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One Hot Year

The complete story of the whirlwind year that takes Harriet from faithful wife to licentious hotwife.

A Hotwife’s Christmas Stocking

It starts when Harriet’s friend is deserted by her husband. The girls have a few nights out, and when Harriet reveals how many men are hitting on them, Luke realises he likes the idea. With his encouragement, she progresses from slow dances to heavy petting, and more. Luke knows he won’t be content until she allows another man to go all the way.

They take a Christmas break in Norway. After enjoying the stunning sights of snow-capped mountains, crystal blue fjords and the Northern Lights, Luke craves the ultimate display: to see his beautiful Harriet become a hotwife.

A Hotwife’s 2 for 1 Weekend

Luke takes a business trip and encourages Harriet to make the most of her new hotwife status while he’s away. On his return, she admits to taking part in a threesome with her best friend Maisie and some guy from a club.

After securing a new contract for their business and finding their perfect new home, they decide to celebrate in the sunnier climes of the Canary Islands. While there, Luke offers his wife the chance to enjoy a different kind of threesome as a Valentine’s Day treat. Will two men at once be too much of a good thing, even for Harriet?

The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet

A chance encounter with a bull in the Canary Islands leads couple to join a contact site so Harriet can sample some alpha bulls. This elicits an invitation to attend an exclusive party in California. Harriet and Luke know it’s a once in-a-lifetime opportunity to enjoy a truly hedonistic experience, and eagerly accept.

Located in Malibu and overlooking the Pacific Ocean, Casa Del Grande Toro is the most stunning house they’ve ever seen. At the party, surrounded by a collection of beautiful hotwives and their adoring husbands, Harriet is immersed in a sexual tryst beyond anything she envisaged in even her wildest fantasies.

A Hotwife Takes It… Easy [including a previously unpublished bonus chapter]

After attending the Key Party, Luke and Harriet delay their return to the UK and drive south on the Pacific Coast Highway. In San Diego they come across a volleyball tournament. Glowing with a golden tan, Harriet soon becomes the centre of attention for one of the men’s teams. The young, tall college guys just won’t leave her alone.

Luke’s a little concerned because, even though Harriet’s a hotwife, she’s just had a very busy weekend. He points out that this break is so she can take it easy, but Harriet had other plans.

She assures him she could take it…. Easy!
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Chapter 1

Luke and Harriet were working late at the office when her mobile rang. He glanced over and she smiled at him as she picked up.

“Hey Bestie,” his wife said, but almost immediately stopped smiling. “What?” They spoke for a couple of minutes, Harriet’s voice low and sympathetic. “Do you need me to come over? I can leave work now and be there in half an hour.”

Luke could now hear sobs coming through the phone.

“Okay, I’ll be there as soon as I can.” After ending the call, she looked over at her husband. “Jake’s left Maisie.”

Luke was as shocked as his wife sounded. “Why? What’s happened?”

“I don’t know. She’s in tears. When she said Jake had gone, I actually thought he’d been killed in a car crash or something.” She shook her head. “Apparently he came home from work early, packed his things and told her he was leaving.”

“What about the kids?”

“He’s left them too, by the sounds of it. I could hear them crying in the background.”

Harriet glanced at her laptop, saved whatever she’d been working on, then closed it down. “I said I’d drive over, but I’ve just remembered we travelled together. Can you leave now? I can drop you at home first.”

“I need to finish this, so I’ll take a taxi home later.”

“Are you sure? Sorry, I wasn’t thinking ahead.”

“It’s fine. Go see Maisie. Sounds like she needs you.”

Harriet grabbed her coat. “I haven’t heard her cry like that since we were teenagers.” She walked over and kissed his cheek. “Thank you.”

“Text me to let me know what’s happening. If you need to stay over, that’s fine.”

She squeezed his shoulder and left.

Alone in the quiet office, Luke was still shocked at the news. He’d known the other couple for years. Maisie had been Harriet’s best friend since primary school, and she’d started seeing Jake around the same time Luke had met Harriet. They’d double-dated often, and even taken a holiday as a foursome to Corfu. The women had been each other’s chief bridesmaid at their respective weddings, and although Luke and Jake had never been drinking buddies, he’d always liked the guy. He couldn’t imagine what must have happened to make him leave.

Since he’d be going home to an empty house, Luke put another hour’s work into the new software contract for their French client, taking the opportunity to get ahead of schedule, then decided to walk from the business park into town. It was only a mile or so, and it was a dry October evening. He stopped at his favourite Indian restaurant and bought himself a takeaway curry and naan, then walked to the taxi rank. Fifteen minutes later, he was sitting in their living room at home, eating chicken korma and watching the build-up to a Champions League game. Meal over, he checked his phone for messages and then got himself a fresh beer.

Harriet arrived home halfway through the second half.

Luke muted the TV and waited as she took off her coat and sat in the chair opposite. “So, what’s happened?”

“Jake’s moved out.”

“Why?”

“Maisie doesn’t know. She’d thought everything was fine until he left.”

“He didn’t give a reason?”

“Not according to Maisie. He told her things hadn’t been right for a while, and he’d had enough.”

“What about his kids? He can’t just leave them, he has a parental responsibility as well as a financial one.”

“I know. There’s lots they need to sort out, but tonight was about Maisie. She’s still in shock. I helped her get the kids bathed and settled in bed, then spent the rest of the time trying to comfort her.”

“How were the kids?”

“They were both upset because their mum was crying.” She shook her head and sighed. “Sorry about leaving you stranded.”

“No problem. I got myself a curry on the way home.”

“I can smell it.”

“Have you eaten?”

“I made us some pasta, though Maisie hardly touched hers.” She was obviously worried about her friend. “Do you mind if I have a quick bath?”

“No. I’ll watch the end of this game.”

Harriet went to run a bath and Luke turned the volume back up, but his mind was still fixed on their friends. He didn’t want to make false accusations, but he thought the most probable reason for Jake to leave his wife was that he’d found somebody else.

* * * *

Over the next few days, Harriet spent quite a bit of time on the phone. Luke texted Jake to ask if he wanted to meet up for a drink, but his offer was declined. After getting back from Maisie’s place on Saturday afternoon, she told Luke the latest developments.

“Jake’s been in touch. Apparently, he’s staying with a mate from work and has asked if he can see his kids every other weekend.”

“That’s good.” He saw his wife’s expression. “I mean good that he wants to see the kids.”

“Yeah, I suppose so.” She gave a sad smile. “It means it’s only Maisie he no longer wants.”

“What about money?”

“They’d been saving up to move to a bigger house. Their mortgage is relatively small and Maisie reckons she’ll be able to afford it with her salary. Jake will get most of their savings as his share of the assets, and his name will be removed from the mortgage and house deeds. He’ll also pay her child maintenance.” She shook her head. “He seems to have thought it all through.”

Luke decided to reveal his suspicions. “Do you think he might be seeing somebody else?”

Harriet shrugged. “I’ve no idea. Maisie thought things were fine. Apparently they’d had sex in the morning of the day he left her.”

“Wow.”

“Anyway, the kids are desperate to dress up for Hallowe’en and play Trick or Treat, so I suggested they come round tomorrow. I’ll make a chilli for us and do some spooky nibbles for the kids.”

They spent much of the next day prepping. Harriet made a plate of severed fingers by carving knuckle joints into carrots and adding red pepper fingernails. She also made a green jelly with fake eyeballs in it and bought chocolate biscuits shaped like bats, spiders and witches’ hats. Luke carved the pumpkin and hung lace spiderwebs from the kitchen ceiling.

The doorbell announced their guests’ arrival. Five-year-old Tia was dressed as a witch, and three-year-old Finn was wearing a onesie decorated in squares of green and brown with a square box on his head. Apparently he was Creeper, whoever that was.

Luke thought Maisie looked tired and drawn, though her lack of makeup and hair scraped back in a ponytail didn’t help. He gave her a hug, then took the kids out to see the pumpkin he’d carved earlier. The kids seemed to enjoy themselves, and Harriet fussed over her friend for a couple of hours.

After they’d left, Luke dismantled the decorations while Harriet tidied away the food and dishes.

“Maisie looked shattered,” he said.

Harriet nodded. “She’s working full-time and looking after two kids on her own.”

“You should take her out for a drink one night. I’ll babysit the kids.”

Harriet looked up, surprised. “You’ll babysit?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I mean, they’re both out of nappies so how hard can it be?”

“Thank you. I’ll suggest it to Maisie.”

* * * *

On Thursday evening, Luke and Harriet drove to Maisie’s house. The kids seemed excited that he’d be looking after them, and both had already chosen several books for him to read to them. Maisie looked more like her old self. She’d applied makeup and wore her shoulder-length blonde hair loose.

As Maisie cuddled the kids and told them to be good, Harriet gave Luke a kiss on the cheek.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“You can thank me later.”

She held his gaze for a second. “Maybe I will.”

Maisie smiled at him. “Thanks, Luke. Any problems, phone Harriet and we’ll come straight back.”

“I’ll be fine. Go and have fun.”

His evening was surprisingly easy. After their supper, both kids were keen to show him their toys and bedrooms. Finn was asleep before his first story was finished, and Tia explained each illustration of The Snail and the Whale. Luke was back downstairs by eight-thirty and hadn’t heard another peep from the kids by the time the women got back at eleven.

When they settled into bed at home, Harriet revealed a group of men had chatted them up in the pub.

“I think Maisie was surprised by the attention she got.”

“Why was she surprised?” Luke had always found Maisie attractive.

“I think Jake leaving has knocked her self-confidence.”

“Well, she’s got a lot going for her. Whatever Jake’s reason for leaving, it can’t be anything to do with how Maisie looks. Did she enjoy the attention?”

“Yeah, I think so.”

Luke ran his hand over his wife’s flat tummy. “And did you enjoy the attention you got?”

She slipped her hand inside his boxers. “What makes you think I got any?”

He remembered how good she’d looked in the black trousers and angora sweater. “Just a hunch. I know what men can be like.”

“Yeah, me too.” She pushed his boxers down to his thighs and slipped her panties off. “Now,” she said, sitting up and straddling him, “didn’t you say I should thank you for babysitting?”

“Oh yeah, I’d forgotten.”

When she rose up and impaled herself on him, he was surprised how wet she was. He let out a sigh, then closed his eyes and placed his hands on her hips as she rode him. She moved faster, grinding her clit against his pubic bone. He heard her breathing get ragged, then felt the clench of her orgasm. Harriet rarely came this quickly. Luke gripped her hips, thrusting as he pulled her down onto his cock. His back arched with the power of his climax. As he came down, he found himself a little shocked at the intensity of their lovemaking.

She lay on his chest. “Would you mind if I took Maisie out again?”

“Not if you promise to jump me like that again when you get home.”

“I’ll jump you like that anytime you want.”

He ran his hands down her back. “Maybe next time you should get a taxi so you can both have a drink.”

“Good idea.” She fell asleep with her boobs pressed against his chest.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 2

Two weeks later, Luke looked after Tia and Finn again at Maisie’s place while the women went out to a wine bar in the middle of Stockport. When the taxi dropped them home, both women were a little tipsy. Maisie gave Harriet a tearful hug just before they left.

In the car, Luke asked if Maisie was alright.

“You were right about Jake,” she said with a sigh. “He is seeing someone else. It’s a woman he works with.”

“He admitted it?”

“Yeah, but he was vague when Mais asked him how long it’d been going on.”

“So was she upset all night?”

“No, she was on top flirty form with the barman. He even brought over two glasses of complimentary bubbly.”

“Two glasses suggests you were flirting with the barman as well.”

“No it doesn’t.” She leaned close and blew in his ear. “I was flirting with the bouncer.”

Luke laughed. “Was he big and strong?”

She nodded. “And he wore a tux and bow tie.”

“Well, I suppose that’s okay then.”

They drove the rest of the way home in silence.

While Harriet was in the bathroom, Luke stripped naked, took out his only bow tie from the wardrobe and put it on. Harriet walked into the bedroom and burst out laughing.

Luke stood at the side of the bed, smiling. “I thought if the bow tie had worked for the bouncer…”

Harriet stepped closer and, to his amazement, dropped to her knees. Luke held his breath. She looked up into his eyes, gripped his cock and took it into her mouth. He let out a sigh as she bobbed her head and cupped his balls. He was soon fully erect, and he pulled her to her feet and practically threw her onto the bed.

She wriggled as he undid her trousers and tugged them off. “Are you going to be rough, like the bouncer?”

“Was he rough with you?”

She smiled, her eyes a little unfocussed. The smell of alcohol and her perfume was a heady mix. He pushed her top up, released her boobs from her bra without unfastening it, then dipped his head to suck on one of her brown, taut nipples.

Harriet reached down and squeezed his dick. “Get this inside me.”

“Is that what you said to the bouncer?”

She pulled her thong aside. “He didn’t need telling.”

Luke entered her and she arched up to meet him. She was hot and tight and wet. He groped her breasts and slammed into her again and again. She grunted with each thrust and scratched his back. Harriet came quickly, thrashing her head from side to side as he pounded her. He withdrew, rolled her over and entered her from behind. She slipped her hand between her legs. Luke could feel her fingers rubbing her clit while he fucked her.

He put his lips to her ear. “If you’re going to come again, you need to be quick.”

Her fingers moved faster. “Don’t wait for me. Come when you’re ready.”

Luke fucked her harder. “Is that what you said to the bouncer?”

“Oh yeah…”

He felt the clench of her second orgasm and erupted inside her. Harriet groaned and jerked beneath him as they rode out their pleasure, then he rolled off.

She looked over at him and smiled. “I like when you treat me like that.”

“Me too.”

“Thanks for suggesting we go out tonight. I think it was just what Maisie needed.”

“The drink or the barman?”

“Both.” She pulled her top and bra off, then snuggled under the quilt. “She suggested we go dancing next time.”

Luke removed the bow tie. “Yeah, though it might be a late night.”

“We’ll go when Jake has the kids. You won’t need to babysit.” She raised her eyebrows. “You could even come dancing with us.”

“Nah, I’d probably cramp your style.”

“True.”

They settled down and Harriet was soon asleep. Luke thought about his wife and her friend going out dancing. If blokes had hit on them in the pub and wine bar, what sort of attention would they get in a club?

The idea of Harriet being chatted up was actually quite arousing. And if she came home and gave him more of the sex they’d just had, then it was a win-win situation.

* * * *

Harriet and Maisie went out on a weekend when Tia and Finn were staying with Jake. Luke met up for a drink with one of their neighbours but was back home shortly before eleven. Harriet didn’t get home until two in the morning.

As she tiptoed into the bedroom, he turned on his bedside lamp.

“Hiya,” she said. “Sorry if I woke you.”

He shook his head. “I couldn’t sleep.”

She was dressed in a silver knee-length dress and carrying a matching pair of strappy sandals in her hand. He’d left the house before she’d got ready for her night out, so he hadn’t seen her outfit or makeup. She’d pinned up her hair and applied thick eyeliner and bright red gloss. She looked really good.

“So,” he said, sitting up. “How was your night?”

“It was a good laugh, but I’ll probably have a hangover tomorrow.” She slipped her dress off, revealing a lacy white bra and panty set that looked great on her perfect body.

“Does that mean you’re drunk and I can take advantage?”

She held his gaze as she unclipped her bra. “Maybe.” Harriet rolled off her panties and slid into bed, snuggling her cold body against his. “Ooh, you’re nice and warm.”

“I was.” He leaned up on one elbow and looked down at her. “You’re going to get makeup all over the pillow.”

“I figured I’d be washing the sheets tomorrow anyway.”

“Oh?”

She traced her hand down his stomach and rubbed the bulge already forming inside his boxers. “I’m guessing you’re going to make more mess with this than I will with my makeup.”

Luke loved it when she acted this way. “Yeah, I probably will.” He leaned down and kissed her glossed lips, then pulled back to look into her big, brown eyes. “How was the dancing?”

“It was good.” She slipped her arms around his waist and pulled him on top of her, parting her legs to make room for his knees.

Luke pushed his boxers down and guided his cock to her entrance, swiping the tip through her folds a couple of times. She was already wet. He eased forward and slid inside.

Harriet groaned, rocking her hips from side to side. “Oh, that feels good.”

He couldn’t disagree, and for a minute or so he slid gently in and out of her drenched channel, revelling in her heat and tightness. But he needed details about the night out.

“So,” he whispered, “how did Maisie feel about the attention she got tonight?”

Harriet opened her eyes and studied him. “She loved it.”

“Did a lot of guys want to dance with her?”

“You could say that.”

“And what about you?”

Harriet grinned and squeezed down on his cock. “A few.”

Luke studied his wife’s teasing expression while he fucked her. He realised how much he liked the idea of her flirting and dancing with men. “Were there any slow dances?”

She slipped her hands down to his buttocks and pulled him deeper. “Yeah, a few.”

He wanted to know everything. Had the guys wrapped their arms around her? Had they slid their hands down to cup her arse, or around to stroke the sides of her boobs? Had they tried to kiss her? Or pull her body against theirs? Had she been subjected to them pushing their erections against her while they danced?

The mere thought of her dirty dancing with some stranger affected him in a way he couldn’t explain. The tightening of jealousy was overwhelmed by a shiver of arousal. She’d been dripping wet when she got into bed, so whatever happened at the club had turned her on. The added thrill made him fuck her harder.

Harriet’s response was to lift her head and bite his shoulder. Luke opened his eyes in surprise and fired his load deep inside her. Harriet moaned, grinding herself against him and coming just a few seconds later. They heaved and clung to each other until, still trembling, Luke rolled off her.

Harriet snuggled under his arm and laid her head on his chest. “I like how you treat me when I get back from a night out with Maisie.”

He frowned at her, pretending to be puzzled. “How do I treat you?”

“You fuck me. Hard.”

She was right, but he felt obliged to deny it. “I’m not sure that’s—”

“Yes it is, but I’m not complaining.” She kissed his chest. “I told Maisie, and she was really jealous.”

“You told Maisie?”

“Yeah. She whined that she has to make do with her wand.”

“Maisie has a wand?”

Harriet bit his nipple. “You’re not allowed to like that idea.”

Though the idea of anyone as attractive as Maisie using a sex toy was arousing, most of the images flickering through Luke’s imagination were those of his wife dancing with other men.

“Tell me about the slow dances,” he said.

“What, the music?”

“No. How you were touching.”

She shrugged. “They put their arms around my waist, and I put my hands on theirs.”

“Was your body pressed up against theirs?”

“Sometimes.”

“Did their hands stray to your arse or tits?”

She laughed. “No, but I saw one guy groping Maisie’s bum.”

“What did she do?”

“She didn’t seem to mind. She was rubbing her body against his, and they were kissing.”

“Kissing?”

She nodded.

“Did you kiss any men?”

She scoffed. “Of course not. Well… ” She cleared her throat. “Not in the same way as Maisie did, anyway.”

“Oh yeah? How did you kiss them, then?”

“It was just one guy, and it was at the end of the last dance. Maisie and her guy were snogging, so I gave mine a chaste peck.”

“On the cheek?”

“The lips, but it was just—” she brushed her lips against his chest “—like that. Mais and her guy were swapping spit and using tongues. Mine was simply a ‘thank you for the dance’ peck, and nothing more.”

“Right.” Luke’s mind raced. “Did any of them push their hard-on against you while you danced?”

She shook her head. “You have a filthy mind.”

“Yeah, I know. Maybe Maisie won’t need her wand tonight. She might be getting the real thing.”

Harriet shook her head. “I don’t think she’s ready for that yet. Besides, we shared a taxi home, so I know she’s alone.”

“Oh.”

“Can I go to sleep now?”

He reached over and turned the lamp off. Harriet was soon asleep, but Luke lay awake imagining his wife dancing with another man, their bodies and lips pressed together.

* * * *

Luke and Harriet were working through a debugging list in their office on a wet Tuesday afternoon when Harriet received a phone call. Partially eavesdropping Harriet’s side of the conversation, Luke surmised that another evening out was being planned. His heart rate kicked up a notch. He saw Harriet glance over in his direction and heard her say she’d ask.

When she ended the call, Luke said, “I’m guessing Maisie wants to take you out cruising for guys again.”

“Actually, she’s invited me to her company’s Christmas Party on Saturday.”

“Christmas? It’s still November!”

“It’s always on the first Saturday of December, which is this weekend. She booked the room months ago, assuming she’d be going with Jake.”

“It’s an overnight thing?” Luke wasn’t sure how he felt about that.

“Yeah. It’s in a big hotel in the centre of Manchester. They book one of the conference suites and loads of rooms.”

“So you’d be staying overnight in a room with Maisie?”

She grinned. “Do you think she’ll bring her wand?”

Luke laughed, but part of him was disappointed she wouldn’t be coming home that night.

Harriet obviously read his mood. “If it’s a problem, I won’t go.”

He forced a smile. “It’s no problem. Of course you should go.”

She smiled. “Thanks. I’ll text Mais and let her know.”

“Speaking of Christmas,” he said, as Harriet tapped out a message on her phone.

She paused and looked up. “What about it?”

“What do you think about us going away?”

“What, like a holiday?”

He nodded. “The new contract means we can afford to spoil ourselves a bit, not spend it roasting a turkey and peeling spuds. Maybe spend Christmas Day on a tropical beach.”

“I like the idea of going away.” She seemed to think about it for a few seconds. “Let’s go somewhere cold, with snow.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “A white Christmas.”

“Okay, I’ll look around at the options.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 3

Maisie came to pick up Harriet on Saturday afternoon. A couple of hours later, while he was making himself a stir-fry, his phone alerted him of an incoming text. Harriet had sent a photo of her and Maisie ready for their party. Both women wore nice dresses, high heels and shiny lipstick. Harriet had added the caption: ‘Ready to go cruising’.

Luke replied with a laughing emoji. He plated up his dinner, grabbed a beer and took both through to the living room, where he watched TV while he ate. No more texts came during the evening, and he resisted the temptation to send one asking how their cruising mission had gone. He headed up to bed around eleven and soon fell asleep.

Checking his phone soon after waking up, he saw three texts from Harriet. He was surprised he hadn’t heard them, but then he’d had a few beers and had been tired.

The first had arrived at 01:43. As he read it, a strange mixture of dread and excitement crept through him.

Well, Maisie seems to be over Jake :-)

I’m now sitting in the bar with a very nice man while waiting for her to tell me it’s safe to go up to the room.

Luke re-read the message. If Maisie had found herself a guy and taken him back to her room, had Harriet been left at the party on her own? If so, who was the guy in the bar?

The second message had arrived at 02:18.

I’ve been given the all-clear so on my way up to our room. xx

He clicked immediately to the final one.

I’ve got dirty gossip for you when I get home…

A hot shiver ran through him. Even though it was only seven-thirty on a Sunday morning, Luke went downstairs to make coffee. He carried his mug through to the living room and re-read all Harriet’s texts. Maisie had obviously found something better than her wand to satisfy her last night, and God knows she had every right to after what Jake had done.

He clicked again on the party dress photo. They both looked great. Luke reckoned the guy who’d taken Maisie to bed would be pretty smug now.

The idea of Maisie having sex with someone from the party was kind of titillating, but his mind soon focused on Harriet and the guy in the bar. Had she spent the evening dancing with him, or were they simply the last two stragglers at the end of the party who’d finished their final drinks together? He visualised them on stools at the bar, deep in conversation. Maybe the guy had suggested they go up to his room, and that was the dirty gossip Harriet had to tell Luke about when she got home.

He dismissed this idea immediately. Harriet wouldn’t do that, though Maisie had probably thought the same thing about Jake not too long ago.

Since Harriet would be eating breakfast at the hotel, Luke decided he’d treat himself as well. He showered and dressed, then walked to a local café. After he’d ordered a bacon roll and coffee, he searched winter holiday destinations on his phone. Breakfast finished, he headed back home and waited for his wife to arrive.

Harriet let herself in through the front door. She was dressed entirely in black—jeans, t-shirt and flat boots—and looked fabulous even without makeup. Smiling, she walked over and grabbed him by the hand, pulled him to his feet then led him upstairs. Luke didn’t resist. Neither spoke until they were in the bedroom.

“Get your kit off,” she instructed as she removed her t-shirt and undid the button of her jeans.

Luke complied, his cock already swelling.

Once he was naked, Harriet said, “Lie on the bed.”

He did, then watched in silence as she climbed between his legs and dragged her hair over his erection.

“Do you want me to tell you what happened?” she asked.

“Only if you can talk with your mouth full.”

Harriet smiled, then leaned down and took his cock between her lips, making him groan. She bobbed her head and used her tongue, then released him and crawled up his body, straddling his waist. “I’ll suck you another time. Right now, I need this…” She gripped his cock and guided it inside. “…Here.”

Luke pushed his hips up and Harriet let out a quiet moan as she clenched around him.

After a few seconds she opened her eyes and looked down at him. “So, it appears Maisie has an admirer from the marketing department. He’s called Chris, and he spent most of the party flirting and dancing with her. They’d disappeared for about ten minutes at the end of the meal, so I assumed Chris was a smoker and they’d gone outside so he could have a drag. They returned and everyone moved to the dance floor. I ended up dancing with another marketing guy called Amir.”

Luke tried to keep his voice casual. “Only dancing?”

“Yes. But after the last dance, Maisie invited Chris and Amir to our room for a nightcap.”

Luke’s heart rate accelerated more than a little. “Oh?”

“We were all talking, then Chris needed the bathroom. Maisie made some lame excuse and followed him in.”

Luke blinked. “And?”

“And I had to sit on a bed with a guy I hardly knew while listening to my friend having sex.”

“They fucked in the bathroom while you and Amir were on the bed?”

She nodded, then closed her eyes.

“Did—?”

She put her finger to his lips and ground down on his cock. “Ask me later.”

He felt the clench of her orgasm and reached up to cup her breasts, running his thumbs over her nipples as she came. When her orgasm had passed, she opened her eyes and smiled. “Are you ready to come yet?”

He rolled her onto her back and pounded her hard and fast. Harriet cried out and held onto his arms, coming again and wrapping her legs around the back of his. Luke erupted inside her.

She writhed beneath him, then smiled contentedly. “That’s better.”

He withdrew, pulling the quilt over them. “So,” he said, stroking a strand of her hair back from her eyes. “How did you feel about what was going on in the bathroom?”

“They’d been flirting all through the party. Maisie’s now single, and she got what she wanted at the end of her evening.”

“What about Amir? Didn’t he want the same end to his evening?”

“No. I think he was even more embarrassed than me, but I could see a bulge in his trousers.”

“He got a hard-on?”

She nodded.

“Were you wet?”

“Why does that matter?”

“I’m just curious.”

“I was sitting on a bed next to a good-looking guy with an erection, listening to my best friend getting railed. It was a surreal situation, so I suppose I was pretty wet.”

“Why didn’t you fuck him?”

She scoffed. “Why do you think?”

“I’d never have known. You could have fucked him and I’d have been none the wiser.”

Harriet frowned. “Yeah, but I’d have known. That’s not who I am.”

He smiled. “I know.”

“What’s more, that would make me just as bad as Jake.”

“Do you think Amir was disappointed you didn’t?”

“No. It was his suggestion that we leave them to it and go for a drink, so we headed down to the bar.”

“Was he sharing a room with Chris?”

“No, but he was too much of a gentleman to leave me alone in the bar and go back to his own room.”

“Did Maisie know you’d left?”

“Yes. They moved the action from the bathroom to the bedroom.”

“They fucked in the bed where you had to sleep?”

Harriet nodded and laughed. “I made her sleep on the damp patch.”

Luke chuckled. “So will Maisie be seeing Chris again?”

“I’ve no idea. I don’t think she’s ready for anything steady. She just needed to let loose.”

“Fair enough.” Something occurred to him. “When you say you made Maisie sleep on the wet patch, does that mean they had unprotected sex?”

Harriet nodded. “She’s on the pill, but I still think it was a bit irresponsible.”

“Yeah, I guess, but I’m impressed by her recklessness.”

“Why?”

“She’s spent over ten years with one man. Giving herself to someone else, and taking his load inside her, must have been a big step.”

Harriet smiled. “She took another big step. She admitted this morning that when they’d disappeared after dinner, she was sucking his dick in the cloakroom.”

“What?”

“I know. The little floozy.”

“Doesn’t it make you a little envious, though? All the escapades she might get up to?”

“God no!” Harriet smiled and ran her hand through his hair. “I have a husband who I love, and we’re building a business and a life together. Maisie might get to let her hair down once in a while, but most of her time’s going to be spent as a single parent with a full-time job. It’ll be hard for her.”

Luke smirked. “Well, I guess Chris was hard for her.” He slid back on top and looked down into her eyes. “What did Amir look like?”

“Dark hair, dark eyes. His family moved here from Delhi in the nineties, so I won’t need to tell you he was dark all over.”

“And you know that for a fact, do you?”

She pouted. “Unfortunately not.”

His cock was hard again, so he fed it back inside her. “So, would you ever take a guy to the cloakroom to suck his cock, or follow him into a bathroom and fuck him while your friends listened?”

“Yeah, I’d do that and more.”

Luke knew she was only teasing, but it still excited him. “How much more?”

She raised her head to whisper in his ear. “So much more.”

He swallowed the lump in his throat. “Tell me what you’d do.”

“Well, Maisie just sucked his cock to tease him a little. I’d give him a full blowjob, and I’d swallow everything he shot down my throat. Then I’d take him back to the dance floor and push my tongue in his mouth so he’d taste his own cum.”

Temporarily speechless, Luke stared into her eyes.

She smiled, obviously enjoying the fact she’d shocked him into silence. “And then I’d take him back to my room and fuck his brains out, but I wouldn’t do it in the bathroom. I’d do it on the bed. If there were other people in the bedroom, they could watch.”

“I’m going to come.”

She smiled. “That’s what he’d say.”

Luke’s heart thumped in his chest. “Where would you take it?”

“The same place I’m going to take yours.”

His entire body shuddered with his release. Harriet ground herself against him and came while the spasms still rippled through his body. He couldn’t remember having a more intense orgasm.

They lay in silence for a while, and Harriet dozed in his arms, catching up on her sleep after the late night.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 4

Luke and Harriet spent a lazy Sunday afternoon doing very little. The subject of Harriet’s dirty story and Luke’s reaction to it wasn’t mentioned. He wondered if she felt as awkward about it as he did, now the heat of the moment had passed.

They sat in their living room and did some online Christmas shopping, ordering gifts for their parents. Luke was an only child and Harriet’s brother was single, so they had no nephews or nieces to shop for.

“I need to ask Maisie what to get Tia and Finn,” she said.

Luke grinned. “I was going to suggest getting Maisie a new wand, but that won’t be necessary now she’s back on man meat.”

Harriet scowled at him over the top of her laptop. “It was a one-night stand. Don’t make such a big deal of it.”

“Sorry.” He concentrated on his own screen. “What do you think about Norway for a holiday?”

She looked up, eyebrows raised. “I don’t know. I’ve never—”

He spun his laptop on his knee and showed her the promotional slide show on a travel site. There were white-capped mountains surrounding cobalt-blue fjords, a picturesque snowy village like a scene from a Christmas card, and the magical swirls of the Northern Lights filling the night sky.

“It looks fantastic.”

“That’s what I thought.”

“I got the impression you’d prefer a tropical beach.”

He shook his head. “No, I really like your white Christmas idea.”

“Great.”

“I had another thought as well.”

“Oh?”

He set his laptop aside. “When we set up the business, we had to rent the office because this place is too small.”

She nodded.

“As a start-up business, we got the introductory deal. But now the rent’s gone up to the regular rate, and—”

“But the French contract means we can easily afford it.”

She obviously hadn’t guessed where he was going with this. “True, but that contract also means we could afford a bigger house, where we could work from home.”

Her mouth dropped open.

He shrugged. “It’s doable. Think of the money we’d save on office rent and commuting. No more sitting in traffic during the rush-hour.”

Harriet grinned. “I never thought about moving house.”

“Maybe it’s time to consider it. The office lease is on a rolling contract, which means we only need to give two-months’ notice.”

She smiled brightly. “This is turning out to be a great weekend.”

“As good as Maisie’s?”

“Not from the noises she was making in the bathroom.”

Luke dropped onto his knees and crawled across to her on the couch. He twined his fingers through her hair and pulled her in for a kiss. She moaned into his mouth as he cradled the back of her head.

He moved back until they were nose to nose. “I really enjoyed your story earlier.”

“I noticed.”

A tightness gripped his insides. “Did it turn you on?”

She gave a non-committal shrug.

“It didn’t turn you on?” he asked.

“Of course it did. The thought of doing something like that is…” She shook her head. “I’m pretty sure everyone has fantasies like that.”

“Like what?”

“Dirty sex with someone who isn’t your spouse.”

Luke’s balls jumped in their sac. “Do you think it’s the sort of thing that should remain just a fantasy?”

“Yes. While the thought of sex with a stranger probably appeals to most married women, the cheating aspect stops us doing it. Our wedding vows tell us to forsake all others.”

“Yeah, I guess.” His mouth was dry. “But what if the husband doesn’t consider it forsaking?”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“What if he likes the idea of his wife being with another man?”

“I think that would suggest he no longer loves her.”

“Or it means he loves her enough to let her live out her fantasy.”

Harriet frowned.

“Maybe,” he went on, feeling braver, “he’s realised it might be his fantasy, too.”

“What’s brought this on?”

“I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do.” She narrowed her eyes. “You’re different whenever I go out with Maisie.”

Luke hesitated. She’d already pointed out how hard he fucked her after she’d been out, so there was no point denying it. “When you told me about men chatting you up, I realised that rather than feeling angry or threatened, I was kind of…”

“Kind of what?”

“Buzzed. I liked the idea of other men fancying you.”

She studied him. “When we have sex afterwards, you always come sooner than usual.”

“So do you.”

She blinked, though he wasn’t sure whether she was surprised she hadn’t noticed or that he had.

He pushed his point further. “And you’re always really wet before I’ve even touched you.”

Harriet started to shake her head in denial, then sighed. “It’s flattering when men pay you compliments and ask you to dance.”

“Flattering or arousing?”

“Both, I suppose.”

Luke smiled.

“You’re not angry that I get aroused dancing with other men?”

He shook his head. “Are you angry that I get aroused thinking about you dancing with other men?”

“No, but it’s a bit weird.”

“I know. It’s not an easy thing to admit to.”

“I can imagine.” She looked down at his lips, then back into his eyes. “Are you going to fuck me now?”

“Yeah.”

“Will you be rough and come quickly?”

“Probably.”

She smiled. “Even though I haven’t been out?”

“I’ll pretend you have.”

“And what have I been doing?”

“The usual sort of thing, swapping spit with a stranger while getting your arse groped.”

“Ooh, I like the sound of that.”

Harriet removed her t-shirt and pushed her leggings down and off over her bare feet. Luke stood and lowered his jeans to mid-thigh. She looked towards the door as if suggesting they go upstairs, but he picked her up and laid her on the couch. She laughed, lifting one foot onto the backrest and lowering the other to the floor. Luke knelt on the cushion between her spread legs, pulled the drenched gusset of her panties aside, and entered her with a violent stab. Her yelp of surprise soon turned to moans of pleasure. He pounded into her, and she arched up to meet each thrust.

Clasping a hand to each side of his face, she stared into his eyes. “You can come whenever you’re ready.”

He’d probably been inside her less than a couple of minutes when she tightened around him. Luke banged faster and exploded while she was still in the throes of her own orgasm.

As Luke lay in the afterglow, he knew they’d crossed a line. He’d said things he couldn’t take back, even if he wanted to. Harriet looked up at him with big eyes, and he wasn’t sure if she looked excited or worried about whatever lay ahead.

* * * *

Nothing more was mentioned about their conversation until Thursday afternoon. They were at the office when Harriet looked up from her desk.

“Are we doing anything next Friday night?” she asked.

He noted the mobile in her hand. Probably a text from Maisie. A low-level thrum developed in his groin. “I don’t think so.”

She looked apprehensive. “It’s just that Jake will be having the kids, and Maisie wondered if I wanted to…”

“Yeah, fine.” He tried to smile but felt as nervous as she looked.

Harriet held his gaze for a moment, then tapped out a reply.

Although neither of them mentioned her upcoming night out again that afternoon, the atmosphere between them felt charged. Harriet seemed to be avoiding eye-contact.

When they got into bed that night, Harriet left her bedside light on and leaned up on one elbow to look at him. “So, Maisie wants us to go dancing next weekend.”

“Cool.”

She sighed. “Don’t make me do all the talking.”

Luke reached out and stroked her face. “Go and have fun.”

“Fun?”

He looked into her eyes. “It’ll be the last weekend before Christmas. Everyone will be in high spirits, so I think you should drink, dance and be merry.”

“How much should I drink?”

“Take a taxi and drink as much as you want.”

“And how much should I dance?”

Luke knew where this was going. A shiver of anticipation ran down his spine. “As much as your feet can manage in high heels.”

“Right.” With a teasing grin, she lowered her voice. “And how merry am I allowed to be?”

His throat constricted so much that his breathing made a wheezing sound. He swallowed. “That’s up to you.”

She frowned. “I don’t think I could do anything.”

“I’m not suggesting you go out with the intention of doing something. Just go knowing that if anyone grabs your bum or pulls you in for a Christmas kiss, it won’t cause a problem between us.”

“Okay.”

She still looked nervous, so Luke reached over and turned her lamp off, then pulled her close and held her. Surprisingly, he didn’t need sex. Tonight he just wanted to hold his wife and reassure her that, whatever happened when she was out, he would always be here waiting for her.

* * * *

Over the weekend, they trawled travel websites and eventually booked their holiday in Norway. They’d fly out on the twenty-first and fly back on Boxing Day. It was to be a multi-destination trip taking in a fjord cruise, a flight up to Tromsø to see the Northern Lights, and then Christmas in Oslo.

This meant they had so much work to get through that the week shot past. On Friday morning, when Harriet told him she intended driving to Maisie’s house, Luke was startled. Was she suggesting she stay at Maisie’s? Or maybe spend the night elsewhere?

A cold weight settled in Luke’s stomach. “But if you’re going to be drinking—”

She rolled her eyes. “I won’t drive home, obviously. I’ll leave my car at her house while we’re out, then get the taxi home as usual. It’s just that I need to take presents for the kids because I won’t see her again before we leave.”

“Ah, right.” He nodded, trying to hide his initial shock.

“Then you can drive me over to get my car in the morning.”

“Why don’t I just drive you over tonight? That way your car can stay at home and you won’t have to drive with a hangover tomorrow.”

“Why didn’t I think of that?”

“Because thinking’s a man thing. It’s what we do.”

Harriet ignored him.

Luke sat watching TV on Friday evening when Harriet walked into the living room. Her short dress, bare legs and high heels made his jaw drop. She’d pinned her hair up and applied similar makeup to what she’d worn for the Christmas party.

“Wow,” he said, running his eyes down her legs.

She frowned and tugged down on her hemline. “I know it looks a bit tarty, but it’s how all the women dress.”

“It looks great. You look great.”

“Thanks.” She went into the kitchen to collect the bag of wrapped Christmas presents. “Right, are you ready to drive me?”

He stood up and grabbed his keys. They hardly spoke in the car, and he wondered if she was as nervous as him.

When the car stopped outside Maisie’s, she turned to look at him. “I don’t know if anything will happen.”

“That’s fine. Just see where the evening leads.”

She looked into his eyes for a second, then offered her cheek so he could kiss her without smudging the scarlet lip-gloss. As she walked to Maisie’s front door, Luke wondered if her lip-gloss would be smudged when she got home.

He spent the entire evening in turmoil, flipping between apprehension and anticipation with every fresh image his mind’s eye created. He checked his watch often, trying to gauge the progress of her evening. It’d been a few years since he’d been to a club, and he really couldn’t guess what music the DJ would be playing. Did they still play Christmas songs in nightclubs? Would Harriet be bouncing around the dance floor with a hundred other people forming a large circle and singing Slade’s Merry Xmas Everybody, or canoodling with a tall, handsome stranger?

Luke poured himself a glass of brandy and sat in the living room with conflicting desires as he waited for his wife’s return.

He heard the key in the door at a little after two. He studied her when she walked into the living room. There was hardly any lip-gloss left, and bits of her hair had come loose. A single tendril hung down on one side of her face.

“Hello,” she said, smiling.

“Hi.” He sounded hoarse.

“I’m glad you’re awake.” She ran her hands up her hips, lifting her dress in the process. She slid her panties down her long legs, bending at the waist to push them to her feet.

Luke glanced down as she lifted each sandalled foot out of the tangle of white silk.

Harriet saw where he was looking. “There’s no spunk in them, if that’s what you’re checking for.”

He looked into her face, trying not to show his surprise at her bluntness.

She stepped closer. “Are you disappointed there’s no spunk inside me?”

Luke shook his head. In truth, he wasn’t sure.

“I am,” she said, lifting her dress again to show him her naked sex. He could smell her musk, even over the smell of booze and perfume. “But I know you can fix that.”

“Can I?”

Harriet dropped to her knees and got busy with the buttons of his jeans. “Yeah, I think so.” She slipped a hand inside and wrapped her fingers around the thickening shaft. She pulled it out and looked down, smearing the copious precum over his bulbous tip with her thumb. “And it looks like I won’t have to wait long for it.”

Luke just stared into her gorgeous brown eyes as she got up and manoeuvred herself onto his lap. He leaned back and held his cock as she lowered herself onto him. She was wetter than ever, and he shuddered.

She watched his face while slowly rocking her hips forward and back. “You’d better ask your questions now.”

“How many men did you dance with?”

“Too many to count.”

“Try.”

“About twenty.”

“How many of them did you kiss?”

“Most of them.”

“Proper kisses? Tongues?”

She nodded.

“How many groped your arse or tits?”

“Quite a few.”

“Did any of them press their hard-on against you while you danced?”

“Of course.”

“And did you rub yourself against their hard-ons?”

She leaned close until they were nose to nose. “Yes, but I only rubbed one with my hand.”

His stomach knotted. “You touched a guy’s dick?”

“Mm hmm.”

“And did he touch your… You know.”

“Yes.”

“Through clothing?”

“At first, but then skin on skin.”

“Where were you?”

“Standing against a wall in the dark corner of a club.”

“And he got his hand up your dress?”

She dragged her nails across his chest. “He stroked me through my panties while I rubbed him through his trousers. When he slid his fingers inside me, I felt obliged to put my hand inside his trousers and play with his dick.”

“Did he make you come?”

She hesitated for a split second, then nodded her head once.

Luke felt as if he was falling yet soaring at the same time. “Did you make him come?”

She licked her lips. Bounced harder and faster on his cock. “I’ll tell you when you come.”

“I’ll probably come when you tell me.”

She smiled. “Yes. He sprayed his spunk all over my hand.”

Luke closed his eyes and sprayed his all over her insides. Harriet came with him, grunting and pulling his hair as she writhed in his lap. They held each other tight and sat like that for a long time afterwards, probably both a little shocked but excited by what had happened.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 5

Luke woke early and watched his wife sleeping peacefully. Who’d guess that, just hours earlier, she’d jerked off a complete stranger in a nightclub while he fingered her to climax? He dozed, half-thinking and half-dreaming about what had taken place. Had other people in the club seen them? Had Maisie?

The next time he opened his eyes, Harriet was awake. She smiled at him, then scooted over and snuggled under his arm, kissing his chest.

“Good morning,” she whispered.

He kissed the top of her head, then ran his hand down her naked back. “Hi.”

She looked up into his face. “Are we still okay?”

He nodded, surprised by the question. “Yeah. Why, are you having regrets?”

“No, I just…” She frowned. “While I knew what you’d do when I got home and told you, a little part of me worried that afterwards—when you’d had time to think with your big head rather than your little one—you might see things differently.”

“I told you before you went out there’d be no problem. I wouldn’t have said that if I hadn’t thought long and hard about it.”

She smiled. “Ooh, long and hard. I like the sound of that.”

Luke dug his fingers into her ribs, making her squeal and squirm. Her kicking legs pushed the quilt down, revealing her breasts. Luke stared at her beautiful face and perfect body, wondering why on earth he’d want to share his wife with another man. She rested her head on his chest again.

“How busy was the club?” he asked.

“Heaving.”

“So people could see what you were doing?”

“There were several rooms, different music in each. We were in a smaller room in the basement with brick arched ceilings. There were people around, but it was dark. They were concentrating on whoever they were with.”

“What about Maisie?”

“She’d already left.”

“Oh?”

“She spent about an hour with the same guy, then told me he’d invited her back to his flat.”

“It wasn’t Chris?”

“No, and I reckon he was about ten years younger than her.”

“Woah, Maisie the MILF,” he said, stroking her hair. “How old was your guy?”

“I guess he was about our age.”

Luke grinned. “Do you mean your age, or mine?”

“I mean early thirties, which we both are. I’m only a year older, you muppet.”

He smiled. “So, what was it like to kiss another man?”

“It was…” She sat up and fluffed up her pillow, leaning it against the headboard. “It was like being sixteen again.”

He sat up and placed his pillow next to hers. “How do you mean?”

“I mean we’ve been together for so long, I can’t remember the last time I kissed someone else.” She shrugged. “Not only do we live together, we work together as well. I spend all of my time with you—”

“Is that a bad thing?”

“No.” She squeezed his hand. “I love what we have and what we’re working towards. What I’m saying is, I don’t spend much time with other men. There’s no exchanging furtive smiles with cute guys on the train to the office, no smutty conversations with work colleagues about raunchy TV shows. Other women get that, but… I’m not saying I want those things. It’s just that after spending so long being a responsible grown-up, to suddenly go out dancing and have lots of men flirting with me… that’s like being a teenager again.”

“Is it a good feeling?”

She gave a beautiful smile. “Yeah, it’s flattering.”

“And what about having someone else slide his hand up your dress?”

Her smile disappeared, and he saw her bite her lip. She pushed the quilt further down and looked at his exposed cock. “That was nice, too.”

His cock got harder. His reaction to her being with another man was still embarrassing, much as he enjoyed the arousal.

“I liked being touched by him,” she whispered. “When he slid his hand up my dress, I parted my thighs because I wanted him to touch me.”

Now fully erect, Luke lay still as Harriet moved down the bed and straddled his knees.

“And when his fingers touched my panties, he must have felt how wet I was.” She wrapped her fingers around the base of Luke’s cock and started to pump up and down. “I was kissing and nibbling his earlobe, letting out little moans and murmurs as his fingers pushed against the wet silk.” She smiled. “Is that what you want to hear?”

Already breathing heavily, he nodded.

“So I started squeezing his dick through his trousers.”

“Was he big?”

“He was a healthy size. I’m not one to judge.” Harriet held eye contact as she lowered her head and took the tip of Luke’s cock into her mouth. She ran her tongue around beneath the rim, still pumping the base.

Luke let out a sigh. Harriet took more of his length into her mouth until her hand touched her lips on every upstroke.

He wanted to enjoy it but craved more details. “Was it strange, feeling a different dick than mine?”

She released him from her mouth but kept pumping her hand. “The fact it was someone else’s made it exciting.”

“How long did you rub it through his trousers?”

“Just a minute or so. When he started fingering me, I slipped my hand inside his trousers.”

“How long did it take him to make you come?”

“Not long. And he came soon after.”

“Didn’t you want it inside you?”

She smiled and shook her head. “No.”

“Did he?”

“He seemed happy with what he got.”

“Yeah, I bet.”

“Okay, no more questions.”

She took him back into her mouth, making him groan. For the next few minutes, the only sounds were Harriet’s slurps and his grateful mumblings. As the first hint of his orgasm fluttered through his groin, he visualised his wife pressed up against the sweaty basement wall, her parted legs shaking as a stranger finger-fucked her.

Luke opened his eyes and watched her sucking his cock. He tried to imagine her expression as she’d jerked the guy off. Did she look into his eyes while she beat his meat? Did she whisper that she wanted him to come? Did she—?

Luke exploded into her mouth. Harriet gulped and swallowed. She let go with her hand and took him deeper. His tip squeezed into her throat and another spurt left him. She massaged his balls and he fired another two, three shots, his heels digging into the mattress. He banged his head on the lip of the headboard but didn’t care. Euphoria engulfed him. He seemed to float away like a cloud.

Harriet released his cock and crawled up until they were nose-to-nose. Luke remembered her dirty story about sucking a guy off and making him taste his own cum. He leaned forward and kissed her lips, then cradled her head and kissed her more deeply, probing her mouth with his tongue. He could taste himself, and it excited him.

They cuddled in bed for half an hour before breakfast. Harriet received a text while they were eating and grinned.

“Maisie’s still at the guy’s flat. Apparently he’s a post-grad student and she got very little sleep last night.”

“Lucky him.”

“Lucky her.”

He smiled. “Are you going to tell Maisie what you got up to after she’d left?”

“No!” Harriet looked horrified at the thought. “It’s none of her business, and I’d prefer to keep it between just us.”

“Okay.” He wondered if this meant she had no intention of repeating the experience. Or going any further with another suitor.

“So,” she said, breaking into his thoughts. “What do you want to do today?”

“I hadn’t thought about it.”

“It’ll be our last chance to go shopping for each other’s presents, so let’s go into Manchester. We can shop till we drop and see the Christmas lights when it gets dark.”

He smiled, feeling smug that he’d already bought her the smartwatch she’d been swooning over. They took the train, splitting up to shop separately. Luke decided to get his wife a sexy outfit for their trip to Norway. He bought black lingerie and hold-up stockings, a classy wraparound black dress, and snuck into Flannels high-class shoe shop for a pair of black suede Christian Louboutin peep-toed heels. He spent much more than he’d intended—the shoes alone cost a fortune—but the idea of Harriet dressed in this outfit made him tingle all over.

Her face broke into a smile when she saw the branded bag he carried into the bar they’d agreed to meet in.

“They’re for me,” he lied. “Snow boots.”

“Ah, I see.” She leaned close to whisper. “If you wear them and nothing else, I promise to keep you warm while we’re in Norway.”

“Ah, promises, promises.”

After lunch they walked through Piccadilly Gardens and St Peter’s Square, sipping hot mulled wine and admiring the Christmas lights before taking the train home.

* * * *

The last couple of days at work were so quiet that Harriet found time to get her legs waxed and go for a haircut. The taxi to the airport picked them up at five in the morning, and they were in the air on the way to Oslo before ten.

They landed in sub-zero temperatures. Although snow wasn’t actually falling, all the surrounding areas were blanketed with it. Once through passport control, they caught the train to Flåm. The journey took over six hours and the scenery of the mountains and fjords was breath-taking. They were booked on a cruise the following day, and by the time they’d checked into their hotel and eaten dinner, Luke and Harriet were too tired to look around town. They retired to their room and were both asleep within minutes.

The day of the cruise heralded clear blue skies. The views were amazing, though in Luke’s opinion, the photo he took of Harriet smiling brightly in her red woolly hat was as stunning as any of the surrounding landscape. In the evening they went for dinner in one of the local restaurants, and the following morning they took the coach to Sogndal airport for their flight north.

“How long’s the flight?” Harriet asked as the plane taxied down the runway.

“I’m not sure. Norway stretches up a long way. It’s probably as far from here to Tromsø as it is from here to Manchester.”

She stared. “You’re joking.”

He shook his head.

“Wow.” She looked at her watch. “So it’ll be dark when we get there?”

He laughed. “It’s inside the Arctic Circle. At this time of year it never gets light.”

“What?”

“If we visited in June, we’d have twenty-four-hour days. In winter, the sun never gets above the horizon.”

“Oh.”

“But,” he said, grinning widely, “this is the best time to see the Northern Lights.”

And so it proved. A few hours after they’d arrived in Tromsø, kitted out in thermal all-in-one snowsuits, hats, gloves and boots, Luke and Harriet stood in a snow-covered field with over a hundred other tourists and stared up in wonder at the magnificence of the Aurora Borealis. Swirls of green, yellow and turquoise danced across the sky like heavenly ghosts.

When they got back to their hotel, Harriet still seemed to be on a high. Luke suggested they eat, but she ignored him. As soon as they’d removed their snowsuits, her hands were pulling at his belt.

“What are you doing?” he asked, laughing.

“I’m going to have sex in the Arctic Circle.”

“We’re staying here all night.”

She dropped to her knees and yanked his jeans down to his feet. “I’ll be too tired later. Get on the bed and shut up.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Smiling, Luke lay on his back and watched his wife strip off her outer layers. Harriet jumped on the bed, pumped his cock until it was hard enough, then impaled herself on it. Even though her nose was pink from the cold and she still wore a creased t-shirt and fluffy thermal socks, he found her absolutely beautiful.

He watched her expressions while she rode him. Saw the familiar flush colouring her neck as she got closer to orgasm. Her eyes fluttered and her breath caught, and he felt the clench when she came. Luke ran his hands over her hips as she rocked and ground through the aftershocks. Once she’d come to a halt, he rolled her onto her back, held himself up on straight arms, and jack-hammered his hips. Harriet groaned and arched up to meet his thrusts, whispering encouragement and urging him to come. He did, firing spurt after spurt into her eager, writhing body.

She kissed the side of his face and held him tight.

After getting back into their snowsuits, they wandered around the streets. The sky still flickered with streaks of green and yellow, though it was far less dramatic due to the streetlights and neon signs. They were in bed by ten-thirty for their early flight back to Oslo. That would be the final destination of their trip, but hopefully the most memorable.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 6

Their plane touched down at ten on Christmas Eve. Though the sun was low in the sky, it provided actual daylight. The hotel was a huge glass-fronted place in the city centre and their room was spacious. It had a huge bed with red satin coverlet, and two leather armchairs either side of the coffee table, upon which stood a wire pyramid covered with star-shaped fairy lights.

They spent a few hours wandering around the city, calling at a café to warm themselves up before returning to their room mid-afternoon. There was a Christmas ball in the hotel that night. Harriet went for a bath, and Luke took some of her presents from his suitcase.

When she emerged wearing a fluffy white robe, she saw the wrapped gifts on the bed and looked at him questioningly. “Are we having presents early?”

“Just these ones.”

She picked up the first and unwrapped it, her eyes going wide as she held up the black dress. She flashed him an excited smile and went over to stand in front of the full-length mirror, holding the dress against her. “This is gorgeous. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

She opened the next present. It was the underwear he’d chosen for her. She picked up the packet of sheer hold-ups. “Ooh, stockings.”

“Well, it is Christmas.”

She laughed and grabbed the final box, grinning. “Are these your snow boots?”

“Maybe.”

Harriet tore off the wrapping paper and gasped at the name on the box. “God, Luke! I knew they sold Louboutins, but…” She lifted the lid and took out one of the shoes, turning it over and examining the stiletto heel. “These are fabulous. You’re going to have to fuck me in these.”

“Well, I think someone should.”

She blinked. “You don’t mean that.”

Luke’s mouth was so dry he couldn’t speak.

She stepped closer, looking up into his eyes. “Luke?”

He exhaled. “I don’t know what I mean.”

Harriet dropped the shoe on the bed and stroked his cheek, her expression serious. “I know things over the last few weeks have been a little… I mean, it’s obvious we’ve both been getting some kind of thrill from my…” She looked into his eyes. “What are you suggesting?”

He was determined not to back out now. This had been on his mind when he bought her the outfit and ever since. “We’re in another country. It’s Christmas Eve, and we’re going to be surrounded by complete strangers.”

She nodded silently.

He took a breath. “I’m suggesting we go to the ball and have a wonderful evening. No doubt many of the men in the room will be looking at you.” Luke gripped her hands. “If one of those men happens to be someone you find sexually attractive, you should enjoy yourself.”

“By enjoy myself, you mean have sex with him?”

His chest tightened. “Yes.”

“I couldn’t…” She shook her head.

Cold disappointment seeped through him.

“I couldn’t go anywhere with a complete stranger. I’d have to bring him up to our room.”

Luke’s heart kicked. “Our room?”

She nodded. “And I’d want you there, too.”

“Me?”

“I’d feel safer with you there.”

This was something he hadn’t considered. “You’d do that?”

“If you’re sure it’s what you want.”

Could he bear to watch her with another man? Thinking about it and hearing about it afterwards was as far as his dirty mind had gone. But to actually witness it?

He swallowed hard. “Okay.”

Harriet closed her eyes and stood perfectly still for about ten seconds, then she looked at him and nodded. “I suppose we’d better get ready, then.”

After Luke had showered, Harriet used the bathroom mirror to put on her makeup. He’d brought a grey suit, white shirt and burgundy silk tie for the ball.

When she came out of the bathroom, she smiled approvingly as he stood by the armchairs. “Very handsome.”

Luke didn’t respond because he was staring at her makeup. She looked like a model. The eyeliner and mascara made her eyes look bigger than ever. The blusher made her face look angular, her cheekbones more prominent. But what stood out most was her Cupid’s bow mouth in the dark red lipstick.

Harriet saw his expression and smiled. Then she ran her finger roughly over her lips and held it up. The tip was clean and her lipstick still perfect. “It’s smear proof. And waterproof.”

She untied the robe and slipped it off her shoulders. Luke’s cock twitched. She stepped into her new panties and slid them up her long legs. Next she put on the bra, then slowly turned through three-sixty so he could admire his purchases. She looked fantastic.

Harriet took out the stockings, placed one foot on the bed and rolled the sheer nylon up her leg until the lacy top gripped her toned thigh. She repeated the performance for the second stocking, then took the dress from its hanger and put it on. The belt emphasised her narrow waist and the feminine swell of her hips. Finally, she stepped into her new shoes.

Luke’s pulse raged in his ears. She looked sensational. The only colour to break up the black of her outfit was the matching dark red of her lipstick and soles of her shoes.

She held out her phone. “Any chance you could carry this for me? I didn’t bring a black clutch-bag.”

Luke dropped it into his jacket pocket and dimmed all the lights except for a bedside lamp. The pyramid of fairy lights glowed like a small Christmas tree at the darkened end of the room.

Harriet took a deep breath. “Come on,” she said, pulling him through the door. “Let’s see what the evening brings.”

They took the lift to the ground floor, then followed signs to the conference suite. Waiters dressed as elves stood by the doors, holding trays of champagne flutes. Inside the large room were about thirty circular tables with white linen cloths, silver cutlery and polished glasses. Large groups of people stood around talking. Luke noticed several men running their eyes over Harriet.

Harriet’s phone vibrated and he passed it to her. She showed him the text. It was a photo of Maisie, Tia and Finn cuddling on their couch with the caption, ‘Merry Christmas!’ Harriet stepped by his side, snapped a selfie of them and sent it.

“So she’s not out cruising guys?” he teased.

“Not tonight.”

“Maybe we should have got a new wand for her Christmas stocking after all.”

“I think you should stop thinking about my friend’s sexual needs and concentrate on finding something nice for my Christmas stocking.”

He nodded at her outfit. “I don’t think you’ll need any help from me.”

They eventually found their seats and introduced themselves to the others at their table. Luke and Harriet were the only Brits, but it seemed all Scandinavians spoke perfect English. Luke didn’t like fish, but Norwegians apparently did. When the meal was over, the lights were dimmed and a band appeared on stage. Many couples moved to the dance floor, Luke and Harriet among them. Glancing around at all the other guests, he grew anxious. It seemed every man at the ball was part of a couple. He cursed himself for not anticipating this might be the case. Why would single men spend Christmas Eve in a place where there were hardly any single women?

They headed back to their table for a short rest and more wine, then returned to the dance floor. After a couple of songs, Luke voiced his concerns about the dearth of potential candidates. “This may not be the best venue for cruising guys.”

Harriet continued dancing, a half-smile on her face.

“What?”

Her smile broadened, then she moved close and danced so their bodies touched. “Are you sure that me finding another man is what you really want?”

“Yes.” He looked around, puzzled. “Have you already found one?”

Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

“Who?”

She glanced at the stage. Luke followed her gaze. The band was playing covers of old soul songs, and the saxophonist kept looking over in their direction.

Or to be more precise, he kept looking directly at Harriet.

“How did that happen?”

“Do you think he’ll let me blow his horn?”

Luke was lost for words, as she giggled and carried on dancing. At the end of the song, everyone turned towards the stage and applauded. The band members smiled their thanks, though the guy with the sax only smiled at Harriet.

She led Luke back to their seats and picked up her glass, watching him over the rim.

His mind raced. “How—?”

“All the guests are couples. That left the hotel staff or the band.” She shrugged. “The guy handing out champagne was cute, but I’m not in the mood for an elf. I checked out the band and saw something I liked.”

“And he evidently noticed you checking him out.”

“We’ve shared a few smiles.”

“But…” Luke sighed. Things were moving faster than he’d expected. “I just assumed it’d be one of the other guests, and that we’d talk to him for a while. You’d flirt and maybe dance, then invite him back to our room for a drink.”

Harriet leaned close, her expression serious. “We both know he’s not needed for talking or dancing.”

“So, how are you going to approach him?”

“I assume he’ll need a drink when the set is finished. I’ll offer to buy it for him.”

“And then?”

“I’ll tell him what I want in return.”

“Just like that?”

“Is there a subtle way of saying ‘my husband and I want you to fuck me’?”

Luke gawked at her. She was the belle of the ball by a long way, so it was hardly surprising the sax player had noticed her. Every man in the room had probably noticed her.

“Do you still want to go through with it?” she asked.

“Do you?”

She chewed at her lower lip. “If you could feel how wet I am, you wouldn’t need to ask.”

His balls tightened. “You’re wet from thinking about fucking him?”

“No. I’m wet from thinking about fucking him while you watch.”

Before he could respond, everyone in the room began clapping. Luke glanced around, confused, then saw the band taking a final bow. As they left the stage, the DJ announced he’d be providing the music for the rest of the evening. The spotlights went out and a strobe flashed over the dance floor.

Harriet looked into his eyes. “Well?”

Luke knew if he backed out now, he’d regret it for the rest of his life. “It’s what I want.” He squeezed her hand, running his thumb over the rings on her wedding finger. “And I think you want it, too.”

Harriet brushed a kiss across his lips, then walked towards the bar at the far end of the room. The fitted black dress, stockings and stilettos gave her a forties look, and the flashing of the strobe produced a slow-mo effect that further enhanced the film noir quality of the scene. Luke’s heart thundered in his chest, competing with the bass of the music.

He couldn’t see the bar because of the people dancing. The song changed. Some dancers left the floor and others joined, but Luke didn’t get a clear view of the bar during the shuffle. He waited. A different song came on, and still there was no sign of Harriet. Maybe the band hadn’t stopped at the bar. Had she gone to find them? A vision invaded his mind: his wife, stretched out on a chaise in the band’s dressing room wearing only stockings and shoes. Six guys surround her, running their hands over her breasts and between her legs. They start to undo their trousers—

Harriet appeared at the edge of the dance floor holding the hand of the sax player, who’d changed his shirt. He had dark wavy hair and blue eyes, and was taller than he’d looked on stage.

Luke stood up as they approached, his stomach full of butterflies.

Harriet smiled brightly. “Luke, I’d like you to meet Andreas.”

Luke managed to conjure up what he hoped was a friendly smile and held out his hand. Andreas shook it.

“I’ve explained the situation,” Harriet said, moving to stand next to Luke. She slipped her hand inside his jacket and stroked his back. “I told Andreas how we like to spice up our evenings every once in a while, and he’s happy to help out tonight.”

Andreas nodded earnestly. “Very happy,” he said.

I bet he is.

Luke glanced at his wife. She’d pretended this was something they often did to take the pressure off. He was impressed by her tactic.

“However,” Harriet said, looking up into her husband’s eyes. “The guys are playing in Drammen tomorrow, so as soon as they’re allowed back on stage to pack away their gear, they have a coach to catch.”

“Oh.” Luke wasn’t sure if this meant the deal was off.

Harriet dug in her nails, making his spine tingle. “They can’t shift their gear while the DJ’s there, though, so we have a window if we go up to our room now. It would mean missing the final hour of the ball, though.”

Her eyes bore into his. She was giving him one final chance to back out. A chance to leave it as just a fantasy. He could pretend he wanted to dance some more and still save face. His jaw muscles were clenched so tight his teeth hurt, but he wanted the reality.

“We can dance anytime,” he said.

Harriet’s expression told him she liked his decision. She wanted to fuck this guy, and that notion alone was enough to make Luke’s cock swell.

They left the conference suite and walked straight to the lifts. Once the doors had closed, Harriet turned to Andreas and smiled up at him. She leaned in and kissed his lips gently. He gave a self-conscious smile, glancing at Luke as the lift came to a stop and the doors opened. They walked down the corridor, Harriet holding Andreas’ hand. Luke opened the door and walked in first. He passed the bed and sat in one of the armchairs in the darkest part of the room.

Harriet didn’t pay any attention to her husband sitting just ten feet away. Standing by the bed, she slipped her arms around Andreas’ waist, parted her lips and tilted her head back. Andreas kissed her.

Luke’s breath caught. The musician began exploring Harriet’s body, his big hands running up and down her back and pulling her in tighter. She let out a moan as they kissed, then her hands moved to the buttons at the front of his shirt. Andreas pulled his head back as she undid his shirt and pushed it off his shoulders. His chest was broad with a smattering of dark hair, his arms toned and stomach flat.

Harriet ran her eyes over his body, then held his gaze as she unfastened the tie of her dress. She pulled the sides open and let it drop to the floor. Andreas gaped at her body in the black bra, panties, stockings and shoes that Luke had chosen for this very purpose. The outfit he’d intended another man to enjoy.

Harriet lay back on the red satin bed cover, gazing up into Andreas’ face. He bent down and kissed her stomach, then started to trail his kisses higher. After kissing her chest and neck, he reached beneath and unhooked her bra, easing it down her arms and off. Luke caught a glimpse of her hard nipples before Andreas took one into his mouth and sucked it.

Letting out little whimpers, Harriet cradled Andreas’ head and guided him to her other breast, then back to the first. When he started trailing his kisses back down her body, she arched up so he could slip his fingers into the waistband of her panties. Kneeling up slightly, he slipped the panties down her stockinged legs and off over the shoes. He showed no inclination to remove her Louboutins or stockings, and Luke didn’t blame him. She looked incredibly sexy with them on.

Harriet bent her legs and parted them. Andreas lowered his face between her thighs and she moaned, pushing her head back into the pillow. He rested his hands where the lacy stocking tops met bare skin and feasted on her sex. Her moans grew louder and she became more animated, gripping the back of his head and pushing her groin up, grinding herself against his face. After she’d come, she eased his head away, obviously too sensitive for more contact.

He smiled at her, cheeks slick with her juices. Luke struggled to steady his own breathing as precum dripped freely into his shorts.

Harriet sat up and started to unbuckle Andreas’ belt, then leaned up further and kissed him, no doubt tasting her own juices. After manoeuvring him back and off the mattress until he was standing by the foot of the bed, she got onto her knees and pulled his trousers and shorts down to mid-thigh.

His cock sprang out, long, hard and pointing directly at her face. Without hesitating, Harriet opened her mouth and took it between her painted lips. Andreas let out a sigh.

Luke watched his wife slide her once-faithful mouth up and down the other man’s cock. She eventually released it, looked up into Andreas’ face and lay down on her back. After running her hands down over her breasts and stomach, she parted her legs invitingly.

Andreas shucked off his shoes, trousers and socks and climbed naked onto the bed. Luke’s jaw clenched again as Andreas loomed over Harriet. She raised her groin so he could line his cock up, then placed her hands on his buttocks and pulled him into her hot, married cunt.

Luke couldn’t breathe.

She let out a groan. Andreas pulled back a little then pushed in deep, making her groan again. She ran her hands up his arms and gripped his shoulders. They soon fell into a rhythm, him delivering long, slow thrusts as she undulated beneath him.

Luke was in turmoil as he watched, simultaneously hurt and aroused. He chewed the inside of his cheek while his hard-on strained against his trousers.

Harriet’s voice rose in pitch and her groans became more urgent. She was working up to another orgasm and evidently Andreas knew it. He nuzzled her neck and increased the force of his thrusts. She wrapped her arms around his waist and clung to his back, sobbing with pleasure as he drove his cock into her again and again.

Harriet arched up and screamed, thighs trembling as she jerked and twitched. Then she pushed him off and rolled onto her stomach, turning to lie sideways across the bed before scrambling up onto all fours facing Luke. She reached behind for Andreas’ cock and guided it back to where it had just been. Then, for the first time since they’d returned to the bedroom, she looked at her husband. Her cheeks were flushed and her hair tousled, but her makeup was still immaculate.

Andreas drove his hips forward and Harriet winced. Maybe he went deeper in this position, but she was soon pushing herself back onto his cock. Andreas picked up the pace and fucked her harder, sending shockwaves through her hips and shaking her breasts.

She stared into Luke’s face while being fucked, letting out short gasps through clenched teeth. He wasn’t sure if she’d be able to make out his expression in the darkened side of the room, but he could see hers. She was getting reamed by a guy she’d known for less than an hour, and she’d never looked sexier.

Andreas’ breathing became ragged and his eyes squeezed shut.

Luke and Harriet hadn’t got as far as discussing safe sex. She was on the pill, so pregnancy wasn’t the issue. In her fantasy story, the stranger came inside her. But this was reality. Andreas wasn’t wearing a condom. He was bollocks-deep and getting close to blowing his load, and all three of them knew it.

From the way Harriet was throwing herself back on Andreas’ cock, she wanted him to come inside her. Before Luke could contemplate how he felt about that, Andreas dropped his head back, held still and grunted.

Harriet let out a growl and wiggled her hips from side to side, all the while staring into her husband’s face. Andreas resumed his movements and banged into her for another half minute or so, presumably draining his balls. Finally he stilled and took several deep breaths. He was sweating more than he had on stage.

The silence in the room was a little awkward. Andreas pulled out and said something about packing up the gear. Once he’d dressed, Luke stood up and walked over to the door. Andreas flashed Harriet a wide smile, nodded a sheepish thank you at Luke, then left.

Luke closed the door and turned to look at his wife on the bed. She’d repositioned herself onto her back in the middle of the red satin coverlet, still wearing the stockings and shoes.

He moved to the foot of the bed and ran his eyes over her body. She was every man’s dream. “Did you enjoy that?”

Harriet responded by slowly opening her legs.

He looked down at her sex, his heart thumping and his cock throbbing. Her inner thighs glistened with their juices, her pubes damp. A tell-tale trickle of pearly white seeped out and ran between her buttocks.

“Are you going to fuck me now?” she asked.

“You didn’t answer my question.”

“I assumed it was rhetorical. You just watched him make me come twice. Of course I enjoyed it.” She smiled. “And you didn’t answer my question.”

Luke slipped off his jacket and unzipped his trousers. “I thought yours was rhetorical, too.” Without bothering to take off his shirt or trousers, he clambered onto the bed between her legs and stabbed his cock into her.

She let out a long sigh and wrapped her arms around his waist.

He looked into her big brown eyes. “You’re really wet.”

“Well, somebody’s just filled my Christmas stocking with his goodies.”

He laughed. “Goodies?”

She rolled her hips and clenched around him. “Okay, he just filled it with his spunk.”

Luke shivered.

“I watched your face while he came inside me, so I know you liked it. I could see it turned you on.” She lowered her voice to a breathy whisper. “Are you enjoying sloppy seconds?”

He didn’t get time to answer. A violent spasm jolted him and he flooded her. Harriet cried out and rocked herself against him. She pulled him deeper, then he felt the clench of her orgasm. They kissed passionately, her tongue pushing against his. She’d had Andreas’ cock in her mouth, but he didn’t care. All that mattered was adding his own cream to the mix. It wasn’t a case of reclaiming her. He was simply showing how much he loved her.

They finally stopped moving, both panting. Luke felt lightheaded.

Harriet eventually broke the silence. “Do you think tonight will change things?”

He kissed the side of her head. “We’d be naïve to think it won’t. I mean, it’s not something either of us will forget.”

“Do you regret it?”

“No.”

“Will you feel the same tomorrow? Next week? Next year?”

Luke smiled. “Tomorrow is Christmas Day, and I know we’ll spend it here in Oslo. I don’t know what we’ll be doing next week or next year, but if we have a repeat performance, there’ll be no—”

“You’d do it again?”

Her shocked tone surprised him. “Yeah.”

“Wow, I thought…” She shook her head. “I just assumed this would be a one-off. A ‘fantasy fulfilled then locked away’ sort of thing.”

“Don’t you want to do it again?”

Harriet held his gaze. “Yes please.”

“Good.” He kissed her. “Merry Christmas.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 7

Luke was about to board his plane home when his phone chirped. He opened the text, then immediately pressed his phone to his chest and glanced around to see if anyone in the adjacent seats had seen his screen. Nobody was looking his way, thankfully. He peeked at the phone again, trying to take in the close-up photo of Harriet with her eyes closed and a fat cock buried in her mouth.

He’d spent the last two days visiting a client whose contract would double his company’s revenue. He couldn’t wait to tell Harriet, his wife and business partner, texting the good news as soon as he’d checked in and gone through to the departure lounge. As it was still very early, he hadn’t been surprised that it was almost an hour before she’d replied.

Great news, I’ll start looking at even bigger houses. I also have some news for you when you get home xx

A low-level buzz had developed in his gut. He’d hoped her news didn’t just concern an offer on their house.

Is it something you’ll have to describe for me in bed?

How many husbands would be heading home from a business trip hoping their wives had slept with another man?

That was when his phone had chirped and the photo had burst onto his screen.

Luke’s mind raced.

The guy must have taken the photo because Harriet’s eyes were closed. There was no way she could manage such an accurate, focussed selfie. A flood of emotions battled for his attention. He was turned on, no doubt about that, but also a little concerned.

Another message arrived and he was almost afraid to look at it. He took a peek while angling his phone close against his body. It was just a text.

Since you weren’t able to watch this time, I thought I’d get something for you to see.

An announcement for his flight confirmed the gate number. Before heading that way, Luke sent her one last urgent request:

I’m about to board the plane. Please don’t send any more photos. My boarding pass is on my phone and I don’t want them to scan an image of you giving head.

As he made his way to the boarding gate, he kept thinking about the photo. Why would Harriet let some guy take a photo of her sucking his cock? He could send that photo to all his mates.

Luke couldn’t relax for the entire flight. At least it was short. Since all he had was a carry-on, he skipped the baggage collection and headed for the taxi ranks. As they lived just a few miles from the airport, he was paying the driver and walking past the For Sale sign in his garden just fifteen minutes later.

Harriet was sitting in the living room, wearing one of his shirts. He could see she was naked beneath it and, despite his anxiety of the last couple of hours, his cock swelled immediately.

Smiling, she got up and walked to him. “Hello.” Her feet were bare, so she needed to go on tiptoes to kiss him. She smelled of shampoo and tasted of toothpaste.

“Hi.” There were so many questions he needed to ask, but he didn’t know where to—

“I’ve been fucked again.” Harriet started to undo the shirt she was wearing.

His questions were put on hold as her fingers worked their way down the buttons, exposing her nakedness.

She let the shirt hang open, flashing glimpses of her perfect body, then leaned in and kissed his neck. “I let another man push his cock inside me,” she whispered. “I knew it was wrong, but I let him do it anyway.”

“In that case, I suppose I’m going to have to take you back.”

“Hmm.” She smiled. “Besides, when he pushed his cock in, I knew it was what you wanted.”

Her warm breath and dirty words raised goosebumps on his arms and the hairs on the back of his neck. “So it was all for me?”

Harriet scrunched up her nose. “Well, not just you.” She unbuckled his belt and popped open the buttons of his jeans. “I’m pretty sure he wanted it too.” She slipped her hand inside Luke’s boxers and gripped his cock. Her fingers were warm and soft.

“And what about you?”

“Oh, I definitely wanted it.” She dropped to her knees and, holding eye contact, took him deep into her mouth.

Luke let out a long sigh. As he watched her head sliding forward and back on his cock, he pictured the photo she’d sent, trying to imagine what that guy must have thought when the beautiful woman he’d only just met asked him to take a picture of her sucking his cock. Had she told him it was for her husband?

Harriet pulled back and looked up, her hand still pumping. “Where do you want to come?”

“Where did your latest guy come?”

Her eyes widened. “Does it matter?”

“I’d like to know.”

“I’ll tell you all about it later but this isn’t about him. Where do you want to come?”

“Inside you.”

Harriet smiled and stood, still holding his cock. “Are you going to take me to bed?”

“Later.” He wrapped his arms around her waist, picked her up and carried her to the armchair. He dropped her onto the cushion and she squealed with laughter as she bounced. Her expression turned serious as she parted her legs and raised them onto the arms of the chair.

Luke dropped to his knees, dragged her forwards until she was at the edge of the cushion, then entered her. Harriet let out a long groan and dropped her head back. He fucked her with fast, hard thrusts and she writhed on the chair, clenching and releasing.

“I like when you take me back,” she said between thrusts.

Luke ran his hands beneath the shirt and teased her nipples. “I like when you fuck strangers.”

“So do I.” Her eyes fluttered. “I’m going to come soon. Will you come with me?”

He was already close. “Uh-huh.”

She jerked her hips up and down as he fucked her. “Come now. Come now!”

He felt the clench of her orgasm and exploded inside her. Harriet raked her nails down his arms and kicked her feet. Without really thinking about what he was doing, Luke ran one hand down over her hip and around the perfect semi-sphere of her arse. He kept moving his hand lower. Feeling the slickness of her juices between her buttocks, he pushed a finger into her anus.

Harriet jerked and let out a yelp, which morphed into a long wail that was accompanied by another clench as she came a second time. Luke pumped his hips and his finger. Harriet shuddered and grunted throughout.

When his cock finally softened, Luke pulled away and settled back, his hands on his thighs.

Harriet brought her legs off the chair arms and rested her feet on the floor, her thighs still visibly trembling. “I needed that. I haven’t had a man blow his load inside me for about eight hours.”

He laughed, slapping her leg. “Have I taken you back now?”

“Yeah.” She shook her head and blew out her cheeks. “God, that was intense.”

“It’s your own fault for teasing me with a photo just as I was about to get on the plane.”

She stood up and held out her hand. “Come on, I’ll tell you all about it in bed.”

Luke followed her up the stairs, admiring the sight of her arse moving beneath the shirt with each step she took. In the bedroom she removed the shirt and slipped naked into bed. He quickly stripped and joined her.

“So,” he said, pulling her close and enjoying the feeling of her soft naked body against his. “Tell me about your night out.”

“Maisie and I went to the club with the dancefloor in the cellar, and that’s where we met Noah.”

The last time she’d been in that club, she’d jerked off a guy while he fingered her. “And was there kissing and dirty dancing?”

“Yes, but not with him. I’d been kissing a different guy while Maisie and Noah swapped spit.”

“Oh?” He tried to make sense of what she was saying. “So how did you end up with Noah? Did you swap partners before the end of the night?”

“No. My guy started to get a bit annoying so I said goodnight and left him there.”

“So what happened? And why did you let this Noah guy take a photo of you sucking his cock?”

“He didn’t take it. Maisie did.”

“What?” Luke’s mind reeled. “Why the fuck would Maisie take a picture of that?”

“I asked her to.”

Luke sat up, coldness spreading in the pit of his stomach. “Start at the beginning.”

“I got into the taxi with Maisie and Noah. I intended coming straight home after dropping them off, but they convinced me to go in for a drink and get another taxi later.”

“Right.”

Harriet sat up and leaned back on her pillow next to him. “So we sat in her living room and had a couple of drinks, then the conversation began to get a little strained.”

“Strained or strange?”

“Both. I assumed they wanted me out of the way so they could get down and dirty. I took out my phone to call a taxi, but Noah said I shouldn’t rush off. I told him I had no intention of spending the night listening to Maisie getting railed in the other room, and he said, ‘Who said anything about you being in the other room?’”

“Just like that?”

She nodded. “Maisie told him I was happily married, and he pointed out that I hadn’t behaved like I was married in the club when I’d been snogging the other guy.” She let out a sigh. “So I told them that you and I had a sort of arrangement—”

“You told Maisie I’d watched you with another guy?”

“No, course not. I just said that you allowed me to have a little fun if I wanted to.”

His throat stopped closing in. “What did Maisie say to that?”

“She didn’t say anything. She just sat there wide-eyed, and probably a little stunned.”

“What did Noah say?”

“He smiled like a cat that had got all the cream.”

“Yeah, I bet he did.”

Harriet raised her brows at him, clearly picking up on the resentment he couldn’t quite keep out of his tone. “What do you mean by that?”

“Nothing.”

“Don’t give me that—you were more than happy when I told you I’d fucked him, so why the sudden change of heart?”

“I’m just a bit shocked that you’ve aired our dirty laundry to Maisie, that’s all.”

“Dirty laundry? I just said we had an arrangement. I didn’t tell her that you get off watching me fuck. She probably thinks the arrangement involves you with other women as well.”

That hadn’t occurred to him. It made him feel less of a pervert. “Yeah, I guess.”

“But that’s not the real problem, is it?”

“Huh?”

Harriet gave a humourless smile. “You’re not angry that Noah fucked me, you’re angry that he fucked Maisie as well.”

“That’s not—” He shook his head, then realised there might be some truth in her words. “I don’t think that’s the case.” He remembered the photo of Harriet and Maisie all dressed up for the Christmas party they’d attended last month. What man wouldn’t want to end up in bed with two women who looked like that?

She leaned closer and looked into his face. “You’re mad because some other guy got to nail us both.”

“I’m not mad, I just…” He tried to lighten the mood. “There must be a joke in there somewhere about Noah taking two of everything into his ark.”

Harriet smiled. “Please don’t be jealous.”

“I’m not jealous as such, and I’m not angry.” He took a deep breath and tried to collect his thoughts. “Sorry, I just worried about Maisie knowing. I thought this was something we were going to keep private from our friends.”

“That’s impossible if you send me out on the pull with Maisie.”

“Yeah, I guess.” He nodded, now eager to hear the details. “So, what happened next?”

“Like I said, we were all sitting in Maisie’s living room when Noah suggested we all spend the night together.”

“Did the idea of a threesome turn you on?”

She shook her head. “Not particularly. All my fantasies about a threesome involve me with two guys.”

“Oh?” His balls clenched.

She smiled, not seeming to realise how much her throwaway comment had affected him. “I was sitting next to him on the couch and he kissed me. Maisie came and sat on the other side and he kissed her too.”

“Did you kiss Maisie?”

She glared at him.

“So did you all go up to Maisie’s bed?”

“Not straight away. I think Maisie was still a bit freaked out by my admission, because she kept glancing at me to make sure I was okay with Noah running his hand up my leg and under my dress.”

“Were you wearing the same sort of clothes as you did for your other nights out?”

“What clothes?”

“You know, short dress, bare legs and high heels.”

She nodded. “That’s how all the women at the club dress.”

“So, he ran his hand up your dress…”

“He ran his hands up both our dresses, and we unfastened his trousers and got his dick out.” She smiled. “I could see Maisie was still unsure about me being involved, so I passed her my phone and told her to take a photo for me to send to you. Then I bent down and sucked his dick.”

“So the picture was taken on your phone?”

She nodded. “I wouldn’t trust anyone else to have a photo of me like that—not even Maisie.”

“Are there any others?”

“No.”

He pushed his leg against hers. “None of Maisie?”

“No, so stop perving after my friend.” She was smiling now, the flirty sparkle back in her eyes.

“So is that all that happened downstairs? Did you go upstairs as soon as Maisie had taken the photo?”

“No, we fooled around on the couch for quite a while.”

The familiar tingle started up again. “Can you be more specific?”

“There was a lot of groping and some oral.”

Luke waited. He needed more than that but didn’t want to come across as whiny.

She laughed at his expression. “I can’t remember everything, or the order in which it happened. There was a lot of kissing. The kissing got more heated, and hands came into play. We played with his dick and he fingered us both for a while.” She leaned closer. “He made Maisie come by fingering her.”

“But not you?”

“No. I didn’t come until he went down on me.”

“Was this in the bedroom?”

“No, still on the couch. He lay me back, peeled off my panties and ate me.”

“Is there a photo of that?”

She smiled and rolled her eyes. “No, there’s only one photo, remember?”

“Did he come before you headed upstairs?”

She gave him a knowing smile. “Yes, he did.”

“Where did he come?”

“Which time?”

Luke laughed, knowing she was now stringing him along. “Where did he come the first time?”

She took a deep breath, then shrugged. “The first time he came was while we were taking turns sucking his cock.”

Luke had a good idea whose mouth the guy had come in, but he raised his eyebrows to show he needed confirmation.

“Yes, in my mouth.”

“And did you swallow?” As far as he knew, no other man had come in her mouth since they’d met.

She nodded.

“So all the kissing and the fingering, that was done after he’d shot his load?”

“Yes.”

“What about when you went up to the bedroom?”

“By the time we got upstairs, he was ready to go again. We stripped naked and got into bed.”

“Was there any girl-on-girl action?”

She laughed and shook her head. “Never you mind.”

“I think it’s only normal that I’d want to know.”

“There’s nothing normal about what we’re doing. You want to know about me taking other men, so I’ll tell you that part.”

Luke’s cock was getting hard again. Harriet’s evasive answers suggested she and Maisie may have touched each other intimately, and that possibility turned him on more than he dared admit. But he didn’t want to push it. “So, tell me about what you did with Noah.”

She ran her hand down his leg. “Want me to tell you while you’re inside me?”

He nodded eagerly and shuffled down the bed until he was sprawled on his back. Harriet straddled him, held his cock up and lowered herself onto it. She let out a sigh, then began to slowly gyrate her hips.

“Well,” she said, “we laid him on his back and I climbed onto him exactly like this.”

“Did you insist he wear a condom?”

She shook her head. “That subject never came up, and I’d already taken one load in my stomach.”

“So you fucked him like this?”

She nodded. “And Maisie sat on his face. After a while, she and I swapped places.” She sighed and clenched around his cock. “I’m sorry, I can’t remember every little thing.”

“Did either you or Maisie come again while you were sitting on him?”

“I’m pretty sure we both did.”

“Did he?”

“No. We changed positions and he took turns fucking us from behind. He came like that inside Maisie.”

“What were you doing while he fucked Maisie?”

She smiled and ignored the question. “Are you going to come yet?”

Luke shook his head. “Did Noah stay the night?”

“Yes.”

“Did he fuck you both again?”

Harriet sped up her movements. “Yes.”

“Did he come again?”

“Twice.”

“Where?”

Her breathing was now ragged. She placed her hands on either side of his head, her face only inches above his as she bucked her hips. “You know where.”

“Both times?”

She shook her head. “The final time was this morning, and he sprayed it over our chests.”

The image of the two naked women lying side by side while a guy hosed their tits with cum was enough to provoke Luke’s orgasm. He grunted as he erupted inside her. Harriet ground her clit against him until the clench of her orgasm nearly emptied him out. He rolled her onto her side and banged into her with force until he was completely breathless.

Eventually, she opened her eyes and smiled. “Can I tell you a secret?”

A warm tingle fluttered through him. “Of course.”

“I love nothing more than you fucking me after I’ve been with someone else.”

He blinked, surprised. He’d thought she was going to admit to some Sapphic shenanigans with Maisie. “We’ve only done it twice.”

She chuckled. “It’s the energetic reaction I’m enjoying. You even fuck me hard after we’ve only talked about me being with other men.”

Luke considered it and had to agree. “I suppose it shows how much I approve of our new lifestyle.” He grinned. “Speaking of which, I’ve had another idea.”

“Oh?” She scooted around on the bed and his cock slipped out. She lay her head next to his and pulled the quilt over them. “What’s your idea?”

“We take another holiday.”

She laughed. “We’ve only just had one. And you were in France less than eight hours ago.”

“And in Switzerland just four hours ago. All the snow reminded me of Norway, and I got to thinking about that trip.”

“It was magical.”

“In particular, what happened in Oslo.”

Harriet narrowed her eyes dreamily. “That was magical, too.”

“So I thought we could have another holiday and you could do it again.”

She looked at him for a moment, then leaned in and blew in his ear. “We don’t need to go away to do that, you know. There are contact sites we can use, discretion assured.”

“Yeah, I know, and we will. But I thought we could do something a little special, maybe go somewhere hot.”

“Doesn’t the extra work for the other French thing mean we’ll be too busy?”

She had a point. “We could still go away, maybe just for a long weekend.”

“Well, I suppose Valentine’s Day is coming up in the next few weeks.”

Luke hadn’t thought of that. “Is it over a weekend?”

“No, but that doesn’t matter. We can have a Valentine weekend either before or after the fourteenth.”

“Great, I’ll start looking for places that are hot in February,” he said, already thinking about what she’d said earlier.

He’d had no idea that his wife fantasised about a threesome with two men.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 8

Luke started working on Mathieu’s software modifications while Harriet concentrated on supporting all their other customers. They worked long days on Monday and Tuesday to try and keep abreast of everything that needed to be done.

On Wednesday morning, Harriet received a phone call. Luke saw her expression grow ever more excited as the conversation progressed, and he immediately assumed it was Maisie. Maybe they were having another night out, or perhaps Noah had suggested another night in.

She ended the call and grinned at him. “We’ve had an offer on our house.”

“What?”

“That was the estate agent. The couple who viewed last week have offered two-twenty-five. The agent seemed to think we should hold out for two-thirty.”

He thought about it. The house had been valued at two-thirty-five. Then again, it would be good to have the sale over and done with as quickly as possible. “What do you think?”

Harriet looked undecided. “I don’t know. The agent pointed out we’ve only been on the market for a couple of weeks.”

“He just wants a bigger commission. I think it’s a pretty good offer, over ninety-five percent of asking price.” He could see her chewing her lip. “It’d mean you can start looking at bigger houses now.”

She smiled broadly. “I already have.”

“Tell them we accept.”

“Really?”

He nodded.

“He also said they were hoping for a quick completion because they’ve already got a buyer for their flat.”

“That’s fine.”

“But what if we can’t find a house in time?” she asked, now looking a little worried.

“We’ll rent somewhere for a couple of months.”

Her smile returned and she picked up the phone. Luke went back to working while she spoke to the agent. After she’d ended her call, she walked over to the office door and locked it.

He wondered what was happening until he saw her expression. She unbuttoned her blouse as she walked towards his desk.

“What are you doing?” he asked, smiling.

“I’m going to fuck my boss.”

He could see her dark red bra beneath her open blouse. “I’m not your boss, I’m your business partner.” He pushed his office chair back from his desk and spun through ninety degrees as she reached him.

“In that case, I’m going to fuck my business partner.” She hitched her skirt up her thighs, climbed onto his knee and started to undo the buttons of his jeans.

“What about your husband?”

“Oh, don’t worry about him.” She leaned close and kissed him gently on the lips. “He likes me to fuck around.”

“I find that hard to believe.” He let out a groan as her cool fingers wrapped around his quickly swelling cock.

Harriet pulled her dark red thong to one side and swiped his sensitive tip through her slick folds. “I found it hard to believe until I saw how turned on he gets after my dates.”

Luke watched her rise up and impale herself on his cock. Both let out a sigh. She rode him slowly and it felt wonderful, but he’d been enjoying her roleplay.

“Why does he get turned on after your dates?”

“He loves it when I don’t keep my legs together. What he doesn’t realise is that I can’t.”

“You can’t?”

“Not when a stranger’s filling me with cock. It’d be rude.”

He closed his eyes for a second and concentrated on the feeling of being swathed in her hot, wet sheath. She could probably make him come just from talking like this, and the way she was bouncing on his cock meant he wouldn’t be able to last long. “I hear you’ve started sucking their cocks as well.”

Harriet pulled her head back and looked into his eyes. “You heard right. I let the last one come in my mouth.”

“Did your husband like that?”

“He seemed to.”

“What about the stranger?”

“Oh, he loved it.” Harriet bounced harder. “He twitched and moaned as he sent spurt after spurt into my mouth. Then he whimpered when I swallowed everything he had.”

Luke closed his eyes and gave her everything he had.

Harriet bucked her hips faster until she came. She pulled his hair and ground against him, then slowed and let out a long sigh. “I like fucking in the office.”

“When we set up our office in the new house, we should put a chaise longue in it.”

She stood up and smoothed down her skirt, then buttoned up her blouse. “And a hot tub in the corner.”

He laughed. “I think we may need a few more lucrative contracts before then, but I really like the idea of going to work in my jammie bottoms and not needing to shave.”

“Ooh, I hadn’t thought of that.”

“It won’t apply to you.” He grinned. “You’ll have to wear tight skirts and high heels every day, though we’ll have casual dress on Friday when you can wear a see-through negligée.”

“Dream on. It’ll be leggings and slippers for me in the office. I’ll save the heels and negligée for dates with my bulls.”

A tingle of excitement ran through him at her mention of bulls.

Harriet didn’t seem to notice. She unlocked the office door and they resumed their work.

* * * *

Though there were many tropical places Luke and Harriet wanted to visit, it made sense not to travel too far for a three-day break. The Canary Islands seemed to have an average air temperature of around seventy degrees in February and was only a four-hour flight away. Mauritius and the Maldives would remain on their wish-list until they could take a longer break.

They found a website deal for a hotel in Fuerteventura and booked the weekend after Valentine’s Day. They worked long hours in the office for the rest of the week, then spent the weekend going through the stuff in the loft, Luke making numerous trips to the town refuse dump.

On the morning of the fourteenth, Luke brought Harriet breakfast in bed. He slid in beside her and passed her the tray. Alongside a cup of coffee and an almond pastry, he’d placed a card and small, gift-wrapped box.

She read the card and leaned over to kiss him, then opened her gift. “Oh, thank you.” She held up the short silver chain with the two ornate, shiny letters hanging from it. “You must have had this made,” she said, putting it around her wrist.

“No.”

“But it’s got my initials on.”

“I know. And it’s not a bracelet, it’s an anklet.”

“Oh.” She laughed and slipped it off over her hand. “I thought it was a bit big.”

“And although they happen to be your initials, all the anklets they sell have the same two letters.”

She gave him a puzzled look.

“The HW stands for hotwife,” he explained.

Harriet’s eyes and mouth opened wide.

“It’s true, I swear. Ladies wear them to let men know they’re available for sex.”

“Seriously?”

“Yep. There’s other designs. One says ‘slutwife’, and another has a shape like the ace of spades for women who only want black bulls.”

“Wow.” She shook her head. “Are you suggesting I wear this when I go out with Maisie?”

“I hadn’t thought about that. I just thought you could wear it this weekend in Fuerteventura.”

She bit her lip. “Do you think any men will know what it means?”

“I’m sure they would if you went to a swingers’ club, but chances are the guys on holiday won’t have a clue.”

“I’ll wear it anyway, just for you.”

“Thanks. You can wear it tonight as well.”

She frowned. “What’s happening tonight?”

“I’ve booked us a table at that restaurant in Prestbury you like.”

“Really?”

“It’s Valentine’s Day, and I’m a hopeless romantic.”

She shook her head. “No you’re not, but I love you anyway.”

Luke smiled at her, then raised his eyebrows hopefully. “Is there a card for me?”

Laughing, she reached into the top drawer in her bedside cabinet. “I got a card, but not a present.” She handed it over, then leaned close. “I thought I’d give you sloppy seconds on Saturday night.”

Luke’s jaw dropped.

She grimaced apologetically as she saw his expression. “Was that a little too crude?”

“No, not at all. I just…” He gave a little laugh. “Sloppy seconds will be the best present ever.”

She stared into his eyes. “Do we have time for a quickie?”

“Can you eat your pastry on the way to the office?”

She put the tray down on the floor by the side of the bed and bent her legs up to slip off her panties. Then she pulled him on top of her. He released his cock from his boxers and entered her. She moaned and wrapped her arms around his waist.

“Don’t be gentle,” she whispered. “Just use me anyway you want.”

Luke lifted himself up on straight arms and pumped his hips. “Like that?”

She nodded, wriggling her hips from side to side. “Yeah, just like that.”

“Will you come?”

“Probably not, but I don’t care. I just want to be fucked hard.”

Luke stared into her beautiful face and jackhammered his hips.

After a couple of minutes she reached up and scratched his arms. “Okay, maybe I lied.” She started to move with him, pushing up to meet his thrusts. Her eyes closed and her mouth fell open. He fucked harder, driving his cock through her clenches and spasms. She cried out and wrapped her legs around his. He felt the tell-tale tingle deep in his loins.

“Can I come where Noah did?”

She blinked, then nodded. “You can come wherever you want.”

He gave a few more thrusts then withdrew and knelt up. Harriet opened her mouth and sat up, but he pushed her back down—that wasn’t his plan. He leaned over and sprayed his cum all over her breasts. She groaned and writhed beneath him. Once he’d stopped spurting, she pulled him down on top of her and rubbed their bodies together, smearing the warm mess between them.

He kissed her lips. “Happy Valentine’s Day, Mrs Whittaker.”

“Same to you, Mr Whittaker.”

He knelt up and surveyed their chests. “I think we need a shower.”

“I think I just had one.”

He laughed. “Yeah. But for the next one we’ll use soap and water.”

* * * *

Luke was dressed for dinner and waiting in the lounge. When Harriet walked in, she stopped in front of him and smiled. She wore a fitted black dress with black patent leather heels, and she looked fabulous. Turning to the side, she looked down at her right leg. The HW anklet sparkled in the lamplight.

“You look gorgeous,” he said.

“Is wearing this like a binding contract? If a guy makes a pass at me while I have it on, do I have to just spread my legs no matter what?”

“Yep, that’s the deal. When you wear it, you’re giving anyone in the world permission to bend you over and fuck your brains out, no matter where you are or what they look like.”

Harriet smiled. “Cool. Come on, let’s go.”

He laughed and led her out to the car. The restaurant was in a small, picturesque village about ten miles from their house. It was a cold, wet evening, but the car park was just a short walk from the restaurant. Once they’d been seated and ordered their meal, they chatted about the software upgrade, other projects they were working on, and the state of the loft, which still wasn’t quite empty. Then Harriet told him about a house she’d seen in Glossop, a small market town in the Peak District.

“It’s about seventeen miles away from our house, and it’s on the main train line so we could easily get into Manchester,” she said.

“What’s the house like?”

She smiled. “Perfect.”

“Can you be more descriptive?”

She took out her phone and opened a page in her browser. Luke flicked through the photographs. It was a detached, double-fronted sandstone house with a large garden on a leafy side road. The back garden sloped away, leading to open views over hills and woodland. Inside, the downstairs had been converted to a large, open-plan space with oak block floors and leather couches. There was an open fire, and the back wall was mostly glass, looking out over the garden and beyond. Upstairs, there were four bedrooms and two bathrooms. Best of all was a good-sized barn to one side of the house, which the previous residents had already converted into a bright, modern office. The place was on the market at £545,000.

He passed the phone back. “You’re right, it’s perfect.”

“It’s more than you said we should spend.”

“It’s still within what we can afford, though, particularly if we don’t have to cough up for office rental anymore.”

A beautiful smile lit up her face. “This year just keeps getting better.”

“Don’t set your heart on it. Someone else might beat us to it, or our buyers may drop out.”

“Okay.” She bit her lip and frowned.

“You’ve already set your heart on it?”

She nodded.

“Then definitely make an appointment to view—before we go away, if you can. If it’s as good as it looks in the photos, we’ll offer their asking price.”

“Thank you.”

He reached over, squeezed her hand, then switched to one of his favourite subjects. “So, have you seen any of the men in here checking out your anklet?”

“It’s hard to tell. Men are always checking out women’s legs and feet.”

He nodded. “We’re all perverts.”

“Yes, you are. Fortunately, I’m a slut so I enjoy the attention.” She picked up her wine and took a sip. “I might try and get my legs waxed and a spray tan before Friday.” Eyes sparkling, she leaned close and whispered, “Do you want me to get my lady-parts waxed?”

Luke shrugged. “I like your little triangle, so only do it if it’s what you want.”

“I’ll see how brave I’m feeling.”

They both refused dessert but had coffee. Luke drove them home and they went straight to bed. Their lovemaking was gentle and sensual, and nothing at all like their morning session had been.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 9

Boarding a plane on a dark, cold morning then disembarking four hours later into a hot, sunny afternoon put a smile on Luke’s face. It took half an hour to get through the airport and onto a coach to the resort, and another forty minutes to get to their hotel. Much of the landscape was barren, but the resort was green and lush, with brightly coloured flowers and bushes along with the palm trees and huge cactus plants. The hotel had three pools, and their room’s balcony overlooked the Atlantic.

They checked in, put on t-shirts and shorts and went for a walk. At a small bar overlooking the harbour, they sat at a table in the sun, sipping cold beer and eating a club sandwich.

Luke glanced down and compared his wife’s legs to his own. “You made the right choice getting a spray tan. I look anaemic.”

“I didn’t want to be all pink and sunburned for my date tomorrow night.”

The familiar buzz developed in his stomach. “Speaking of which, you forgot to put on your anklet.”

“I wasn’t sure it’d go with my flip-flops.”

“It’s you that’s important, not the shoes.”

“Well tomorrow I’ll wear it with much sexier shoes.”

He decided to tell her about his idea. “I’ve been thinking…”

“Now there’s a surprise.” She took a slug from her beer and moved her seat closer. “I suspect there’s been little else on your mind since we booked the trip.”

It’d be pointless to deny it. “True, but I’ve been thinking about something in particular.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. Since you had to share your last bull with Maisie, I thought you might like… this time… to let two men share you.”

Her eyes widened. “You don’t mean that.”

“Why not? You said you often fantasised about a threesome with two men.”

“Yeah, but…” She put down her bottle and frowned. “Would you be okay with that?”

“If it’s what you want, I’ll—”

“I love the idea of being spit-roasted while you watch from a chair.”

He blinked. “You—?”

“I’d like you to watch them spread me out on the bed and kiss me all over.”

This wasn’t going the way he’d planned.

“They could take turns fucking me on my back before getting me on all fours and fucking me from both ends.”

Luke was speechless, though the idea of what she was describing turned him on.

“This would take it to another level,” she whispered. “This would take our adventures into the realm of fantasies.”

“Wasn’t what you did in Oslo a fantasy?”

“Yeah, but that was just one guy. What made it so hot was the fact you were watching while I did it.”

“But with two guys?”

“Two guys at the same time is really hot in itself. The fact you’ll be watching takes it up to volcanic.”

Luke now knew that his fantasy of being involved in her threesome wouldn’t happen. Not in Fuerteventura, at least. Harriet’s expression suggested she was already thinking about what the men might do to her. They wandered back to their hotel, put on swimming costumes and went to the least crowded pool. After sunning themselves on loungers for a while, they took a dip. When Harriet swam close and pressed her body against his, the wet, slippery softness of her legs had the same effect as always when they went swimming. Luke got an erection. He pulled her close and pressed it against her.

She smiled. “After getting to the airport so early, we should probably have an early night.”

He nodded enthusiastically.

“I’m going to need a good night’s sleep, because I think tomorrow night will be exhausting.”

He stuck his bottom lip out.

Harriet laughed. “Just look forward to those sloppy seconds. Or whatever it is you call it when you get to go in third.”

A shiver ran through him. “You might be too sore for me to go in at all after a night with two guys.”

She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. It was easy to support her in the water. “I’ll never be too sore for you to reclaim me.”

“You’re not helping my hard-on.”

“I don’t mind if you have a wank.” She slipped from around him and batted her eyelashes. “I might even watch you.”

“Will you give me a hand?”

She laughed and swam away, dipping her face into the water and doing perfect front-crawl.

They dried off in the sun and headed up to their room around five. After showering, they went down to dinner and had a couple of drinks at the terrace bar before returning to their room a little after nine. Nicole stripped to her panties and lay on the bed. “Do you want me to help you get some relief?”

He shook his head. “I’ll be happy to wait my turn.”

“Okay.”

He did have one concern, though. “Where are we going to find your bulls?”

“I thought I could just dress like a slut and the anklet would do the rest for me.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.” He looked around the room. “Will we bring them back here?”

She nodded. “I’m not going to a strange room with two men, even with you there.”

“Might look dodgy to the other guests.”

“I don’t care, we’ll be leaving the following day.” She kissed his cheek. “Thanks for suggesting I have my fantasy.”

“Like I said, I’m a hopeless romantic.”

“I’m not sure getting two studs to fuck your wife is a romantic gesture, but I’m certainly not complaining.”

* * * *

The following morning was bright and sunny, and after breakfast they took their coffee out to a table on the terrace.

Harriet was reading her phone. “Maisie says there was a smattering of snow last night back home.”

Luke laughed. “Want me to take a picture of you sipping your coffee in the sunshine?”

She grinned and passed him the phone. As he aimed it at her, she crossed her legs, flashing a lot of thigh, and picked up her coffee cup. Holding out her pinkie, she smiled brightly. Luke took the photo, and immediately flashed back to the photo Maisie had taken of Harriet sucking Noah’s cock.

As he handed her phone back, he tried to keep his voice casual. “Did you ever send Maisie the photo she took of you with Noah?”

“No, of course not.” She stared at him like he was mad. “What’s more, as soon as I’d sent it to you, I deleted it. I think you should delete it from your phone as well.”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes! I don’t want to run the risk of anyone else seeing it.”

“Okay.” He hesitated with his next question but asked it anyway. “Does Maisie know what we’re hoping to do tonight?”

“No. I told her that since we have a busy few weeks coming up with the new contract and possibly moving house, we were taking this break to recharge our batteries.”

He smiled, pleased. “What do you want to do today?”

“Take things easy because I’ll be in for a busy night.”

Chuckling, he nodded. “I’m going in for another coffee. Do you want anything?”

“Orange juice, please.”

As he made his way back to the terrace with the drinks, he could see that a man had stopped at their table and was talking to Harriet. When Luke got outside, he saw the hotel logo on the guy’s polo shirt.

Harriet smiled as Luke approached. “Hey, honey. I was just asking—” she peered at the young man’s name tag “—Carlos about the night life, and he tells me there’s lots to do on a Saturday night.”

The guy nodded eagerly. “Go anywhere, lots of music and dancing. Happy Hour starts at six.”

“Ooh, six sounds like a very happy way to spend an hour.”

The guy smiled and nodded before walking away.

Luke doubted he’d understood Harriet’s joke. He placed their drinks on the table and sat down. “I’ve a good mind to tell Carlos to bring five of his friends up to the room so they can show you that six in an hour might not make you that happy after all.”

She picked up her orange and swung her hanging leg. “Want to bet?”

He ignored her. “I think a walk along the beach would be a nice way to spend an hour this morning.”

“That’s fine with me. Can we get some lunch in a bar, like yesterday? I enjoyed that.”

Once they’d finished their drinks they made their way out of the hotel grounds and onto the path that ran along the shoreline. They headed south, away from the busier part of the beach, then walked through the dunes and down to the water’s edge. They kicked off their flipflops and paddled in the sea, holding hands and chatting about the house in Glossop. They’d gone to view it on Thursday and had loved it. What’s more, the lady selling the house seemed to have taken a shine to Harriet. When Luke said they’d pay the asking price, the lady had promised to tell the agent not to send any more potential buyers.

“I can’t believe we’re going to live there.”

“Believe it.”

“It’s been a great week so far.”

He nodded at the surrounding blue sky and aquamarine sea. “Well you’d better make the most of this because if interest rates keep going up, we may not be able to afford another holiday for a while.”

“Oh, I intend making the most of tonight.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

She leaned close and nuzzled his neck. “Yes it is. You only brought me here to watch me get fucked by two men.”

His cock stirred inside his shorts.

After sitting on the beach for a while to allow the sun to dry their feet, they wandered into town. Harriet bought a couple of small toys from one of the many giftshops to take back for Maisie’s kids. Then they chose a bar with outside tables where they ordered cold beers and open sandwiches.

Luke noticed Harriet watching the men walking past and kicked her foot under the table. “Are you window shopping?”

She laughed then held his gaze for a second. “I can’t believe you’d suggest me having two guys.”

This was his chance to admit that his original plan had been to get another man to help him pleasure her, but he chose not to. Being involved would limit what he could see. By watching, he would get to witness everything the men did to her and see her expressions. And after the men had left, he’d get his own release. He smiled at her. “I like the idea of you fulfilling your fantasy.”

“There are a lot of good-looking men here,” Harriet remarked.

He looked at the blokes walking past the bar. Many of them were tanned and muscular, and a surprisingly large number of them had tattooed calves.

“Should we think about safe sex?” she asked.

She hadn’t seemed to bother with the sax player or Noah. “I suppose it’d be wise.”

She nodded. “We’d better buy some condoms, then.”

Once they had finished lunch they headed back to the hotel, calling at the pharmacy on the way. Harriet picked up a pack of twelve.

Luke laughed. “Is that for Carlos and his friends?”

“Yeah, maybe I could have a couple of happy hours.”

Back at the hotel, they donned swimming costumes and went back to the quietest pool. The only other people there were two other British couples. The men were fit, toned lads in their twenties, and their blonde wives looked so similar that Luke thought they must be sisters.

A passing waiter asked them all if they wanted anything from the bar. Harriet asked for a coke, and Luke ordered a beer. When the waiter returned a few minutes later, he was carrying a tray. The sisters had evidently ordered cocktails, and they laughed at Harriet’s expression.

“You should get one of these next time,” the one with the longer hair said.

The six of them made small talk. Luke had been right; the women were sisters. The foursome lived in Kent and had been at the resort for a week. After a few minutes, the two sisters removed their bikini tops to sunbathe. Harriet gave a questioning glance at Luke, and he nodded. She smiled and removed her own top, then lay back on her lounger. Everyone sunbathed in silence, though Luke took the occasional dip in the pool to cool off.

The waiter returned and took their next orders. Luke stuck with beer, but Harriet chose a cocktail. There was more sunbathing, and then the sisters got up and packed their books into their bags.

One of them looked over at Harriet. “We’re off into town for a drink while these two play pickleball. You’re welcome to join us if you like.”

Harriet smiled and shook her head. “Thanks, but I’m going to hang around here for a while. Maybe we’ll bump into you later.”

The women nodded and left. Harriet lay back on her lounger and closed her eyes. Luke did likewise, and he must have fallen asleep because he was roused by squealing and laughter. When he opened his eyes, Harriet and the two guys were splashing each other in the pool. What’s more, she was still topless.

When Luke sat up on his lounger, she looked his way and waved. “Are you coming in for a swim?” she called.

“No, I’m good.”

She smiled back at the men, then swam between them and whispered something. A chilling realisation slowly swept over Luke. Surely she didn’t intend…

Jeez! She’s already propositioned them.

While the sisters Harriet had befriended were in a bar enjoying half-price drinks, Harriet would be having a happy hour of her own with their husbands. He saw her say something to the men and then swim back towards his lounger.

She rested her arms on the edge of the pool and smiled at him. “Guess what?”

“I think I’ve already worked it out.”

Her smile widened. “Turns out they think my suggestion will be more fun than pickleball.”

“I think they’re probably right.”

The two men seemed to be holding their breaths at the other end of the pool in case the grumpy husband decided not to share his wife after all.

“Are you okay with it?” she asked.

“Are you?” He inclined his head at the empty loungers the sisters had used. “It seems a bit callous after they invited you out.”

“We’ll never see any of them again, and it seemed like too good an opportunity to miss.”

The idea of picking up two men in a bar had been worrying him a little, and this seemed like the perfect solution. He nodded, and she flashed her eyes at him then swam back to tell the two men.

As the four of them made their way towards the hotel, Harriet did the introductions to Aaron and Dominic. “This is Luke,” she said, hugging his arm. Their smiles were friendly enough, though Luke wondered what they really thought of someone who would offer his wife in such a way.

They took the lift to the second floor and walked in silence to their room. Luke wondered if Harriet felt as nervous as he did.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 10

The maid had cleaned the room. Harriet kicked off her flip-flops and stood at the side of the neatly made bed. Since there wasn’t a chair for him to use, Luke opened the patio door and got one from the balcony. Suspecting Harriet’s voice might carry, he closed the door again and pulled the net curtain in case anyone on the neighbouring balconies happened to look over the wall. He placed the chair a few feet from the side of the bed, then sat down.

Harriet pulled off her shirt and peeled down her bikini bottoms. The two men stared at her body with hunger in their eyes, but neither could have been as surprised as Luke was to see her completely hairless below the waist. Aaron and Dominic removed their t-shirts and stepped close, and Harriet ran her hands over their chests.

Luke watched his wife go up on tiptoes and kiss the men in turn while they stroked and caressed her body. Despite her spray tan, their bodies were several shades darker than hers. Her breathing became a little ragged from the kissing and groping, and she sat on the bed and tugged at their shorts impatiently. Both men stripped to reveal white untanned flesh and fully erect cocks. Harriet reached out and gripped them, then leaned to take Aaron’s cock into her mouth as she pumped Dominic’s. She switched her attention between the two men for several minutes before Aaron suggested she lie on the bed.

Harriet did so, glancing at Luke. He caught his breath as she settled on her back and parted her legs.

Both men joined her on the bed, Dominic kneeling by her hip and Aaron between her feet. They stroked and kissed her body, each taking a nipple into his mouth. Harriet sighed and purred at the attention. Aaron released her nipple to trail kisses down her belly and over her smooth pubis. He ran his tongue through her folds several times before pressing it against her clit and pushing two fingers deep into her cunt.

Harriet groaned and arched up, pumping her hips on his fingers. “I need your cock in there,” she rasped.

Aaron looked more than happy to oblige. He positioned the tip between her folds and pushed in. Harriet dropped her head as far back as she could then motioned for Dominic to move further up the bed. He quickly crawled onto the pillows and placed his knees by her shoulders, facing his friend. Harriet opened her mouth and he fed her his cock.

Luke watched as his wife was speared from both ends, glad that his shirt was long enough to hide the bulge of his own erection tenting his trunks.

Dominic nodded to where Aaron’s cock was sliding in and out of Harriet’s sex. “I want some of that.”

They quickly changed places. Dominic entered Harriet as she eagerly licked her own juices from Aaron’s dick. While she took him deep into her mouth, Luke wondered about her previous threesome. Had she licked Maisie’s juices from Noah’s cock?

“Oh fuck.” Harriet had released Aaron and was pushing her hips up to meet Dominic’s thrusts.

Luke could tell she was close.

“Oh yeah, that’s…” Her eyes squeezed shut and her entire body jerked as she came. Crying out, she gripped Dominic’s arms and ground herself against him, riding out every spasm before dropping back on the bed, breathless. The two men stared down at her, waiting until she was ready to resume. Luke was impressed by their patience; both must have been aching to come.

Harriet opened her eyes, smiling, then sat up and quickly manoeuvred herself until she was on all fours between them, facing Dominic. She reached for his cock, still glistening with her juices, and took almost its full length into her mouth. Aaron entered her from behind.

For the next few minutes, Luke fulfilled Harriet’s wish by watching every second of her getting spit-roasted.

Dominic let out a low groan and dropped his head back. Harriet bobbed her head faster. Aaron banged harder from behind, pushing Harriet onto Dominic’s cock. Luke was amazed to see she was now taking his full length into her throat.

With a grunt, Dominic jabbed his hips forward and Harriet groaned. She was still gulping when Aaron held still and exhaled. Both men were coming at the same time, and a weird sense of exhilaration swept through Luke. He glanced over at her bag on the dressing table, where the condoms remained unopened in their box. As Aaron resumed his thrusts, Harriet reached down to play with her clit, bringing herself off again before Aaron had stopped pumping his hips.

She collapsed on the mattress between their knees, gasping for air. After a few long moments, when all Luke could hear was her breathing, she propped herself up and turned around until her head was on the pillow. The guys lay on either side. She linked her hands through their arms.

The room was now completely quiet except for the steady hum of the air conditioning. The three on the bed looked fully relaxed, bodies languid and expressions content. Luke still trembled with desire and anticipation, but forced himself to remain passive in the chair. His cock was like steel and his balls ached for release, but the twinkle in Harriet’s eyes suggested she hadn’t finished her fantasy yet.

She flashed Luke a smile, then rolled onto her tummy and went up onto her knees. Looking down at the two men, she ran a hand over each of their flat, toned stomachs. “Are you two ready for more yet?”

They both gave confident smiles, and Harriet lowered her head and took Aaron’s flaccid cock completely into her mouth. She closed her eyes and bobbed her head, no doubt using her tongue to encourage the blood to flow back to where he needed it. When she released it, the cock was thickening.

She took Dominic’s already swollen cock into her mouth and sucked him animatedly, using her hand to cup his balls as she bounced her head and moaned. By the time she went back to work on Aaron, Dominic was fully erect.

She left Aaron fully hard to straddle Dominic, who was lying closest to Luke’s chair. Harriet lowered herself onto his cock and rode him slowly, her hips rolling in an almost circular motion as she raised and lowered with each thrust. After a minute or so, she moved over to Aaron and fucked him in exactly the same way. Luke could hear the squelching of his cock sliding in and out of her sodden hole. She returned to Dominic for another minute, then it was Aaron’s turn again.

Her movements became less fluent, and Luke realised she was nearing another climax. Harriet closed her eyes, grinding herself against him until she came. She smiled down at Aaron, then lowered herself back onto Dominic before lying down on his chest.

With a brief, sly smile at Luke, she turned her head away from him, reaching for Aaron’s arm and whispering something to him. Aaron immediately sat up and positioned himself behind the other two. Luke held his breath, suddenly aware of what his wife had asked for. Aaron placed a knee between her open legs and braced his other foot on the floor.

Harriet reached out for Aaron’s cock and guided it to the rosebud of her backside. “Take it slow.”

Her entire groin was slick with juices, as was Aaron’s cock. He pushed forward and Luke watched, mesmerised, as she opened up around his tip.

She groaned, and Aaron pulled back a little before leaning in and sinking another inch inside her. Harriet was breathing through her mouth, short pants of air being sucked in and blown out. Aaron pulled back and pushed in yet again, and this time he didn’t stop until his balls came to rest on those of his friend beneath her.

Luke’s wife now had two cocks buried inside her, separated only by a thin membrane. After a brief pause, the three of them began to move in a slow, sensual motion. Harriet moaned and whimpered in delight. Luke watched the spectacle from a mere four feet away. The sight of the two cocks sliding in and out of his wife’s holes made him tremble all over.

He kept stealing glances at her face, the closed eyes and pouting lips showing her pleasure. Through the raging sound of his pulse in his ears, Luke heard the participants’ murmurs grow more urgent. Harriet’s moans had become yelps, and both men were grunting with each exhale. Dominic arched up and Luke saw his balls rise. Aaron must have felt the neighbouring cock twitch because he doubled the speed of his thrusts until his balls also lifted inside their sac.

For the second time in less than half an hour, two men were simultaneously unloading into his wife. Harriet let out a screech, her arms and legs twitching as she bucked between the men. He wondered if this finale had always been part of her two-men-at-once fantasy.

Luke realised he was glad that she’d suggested two bulls. Being able to watch had thrilled him more than he’d ever imagined. Though he doubted Aaron or Dominic would believe it, Luke had enjoyed what had just happened as much as they’d enjoyed Harriet.

The three on the bed slowly separated. Aaron pulled out and stood up, and Harriet lifted off Dominic. It was obvious the session was over. The two men began to dress. Luke stood up and hoped his shirt continued to hide the bulge in his trunks. Harriet stayed on the bed and smiled at the two men as they said goodbye. They gave Luke a brief smile before leaving.

He approached the bed and Harriet stared up into his face for a second before slowly opening her legs. Her entire groin was slick with cum, thick globs of pearly white still seeping from her.

“Do you want me to shower first?” she asked.

“What do you think?” He shrugged off his shirt and rolled down his trunks. His cock sprang out, the tip coated with precum.

“Do you want to fuck my mouth first, like they did?”

“No.”

As he climbed onto the bed, she reached up to cup his face with her hands. “Thank you for my threesome. You’re about to get your Valentine’s Day gift.”

“Yeah. I guess I wouldn’t have got this if they’d used the condoms.”

“The condoms were for strangers off the street. We know those two are in steady relationships, so I thought it’d be safe to let them go in bareback.”

“So you did think about it?”

“Of course I did. I also made sure I got both of them to come in there so that yours would be the third shot.”

He grinned. “You arranged it that way for just for me?”

“For both of us.”

He positioned his cock at her entrance and paused. “I may not last long.”

“I know. Just enjoy it. Don’t worry about me.”

He pushed into her molten heat. He closed his eyes and visualised orange lava dripping down the hillside. In reality the other men’s spunk was running down the shaft of his cock and cooling on his balls.

“Do I feel good?”

He opened his eyes and let out a sigh. “You feel great.”

She clenched and released, rocking her hips and edging him ever closer. “So what are you waiting for?”

Luke pumped his hips and watched her face as he exploded inside her. She wrapped her arms around his back and held him close as he shuddered and twitched, all the tension finally leaving his body.

They lay together like that for a long time. The sun moved closer to the sea and the sky took on a purple tinge.

“I’ll go for a shower,” she whispered.

He nodded and watched her walk to the bathroom, then lay on his back and re-lived everything he’d seen over the last hour.

Once Harriet was finished in the bathroom, Luke went for his shower. The water felt great and he stayed under the powerful jets for quite a while. Then he towelled himself dry and went back into the bedroom, where he stopped in his tracks.

Harriet wore a short summer dress and high-heeled sandals. She’d dried her hair, applied eyeliner, mascara and lip gloss. She’d also put on the HW anklet.

She smiled at him. “It’s Saturday night and we’re going back to cold, drizzly Stockport tomorrow.”

“Give me ten minutes.” He threw on canvas jeans, a short-sleeved shirt and a pair of Vans before shoving his phone and some folded Euros into his pockets.

Harriet smiled at him, then frowned. “I don’t want to take a bag, can you fit the keycard in your pocket?”

“Yeah, no problem.” He held out his hand and found himself holding both the keycard and a couple of condoms. He stared at them, too stunned to say anything.

“I thought it made sense to take them with us. Just in case.”

He followed her into the corridor, shaking his head.

“Do you want to eat now?” he asked as they passed the entrance to the hotel restaurant.

“I’m not that hungry. Are you?”

“No. Maybe we can get something later.”

Harriet gave a grin. “Ooh, I hope so.”

* * * *

The evening was warm as they made their way towards the centre of town. The first bar they called at was playing loud rock music. Luke stuck with beer and Harriet asked for a Tequila Sunrise. Most of the people there seemed to be drunk Brits, so they just had one drink and left. The next place was better; the music was at a bearable volume and most of the customers could still walk in a straight line. They sat on stools at a tall table near the open doors as they drank.

A woman approached Harriet and it took Luke a few seconds to recognise her as one of the blondes from the pool. He glanced around to see Dominic and Aaron reluctantly making their way over with the other sister. The guys gave him polite nods, but when they looked at Harriet their eyes widened. Harriet had looked good earlier, but she’d worn no makeup and her hair had been tangled after the swim. With gleaming hair and perfect makeup, she looked stunning. Luke smiled to himself. The blonde sisters were pretty enough, but in truth they simply didn’t compare to his beautiful wife.

After the foursome had left, Luke asked if the women seemed suspicious in any way.

“No, but I wouldn’t expect them to be. The lads are hardly likely to admit they tag-teamed the woman from the pool.”

“Tag-teamed?”

“Isn’t that what they call it when two men service a woman?”

“I don’t know. Is it?”

She smiled and sipped her cocktail through the straw.

“Did it live up to the fantasy?”

“In the bedroom, definitely. But I feel like I missed out on the early stages.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“In Oslo, I was all dressed up and spent quite a while exchanging smiles before anything happened. It was the same with Maisie and Noah, even though most of my flirting had been with a different man.” She gave a little shrug. “In the pool I was already half naked, so it felt like there was no mystery.”

“I’m pretty sure the fact you were half naked worked in your favour.”

“Hmm, maybe. I just—”

“Excuse me.”

Luke turned round to see a guy smiling at Harriet. “I was just admiring the ankle chain you’re wearing.”

She smiled and stretched her leg out to show off the anklet. “Oh, thank you. That’s very sweet of you to say.”

He glanced at Luke, then back at Harriet. “Is it yours?”

She laughed. “Yes, it’s mine.” She nodded at Luke. “My husband bought it for me.”

The man’s eyebrows went up, and he slowly nodded.

Harriet leaned closer to him. “Are you familiar with this type of anklet?”

A confident smile creased his handsome face. “Oh, I’m very familiar with the women who wear them.”

There was a sparkle in Harriet’s eyes. “Would you like to join us for a drink?”

“I’m afraid I don’t have time. I’m meeting some friends.”

“Couldn’t you be a little late?”

His eyes raked over her body. “How late would I be?”

“I don’t know. How long do you need?”

He laughed and turned to Luke. “Is she always this forward?”

“Pretty much.”

He looked into Harriet’s eyes. “I’d like a lot longer than I have. What about tomorrow night?”

“We’ll be back home by then, so I’m afraid it’s now or never.”

The guy chewed his lip, then tilted his head toward the open doors. “Let’s take a walk.”

Harriet got up from her stool and left her drink. Luke followed, still not believing a guy had picked up his wife while he was there. They walked along the crowded pavement then took a left onto a smaller path. After just a dozen yards, the guy led them into a second side alley which led to the back of some shops, all of which were closed up for the night.

The guy glanced at Harriet. “It’s hardly The Ritz.”

“It’s fine.” Turning to Luke, she held out her hand.

After a moment of confusion he reached into his pocket and handed over a condom. She passed it to the guy, slipped off her panties and leaned back against the alley wall.

He unzipped and took out his cock. Luke saw it was already hard, and considerably bigger than any of the three she’d taken earlier that evening. Harriet’s eyes were on the guy’s face as she raised the hem of her dress and placed her feet a step apart.

He moved close, bent his knees then straightened up. Harriet let out a loud yelp, her eyes and mouth open wide as she stared over his shoulder into Luke’s face. The guy pushed in again, and she let out another squeal. He whispered something and she nodded, sliding her hands around his waist. He pumped his hips and got into a rhythm.

Harriet moaned with each thrust, her hands clinging to the back of his shirt and her eyes fixed on Luke’s. The guy fucked her like this until she came, then withdrew and turned her around. She took a step back from the wall, braced her hands against it, and then bent at the waist. After flipping the hem of her dress up to her waist, he re-entered her. Harriet hung her head between her arms.

Luke watched from six feet away. The entire situation felt surreal. The guy seemed to go on for ages, slamming into her so hard he forced her up onto her toes, the stiletto heels clicking back onto the concrete with each outstroke. Harriet came a second time, and still the guy kept railing her.

Eventually he slammed hard and then held still. Harriet whimpered and wiggled her hips, and he resumed his thrusts for a few more seconds before pulling out.

Harriet slowly straightened up and glanced at Luke, looking dazed.

The guy removed the condom and dropped it into one of the bins, then came back and smiled. “Do either of you have a phone with you?”

Luke took his out and held it up.

“Open up your browser and let me show you something.” The guy nodded his thanks as Luke handed over his unlocked phone. He tapped rapidly on the screen and showed them a home page. “I don’t know if you use this site, but if you want to meet up for a more comfortable playdate back home, I’m registered as Glen Ten.”

Harriet smiled at him. “I’d really like that.”

“Me too.” He sighed. “I really need to go, but thanks.”

“My pleasure.” She ran her hand down his chest. “I hope we meet again.”

He smiled, handed Luke his phone back and walked out of the alley.

Harriet still clutched her balled-up panties in one hand. After stepping into them, she leaned back against the wall and blew out her cheeks. “I’ve never been fucked like that before.”

“Ever?” He wasn’t hurt by her claim, just a little surprised a knee-trembler had given her that much pleasure.

“His dick’s the biggest thing I’ve ever had inside me, but it was also how he used it.” She smiled. “He was my first bull.”

“What were the others, then?”

“They were just guys I fucked. But he was the real deal. He’s just shown me that not all men can be bulls.”

Luke watched her in silence.

She smiled at him. “Whatever you do, don’t clear your search history.”

He opened his phone and forwarded the link to her number. “Now you have it on your phone, too.”

“Thanks.” She took a breath. “You might need to help me walk back to the hotel.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 11

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 12

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 for 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.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter 13

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 14

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.

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. She 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.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 15

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 16

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 17

Luke woke fully refreshed and took a long, hot shower. When he got back into the bedroom, Harriet was standing on the balcony. He 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 18

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───
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Chapter 19

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.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 20

Luke opened his eyes and saw Harriet sleeping soundly beside him. Careful not to wake her, he slipped out of bed and walked to the hotel bathroom. He used the loo, showered, and brushed his teeth. When he returned to the bedroom, his wife was awake.

“Good morning,” she said, smiling.

“Hi. Sleep okay?”

She nodded.

Luke opened the balcony door curtains to let in the Californian sun, then returned to the bed and kissed her.

“Hmm, you taste of toothpaste,” she whispered.

“I won’t tell you what you taste of.” Last night, she’d sucked a black bull’s cock and licked a Japanese woman’s snatch at the Hotwife’s Key Party. On returning to the hotel, she’d also sucked him off.

“What can I say?” She pushed the sheet down to reveal her boobs. “I’m a bisexual slut.”

He watched her face, waiting to see if she would say more. Images of her performing cunnilingus on Japanese beauty Misaki made his cock thicken. “Is that official?”

“Which part?”

“Both.”

She bent her leg and used a foot to push the sheet completely off. Her tanned body looked so good against the white cotton. “I guess there’s no question about the slut part. Since you convinced me to become a hotwife…” She ran her finger down her tummy to her smooth, hairless sex. “…I’ve had half a dozen other men in here.”

“Really?” He quickly counted them. The sax player in Oslo, Noah during her threesome with Maisie, the two guys in Fuerteventura, Glen Ten and Kurt, the bulls from the contact forum, and now Nixon at the Key Party. “Actually, you’ve had seven.”

She laughed. “Just making sure you’re keeping count.”

“And the bisexual part?”

She parted her legs. “Come fuck me, and I’ll tell you a secret.”

“I’ve just taken a shower.” It wasn’t a rejection; he was already climbing onto the bed.

Harriet bent her knees. He quickly got into position, looked into her eyes, and entered her. Both let out a quiet sigh.

“So,” he said, after several slow thrusts. “Didn’t you mention something about a secret?”

Harriet opened her big brown eyes and looked up at him. “It’s about my evening with Noah and Maisie.”

“Ahhh…” He’d always suspected something had gone on between the two women, but Harriet had steadfastly refused to tell him. She’d filled him in on the many ways they’d made Noah come, and how he’d brought them off, but there were still intriguing details missing from her description of that night.

Harriet’s eyes sparkled. “Well, while Maisie and I were taking turns sucking Noah’s cock on her couch, I kissed her.”

“Did anything more than kissing happen between you and Maisie while you were all downstairs?”

“No.”

“What about upstairs?”

“We got him stretched out on the bed and sat on him. We took turns sitting on his cock and his face. While we were doing that, we kissed some more and caressed each other’s breasts.”

Luke closed his eyes to visualise it. It was a sexy image. “That’s all?”

“No.” She clenched around his cock and held onto his buttocks as they made love. “After Maisie and I had come, Noah fucked us both doggy-style, spending half a minute or so with one before moving to the other. This went on for a while.”

“I seem to remember you said he came inside Maisie.”

She laughed. “That’s right. Well, we all slept for a while but I woke in the night and decided to get more fun. So I woke Noah up by sucking his dick.”

Luke slowed down his thrusts, hoping to delay coming until she finished her story.

“While I was doing that,” Harriet whispered, “Maisie woke and started to eat me out.”

A shiver ran down his spine. “Really?”

“Hmm.”

“Did she make you come?”

“She didn’t get the chance. Once Noah was hard, he wanted to fuck. I don’t think he knew what Maisie was doing. He just pushed me onto my back, got on top, and entered me.”

“What about Maisie?”

“I told her to sit on my face.”

Luke tingled all over. So, they’d performed oral on each other. But… “I thought you said Noah had come inside her?”

She smiled. “He had, and that was her worry.”

“So what happened?”

“I made her come with my tongue and cleaned Noah’s cum from her pussy while he blew his next load into mine.”

Luke spasmed and came immediately. Harriet cried out and pushed up, grinding herself against him until she came seconds later. They jerked and trembled through their orgasms. Afterwards, they lay panting for breath. Eventually, he met her eyes, his mind still racing. “Has anything else happened between you since?”

She leaned up on an elbow and looked into his eyes. “Yes.”

He tried to keep his face neutral, but evidently hadn’t achieved it.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I wanted to tell you about it but was waiting for the right time.”

“And this is the right time?”

She nodded. “Last night you saw me with Misaki. I’m pretty sure it didn’t look like that was my first time pleasuring a woman.”

“It didn’t, no. Come on, don’t leave me in suspense.”

“A couple of weeks after our night with Noah, she asked if we could talk about what had happened between us. I went round to her house when she was working from home. Tia was at school and Finn in nursery.”

“I’m guessing you did more than talk.”

“We talked a lot about what happened, then…” She sighed. “Then we went to bed and I had sex for the first time without a man being present.”

“How was it?”

“I missed cock.”

He laughed. “That’s not answering the question.”

“It was nice.”

“Did you both climax?”

She held his gaze for a second. “We both came more than once.”

“Have there been other times?”

“No, and I doubt there will be. But I felt like I needed to tell you. I don’t want us to have secrets.”

“Thank you.” He remembered watching her with the beautiful Japanese woman the previous night. “What did you think of Misaki?”

“Truth?”

“Yeah. Like you just said, I don’t want us to have secrets either.”

“I loved her. She was stunning, sexy, and everything anyone could want in a woman.”

He couldn’t help wondering if the fun would’ve continued if they’d stayed at Casa Del Grande Toro overnight. Many of the guests had taken up the hosts’ invitation to do so, but Harriet had wanted to leave the party after her playdate. By the time their limo had arrived, one of the other hotwives was getting gangbanged in the swimming pool.

“Do you think Misaki fooled around with the other hotwives and bulls after we left?”

“No. Nixon is her only male lover, and he’s only allowed to see one hotwife per month.”

“Really?”

Harriet nodded, then stroked his cheek. “Come on, let’s make use of that huge shower, then over breakfast we can talk about this road trip you want to take me on.”

* * * *

Since the organisers of the Key Party had paid for their flights and the hotel in LA, Luke decided they could afford to treat themselves on their road trip down the Pacific Coast Highway. Rather than settling for an economy hatchback, they chose a silver Mercedes S-Class Cabriolet. He couldn’t help smiling as he drove out of LA with the top down.

Harriet had her sunglasses pushed up onto her head, acting as a hairband. She put her hand on his leg. “You know everyone who sees you in this car will think it’s just a penis extension, right?”

“I don’t care. I’m driving a hot car, with a hot babe sitting next to me, down a California highway. They can think what they want.”

“Want me to suck you off so the truck drivers we pass can see?”

“I didn’t say I wanted to die in a hot car with a hot babe on a California highway.” He squeezed her hand. “We came here for you to enjoy great sex at the Key Party. Now that’s been accomplished, we’re going to have a nice break and see some sights. I think you were too nervous to fully enjoy our time in LA, but now you can relax, enjoy the road trip, and take it easy.”

She nodded, pulling her sunglasses down over her eyes and letting her hair blow free as they drove south. Luke felt like he was in the movies.

“This feels like fate, don’t you think?” Harriet asked as they drove past the sign for Dana Point, which marked the start of the coastal road.

Luke wasn’t sure what she meant. “What does?”

“Dana Point. Dana was the name of one of the hotwives at the party.”

“Oh?”

“The one we watched by the firepit. You chatted with her husband while we ate.”

“Oh yeah. Nice guy. I ended up telling him about Oslo, and watching you with that guy from the band. It was refreshing to be able to talk about it without feeling like a pervert.”

“Dana’s first extramarital shenanigans involved giving a guy a blowjob in the restroom of a casino. I admitted mine was jerking off a guy in a club.”

Luke smiled at the memory of her coming home and admitting what she’d done. He’d fucked her with an intensity that had shocked them both.

“Hard to believe it was only six months ago,” she said.

“Yeah. A lot of water under the bridge since then.” He grinned at her. “Or to be more specific, a lot of—”

“Okay, there’s no need to be more specific.”

“Sorry.” The way he was smirking probably showed he wasn’t sorry at all.

Though it was apparently a city, Dana Point was a relatively small place with a fabulous harbour. Once they’d parked, they walked along the quayside.

“Would you look at all those boats?” Harriet’s expression was one of wonder. “There must be hundreds of them. Thousands even.”

Luke nodded, dazzled by the size of the place and the number of shiny white craft sitting on the blue water. “There must be more boats than houses.”

She smiled. “Maybe the houses have sunk.”

“Now who’s being a smart-arse?”

As they strolled, the smell of the ocean and the sound of seagulls filled the clear, hot air around them. They stopped at a bar and sat under the shade of a palm tree, sipping lemonade, looking out at hundreds of white dots crossing the ocean between the shoreline and the horizon.

Harriet glanced at her watch. “I guess everyone will have left Casa Del Grande Toro by now.”

“Yeah. I wonder what went on during the night?”

“Are you sorry I made you leave?”

“Yes and no.” He gave her a smile. “I’m not complaining about us going back to the hotel and making love. That was wonderful. But…” He shrugged.

“You’re a voyeur, and watching all those beautiful women getting nailed in and around the pool would have turned you on.”

He nodded. “When we left, it was like a scene from a movie with beautiful people having sex everywhere.”

“Eyes Wide Shut.”

He snorted. “More like Eyes Shut, Legs Wide.”

“Do you think W and J would have joined the fun?”

“Maybe. A lot of cash and thought went into organising that party, so I suppose it’d be only natural for them to want more than to watch dirty movies.” Luke described the media room where the husbands and their hosts had watched the action. Video feeds from all ten rooms were shown on the huge screen, but only the husband had access to the audio to the room of his hotwife.

“I expect everything would’ve been recorded, though,” Harriet said. “W and J will have ten films to watch, with audio, whenever they want. And,” she went on, “I suspect there’ll be security cameras all over the grounds of a house like that. So there’ll be footage of all the spontaneous little get-togethers that happened, too.”

Luke hadn’t thought of that. A little part of him wished they’d stayed longer so he could have seen Harriet indulge herself with more bulls.

Once their drinks were finished, they walked back to the car and drove south out of the small city. The harbours gave way to rolling beaches of golden sand, beyond which countless surfers rode the swelling waves heading for the shore.
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Chapter 21

“How far is it to San Diego?” Harriet asked as they cruised down the highway.

“Not much over a hundred miles. Should only take a couple of hours.”

She studied her phone. “Maybe we should have gone north and aimed for San Franciso.”

“That’s a lot further. As wonderful as this road is, I didn’t think you’d want to spend the entire time driving.” He reached over and squeezed her hand. “This is about taking it easy for a few days, remember?”

“Yeah.”

“Besides, I read somewhere that it’s best to travel south on this road because we’re closer to the ocean, though I can’t imagine the view would be that much different from the other side of the road. But if you’re serious about seeing the other places, we can come back next year.”

“Really?”

He nodded. “We could fly to Seattle, pick up a car and drive the entire length of the highway through Washington State, Oregon and California. We could see Portland, San Francisco, LA and all the places in between, then leave the car in San Diego and fly home from there.”

“I’d really like that.” She grinned. “And maybe we could hop on a flight to Hawaii so I can have a repeat performance with Misaki and Nixon.”

“Well, you can dream. Just don’t expect to fly first class when we’re paying for the tickets ourselves.”

They continued the journey, stopping a couple of times to admire the view. In one direction were mountains and in the other the crystal blue of the Pacific Ocean. Seeing a truck stop typical of the ones he’d seen in a hundred movies, Luke slowed and pulled into the parking lot.

“I’m going to have a burger,” he announced.

“You had a huge breakfast.”

“I don’t care. And if there’s cherry pie on the menu, I’ll have that after my burger.”

“What about blueberry pancakes?”

“They’ll have to wait until supper.”

They got out of the car and walked up the shallow steps to the front door. A few heads turned their way in the busy diner. Harriet’s lacy white top fluttered in the air con breeze, her short denim skirt flattered her figure and showed a lot of tanned skin, and her hair was tousled from driving with the top down. A middle-aged waitress gave them a wide smile, showed them to a booth, then came back a few minutes later to take their order.

Their drinks were delivered by a young waiter who picked up on their accent and told them he’d recently visited London. Their food arrived, and Luke’s burger was as substantial as he’d hoped. Harriet had ordered a salad.

As they ate, Luke noticed Harriet kept glancing over his shoulder and giving little smiles. There were mirrors on the pillars, and when he looked in the one behind Harriet, he saw a lone man sitting at the counter, watching her. The guy was about forty with short dark hair and stubble. He wore a white t-shirt under a set of grey coveralls, which made Luke think he was probably a truck driver.

Luke picked up his glass of coke. “How’s the salad?”

“It’s good.”

He took a sip, then put his glass down. “You seem to have an admirer.”

“Hmm.”

The thought of men lusting after his wife brought on the usual buzz in his gut. “Do you think—?”

Harriet reached over and gripped his hand. “Ask me later.”

She stood up, and when Luke checked the mirror, he saw the truck driver was already walking towards the restrooms. Before Luke could say anything, Harriet had followed. He turned his head just as his wife disappeared through the door at the far end of the diner.

The place was getting even busier and there were families at a lot of the tables. Surely with kids and parents going in and out of the restroom, it’d be impossible for anything to happen. Maybe Harriet wanted the chance to flirt, and it was Luke’s dirty imagination working overtime.

He took another bite of his burger and chewed. An image filled his mind — his wife bent over the restroom washbasin with the truck driver fucking her from behind — and he shook his head to clear it. He finished his burger and glanced back at the door to the restrooms. People were going in and out through the far door, but there was no sign of Harriet. Or the trucker. He checked his watch but wasn’t sure what time she’d left the table.

The waitress came to collect their plates and offer him coffee. He accepted. When he’d drained his cup, he checked his watch again. Harriet had been gone for at least fifteen minutes, and he began to worry. What if the guy was a psycho and had snapped when Harriet followed him to the restroom? Panic set in.

Just as Luke stood to go and check the restrooms, he saw his wife walking across the parking lot towards the diner door.

Relief, anger and arousal swept through him, all vying for first place as she stepped back inside. As she approached with pink cheeks and a smug grin, there was no doubt what she’d done. Preoccupied with how busy the restrooms would be, he hadn’t once considered that there would be a big rig outside with a bed in the back of the cab and all the privacy they’d need.

Harriet slipped into the booth opposite him and looked down at his empty coffee cup. “Did you ask about cherry pie?”

He frowned, unable to find any words.

“If they’ve got it, I may have a slice, too.” She pushed her calf against his under the table. “I seem to have worked up an appetite.”

Finally, he found his voice. “What the fuck were you thinking?” he hissed.

“I was thinking about fucking.”

The playfulness in her eyes usually gave him a hard-on, but at the moment he was still too stunned. “He could have been a weirdo. He could have knocked you out cold, driven you off in his truck and done God knows what.”

The waitress appeared with the coffee jug and another cup before she had a chance to reply. “D’you want a coffee, hon?”

Harriet looked up and flashed a beautiful smile. “No thanks, but do you have cherry pie?”

“Sure do. You want a slice?”

“Yes please.” Harriet nodded at her husband. “And I expect he’ll want some, too.”

Once the waitress had moved away, Luke sighed. “I think you were taking a big risk.”

Harriet leaned over the table and grinned. “Well, I was taking a big something.”

Whatever he was about to say got caught in his throat, and he shook his head. “Jeez, what has gotten into you?”

She raised her eyebrows, and he laughed.

“Okay, don’t answer that,” he said, leaning back. “I’m still too shocked to appreciate the sexiness of it. I just…” He shook his head again.

“I thought you’d get turned on thinking about what I was doing.”

“I was too worried to be turned on. I didn’t know where you were or anything about the guy.”

The waitress returned with a tray holding two portions of pie and a small jug. After placing the plates on the table, she held up the jug and smiled at Harriet. “You want cream, hon?”

“Oh yeah.” She glanced at Luke. “The more the better.”

After the waitress had retreated, Harriet picked up her spoon and started eating.

Luke stared at her, then did the same.

Between mouthfuls, she flashed him another smile. “Got any questions yet?”

“Hundreds, but I guess the first one is, why?”

“I guess I wanted to make up for leaving the party early last night.”

“I already told you I was happy to—”

“Not just to make it up to you, but to make it up to myself, too.”

Luke was puzzled. “What do you mean by that?”

“I don’t know, I guess I…” She bit her lip and frowned. “I think I was a little intimidated by the other hotwives.”

“Why on earth would you be intim—”

“Because I felt like a novice.”

Luke blinked. He found it hard to believe Harriet would feel that way. “But you looked fabulous, and I don’t mean just the dress and the shoes. You looked fabulous, and as far as I could see, there wasn’t a woman there who was—”

“I’ve only ever had two real bulls. The other women must have had dozens.”

“That doesn’t mean—”

“Dana sucked a guy off in front of everyone before the party had even started.” She shook her head. “I wouldn’t have the nerve to do that.”

“Was that why you didn’t want to stay after your playdate?”

“No. I knew beforehand that I wanted us to go back and reconnect. But maybe…” She shrugged. “Maybe a little part of me was too scared to stay in case I couldn’t live up to what the other wives did.”

He couldn’t understand her reasoning at all. She’d had sex with numerous men in the last few months, and he felt certain that every single one of them had been blown away by the experience. “So you decided to pick up a guy in a truck stop just to prove you can be as slutty as the other hotwives?”

Harriet hesitated for a beat, then shrugged. “Maybe.”

With Luke’s panic subsiding, the familiar cocktail of jealousy, pride and arousal thrummed through his body. “And how was it?”

She looked around the diner, then down at their almost empty plates. “Want to get the check so I can tell you in the car?”

“No, tell me here.”

“Okay.” She leaned over the table and looked deep into his eyes. “The guy was staring at me. I thought he was cute, so I gave him a couple of smiles to let him know I was enjoying his attention.” She licked her lips. “I liked the idea of him running his rough hands all over my body, so when he went to the toilets I decided to follow him.”

“Were you hoping to get enough privacy in there?”

“No, I’d guessed that he was a driver and hoped he’d have somewhere we could go.”

“You suggested it?”

“Mm hmm.”

“And what did he say?”

She smiled. “He seemed pretty happy with my suggestion.”

“And once you were in his truck?”

“He seemed pretty happy with everything.”

“Did he have a name?”

“I didn’t ask.”

“Did he have a condom?”

“I didn’t ask that, either.”

Luke felt another twinge of anguish and excitement. “Did you come?”

“Yes, twice.”

“And he came inside you?”

She nodded.

“Jeez, Harriet. What were you thinking?”

“I was thinking that I wanted to feel his thick cock pulse as he shot his load.”

Luke was angry at her recklessness, but his cock was swollen and wet. The idea of his wife fucking the guy in his truck turned him on more than he could explain. “Did he have a bunk in the back?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. The bench seat was huge, and he just laid me down on that.”

“Did you talk at all?”

“Not really. I just hitched my skirt up and pulled my panties to the side.”

“No foreplay?”

“None was needed. He was hard and I was wet.” She leaned closer still until their noses almost touched. “He fucked me hard, and I came within a couple of minutes.”

Luke’s throat tightened as he imagined his beautiful wife stretched out beneath the other man. “What about him?”

“He lasted a long time. By the time he reached his first, I was well on my way to my second. I came again when he flooded me.”

Luke knew she was phrasing things in a way to turn him on, and it was working. “What happened to you taking it easy for a few days?”

“That was your idea.”

“You don’t want to take it easy?”

“No. I want to prove that I can take it and that I can be easy.”

He reached out and squeezed her hand. “You don’t need to prove anything to me.”

“I need to prove it to myself.”

He let out a long breath. “But you can’t be as reckless as that again. Don’t get into a truck with a total stranger.”

Harriet lowered her eyes. “I’m sorry, I didn’t think about what could go wrong. I promise not to go anywhere without you again.”

“Thank you. So, what next?”

“Can you wait for your release, or do you need me to ease the pressure in your balls?”

He laughed. “No, I can wait.”

“Okay, so let’s pay the bill and get back on the road.”
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Chapter 22

It was late afternoon when they got their first sight of San Diego, the city’s distant skyscrapers distorted by the heat haze rising from the highway. It took them another hour to get into the city and find somewhere to stay. They chose a hotel in the Mission Hills area.

Once they’d checked in, Luke put down their bags and glanced around their room. It was big, bright and clean. “Nice place,” he said as Harriet went to inspect the bathroom.

She came out and pouted. “There’s no whirlpool bath.”

He laughed. “What can I say? I’m a cheapskate.”

“Hmm.” She stepped close and nuzzled his neck, sending a shiver down his spine. “But I love you anyway.”

He smiled. “Shall we go see some sights?”

“Aren’t you going to fuck me first?” She took her lower lip between her teeth and looked up at him with big doe eyes.

Luke’s cock thickened immediately. “I didn’t think you’d be horny. I mean, it’s only been a couple of hours since you fucked the trucker.”

“Maybe I’m the demanding type.” She pushed herself against him. “Maybe I’ll need to be fucked every couple of hours for the entire trip.”

He laughed. “I don’t think I could manage to keep up with that schedule.”

“I don’t expect you to.” Harriet placed her hand on the bulge in his jeans and smiled. “You’ll be getting a lot of help.”

“I’ll be getting help?” Butterflies took flight in his stomach. With just a few words, she’d applied the spark and was now fanning the flames.

“Of course you will.” She kissed his neck again while unbuckling his belt. “I can’t expect one man to satisfy all of my slutty needs for two whole days.”

Despair and desire coursed through his brain, though his body only showed evidence of the latter. “You’re going to continue proving your sluttiness the entire trip?”

Harriet had freed his dick from his trousers and was slowly pumping it with her hand. “Mm-hmm.” She took a step back towards the bed, tugging him with her. “But right now, I need you to flush all of the trucker’s cum out, just so whoever I pick up next knows that my pussy belongs to you.”

He laughed out loud. “I think maybe you should save that sort of talk for the other guys. I don’t need you to act like that to get me going.”

She sat on the bed and shrugged. “I’m trying to harness my inner slut.”

“If you’re going to insist on acting that way, maybe I should harness my inner Dom and just use you any way I see fit.”

Her eyes opened wide. “You’ll… Really? You’d do that?”

He swallowed, worried he may have offered something he wasn’t capable of. “If that’s what you want.”

“I’d love that. Not forever, obviously.” She flashed him a beautiful smile. “I love our relationship, and don’t want that to ever change. But for these two days, maybe you could be a little more domineering. A little less of the sweet, kind you.”

Luke had to force down his doubt. “Well, I’ll start by ordering you to suck my dick.”

Without a beat, she opened her mouth and took in his full length. He groaned as he felt the tip of his cock slide into her tight throat. Luke closed his eyes. Her mouth was soft and warm, and he realised he was still on a plateau after what happened at the truck stop. There was no way he could last long. If he really possessed an inner Dom, he needed to find it soon. He had to find some way of wrestling control back.

“Okay,” he said, trying to sound more confident than he felt. “You’re going to keep sucking that cock until I’m right on the edge.”

Harriet opened her eyes and looked up at his face without stopping her rhythm.

“And then, when I’m ready to blow, I want you to turn around and kneel on the bed. I’m going to blow my load into the creamy mess inside you, and then you’re going to walk around the city with two different men’s cum inside your slutty hole.”

She moaned, sliding her head back and forward, letting his cock almost all the way out before swallowing it again. There was an eagerness to her actions that turned him on even more, which brought about the ending sooner.

Luke gripped her hair and pulled her head back, and she quickly turned to kneel on the bed. He flipped up her short skirt, yanked her thong aside, then stabbed his cock into her soaked hole. Harriet let out a moan, and Luke erupted within seconds.

As she rocked her hips and rubbed her clit, he felt her fingers grazing the base of his shaft. Her ass-cheeks were slick with the juices that had seeped out of her during the drive. Without giving it any thought, he slid his thumb into her butthole.

Harriet squealed and rubbed faster, then he felt the clench of her orgasm on his thumb and his softening cock. Her contraction was so powerful it forced his dick out of her, but Harriet kept her hand busy as she rode out her pleasure.

Luke removed his thumb and slapped her backside. “Stop playing with yourself and lick my dick clean.”

She turned around and stared up at him with pink cheeks and a shocked expression, but she did as she was told without breaking eye contact.

The post-orgasmic chemical change in his brain threatened to overcome him, but he forced himself to remember this behaviour was what she wanted. He eased her head back and smiled at her. “Okay, that’s enough. For now.”

Harriet smiled, obviously amused, and raised her eyebrows in expectation of his next instruction.

“Time to go for a walk around, but I don’t want you to clean up before we go.” He grinned. “I like the idea of all the goo seeping out onto your thighs.”

Harriet straightened her thong and stood up, smiling.

“You’ll need to re-apply lip gloss, though. I want all the men staring at you.”

She quickly touched up her lips and then joined him at the door. “Where are we going?”

“I thought we could leave the car here and walk into the Old Town. It seems to be really close.”

Once they were on the street, she slipped her hand into his and leaned her head against his arm. “It’s nice here.”

“Yeah. Tomorrow we’ll explore it some more.”

They walked down the streets and through Heritage Park, where some of the old Victorian architecture reminded them of England, but there were many other unusual and impressive buildings which had been built in the late nineteenth century.

When they came to a street with several restaurants, they decided to stop for a drink. After taking a seat at one of the tables on the pavement, they both ordered beer when the young waitress came over.

“No blueberry pancakes?” Harriet teased.

“No, but then I’m not the one who’s determined to overindulge on this road trip.”

She laughed, casting an eye at the other customers at the tables. “Speaking of which, who are you going to make me do next?”

“You want another today?”

She shrugged. “I’ll do whatever you tell me to do, Sir.”

Luke blinked, wondering if he could actually fulfil his side of the bargain. He had no doubt that Harriet could fulfil hers.

The waitress arrived with two beers and a dish of nuts. As she walked away, Luke nodded at her pert bum in the tight jeans she wore beneath her apron.

“Do you want me to proposition the waitress for you?” he asked.

Harriet laughed and shook her head. “I got all I need from a woman last night. For the rest of the trip, the only thing on the menu is cock.”

“Any cock?”

“Within reason. I mean, don’t expect me to suck off any tramp we find sleeping on a park bench, but other than that—”

“You’d fuck ugly guys?”

“I do that all the time. You should see my husband.”

“Ha ha.” He glanced down the street. “I was expecting all the stray dogs in the city to be following you.”

“Because of the mess seeping out of me, or because I intend to behave like a bitch in heat?”

He chuckled. “Always the smart answer.”

She raised her beer bottle in a toast. “You’d better believe it.”

Once their drinks were finished, they left the bar and wandered around more of the Old Town. Even though it wasn’t much after seven o’clock, the sun was already getting low in the sky. Luke didn’t want to risk walking too far in a strange city, so they made their way back to a bar a hundred yards from their hotel. Luke hesitated just inside the door and peered around the room. It felt surreal, almost like a scene from some weird movie. Everyone was unbelievably tall. Luke was a shade over six foot, but most of the men were about six inches taller. Harriet was only five-four, and she was wearing flat shoes. She must have felt like a dwarf. Even the handful of women in the bar were at least as tall as Luke. Everyone gave the newcomers friendly smiles and stood aside to let them get to the bar.

Once he’d been served, Luke smiled up at the guy next to him, who was probably about twenty years old and at least six foot six. “Is there something in the water in San Diego that makes everyone grow so tall?”

The guy grinned. “I wouldn’t know. I’m just visiting.”

Harriet squeezed in next to Luke. “So are we.”

“Sounds like you’ve travelled a lot further than us. Are you Australians?”

“English. Where’ve you travelled from?”

“Idaho. We’re here for the tournaments.”

“Tournaments?”

“Volleyball and beach volleyball, running over the next two days,” the twenty-something said, then introduced himself as JZ. “Come and watch the games.” He looked at Harriet. “You can be our good luck mascot.”

She smiled. “Where’s it being held?”

“The early rounds will be at the university campus, but the later stages are at the sports arena. It’s all pretty close.”

By now, the rest of the guy’s friends were surrounding them, all smiling and ogling Harriet. A guy with short hair and a goatee laughed. “As far as our team’s concerned, it’ll be just at the university. We’ve never progressed to the later stages.”

“We’d love to come and watch,” announced Harriet.

A collective whoop went up from the men standing around them, who all raised their glasses in a toast.

Over the next couple of hours, they laughed and chatted with the young men. The guys couldn’t seem to keep their eyes off Harriet, and Luke wondered what they’d say if they knew she was standing there with two men’s cum in her sloppy, leaking pussy. Both Luke and Harriet answered questions about England and what they did for a living. It turned out that a couple of the guys were students majoring in computing, and they both asked for a job when they graduated. There was a lot of friendly banter with members from other teams as well, and the entire evening proved to be a lot of fun.

Luke and Harriet bid them all goodnight around eleven, assuring them they’d be there to watch their first game.

“We’re the Moscow Reds,” the one with the goatee told them. “There’ll be boards telling you which court we’ll be on.”

Luke thought he’d misheard. “Moscow?”

The guy nodded. “That’s where we’re studying, though the club’s not actually part of university.”

“There’s a Moscow in Idaho?”

“Sure is.”

“Okay. See you tomorrow.” On the street outside, Luke slipped his arm around Harriet’s waist and held her close. “That turned out to be a fun evening.”

“Hmm.”

“Are we really going to watch them tomorrow?”

She looked up with a surprised expression. “Of course. We just said we would.”

“Yeah, but…” He shrugged. “They’d been drinking and they may not even remember us by then.”

“They will.”

“Do you really want to spend your day in San Diego watching volleyball?”

She nodded. “It’ll be fun. We can do some sightseeing before the tournament, then maybe go out to dinner somewhere nice later on.”

They soon reached the hotel and went straight to their room to take turns in the small shower stall before going to bed.

Harriet snuggled up to him. “Do you know anything about volleyball?”

“Yeah, we played it at school.”

“How many players are there in a team?”

“Six for volleyball, two for beach volleyball.”

“Oh, okay.”

He closed his eyes, assuming the conversation was over.

“Luke?”

“Huh?”

“Do you think the length of men’s cocks is proportional to their height?”

He was momentarily flummoxed, then said, “I guess you’ll have to find out tomorrow.”

“Is that an order, Sir?”

His pulse kicked up a notch. “Do you want it to be?”

“Yes please.”

He swallowed. “Okay, it’s an order.”

Harriet reached down and gripped his cock. He was already hardening, and she pulled him on top of her. Nothing more was said. The sex was heated and relatively brief. When she came, she bit his shoulder. As he neared his own release, he pinned her arms above her head and pounded her with force. After he’d come, he collapsed on top of her. She stroked his back until he fell asleep.
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Chapter 23

Luke and Harriet decided to drive into downtown San Diego to get breakfast and see the sights before heading to the university in time for the Reds’ first match of the tournament. The day was already warm as they drove down the wide palm-lined boulevards. After finding somewhere to park, they walked for a couple of blocks and found a small café, where they ordered eggs Benedict, drank orange juice, and watched the early morning bustle of the city. Breakfast finished, they spent an hour walking along paths overlooking the ocean and the impressive Coronado Bay bridge.

On their way back to their car, Harriet pulled Luke into a sportswear shop. “I need to get myself something for the tournament.”

“Heels and stockings?” he asked, hopefully.

She ignored him, picking a pair of black trainers with a red sole, a black vest, and a silky pair of red shorts. In the shop, she didn’t try on anything except the trainers. They walked back to the car and drove to their hotel.

While Harriet changed, Luke studied her new outfit. There was a lot of tanned skin on show, and she looked fabulous.

“Lose the bra.”

Her eyebrows went up, but she reached around, undid the clasp and slipped it off. Then she straightened her vest and looked questioningly at him. Her smallish boobs held their shape with no sag, her nipples pushing sexily against the cotton.

“Looks good to me. Since you’re emphasising the Moscow red theme, I suggest some bright red lip gloss.”

Harriet walked to the mirror and applied it, then turned to face him. “Will I do as a lucky mascot?”

“I’m sure they’ll think so.”

The university was only a few minutes’ drive from their hotel. The tournament turned out to be a much bigger deal than Luke had expected, with thousands of people milling around the vast sports fields, which accommodated six rows of ten courts each. They found the board announcing all the games, and located the Moscow Reds’ first match on court D8.

Games were already in session, and there was a cacophony of noise. Each court had a small, cheering crowd and players shouting instructions at each other during the rallies. Each point won brought a toot from the referee’s whistle and whoops from the team who won the point, followed by a round of high-fives.

Luke spotted the guys from the bar, all kitted out in their red vests and bandanas. Seeing Luke and Harriet, they gathered around, all talking at once.

“Hey, you guys came!”

The players had introduced themselves last night, but Luke couldn’t remember any of their names except JZ’s. Fortunately, each player had his name, or nickname, written on his vest. They surrounded Harriet, looming over her so Luke could hardly see her petite frame, each commenting on her outfit and how she made a great mascot. She smiled and laughed along, evidently enjoying all the testosterone-fuelled attention.

She and Luke stood at the edge of the court and watched the players get into their positions. Once the ball was in play, she and Luke shouted encouragement and cheered for each point won. There were a lot of local students watching the game, and Luke noticed quite a few of them checking out his wife as she jumped and cheered on the sidelines.

The Moscow Reds won the first set, narrowly lost the second, then won the final one, giving them the match. There were high-fives amongst the players and, when they walked off court, Harriet gave each one of them a hug. As she reached up to each player, her skimpy red shorts rode up to expose an inch of bum cheek. The others obviously noticed, and Luke got a buzz from watching their reactions.

Ned, the guy with the goatee, announced that their next game would be against Carolina’s Sixty-Niners. The guys jeered at the opposition’s name, but cheered when he pointed out they had time to visit the beer tent before the match.

He turned towards Luke and Harriet. “You guys gonna come with us?”

“Oh yeah,” Harriet said, taking a step forward and slipping her arm around Ned’s waist. “Definitely.”

“Cool.” He grinned, put his arm around her shoulders, and led the way to the beer tent.

Luke spent the next forty minutes watching Harriet laughing and flirting until JZ ambled over to him.

“Dude, can I ask you something?” he said, glancing back at his teammates.

Luke knew what was on the guy’s mind. “Sure.”

“It’s just that…” His long, wiry arms came out, palms up. “We’re all having a great time, and we’re really happy that you guys came to watch the game, but…” He nodded towards Harriet, who was sitting on a bench next to one of the other players. Both their legs were out straight, but her foot only reached halfway down the guy’s shin. “I don’t want to be a killjoy here man, but she’s hot. I’d hate for any of the guys to say or do something that’s gonna diss you.”

Luke shook his head. “Don’t worry about it. We’re having a good time, and Harriet’s obviously enjoying herself.” He gave a smile. “And if she wants to have a little fun, or even more than a little, I’m cool with that.”

JZ’s eyes opened wide. “You mean…?” He blinked several times. “You’d be okay with that?”

“Not all Englishmen are the stiff-upper-lip sort of guy.”

“Wow man, that’s so fucking cool.” JZ gave a broad smile, then frowned. “But that might cause a fall-out between the Reds.”

“Why should it do that?”

“Everyone’ll be fighting for her to choose him.”

“There’ll be no need for her to choose.”

“Seriously?” JZ gaped. “Oh man, this is just so…” He blew out his cheeks. “How can I concentrate on the game now?”

“Maybe she’ll only put out if you win.”

JZ sighed. “The Lord giveth, and he taketh away.”

Luke laughed out loud. “I never had you down as the religious type.”

JZ glanced over at Harriet, who was now sitting on the knee of the guy with the long legs. “I’m not. But I’m praying for a win now.”

“I don’t think a win’s that important. Just enjoy the game, and I’m sure your reward will come.”

Before JZ could answer, Ned announced it was time for their match against the Sixty-Niners. The players trooped out and headed toward the courts, Harriet walking between two guys who were both about six-six.

During the wait for the previous game to finish, the players stood to one side, doing stretching exercises. Luke took the opportunity to join Harriet and slide his arm around her waist. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself with all the tall young men in the bar.”

She looked up and smiled broadly. “Of course I was. Like you said, they’re all tall and young. And athletic.”

“Oh yeah, I forgot about the athletic bit.”

“I didn’t.” She looked back at the guys on the court. JZ whispered something to his team mates, and they all glanced back in her direction before stepping forward to greet their opponents. A grin creased Harriet’s face. “If I were a cruel person, I might emphasise the difference in names.”

“Huh?”

“The Moscow Reds are red-hot, whereas you’re only lukewarm.”

He laughed. “So you’re having a good time?”

“Yeah, I’m having a blast.”

“Well, you’ll certainly be getting a blast later.”

She looked up at him. “What d’you mean by that?”

“I’ve just told them you’ll be up for taking them all.”

She laughed. “No, you—”

“Yes, I have.”

She stared. “All of them? I don’t think I could take—”

“You’ll do as I say.”

Her eyes and mouth opened wide, and he felt a twinge of guilt about being so bossy. But only a tiny twinge. His inner Dom woke up and took over. “At least for the rest of this trip.”

She glanced back at the court before looking up into his eyes. “Do you really want me to take them all?”

“You said you wanted to release your inner slut.” He broke out of character briefly to add, “After we get home, we can go back to discussing things first, as normal.”

She chewed her lower lip, her eyes shining. “Would you still love me if I took on six guys at once?”

“You know I would. And later…” He bent to whisper. “I’ll become your seventh.”

They held eye contact as their pact was sealed. Then the referee’s whistle broke the spell and the game started.

This match was harder, the opposition noticeably better than the previous team the Reds had played. Their new friends lost all three sets, and the players looked pretty dejected as they trudged off the court.

“Tough game,” Luke said.

JZ shrugged. “Those guys are a different class. They’ll easily qualify for the next round because their final match is against the team we played this morning.”

“Does only one team from each group go through?”

“Yeah. But that means it doesn’t matter what we do in the next match.” JZ grinned. “And beer tent’s still open.”

All of them went back to the refreshment area, where there were outdoor stalls selling barbecue that smelled great. Luke and a couple of the players joined the food queue while Harriet went with the rest of the players into the beer tent. Ten minutes later they congregated on hay bales laid out as bench seats.

Harriet came to sit with Luke, passing him a beer as he passed her a burger. She glanced around to make sure they wouldn’t be overheard. “So, I’ve been thinking.”

He smiled. “What about?”

She shook her head in dismay. “An hour ago, you said you’ve arranged for me to be gangbanged by six guys. What do you think I’ve been thinking about?”

“Oh yeah. That.” He gave her a teasing smile. “It’d slipped my mind.”

“Liar. I bet your cock’s been dribbling all morning.”

She wasn’t wrong. “And you’re not wet at all?”

Harriet ignored the question. “So, the guys are all camping out in a campsite set up in one of the local parks.”

“Okay...”

“But they only have small tents, not a nice big one.”

“How many times to do I have to tell you, size isn’t—”

“It is if you want to watch me being the centre of attention for all those guys.” She shrugged. “We can either take them all back to our hotel room, which will look dodgy at best, or we come up with an alternative venue for what you have planned.”

Luke thought about it. If they’d checked into a motel where the rooms were straight off the car park, they could get into the room without the need to walk past the reception desk. He gazed around the campus. There were portable shower blocks and toilet facilities at the perimeter of the field but far too many people around.

Ned and a guy called Jude came over to chat with them.

“It’s a pisser we got drawn in the same group as the Sixty-Niners, but we still have the beach comp tomorrow.”

“You’re in the beach volleyball tournament as well?” Luke asked.

“Yeah.” Ned waved his finger between himself and Jude. “Only us two, and that’s a much smaller tournament. Only a dozen courts, though you’re welcome to come watch that too.”

“Where’s it being held?” Luke asked.

“Mission Beach. We can show you later if you like. We’ll be going over for a look around after our last match here.”

“Yeah, great.” Luke smiled, but he wasn’t very hopeful of finding any privacy on a beach in San Diego.

The final game was much closer, with the Moscow Reds winning the first two sets, losing the third and ending up second in their group. It wasn’t good enough to qualify for the next round, but they were pleased to have won two out of their three matches.

After another visit to the beer tent, Ned led them towards the car park. He turned to Luke and Harriet. “We may as well all travel to the beach together.”

Five minutes later, they reached a Dodge panel van, which reminded Luke of The Mystery Machine from the Scooby Doo films. “This yours?”

“Sure is.” Ned unlocked the side door and slid it back.

Inside was a spacious area with carpet on the floor and bench seats on either side. Excitement thrummed in Luke’s groin. This was the perfect space for Harriet to be the centre of everyone’s attention. When he glanced at her face, he could tell that she was thinking exactly the same thing.
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Chapter 24

Ned climbed into the driver’s seat, and Jude sat alongside him in the front. Harriet and Luke sat on one bench seat with JZ, and the three other guys took the one opposite, their eyes all firmly fixed on Harriet’s legs.

Ned started the van and pulled out of their slot but soon came to a halt. “Could be a while here, people,” he said, glancing into the back. “Looks like everyone’s leaving at once.”

“Maybe we should wait for the queue to die down,” Harriet said, pressing her leg against Luke’s.

The driver shrugged. “We could be here some time.”

“That’s okay.” She sat forward and peeled off her vest, revealing her bare breasts. “I can think of a good way to pass the time.”

Ned and Jude turned around, their eyes going as big as saucers when they saw her. Ned quickly reversed into a vacant space. As the two guys got out the front doors, Luke decided to swap with them. That way he could keep an eye on what was going on inside and outside of the van. The last thing they needed was other people gatecrashing the party.

By the time Luke had turned around to watch, Harriet’s shorts and panties had been removed. She was kneeling on the carpet between the bench seats, wearing only her trainers. The guys were all pawing her, Chad gripping his already-stiff cock and pointing it at Harriet’s face. She bent over and took him into her mouth. JZ moved up behind her and ran the tip of his cock through her folds a couple of times before pushing inside.

Luke heard his wife’s groan, but she didn’t release the cock in her mouth. She sucked Chad for a while, then Bodie, sitting to Chad’s right, pointed his dick at her face. Harriet released Chad and moved on, bouncing her head up and down and taking Bodie’s full length into her throat.

JZ withdrew and allowed Jude to take his place. Harriet had now taken four of the player’s cocks inside her, two in her mouth and two in her pussy. Jude gripped her hips and fucked her hard with long, deep strokes. Harriet’s stifled moans told Luke she was already building up to her first orgasm. He watched, trembling. His cock was bone-hard and dripping freely inside his shorts.

Harriet grunted, releasing the cock from her mouth as she pushed herself back to meet Jude’s thrusts. Luke watched her face as she came, her eyes closed and painted red lips forming a perfect O. She looked incredibly sexy.

Jude suddenly pulled out and shot a thick cord of semen onto her back. A couple of the other guys cheered, then Ned elbowed him out of the way and took his place.

The California sun beat down on the panel truck, and the inside heated up. Everyone developed a sheen of sweat, even Luke. From the front seat, he watched his beautiful wife surrounded by men, their muscled bodies glistening with sweat and their veiny cocks coated with her juices.

Harriet moved over to suck the last guy on the far bench. She’d now sampled all six cocks, one of which had already spat its load. Luke could tell from the expression of the guy she was sucking that he’d probably be the next to come. Either he’d been turned on from watching the action, or he was less experienced than the others, but after less than a minute in Harriet’s mouth, his eyes squeezed tight and his body jerked. Without skipping a beat or spilling a drop, Harriet kept bobbing her head until he’d finished twitching.

Ned pulled out and Chad was about to take his place when Harriet announced her knees were getting sore. She was quickly helped to one of the bench seats, where she was laid flat on her back with one foot on the floor and the other leg raised up against the side of the van. Chad finally got his cock inside her, and Bodie crawled over and fed his cock into her mouth.

The van wasn’t high enough to allow anyone to stand upright, particularly men so tall, so the others either knelt or half-crouched around the two men using her body. Harriet was rocking her hips and pulling Chad deeper, no doubt approaching her second orgasm. He fucked her hard and then held still. Knowing he was coming inside her seemed to get her over the line. She dropped her head back and screamed, releasing Bodie’s cock from her mouth in the process. He wanked his cock while waiting to get it back in her mouth. She parted her lips just as he exploded. Though she pushed her head forward to catch the subsequent spurts, most of his jizz hit her in the face and hair.

As the two guys backed off, JZ entered her once again and Jude fed his cock into her mouth, which brought home something Luke hadn’t considered. These guys were all young and fit; some of them, maybe all, would be able to come twice. Harriet could end up taking twelve shots of cum by the time this was over. Although a little concerned for her wellbeing, the idea of it sent wicked thrills running through him.

Luke was now uncomfortably hot, but nobody in the back seemed to be suffering. The air was thick with the smell of sex. Harriet slid to the floor and lay on carpet between the benches, legs bent and arms stretched out above her head. Jude positioned himself between her knees, pushed them wide and entered her. She let out a guttural groan.

Rather than groping her or sticking their cocks in Harriet’s face like earlier, the other guys seemed happy to hang back. Luke watched his wife getting nailed. Jude was giving it to her hard, the sweat dripping from his face onto her flat belly. Glancing at the guys surrounding them, Luke saw they were all slowly wanking, keeping themselves hard while waiting their turn.

Jude ploughed into Harriet with force then, just as he had the first time, he withdrew and sent his cum up onto her belly. Ned practically pulled Jude out of the way and immediately entered her. He fucked her slowly, taking his time and watching her face. She said something to him that Luke didn’t hear, and he smiled. She reached up and wiped the sweat from his brow. Then he picked up the pace and Luke realised Harriet’s moans were getting louder. As Ned fired his load inside her, Harriet reached her third orgasm. The two of them writhed together for another minute or so, then Ned finally withdrew.

Before anyone could take his place, Harriet rolled over and raised up onto all fours, which was the position she’d started in. Luke heard her tell the guys she’d take two at a time, and as Chad fed his cock into her mouth, the guy whose name Luke couldn’t remember entered her from behind. The guy behind came first, spilling his seed inside her, and he was immediately replaced. Harriet looked up at her husband with shining eyes and cum smeared all over her face as she was railed from behind. Luke remembered her doing this the very first time she’d taken another man during their marriage. In Oslo, she’d stared into his eyes while the sax player had fucked her. She was doing it again, and Luke found it difficult to breathe. Bodie increased the speed and force of his thrusts, then with a grunt he dropped his head back and added his own cream to the mess inside her.

The van was suddenly silent. JZ leaned on one of the bench seats. The other five guys were kneeling or sitting on the floor of the van, breathing heavily. Harriet had taken them all twice, and the young guns were out of ammo.

Luke cleared his throat. “Well guys, I guess we won’t be going to the beach with you today, after all.”

Chad handed Harriet a vest from an unused kit for her to wipe herself down with, then JZ passed Harriet her clothes. By the time Luke had got out and walked around to the side door, she had her shorts and vest on. JZ held her hand to steady her as she climbed out to join Luke on the field.

Still naked, Ned leaned just his head out of the door. “We’d love to see you both at the beach tomorrow, but either way, this has been our best tournament ever.”

The others shouted their agreement.

Luke smiled. “We’ll find you, I promise.”

Then he slipped his arm around his wife’s waist and guided her back to where they’d left the car.

“Are you okay?” he whispered, glancing at her. There was still cum in her hair.

“Are you?” She sounded worried.

“I’m better than okay.” He pulled her closer. “I’m married to the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.”

* * * *

When they got back to their hotel room, Luke started to draw a bath. He returned to the bedroom, dropped to his knees, and untied Harriet’s trainers. After removing them, he peeled down her shorts and panties. Her entire groin area was covered in cum, some dried on her skin, some still wet and seeping out of her. He stood up and pulled off her vest, revealing more dried-on jizz all over her torso, front and back.

She brushed her lips against his cheek. “Didn’t you say something about being the seventh?”

“That was before I knew the first six would want to use you twice.”

“But aren’t you horny?”

“Yeah, but I’ve got you for another fifty years. I can wait.”

She gave a tired smile. “Thank you.”

“Do you want a drink?”

“I’d love a bottle of water and a glass of white wine.”

He leaned forward and kissed her forehead. “Go get in the bath, I’ll be back in five minutes.”

Luke went down to the hotel bar, ordered Harriet’s drinks and a beer for himself, then returned to their room. After giving Harriet her drinks, he sat on the bed and thought about everything he’d witnessed in the van. His cock thickened, but he ignored it.

Harriet eventually walked out of the bathroom wearing a white robe. Her makeup was gone and her hair was tousled from towel drying.

He smiled at her. “How are you feeling?”

“Satiated.”

“I’m not surprised.”

She opened her robe to show the pale blue bikini she’d worn at the hotel pool in LA. “I thought we could go for a swim.”

Luke nodded. “I’d like that.”

He quickly changed into his swimming shorts and a clean t-shirt. Five minutes later, they lay on loungers at the side of the hotel pool. Even though it was a little after six, the sun still felt warm on his body.

“What do you want to do tomorrow?” he asked, wondering if she’d prefer not to see the six young men again.

“Go to the beach and watch the volleyball. We said we would, and I’d like to keep our word.”

“Okay.”

Harriet grinned. “Besides, if there are only two players in a team, that’ll be much easier for me.” Before he had time to answer, she got off the lounger and walked over to the hot tub. She lowered herself into bubbling water, lay back and closed her eyes.

Luke saw several of the men around the pool cast admiring glances at his wife and smiled at the thought of them knowing how she’d spent her afternoon.

Tomorrow would be their last day in San Diego. They’d have to drive back to LA tomorrow evening for their flight back to England the following morning. Their trip to California had been better than he could ever have dreamed, and they still had the beach volleyball to look forward to.
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Chapter 25

Another clear blue sky greeted Luke when he opened the curtains of their San Diego hotel room.

Harriet came out of the bathroom and slipped back between the sheets. “What time is it?”

“A little after seven.” He sat on the edge of the bed and stroked her hair. “How are you feeling?”

“I’m okay. Still a little shocked at what I did, but…” She gave a shrug. “How about you? Any regrets?”

Luke could still remember the thrill of watching his wife with six young men in the back of a Dodge panel van. “No.”

“Nobody back home can ever know about—”

He placed his finger to her lips. “They never will.” He gave a grin. “But it’ll live long in my memory.”

“Mine too.” She looked at the window. “Another sunny day, I see.”

“Yep. It’s not like good old Blighty.”

She laughed. “I’m almost looking forward to going home tomorrow. I miss the grey clouds and the cold wind.”

“I don’t. So, what do you want to do today?”

“What time does the beach volleyball thing start?”

He couldn’t remember if anyone had told him. “I’m not sure.”

“How about we head down there early and have a walk around? I’m sure there’ll be lots of places to get breakfast.”

“Sounds good.”

Harriet got out of bed and picked up the bikini she’d worn in the hot-tub the previous evening. “This is still wet.”

“I’m sure it’ll soon dry out in this weather.”

“Would you put suncream on me?”

“Oh yeah.”

She laughed and held out the bottle.

He sprayed a dollop of cream onto her back, which started to run down her bronzed skin. “Hmm, that reminds me of yesterday.”

“You’re a pervert.”

“I know.” He moved up to her shoulders, then turned her around and added more cream to her neck and chest. “That’s why we get on so well.” He sprayed cream onto her bare breasts, then massaged that in for longer than was necessary.

She watched him with a smirk on her face. “They won’t actually be getting any sun.”

“I know, but better safe than sorry.” He did her arms, then offered to do her legs.

“I can manage those, thanks.”

Luke dressed in t-shirt and combat shorts. Harriet put on the damp bikini, pulled on her cut-offs over her bikini bottoms, and laced up her new trainers.

She stood up and frowned. “Will I be okay like this?”

He ran his finger around his mouth. “You need lippy.”

She laughed as she walked to the mirror. After adding bright red lip gloss, she slipped on her sunglasses. “I actually meant should I put on a shirt?”

“No, you look great like that.”

Luke carried their bags downstairs and they checked out of the hotel. Once in the car, they headed towards Mission Beach. When they saw the sign for Mission Bay Park, they decided to stop there first. It was a tropical paradise of golden beaches, cobalt-blue water, lush green parkland and lots of palm trees. There were children running and laughing in the numerous play areas, and quite a few joggers and cyclists on the paths that cut through the park.

They wandered for almost an hour, then headed back to their car and eventually stopped for breakfast near the beach. After a second cup of coffee, Luke suggested they go to the tournament.

A long wooden pier ran from the beach into the ocean, beyond which dozens of surfers were riding the waves. The sound of cheering and the short toots of referees’ whistles directed them to the beach volleyball tournament. As they approached the courts, Luke saw that all the competitors and most of the spectators were dressed in swimming costumes. He felt overdressed in shorts that reached his knees.

They spotted Ned and Jude watching a game about halfway along the line of courts. The guys waved and grinned, each giving Luke a fist-bump and Harriet a hug. Both of the young men wore oversized red t-shirts and wraparound sunglasses.

“Where are the rest of the team?” Harriet asked.

“They’re over at the sports arena,” Ned explained. “We got chatting to a ladies team from Ohio at the campsite last night. They’ve qualified for the later stages at the arena, so our guys went to cheer them on. They should be here by early afternoon.”

“Have you played yet?” Luke asked.

Jude nodded. “We won our first match, and our next one is in about 20 minutes.”

They chatted like old friends, and what happened yesterday in the back of Ned’s van was never mentioned. As their match approached, both players started limbering up and stretching. When the referee called for the teams, Ned and Jude removed their t-shirts to reveal red brief-style trunks. Harriet whistled at them, and they both laughed.

The match started, and there were fewer long rallies than during yesterday’s games. With only two players on each side of the court, it was easier for the team with the ball to find spaces to aim their shots. Ned and Jude won two of the three sets and looked pretty pleased with themselves afterwards. Harriet hugged and congratulated them.

“How long before your next match?” Luke asked. “Or to be more specific, have we got time for a beer?”

“There’s always time for a beer,” Ned said, pulling on his t-shirt. The four of them walked away from the courts toward a series of tents and tables.

Luke went to the bar and Harriet, Ned and Jude sat at one of the tables under an umbrella. Soon back, Luke handed out the bottles and raised his own in toast. “Cheers.”

The other three smiled, raised their bottles then took a sip.

Luke saw Harriet staring at something behind him. He turned, wondering if the other four guys had turned up early, but he couldn’t see them. She seemed to be looking at a row of cubicles built from wooden poles and canvas that were being used as changing rooms.

He turned back and gave her a quizzical look, but she just smiled at him and took another sip from her bottle.

“Are you guys going to be around for tonight’s party?” Ned asked.

Luke frowned. “Party?”

“There’s always a big party at the end of the tournament, up at the university.”

“No, we’re heading back to LA. We have an early morning flight back to England tomorrow.”

“Shame, it’s usually a lot of fun.”

They chatted as they finished their beers, then decided to make their way back to the courts. As they were passing the temporary changing rooms, Harriet stopped and looked up at the two young men. “Let’s go in here for a minute.”

Luke blinked, then glanced around. There were about fifty people sitting outside the beer tent, and two of the neighbouring cubicles were occupied with players getting changed. A coldness settled in his stomach. Doing dirty stuff inside a van was one thing. Doing it on a crowded beach could lead to them being arrested.

The other three were inside the cubicle. A flimsy curtain hung from one pole to drape over the entrance as a door. The canvas walls didn’t reach the ground, so everyone’s feet were in view. Luke stepped just inside the entrance and held the curtain closed behind him.

His wife was already on her knees, facing the two players. Anyone looking in their direction would be able to see how many people were inside and know exactly what was going on. She tugged down Ned’s and Jude’s trunks, releasing their dicks. Then, looking up at her husband, she took a semi-hard cock in each hand and smiled. Luke held his breath, too nervous to appreciate the sexiness of the situation.

Harriet’s tongue appeared briefly as she wet her lips, then she leaned forward and took Ned’s cock into her mouth. She kept it there for just a few seconds before turning to her right and sucking Jude’s. Both men were soon fully hard as Harriet slid her head forward and back on them in turn.

She was still wearing her sunglasses so Luke couldn’t tell if her eyes were open or closed. He checked outside to make sure nobody had called security.

The sounds of distant shouts and whistles faded from Luke’s ears. All he could hear was the smacking of Harriet’s wet lips and the quiet murmurs of Ned and Jude. Harriet was breathing through her nose, but Luke could hardly breathe at all.

He remembered the hotwife called Dana sucking a guy off at the Key Party, and Harriet saying she wouldn’t have had the nerve to do that in front of everyone. Was this his wife’s way of proving she no longer considered herself a novice?

“Are we getting close yet?” Harriet whispered, looking up at the men with a thick, wet cock in each hand.

She leaned forward and ran her tongue over the tip of one cock, then the other. “I want you both to come at the same time. Can you do that for me?”

Ned and Jude were breathing heavily, and they nodded in unison. Luke wanted to check outside again but didn’t dare in case he missed the action.

Harriet took Jude’s cock all the way into her mouth and hummed, then did the same to Ned’s. Luke knew from experience how good those vibrations felt. Then she pulled her head back and pumped both men, aiming their dicks at her face.

Ned reached down and tipped her head back a little, then wrapped his fist around hers on his dick and pumped faster. The tip of his cock seemed to swell, then a thick dollop of cum shot out and splattered onto Harriet’s sunglasses. She pumped her other hand faster and Jude exploded into her face just a couple of seconds later. Ned removed his hand and Harriet pumped both cocks fast, her hands a blur as more cum gushed onto her face and glasses.

She opened her mouth and swallowed Ned’s cock, making him shudder and groan. Next she did the same to Jude. Finally, she pulled her head back and let go of both cocks. Sitting back on her haunches, she looked up at the three men crowding around her. Her face and sunglasses looked like they’d been glazed with icing. Ned removed his t-shirt and passed it to Harriet.

She dropped it on the sand by her knees and nodded her thanks. “If you two want to go back to the court, we’ll be there in a couple of minutes.”

The two guys tucked their dicks away, smiled knowingly at Luke as they squeezed past him, and left the cubicle. Luke quickly closed the curtain again.

Harriet moved forward on her knees and looked up into his face. “Now it’s your turn.”

“There’s no need to—”

“I want to. I want you.”

He frowned, shook his head and glanced back to make sure nobody was peering through the gap of the curtain. “I don’t think I could relax enough.”

She reached up and pulled down the zip of his shorts. “I promise this’ll make you relax.”

He smiled in spite of his uneasiness. “This is probably a bad idea…”

“I don’t think so.” She held his cock in her hand and looked at it. The entire tip was coated in precum. “I think you’re going to find this is a great idea.”

“Harri— Ohhh!”

His entire length sank into the soft, wet heat of her mouth and throat. It felt so good. She pulled back and pushed forward again. Luke closed his eyes, no longer concerned about who might see them. All he cared about was her soft mouth sliding on his hard cock.

He opened his eyes. “I’m going to come.”

She moved her head faster.

“Do you want me to come where they did?”

She slipped her hands around his thighs and held him tight. His legs locked straight and he grunted. A jolt like an electric shock accompanied the first eruption. Harriet took him deep into her throat and held him there as he emptied his balls with a series of intense spasms.

Harriet kept his cock in her mouth until it started to wilt. When she finally released him, she gently kissed the tip. “I thought you’d be desperate for release by now, because I’ve had a lot of attention since your last one.”

The fact his spine felt like it’d turned to marshmallow confirmed she was right.

Harriet removed her sunglasses and used Ned’s t-shirt to wipe her face. Luke pulled her to her feet, took the t-shirt from her and cleaned up the blobs she’d missed. “So, what do you want to do now?”

“Apart from taking a shower?” She shook her head. “I don’t know.”

“Want to hang around and see the rest of the team?”

She chewed her lower lip then shook her head. “No.”

He got the feeling that her wish to play the slut had run its course. “Want to get on the road and start driving back to LA?”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “You wouldn’t mind? I thought you wanted to watch the volleyball.”

“This was never about the volleyball.”

She nodded. “What about the guys?”

“They’ll be fine, and they’ll never forget you.”

“Are you saying we should go without even saying goodbye?”

He smiled. “I’ve stopped giving you orders.”

She stepped close and hugged him. “I think we should say goodbye to them.”

“Okay.”

They stepped out of the cubicle and Luke was relieved to see that nobody paid them any attention. He’d half-expected there to be either a cheering crowd or cops with handcuffs. Harriet cleaned her sunglasses with Ned’s shirt, then slipped them back on.

When they got to the court, Ned and Jude were playing their match. Luke and Harriet watched until the set ended, then raised their hands to wave. Both guys came over, shook Luke’s hand and hugged Harriet. She passed Ned his scrunched up t-shirt, and he smiled and dropped it next to his bag. When the referee blew his whistle, the guys walked back on court.

Luke held Harriet’s hand as they walked along the golden sand, under the wooden pier and back to their hired Mercedes. By this time tomorrow they’d be somewhere over the Atlantic Ocean on their way home, but Luke knew the memories of their adventures in California would stay with them forever.

THE END
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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, contact him by email, chat on X, or follow his new stories on Amazon. And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.
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Vivienne inadvertently discovers husband Lee’s laptop still logged on after he leaves for a work trip. The scantily clad women on the webpage pique her curiosity. Thinking she might be able to give him a sexy treat if she knows what sort of porn he watches, she takes a closer look.

Then her world collapses.

It isn’t a porn site - it’s a contact forum. Lee’s been moonlighting as a bull for couples who live the hotwife/cuckold lifestyle. Not only are there sexy women offering him their bodies, he’s also getting requests from husbands to satisfy their wives’ carnal desires.

About to call Lee and tell him not to bother coming home ever again, Viv realises this confrontation needs to be done face to face. The inevitable denials and elaborate lies would hurt her even more. So she comes up with a good old honeytrap plan.

She registers as ‘Brandy’ and sends a request saying, ‘Let me be your next hotwife’.  When he turns up at the hotel, there’ll be no way for him to try and sweet-talk his way out of his duplicity.

But there’s something Vivienne hasn’t considered: the forum has many bulls looking for sexy hotwives to service…

Your Next Hotwife is available from Amazon.

───Ξ───
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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.

Invincible: 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.

The Hotwife Games: Invincible is available from Amazon.

───Ξ───
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