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Prologue


Zach glanced over to the door again, telling himself to be patient… good things come to those who wait after all.

He forced himself to listen in to the conversation around the table, his and Harriet’s friends talking about the pros and cons of moving out to one of the beaches… Zach nodding his agreement at the right moments, making the right noises about commuting times, but his heart wasn’t in it.

His mind was elsewhere as he glanced down at his phone. Nothing. No updates yet. Just the messages from a few minutes before on their group chat with Ben… Harriet the instigator:

My bull is looking particularly magnificent tonight x

Zach couldn’t really vouch for that, but Harriet liked to have fun with the terminology… bull, hotwife, not so much cuck, Zach hadn’t been so keen on that, but either way she enjoyed the fun side of their arrangement.

Then Ben playing the game:

Your hotwife is looking pretty good herself, Zach… particularly in those jeans.

Now that Zach really could vouch for… Harriet was looking stunning tonight, tight white jeans paired with high heels and a black top. The fact that another man was saying that about his wife, well… he’d long since given up on being precious about that, loving the thrill of knowing that Harriet was lusted after, would come back to him later to be reclaimed.

And then Harriet, of course, inevitably, escalating it:

Outside. Two minutes x

She’d sent that and stood up immediately, leaning over to kiss Zach and whisper, “You sure you’re ok with this?”

He’d smiled and whispered back, “You know I am. Remember… picture.”

“You’ve got it… and then we’ve got so much reclaiming to do later.” She’d kissed Zach again. “I love you so, so much…” and then she’d headed for the door, Ben getting up from his table and doing the same.

And now… Zach was waiting. For a picture. For an invite to come outside too. For Harriet to return. Or maybe some combination of all three? And he had to force himself to make small talk while he tried to keep a close eye on both the door and his phone… distracted didn’t even begin to describe it.

What were they up to? He was dying to know… this was Harriet’s last chance to get intimate with her bull for the next month as he’d be away travelling with work, and she’d promised him a surprise to make it all worthwhile because, well, setting up that evening had been tricky…

First, Ben had to persuade his mates to choose where they were going to go out that Saturday night in advance… not easy with a bunch of guys in their mid-twenties used to their weekends evolving somewhat organically.

Then, Harriet and Zach had to persuade their friends to go to the same place without explaining why… their arrangement with Ben was several months old now and going strong, but it was very much private, all three well aware that if they went public there was no closing the door on that particular Pandora’s Box.

And then the final complexity… the woman that Ben had been seeing in recent weeks casually, or at least casually as he described it, was turning up later with some of her friends, the reason why the three of them couldn’t just meet back at Harriet and Zach’s place at the end of the night, and the reason why Harriet had moved things along so fast… Zach had detected a hint of jealousy from Harriet, amusingly, and he knew that she wanted Ben to have had his own surprise before his new woman turned up.

So… Zach was waiting and highly distracted.

Finally, a message pinged up on his phone… a short video. He slid the phone under the table, out of sight of his friends, and opened it.

Harriet in a darkened side alley, he thought not far from the bar, looking at the camera.

Well, not just at… more like looking up at.

Because she was on her knees, the camera held up above.

She was smiling, he could see it in her eyes and around the edge of her mouth, but mainly in her eyes… eyes bright with arousal, a look so familiar to Zach by now.

But it was her lips… my God, thought Zach, his breath catching, his heart racing… because her lips were wrapped around Ben’s hard cock and as the video played she closed her eyes, moving her head forward to take more of Ben’s length in her mouth, and Zach could almost feel what Ben would be feeling, she’d done that so many times with him before.

Zach shifted position a little, conscious that he was getting incredibly turned on at the sight, just as he always did… not fifty yards from where he was sat his wife, Harriet, was sucking her magnificent bull’s rock hard cock and Zach was sat there, helpless to do anything about it.

He loved it.

Forcing himself back to the conversation, his mind very much elsewhere, he kept an eye on the time.

Ten minutes had passed since the video. They were taking their time.

A group of three attractive women had joined Ben’s mates and Zach wondered whether one of them was Ben’s new casual flame… good luck to them explaining where he’d got to.

And then Harriet came back into the bar, unable to hide her grin, looking ever so slightly dishevelled and flushed, the knees of her white jeans a little dirty from kneeling in the alleyway, but only because Zach was watching her closely and knew what she’d been up to.

He returned her grin as she sat back down next to him and then, once everyone else at the table was back focused on their conversation, she looked at Zach and ostentatiously licked her lips before taking a sip of her wine. Jesus, he thought, she’s just swallowed his cum, hasn’t she? He felt his breath catch again… he loved her so much, loved her all the more for this extra dimension to their relationship that they’d found.

Zach leaned close. “Enjoy it?” he whispered, quiet enough that only she’d hear.

“I reminded him of my merits….” Harriet replied, smiling. She glanced over to Ben’s table. “You think that’s her?”

Zach shrugged. “Could be. I mean, probably…”

“She’s cute.” Harriet leaned in close and whispered right into Zach’s ear. “But she doesn’t matter. You do. When we get home later I’m going to need the man I love to absolutely… fuck… my…” She bit his earlobe gently. “…brains out.” She leaned back. “You can do that for me?”

Zach laughed. “I think that can be arranged…”

Reclaiming Harriet afterwards was the best part, after all.


Chapter 1


And thoroughly reclaim Harriet he did, and her Zach.

It was well into the early hours on Sunday morning when they lay together in a sweaty heap on their bed, sheets tangled beneath them, lights dim, a warm breeze blowing through their open window with the soft background white noise of rain falling outside.

“You know what,” Harriet said, turning her head and resting it on Zach’s waist.

“What?”

“This… right now… this is my favourite part of all of this.” She paused. “Ben’s great, I think we know that by now. You’re better. But this… lying here together afterwards, it feels so…” She hesitated. “So good.”

Zach reached his hand down to push a loose strand of hair back from her face and grinned. “It does, doesn’t it.” They lay in silence for a little longer, then Zach said, “That video… wow.”

Harriet had the good grace to blush. “We knew we needed to be quick, but I don’t know what it was… he wanted to do something for both him and I but I just…” She shrugged. “With the next month apart, I just really wanted to give him that.”

“It was super-hot…”

“I’m glad you thought so too,” Harriet replied. “But… speaking of the next month apart…”

Zach gave her a moment to finish her sentence but she stayed silent. Eventually he spoke. “You’ve got that look,” he teased. “You’ve got an idea, haven’t you?”

“Well… maybe?”

“Shoot. Worst that can happen is I say no.”

He saw Harriet compose herself. “So this thing with Ben is great. But also, that thing with Grant and Tom in Bali was great. Different great, but great nonetheless.”

“Ok…?” Zach knew exactly where she was going with this, but she needed to be the one to say it.

“And… seeing Ben’s new fling, made me realise what might happen if it was more than casual with him and her? We'd probably be minus my magnificent bull.” She grinned as she said that, and Zach grinned too… it was cute how much pleasure Harriet derived from using the terminology.

“So you’re thinking we bin this whole thing off, right? Just go back to you and I and no one else?” Zach couldn’t help but keep on grinning… of course he wasn’t being serious.

Harriet punched him playfully. “You’re going to make me say it, aren’t you?”

“Yep.”

He watched as she took a deep breath. “How about we make the most of this next month? Cover all bases? Dig out the list we made when we were working out how to experiment?”

“The list where we literally got as far as number one, see Ben again, then didn’t look at again?”

Harriet laughed. “Yes, that one. You still got it?”

“Probably not, but it wasn’t complex. I remember ex-boyfriends of yours was on it…”

“I’d be game for the right ex…” Zach could see that Harriet had a look that told him she really would be… interesting. “I wouldn’t have before Ben and before Bali, I’d have been worried about your reaction, but now… we’d be fine, I think.”

“I think so too,” Zach agreed. “You're ex's aren't in Sydney though, right?"

She nodded. "On our travels though…"

"Why do I feel like you have someone in mind…" he half-joked. "What else did we have?”

“Dating apps.” Harriet grimaced. “I’ve still got my reservations about those… all the horror stories from my single friends. It feels like a lot of work for something that could happen another way.”

Zach nodded. “Yeah… I mean it could work, but it could be bad. I think that’s one for if we want to find a Ben replacement, not a Ben supplement. Also… parties we had on there.”

“We did, didn’t we… I remember you cryptically hinting with an air of sophisticated mystery that you had an ‘in’ to some high-end ones?” Harriet teased. “Suitable for beautiful people like us…” She was grinning while she said it, but Zach was sure of one thing… if they went to some sort of sex party they’d want to be average for the room, not the youngest or best looking in there. And although he was biased, to his eyes Harriet was objectively stunningly beautiful… so anything they did would need to be high end.

“I did, didn’t I?” he replied.

“So… we could find out more?” She paused. “That’s not a commitment, by the way, that’s merely an expression of interest!” Her smile told Zach that at the very least it was strong interest.

“Ok, I can find out more… you want me to keep the mystery to it?”

“Why not? It makes it exciting…” She paused for a moment. “There’s also always just me going and chatting up a guy at a bar…”

Zach laughed… that was precisely how they’d found Ben. “There is… I feel like we got very lucky there.”

“Yes… lightning probably won’t strike twice, will it?”

They fell silent for a few moments then Zach brought up the other angle, not one from their list but maybe one that the newly adventurous Harriet would consider. “There’s also… you and another woman?”

Harriet pulled her stern face, though the hint of a pout told him he’d not overstepped, or at least not completely. “Always about me and another woman… you wouldn’t even get to watch!”

“But you’d tell me all about it… that would suffice.” Years before, when they’d first got together on Zach’s year studying abroad in Oxford as fellow students, he’d told her she had an indefinite, unlimited hall pass to sleep with another woman… and he’d meant it. Still did. The idea was so insanely hot.

Harriet sat up. “You know how it is… the more you ask, the further away it gets.”

Zach put on his saddest expression and Harriet laughed. “Ohhh… those puppy dog eyes,” she continued. “Well… seeing as you were kind enough to let me suck my magnificent bull’s cock one more time earlier, I kind of owe you. So how about we do this?”

“Do what?”

“How about I do this…” She straddled Zach’s lap, her hand going to his cock which responded rapidly. “And how about you tell me a story… about what would happen if I did have rampant, passionate sex with a woman?”

This Zach liked very much… a game they’d played since they first realised an interest in Harriet sleeping with other people while Zach watched, where one of them fantasised out loud as they made love. God knew what it said about their psychologies, but it worked… really worked.

“Only if you choose the woman…”

Harriet grinned. “Well I do owe you.” She narrowed her eyes and Zach could see that despite her protests she was turned on at the thought. “Choose the woman…” She was pretending to think but Zach could tell she had someone in mind. “You know the movie we watched other day? The superhero one? Her… the superhero. The one with the golden whip.”

Zach grinned. “A fine choice… I’d imagine she’d be quite dominant?”

Harriet looked at him as she lowered herself onto his now hard cock, half gasping, “Very… at least in your fantasy she’d better be…”


Chapter 2


Zach reckoned that Harriet would be secretly disappointed to discover what his ‘in’ to the world of high class sex parties was… he’d hinted at some mysterious contact, some hitherto unknown person with access to the most decadent levels of high society, but the reality was much more mundane.

His mate Angus.

It didn’t really sound much when he put it like that.

Nor did it sound particularly appealing.

Harriet would be sceptical… however, what she wouldn’t appreciate was that Angus, despite his outwards persona as a down-to-earth Aussie bloke, enjoyed the finer things in life, helped by an upbringing of privilege and education at one of the top private schools in Sydney and the connections that only that can buy.

Zach knew him through playing cricket together, and would never have known until they’d spent quite a few alcohol fuelled nights out where Angus’s loosened tongue started to reveal the more complex side to him.

Upmarket sex parties were, apparently, part of it. Late one night as they were walking in the same direction to get home he’d let slip about some parties that him and his casual-not-really-a-girlfriend Mia had attended, not giving any details away but saying enough that Zach understood that they were selective, wild, and very discrete… which sounded exactly like what he and Harriet would be interested in, particularly as both Angus and Mia were firmly at the beautiful people end of the spectrum.

So… time to buy Angus a beer, thought Zach. Inwardly he braced himself, because one beer with Angus was never one beer… always a good night out, but more like five beers than one.

Worth it though if he could get Angus to give them the ‘in’ that they needed.

***

It was on beer number four that Angus asked him.

“It’s great to see you,” he said. “But I feel like there’s an ulterior motive lurking somewhere behind all the chat?”

Zach grinned… four beers were two too many for treading delicately, and it was only Monday night. He dreaded kicking off his Tuesday with a mild hangover, albeit at least he had the bed to himself later as Harriet was on a night shift at the hospital.

“I’m that easy to read?” Zach replied.

“No… you just didn’t deny it when I asked!” Angus grinned too. “So what can I help you with?”

Zach decided to cut straight to it. “You mentioned one time that you and Mia had gone to a few sex parties…”

“Did I now?” Angus asked. “I must have been pissed.”

“You were… I’ll cut to the chase, Harriet and I are looking to try that scene out, and what you described sounded perfect… kind of exclusive, invite only, a bit crazy but a good kind of crazy.” He paused. “Ring a bell?”

“It does, mate, it does… you’re genuinely interested?” Zach nodded and Angus continued. “Ok… so it’s a friend of mine from school who runs them, ex-girlfriend actually though don’t tell Mia that. You want me to sort you out?”

“Can you tell me a bit more about them first? We’re keen, we’ve done… well, some experimenting already, but we’re keen to take it further.”

“Sure… I guess, what’s to tell? They’re invite only, but I can sort you out… I know that you and Harriet’s faces will fit, put it that way. You have to be discrete. No phones, no cameras, no sharing any personal details of people there after. Strictly pay for your tickets in advance, you get a lot for your money. Ok?”

“Got it. How does it work when you’re there?”

“Dress code is sophisticated elegance, think sharp suit for men, elegant dresses for women. But something you’re happy to wear all night… some people lose the clothes fast, others just watch all night, others in between. Personal choice.” He paused. “Though I figure you’re wasting your time if you’re there just to watch…”

Zach nodded his understand and Angus continued. “It’s female first, a hard rule. Any guy approaching a woman can and will get thrown out. Consent has to be explicit… depressing that they need to say that but they do.”

“That’s reassuring,” Zach replied, and it really was. Thinking of the chance that him and Harriet got separated but knowing that she was in that sort of environment where consent was central was a good thing, definitely.

“Couples or women, no random men. You discover the venue an hour before to avoid gate crashers, usually somewhere large and upmarket. Last one we went to was in a large town house, lots of different rooms. People could get privacy if they want, or be very public… there’s always a couple that wants everyone to watch them. Other rooms that are semi-public, and usually a couple of rooms with some kink… handcuffs, crosses, that sort of thing.” Angus paused and grinned. “If you guys are into that… and some experienced practitioners if people want to try something for fun.”

“It sounds crazy,” Zach said.

“Yeah, I guess a little, but crazy good. They go on past sunrise.” He paused. “So, you want me to make a call? Find out when the next one is?”

Zach was nodding his head slowly. “Yeah… I think so. We’re kind of trying lots of things out at the moment… this sounds like something we wouldn’t forget in a hurry.”

“That you won’t,” laughed Angus. “Mind my beer, I’ll be back.”

***

Angus was on the phone for a little while, and Zach could see that he was smooth talking his ex, putting on all the charm… and it seemed to be working.

He came back over to the table and Zach could hear Angus saying, “Seriously, I can vouch for them… yeah, yeah of course they’ll behave… you want pictures?” He laughed. “You don’t trust me? … yeah, I guess not after that. Ok… so I send you pictures and we’re good? Ok… great… yeah, I’ve not forgotten… ok, bye. Bye.”

He sat back down and grinned. “It’s every six weeks but next one is this Saturday. She’s cool with you being there, just wants pictures to check you guys match the vibe… Saturday good?”

“Yeah, Saturday works. I’ll need to confirm with Harriet but knowing her she’ll be keener than me. Send the photos to your phone?” Angus nodded. “Ok… done.” Zach had chosen the hottest picture he could find of Harriet, a selfie she took on the beach a few months before… a selfie she took to flirt with Ben in fact. For himself he chose a recent one where he looked particularly athletic just after a workout.

They chatted while Angus sent the photos, then a few minutes later he got a confirmation back… Zach and Harriet were in.

“Cheers,” Angus said, raising his glass. “To your first sex club.”

“I’ll drink to that…”

“Just one condition my ex had. I hope you don’t mind but she wants me and Mia there to vouch for you as first-timers. Be your chaperones I guess… is that ok?”

“Yeah, no problem… that doesn’t mean…?” Zach trailed off, sure that his meaning was clear.

“That I’m going to sleep with Harriet?” Angus laughed. “No chance… much as I think your adorable British wife is stunning, don’t shit on your own doorstep, that’s what I say.”

Zach smiled in relief. “Ok, that’s good then. Thank you… next beer’s on me.” He paused. “I guess… all four of us agree that what goes on at the party stays at the party?”

“That’s the spirit… if you don’t have that mindset then you’d probably need to question whether the party’s right for you anyway.”

“Now I just need to tell Harriet that we’re going to an upmarket sex party this Saturday…”

Angus smiled ruefully. “You think you’ve got it tough… I’ve got to tell Mia.”


Chapter 3


“Which one?” Harriet asked.

It was a couple of hours before the party was due to start, and Harriet was stood there in their living room holding up three dresses. Frankly, Zach didn’t really care… she’d look stunning in any of them. But he knew that that wasn’t the answer, that she was really wanting him to choose so that she knew that he was comfortable with what she was wearing… at the end of the day for this sort of evening they were both dressing to impress, but getting the right mix of ‘yes please, come and approach us’ with ‘no, we are not complete sluts’ was important.

“I like the red one best, I think.”

“This one?” she asked, putting the other two down and holding it up for him to see properly. “Really?”

“Yes…” he replied cautiously, trying to work out what trap he’d inadvertently fallen into.

“Why?”

“I like the halter neck look, and it shows off your back.”

“I can’t wear a bra with it,” Harriet replied.

“Is that a bad thing?” Zach smiled as he said it, pleased to see Harriet smiling back.

“I’m not sure… I guess if we meet someone there that we want to… well, you know… do I want to go straight from wearing a dress to topless?” She paused. “You like it more than the other two?”

“It’d be better in gold…”

Harriet looked confused for a few moments then the penny dropped. “Like in your dream…?”

Zach grinned guiltily. “Yeah…” His dream that had kicked this whole crazy hotwife experiment off all those weeks before, Harriet in a gold halter neck dress being ravaged by a strong, handsome alpha bull… he still got hot under the collar remembering it, even after all they’d done.

Harriet put the dress down and walked over to where Zach was sitting, straddling his lap. “Feels like someone likes the thought of me wearing that dress…” she teased, glancing down at the bulge in his shorts as she said it.

“A little…”

“Maybe…” She leaned down to kiss him. “I need to pop out and buy a gold dress…” She kissed him again. “And see if we can find a rough surfer dude type like in your dream…” Another kiss. “And maybe, I need to phone the party organisers…” She kissed him again, and he realised that she was grinding herself slightly against his hard cock. “And ask them to move it to your offices, so that he can fuck me all over the boardroom table.” Another kiss. “That was the dream, right?”

Zach could barely trust himself to talk, he wanted Harriet so much. He simply nodded, but when he tried to kiss her back she pulled her head back, teasing him.

“Later… not now. You get me later.” She paused and climbed off his lap, leaving Zach horny and dazed. “That dress tonight, it’s a no. I’m going to wear this one,” she said as she picked up a black, figure-hugging dress, still elegant, still sexy. “I’m going to wear a bra, because I figure other people might see me undressed and I don’t want to be worrying about public nudity… full lingerie do you reckon?”

“That would look good,” Zach managed to croak out.

Harriet turned back to him and grinned, her eyes bright in the way that they got when they were trying something new. “I feel like you’re as excited as I am…”

Excited, yes, thought Zach, but mixed in with other emotions too… trepidation a little, this felt like a step into the unknown, the knowledge that in all likelihood Harriet would have sex with at least one other man that night and he would get the privilege of watching, but with the edge that Ben and her threesome in Bali had brought… that doubt that she might find an alpha bull that she liked better than him, that she might not come back to be reclaimed, the deeply hidden fantasy where she left with another man leaving him to go home alone that he’d not voiced to even Harriet and that he genuinely didn’t know if he’d want to come true.

It was that, though, that tension, that made this experimentation so damned hot.

Zach braced himself for a crazy night.

***

“We need to go over boundaries again,” Harriet said, quietly enough so that the driver couldn’t hear as their taxi wound its way out to the suburbs.

“You know me,” Zach replied. “No…”

“Ssshhh,” Harriet interrupted. “None of that no boundaries nonsense tonight. For tonight to work we have to look out for each other.”

“We can play it by ear.”

Harriet shook her head. “No, we can’t.” Zach looked at her and realised that for the first time in their experimentation she was nervous, looking for reassurance. With Ben, and with the threesome in Bali, it had either been spontaneous or a known quantity. Tonight was different… tonight was premeditated and with a group of unknowns.

“Ok… I understand,” he said. “So we said keep it soft, right?”

“Yes, both of us, to start with. Soft swapping only… that’s both of our boundaries. Kissing, touching good. Sex, including oral, bad. To start with.”

“I mean, I’m planning to watch like usual, not take part.”

Harriet grinned. “We’ll see… you’ve got my complete blessing to do anything I do.”

Zach shifted in his seat, thinking that through. He really liked the dynamic they’d had so far, Zach as the watcher, not the participant… but he knew that Harriet was keen for him to be more involved, something they’d experimented with alongside Ben in threesomes involving all three of them… and he ever so slightly wondered if she had a role reversal fantasy lurking deep inside, one where she was the watcher.

“Let’s see how we go,” he replied. “And if you want to go further than soft?” He laughed quietly. “Based on past history that feels likely…”

Harriet punched him playfully. “I don’t know what you mean… but assuming either of us want to go further…” She emphasised either heavily. “Then we need to both agree, and both be honest what we’re ok with.”

Zach nodded his agreement. “Let’s look out for each other.”

Harriet took his hand and gave it a squeeze. “Definitely.” She paused. “This is exciting…”

A few minutes later they arrived at the venue, the taxi turning off the main road and onto a dedicated access road. As the trees screening the property from the main road thinned out they both looked eagerly out of the front of the car.

“Wow…” Harriet said.

A reasonable reaction, thought Zach… they’d known the venue was upmarket but this took the breath away, a modernist mansion over three floors at the end of a sweeping driveway, glass everywhere, a number of people already visible (and, for now, clothed) milling around on the ground floor.

“I feel like this is about to get crazy…” Zach whispered to Harriet.

“Yeah…” she replied, but her gaze was fixed on the house and her cheeks were taking on a flush that Zach knew well… she was excited, and that, he suspected, made for a night to remember.


Chapter 4


Zach’s initial reaction when they got inside was that it all felt normal… like they’d gone to a 30th birthday house party hosted by a wealthy friend full of, admittedly, beautiful people.

Once they’d been ticked off the guest list and welcomed by Angus’s connection, they’d been shown through to a large room that opened out on to a terrace looking across well-lit gardens down below. There was a large and well-stocked bar, and apparently food at various points later if anyone needed it, all included… but then Zach figured it had better be, for the price. Their places hadn’t come cheap.

Looking around the age range went from, Zach guessed, mid-twenties to maybe mid-forties, and everyone was dressed similarly to him and Harriet, smart suits, elegant dresses.

“Where are the exhibitionists?” Harriet whispered once they’d each grabbed a welcome drink. “I’d been expecting to turn up and see rampant fornication.”

Zach grinned. “I asked them to wait so you didn’t get too excited,” he teased.

Harriet grinned back at him before turning back to survey the other guests, maybe fifty strong. “See anyone you like?” she teased back.

“No, they’re all ugly,” Zach replied.

“Yeah, same with the men… might as well just go home.” She took hold of his hand and gave it a squeeze. “Seriously though, this is good. I like how it doesn’t feel pressured… there’s a buzz, but it’s just that vibe that everyone’s excited.”

A woman walked past them to head to the bar and looked first at Harriet before smiling at Zach.

“I think you’ve made a friend already,” she joked.

“Not my type…”

“Bullshit,” Harriet replied, grinning again. “She’s exactly your type. Remember the rules though… only us women can make an approach.”

“You’ll have to do my dirty work for me then…”

At that moment Zach saw Angus and Mia arrive, and soon enough they were making their way over. They made a good-looking couple, Zach thought… Angus tall, well built, handsome, or so he’d been told, while Mia was relatively tall herself, beautiful with blonde hair and an athletic physique. Zach vaguely recalled that she was a serious netball player, somewhere around the fringes of the Australian national team, and that figured when he looked at her.

While Zach and Angus knew each other well through cricket, Harriet and Mia had only met a couple of times. They had, though, been swapping messages in the build up to the party, Harriet keen to get the low down from Mia and Mia more than happy to oblige… God only knew what they’d been discussing, but they greeted each other like lifelong friends when they saw each other. Safety in numbers, Zach reckoned… the wives and girlfriends herd mentality.

Greetings out of the way, Angus turned to Zach while Mia and Harriet wandered off to explore the venue together.

“So you made it,” he said, grinning. “Quite a few people get cold feet their first time.”

“Once I’d told Harriet there was no backing out,” Zach replied. “She’s one of those people who once she’s committed to something she’s all-in.”

Angus laughed. “Could be an eye-opening evening for you later then.”

“Yeah, it could be… I didn’t quite know what to expect, but I'm not sure I expected this.” Zach gestured to the room and the people stood around. “Where are all the couples fucking like rabbits?”

“Oh, they’re upstairs I’d expect.” Zach couldn’t tell whether Angus was joking or not. “Give it a bit and it’ll all get going properly. I think most people need a few drinks to get into the spirit… and to all get talking to each other.”

Zach nodded. “Makes sense.” He looked around the room, taking in the unique energy… there was an almost palpable sense of possibility, the looks and glances between people, some of the conversations he could see starting up. It felt, a little, like a grown-up version of a university party… lots of people mentally freed by the environment to follow their desires. “Looking at everyone here I feel honoured that we made the cut.”

“You’ve got Harriet to thank for that, I’m sure,” Angus joked.

“And Mia you,” Zach retorted, laughing.

“Yeah… you and I are the lucky ones.”

They chatted for a while and then saw Harriet and Mia walking back over from the direction of the stairs looking, Zach thought, amusingly scandalised… Mia was laughing as Harriet told her something.

“Good explore?” Angus asked.

“We just walked in on a fivesome.” Harriet hesitated. “Is that even a word?”

“A fivesome?” Zach said. “They must be keen.”

“Aren’t they just?” Mia said. “One of the women asked if we wanted to join in… I think they were joking but…” She shrugged.

“You join the fivesomes only after midnight, don’t you?” Angus teased.

“I might sooner, and without you, if you make any more jokes like that…” She paused. “If you two don’t mind,” she said, looking at Harriet and Zach. “Angus and I are going to mingle. That’s the best way to see what your options are.” She looked at Harriet. “Don’t be afraid to come and find me later if you need me.”

Harriet smiled. “Thank you… enjoy?”

“I’m sure we will,” laughed Angus as Mia led him off towards a couple that were stood near the terrace.

As soon as they were gone Harriet turned to Zach. “That was insane, upstairs…”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really. There’s a load of rooms with beds in them…”

“Bedrooms?”

“Don’t try to be funny, it doesn’t suit you. No, well yes, but the larger rooms have several beds, and there’s, I guess, equipment if you want it, like handcuffs, blindfolds, that sort of thing. Anyway, we walked in on two men… I mean Jesus, sorry Zach, but they were hot… like unbelievable.” She was blushing and Zach could tell that she was genuinely turned on thinking about them. “And three women… beautiful women. And one of the men was, I guess the woman was having the time of her life with him while the other two were with the other guy.” She paused and shook her head. “Crazy. They asked if we wanted to join them.”

“Were you tempted?”

Harriet’s hesitation spoke volumes. “Honestly, a little. Not at our first party. Mia was, I think.” She paused. “I wouldn’t be surprised to walk in on her and Angus doing something crazy later, but we’ll see.” Harriet looked around the room. “You see anyone you want us to talk to?”

Zach laughed. “Everyone? I think they all fit the bill. You?”

He watched as she scanned the room. “Them.”

Zach followed Harriet’s gaze. “Them? Why so certain?” He could see that she had that brightness in her eyes again, she looked so alive… whatever it was had got her thinking, that was for sure.

She turned to look at him, slightly flushed. “Ben, and Grant and Tom too, they’re all younger than us. Them… they’re older, what? Mid-forties I’d say?” She hesitated. “I… I’ve not had much experience of someone a lot older than me. You?”

“Once… I dated a mature student for a bit before we met. It was different, she knew what she was doing.”

“Exactly… change it up a bit. And look at them.” Harriet looked over again. “They’re both hot… really hot.” She shrugged. “Might as well start there.”

Zach grinned. “Sounds good… and the best thing is you have to make the approach. I would but I’d get thrown out…”

Harriet grinned back, patting Zach on the chest as she started to walk over. “Wish me luck…”


Chapter 5


Zach watched as Harriet headed purposefully over, taking a sip of his drink as Harriet walked right up to the couple and introduced herself. They seemed receptive, hardly surprising given where they were and also that Harriet looked amazing that night. Soon she turned and was beckoning Zach over.

“Zach, come meet Phil and Beth,” she said, slipping her arm round his as he came to stand next to her. “Phil, Beth, meet Zach.” Zach shook hands with both of them, not entirely sure of the etiquette… would a welcoming kiss on the cheek for Beth be presumptuous? Probably yes, and Harriet taking his arm suggested a hint of possessiveness on her part.

“Hey Zach, nice to meet you,” Beth said. Closer up they were a good-looking couple, Beth’s dark, almost black hair framing a face that suggested Mediterranean genes, Phil tall, fit, handsome with his greying hair. “Harriet was just saying how it’s your first time at one of these?”

“Yeah,” Zach replied. He looked around. “It’s nice. How about you?”

Beth glanced at Phil and they laughed. “Far from it… we do these fairly regularly. It’s a good crowd.”

“Do most people here know each other then?” Harriet asked.

“I’d say about fifty-fifty,” Phil replied. “Each time there’s some familiar faces, but new faces too. Makes for a good mix.”

“Do you mind me asking… doesn’t that get awkward?” Harriet replied.

“Well that depends on what you get up to…” Beth replied. “But anyone who acts up doesn’t get invited back, so that helps.”

Zach nodded slowly, realising that he was struggling for small talk, and that Harriet was too… both were well out of their comfort zones, particularly with a couple who seemed to be comfortably in theirs.

After a few moments though Beth took up the slack with a kind smile. “Forgive me for being direct, but we were first timers at one of these parties once ourselves, so we know what it’s like trying to work this all out. But you got up the courage to come and approach us, so that’s a good thing. Can I suggest something?”

Zach glanced at Harriet who’d glanced at him at the same time. She smiled slightly and he nodded… it didn’t hurt to find out some more, though Zach felt his breath catch as he realised he didn’t have a clue what Beth was going to say next… it could be to tell them to go and find another newbie, it could be to invite them upstairs.

It turned out it was firmly in the middle. “How about if you and I go and get a drink and talk to each other out on the terrace Zach, and Harriet, you and Phil can talk to each other in here. We all get to know each other a bit more, then see if we all want to take it further. Would that work?”

“I think so,” Zach replied. “Harriet?”

Harriet nodded with her head. “Can we chat for one second, over there?”

Phil and Beth both nodded, and Harriet led Zach a few metres further away. She looked nervous but excited, much how Zach felt.

“You’re ok with this?” she asked.

“Yeah, you?”

She nodded. “We’ve got our boundaries, right? Soft we don’t need to discuss first, anything more we do. You’re still alright with that?”

Zach was taken aback for a second but realised he shouldn’t be… as so often Harriet was a step ahead of him. If talk turned to something a little more, well, that was precisely why they were there.

“Yes, definitely,” he replied. “Excited?”

Harriet laughed. “I feel like I’m about to lose my virginity again, but to someone a lot more experienced… which I guess, when I think about it, would have been a vastly more fun experience.”

“Yeah,” Zach replied, laughing too. “It would. ‘Sex party virgins’… I like that.”

They went back over to Beth and Phil. “It sounds good to us… but can you stay in eyesight.” Harriet paused and blushed. “Sorry Phil, I’m not trying to suggest that you’d be inappropriate or anything, we just want to look out for each other.”

“Of course,” Phil replied. “Let’s get another drink from the bar then we can sit over there.”

Harriet took Zach’s hand and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. “I love you so much,” she whispered.

He kissed her back. “I love you so much too.”

She turned and held out her hand to Phil. “Lead the way…”

As they walked off Zach turned to Beth and grinned. “What Harriet said…”

“With pleasure,” Beth replied, taking Zach’s arm and leading him outside.

***

“I’ve got to ask,” Zach said, “you said that you’ve done these before. Like… how many?”

Beth smiled and blushed a little. “Probably more than I should admit to…”

“That’s kind of cool,” Zach said. “So what do you guys do or not?”

It was a nice atmosphere out on the terrace… the evening was warm, the lighting subtle, the outdoors sofas scattered around comfortable and made for intimacy. Zach hadn’t realised at first but when he looked properly most of the pairs, and in a few instances more, weren’t at the party together. Mia was sat outside too, no sign of Angus but two extremely handsome men focusing all of their attention on her.

Beth was good company, relaxed and confident. They’d talked already about what they each did for a living… she was a high-flying lawyer, as was Phil, they’d had kids young who were now at university. Amazing, he thought, how much ground you can cover with someone when you both want to cover that ground quickly.

Beth thought about Zach’s question for a moment. “Pretty much anything, I suppose is the answer. We’ve done enough of these to know what we each want and don’t want, but communication is key between us. I’ll be honest, it was reassuring to see you two talking before we came out here… that sort of communication goes a long way.”

Zach nodded his understanding. “Let me ask you then, just so I understand… let’s say you and I decided right now that we wanted to head upstairs somewhere more private, would you need to check with Phil first?”

“That’s very forward of you,” Beth teased, her broad smile telling Zach that she was joking. “But, no… not nowadays. Probably at first.”

“I’d definitely need to discuss with Harriet. We’ve agreed on how far we need to go before we have to talk.”

“Sensible…” Beth tilted her head and fixed her gaze on Zach. “And how far is that?”

Something about the way she was looking at him told Zach that the mood between them had shifted… he felt his heart race, realising that he was genuinely attracted to Beth. She was beautiful and had a self confidence that came with being a little older.

“We called it soft, so kissing, touching, no sex.”

“So if you were to kiss me right now, she’d be fine with it.”

Zach glanced around, noticing that a few of the other pairs outside were getting more intimate now, whether kissing or just heavily flirting. He saw that Mia was one of them, kissing one of the men she was with while the other sat next to her, his hand on her waist… he had a brief moment wondering if Angus was cool with that, but only brief… if he wasn’t that was for them to work out, and he strongly suspected that he was.

He saw Harriet through the doors, sat in deep conversation with Phil, laughing at something he’d told her, her hand resting on his arm… she was certainly in flirting mode. At that moment she glanced over at Zach and gave him a smile so genuine, so full of excitement and joy, she looked so radiant. She was enjoying herself.

“Yeah, she would be.”

Beth leaned closer and slipped her hand over his, intertwining their fingers. “So what are you waiting for?”


Chapter 6


Before he could think about it any further, Zach closed the distance.

Those first moments all he could think about was the feel of Beth’s lips… gentle, soft, caressing his… put simply, different.

He’d kissed one person in nearly ten years, and that was Harriet. No one else.

And he realised, as their kiss deepened, as they pressed up against each other, that he liked it… he’d thought that he was happy just watching Harriet with others, but in those first few moments something lit up in his head. It was exciting, new, not better, not worse, but different. And, just as Harriet had told him, elevated to something special because Harriet was part of it, sat not even thirty feet away with Phil.

Harriet… he opened his eyes and saw that she was watching, as was Phil. Her expression was possibly the most complex expression he’d ever seen, so hard to read… her cheeks were flushed, her lips were pursed, her eyes were wide and bright, her posture upright… but most of all, somehow, she was smiling, and Zach interpreted her reaction as three parts excitement mixed with one part jealousy.

As Beth’s lips played against his he watched Harriet turn and whisper something to Phil who grinned, and then they were kissing too, wasting not another minute… and amusingly Zach saw Harriet open her eyes again too, looking at him, making sure he’d seen her.

Zach was loving it.

He closed his eyes again and focused on Beth, feeling her tongue flick against his, returning the favour as his arms wrapped around her, pulling her close, feeling her leg, a leg that wasn’t Harriet’s slide up and over his, feeling her chest, not Harriet’s chest, pressed against him. Zach’s world was spinning, but spinning in the best way, his mind trying to process it all until he gave up, wondering whether this was what Harriet had felt that first time with Ben, and really leaning into the moment, simply enjoying his passionate embrace with Beth.

***

They eventually parted and sat there looking at each other, both smiling, Beth looking stunning, slightly breathless, Zach out of breath too he realised.

“Let’s take this somewhere more private,” she said.

“With the other two, yes,” he replied.

Beth pretended to pout then glanced over to Harriet and Phil and chuckled. Zach looked over too and felt his heart rate quicken… they were both into it just as much as he and Beth had been, Harriet straddling Phil’s lap and kissing him hard.

“I’m not sure they’ve hit it off,” Beth joked. “Shame…”

She took Zach’s hand and led him back inside, walking over to where Harriet and Phil were sat and sitting herself down next to them, Zach sitting too.

Harriet looked across, a mild expression of surprise, and then grinned at Zach. “I like this party…” she said.

“Have you seen behind you?” Zach asked and Harriet turned to look before looking back at Zach and Beth.

“Wow…” she said quietly, because in the middle of the room were four people, two men, two women, all semi-dressed, all in various stages of arousal… one woman was clearly having sex in front of everyone with one of the men, while the other man and woman looked like they were about to start any second. “They must be exhibitionists…”

“You get some people who like to be watched,” Phil explained. “But then also the organisers pay for some performers to be here… kind of to get the party started.”

Harriet grinned. “It’s working from where I’m sat!”

Beth looked at Harriet. “I asked Zach if we could go somewhere more private, do you two want to join us?” She paused. “Upstairs.”

Harriet glanced at Zach who nodded, then looked at Beth and Phil. “Lead the way…”

***

It took a few wrong turns before they found a room that was free on the top floor… a large bed in the middle, with a plentiful supply of protection and lube.

“Shall I close the door?” Harriet asked.

“Party rules are that we need to leave it open, but we can push it ajar if you’d like privacy? People usually respect that and only watch if it’s wide open,” Beth explained.

Harriet looked thoughtful, and then looked at Zach with a questioning expression. “Zach, can we talk quickly?”

“Sure…”

They headed back out to the hallway. “What do you think?” she asked him.

“About the doors?” She nodded. “Whatever makes you feel more comfortable.”

“Ok…” Harriet replied. “I’ll ask Beth.” She smiled excitedly. “Did you enjoy that downstairs?”

Zach grinned and kissed her. “It was crazy… I didn’t realise I’d like it as much as I did. It’s like you’ve said before, in other situations it would be a kiss with a good-looking woman, but knowing you’re there, watching… makes it a thousand times better.”

“It’s great, isn’t it. I’m so glad you’re taking part… don’t get me wrong, I like this whole bull and hotwife and you watching thing we’ve got going on normally, but getting you to take part… that’s great too.”

“So… boundaries?”

“I’m going to be candid with you,” Harriet replied. “Because this is a sex party and we’re here for a reason.” She leaned over to whisper. “I want to watch you fuck Beth.” She leaned back to look him in the eye, making sure he understood. “And… I want you to watch Phil fuck me.” She paused. “And then you’re going to reclaim me in front of them. Any objections?”

Zach smiled nervously. He actually did quite want to fuck Beth as it happened, he liked her a lot and he was keen to see where it went after their time together out on the terrace, but it was crossing a bridge for him that he’d never thought he’d cross even an hour before… that kiss with Beth had unlocked something though, and he thought to himself that yes, actually, he would like to, and who was he to argue with Harriet?

Happy wife, happy life… even if that involved having sex with another woman in front of her.

“None at all…” he replied, unable quite to keep the grin from his face.


Chapter 7


“Sorry about that,” Harriet said as they walked back in. “Just checking in with each other.”

“No problem,” Phil replied. “We’d expect nothing less. All ok?”

“Yeah, absolutely… with the door, what would you normally do?”

Phil and Beth glanced at each other then she said, “Leave it wide open… I…” She smiled shyly. “It adds something knowing that someone might watch.”

Harriet looked at Zach for confirmation and he nodded. “Ok, let’s do that.”

The four of them stood around awkwardly for a long moment, each waiting for someone to instigate, and then Phil took the lead. Holding out his hand he said, “Harriet, why don’t you come over here?” She smiled and walked over, then Beth came over to Zach.

They looked at each other for a long moment, stood close, then Beth reached up and pushed off Zach’s suit jacket, tossing it onto a chair on one side. “I’ve been wondering what you’re hiding under that suit…” she whispered, before starting to kiss him on the cheek and neck, her hands starting to unbutton his shirt. Glancing over to Harriet he saw that Phil had been quick, Harriet’s dress already unzipped and slid down to half hang from her waist, his hands on her breasts… there was no doubt where things were headed on the other side of the room.

Focusing back on Beth, his shirt now unbuttoned and hanging loose, she reached for his belt and started to undo it.

“Wait,” Zach said quietly.

“What?” Beth looked faintly surprised, but Zach simply smiled.

“I’ve been wondering the same…” he replied. “Turn around.”

“Oh, well if you insist,” she replied, turning. Zach pushed her hair back from her neck and started to gently kiss her, figuring that he couldn’t go far wrong at least to start with by doing to Beth what worked with Harriet. As he kissed her he slowly slid the zip of her dress down, and then slipped it off her shoulders, giving it a little help on the way to slide past her hips and to the ground.

She let out a soft, long gasp as Zach kept on kissing her neck, his hands reaching to the front and sliding over the lace of her bra, feeling breasts that weren’t Harriet’s, a little larger, a little softer… mesmerised by the difference, then slipping one hand lower, feeling the lace of her underwear, deciding to tease her a little by slipping his hand inside but not properly touching her, skirting around the area.

Beth turned around again with a pleased smile. “You’re naughty,” she said, “but that shirt is coming off, and those trousers too.” She slipped off the shirt in no time, then resumed undoing Zach’s belt and the waist of his trousers, letting them slide down. Her hand pushed against his boxer shorts, tracing the outline of his hard cock. “I think you’re pleased to see me,” she joked before she reached her other hand to the back of his head and pulled Zach in for an intense, passionate kiss, nothing held back, tongues mashed against each other… the kiss of two people who, at that moment, want each other and no one else.

He saw Beth look over to the other two, saw how they’d settled on the bed already, lying down, kissing, Harriet in her full lingerie set still, Phil naked, her hand on his hard cock while his was inside her bra. They were into it too, as if no one else was in the room.

Fuck this is hot, thought Zach, where have these parties been all my life?

Beth was looking at him again and then she slowly, deliberately lowered herself to her knees, her hands reaching for the waist of Zach’s boxers.

“May I?” she asked, her expression a pretence of complete innocence.

Zach just grinned and she pulled his boxer shorts down, taking hold of his cock and sliding her lips onto it. Zach let out a long, low moan of pleasure at the feel of her tongue and her lips, then glanced over to see Harriet watching him with a look of outright lust while Phil was kissing her chest, his hand now inside her underwear.

“I love you,” she mouthed silently.

“I love you too,” Zach mouthed back, before letting out another moan as Beth got into her rhythm, turning his head again to focus on what she was doing.

Beth gave good head, without a doubt, and perfect head as foreplay… she varied the pace, varied the technique, never anything that went on for long enough for him to be in danger of climaxing early, but plenty to start the slow build… it felt good.

After a few minutes he put his hand to her head and said, “Now your turn.”

She slipped her lips off his cock and looked up at him grinning. “Well, if you insist… on the bed?”

Zach helped her to stand and then, once she was stood, reached round to undo her bra. Beth let it fall away and Zach stood for a few moments enthralled, letting his fingers wander over her skin, touching her erect nipples, larger than Harriet’s and, from the way she moaned at his touch, more sensitive.

Beth was watching him as he touched her, and then she took his hand and led him to the bed, climbing on and lying down at the opposite end to Harriet and Phil, her legs hanging down to the floor. Zach got the hint and knelt between them, reaching to the waist of her underwear and then, when she nodded, pulling them down and off, leaving her as naked as him.

This is the moment, he thought… everything else, even her going down on him, was playing around, this was where it got serious. He leaned his head forward, Beth’s thighs resting on his shoulders, and tasted her for the first time…

Like the kiss, like everything, it was different to Harriet. Not better, not worse, just different… everything in slightly different places, shapes and sizes, and the taste, so familiar but also not quite. Do what I do with Harriet, he thought, and she can tell me if I need to change.

Whatever he was doing seemed to be working after a few minutes, Beth responding well to his touch and his tongue, little moans and gasps that seemed genuine the soundtrack, mixed with the noise of Harriet and Phil who, it seemed, had progressed to something not far off a sixty-nine, his cock in her mouth and him touching her with her underwear pushed to one side, alternating his head between her legs with his fingers.

“Get some protection… quick,” Beth whispered, and Zach did as he was told, going to the bowl by the door and fetching a foil wrapper along with a tube of lube.

“And us…” Harriet added, punctuated by a quiet gasp as she lifted her head from Phil’s gasp.

“My pleasure,” Zach teased as he tossed a wrapper over to them too, laughing inside at how for someone who was usually so bad at multitasking Harriet seemed to be somehow keeping track of both him and her own pleasure at once.

Beth had moved fully onto the bed and was lying, propped up on her elbows, waiting for Zach. He slipped the protection on and added a squirt of lube, then positioned himself above her.

“Explicit consent is part of the rules, right?” Zach asked, grinning.

“This feels pretty explicit to me,” Beth replied, positioning his cock at her entrance with her hand.

“Yeah, it does.” Zach waited a few moments, looking down at Beth, enjoying how flushed her cheeks were, how breathless she was, how much she wanted him inside her.

Then he slid in hard…


Chapter 8


It felt so, so bad, so wrong, but also so, so good.

This wasn’t his wife, this wasn’t Harriet, this was another woman… and as he slid into Beth, felt her hands clutch at his back, watched her gasp as his length filled her, he felt guilty that it felt so unbelievably good.

They were face to face and he held himself there, not moving, enjoying the intensity of the moment before she moved one of her hands to his hair and pulled him down, their lips meeting, a hungry, almost desperate kiss… and he realised, truly understand, the intensity that Harriet had told him about with Ben and with the two men in Bali, the way that even though you’re in the same room as your spouse there’s a part of you that’s oblivious, that might as well be a thousand miles away.

A delicious contradiction that elevates it to something far beyond just sex.

They kissed, and kissed, and then slowly, ever so slowly, he slid back, holding himself to build the anticipation again before sliding in, Beth’s moan mixing with his own as their lips and tongues tangled.

He slowly started to build a rhythm, a gradual, considered pace, and Beth matched him, her hips moving in time, almost her fucking him as much as he was fucking her.

It felt incredible.

He heard a whisper from further up the bed and, when he turned his head to check on Harriet, it took all of his willpower not to climax on the spot… Harriet leaning back against Phil’s chest, sat between his legs, her legs parted, her bra discarded, one of his hands caressing her rock hard nipple while the other was inside her underwear, slowly teasing her, his lips on her neck and shoulder, and Harriet watching… watching with an intensity that almost shocked Zach, her lips parted, her whole face and body screaming arousal, her expression one of focused desire, like she was imagining what Beth was feeling even as Zach made love to her.

Zach refocused his attention on Beth, kissing her again, leaning up slightly on one arm to give his other hand room to touch her, to stroke her, to feel the smooth skin of her hips and ass… and then to grip on to her, holding her waist to give himself purchase, and she responded, moaning as he increased the pace.

“Shall we give them a show?” he whispered.

“I think we already are…” Beth gasped back as he slid into her again, his lips finding her neck. “Oh this is so good… we really are…”

“What’s your favourite position?” Zach asked.

“Right now… this one. Now shut up.” Her hand pulled his head back down and she kissed him hard again, and he heard her moan as something rolled through her, a little precursor of whatever was building.

Zach deliberately slowed up, as much to keep himself from going too early as for Beth, and Beth seemed to be caught between two desires… one minute she was asking, almost pleading with Zach to go harder, the next she was telling him to slow down… it was so hot, having this stunning woman so deep in her pleasure beneath him, and knowing that Harriet was watching this all, as well as her husband.

Harriet… he stole a glance again and she was there, still watching, but she’d stilled Phil’s hand, her own hand slipped beneath it inside her underwear, while her other hand was reached behind her, moving slowly… pleasuring Phil even as she watched Zach and Beth. A slight smile crossed her face when she saw Zach looking, and he flashed a brief smile back before focusing on Beth again.

“Please, Zach, please now go faster…” Beth asked and he obliged, sensing that she needed him to, and realising that he needed himself to as well… he could feel his own orgasm was so, so near. He sped up the pace, and Beth almost desperately grabbed and held his ass, pulling him into her with each thrust, taking control of the pace… and he heard her breathing get quicker, the moans get louder and longer, mixed with his own moans and then he was cumming, cumming hard, it felt amazing, and so was she, he knew, her fingers digging in, her loud moans of pleasure echoing around the room, and then they were there, both silent, both limp, Zach still inside her, recovering, the room silent and Harriet and Phil forgotten entirely in the passion of the moment…

This was about Zach and Beth, no one else, and it was incredible… some of the best sex he’d ever had, though even in that moment he knew it was completely elevated by Harriet being there, of course it was.

He stole another glance but Harriet had turned her head, was kissing Phil, he could see their tongues playing against each other, and Zach knew, without a doubt, as he turned back to gently kiss Beth, that it was now Harriet’s turn.

“Let’s watch,” Beth whispered, and Zach saw that she’d turned her head to look at them as well.

Zach grinned. “I wouldn’t miss this for the world…”

Beth grinned too and kissed him again. “Me neither.” She paused. “That was… wow, by the way.”

“That was wow, wasn’t it?”

Zach rolled off Beth and she called over to the other two. “Hey, you two lovebirds… can we swap places?”

Harriet and Phil both broke their kiss and looked over. “Sure,” Phil replied after a moment, triggering a confused procession of arms and legs and bodies as Zach settled himself against the headboard, Beth sat cuddled up to him on one side, their arms and legs entwined… it felt weird, in a way, to Zach that it didn’t feel weird, to be lying there with Beth in his arms… it felt right, but they’d done what they were going to do, so surely it shouldn’t? He resolved quickly not to overthink it, but rather to simply enjoy.

Phil lay down further down the bed, side on to Zach and Beth, and Harriet was straddling his thighs, looking down at him, her hand slowly stroking his hard cock… teasing him, her loose hair falling around her face, a smile just about visible through a gap. She looked so incredibly, sexily hot, thought Zach, still wearing her underwear including the suspenders and stockings, but topless, her bra long forgotten.

“You want to be inside me, don’t you?” Harriet asked.

Phil nodded. “You know I do…”

She turned to look at Zach, while her hand kept on sliding over Phil’s cock. “And you want him to be inside me too, don’t you my adoring husband?”

Zach grinned. “Very much, yes…”

Harriet nodded, then looked at Beth. “And you, Beth, you want your husband to fuck me, don’t you?”

There was a pause and Zach felt Beth stiffen slightly… an interesting reaction, and he wondered whether there was a moment where she was reacting to Harriet’s surprising confidence for someone new to the scene, although Beth had no idea, could have no idea, that Harriet was very far from new to having sex with other men in front of Zach.

Beth’s hand moved down from where it had been resting on Zach’s chest to hold his cock, a deliberate, provocative, confrontational move, and then she said, “Desperately…” as her own hand started to slide along his semi-erect length.

Harriet pursed her lips momentarily, but Zach could see it was just for show… that she was enjoying this woman versus woman alpha contest, enjoying it for the game that she was making it, until finally she said, “Well I mustn’t disappoint you all, I suppose.”

She slipped the condom onto Phil, then lifted herself up and positioned the tip of Phil’s cock at her entrance, sliding gradually down onto it, letting out a long, low moan as she did, her eyes focused on Beth… Beth responding by starting to play more with her fingers on Zach’s cock. If this is how this sort of party works, thought Zach as he felt his cock rapidly harden, a little wave of pleasure rolling through him, then I’m all for it. He was happy to be a victim of Beth and Harriet vying for status… more than happy.

Zach lost track of time a little, caught between two orbits… first, Beth’s, who was very definitely, without a doubt, not just playing… the way her hand was moving she intended for Zach to enjoy this… and second, Harriet’s, her eyes focused on Beth even as she ground herself on Phil… it may have been only two of them fucking, but it felt like all four of them almost.

A shudder rolled through Harriet and she closed her eyes briefly, then when she opened them she focused back on Phil, looking down at him. “You sit up too,” she said, and she lifted herself up off him briefly while Phil arranged himself sat up, cross-legged, before sliding back down on to him in the lotus position. “That’s better,” she said quietly, smiling, her arms wrapped around him and his around hers, and they were kissing again, a deep, deep kiss, both moaning into each other as their pleasure slowly built.

“I want to touch you too,” Zach whispered to Beth, not wanting to disturb the other couple, and Beth looked up at him briefly then grinned before moving herself around, sinking her lips on to Zach’s cock while making sure that her ass was positioned to his left in easy reach. He needed no second invitation, slipping his hand through her legs and starting to touch her again, thrilling at the vibrations of her moan as his fingers slid into her on his cock.

Beth was good… really, really good. He loved how Harriet gave head, but this different style of Beth’s, it was exciting, unpredictable. She used her tongue a lot and it triggered little waves of pleasure coursing through him… seeing her head bobbing up and down while watching Harriet grind herself on Phil.

His focus shifted back over to Harriet when he heard her gasp loudly… and he realised from the look on her face, her red cheeks and neck, her lips parted wide, the way her body was pressed against Phil while her back almost arched her into him, that she was cumming… she looked over at Zach, her head leaning on Phil’s shoulder, and Zach could see, literally see, the waves of pleasure rolling through her… she looked so fucking sexy, and it triggered Zach suddenly, his own orgasm hitting from nowhere, feeling himself cum in Beth’s mouth and Beth responding not by speeding up but by slowing down, almost stopping, letting his climax peak deliciously slowly all while Harriet looked at him through narrowed eyes as her own slow climax rolled through her.

After, they lay still for a while… Beth cuddled back up against Zach, Harriet still entwined with Phil but stopped, save for them kissing each other slowly. From the open door they could hear the sounds of the party going on around them, a woman somewhere nearby climaxing loudly, some laughter from another room, but in their room there was simply an easy silence.

Eventually, Harriet said to Phil, “You didn’t, did you?”

“Not quite…”

She lifted herself off him and pulled off his protection. “Sit on the edge of the bed…”

Phil grinned and sat on the edge, his feet on the floor, and Harriet went to kneel between his legs, soon taking his cock in her mouth.

“You want to sit next to him?” Zach asked Beth.

“Love to,” she replied with an excited smile. Soon she was sat next to Phil and Zach was between her legs, his tongue where his fingers had been a few minutes before.

Zach wished he could watch this scene… him and Harriet, both on their knees, both going down on one half of another couple, and when he looked up he saw that Phil and Beth were kissing… reconnecting, maybe even reclaiming each other in their own way. He felt a sudden, strong surge of love for Harriet, a sense of closeness to her… for the first time in their experimentation this was the two of them doing something together, performing a sex act as a couple on another couple. While he continued with his tongue he slipped his hand down to Harriet’s arm and found her hand, and she reacted by intertwining her fingers with his… he realised that she must be thinking something similar.

Both Phil and Beth were responding quickly, and after a few minutes Zach felt and heard Beth starting to crest, her muscles tensing, and then her orgasm hit, her legs clamped around Zach’s head, and he realised that Phil was cumming too, turning his head just in time to watch Harriet swallowing down his cum… swallowing another man’s semen, he thought… so super-hot.

And then they were silent again, and it was smiles all around.

“Are you sure you two are new to this world?” Beth asked with a sceptical grin.

Harriet shrugged and grinned back. “Maybe not entirely…”


Chapter 9


“That was good.” Harriet took a sip of her drink as she turned to look at Zach. “For losing our virginity I mean,” she joked.

Zach laughed. “Yeah, it was.” He sat back in his seat on the outdoor terrace and Harriet sat back against him, lifting his arm so that it was draped almost possessively around her. They were both dressed again now, recovering, but far from done with their evening’s entertainment.

“That dynamic between you and Beth,” Zach continued, “It was crazy… you both seemed so competitive.”

He felt Harriet shrug. “I’ve always wondered since we started doing this how you can be so chill about seeing me with another man… it’s like you have this inner calm, this security about it. Turns out I can’t do that.”

“How so?”

“When I watched you and Beth, you doing to Beth what you do to me, I was jealous… I wanted to show you and her that two could play that game.” She chuckled. “It’s ridiculous though… because I think it turned me on way more than otherwise. A massive contradiction!”

Zach reached a hand to stroke her hair. “What you’re saying doesn’t feel a million miles from what I feel watching you with Ben, or with anyone else. Jealousy, possessiveness, but with the psychological safety of knowing you’ll come back… it’s an intoxicating combination.”

“It is,” she admitted. “Would you want to do that again? Have me watch you with another woman?”

“Honestly? Yes… but only if you wanted to.” He paused. “It feels like it might be something in moderation, like our main focus is you hotwiving and me watching, but sometimes we switch it around?”

“That could work…” She paused. “Because it was really hot seeing you with Beth. I’m amazed that I’m admitting it but it was. And that bit at the end, where both of us were… you know, on our knees. That was crazily, intensely good.”

“It really was, wasn’t it.” Zach paused and laughed. “They say it’s good for couples to have shared hobbies…”

Harriet laughed too. “I doubt they meant finding another couple to both go down on simultaneously, but… it works for us.”

They chatted easily for a while, and talked for a bit to another couple that came over although nothing came of it… they were nice but the chemistry just wasn’t quite there for it to go further.

When they were alone again, Zach said, “Have you got your eye on anyone else?”

Harriet sat up and looked around, then turned to face Zach. “I kind of do…”

Zach raised an eyebrow. “Oh yes…?”

“Oh yes… how about you?”

“Oh, I’m good to watch from here on in… what we did with Beth and Phil earlier was fantastic, but I’m keen to take a bit of time to process that. It’s not like I’m a seasoned veteran at sleeping with other people like you are…”

Harriet blushed and grinned at the same time, landing a playful punch on Zach’s chest. “How dare you,” she teased. “To get you back for that comment I’m going to need to find someone to sleep with…”

“So… who?”

“You see the guy over near the buffet table?”

Zach looked over that way. “There are quite a few guys over there. Which one? Remember I can’t read your mind.”

“The tall one, stood with what I guess is his wife or girlfriend.”

Zach looked again and knew exactly who Harriet meant… it was obvious really, she had a type after all, tall, good looking, well built, and this guy was that in spades… he was probably six foot four or five and absolutely ripped, at least as far as Zach could tell from the way his shirt hung off him. He was also almost devastatingly handsome… not just good looking like all the men at the party, he had level above good looks.

“Really?” Zach joked. “I can’t see what you’d see in him…”

Harriet pouted and then smiled. “Mia and I watched him earlier.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, early on. He was upstairs in the open area, on the bed in the middle, with another woman, not the woman he’s with now. It was the fivesome… intense.”

“Intense?” Zach could see that Harriet was remembering, and she had a look in her eye that told him two things… first, that Harriet was imagining what it would be like to have been that woman and liking what she thought, and second that she had decided already that she was going to experience it. And when Harriet put her mind to something there was no stopping her. He remembered how she’d blushed when telling him about it earlier, and clearly she’d been thinking about it since. Zach felt his heart race a little… this was it, this hotwife adventure again, a man who could plausibly supplant Zach in her affections, creating that delicious tension.

“Very intense… he looked, I guess, powerful. And athletic.” She shrugged. “You’d have to see it to understand.”

“I feel like I might be seeing it quite soon if you get your way…”

“If you’re ok with that?”

Zach thought for a moment. “We’re here at this party to take part, it’s fun. I appreciate you checking but I give you a complete hall pass to approach him and do whatever you want here with him. Provided I’m in the room and watching.”

“Of course.” She could barely conceal her excited smile. “How do you reckon I approach him, with his partner there?”

“Now that,” Zach replied laughing, “is very much your problem. I’ll hold the fort here… you don’t want me there making it weird if I’m just watching.”

***

He took a long sip of his drink as he watched Harriet walk over to the bar and take three champagne flutes, just about holding them in her hands as she turned to walk towards her target.

He saw them notice her heading their way from a few metres away, saw her tilt her head, knowing that she’d be flashing them her most winning, shy smile even though he couldn’t see her face.

He saw both the man and woman smile themselves and, after a brief conversation and all three of them laughing at something, saw them take a glass of champagne each and toast Harriet.

He saw them start a conversation, the body language from both the man and woman positive, and saw them both look his way, nodding and raising his glass as Harriet pointed him out before they focused their attention back on Harriet.

It was fascinating watching Harriet with the two of them… she seemed giggly and excited, and Zach started to appreciate quite how much she was obviously attracted to this man and whatever her and Mia had witnessed earlier in the evening. Watching her flirt with both him and, a little, with his partner took Zach back to that first time she’d met Ben, approaching him in a packed bar… like then it was a side to Harriet that Zach simply did not see, how she interacted on her own with others, and frankly it was as hot as anything to see, adding to the fantasy that had become so real so many times since they’d met Ben.

The man leaned over to whisper something to Harriet and he saw her eyes go wide, saw her glance at his partner for confirmation, then shake her head, grinning… and saw him lean back in and say something more, Harriet reply, then nod her head. She glanced back over at Zach, said something more to the two of them, then they all shared a smile and Harriet walked back over.

When she got close she smiled sheepishly at Zach and sat down next to him. He could see that her cheeks were flushed, her eyes bright… clearly the conversation had been an interesting one.

“So…?” he asked.

“So… if you’re still ok with it me and him are going to go upstairs in a minute… are you ok with that?”

“Yeah, I can watch?”

“Of course… his girlfriend will watch too. Mandy. She seems nice… very liberated.”

Zach laughed. “No shit…” He looked at Harriet and could tell from the way that she glanced away briefly then back at him that there was something else. “Is there something I should know?”

Harriet squirmed a little in her seat. “They’re… well, they’re content creators.”

“Content creators? As in…?” Zach raised his eyebrows.

“As in people pay them a subscription and watch their content.”

Zach nodded slowly, understanding dawning. “You’re about to have sex with a porn star?”

“Not a porn star… a content creator.”

“They’re not creating content tonight, though?” Zach was trying to get his head around this development, so far out of his comfort zone that he literally had no frame of reference.

Harriet laughed. “No… no cameras, no smart phones here, right? But…”

“There’s a but…?”

“So they started off asking me if I’d like to create content with them some time… one or both of them. Apparently married woman, my look, fits a big niche in the market.”

“You’re joking me?” Zach asked, mind reeling… but not necessarily in a bad way. It probably should be in a bad way, he thought, but what Harriet was telling him was also, kind of, in a strictly limited way… hot.

“No, I’m not. I said thank you, but no. But…”

“There’s another but?”

“He’s very self-confident. Mark he’s called. He whispered to me that his reputation is to make women scream… it’s his speciality.” She paused, her eyebrows raised. “He told me he’d make me scream, and Mandy confirmed it.”

“Sounds like you’re about to have a good time… wouldn’t that normally be really off putting?”

“Normally… yes. But the right guy… well, I made him a bet. I bet him he couldn’t make me scream.”

“Wow… so I’m going to watch a semi-porn star fuck you trying to make you scream in pleasure, all while you do your best not to?”

Harriet nodded. “Yeah…” she replied, a little sheepishly. “When you put it like that…”

“That sounds amazing,” Zach replied, and meant it… it sounded incredible, particularly as he’d be there to make sure it didn’t get out of hand. “Wait, what was the bet?”

“If I win they’re going to help me out with something. I can’t tell you what, it’s part of a surprise for your birthday… but non-sexual. It’s more of providing some expertise in something else they know a lot about… is that ok?”

Zach grinned. “I like surprises. I’m intrigued, but I’ll trust you. And if you lose?” Jesus, he thought, I’m asking my wife what she’ll have to do if she loses a bet to a de facto porn star that he can make her scream… this night is crazy.

“Initially, the forfeit would be to spend a day shooting content with them…” Zach’s eyes widened but it was Harriet’s turn to smile. “I said no, but I did agree that if I lose I’d let them put two other married women who’ve shot content with them in touch and I’d speak to them with an open mind.” She trailed off as she watched Zach’s reaction.

“Ok… wow… right…” He was thinking hard. “So… you’d maybe be open to doing content with them?” He paused. “That’s a big step.” Understatement of the year, but he understood… they were in the sort of environment where the usual social norms didn’t apply and it would be very easy to get caught up in it.

Harriet laughed. “No… no chance.” She paused. “Well, maybe a tiny chance… it does sound kind of hot, but no… very unlikely.” She shrugged. “It’s just a fun bet, that’s all. Oh, and they’re going to give us free access to their content so we can check it out.”

Zach thought for a moment. Tonight was tonight, but this was a lot to take in. “So look, tonight, all good… I’m going to enjoy watching your bet.” Kind of like the ultimate cuckold fantasy, he thought but didn’t say. “But then anything else… we’ve got to talk properly about.” He paused. “It sounds like they’re auditioning you!”

“Cool, isn’t it? But of course.” She started laughing. “No shooting porn movies behind your back, got it…” she teased. Harriet’s excitement was palpable. “So tonight, still ok?”

“Yeah,” Zach nodded. “But then, maybe when you’re finished with Mark, we focus on each other. We’ve both got some reclaiming to do tonight.”

Harriet leaned over and gave him a slow lingering kiss. “Don’t you dare forget it, and… thank you, I’ll owe you for this,” she whispered, before she stood and held out her hand to him. “Come on, you should meet them first.”


Chapter 10


Mark and Mandy weren’t like Zach had expected… confident, yes, relaxed in what sounded like it was a natural environment for them, yes, but they weren’t arrogant. Dare he say it, they were good company.

When they went upstairs it was as a group, the four of them together, but then Zach got a surprise… at the top of the stairs he’d automatically started to head towards the bedrooms only for Mandy to take his hand and pull him back. Grinning, she said, “Not through there. Here.”

“Here?” Zach was incredulous, because ‘here’ was the open upstairs living area, adapted for the night with three large beds and scattered easy chairs, it was a communal space and as far from private as possible. “Harriet, you’re sure about this?”

Harriet smiled back at him. “Yes… if you are?”

“You’re ok with anyone who wants to watching?” She nodded. “Well… ok.” He wanted to say more, say something significant that established his credentials unequivocally as the completely chill modern husband but at that moment words failed him… all he could think that this was another significant step in their hotwife experiment, following quick on the heels of their shared experience with Beth and Phil, Harriet being taken by a new bull not in private but in public… anyone else watching knowing that he was the cuckold, knowing that his wife was being claimed by another.

He couldn’t say that, but he could think it… and personally, the more he reflected, the more he realised that it was a super-fucking-hot evolution of their experiments. He loved to think of Harriet being taken by a bull in public, and it was pretty clear that she loved the idea too.

Zach held his hand out to Harriet and she stepped close. He smiled and whispered, “I love you so, so much… enjoy your new bull.”

She grinned back, her face a picture of excited arousal. “I love you so, so much too. But one thing… look at him.” She glanced over at Mark then back to Zach. “Bull doesn’t do him justice… I think he’s my stallion.” She leaned over to kiss Zach on the cheek then, with a last smile, she turned and walked back over to Mark.

To her stallion.

***

“You know, you could shoot some content with us.”

Zach turned to look at Mandy who was sat next to him on one of the sofas, facing the bed. Harriet and Mark were talking quietly to each other stood next to the bed, still fully clothed, which was reassuring to see… it looked like they were agreeing on what was and wasn’t ok. For the first time Zach appreciated that there was an upside to Harriet doing this with someone who made a living from it, there was a level of relaxed organisation that contrasted to the more amateur encounters they’d had so far.

“Me and you two?” Zach was surprised, not really interested, but making small talk to keep his mind busy while they waited.

“With Harriet too. There’s a great market for hotwife and bull content, even more if the husband is watching. But I wonder if there’s something more we could do, more of a story… like hotwife and bull, but then I get revenge and have a scene with you, ‘the cuckold’s revenge’, before it all comes together with four of us.” Mandy laughed when she saw Zach’s expression. “Don’t rule it out… you’ve got the looks for it. So does Harriet.”

Zach found himself blushing. The evening was getting crazier by the minute. “I’m honoured… maybe let me and Harriet talk about it,” he replied, really just saying it to avoid the conversation heading down that path any further. No, he wasn’t going to shoot content with them. No chance. Although he had to admit he was attracted to Mandy, she was relaxed, easy going, with a deep tan and a sun-bleached blonde messy bob that spoke, accurately or not, to long hours spent outdoors. He found himself constructing an entirely plausible scenario in his head where she spent her days at the beach, surfing, paddle boarding, whatever, and her nights filming adult content or going to parties like this with Mark. Not a bad life, he figured.

He turned his attention back to the bed and saw Harriet say something to Mark before turning around, pushing her hair to one side over her right shoulder. Mark reached for the zip of her dress and slid it down, before stepping close and leaning down to kiss her neck as he slipped the dress off her left shoulder. Mark’s gentleness surprised him, and Harriet seemed to respond, almost melting back against him, a blissful look on her face as he slipped the dress off the other shoulder too, slowly helping the dress down until it was pooled at her feet.

Zach stole a glance at Mandy, wondering at her reaction, and found that it was almost as enthralling as the scene on the bed… she was sat upright, her focus entirely on Harriet and Mark, her lips slightly parted, her breathing a little ragged… she was living every moment of the two on the bed with them, entirely focused on the two of them, oblivious to Zach sat next to her or, indeed, the other men and women in various states of undress on the other beds in the room, or the scattering of other clothed party goers who were watching.

Turning his attention back Harriet had turned around, still wearing her lingerie, and was unbuttoning Mark’s shirt, taking her time, looking at him and him alone, her fingers pressed lightly against his chest… Zach could tell that she was feeling his muscles underneath, and he saw how she slightly bit her lip as she did. She wanted Mark so badly, it was obvious. What on earth had she seen him doing earlier in the evening to create this need? It was more even than she’d shown at any point with Ben… it was crazy.

He shrugged his shirt off, and Zach sat up a little more upright himself because Mark was absolutely ripped… Harriet was right, a stallion, not a bull, he had muscles everywhere but not ridiculously so, not like a body builder, just like someone who knew how to look after themselves. Harriet’s fingers slid over his six pack and then, when she looked up at him, his hand cupped her chin and he leaned down to kiss her, deeply, slowly, passionately. Her eyes closed and she kissed him back, fully into it, focused entirely on him.

Zach realised that he’d been holding his breath, could feel his own cock rock hard at the sight of Harriet so completely focused on this stallion of a man, and then he felt Mandy’s hand reach for his and glanced at her. “You don’t mind, do you?” she whispered as she wove her fingers around his. “I… get a lot of emotions when he does this.”

“No problem,” Zach whispered back. “So do I.”

He hadn’t expected it, had been thinking he’d watch Harriet with Mark as a solitary experience, but he liked it… it felt like there was one other person in the world who could understand the emotional complexity that he was feeling, and she was sat right next to him, wanting to hold his hand. She was a reassuring presence for him and, he hoped, he for her.

Mark broke the kiss suddenly and said to Harriet, loudly enough for most of the room to hear, “Take it all off.”

Zach watched enthralled as Harriet responded to this sudden, more commanding presence willingly, a smile playing across her face as she stepped back and reached behind her to undo her bra, letting it fall away. He had a suspicion that this was what she’d seen earlier, this commanding stallion, and this was what she’d approached him for. It would be great to watch, Zach figured, but only so long as Harriet was happy… if she wasn’t at any point he was ready to step in, knew that was his duty.

“All of it?” she asked.

“All of it.”

Without waiting she sat down on the bed, unclipped her stockings then slid them down, one then the other. She stood again and reached for her underwear and garter belt, slipped her thumbs under each side, and grinning said, “You’re sure?”

Mark nodded slowly, eyes devouring Harriet’s beautiful body, and she slid them down, stepping out of them… she was naked, completely, save for a necklace that Zach had given her years ago, her wedding and engagement rings left at home earlier. Naked in public, in front of what Zach reckoned was fifteen people plus passers-by, albeit she was far from the only one… yet still, naked in public, about to have sex with another man. Without realising it Zach had squeezed Mandy’s hand tighter, and she squeezed back with a reassuring glance at Zach.

Zach watched as Mark held out his hand and helped Harriet on to the bed and then, as she knelt in front of him, he glanced down and said, “I’m sure you know what to do…” Harriet nodded and reached for his belt, undoing it, unbuttoning his trousers and pulling them down, revealing a pair of expensive, tight white boxer shorts barely concealing a significant bulge. Zach shifted in his seat, wondering, and then Harriet pulled the boxer shorts down and he sprung free, a large, erect penis, ready… bigger than Zach, definitely, but not obscenely so. Harriet reached out with both hands and took hold of it, sliding her hands slowly along his length, her eyes focused on his cock and nothing else… she seemed almost mesmerised.

“He’s… large, isn’t he?” Zach whispered to Mandy.

She looked at him and grinned, then leaned close. “And that’s why your wife is about to lose her bet. Trust me.”

Harriet was looking up at Mark now, and then she lowered her head to his cock, touching it with her tongue first before sliding her lips over and starting slowly, purposefully, to suck it. One of her hands she put on his ass, the other she was using to play with his balls, and he groaned as she hit the right spot. “Oh, you’re good…” He looked over at Zach with a grin. “Your lucky husband…”

It was such an intoxicating mix of emotions for Zach… he was well used by now to watching Harriet pleasure another man, he loved it, but what didn’t dull in the slightest was the tension. He always felt a wave of possessiveness, a thought of ‘that’s my wife, get off’, but it was stronger this time… her previous bulls had been similar to Zach but Mark was a different level and seeing how she had instinctively become so obedient to him, was doing what he wanted so willingly, this was a side to Harriet he’d never seen. It was hot as hell.

His thoughts were disturbed by Mandy shifting closer to him on their seat. She leaned over and whispered, “Your wife is sucking my boyfriend’s cock.”

“I can see that…” he replied, smiling.

“How about we fool around a little too?”

Zach looked at her and she looked back, and he could tell she was serious. “Would Mark be ok with that?”

She nodded. “Yeah, he would. Would Harriet?”

He thought for a moment… she could hardly argue, and so long as he didn’t have sex with Mandy it would be within the bounds of their ‘soft’ agreement, so yeah. But did he want to?

A quick look back at the bed, seeing Harriet naked, bent over, going down on Mark’s large cock in public, then looking back and seeing Mandy’s brown eyes watching him intently, the faint freckles on her tanned nose… fuck yeah, he thought, I do.

“She’d be cool with it,” he said. “If we keep it to fooling around.”

“That works…” she replied, then she kissed him.

Zach was ready this time, so unlike with Beth it didn’t take him by surprise, but Mandy was different again… she was more forceful than both Beth and Harriet, it was a possessive kiss, one that made Zach wonder to what extent it was performative for Mark’s benefit, not that he cared. It felt good, and felt like a little reclamation on his part… Harriet might be completely focused on Mark right now, but here he was claiming a little part of Mark’s territory too.

When they parted again a minute or two later Harriet was still going down on Mark, faster now, and he realised they’d gained a few spectators, another couple sitting on one of the other sofas watching while they cuddled up together… watching, Zach thought, Harriet naked with a man’s cock in her mouth. He wondered what she’d do when she realised.

Mark put his hand to Harriet’s hair and tugged gently, not hard, but enough to make her pull her head back, a thin line of saliva joining her lips to his cock until she sat right back on her heels and it broke.

“Well done,” Mark said, and he saw Harriet grin with pride. Jesus, he thought, she’s actually desperate to please him… this is absolutely crazy. “Lie down.”

Harriet lay back down and Mark slipped his trousers and boxer shorts off completely so that he was now as naked as her. He stood over her, poised, and Harriet was breathing raggedly, held in his gaze, waiting, then he dropped to his knees and pulled her in one movement so that she came to him, her legs parted, and he buried his face between them.

She let out a moan, a loud moan, straight away, her eyes closed, as he went down on her… it didn’t feel to Zach like there was anything gentle about it, it looked like he was taking it fast, so different to how Zach would go down on her, but she was reacting, the context and the person doing it driving her wild.

Mandy was sat watching again too, pressed close to Zach, then she took his hand again but this time she guided it, down to the hem of her dress and then up against her thighs, parting her leg until Zach’s fingers were pressed up against her. “Touch me,” she whispered into his ear. “Please, I need you to…”

Zach hesitated for a moment, but only a moment because Harriet let out another moan as Mark’s tongue found the right spot, and then Zach’s fingers were touching Mandy through her lace underwear and she gasped into his ear. “That’s perfect…” She nuzzled into his neck and kissed him.

It looked like Harriet was about to cum, her back was arching, she was writhing around, but then Mark lifted his head.

“Please don’t stop…” Harriet begged, her eyes opening, and then she glanced around and clearly realised that she had spectators, and then she looked at Zach and Mandy and saw what they were doing… a little smile passed across her lips, even through her arousal, and a tiny nod. She’d seen and she approved.

“We’ve got a bet,” Mark replied. He stood and went to fetch protection then, quickly sliding it on to his cock, he said, “You’re ready?”

Harriet bit her lip and nodded, sliding herself up the bed so that there was room. Mark climbed on to the bed and waited, on top of her, leaning down to whisper into Harriet’s ear before she said, “Yes,” and he slid into her.

With any of the others she’d been with, he’d watched her enjoy it, but never like this… when Mark slid inside her she let out a loud moan, her face a picture of pure, concentrated pleasure… there was nothing, it seemed, in her world in that moment except for her and Mark. He was pressed up from the bed, looking at her, and as she looked back at him he held her gaze and flexed his hips back, before sliding hard into her again, making her moan loudly once more.

Harriet moved her hands, putting both in his back, wrapping her legs around him, and as he slid back and then thrust into her again Zach marvelled at how her whole body seemed to tense, her hands gripping at him, her toes curling… it was like she was climaxing already, but she couldn’t be, not after three thrusts.

Each time he slid into her she moaned loudly, and she was drawing attention from around the room. Three people on one of the other beds, their own encounter having reached a natural resting point, were lying lazily watching, a few more heads were turned, and Zach noticed that Mia was stood with another woman that they didn’t know, clothed, watching and whispering to each other near the stage. Whether it was Harriet, or whether Mark had a reputation, he didn’t know, but God was it a turn on to know that so many people were witnessing Harriet so utterly give herself to another man.

This went on for a while, Zach losing track, all while his fingers touched Mandy and, from time to time, she turned to kiss him. She’d started to touch him too but Zach said no, not wanting to miss a moment of Harriet’s experience.

“Oh my God,” Harriet gasped as Mark continued his slow fuck. “I’m… I’m… oh God…” She was trying her best not to make any noise that would sound like screaming and just about succeeding. Zach wasn’t sure whether her climax was close, or whether she was already slowly orgasming at his touch, and possibly, he realised, there wasn’t really a distinction… she was clearly in the throes of indescribable pleasure, and maybe it simply defied categorisation.

Mark leaned up and pulled out, and Harriet looked at him with an expression that mixed pure, outright lust and arousal with irritation and confusion. “You’re stopping?” she asked breathlessly.

“No,” came Mark’s breathless reply. “Far from it.” His torso was covered in a sheen of sweat, so was Harriet’s, in fact it was impossible to tell whose and, Zach thought, it was probably both of theirs, intermingled.

Mark looked down at her for a long moment, then he put his hands on her waist and flipped her over… that was the only word for it, flipped her on to her front, her head at Zach’s end of the bed, and he saw the look of confused bewilderment on her face as she tried to work out what had just happened replaced by a cry of outright pleasure as he parted her legs and slid back into her, Harriet lying on her front, Mark lying on top of her, her head lifted up as she locked eyes on Zach.

Zach watched closely even as his hand continued to touch Mandy, conscious that the intensity had just dialled up a few notches, and he raised his eyebrows slightly, Harriet responding with a weak smile that dissolved into another cry as Mark thrust into her again… and again… and again.

Her arms were in front of her and Mark put his hands on hers, locking his fingers through, using them to push up and gain leverage… and from there Zach watched as Harriet got fucked, truly fucked, like nothing he’d ever seen before.

In the end, the bet was no contest. Zach couldn’t pinpoint the moment where Harriet’s moans and cries turned into screams, but screams they were… screams of sheer pleasure… and whatever it was, Zach didn’t know if it was her first orgasm with Mark, her tenth, or just something continuous… whatever it was it rolled through her and with it, almost a distraction, he felt Mandy reach her own climax and then, finally, watched as Mark came himself, slowing to a stop and finally releasing Harriet’s hands and pulling out.

“You ok?” Mark said quietly to Harriet, and she nodded, her cheeks flushed, her whole body almost singing with the pleasure that Zach had just seen her receive.

“You’d better go to Harriet,” Mandy said, and Zach did, sitting down next to where she still lay on her front, smiling to Mark who was sitting there too.

“That was some show…” Zach said.

Harriet rolled over on to her back. “Fuck, Mark… that was unbelievable.” She was breathless still but recovering her composure. “I… you won the bet.” She grinned wearily. “So did I, I suppose in a way.”

“I’ll leave you two to some privacy,” Mark said. “But come and say hello later.”

He got up and slipped his clothes on, and Zach reached for Harriet’s dress, helping her to pull it back on, putting her underwear into his pocket… it felt unnecessary by then.

“What do you want to do now?” Zach asked.

“Find a comfy chair downstairs and cuddle up with you,” Harriet replied. “If that’s ok with you?”

“Couldn’t be more perfect…”


Chapter 11


“Hey, I figure you guys could use a drink…”

Mia was carrying a couple of cocktails, Angus with her, both with broad smiles.

“Thanks,” Harriet replied with a weary smile of her own, sat cuddled up to Zach on an outdoor easy chair.

“Mind if we join you?” Angus asked.

“Be our guest…” Zach replied.

Once they’d sat down, all four looked at each other and then, out of nowhere, started grinning. It was Mia to start with, then Harriet, then Zach and Angus couldn’t help but grin too.

It was Harriet that spoke first. “Umm… I’ve got to ask, did you two see that?”

“See what?” Mia asked with her most innocent expression.

“Yeah, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Angus replied. “We’ve been busy.”

Harriet looked at them both sceptically. “I’m not sure I believe you, but thank you for pretending anyway.” She paused. “Thanks for getting us along to this. Have you two had a good night?”

Angus and Mia glanced at each other. “Yeah…” he said. “I think so.”

“Yeah, definitely,” Mia added.

Zach couldn’t help but wonder at their relationship dynamic… he knew they weren’t formally dating, but at the same time Mia had been on the scene for Angus for years now so who knew? Either way, what glimpses Zach had caught throughout the night suggested an open relationship between them… he’d seen each involved with multiple people and the other nowhere in sight, so maybe they just helped facilitate each other attending, who knew? Not something he needed to solve anyway.

“How about you two?” Mia asked.

Harriet glanced at Zach and they both smiled. “Yeah. A pretty great night,” he replied. It really was… there was a lot to unpack, certainly, an awful lot, and Zach was truly glad that they already had a lot of experimentation under their belt because he knew they’d talk it all through in a few days’ time and, in all likelihood, revisit some of the experiences in future, whether it was the parties themselves or indeed the people they’d met.

“We’re going to get out of here,” Mia said, glancing up at the sky which was lightning in the pre-dawn. “There’s a twenty-four-hour cafe not far, down by the beach… would you like to join us for breakfast?”

Harriet started laughing. “Breakfast sounds great… can I just check though that that’s not some sex party code word or euphemism? Because I’d be flattered, but I’m done with that for the night.”

Mia laughed too. “No, no euphemism. But I am really hungry…”

“I’ll ask them to call us a taxi,” Angus said. “Mia, shall we get our things?” Mia nodded. “We’ll see you two out front in ten minutes?”

Zach nodded and then it was the two of them on their own again.

“Crazy night…” Zach said eventually, grinning.

“Crazy, crazy night…” Harriet agreed, grinning back.

“So, you’re done with that for the night?” he asked, a quizzical eyebrow raised.

Harriet leaned over and kissed him. “With strangers, yes. But feed me some breakfast, and you are getting the reclaiming of your lifetime when we get back home.” She paused. “Seriously, I really like how you got involved more tonight… it elevated this all so much further.”

“It was great, absolutely. We need to talk it all through but with Beth I suddenly understood what you enjoy about it… knowing you were watching me with her… wow. Like, seriously, wow.”

She smiled. “You know, Beth gave me their contact details… if we ever fancy an evening with them…”

“I could be persuaded…”

“Me too.”

“How about your budding porn career?”

“Don’t tease!” She hesitated, then continued. “A bet’s a bet; I’ll talk to the people they want me to talk to. They’ve got my contact details. But no… I’m not shooting content with them.”

“You sure?” Zach teased.

Harriet pretended to think. “Eighty percent sure… there is a part of me that enjoyed lots of people watching earlier, with Mark.” Harriet paused. “Although tomorrow when I wake up and remember there’ll be a bigger part that is absolutely mortified…”

“Look, I’m not averse to if you wanted to explore it,” Zach said. “But there’s a lot to consider… once you’ve done something like that you’ve done something like that, you can’t put the genie back in the box.”

“I know… it’s just, Jesus Zach, there was something about Mark.” She grinned. “My stallion.”

“You stallion indeed. Look, let’s head out front… and then, after breakfast, we’re going to have fun.”

Harriet leaned over to kiss him again. “Yeah, we are.”


Want More?


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

To get a free story sign up to my mailing list for updates:

https://ckfairfaxbooks.com

You can also follow me on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/author/camillakfairfax

Experimenting

This was just the first episode in the Experimenting Season 2, and you can read the rest of Season 2 as either a Single Boxset or the full series of novellas (the boxset is usually better value). Here's the start of episode 2 to whet your appetite:

A gentle touch, fingertips tracing patterns on Harriet’s skin… teasing, tantalising, everywhere and nowhere all at once.

Lips, soft, amazing lips, lips on hers, playing with her, toying with her, barely kissing her and she wanted more, so much more.

A delicate tongue, delicate but experienced, teaching Harriet’s body thing about itself that it had never known, drawing sensations that she almost couldn’t describe.

And then eyes, beautiful eyes, looking down at Harriet, a smile in them, focused on her, entirely on her and no one else.

Harriet sighed, because she didn’t know, she couldn’t know, she had no lived experience… though she could imagine, and imagine she did.

She’d read about it, and friends who’d fooled around had told her, so maybe she had more than no idea, but it all felt so cliched… soft lips, gentle touches, someone who understands your pleasure like no man possibly can… it can’t be that good, surely?

Now men… men she knew. Probably more than she cared to admit to Zach, and certainly more in recent months than her marriage vows would allow, although Zach was a willing participant in all of that.

But women… they were a mystery.

A tantalising, delicious mystery.

Harriet closed her eyes again and started to imagine…

Sophie from work, the twenty-something medical trainee that Harriet had been tasked with looking after. Blonde hair, blue eyes, elphin features… stunning, but she didn’t know it, or was grown up enough to know and not care. Either way was good.

A quiet shift for once, not much work for the doctors, and the two of them are sharing a late meal in a deserted staff canteen.

They’re talking, laughing, and Harriet asks Sophie about her boyfriend.

Sophie shrugs… there’s no boyfriend at the moment. It’s so hard to find the right person.

‘Person’ not ‘man’. Harriet picks up on it instantly, her breath catching but trying to play it cool, realising as she thinks it that she is probably reading too much into a simple word.

Finding the right person can be hard, Harriet agrees.

It can, Sophie says, holding eye contact with Harriet a few moments longer than is necessary before looking away quickly.

Harriet takes the plunge… I’m going to get some sleep, make the most of it being quiet. She stands and lets that hang in the air.

Sophie bites. You need some company, she asks.

Pressed up against the wall of an empty room, their thin scrubs almost as good as being naked, Harriet can feel everything… everything on Sophie’s body, the fabric of her bra, her hard nipples beneath it, the muscles in her back… everything.

Sophie gasps as Harriet slips a hand inside her trousers, then quickly she slips her hand inside Harriet’s too, their lips gently playing against each other, tongues caressing each other, not possessive or competitive like with a man, this isn’t a race… this is a collaboration.

Harriet breaks the kiss, throws her head back, Sophie moving her lips to Harriet’s neck, just there, just right, just perfect, and she can feel the waves flooding through her… wave after wave of pleasure, each building on the last.

And then…

Reading it is just a few clicks away: Experimenting Season 2


Still Want More?


Beyond The Game

The most powerful woman in the room has never knelt for anyone. Until tonight. 


Caitlin doesn't submit. Not to demanding clients, obstinate CFOs, or anyone who dares challenge her authority. She's built her entire identity on being the one in control... at work, in relationships, in every aspect of her life. At twenty-eight she's already a legend of the Houston consulting scene: the consultant everyone wants on their team, the woman who makes things happen through sheer force of will.


Helena is supposed to be invisible. She's younger, Caitlin's junior, only on temporary assignment to the Houston office from Sao Paolo for a few weeks. But when their team celebrates a major victory, Helena sees what everyone else misses: the cracks in Caitlin's armour, the hunger for something that Caitlin doesn't even know the name for, the desperate need to stop controlling everything.


"Would you like to learn what it feels like to let go?"


One question. One game. One Friday night that spirals from playful commands in a Houston bar to bound wrists in Caitlin's bedroom, where Helena introduces her to pleasures she never knew she craved, and that turns the days that follow into a week that will transform Caitlin's entire life.


Some women are meant to command. The right woman can teach them how to obey.

All three of these steamy, lesbian power exchange novellas are available in a single box-set: Beyond The Game (The Caitlin Collection)

***

Coming Into The Light

Lesbian romance? Check. High heat level? Check. Love triangle spread across continents? Check and check.


Amy fooled around a little at university, of course she did... who doesn't experiment, after all? But now, in her late twenties, living with her boyfriend, most of her friends' thoughts turning to getting married and settling down, those days are far behind her.


Well, at least she thought they were.


When her colleague and kind-of-boss Sarah helps her out with her career it sets in motion of a chain of events that opens the door to long buried emotions... and when she then meets Luisa Amy finds herself with a dilemma, her heart torn between these two amazing women that have come crashing into her life from nowhere and her boyfriend, James.


Discover this spicy lesbian love triangle romance, and join Amy on her journey to rediscover herself as she Comes Into The Light. 

Alongside the main novels in the series, companion novels tell the stories of other women in the same world… characters who cross paths with the main trio and have their own journeys to take. Starting with Her Miss Perfect.

***

Experimenting

Harriet and Zach have everything… a happy marriage, a life together in Sydney, a love that runs deep and strong.

But when Zach has a dream one night, a dream about Harriet with another man, it unleashes desires that neither of them knew they had, making them both ask the question about whether they have the courage to share their deepest selves with the person they love most.

Through encounters with other people and adventures beyond their wildest dreams, they learn that jealousy and desire can coexist, that trust can strengthen their relationship, and that love grows stronger when tested.

A high heat series about hotwives, bulls and polyamory, with Seasons 1 and 2 available now:

Complete Season 1

Complete Season 2

(if you are particularly interested in lesbian high heat romance, you may want to take a look at book 2 of season 2 in particular: Surprising)


About the author


What happens when you push a character past what they thought were their limits? What do they discover about themselves? What lines will they cross?

Camilla's shorts built a devoted following of readers who found answers to those questions: over half a million individual reads, averaging more than 15k reads per story and ratings of 4.8+/5 for her three most popular series of shorts.

Now she writes novels and novellas that let her show what comes next. The full transformation, not just the spark. Relationships that go deep. Tension that builds to something worth the wait. Characters who don't just glimpse who they could be... they become it.

Whether expanding popular series or exploring fresh ground, every story is designed to deliver.
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