dimmed, and he and Harriet both managed to get a few hours’ sleep.

They even met another group of people going to the same party. One of the guys looked familiar, but Luke couldn’t think where he knew him from. Maybe he was a bit-part actor, reality TV personality or a sportsman.

“Don’t you think that’s weird?” Harriet asked when they got back to their seats after a brief exchange with a woman called Tina and two men called Joseph and Will.

“You mean them being a threesome?”

“No, I assume Will is their bull. I mean weird that we met them. There must be a lot of flights from London to LA, so for us to be on the same one as another couple going to the same party seems a bit too coincidental.”

Luke shrugged, considering the logistics of it all. “I don’t know. The organisers probably decided it’d be easier to fly all the UK guests on the same flight. Cheaper group bookings, and all that.”

“I never thought of that.”

“That’s because you’re a woman. You’re not programmed to think.”

She dug her elbow in his ribs. “Maybe it’s because I’ve been too preoccupied with the six big cocks you’ve requested for me at the party.”

“They won’t touch the sides after the donkey’s ruined you.”

Harriet grimaced. “You’re sick.”

Luke smiled to himself. The Concierge had emailed photographs of the two people he’d managed to find to fulfil Luke’s request. They were actually a couple who lived in Hawaii, and Luke considered them both perfect. The guy was huge, an ex-boxer with a fabulous physique, and the woman was tiny and absolutely stunning. He couldn’t wait to see Harriet’s reaction. Nor could he wait to see how they satisfied her.

They landed at LAX in darkness and made their way to arrivals, slightly disoriented by getting off a night flight in the mid-evening. A guy in a suit stood to one side, holding up a card with their names on it, and he led them out to a big black Chevrolet SUV. Even though they were refreshed from their sleep on the flight, the time difference would take some getting used to. Luke and Harriet thanked the driver when he pulled up outside their hotel, then went to check in.

Their room was fantastic, much bigger than any they’d ever stayed in before. There were two queen-sized beds and glass doors leading to a balcony.

Harriet stepped out and Luke followed her, instantly smelling the ocean.

She turned to look at him. “Still think it’s all a scam?”

He laughed. “I stopped thinking that when the plane tickets arrived.”

“What do you want to do now?”

Luke chewed his lip. “While I’m not tired, I think we should try and be sensible. I’d love to wander around and do some sightseeing, but I think wandering around in LA after dark would be stupid because we don’t know the area. We have the entire day tomorrow to see the city.”

“So you want to stay in our room?”

“I’m not saying that, but I think we should stay in the hotel grounds.”

Harriet nodded. “How about a quick drink in the bar, then a bit more sleep so we’re not as jet-lagged tomorrow?”

“Sounds good, though I may need you to help me get tired enough to sleep.”

She flashed him a beautiful smile, then went to freshen up in the bathroom. Luke changed out of the clothes he’d worn for the flight, and Harriet came out of the bathroom in just her bra and panties.

“I know it’s LA, but it’s not actually Bay Watch.”

“In that case I guess I’d better put a dress on.” She opened her suitcase and pulled out a short cheesecloth dress he couldn’t remember seeing before. After slipping it on, she put on a pair of flat sandals and held her arms out. “Will this do?”

“You look great, which is amazing when you consider you’ve just travelled over five thousand miles.”

“I think we should fly first class all the time.”

“Yeah, that’d be nice. Let’s hope we can get ten more contracts like the one we have with Mathieu.”

The hotel bar was crowded, and everyone there looked like the types you’d expect to find in Hollywood. All the women were beautiful, all the men were handsome, and everyone seemed to be talking loudly. With their drinks, they stood to one side of the room, people-watching.

“Do you think the others from the plane are staying in this hotel?” she asked.

Luke thought about it, then shrugged. “Maybe all the guests are, even the American ones. I mean, if W and J are putting the UK guests up here, wouldn’t it make sense to put all their guests up in the same place? Some of the American hotwives could have travelled thousands of miles to get here as well. This country’s that big. There may also be people from Canada, elsewhere in Europe, even Australia.”

“Hmm, I hadn’t thought of that.”

They spent the next hour trying to guess which of the hotel guests might show up on Saturday at the hotwife party and making up dirty stories about each couple they saw.

“Okay,” Harriet said when her glass was empty. “I’ll let you take me to bed and abuse me now.”

Luke let out an exaggerated sigh. “Well, I suppose if I have to…” He reckoned his feigned reluctance could earn him a movie role if any of the other drinkers happened to be movie directors.

Back in their room, Harriet stripped naked then grinned. “Want to do it in the jacuzzi?”

He blinked. “There’s a jacuzzi in the bathroom?”

She nodded.

“Hell, yeah.” Luke ripped off his clothes and followed her.

Five minutes later, he was sitting on the edge of the tub, getting his cock sucked while watching the water bubble around Harriet’s modest breasts. “If this is what life’s like in Tinsel Town, I approve.”

Harriet released his cock and pulled him into the water, sitting him on the shelf and manoeuvring herself over him with a knee either side. She leaned in and kissed him gently, then gripped his cock and guided it inside her.

Luke placed his hands on her hips and closed his eyes, revelling in the sensation of being fucked slowly while waterjets massaged his entire body. When Harriet’s breathing became laboured, he opened his eyes. Hers were closed, her hair wet and plastered to her beautiful face. He watched her as she rode him, noticing the little tremors of her facial muscles as she brought herself closer to climax. Her hips moved a little faster, and her mouth dropped open. She was getting close, and so was he.

“I’ll come when you do,” he whispered.

She opened her eyes and smiled, then rocked harder on his cock. “You sure?”

He nodded.

“You’ll have to be quick.”

“You tell me I’m often too quick.”

She shook her head, then frowned and let out a sigh. He felt the first contraction and pushed up into her. Staring into her eyes, he let loose.

Harriet groaned and pulled him close, bouncing on his cock as she rode out her own orgasm. Another spasm jolted through him as he shot a second gush into her. She pulled his hair and crushed her boobs against his chest as they trembled and shook. The jacuzzi bubbles stopped as if even they knew the show was over. Luke kissed his wife’s forehead before she got up and out of the tub. He followed her out and grabbed one of the huge white towels, which was incredibly soft. Once they were dried, they walked back into the bedroom and spent a few minutes unpacking their suitcases.

Harriet took something from her handbag and held it out for Luke. “Want one of these?”

“What is it?”

“Just some over-the-counter sleeping pills. I was going to take one on the plane but didn’t need it because the seats were so comfortable.”

Luke took one, then climbed into bed. Harriet joined him naked, and they lay in silence. He was thinking about all the things he wanted to include in their sightseeing trip on the following day, but suspected Harriet’s thoughts were probably focused on what was going to happen to her at the hotwife party the day after.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Seven

Luke woke fully refreshed and took a long, hot shower. When he got back into the bedroom, Harriet was standing on the balcony. Luke joined her with a towel wrapped around his waist. His wife was gazing at the panoramic view of clear blue sky, an amazing cityscape and the Pacific Ocean.

She shook her head, grinning wildly. “I still can’t believe we’re here.”

“Me neither.”

“So,” she said, turning to look at him and blinking when she realised he was wearing only a towel. “It might be LA, but it’s not Bay Watch.”

“Haha.”

She gripped his hand and dragged him back inside. “So, what’s on your list of things you want to see today?”

“Since we’ve only got a day, I don’t think we should try and see places like Universal Studios or the Getty Museum. But I’d like to see all the famous streets I’ve heard of, like Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills, the Hollywood Boulevard, Melrose Avenue, Sunset Boulevard. And I’ve always wanted to go to Laurel Canyon.”

“What’s there?”

“I think it’s just houses but back in the sixties and seventies, all the musicians lived there. I saw a documentary about it years ago. People like Crosby, Stills and Nash lived there. So did Neil Young, Joni Mitchell, Mama Cass, Frank Zappa, Carole King, Jim Morrison of the Doors—” He stopped because she was frowning. “What?”

“The only one I’ve heard of is Jim Morrison, and that’s because we saw his grave in Paris.”

“What? They’re all famous art—”

“How do you know about them?”

“My dad was a big fan of that era.”

“But he wasn’t born until the late sixties.”

“I know, but he liked the music and used to play it to me as a kid.” He gave what he hoped was an encouraging smile. “It’s in the Hollywood Hills.”

“Will I get to see the big, white-lettered sign on the mountain?”

He nodded, though he suspected she’d be able to see that from a lot of places.

“Okay, but it’d be nice to get back here and relax by the pool in the afternoon.”

He blinked. “We’re in one of the most exciting cities in the world, and you want to top up your tan and read a book?”

She shrugged. “It’s okay for you, but I’ll need lots of energy for tomorrow.”

He playfully tugged at her hair. “Get showered and dressed so we can go for breakfast.”

* * * *

It was late afternoon when they got back to the hotel. They’d visited all the places on Luke’s list, and many more he’d never dreamed of. Their driver was a lovely old Hispanic guy who’d shown them all sorts of wonderful places like the scenic Mulholland Drive, as well as waiting for them while they took photos of some of the named stars on the sidewalk in the Hollywood Walk of Fame, and again as they walked barefoot on Venice Beach.

At the pool they found two unoccupied loungers in the sun and lay down. Luke surreptitiously checked out the other people around the pool, trying to figure out if any of them were hotwives and their husbands or bulls. Just as in the bar last night, most of the people around the pool were attractive. Women with lithe, tanned limbs and spherical breasts were everywhere he looked, and most of the guys had gym-toned bodies and waxed chests. Deciding to just enjoy the sunshine, he closed his eyes and dozed.

They ate dinner in the hotel restaurant and had another early night because, despite sleeping twice yesterday, jet lag made them weary.

Saturday morning was bright and clear. Luke had expected Harriet to want to spend the morning lounging around the pool, but she surprised him during breakfast by suggesting they walk around the area and do a little more sightseeing. He agreed immediately.

They were soon walking along the palm tree-lined streets and trying to spot celebrities. Harriet was dressed in a white vest, denim shorts and blue trainers, and Luke admired her tanned legs. She certainly didn’t look out of place among all the other beautiful women walking around. The California sun beat down on them. They stopped at a small roadside kiosk for cold drinks and found a bench in the shade of a small grove of trees.

Harriet looked up at the clear blue sky and sighed. “I wish we could stay for longer.”

Luke checked his watch. “We’re not going to the party for another four hours.”

She pushed her sunglasses up on top of her head and tutted. “I don’t mean stay sitting here longer, you plonker. I mean stay in California for longer.”

He chewed his lip and nodded. “Yeah, it’d be nice.”

“Want to go see what’s down that way?” she asked, pointing toward the ocean as she scrunched up her empty plastic bottle.

Luke was still thinking about what she’d said about extending their stay.

“Luke?”

“Yeah.” He stood up, took their empty bottles to a nearby litter bin then grabbed her hand. “Come on.”

While they walked along the wide pavement, his mind was elsewhere. Maybe he could talk to The Manager about delaying their flight home by a few days so they could hire a car and drive down the Pacific Coast Highway.

Eventually, Harriet announced they should get back to the hotel so she could get ready for the party. By the time they arrived in their room, they were both hot and sweaty.

“Want to take a dip in the pool?” he asked.

“No, I fancy a cool shower then a sit in the jacuzzi.”

He grinned, and she laughed. “You can get in the tub, but there’ll be nothing like the other night. I have to save myself for the party.”

He nodded. “How are you feeling about it?”

“I can’t wait to see that house.”

“That’s not what I meant, and you know it.”

She took a breath, then shrugged. “I’m nervous. I know it’s not a competition or anything, but there’ll be a lot of women there who’ve probably been doing this a lot longer than I have. I’m worried they’ll see I’m still a fake.”

“You’re not a fake, and how long you’ve been doing this has nothing to do with it.” He slipped his arms around her waist. “I understand you being nervous, but you have nothing to fear about how people will see you. You’ll be as hot as any of the wives there, trust me.”

She smiled. “Thank you.”

“This may be Hollywood, but you’re not going to an audition. You’re going to a party in a Malibu mansion where you’ll eat, drink and be merry.”

“You’re right.”

“And then you’re going to get fucked senseless.”

She held his gaze. “And then we’re going to come back here and we’re going to make love.”

“Oh?” This was a surprise. Usually after her playdates, she liked him to fuck her.

“Yes. This evening I’ll be a slut and fuck whoever you’ve requested.” She leaned close so their noses were touching and looked up into his eyes. “But when we get back in this room, I’m going to kiss you all over then hold you close while you make love to me.”

His cock was thickening, and she must have felt it pressing against her.

She slipped her hand down between them and pressed the bulge. “And when we do, I expect you to be thinking about me, and not all the sexy hotwives you’ll see at the party.”

Luke nodded and kissed her gently on the lips. “I promise.”

Harriet had the first shower while Luke sat on the balcony drinking a bottle of chilled water. Once finished, he went through to shower and joined her in the jacuzzi. He stayed there after she’d got out to do her hair and makeup. When he eventually walked into the bedroom, Harriet was sitting on the edge of the bed, wearing just a black thong and putting on a pair of black, heeled sandals. Her hair was loose and her makeup was classy.

She stood up and walked towards him, her breasts high, firm and perfect. “Don’t worry. I will be putting a dress on.”

“I’m glad to hear it.”

“And I’ll probably be taking it off at some point.”

The familiar butterflies took flight in his stomach. “I’m glad to hear that, too.”

“What are you wearing?”

“Red trunks and a rolled up sock to make it look like I’m packing, just like in Bay—”

“Oh, shut up!” She laughed and slapped his arm.

Luke dressed in a white shirt and grey trousers. When he turned around, Harriet had put on her party dress. It was made of black shiny material and was backless with thin straps. Even though the hemline was below the knee, the material was clingy and emphasised the shape of her bum and legs. She looked fabulous. He insisted on taking some photos of her on the balcony with the view of the ocean in the background.

He checked his watch. “The limo is due to pick us up any minute.”

She slipped her hand in his. “Come on then, let’s get this show on the road.”

When they reached reception, a chauffeur in a suit approached. “Mr and Mrs Whittaker?”

They nodded, and the guy bowed his head.

“I am Chico, and I will be your driver today. If you would care to follow me, your carriage awaits.”

They walked out into the California sunshine to a parked limousine. Chico held the door open for Harriet, and then walked around to the other side to open the door for Luke. Once they were inside the air-conditioned car, Chico smiled and pointed to a small door in a panel behind the front seats. “There is chilled Champagne and glasses in there, should you wish for refreshment during the journey.” Then he closed the door and got into the driver’s seat.

Luke glanced at his wife. “Do you want Champagne?”

“Yeah, why not. As Maisie would say, I may as well get pissed and fucked.”

He laughed as he took out the bottle and poured their drinks. “Have you sent her any texts about LA?”

“No, I…” She shrugged. “I feel kind of guilty that we’re here having such a great time while she’s going through all the shit with Jake’s new baby.”

“It’s not your fault.”

“I know that. I just don’t want to rub her nose in it.”

He nodded, fully understanding how she felt. They both looked out of the car’s tinted windows as Chico drove them along the highway. Luke stared out his side at the Pacific Ocean, and Harriet peered out of hers at the massive houses.

“Who on earth can afford to live in these?” she whispered.

Luke followed her gaze. The houses were all amazing. “Multi-millionaires, I should think.”

“But who has that sort of money?”

“Considering where we are, I guess a lot of them are people in the movie industry. Actors, directors, producers.” He shrugged. “Probably rock stars, YouTubers and sports stars as well.”

“I thought our new house was special, but it’s about the same size as the garage on some of these places.”

“How many times do I have to tell you? Size isn’t everything.”

She laughed and reached over to squeeze his hand.

The car slowed. Wrought iron gates set into a high perimeter wall slowly swung open, and Chico steered through them and along a driveway. The gardens were immaculate, the lawns so green Luke wondered how often they must water the grass to stop it turning brown from the sun. There was a tennis court, the couple on it having a drink between games. Then they reached the house, which was as amazing in real life as in the photographs.

Chico turned the limo in a slow semi-circle and stopped, then turned around and handed them a card. “I can be reached on this number and will be waiting for your call. It doesn’t matter what time, just call or text and I will return to take you back to your hotel.”

Before they could thank him, he’d jumped out and opened Harriet’s door. Luke opened his own and stepped back out into the heat of the day.

A man in a tux came down a set of steps and approached them, smiling widely. He nodded at Chico, then glanced down at the tablet in his hand. “You must be the Whittakers.”

Luke held out his hand. “That’s right. I’m Luke, and this is my wife, Harriet.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, and welcome to Casa Del Grande Toro.” He bowed slightly. “I am The Concierge, and my role is to make your visit here as enjoyable as possible. Please do not hesitate to ask if there is anything I can do to assist you.”

“Thank you.” Harriet gave him a grateful smile.

He turned and pointed toward the door of the house under a porch supported by pillars. “If you would like to go through there, you’ll find most of the guests who’ve already arrived out on the terrace.”

Luke took his wife’s hand and they walked into the house, which was as amazing inside as out. Marble floors, high ceilings and panoramic windows emphasised its spaciousness. Modern art adorned the walls, and numerous sculptures were strategically positioned between the pieces of designer furniture. The far wall had glass doors that opened onto a set of wide steps leading down to a paved terrace area and a rectangular swimming pool. Outside, about thirty people stood in groups of two, three or more.

Harriet squeezed his hand tighter as he led her down the steps. Several people turned to look at them, men and women alike scrutinising his hotwife, but there were also friendly smiles. Many of the guests looked as nervous as he and Harriet felt.

Luke led her over to the bar and ordered two glasses of fizz from a smiling redhead. Then they returned to the terrace and exchanged more smiles with the other guests.

“Weren’t they on our flight as well?” she said, pointing to a brunette in a tight black dress standing with two men.

“I don’t recognise them.”

“I’m sure she went to the loo when I was trying to get to sleep, and I remember the shorter guy from the airport.” She frowned. “I can’t remember seeing the other guy, though. Don’t you think it’s weird how many threesomes there are here?”

Luke glanced around. “There don’t seem to be that many.”

“Bringing a bull to a party like this is like taking snow to the North Pole.”

He laughed. “I thought you were worried that people would consider you a fake, but now you’re telling them who they should bring to the party.”

“Yeah, sorry.” She narrowed her eyes. “And see the couple they’re talking to? The older, curvy woman in the peach outfit was at the hotel pool yesterday.”

“Really?”

“I’m surprised you didn’t notice — your head was swivelling round like a submarine’s periscope.”

He laughed, not bothering to deny it.

She was gazing over his shoulder. “There are a lot of big guys here, too. All unaccompanied.”

Luke had already noticed them. Assuming they were the bulls, he’d been secretly looking for an Asian woman amongst them. “Yeah, and I think we both know why they’re here.”

There was a sudden burst of feedback as a PA system came to life. Everyone on the terrace fell silent.

“Good afternoon, and welcome to our summer event.” It was the amplified voice of a woman, and Luke glanced around to see if she was standing among them. If she was, he couldn’t see her.

“Please help yourself to food and drink,” she continued, “and feel free to explore the gardens. The pool is open for any of you that might have brought swimwear. There are several sitting areas with their own mini-bars, and at the end of the estate is a firepit with ocean views.”

Luke leaned close enough to whisper in his wife’s ear. “There’s ocean views from everywhere here. I mean, you can’t really hide the Pacific.”

Harriet scowled at him.

“I am The Manager,” the announcement continued. “You’ll see me walking the grounds later today. If you need anything at all, please don’t hesitate to talk to any of our staff or The Concierge, who you will have met on your arrival.”

“I’d assumed ‘The Manager’ was a man,” Harriet said.

“That’s a sexist thing to say.”

“No it’s not, I just—”

“You were all invited here because you’re either involved in, or you’ve expressed an interest in, what we call The Lifestyle. But please, refrain from going to any of the rooms inside Casa Del Grande Toro just yet. The party will begin properly later when you meet your hosts, W and J. You’ll all get a chance to… participate… when the moment is appropriate.”

There were a few seconds of silence, then all the guests started talking in hushed voices.

“So,” Luke said, smiling. “Looks like we have time to wander around and enjoy feeling like millionaires for a while.”

“Hmm.”

“Are you hungry? Whatever’s cooking on the barbecue smells good.”

“Let’s replenish our glasses and wander around the gardens first, then maybe get something to eat.”

There was the sound of a splash, then some guests clapped. They looked over to see someone was in the pool. It was the dark-haired woman Harriet thought she’d seen on the plane, and it looked like she’d gone for a swim in her underwear.

“Do you want to join her?” Luke asked.

“No chance. I’m not wearing a bra, and I’ve just spent ages doing my hair and makeup.”

“I doubt the donkey will mind.”

She slapped his arm, and then a big black guy, presumably one of the bulls, joined the woman in the pool.

Luke and Harriet wandered back to the bar and got two fresh glasses of fizz, then walked away from the pool and firepit and back past the house toward the tennis court they’d passed on the way in. The lawn was soft underfoot, the gardens all beautifully maintained.

“How are you feeling now?” he asked.

“I’m okay. The anticipation’s turning from anxiety to excitement.”

“Just remember it’s not an audition. You’re here to have fun.”

She looked around at the magnificent surroundings. “It’s a lot nicer than a back alley in Fuerteventura.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I doubt Glen had any idea the party he’d heard about would be in a place like this.”

“How much is it worth?”

“The house?” Luke thought about it then shook his head. “I really have no idea. This is so far beyond anything I’ve ever seen, and it’s Malibu. If W and J actually own this house, then I’m guessing that they’re very good at whatever business they run.”

The couple who’d been playing tennis had evidently finished their game; the court stood empty. Luke and Harriet turned around and sauntered back toward the rest of the guests. On the terrace, a couple sat to one side at a wrought iron table and chairs. The guy was black and well-built, the woman Asian and tiny. Luke recognised them as the couple from the photo The Concierge had sent, and they were both watching Harriet, obviously aware she was their designated hotwife. As they passed, the woman caught Luke’s eye and gave him a knowing smile.

There were now several people in the pool. Tina from the plane was sitting on the edge with her feet in the water. Beyond them at the firepit, other guests mingled with the bulls. For some reason, Luke was happy that Harriet’s pair were keeping themselves away from the other hotwives. Luke steered Harriet toward the chefs. Once his plate was heaped with wonderful-smelling food, he stepped back to let others order. As Harriet chatted to the older hotwife in the peach outfit, Luke had a brief discussion with the woman’s husband. He realised it was the first time he’d spoken to another hotwife’s husband about their lifestyle.

“I feel kind of guilty about all the extravagance,” Harriet said.

Luke had a mouthful of steak. “Huh?”

“With all the poverty and suffering around the world, the select few can afford to spend all this money just so a bunch of people they’ll never see again can have sex with strangers.”

He blinked, not sure of how to respond. She was right, and there probably wasn’t a right way to respond. “I think that’s how life’s been forever. But I’m sure some of the less fortunate people will be benefitting from this.” He held up a shrimp. “Somebody makes their living from catching these, and there must be over a dozen chauffeurs getting paid to be on call for the next twenty-four hours.” He grinned. “And it’ll take an army of cleaners to scrape all the jizz off the furniture tomorrow.”

The sun was fast approaching the horizon. From where they stood, Luke could see some mingling between guests and bulls over by the firepit. Large, cream circular couches surrounded the pit, and two men were sitting on them. The curvy older woman in the peach outfit and her husband were now chatting with a couple of other men. One was a big black guy, the other a smaller Asian.

Luke saw the Asian slip his hand up the woman’s loose-fitting dress. He nodded towards the action at the firepit, and Harriet turned to follow his gaze.

She blinked. “Wow, looks like they’re not waiting for the party to start.”

As they watched, both bulls stood up and surrounded the woman, taking turns to finger her. The Asian groped her boobs and hitched her dress up, revealing she wasn’t wearing underwear. Her shoes had laces running up her calves, and she looked incredibly sexy for someone who was probably well into her forties. They bent her over and took turns groping her as her husband watched, and she didn’t try to stifle her moans when she came. The black guy had his cock out and she was jacking him off, then she took him into her mouth.

“I can’t believe she’s doing this here,” Harriet whispered, glancing around. She and Luke weren’t the only people watching the action.

“I can’t believe the other guy’s not fucking her from behind while she sucks his buddy off.”

Harriet shrugged. “Maybe she’s waiting for the party to start before letting anyone come inside her.”

The black guy’s head fell back and he let out a grunt. “Well,” Luke said, “if that’s the rule, it doesn’t count for her mouth.” He looked at his wife. “Want to go join them and do the same to the Asian guy?”

“No!”

“I thought you liked the idea of being watched?”

“Not like this. It’s too…” She shook her head. “I’ll wait for later.”

He got the impression her confidence was waning again. “You’re not a fake.”

She smiled. “I know. Let’s get another drink.”

They headed over and topped up their glasses. The next time they looked toward the firepit, there was something else going on between other guests. A different hotwife was performing oral sex on a guy who didn’t seem to be one of the bulls. It looked like he was a different hotwife’s husband. Luke tried not to stare, though he felt sure that nobody at the party would mind if he did. They drank and people-watched for a while longer. The sun was now a bright semi-circular disc showing above the horizon, and the sky’s bands of orange and purple were reflected in the ocean. Then the PA system came to life again.

“Can I have your attention, please?”

This time The Manager was in full view, standing on the top step near the house. She was tall with blonde hair, the upper half of her face hidden by a sparkling Venetian mask. “I hope you’re enjoying Casa Del Grande Toro. Please allow me to introduce you to W and J, your gracious hosts for the evening.”

A very tall black man wearing a tuxedo and black cloak took the microphone. His face was also hidden, the upper part obscured by a mask with antlers, presumably to represent a stag. “Hello. I hope you’re having a good time.”

The guests made quiet murmurs of appreciation.

“My home is yours until the morning.”

More positive mumbles came from the assembled guests, and a few of them even clapped. The guy seemed to have an aura about him. Someone else stepped out beside him, a black woman with a green dress hugging her great figure. She also had her face obscured by a black animal mask.

“Is her mask to show us she’s a foxy lady?” Harriet whispered.

“I suspect ‘vixen’ is the term you’re looking for.”

“Ah, of course.”

W handed the microphone to the woman in green. “I am J, and together, we want to invite you to join tonight’s main event. A very special game that we’ve planned for you all.”

After handing the microphone back to The Manager, J went inside with W, and they returned seconds later wheeling a large glass bowl on some kind of trolley as The Manager explained the rules.

“The game works like this. In this bowl are room keys for each of the villa’s bedrooms. We will invite each wife here to draw a key from the bowl. She will then go to the room that matches the number on the key ring.” She reached into the bowl and took out a key, to which was tied a metallic disc.

W reached for the microphone. “Once she is in her room, she will wait to be joined by one or more of our special guests.”

There were muted gasps from some of the guests. Luke caught Harriet’s eye. She was biting her lower lip, but this was hardly a surprise. She knew the reason she was here, and this was simply taking her closer to the moment where it happened.

“You will have met some of them earlier,” he said, his mouth grinning beneath the mask. “These guests are professionals. Some are exotic dancers. Some are just good friends of mine who are… shall we say, well-equipped for a party such as this.”

“The husbands can go to the room with their wives if they wish.” This was J again, pointing toward the house behind her. “Or they can stay out here.”

“Or,” W took over, “they can join us in the media room, where we will have some excellent live entertainment for you.”

Harriet turned to her husband. “What are you going to do?”

“What do you want me to do?”

“I don’t know.” She frowned. “I assume the media room means there’ll be a camera in every room.”

“I guess so.”

“So you could watch me from there if you wanted to.”

Luke nodded, remembering she’d said she’d enjoyed him not being there for her playdate with Kurt. “I can watch from there, if that’s what you want.”

She looked worried. “Would you mind?”

He suspected being in the media room would allow him to see the action of every good-looking woman here. “No, that’d be fine with me.” He stroked her bare arm. “This is a hotwife party, so it’s about what the hotwife wants.”

“I think I’d prefer you watched from the media room.”

Luke nodded. “That’ll be—”

“If anyone doesn’t want to participate,” J announced, “they don’t have to. We invited you all because you have some experience or interest in the lifestyle, but if this sort of thing isn’t for you, we respect that.”

“If you don’t want to play,” W added, “you’re welcome to finish your food and drinks and then your limo driver will return you to your hotel. We will start the draw in ten minutes.”

After the hosts had disappeared back inside the house, the guests started chattering again. Luke saw a tiny blonde woman with big boobs, one of the few blondes he’d seen here, chatting to another hotwife.

“How are you feeling?” he asked Harriet.

“My heart’s racing.”

“Are you wet?”

She smiled. “What do you think?”

“Want another drink?”

She shook her head, then frowned.

Luke followed her gaze and saw some people were actually leaving. “Wow. What did they expect to happen at a hotwife party?”

“I don’t know, but now I’m worried that they know something I don’t.”

“Maybe they thought they could choose their own bull, or that the hotwives would be auctioned off.”

Everyone was staring up at the steps again, and Luke turned to see The Manager was there holding the microphone, flanked by W and J.

“Are we ready to begin the draw?” She turned and whispered something to the hosts. “The first to select a room will be… Tina.”

Luke and Harriet both turned to look over at the woman they’d met on the plane, and sure enough, Tina made her way to the steps. She dipped her hand in the bowl, drew out a key and held it up.

W leaned in to read the number. “Room One. Very apt for the first to choose.” He gave her a smile and held his arm out towards the house. “Please make your way towards your room.”

Tina turned back to look at someone in the crowd. Then, holding the key in her hand, she walked up the steps and into the house. Luke wondered what was going through her husband’s mind.

The Manager called the next hotwife’s name. “Rowan.” Luke saw it was the dark-haired woman who’d performed a blowjob by the firepit earlier.

More women were called. Callie, Jessica, who was the little blonde Luke had noticed earlier, Mia and then Anna, the girl who’d been the first to swim in the pool.

The longer it went on, the more nervous Harriet looked. “Maybe I’m not actually on the list,” she said.

“Camille,” called The Manager, and another hotwife walked over and picked a key. The next woman to be called up was Dana, who turned out to be the curvy older woman in the peach outfit who’d already been fingered to orgasm and swallowed the black bull’s load as a starter.

“Willow.”

Luke and Harriet glanced around the terrace, which now appeared to be just a group of men.

“And last but not least, Harriet.”

With a final squeeze of her husband’s hand, she walked away from him and up the steps. He watched her reach in and hold up the key.

“Room Four,” W announced. “Enjoy your evening.”

Harriet walked up the steps, turning to give Luke a nervous smile before she disappeared inside Casa Del Grande Toro.

Luke let out a long exhale. This was it.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Eight

Glancing around at the other husbands, Luke felt strangely isolated. He wondered what would happen with the couples who’d brought along their own bulls. Would those guys be allowed to join the professional bulls, or were they just here to learn?

“Your wives are safe,” The Manager informed them. “They will shortly be joined by a bull — or bulls. For now, it’s up to you gentlemen to decide what you want to do.”

W stepped forward and leaned into the mic The Manager was still holding. “Do you want to remain here? Food and drink will continue to be provided. Would you like to join your wives in their room, or are you going to join us in the media room? Watching all your wives experience new pleasures is my favourite part of this night. I’d be jealous if I didn’t get to have my own fun.”

Some men were heading inside. Luke glanced over at the bar and decided to grab a couple of beers to take with him. By the time he’d got inside the house, there was a line of husbands walking to what he assumed was the media room. The Concierge stood just inside the entrance. He smiled at the beer bottles in Luke’s hand then nodded towards a large fridge fully stocked with beer and a whole range of other drinks.

In the media room, a series of chairs faced a huge blue screen. At the rear, W and J sat in big leather armchairs, talking quietly to each other.

The Concierge moved to stand by the screen. “Good evening.”

All the husbands quieted down and paid attention.

“Each of our bedrooms is equipped with a high-resolution camera. From here, you can watch what your wives are doing.” He stepped over to a side table where iPads were arranged in a neat line. He picked one up and activated it. A projector suspended from the ceiling flickered, and the image on the screen changed. The blue disappeared and now the screen was split into a series of smaller images.

Luke counted ten separate rectangles, the images perfectly clear in full colour. The Concierge had been right, the cameras were definitely high-resolution. Luke scanned the feeds, looking for his wife. Sure enough, there was Harriet in Room 4. Standing by the bed, she was as yet alone. Some of the other women were already accompanied.

In the top left film, Luke saw Tina and remembered she’d been the first to take her key. She would’ve got to her room quite a while before Harriet was called, and there were two men sitting on the bed next to her — the big black guy and the Asian man who’d been groping curvy Dana by the firepit.

The Concierge cleared his throat. Luke had to drag his eyes away from the myriad of hotwives to look at him. “For obvious technical reasons, there isn’t any sound. However, if you want audio, please take one of these iPads and use the headphones supplied to listen in via the app on the main screen. Each iPad is linked to one of the rooms, so be sure to take the correct one.”

Luke stood up and walked over to the table. He waited patiently for the guy in front to find the one he wanted, then picked up the one labelled Room 4. He also grabbed a set of headphones.

The Concierge looked around at the men, some now holding iPads, others still yet to get them. “If you don’t want your wife to be watched, there is a feature in the app for you to turn off the live feed on the large screen.”

Luke had no intention of turning off the live feed. The sole purpose of this party was for W and J’s voyeuristic pleasure. They’d spent a mind-boggling amount of money to get everyone here, and there was no way Luke could deny them their live footage. Besides, Harriet had already admitted she enjoyed being watched.

Luke put on the headphones and adjusted the volume. He heard room 4’s door click. Looking up at the screen, he saw Harriet smile as the big black guy walked into her room. Then her eyes went wide as the tiny Asian woman followed him in. The guy wore a plain white t-shirt and black jeans; the woman had her jet-black hair pinned up and wore a short blue fitted dress and heeled sandals.

“Hello, Harriet,” she said. “It’s nice to meet you.”

Luke watched his wife open her mouth, glance at the big guy, then back at the woman. “It’s nice to meet you, too.”

“My name is Misaki, and this is Nixon.” Her accent wasn’t American. She sounded Asian, speaking with broken English. “Tonight, it will be our pleasure to give you pleasure.”

“That sounds…” Harriet bit her lip and looked up at Nixon again. “That sounds like a very pleasurable way for me to spend my evening.”

The couple moved closer. Harriet was only five-four, but she was at least a couple of inches taller than Misaki. Even though the women were wearing high heels, Nixon dwarfed them both. He was probably at least six-three.

Luke saw Misaki run her hand down his wife’s bare arm.

“We’ve been watching you all afternoon,” Misaki whispered. She leaned close and planted a kiss on Harriet’s cheek. “We saw you watch the others play.”

Nixon moved behind Harriet and placed his huge hands on her shoulders. Misaki leaned in and kissed her neck.

“Didn’t you want to play with the others?”

Luke adjusted the volume of his headphones. He wanted to hear everything that was being said.

“I…” Harriet licked her lips and gave a shy smile. “I thought I’d wait until the party started.”

“I’m glad,” Misaki said. Then she pulled back a little and looked into Harriet’s eyes. “Guess what?”

“What?”

“The party’s started.” She leaned forward and kissed Harriet full on the mouth. At the same time, Nixon slipped the shoulder straps of Harriet’s dress down and freed her breasts. As his huge hands covered them, the women continued to kiss.

Luke could hear their breathing and quiet murmurs.

Misaki broke the kiss and turned Harriet around so she was facing Nixon. The handsome black man gave her a smile and had to dip his head a long way to kiss her. Harriet slipped her arms around his neck.

Misaki eased down the shiny black dress to reveal the perfect spheres of Harriet’s bum in the thong. Dropping to her knees, the Asian pulled the dress down Harriet’s long legs and helped her raise her feet to free it. Then she stood up and stepped back.

Luke watched on the big screen at his wife wearing just a black thong and black, heeled sandals, standing between two complete strangers. She looked sensational, and he hoped W and J were enjoying the view. He noticed that the camera in Tina’s room seemed to have stopped working. If Harriet’s stopped working, he’d get himself to Room 4 as quickly as his legs would carry him.

“I hope you two don’t intend keeping your clothes on.” Harriet’s voice in the headset sounded playful.

Misaki smiled. “I promise that we’ll take them off in a little while.” She glanced up at Nixon. “But in the meantime…”

Nixon bent down, slipped his huge arms around Harriet’s waist and picked her up so her feet were several inches off the floor. Misaki moved close and captured one of her nipples in her mouth. Harriet moaned, laying her head back against Nixon’s broad chest.

Misaki moved her attention to the other breast and back to the first. Then she bent her knees and trailed kisses down Harriet’s stomach. Now kneeling on the floor, Misaki slipped her fingers into the waistband of the thong and slowly pulled it down, revealing Harriet’s waxed sex. Once the thong had been removed, Misaki leaned in and kissed Harriet’s inner thighs. All the while, Nixon held her up as if she weighed nothing.

Luke glanced at the other screens. All the hotwives he could see were now engaged in some sort of sex act, either sucking or fucking. Most women had more than one bull, but he didn’t see any room with more than one woman in it. When he looked back to his own screen, Harriet had her legs spread wide as Misaki ate her out. He could tell from her moans that his wife was close to orgasm.

Nixon leaned back and Misaki gripped Harriet’s legs, threading the calves over her own shoulders. Harriet was now bridged between her two lovers, her upper body laid against Nixon’s chest and her legs over Misaki’s shoulders. As the tiny Asian feasted on her, Harriet’s sandalled feet twitched and kicked.

Suddenly Harriet screamed as a splash of clear fluid splashed up onto Misaki’s face. Luke sat forward, shocked. Harriet jerked again, and another splash erupted from her. The woman had made his wife squirt — something he’d never managed to do.

Misaki helped Harriet get her feet onto the floor, then led her over to the bed. As Harriet lay trembling on top of the satin sheets, Misaki and Nixon slowly undressed.

The man had an amazing physique. His wide shoulders tapered down past ripped abs to a narrow waist. His dark skin glistened in the lights, emphasising the definition on his toned body. He removed his shoes, jeans and socks and stood at the side of the bed wearing only a pair of white jockey shorts, which did nothing to cover the outline of the long, thick bulge of his cock.

Misaki removed her shoes and dress to reveal a loose-fitting black satin teddy. When she moved, it slid off one shoulder. Beneath it, her skin looked butter-soft.

She knelt on the bed and smiled down at Harriet. “I told you that our clothes would come off later.”

“You haven’t taken enough off yet.”

“I think you could find a way into them if you wished.” With that, Misaki leaned over Harriet and pulled the teddy aside to reveal a small breast.

Harriet raised her head and seized the nipple in her mouth, making Misaki catch her breath. Then, to Luke’s delight, he saw his wife’s hand run up between Misaki’s legs and disappear beneath the teddy. Misaki groaned and rocked her hips. Luke’s heart crashed in his chest as he watched his wife finger the beautiful Asian woman.

Misaki eased Harriet’s hand away and shook her head, saying something Luke didn’t catch. Then she turned and motioned for Nixon to join them. When he climbed onto the foot of the bed, Harriet parted her legs. He crawled up and looked down at her, then lowered himself until he lay on her. Nixon still had his shorts on, but Luke saw Harriet wrap her arms around his back and start to undulate beneath him. He suspected she was grinding her clit against the hard bulge of his cock.

Misaki whispered something else Luke missed, so he turned the iPad volume up to maximum.

Nixon lifted himself up and moved back until he was standing by the foot of the bed. Then he gripped Harriet’s sandalled feet and effortlessly pulled her down the bed towards him until her bum was on the edge. She sat up and parted her knees, feet now on the floor. Biting her lip, she tugged down his shorts.

Luke heard a murmur of approval from behind but was too self-conscious to turn round to see if it was W and J admiring his wife.

Nixon’s cock was every bit as impressive as the outline had suggested. It was long, thick, and straight as a rolling pin. Harriet wrapped her small white hand around the base and leaned closer, opening her mouth wide. She could barely get her lips around the fat tip, so instead of trying to suck him, she turned to look at Misaki. “Is he going to fuck me now?”

“Is that what you would like?”

Harriet looked up into Nixon’s face. “Hell, yeah.”

“Very well.” Misaki eased Harriet down so her back was on the bed and her legs off it.

Nixon dropped to his knees and lodged the tip of his cock at the opening of her smooth sex.

Misaki ran her hand down Harriet’s body, running her fingers over her sex and toying with Nixon’s primed cock. “Ready?” she asked.

In reply, Harriet rocked her hips.

Nixon eased forward and the top half of his thick cock disappeared. Harriet let out a loud yelp, making Luke jump in his seat. He turned the volume down to fifty percent. While it had been difficult to make out the whispers, the noises Harriet was now making could probably be heard from the hall outside the bedroom.

Nixon was fucking her slowly, but he wasn’t giving her it all. Even on the instroke, Luke could see a couple of inches of dark shaft protruding from her stretched, pink outer lips.

Misaki pressed her palm against Harriet’s mons. “How do you like his cock?”

Harriet seemed to struggle to open her eyes. She dropped her head to one side to look at Misaki. “I love it.”

Misaki raised her hand and slapped it down, making Harriet moan. She slapped again, the sound of the contact sharp in Luke’s ears. “Are you going to come on his cock?” Before Harriet could respond, another slap landed.

Harriet took a breath and gazed into Misaki’s eyes. “Sit on my face.”

Luke blinked, hoping W and J heard his wife’s request.

“Is that what you want?”

Harriet nodded. “I’m getting his cock, and I want your cunt.”

Misaki slapped her mons again. “You are a dirty girl.” She pulled off her teddy and, now completely naked, straddled Harriet’s head facing Nixon.

Though a little disappointed not to be able to see his wife’s expression, watching her body respond to the cock ploughing into her gave him a massive thrill. Misaki rocked her hips and slapped Harriet’s sex again. Muffled cries came through, and Luke adjusted the volume up again.

Misaki was now gently slapping Harriet’s sex every second as Nixon continued to fuck her with deep, slow thrusts. There was no sign of his shaft on his instroke now. Harriet was taking everything he had. Each of Misaki’s hits elicited a whimper. “Come for us, Harriet.” She pressed her palm down fully now and slid her fingers over Harriet’s clit.

With a muffled cry, Harriet bucked and came. Her feet banged on the floor and her thighs trembled. The orgasm seemed to go on for a long time, then Misaki nodded at Nixon and he pulled out. Misaki moved back and bent to kiss Harriet upside down, their lips touching briefly.

Nixon pulled Harriet to her feet, turned her around and bent her over the bed. His cock stood out in front of him. It looked even darker now it was slick with Harriet’s juices.

Harriet rested her hands on the bed and Nixon lined himself up behind her. He had to open his legs to get his cock at the right height, then he slowly pushed back inside. This time, Luke got an unobstructed view of his wife’s beautiful face as she took the bull’s huge cock. Her eyes closed and her mouth formed a perfect O. Nixon placed his hands on her hips and pumped, sending shockwaves through Harriet’s body and shaking her breasts.

Misaki crawled down the bed and kissed Harriet again, then flipped herself over onto her back. “You haven’t finished with me.”

With that, she raised her legs over Harriet’s shoulders and raised her hips so only her head and upper back were on the bed. Luke was able to see his wife’s closed eyes and occasional flashes of tongue as she feasted on Misaki.

This was as hot as anything Luke had ever seen. He glanced around at the other husbands, hoping some of them were watching his wife rather than their own. He hoped the hosts could see what Harriet was doing.

Misaki reached up and buried her fingers in Harriet’s hair, rocking her hips frantically. She screamed and jerked but didn’t release Harriet’s head. Nixon was pounding into her hard from behind, the sound of their bodies slapping loud in Luke’s head.

A low rumble then grunt from Nixon told Luke and the two women what was happening. Nixon was coming, flooding Harriet with his hot cum.

Luke stared at his screen with an almost overwhelming sense of pride. Harriet was rocking her hips, no doubt squeezing those incredible muscles of hers to give Nixon as much pleasure as she could. The three of them stilled.

Misaki disentangled her legs and lowered them to the bed. Nixon pulled out and the three lovers all settled side by side, Harriet in the middle.

Luke remembered the beers on the floor. He’d touched neither of them, so he picked one up and drank half a bottle in a single gulp. On the screen, Misaki and Harriet were talking quietly as Nixon ran his big hand over the swell of Harriet’s hip. Luke didn’t bother to adjust the volume but instead glanced around at the action going on inside the other rooms. The tiny blonde called Jessica was getting fucked hard by three huge guys. They were passing her around like she was a rag doll, and from the expression on her face, it was exactly how she wanted to be treated.

When he glanced back at the screen of Room 4, he saw that Harriet and Misaki were both kneeling up and running their hands and tongues over Nixon’s prone body. They were getting him hard again, ready for the next round.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───




Chapter Nine

It didn’t take Harriet and Misaki long to get Nixon fully erect. The women took turns sucking his cock, but it was too big for either of them to get more than a third into their mouths. After a few moments, Misaki got off the bed and walked towards and below the camera, eventually going out of shot. Harriet’s eyes followed her, and after a few seconds her eyes went wide.

“You cannot be serious,” she said, laughing.

“Oh, I am very serious.” Misaki walked back into shot and stood at the side of the bed. “And I am seriously going to fuck you.” She reached up and let down her hair, shaking it out. It looked like a curtain of black silk. Then she turned to the side and Luke saw she was wearing a strap-on cock.

He leaned forward in his chair, a tightness in his chest. On closer examination, there was no strap on Misaki’s appendage. It appeared to be protruding from her sex. To his delight, Luke realised it was a double-ended thing. Misaki had a silicone cock inside her.

Nixon encouraged Harriet onto all fours and knelt by her head as Misaki approached from behind. Luke had seen Harriet getting spit-roasted in Fuerteventura, but the two guys there were not nearly as well-hung as Nixon, or as incredibly sexy as Misaki.

As Harriet opened her mouth for Nixon’s cock, Misaki guided her silicone dildo into Harriet’s cunt. After starting with a few slow thrusts, she soon upped the pace. Harriet let out muffled groans around Nixon’s cock, and Luke could see that Misaki was breathing heavily too. He guessed that each thrust of her hips was pushing the dildo inside her as well. The thought of the two women coming at the same time thrilled him.

So did the idea of Nixon firing his spunk into Harriet’s mouth.

Before either of those things could happen, Misaki and Nixon both pulled out. Harriet was eased to one side and Nixon lay full length on the bed.

“Sit on his cock,” Misaki whispered.

Harriet didn’t need to be asked twice. Still wearing her sandals, she crawled across the huge bed and swung a leg over the bull. Then she gripped his cock, pointed it up and lowered herself down onto it. Her eyes fluttered as she began to move up and down. Resting her hands on his wide chest, she soon got into a rhythm.

“Will you be able to come again?” Misaki asked.

Harriet didn’t open her eyes, but simply nodded.

“I like that you can come so many times.” Misaki reached over and stroked Harriet’s boob, tugging gently at the nipple. “I want to watch your face when you come.”

Harriet opened her eyes and looked at her. She bounced harder, dropping down with her full weight to take Nixon’s entire length inside her. She held Misaki’s gaze for as long as she could, but as the orgasm arrived, her eyelids closed. Misaki pulled and twisted her nipple as Harriet rode out her orgasm. Harriet finally stopped moving, still impaled on Nixon’s cock.

“And now,” Misaki said, picking up a small tube from the floor, “I would like for both of us to fuck you at the same time.”

Luke saw Harriet’s eyes go wide as she watched Misaki coat her dildo with lube.

“Would that be okay with you, Harriet?”

Harriet blinked, then glanced up at the camera. Luke felt like she was asking his permission. He held his breath.

“Harriet?”

“Yes.” She shifted her focus back to Misaki. “That would be okay with me.”

“Lie down on Nixon.”

Harriet did as instructed, and Misaki joined them on the bed. Luke’s throat was tight as he watched the tiny Asian woman bend over his wife and drag the slicked dildo between the cheeks of her arse.

As Misaki leaned to one side, Luke got a brief glimpse of Harriet’s sex stretched wide around Nixon’s thick cock. Then the view was hidden as Misaki positioned the tip and pushed in. Harriet let out a long wail. Misaki pulled out and applied more lube. Then she pushed in again. This time Harriet’s groan was clearly one of pleasure. They all remained still for a few moments, then they started to move in a slow, sensual dance.

Luke’s cock dripped freely inside his boxers. Misaki’s hair hung down on Harriet’s back, and Harriet’s hair obscured Nixon’s face. The three of them writhed and bumped. Harriet came first, crying out and uttering obscenities. Misaki pounded harder, presumably chasing her own release as the double-ended dildo filled both women. Harriet seemed to come again, and Misaki cried out moments later.

Nixon gripped Harriet’s hips and he bounced her faster before arching up, lifting both women, and letting out a grunt. Harriet cried out again, and Luke thought it must have been in response to Nixon’s orgasm.

Surely she couldn’t have come again?

Misaki eventually pulled out and got off the bed. Harriet eased herself off Nixon and the two women headed for the bathroom. Nixon lay panting on the bed for several minutes, and during that time Luke finished both beers. He slipped the headphones down to his neck, got up and walked over to the cooler in the corner. After he’d picked up a fresh beer, he turned and saw the hosts looking at him.

W gave him a wide smile. “I hope you enjoyed the show as much as we did.”

Luke nodded. “Yeah, it was…”

“I’m glad you requested a woman,” J said. “That’s not something we usually get to see at these parties.”

Luke smiled, pleased. He’d felt a little selfish because many of the other hotwives were getting fucked by numerous bulls. “Yeah, I thought it was really sexy.”

“It was,” agreed W.

When Luke got back to his seat, Harriet, Misaki and Nixon were back in the bedroom. The women’s hair was wet, and Nixon had droplets of water all over his body. They pulled the sheet back and settled down in bed. There was more talking, and Luke turned up the volume again.

Nixon revealed he was originally from Detroit and ran with gangs as a teenager. He’d been saved from a life of crime by a boxing coach who’d encouraged him to work out his aggression in a positive way. Nixon had turned professional but stopped boxing after a friend of his suffered a brain injury.

Misaki had grown up on the Japanese island of Shikoku, but she now lived in Hawaii and worked as a surfing instructor. She had met Nixon two years earlier, and Nixon had been a bull for much longer.

“So you’re a couple?” Harriet asked.

“Yes.”

“How do you feel about him servicing hotwives?”

“I knew he did it when we met. It isn’t a problem, and sometimes I get to play with them as well.” She looked over at Nixon, then back at Harriet. “When he admitted he saw other women, I told him that so do I.” She smiled. “I’ve always liked women as well as men, and I have a steady relationship with a woman back on Maui.”

Harriet grinned. “Ooh, that must be a lot of fun.”

“It is, but it’s my fun. Nixon is not allowed to touch her.”

“Aw, that’s a shame.”

“No it isn’t. But…” Misaki ran her hand over Harriet’s boobs. “He is allowed to touch you.”

“Yes he is.” Harriet turned to look at Nixon, who gently climbed on top of her and fed himself back inside.

Luke watched as the guy fucked Harriet in missionary position. It went on for several minutes before Harriet dropped her head back and sobbed as yet another orgasm swept through her. Nixon withdrew and rolled Harriet onto her side so she was facing Misaki. Then he spooned her from behind and re-entered her.

Misaki leaned in and kissed Harriet on the mouth as Nixon fucked her, then she moved slowly down her body, kissing her neck, chest and stomach. When her mouth got to Harriet’s crotch, Luke heard his wife gasp.

With the beautiful Japanese surfing instructor sucking her clit and the handsome ex-boxer from Detroit fucking her from behind, Harriet stared into the camera in rapture, then reached yet another orgasm.

* * * *

It was almost twenty minutes later when Harriet pulled on her thong and dress, hugged Nixon and Misaki and left Room 4. Luke left the media room and made his way around the house until he saw her walking toward him. They hugged, ignoring the other people milling around them.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you so much.”

“They were both so much better than I’d dared hope for.”

“They were both perfect.”

He pulled back and smiled at her. “What do you want to do now?”

“I’ve already told you. I want to go back to the hotel and make love with my wonderful husband.”

“Really? There’s a lot of activity still going on.” He could see there were several people, all naked, in the pool.

“Anything I did now wouldn’t match what I’ve just shared. The only person I want to touch me is you.” She leaned close and nibbed his earlobe. “The only person I want inside me is you.”

Luke took out his phone and the card Chico had given him. The chauffeur picked up on the first ring and promised to be at Casa Del Grande Toro in less than ten minutes. “Come on,” he said, pulling her towards the open doors that led onto the terrace. “Let’s take one last look at the grounds.”

They walked down the steps and around the pool. Dark-haired Anna was having sex with one of the bulls, and several other men seemed to be waiting their turn. By the firepit, another woman was performing oral sex on two men, alternating between them.

Luke glanced at his wife’s face. She seemed to be watching the action with a sense of wonder. “Are you sure you don’t want to hang around for a bit longer?” he asked.

“I’m sure. Let’s go wait for the car.”

“Should we thank our hosts before we leave?”

Harriet shook her head. “I suspect they’ll be too busy watching the other hotwives to care about us.”

As they made their way toward the area where the car had dropped them earlier, the cicadas were making a hell of a racket.

Luke squeezed her hand. “I have a surprise.”

“Oh?”

“I spoke to The Manager, and she reckons she’ll be able to delay our flight home by a few days. I thought we could hire a car and drive south to see some more of the fabulous coastal area.”

“That’d be brilliant, but I may need to phone my boss. He can be a bit of a twat.”

“He’s not your boss, he’s your business partner. And I’m sure you’ll be able to get round him with sexual favours.”

They heard the sound of the limo, and headlights illuminated the driveway. The car did a slow circle and Chico got out to open their doors. Luke and Harriet glanced up at Casa Del Grande Toro one last time, got into the car, and were driven away.

THE END
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Check Out the Second ACHE Presentation…
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The mysterious W & J have more fun in store for willing hotwife couples. Another multi-author series to read…
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Prepare to enter a world of desire, temptation, and competition like no other. Welcome to the 2nd collaboration crafted by the esteemed ACHE group, the Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica. Each book is a standalone tale, a tantalising journey into the electrifying challenges of a once-in-a-lifetime sexual adventure as our five couples explore love, lust, and self-discovery in ways they never imagined. Get ready to be tantalised, teased, and utterly captivated by The Hotwife Games.

The Hotwife Games: Invincible by Delores Swallows

Jade and Kenny had lived the vixen/stag lifestyle for their entire married life. Her first dalliance with another man had actually taken place during their honeymoon, and Kenny had enjoyed every single playdate she’d had since. Their regular arrangement of her seeing a bull every couple of months was disrupted when an old friend of Jade’s sent her details about a sexy event taking place in New England, USA.

Curiosity piqued, they followed the link to a website that made bold promises. It claimed The Hotwife Games was a competition designed to push couples’ boundaries of love, trust and desire. The website also explained the attendees would be competing for prize money and the coveted ‘Queen of Hotwives’ title, but Jade paid those details no heed. She was more interested in the part that promised to unleash her inner desires and explore new dimensions of passion.

They discussed the implications and felt their marriage was strong enough to withstand anything thrown at them during the competition. Their relationship wasn’t just strong, it was invincible. Their subsequent application was successful, and travel documents duly arrived, all paid for by the generous organisers.

When they reached The Diablo’s Retreat Hotel, it became immediately apparent that this wasn’t just some sordid little backstreet event for people to get their jollies. The setting was like something from a fairy tale, which suggested the challenges they were about to face would also be something special.

As predicted, Jade and Kenny were confronted with situations they had never encountered before. For Kenny, some of the challenges he faced were more enjoyable than others.

In the face of eleven other beautiful hotwives, Kenny knew his wife wouldn’t be intimidated. Though not fiercely competitive, she was intensely passionate. And as she’d pointed out, she wasn’t there to win the title.

She was there for some kinky fun.
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Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen.

His stories often feature petite brunettes, high-heeled shoes and voyeurism. He claims he didn’t realise these were obsessions until someone pointed out how often they appear in his work.

Find out more about Delores on his web site, chat on Twitter, or follow his new stories on Amazon. And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.


Don’t forget your dirty story exclusively available to members of Delores’ mailing list.
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