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Stag Nights

Harry and Michelle are now fully entrenched in their new wife-sharing lifestyle. Michelle is proving to be one of the hottest hotwives around, with bulls waiting in line to take turns. Literally.

As Michelle gets more of what she craves, she pushes Harry further into the role of the cuckold and he’s presented with situations he finds hard to accept.

Things look like they might be going awry until he discovers that not all wife-sharing husbands need to be cucks...
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Chapter One

Harry lay in the dark, his heart thumping in his chest. The smell of sweat and sex cloyed his senses like the remnants of a bad dream, even though they’d changed the sheets on the bed. Beside him Michelle slept soundly, justifiably exhausted.

He turned onto his side, adjusting the cage in his shorts until he found a comfortable position. Sighing, frustrated that slumber eluded him, he reached over to the small table at the side of the bed and pressed the screen of his phone. It was a little after three. He closed his eyes in search of sleep, but ten minutes later got up and made his way to the small kitchen area of the chalet’s living room. Harry grabbed a beer from the fridge and took it to the couch, not bothering to turn on the light.

Images from earlier flashed through his mind. Scenes that usually aroused him beyond reason had this time left him feeling cold, almost nauseous. Watching his wife being taken by other men had awoken in him a pleasure he never knew existed, a sense of pride and contentment he couldn’t explain, but tonight had been different. It had started okay but, as time passed, so did his enjoyment. Michelle had looked forward to the gangbang all week, but Harry suspected even she’d tired of the experience long before the men had finished with her. A memory of her, naked and spread-eagled on the bed, filled his mind’s eye. The men, huge, fully-engorged cocks sticking out in front of them, buzzed around her like sharks in a feeding frenzy, grabbing, prodding, dipping: satiating their need as if she were a rubber doll.

The light came on and Harry looked away, squinting from the glare.  It took him a moment to focus on Michelle, who stood in the doorway, his shirt wrapped around her like a robe.

“You okay?” She sounded sleepy but concerned.

He forced a smile. “Can’t drop off, and I didn’t want to disturb you.”

Michelle studied him for a few seconds, then got herself a beer from the fridge and came to sit next to him. She took a swig and held his gaze. “Tell me what’s wrong.”

“Nothing’s wrong, it’s just…” He shrugged, searching for the words to describe his feelings from earlier.

She looked tired, which was expected, but there was something else. Her lips looked fuller, almost to the point of being swollen. It wasn’t surprising, considering how the bulls had used her mouth.

Harry felt guilty for disturbing her sleep. “I’m sorry, we’ll talk about it tomorrow. You look shattered.”

Michelle gave a mischievous smile. “Yeah, thoroughly fucked.”

He laughed, reaching over to run his hand down her arm. “Have you any idea how many times you were fucked?”

“I thought you’d be counting.”

“I lost track when they doubled up.”

Michelle looked down at her feet, the toenails a dark metallic blue. “I suppose it’s probably a good thing that a couple of the bulls couldn’t make it.”

He waited until she looked up into his eyes. “Definitely. I think taking five guys at once was too many, God knows what seven would have been like. I was worried. Really worried.”

“I was fine—”

“Really? Because that’s not how it looked towards the end.” Harry remembered her squeals of discomfort as two bulls double-penetrated her for what was probably the fifth or sixth time in a two-hour session.

“It’s something I wanted to try, but I admit I may have over-estimated what I could cope with.”

He stroked her hair, now clean after her shower. “Go to bed, you need to get some rest.”

She licked her lips. “Are you horny?”

He snorted. “You’re unbelievable.”

“That’s what all the men say. But if you think it’ll help you sleep, I could let you out of your cock cage so you can give yourself some relief.”

“I thought you were going to offer to let me use your body.”

“Not your time yet, babe.” Michelle stood up and placed her half-empty beer bottle next to his. At the door, she turned to look at him. “I was serious. If you need to have a wank, I’ll let you out. You’ve seen everyone else blow their loads tonight, and that usually makes you want to do the same.”

Harry shook his head. “I’m fine.”

“Okay.”

After she’d returned to bed, Harry finished his beer and picked up her bottle. There had been a lot of things he’d enjoyed about the gangbang, particularly early on. But the number of bulls present had paradoxically made him feel more conspicuous. Sitting in a corner of their own bedroom usually allowed him to feel invisible, but here in the chalet—outnumbered five-to-one—he’d been the elephant in the room.

He’d felt scrutinised throughout the session. While the bulls pleasured Michelle, he’d sensed them glancing at him as if trying to gauge his reaction. The presence of the weird guy recording it all on video had also made a difference, particularly when he’d pointed the camera in Harry’s direction. It was like he could no longer pretend this was something private, no longer pretend he wasn’t the type of husband who relished seeing his wife getting sexually satisfied by other men. Bigger men, with bigger cocks. Insatiable, relentless …

Harry closed his eyes, seeing Michelle’s grin-like expression as she’d tried to fit the bulbous heads of two cocks side by side into her ever-eager mouth. Remembered her cough and laugh when one of them erupted its load before she was expecting it, the creamy-white liquid overflowing from her gaping lips to dribble down her chin and onto the sheet.

His cock twitched within its cage for the first time in hours. He drained Michelle’s beer bottle, left both empties on the table, and went to bed. Michelle was already asleep. He settled next to her as quietly as he could, eventually managing to drift off.

* * * *

The calls of seagulls and the smell of bacon cooking greeted Harry when he woke. He blinked and looked around, momentarily disorientated. Then he remembered: the chalet by the sea, the camera, the gangbang.

Harry got out of bed and wandered through to the kitchen. Michelle was standing by the hob wearing a pair of cut-off jeans and a pink t-shirt, with nothing on her feet.

She smiled at him. “Bacon roll?”

He nodded, taking a carton of orange juice from the fridge. “Want a drink?”

Michelle inclined her head in the direction of a half-full glass on the coffee table. “You can fill that up, if you like.”

A couple of minutes later they were sitting on the couch and gazing through the patio doors at the sea rolling onto the sandy beach.

Michelle looked up at the cloudless sky. “Looks like it’s going to be a hot day. We could go for a swim later.”

Harry had many childhood memories of the cold sea around Wales. “Maybe a paddle.”

She turned to sit sideways on the couch.

He sensed her eyes on him and knew what was coming.

“So,” she said, pressing her bare foot against his leg. “Why couldn’t you sleep last night?”

“Towards the end of the evening you seemed to be in a lot of pain.”

She held his gaze for a few seconds. “I admit I became a bit sore, but I enjoyed everything that happened.”

“That’s not how it looked to me, not for the last half hour or so.”

She bit her lip.

He had no intention of revealing everything that had bothered him, but knew he had to tell her about his main concerns. “Michelle, I think you were naïve to take five of these guys on at once. Bulls like to see themselves as the alpha of the species, and all of them can fuck a hotwife three or four times in a single session. With five of them there, they seemed to be competing with each other at the expense of any consideration for you.”

“It was okay, and I’m glad I did it. But I admit that if Lucas and Roy had turned up as well, that would have been too much for me to cope with.”

He cleared his throat, pressing on. “I was also a bit worried about the camera, too. I’m not sure it was a good idea to film it.”

“Why?”

“Because everything we’ve done so far has been in private.”

“Private?” Michelle shook her head, puzzled. “There’s always been another man there. That’s kind of the point of me being a hotwife.”

“I mean the camera. We have no idea who’ll see that film. It could be all over the internet already, and there’s nothing we’ll be able to do about it.”

“I think—”

“It would have a big impact on our lives, Chelle. We have families and friends who’d be horrified to know what we do to get our kicks. And what about work colleagues?”

She leaned closer, squeezing his hand. “Nobody will see the film. It won’t be uploaded onto the internet, and the only people who’ll see it are us, and the guy who filmed it.”

“You can’t know that for sure. What about the bulls? Each of them will want their own copies, and they’ll show it to their friends, and—”

“No, they won’t. Stop worrying. Okay?”

Harry frowned to show he didn’t share her confidence.

“Besides,” she said, smiling, “you’ve watched me with bulls lot of times, but I’ve never seen it. I want to see what I look like when I’m getting taken. I know that you like it, so maybe I will, too.”

A twinge of shame flushed through him. Who in their right mind gets turned on by seeing his wife struggling to accommodate another guy’s huge cock?

She rested a hand on his groin. “Did you enjoy the earlier parts, though? We’d talked about me being spit-roasted and DP’d and, as I remember, your cock dripped like a tap at the idea of it all.”

“Yeah, the earlier parts were…” He shivered as her hand pressed down, a finger slipping through the cage. “The earlier parts were good.”

“It was better than good. Did it spoil it for you that the bulls came inside me most of the time?”

“Nope. Besides, they came over you a few times, too. Six times, actually.”

“I knew you were counting.”

“I counted the ones I could see. And two of them came while up your backside, because I was the one who cleared the condoms away.”

Michelle looked surprised. “Two of the condoms had cum in them?”

Harry nodded.

Michelle had insisted that for reasons of hygiene, anyone who entered her anally should wear a condom. As soon as the guy withdrew and wanted to put his cock anywhere else, he was to discard the condom.

“How many condoms were used all together?”

“Seven.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Wow.”

“The guy with the shaved head went in there three times. I’m pretty sure he came there when you were DP’d the first time.”

Michelle seemed to be lost in thought, no doubt remembering what she’d experienced less than twelve hours earlier. Then she refocused on Harry. “I’m glad I’ve done it, but I don’t intend taking that many men at once again.”

Harry nodded, reassured. “Good.”

Her lips turned up slightly and she narrowed her eyes. “Although a threesome would be okay…”

He laughed and slapped her thigh. “You’re such a slut.”

“And you love me for it.”

After breakfast, Harry showered and dressed in shorts and t-shirt. Michelle slipped on a pair of flat sandals and they made their way to the beach, walking along the almost-white sand for over a mile before veering off to explore the town. The couple ambled through small gift shops holding hands, trying on novelty hats and sunglasses and giggling like a couple of teenagers. Harry couldn’t explain why, but ever since Michelle had started giving herself to other men, the two of them had become much more affectionate in their everyday life.

A signpost to a footpath grabbed their attention, and a two-mile walk along the clifftop to the next village promised to be fun. The path took them through fields, their only cause for concern being the need to avoid sheep droppings along the way. A pub with a view of the bay was their first port of call on reaching the village. They sat at a table under a tree in the beer garden with their drinks.

Michelle reached over and held his hand. “I feel guilty that you didn’t enjoy it as much as you’d hoped.”

“Like I said, it started off okay. Maybe it was all too much to take in.” He grinned. “For both of us.”

Michelle chuckled and squeezed his hand.

Harry decided he should clarify his concerns. “But I think it went on too long. I also got the impression the bulls were trying to out-fuck each other, and not showing you the respect you deserve.”

She leaned over the table until their faces were inches apart. “I don’t want their respect, I want their cocks. I don’t deserve their respect, because I’m a slut.”

Harry frowned. “You’re not a slut.”

“I am for them. I let them use my body. I don’t know them, and I don’t want to get to know them. I only want them to fuck me.”

Harry felt the tell-tale dampness inside his boxers. He looked around at the other drinkers in the beer garden, remembering being in this situation a few months earlier when they’d rented a cottage in Catterick with the intention of finding Michelle her second bull. The weekend was such a success that she’d not only brought a bull back on the Saturday night, but had also found another to use her on the Sunday afternoon.

“What are you thinking?”

Harry turned back to his wife. “I was just looking round to see if any of the men in here would suit your needs.”

She smiled but didn’t bother turning her head to peruse the men. “I’ve had enough other men for one weekend. Maybe I think you deserve something for letting me have so much fun last night.”

Harry’s cock swelled within the confines of its cage. He’d give anything now to take her back to the chalet and spend the rest of the day in bed.

“What are you thinking now?” There was a smile on her face.

“I was…” He shook his head, afraid he’d spoil things if he told her the truth. “Nothing.”

Michelle took a sip of her drink as she held his gaze, then turned to look over the bay. “It’s really nice here.”

“Are you hungry? We could get some lunch here if you like.”

She shook her head. “I’m still full from breakfast.”

“Yeah, me too. Maybe after we’ve had a look around here we can buy an ice cream to eat on the walk back.”

Once their drinks were finished, they wandered around the few shops, and Harry noticed several men surreptitiously checking out Michelle in her shorts. He smiled to himself. If only they knew how she’d spent last night.

They walked back along the cliff-top path, holding hands and chatting about mundane things. Michelle mentioned her car had developed a strange noise, and he promised to book it in for a check-up at the garage.

There were two loungers on a small porch area at the front of the chalet, and both spent a couple of hours lying in the sun. Harry managed to doze and catch up on the sleep he’d missed. By late afternoon the tide had come in, and they walked down the now narrow beach and paddled in the sea. As Harry had suspected, it was very cold.

He turned to Michelle, grinning. “I thought you were going to have a swim?”

She held up her arm to show the goosebumps that had raised. “No chance. Maybe we should get dressed and eat early. I’m getting hungry now.”

Back in the chalet, Michelle had a shower while Harry washed the plates and pan from breakfast. He then showered, dressed in jeans and shirt, then waited outside the chalet, watching a young boy with his dad flying a kite on the almost deserted beach.

Michelle came out a few minutes later and Harry’s heart raced. She wore a simple pale blue summer dress which came down to a couple of inches above the knee, and white, high-heeled sandals. She looked fabulous. The sun had given her a healthy glow. She’d pinned her dark hair up, and with her big brown eyes and prominent cheekbones, she had an almost Mediterranean look. The thing that Harry noticed the most were her legs, which were nicely tanned. She’d obviously put some lotion or oil on them, because they glistened in the sunlight.

She smiled at his reaction. “Ready to go?”

Nodding, he took her hand. They walked away from the beach and through the cluster of chalets towards the town. Michelle usually only dressed up for her bulls nowadays, and Harry couldn’t help wondering if she’d decided to try and get herself another one tonight. It took them a little over fifteen minutes to reach town, quickly finding a nice restaurant with numerous empty tables—perfect for a private chat.

Once seated with a drink and menu, Harry touched his glass against hers. “You look really nice tonight.”

“Thank you.”

He hesitated, but then decided he wouldn’t be able to relax until he’d asked. “It’s been quite a long time since you dressed like that for me.”

She looked surprised. “Is it?”

He shrugged. “You usually only do that for your bulls, now.”

“Really? I never thought of it like—”

“Is it for me tonight, or are you intending finding someone else later?”

She laughed. “It’s for you.”

“Thanks, but I think you’ll be getting a lot of attention dressed like that.”

“Good. I like it when men look at me, because it turns me on. But what I like about it most is that it turns you on, too.”

He sipped his drink and held her gaze.

“Admit that it turns you on.” She was teasing him, and both knew it.

“Yes, it turns me on. I think all men like to know that others find their wife attractive.”

She leant forward a little. “But not all men like to see their wife getting fucked hard by someone with a big cock.”

His stomach tightened, and his cock twitched inside its cage. “No, maybe not.”

She narrowed her eyes. “But you do.”

He bit his lip and checked to see nobody could overhear them. He knew she was doing this to turn him on. He loved this kind of foreplay, where Michelle made him describe all the emotions he’d experienced while watching her with other men. “Yes.”

“What’s the thing you’ve enjoyed watching the most?”

“When, last night?”

She shook her head. “No, since we first started this. What bit turned you on the most?”

“I don’t know. There’ve been a lot—”

The arrival of the waiter to take their orders gave Harry time to consider his answer.

Once alone again, Michelle pushed her foot against his. “Come on, tell me.”

He took a breath and gathered his thoughts. “I suppose the first time had the biggest effect on me.”

“With Paul, the soldier you didn’t like?” She looked surprised.

“Yeah, but it wasn’t really anything to do with him. It was the first time, and it was like a watershed moment—for both of us.”

“You mean the first time you realised you enjoyed seeing me with another man?”

He nodded but couldn’t make eye contact.

She squeezed his hand. “I love that you enjoy watching me. It really turns me on.”

Harry just about managed a smile, not particularly proud of his predilection.

“So, haven’t the others been as good as the first time?” Michelle was pushing her foot against his leg again.

“Yeah. Vinny put on a performance that might have earned him a place in the team for the Olympics.” He’d been amazed at the guy’s stamina.

Michelle smiled. “Yeah, what a body. His cock wasn’t as big as Paul’s though.”

“He made up for that by fucking you for an hour, and then almost drowning you.”

Michelle laughed out loud. “Vinny came a lot, didn’t he?”

Harry could still picture Michelle’s back completely drenched in semen. “I suspect he took some sort of supplement for his body building. Might have had an impact on the amount of jizz he produced.”

“Maybe he simply hadn’t shot his load for a while. Blue balls, and all that.”

“If that was the case, he probably spent about a year’s worth that night.”

She pursed her lips. “Tell me what you enjoy seeing, other than men coming over me.”

He paused, a little embarrassed.

“Tell me.”

“I like your face when they first enter you.” Her raised brows encouraged him to continue. “Especially if he’s big. I get a weird kind of thrill seeing the shock on your face. You kind of look spaced out, almost wincing in pain but not quite. It’s a really sexy expression, and I want…”

She kicked him under the table. “Don’t stop now, I want to hear this.”

“I want them to slam into you and make you squeal. Make you feel something that I can’t give you. I like it that somebody can fuck you like that. Stretch you like that.”

“Somebody like Roy?”

Harry snorted. “That guy’s dick is unreal.”

“It’s the biggest thing I’ve ever had inside me. Lucas may be as long, but Roy’s is so thick, and believe me, it’s the girth that matters.”

He stared at her, remembering her night with Roy. Harry’s cock was now seeping pre-cum steadily into his trousers.

Another thought occurred to him. “Although I never actually witnessed the sex, I really enjoyed the night at the art gallery.” An arty-type guy had been ogling Michelle during an exhibition they’d visited and, on a whim, Harry had invited him to have sex with Michelle in a darkened stairway.

Michelle smiled. “Yes, that was a quick wham-bam knee-trembler, but a very sexy moment.”

Harry swallowed the lump in his throat, remembering their silhouettes through the glass door. “So, what about you? What are your highlights?”

“Roy, definitely. Being taken roughly from behind with a cock that big was probably the best feelings I’ve ever had. I’ve made myself come so many times since then, thinking about that night.” Harry’s shock made her laugh. “Didn’t I mention I still use my vibrator while you’re out? It’s only you who needs to be restrained, after all.”

Before he had a chance to think about this revelation, Michelle continued with her list.

“That night with Roy, when you jerked him off for me—that was a big turn-on.”

“Why?” Harry was still a little disgusted by being made to jerk Roy off into her face.

“It was sexy seeing you handle another man’s cock. Seeing you make him come for me.”

He grimaced. “I think it was you who made him come, I only pointed the weapon.”

“No, you made him come. I’d sucked and fucked him, but I wanted you to get him off. I wanted to see you jerking his big cock for me. It turned me on so much.”

Harry shook his head. “It was surreal. It feels like a dream now.”

“I also loved when I was with Lucas...”

He frowned at the other surreal moment, when she’d instructed him to lie on the bed, and had then crawled until she was kneeling over him, almost in the 69 position. Her bull, a big black man called Lucas, had entered her from behind and fucked her within inches of Harry’s face. After the bull had come inside her, he’d withdrawn and Harry had seen the guy’s semen dribbling out of his wife onto his chest. Then he’d performed clean-up for the first time, making her come with his tongue.

She squeezed his hand. “I loved you so much for doing that.”

“Why?”

“Because you did it for me. You put my pleasure above your own discomfort. You did something you didn’t like, just to give me sexual pleasure. It showed how much you love me.”

Harry was surprised, not having considered this. He’d seen it as a way for Michelle to humiliate him, pushing him a little further into the cuckold’s role.

Michelle continued. “I loved the spontaneity of the gallery,  but I think I got more out of the sex I had with your tongue when we got home.”

“You told me you’d come with him.”

“Of course I came with him. It was really erotic to let a stranger fuck me in a public place, but I came harder when you cleaned me up later.”

Harry played with his wine glass, more than a little disconcerted that many of her favourite things seemed to be the ones he was most uncomfortable with.

She leaned closer over the table. “Is your underwear as wet as mine is now?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know how wet yours is.”

She laughed, then stood and walked to the toilets without another word. When she returned she dropped something into his lap. He looked down and saw her black silk thong. He reached down and turned it in his hands. The crotch glistened, soaked in her juices. He balled it in his fist, wrapped it in the napkin and raised it to his face, inhaling her musk.

Michelle pushed her foot against his leg, her expression one she usually saved for her bulls. “When we get back to the chalet, you’re going to have to lick me until I come. And then I’m going to do the same to you.”

His stomach was in a knot. “Don’t make promises you’re not going to keep.”

She shook her head, her expression serious. “No teasing. When I get you home you’re going to make me come, and then I’m going to give you a blowjob.”

Harry thought back to when she’d taken him to the brink and then stopped, leaving him unfulfilled.

“There’ll be no spoiling this one,” she assured, seeming to read his mind. “I’m going to take you all the way and swallow everything you can give me.”

He pocketed her thong and looked around the restaurant for the waiter. “I’m not hungry anymore. Shall we leave now?”

Michelle laughed and slapped his arm. “No, I’m starving. And no matter how much protein you think your stuff will provide, I need some solid food.”

Their meals arrived shortly afterwards, and the conversation returned to the surprise party planned for her father’s sixtieth in a few weeks’ time.  They decided against pudding, asked for the bill, and stopped off at the supermarket on the way home for a bottle of wine.

Once back at the chalet, Harry opened the wine and Michelle closed the blinds. Facing each other in the lounge area, Harry was suddenly nervous, half-expecting her to laugh and say she’d been teasing him.

Michelle took her wine and sipped it, studying him over her glass. She tilted her head to one side and smiled at him. “Where do you want me?”

His throat was dry. “Sorry?” He wasn’t sure if she meant where in the chalet, or if she was offering to let him use different parts of her body.

“Do you want to take me to bed, or stay in here?”

“Here.”

She nodded and walked slowly towards the sofa. “Do you want me to strip off?”

“No, stay like that. Just pull your dress up to your waist.”

Michelle used her foot to drag the coffee table to one side, placed her wine on it, and turned to face Harry. Holding eye contact, she eased her dress up. The effect of the sandals made her legs look even longer than they were, and Harry’s cock strained painfully inside the cage. As the dress was pulled higher, he could see the swell of her hips and her neatly-trimmed bush.

“Sit down.” His throat was dry, his voice raspy.

Michelle did so, the hint of a smile on her face. Harry never took the initiative in their sex life anymore, and he wondered if his trying to act like an alpha amused her.

But he was so turned on, he didn’t care if she was silently mocking his machismo. “Move forward to the edge of the seat and open your legs.”

She complied, her dark eyes never leaving his.

Harry dropped to his knees and positioned himself between her knees. He leaned close and gently kissed her forehead, then her cheek. When his lips met hers, she forced her tongue into his mouth. He could sense her eagerness, and it fired his arousal. He ran his hand up her thigh and roughly pushed two fingers deep into her sopping sex. She cried out, an expression of shock on her beautiful face.

“I didn’t say—”

It’d been a long time since Harry had touched her like this, and she was obviously surprised that he’d dared to do so now. He pushed his fingers in again, then lowered his head and took her clit between his lips, running his tongue over and around it while he finger-fucked her.

Michelle arched her body off the sofa and came, her hands pulling Harry’s hair painfully, though he didn’t let up with his tongue or fingers. She screamed and pushed her crotch up, thrusting her hips to grind herself against his face. Harry curled his fingers and pressed.

“Oh, oh… Jesus.” She pushed his head away. “Stop. Stop.” She was laughing, her legs still shaking from her orgasm. “Ow, that’s too sensitive. I never said you could do that.”

Harry smiled up at her. “Sorry, I got a bit carried away.”

“Yes, you did.”

Harry knelt up between her legs, glad that she was smiling. What he wanted more than anything at this minute was to take his cock and slide it inside her, to make love to her slowly while gently kissing her face. But he was afraid to ask; he’d taken enough liberties already.

Michelle pushed the hem of her skirt down and stood, pointing at the seat she’d vacated. “Sit on there.”

Harry did as instructed.

Michelle dropped to her knees so that their positions from a couple of minutes ago were exactly reversed. She reached up to undo the buttons of his jeans, keeping her eyes on her fingers until the final button was open. Then she looked up into Harry’s eyes. “Lift your bum up.”

Harry raised himself enough to allow Michelle to pull his jeans and shorts all the way down to his ankles, which allowed her to spread his knees.

Michelle stared at his cock, swollen and covered in precum within its cage. She stroked his balls, making him shudder. “I don’t suppose you’d believe me if I said I’ve forgotten to bring the key.”

A cold trickle of dread seeped into his brain. Was this another ploy of hers to deprive and humiliate him?

As if sensing his fears, Michelle pulled her necklace out of the neck of her dress, the small chrome key to the padlock that was threaded on the chain twinkling in the light. She leaned close enough to insert the key without removing the necklace. She removed the lock and held the cage up for Harry to see, then dropped it onto the cushion next to him.

“Now…” Licking her lips, she ran a single finger round and round the domed head of his cock, smearing the clear liquid over it.

Harry shivered.

She narrowed her eyes. “Do you like that?”

He sighed.

“Would you like me to do anything else?”

Climb onto my lap and impale yourself on it. He nodded, too scared to speak and break the spell.

“I wonder what it is you want…”

Ride me slowly. Harry took a few deep breaths as her other hand gently squeezed his balls.

Michelle’s voice was a husky whisper. “Do you need me to remind you about what I did last night? Would it make it better if I described what it felt like having a cock in every hole, knowing that three men were using me at the same time?” She chuckled. “I’m pretty sure you remember it all anyway. So, do you remember my promise from earlier?”

Harry frowned, unsure of what she meant.

“About me swallowing all you have to give?”

He nodded again, half-expecting to be let down at the final hurdle.

She licked her lips again. “Well, I don’t think I’m going to have to wait too long.”

With that, Michelle dropped her head into his lap and her hot wetness enveloped him. A moan escaped as Michelle took him further into her mouth, deeper than he’d ever been before. The tightness of her throat caressed the tip of his cock, and he let out another whimper. Her nose pressed against his pubic hair. His entire cock was in her mouth and throat.

A thought occurred—she was now used to sucking bigger cocks, had become accustomed to taking them deeper than he could ever go. As soon as he pictured Michelle with her lips stretched around the thick cock of some faceless bull, he convulsed and exploded in her mouth.

Michelle groaned as she received his load, then began to bob her head, milking him with the warm softness of her mouth. Harry cried out, gasped in a lungful of air, then let out a long exhalation as his entire body shuddered with release. Spurt after spurt erupted from him, and Michelle maintained the steady rhythm with her head movements, her tongue constantly caressing the underside of his shaft.

Harry dropped his head against the backrest of the sofa, his heart racing. The blood coursing through his body formed a humming sound in his ears.

Michelle stilled her head but kept his rapidly-deflating cock in her mouth. She opened her eyes and looked at him, her eyes making him ache for her. When she finally released him, he pulled her close for a kiss, pushing his tongue into her mouth. He knew she got a kick out of him tasting other men’s cum, and he wanted to please her now, to show his gratitude.

She broke the kiss and smiled at him. “How was that?”

He shrugged, hiding his grin. “I suppose it was okay.”

She pinched his nipples hard through his shirt, making him yelp and twist out of her grip. They both giggled and wrestled, Harry finally pulling her up onto his lap and wrapping his arms around her.

Michelle rested her head against his chest. “Did that make up for the discomfort you felt last night?”

Harry kissed the side of her head. “I was only worried about you.”

“I was fine, but thank you.” She stroked his chin. “I’ve decided I should give you treats like this at irregular intervals, rather than have you count down the days on your calendar.”

“What… What d’you mean?”

“I mean that rather than you knowing you’re going to get to come on the last Sunday of the month, I can just surprise you when I think you deserve to come.”

“And that would be how often?” He was beginning to panic, needing a definite end-point to look forward to.

“Oh, I don’t know. It could be after a couple of days, or it could be after a couple of months.”

Harry remained silent. The post-orgasm contentment he’d briefly experienced was now completely gone.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Two

Michelle and Harry drove the hundred-mile journey home on Sunday morning. There were jobs that needed doing around the house and, as the weather was still sunny, Harry decided to cut the grass while Michelle started on the laundry. He put Who Built the Moon? on his iPod and fired up the mower. By the time he was nearly done, Michelle emerged onto the patio with a couple of bottles of beer. 

As he dropped into a seat next to her, job done, she glanced admiringly at the freshly-cut grass. “That looks a lot better.”  

He nodded his agreement and took a long drink of cold beer. “Anything else inside that needs doing?”

“I’ve washed everything in the basket, but I was waiting until you’d finished before hanging it out to dry. Maybe we could go for a walk later?”

Harry smiled. “I’ll have a quick shower while you peg the washing out. How about we go into the hills?”

“Yeah, and maybe we could eat out to finish the weekend off nicely before the reality of work hits us tomorrow.”

They were on the road in fifteen minutes. Leaving their car outside The Traveller’s Rest, they headed off on a well-worn trail towards a rocky tor about a mile away, chatting as they went. Apparently the birthday party plans were progressing well. What had taken place less than forty-eight hours ago was never mentioned. It never ceased to amaze Harry how they were able to separate their everyday lives from what happened in the bedroom.

By the time they returned to the pub, both were tired and hungry. Michelle found a table at a window and Harry went to the bar to order. After the food had arrived, he noticed Michelle seemed a little uneasy.

“Are you okay?”

She nodded. “Yeah, it’s just… I’ll tell you later.”

He became concerned. Maybe her mother had said something that had upset her. “You can’t just leave it at that. If you’re worrying about something, I want to know.”

She sighed. “I’ve just received a text from Lucas, that’s all.”

“When, now?”

“Yeah. I checked my phone while you were at the bar.”

“And?” He shrugged, puzzled. “Why are you worried? What did he say?”

“I’m not worried, I just didn’t want it to interrupt our day.”

Harry laughed, relieved. “It’s not interrupting our day. We can chat about it now or later, it’s up to you.”

She smiled and nodded. “Thank you. He just apologised for not making it on Friday and asked if we could maybe hook up in the next few days instead.”

He could see her biting her lip. “So why is that a problem? You’re usually excited at the thought of a rendezvous with a bull—especially your BBC.” Harry smiled to show he was teasing, but he couldn’t help being a little concerned at the way she was acting.

Michelle sighed again, then took a deep breath. “He’s attending a business meeting in Newcastle and asked if I’d go with him. His meeting’s on Friday morning, and he’s suggested we drive up Thursday evening, go out for dinner and then spend the night in a hotel.”

“Oh.” Realising that ‘we’ did not include him, Harry tried to keep his expression neutral. His first instinct would have been to scoff and refuse outright, but over the last few months he’d taught himself to hold his tongue. As far as he was aware, Michelle had never had sex with a bull without him being there. She’d met them in bars on her own, but always brought them back to where Harry was before having sex. He didn’t like the thought of her having sex without being able to witness it.

“If you’re not happy with it, I’ll say no.” Her eyes were big, her face earnest.

“What about you? Would you be happy with it?”

“Happy spending the night with a BBC?” She flashed a beautiful smile, but then turned serious again. “It’s not like he’s a stranger.”

“True.”

During their early discussions about this lifestyle, Michelle’s safety had always been paramount. Harry had used the argument that his presence would give her the security and reassurance she’d need to be able to relax and enjoy sex with another man, even though they both knew there was more to it than that. Selfish or not, the simple fact was that if another man was going to fuck Michelle, he wanted to witness it.

She pushed her leg against his playfully under the table. “I’ll tell you everything that happens.”

He was disappointed that she could read him so easily. “It’s just that we’ve never…” He took a breath, then nodded. “If you want to go, then you should go.”

She leaned over the table, so she could whisper without any risk of being overheard. “I’ll send you pictures of what we do, if you’d like.”

His heart raced, though something in him remained ashamed that the idea turned him on. “Really?”

She sat back and picked up her drink. “If you want photos, I’ll send them. Maybe even a short video, if you’re lucky.”

He forced a smile and decided to change the subject. “I’ve been thinking, do you want to take a few days off around your dad’s birthday? We could combine it with a short break in Devon or South Wales.” Michelle’s parents lived in Bristol, and from there it was a relatively short journey to some beautiful coastal villages.

“Yeah, that’d be nice. I’d also like to meet up with a few friends we haven’t seen for ages, either go out for a drink or for a coffee—whatever we can fit in.”

Harry nodded. Michelle had a lot of friends in the area and, because he’d studied at the university there, he knew most of them.

After dinner, the homeward journey was done in relative silence. Harry was thinking about Michelle’s impending night with Lucas, and he was sure she was thinking about it, too.

* * * *

There was no mention of what would happen on Thursday night until after dinner on the Wednesday, when Harry asked if she’d managed to get the Friday off work.

She nodded. “Yeah, Abby was fine. She’s going to be in court all day, anyway.” Michelle was a legal secretary for a local firm of solicitors and had a good working relationship with her boss.

“What about clothes?” Harry couldn’t suppress a smile.

“What do you mean?”

Harry shrugged. “I thought if you were going out to dinner with a businessman, maybe you should dress accordingly.”

Now she was the one with the teasing smile. “I thought you’d be more interested in thinking about me un-dressing accordingly.”

He chuckled. “You know I like seeing you in clothes almost as much as I like seeing you without them.” Harry had often bought clothes he liked for Michelle. Since she’d become a hotwife, the styles had become a little more risqué, with him often choosing things he knew she wouldn’t wear anywhere except in the bedroom with one of her bulls.

“And do you have any suggestions as to what I should wear tomorrow night?”

“Well, as a matter of fact…” Harry stood and walked to the hall, returning with a pile of clothes draped over one arm. He held up a grey two-piece suit with a fitted jacket and pencil skirt.

Michelle stared open-mouthed, evidently dumb-struck.

He laughed at her expression. “I didn’t think a micro-skirt and boob-tube would be appropriate.”

“It’s really nice.”

Next, he held up a white silk blouse.

“Harry, how much did all of this—?”

“It doesn’t matter. And you can wear them for work, too.”

She shook her head. “If I dressed smarter than Abby, she’d go ape-shit.”

Harry selected his final purchase. “And the pièce de résistance…” He held up an ivory-coloured teddy made from silk and lace. He’d shivered in the shop at the thought of Michelle wearing it for Lucas, at the thought of her bull lifting her up in his big powerful arms and laying her on the bed, then slowly popping open the three press-studs at the crotch…

“Oh Harry, it’s gorgeous. Thank you so much.”

“You’re welcome.”

Michelle stood and took the garments from him, kissing him on the cheek before examining each item in turn.

Harry watched the delight on her face and his stomach tingled because he knew he’d pleased her. “I didn’t get shoes because I know you’ve got lots of pairs that’ll match.”

Michelle was nodding. “I’ve got a nice pair of black patent leather ones with heels that will be perfect.”

He knew the ones. “And I wasn’t sure about nylons, so…”

Michelle smiled. “I’ll probably not bother— my legs are a nice colour after all the sun we’ve had. Unless you think…” She looked up at him while holding the suit against herself. “Do you think I should wear a pair of hold-ups?”

“Not if you don’t want to. Like you say, you’ve got a really good tan.”

“But stockings are sexy, especially with a power suit.”

Harry pictured her slowly undressing for Lucas in their hotel room, slipping her jacket off, letting her skirt fall to the floor, slowly undoing the buttons of her blouse… “I suppose you have to decide what you think Lucas would want.”

She shook her head. “Lucas won’t care if it’s bare legs or stockings. We both know what he’ll be interested in once my skirt comes off. It’s about what you want.”

The sincerity in her eyes made his stomach flip. “Bare legs. Your legs looked great when we went out on Saturday. If you’d put oil on them, then do that again tomorrow night.”

“Okay, if that’s what you want.” She smiled again and swept out of the room and ran upstairs. A few minutes later she came back down wearing the suit over just her bra with the black patent shoes. She looked fantastic, with the skirt fitting snugly round her bum and hugging her thighs.

“Sexy, but you might need the blouse for dinner.”

She laughed and opened the jacket for him to get a good look at her lacy bra. Then she returned to the bedroom and came back barefoot, wearing a pair of leggings and a baggy t-shirt. After clearing the kitchen, they went through to the living room and sat together on the sofa, deciding to watch the NCIS episode which was recorded on Friday night, while Michelle had been otherwise engaged in the chalet.

Michelle curled her legs up beneath her and leaned against his shoulder as they watched the programme. Harry kept stealing glances at her face, wondering if she was actually concentrating on the plot, or if she was, like him, thinking about what she’d be doing tomorrow night.

* * * *

Harry got up early on Thursday morning and showered first. He was halfway through his breakfast when Michelle joined him in the kitchen, wearing her dressing gown.

“Kettle’s boiled,” he mumbled through a mouthful of cereal.

Michelle poured herself a coffee and leaned against the counter as she sipped it. “So, I won’t see you until I get back tomorrow.”

He nodded and smiled, trying to hide his disappointment.

“I was serious about the photos.”

He nodded again. “Yeah, I’d like you to send some.”

She looked down at her feet. “Harry, if you’d rather I didn’t go—”

“No, it’s fine.” He stood and wrapped his arms around her. “Go and have a good time, and I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Michelle kissed his cheek. “I love the clothes, but you really shouldn’t have spent so much money.”

“I like the idea of you looking good when you’re out, even when it’s not me who’s with you.”

“Thank you. You’re special.”

He smiled and looked at his watch. “I need to get going or I’ll get stuck in all the school traffic.”

“Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow.” She gave his arm a squeeze, then took her coffee upstairs as he headed out to his car.

At the office, Harry was kept busy for most of the day, which meant he didn’t get the opportunity to torture himself by thinking about what he’d be missing out on later. By the time he’d arrived home, he knew Michelle and Lucas would be nearing their destination. He grabbed a beer from the fridge and went to sit on the patio to enjoy the last of the sunshine.

The idea of sitting on his own all night didn’t appeal, so he decided to phone one of his friends. He was pleased when Pete said he was up for a couple of beers and a curry later.

Harry decided to leave his car at home and walk into town. It was a little over a mile, but it was a warm sunny evening and the walk home would sober him up. If he changed his mind later, he could always take a taxi.

Pete was standing at the bar when Harry arrived. He nodded to the barman, who immediately pulled a fresh pint of Guinness and handed it to Harry.

Harry raised his glass. “Cheers.”

“Cheers matey. So, how’s things? Not seen you for a while.”

“Good thanks. How about you? What’ve you been up to?”

Pete laughed. “I’ve got a young family, so I have no social life.”

The two friends had worked together for a couple of years before Pete decided on a career change and joined the police force. Pete’s young family meant that he rarely made an appearance at the tennis club’s social games any more, and the fact he worked shifts limited opportunities for a mid-week drink after the kids had gone to bed.

After taking their drinks to a small table, the men chatted about their lives, jobs, and some colleagues of Harry’s who Pete hadn’t seen since he’d left the office. After twenty minutes or so, Harry went to the bar to replenish their glasses. As the barman was pouring the drinks, Harry felt his phone vibrate in his trouser pocket. A cold tingle of excitement ran through his stomach. It was probably a photo from Michelle. He checked his watch: it was just before eight. She and Lucas would have arrived at their hotel about an hour ago, and Harry’s mind tumbled over the possibilities of what the photo might show. Would Lucas want to fuck her before taking her out for dinner?

“Seven eighty-five, please sir.”

Harry blinked at the barman, refocused, and handed over a tenner. After he’d received his change, he carried the drinks back and placed them on their table. “I’ll just go for a slash.”

Once inside the men’s room, he locked himself in a cubicle, which he always did because of the cock-cage. He dropped his trousers and sat on the loo, then took his phone out and touched a finger to the screen. He saw the notification: Michelle has sent you an image.

Finger trembling, he tapped in his passcode and opened the messaging app. His phone screen filled with an image of white skin pressed against black skin. It was a photo of Michelle and Lucas in the shower, taken from high above—presumably Lucas had held the phone to snap the picture. Michelle pressed against Lucas as she smiled up at the camera.

Harry quickly wiped the pee from his cage, flushed the loo and left the cubicle. After he’d washed his hands, he returned and continued his conversation with Pete, trying to ignore the fact his wife was currently naked in a shower with another man, probably running her small white hands all over his big black cock.

Over the next hour, the two friends played pool while shooting the breeze. Harry felt the vibrations of another two messages arriving, but refrained from going to check them out in case Pete thought he had a bladder disorder. When Pete went to buy another round of drinks, Harry checked nobody was close enough to see his screen, then quickly opened his messages.

The first photo was of Michelle in her teddy. She was standing barefoot on tiptoe and holding her phone in front of her—obviously a selfie she’d taken in a full-length mirror.

The second photo must have been taken by a third person, because it was inside a restaurant and included Michelle and Lucas standing side-by-side, smiling into the camera. She was dressed in the suit and blouse Harry had bought. She’d pinned up her hair and was wearing a dark red lipstick, and she looked fabulous. Lucas was also wearing a suit, and he looked positively dapper. He was tall, well over six foot, and solidly built. Michelle looked tiny beside him, and a thrill shuddered through Harry’s stomach at the thought of her writhing beneath the big bull.

“Here you go, matey.” Pete placed Harry’s drink on a high table.

“Cheers.” Harry nodded at his phone as he quickly exited the app. “Michelle’s in Newcastle on a work-thing, and she was just letting me know she’d arrived and been taken out for dinner.”

Pete nodded. “Nice work if you can get it.”

They left the pub before ten, and Harry received another message before reaching the curry house. He checked his watch and frowned. Surely it was too early for them to have returned to their hotel?

Another message arrived as they were being shown to a table, and Harry briefly considered turning off his phone until he got home. Pete excused himself and went to the loo again, and Harry immediately checked out the messages. The first photo had been taken from looking down the edge of the table where Michelle and Lucas were eating, evidently sitting side by side. On the right of the screen was a line of white table cloth, and the rest of the screen was a view of Lucas’s lap. His suit was a dark blue, so Michelle’s white hand resting on his crotch stood out clearly, as did the huge bulge beneath the material of his trousers.

Harry swallowed, wishing the waiter would hurry up with their drinks. He clicked onto the next photo. This had been taken from beneath the table and showed Michelle’s bare legs with Lucas’s sleeve-covered arm between her parted knees. His hand was out of view, completely hidden under her skirt. Harry closed the app as Pete returned from the loo.

“Is she still having fun at the expense of her bosses?” he asked, sliding into the seat opposite Harry.

Trying to regain his composure, Harry laughed. “Yeah, something like that.”

“You should see the carnage at some of the training courses we go on. I reckon coppers are worse than anyone when it comes to letting off steam.”

Their drinks were delivered, followed by a pile of poppadoms and small pots of onion, mango chutney and lime pickle. The men chatted freely about Pete’s wife and kids, and their up-coming holiday to Majorca.

“You got anything booked yet?” Pete asked.

Harry told him about his father-in-law’s birthday party and their intention of visiting either Devon or South Wales immediately after.

Pete nodded enthusiastically. “We went to the Gower Peninsula last year, hired a cottage there.

“Where’s that?”

“The bit that sticks out just west of Swansea—amazing scenery. Fabulous beaches and clifftop walks. I’ve never seen so many owls as I did that week, there was one on nearly every telegraph pole at dusk.”

“Sounds good. We may go abroad later in the year, once all the kids are back in school and the prices come back down.”

“Yeah, it’s criminal how they bump the prices up during school holidays. I wish I could arrest the entire travel industry for ripping off people with families.”

Harry’s phone vibrated in his pocket while he was giving the waiter his order, and a further three messages arrived before his meal did. No doubt Michelle and her bull had now returned to their hotel.

“You seem a bit distracted.” Pete sounded concerned.

“What? No, sorry, I was just thinking about…” Harry took his phone out and turned it off. “Doesn’t matter.”

Pete smirked. “I envy you, going back to an empty house. I reckon you’ll sit up all night in your undies watching porn.”

Harry tried to keep his face straight. “Is that what you’d do?”

“Nope. If I had the house to myself, I’d lie in the bath for an hour then go to bed for nine hours’ undisturbed sleep. It’s been five years since I’ve done either of those things.”

Harry laughed.

At the end of the evening they decided to share a taxi. Pete promised to find time for a game of tennis in the next few weeks, and Harry got out and waved as his friend was driven away.

Inside the house, Harry switched his phone on as he headed upstairs. He dropped his phone on the bed, stripped and headed off to the bathroom. By the time he’d got back to the bedroom, his phone had booted up. The screen told him that Michelle had sent him six images. Harry slid into bed and picked his phone up, a weird mixture of hurt and excitement fighting for space inside his head. He wanted to know what his wife was doing, but at the same time, he didn’t. He knew that as soon as he saw the images, he’d resent the fact he hadn’t been able to witness them in person.

For Harry, watching his wife with other men involved so much more than just seeing the action. The sounds were just as important: Michelle’s yelps and squeals when the bull first entered her, the slapping of bodies as he fucked her hard and fast, her moans and screams when she came, and the bull’s heavy breaths and grunts when he unloaded into her.

Another thing that wouldn’t come across in photos or video clips was the smell, the heady mix of liberally applied perfume and the earthy musk of Michelle’s wet and eager sex.

Harry steadied his shaking hand and unlocked his phone. He clicked on the first message. A close-up photo of Michelle’s face with a black cock in her mouth filled the screen. Her eyes were open and looking directly at the camera, and her mouth was stretched wide around the girth. Harry’s own cock swelled. He knew without a doubt that if the cage wasn’t fitted, he’d make himself come while looking at the photos.

His mind slipped back to Pete’s throwaway comment about him watching porn. What would his friend think if he knew he’d been close to the truth, but rather than watching regular porn, Harry was looking at pictures of his own beautiful wife having sex with another man?

He clicked on the next photo. Michelle was on all fours on the bed, her face close to the camera and her bum raised in the air. She was wearing the silk and lace teddy he’d bought. The lower part was bunched up round her waist, her bare backside sticking up in the air. Lucas torso could be seen behind her, his abs clearly defined and his hands gripping her hips. From the wide-eyed expression on Michelle’s face, it was obvious that the bull’s cock was inside her. Harry stared at the image for over a minute, absorbing every detail.

The third message made his heart race with anticipation: the image had a large ‘play’ icon in the centre of the screen. He took a deep breath and started the video clip. The sound of Michelle’s screams filled the room, making him jump, and he adjusted the volume. She was being fucked hard from behind. It was obvious she couldn’t hold her phone steady because the image on the screen was bouncing about. Harry felt his cock dripping precum onto his leg as he watched his wife reeling under the onslaught from behind.

The clip lasted only twenty-three seconds but in that short amount of time, Lucas had managed to elicit more squeals, cries and expletives from Michelle than Harry ever had in their entire marriage. Her hair had come loose from the pins and strands hung down on either side of her face, giving her a tousled appearance that Harry found particularly sexy.

He watched the film again. Then he watched it for a third time.

The fourth message was another photo. Michelle was lying on her back on the bed, her teddy pulled all the way up so her breasts were revealed. The image cut off the top of her head, but showed that Lucas’s cock was buried inside her. The bull must have taken this picture because both Michelle’s hands could be seen gripping the sheet on either side of her.

The fifth was a close-up of Michelle’s face. Her eyes were half-closed, and there was the hint of a smile at the corners of her mouth. She looked exhausted and satiated, taken immediately after they’d finished fucking. The final photo made his jaw drop—a close-up of Michelle’s sex, her thighs spread wide. Caught in sharp focus was a thick white glob of Lucas’s cum oozing out and running down the crack of her backside. This photo also displayed a caption—the only one that did—and the single sentence shook Harry: “Missing you right now.”

An uneasy feeling chipped away at his arousal. Michelle was telling him she wished he were there to clean her up.

Dropping the phone onto the bed beside him, Harry lay back on his pillow and closed his eyes. He had a thought, then picked up his phone again to check what times the photos had been sent. The first one in the shower had arrived at 8:11, and the one of Michelle getting dressed at 8:26. The three from the restaurant—the handsome couple and the two under-the-table gropes—arrived at 8:58, 9:57 and 10:06.

Michelle sucked Lucas’s cock at 10:32, and was taken doggy-style between 10:36 and 10:41. The final three photos, which must have all been taken by Lucas, had arrived over the next ten minutes, with the cream-pie finale being sent at 10:51.

It was almost midnight, and Harry knew Lucas and Michelle could be fucking again at that moment. He sighed, put his phone on charge and closed his eyes. The inside of his thigh beneath his caged cock was coated in his precum, and his heart was still racing. There was little chance that he’d get any more sleep than Michelle and Lucas over the next few hours.

* * * *

Harry checked his phone as soon as he woke. It was 6:18 and there were no messages from Michelle. He lay there for another fifteen minutes, imagining what sort of things his wife had enjoyed during her first ever full night with a bull. Although he didn’t like the idea of her sleeping in someone else’s arms, the swelling inside his cage proved that the idea of her being treated to an early morning fuck turned him on.

He went downstairs for a glass of orange juice to help with the after-effects of last night’s beer, then took a shower. As he was getting dressed, he heard a message arrive on his phone. A shiver ran through him at the thought of another photo. He was disappointed when he saw it was a text from Pete, saying he’d enjoyed last night, and providing a couple of possible dates for a game of tennis. Harry was to let him know if either was convenient.

When he arrived at work, Harry briefly considered phoning Michelle. She’d said Lucas’s meeting was starting at nine, so he knew he wouldn’t be interrupting anything. Although eager to find out about her night, he decided to wait until she got home. It’d be sexier to watch her facial expressions and body language as she described the experience.

Having spent the entire day trying to ignore the tingle of anticipation constantly invading his psyche, Harry was glad when it was home time. He closed down his computer and left the office before any of his colleagues, and was disappointed when he returned to an empty house.

He went upstairs and changed into a pair of shorts and t-shirt. Even though the weather wasn’t as warm as the previous week at the chalet, Harry felt hot and bothered. He sat in the living room and checked his watch—almost 5:30.

Michelle had said they’d leave after lunch, and that it was less than a three-hour drive. She should be home any minute. He went through to the kitchen and put the kettle on, then changed his mind about a coffee and took a beer from the fridge instead. He went back to the living room and took out his phone. There were no messages, so he opened the news app and read the headlines and the sports stories. He finished his beer and checked the time again. He opened another beer and flicked the television on, mainly for background noise. The tedious gameshow soon got on his nerves, so he muted the sound and watched the exaggerated expressions of the contestants answering questions. He wondered if the producers instructed them on how to celebrate a correct answer, because every single one of them did an air-punch and a ridiculous little dance.

By six-thirty, Harry allowed himself to consider the possibility that had been needling at him since he’d arrived home: would they stop for a quickie on the way south? He imagined the pair of them fucking in some isolated lay-by or truck stop, Lucas sitting in the front passenger seat of his BMW and Michelle bouncing up and down on his cock.

Or maybe Lucas had convinced Michelle to go back to his place before going home…

Harry frowned. Is he fucking her again now?

Annoyance took hold. He’d consented to her going away for a full night. Surely that was enough, even for Michelle. But would it have been enough for Lucas? Could he have convinced her to go back for more, rather than returning home to the guy incapable of satisfying her needs?

The quiz show ended, and he glanced at his watch yet again. It was three minutes to seven. He was about to go for another beer when he heard Michelle’s key in the door.

She breezed in with her bag over one shoulder and her suit in a cover over her other arm. “Hiya.” She approached him and kissed him tenderly on the cheek.

“Hi.” He forced a smile.

She dropped her bag on the seat of an armchair and draped the suit over its back, then stepped back in front of Harry. He stood, and she slipped her arms round his waist. “How was your night?” she asked.

“I met up with Pete Benson for a few beers and a curry.”

“Oh, that’s good. How’s he doing? I’ve not seen Pete or Julie for ages.”

“Fine. We’re going to try and fit a tennis game in soon.”

“Good idea.” She looked down at the beer bottles on the coffee table. “Are there any of those left?”

He nodded. “Yeah, and there’s wine.”

“I’ll have a beer now, maybe a glass of wine later. I wouldn’t mind a bath in a bit.”

She headed into the kitchen while Harry tried to interpret her throwaway comment. Why does she need to bathe?

“Do you want another beer?” she called from the kitchen, interrupting this thought.

“Yeah, cheers.”

Harry let his eyes wander over her body as she returned carrying two bottles. She wore a green stretchy top and tight-fitting smart black trousers. She wouldn’t have been able to fuck in the car dressed like that, so the most likely scenario was they’d called at Lucas’s before coming here.

He took the bottle and tried to keep his tone casual. “So, how was the trip down?”

She frowned and shook her head as she swallowed the beer. “Awful. We left later than we’d planned, got caught up in loads of traffic.”

“Why’d you leave late?”

“The meeting overran, and by the time we’d found somewhere to eat it was after two.”

“Couldn’t you have eaten in the hotel?” What he’d meant was, why not have room service and another session with your BBC?

“No, we checked out first thing. While Lucas went to the meeting, I wandered round the city.” She smiled and reached down to her bag. “I bought you something.” She pulled out a carrier and passed it to Harry.

He pulled out the t-shirt and held it up, chuckling at the image of The Fat Slags drawn on the front. They were characters from a comic called Viz, which he now remembered originated in Newcastle. “What can I say?”

She laughed and punched his arm. “I know it’s not as nice as all the clothes you bought me, but I saw it and thought of you.”

“Because I like fat slags?” He ducked just in time.

“Cheeky bugger. No, you used to read that comic all the time at Uni.”

“Yeah, I remember. Thanks.” He took another sip of beer. “So, are you going to tell me about your night with your bull?”

“Of course I am, but I thought we could talk later. I could do with a bath. I’ve just sat in a hot car for four hours, and I feel all manky.”

He couldn’t decide if he was relieved or disappointed that she hadn’t been fucked in the car. “Are you hungry?”

She shook her head. “Not yet. Like I said, we didn’t finish lunch ’til almost three o’clock.”

“Maybe we can get a takeaway later?”

“Yeah, I’d like that. Since you had a curry last night, we could go Chinese or pizza.”

“We could get a pizza delivered.” He held up his beer. “This is my third, so I’d rather not drive.”

Michelle grabbed her bag and clothes and headed for the door. “Sounds good. You choose it, and I’ll go for my bath.”

A little over an hour later, Michelle came back downstairs wearing pyjama bottoms and a vest top, her hair loose and still wet. Harry knew it’d be childish to compare how she’d dressed last night for another man.

“What time’s the pizza due?” She dropped onto the sofa next to him.

“In about fifteen minutes.”

“Great. Did you say there was wine?”

He sighed and got up, returning a minute later with a glass of Merlot.

Michelle took a sip, then turned sideways on the sofa to look at him. “So, last night…”

He swallowed, his stomach tightening as he readied himself for the details. “Yes?”

“Did you like your photos?”

“I found them very arousing.”

“Which was your favourite?”

The question surprised him, and Harry just stared at her for a couple of seconds. “Er, I’m not sure. I liked the one where you were kneeling on the bed, and I liked the one of your face after you’d finished. From your expression it was obvious that you’d just come.”

“I came three times during that one.”

“Oh.” Harry wasn’t sure how he felt about that. “So, was that the first time?”

She shook her head. “Second.”

“Did you do it in the shower before going out?”

“No, but we did it as soon as we’d checked in. We showered because he came all over my stomach and tits.”

“Ah.” Harry felt deflated, but not just because there’d been no pictures of that. More because they’d felt the need to have sex immediately. He wondered which one couldn’t wait to fuck the other.

“Lucas asked about the gangbang on the way up, and when I told him about it he got a hard-on.” Michelle giggled, clearly oblivious to his angst. “I teased him by rubbing his cock for a while. I even took it out and sucked him while he was driving.”

Harry felt his jaw drop, but Michelle didn’t seem to notice.

“By the time we’d checked in, he was gagging for it. As soon as we got in our room he yanked my skirt up and fucked me standing up against a wall. Then he pulled my blouse and bra up and shot his load all over me.”

“Did you come?”

“Duh.” She stared at him as if he was stupid.

“And then you showered?”

She nodded. “We dressed up—he loved my suit, by the way—and ate in the hotel restaurant.”

“Where you touched each other up.”

She giggled again, nodding.

“And back in your room…?”

“I sent you pictures of what happened when we got back in our room.”

Harry nodded. “So, what happened?”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“What did he do to you, what did you do to him?”

“Well… he fucked me.”

Harry wanted details, but she seemed reluctant to give them. Surely she realised he wanted her to describe what had happened, how she’d felt? “Is that it?”

“Harry, I sent you the pictures.”

He hesitated and took a breath. “Okay, well from the order of the pictures it looked like you sucked him, then he fucked you doggy style on the bed before lying you on your back and having you like that until he came inside you. And I also now know that he made you come three times while he was doing it.”

“Are you mad at me for going?”

“Of course not. Why do you say that?”

She put her glass down and sat back, pushing herself away from him to the end of the sofa. “So why the third degree?”

Harry blinked. “It’s not the third degree. You said you’d tell me all about it, so I’m simply asking.”

“Oh.”

He could tell from her expression that she didn’t see his point.

“So was that it for the night?” He flashed a smile, but none was returned.

“No, he fucked me again after about half an hour. Then we slept for a bit, and did it again in the middle of the night. I might have sucked him again before that one, or it might have been before the one when we woke up in the morning. I’m sorry, but I can’t remember which time it was.”

Harry absorbed the information, knowing he’d spend the rest of the night trying to imagine it, trying to see it all in his head. “So you had sex five times?”

Michelle nodded.

“Did you have three orgasms for each one?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, I didn’t.”

There was so much more that Harry wanted to ask. Did she get on top? How many of the five did she initiate? Where did Lucas come for the remaining three times? Did she talk dirty to him like she did with the bulls when he was watching her? He’d gotten the impression that she was doing that for his benefit with some of the bulls.

The doorbell rang. The arrival of the pizza meant Harry would probably never get the details he craved.
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Chapter Three

Harry got up early and left Michelle asleep in bed. She looked dead to the world, having obviously got very little sleep during her night with Lucas. He made himself a coffee and took it through to the living room, feeling a bit like he had in the chalet after her gangbang. This time was for different reasons, though. There was no way he could blame his unease on the way he’d been made to feel by the other men. Today’s disquiet was down to the fact that he craved more details. Michelle simply telling him she’d been fucked five times wasn’t enough. He needed to know everything she’d experienced so he could share her enjoyment.

Harry drank his coffee while staring at the wall, not bothering to turn on the TV or to read the news on his phone. He wasn’t sure what he was going to do about the hollow feeling inside. What if Michelle now assumed that spending the whole night with a bull was a viable alternative to bringing them back so he could watch?  If this was the direction she wanted to go, then he’d have to explain to her exactly what he needed from her afterwards.

It was well after nine when Michelle wandered downstairs. She wore a pair of shorts and a vest top with no bra, and he couldn’t help noticing her nipples pushing against the thin material.

She caught him looking and smiled. “Don’t go getting any ideas—you had your fun at the chalet.”

Harry laughed. The memory of his blowjob still gave him a warm glow inside.

“So, what are we going to do this weekend?” Michelle walked through to the kitchen, returning moments later with a glass of orange juice.

“What do you mean?” Harry assumed she had some jobs around the house planned for him to do, or maybe she wanted to go shopping to get ideas for her dad’s birthday present.

Michelle sipped her drink and licked her lips. “Well, last weekend I had five bulls…” She sat on the couch and stretched her legs out in front of her, watching her feet as she spread her toes. “And on Thursday night, I had more fun with Lucas.”

Harry eyes were drawn to her legs as she spoke, which he was sure had been Michelle’s intention. He could have pointed out she’d had five lots of fun with Lucas, because that’s how many times the guy had fucked her, but wanted to know where she was going with this conversation.

“So, I was thinking…” Michelle looked up at him, her eyes big and brown and beautiful. “Maybe we could try a repeat of the guy in the gallery.”

Harry’s throat was suddenly dry. “You’d do that?”

She bit her lower lip and smiled at him. “Would you like me to?”

To a normal couple, this would seem like a bizarre conversation. How many wives ask their husband if he’d like her to pick up a random stranger to have sex with while he watches them?

Michelle sat forward and reached up to the waistband of his pyjama bottoms, easing them down to mid-thigh. She looked at his swollen cock, straining within its cage. She leant closer and pushed her tongue through the bars of the cage and licked the head of his cock, making him groan. “Besides, if the guy’s cock doesn’t make me come, I know your tongue will afterwards.”

Harry’s throat constricted, so he couldn’t answer immediately. As she licked him again, he closed his eyes and sighed.

Tonight, Michelle would have sex with a complete stranger. She’d let the guy fuck her bareback, and let him come inside her. Afterwards, she’d sit on Harry’s face and make him lick the guy’s cum from her sex. Yet somehow, she’d managed to manipulate the situation to make it appear that it was solely for his benefit.

“Well?”

Harry opened his eyes and looked down at his wife’s face.

She smiled. “Would you like us to go out tonight and find someone who’ll fuck me while you watch?”

Harry’s balls rose inside his sac, and Michelle noticed. She pushed her little finger through the cage to catch the drop of clear precum that had oozed from the eye of his cock.

“I’ll take that as a yes.” She slowly stood up and held her finger out in front of his face, a triumphant twinkle in her eyes.

Harry obediently opened his lips and she slipped her finger into his mouth, making him taste his own juice.

She pulled his pyjama bottoms back up and sat down on the couch. “I think we should go to Liverpool. We can visit the Albert Dock today, and I’m sure there’ll be a lot of horny men for us to choose from tonight.”

Harry nodded. She’d obviously given this idea some thought.

“Good. How about I make us some breakfast while you go to my wardrobe and choose something sexy for me to wear tonight?”

Harry finally found his voice. “We can stop for breakfast on the way. Come upstairs and I’ll tell you what to wear today as well as tonight.”

Her eyes opened in surprise, but she got up and followed him up to their bedroom.

Harry chose a pale blue top, faded jeans and flat sandals, and dropped them all on the bed. “Put these on. I’ll go for a shower and think about what you can wear tonight.” With that, he left and went into the bathroom. As he climbed in the shower, his cock was uncomfortably swollen inside the cage. He ran cool water in an attempt to suppress his ardour, but he couldn’t resist imagining what her expression would be like when the guy first entered. How many cocks was that, since that first night with the soldier in Aldershot? Eleven? Twelve? He couldn’t believe he’d lost count.

Harry dried himself and walked back into the bedroom. Michelle was dressed in the clothes he’d chosen, and she looked at him expectantly. He nodded his approval while she turned slowly around in front of him. Her jeans were a snug fit: cut low on the hips, and tight enough to emphasise the perfect shape of her bum.

“Do you want me to wear makeup?”

Harry stared for a couple of seconds, enjoying this subtle change in their dynamic. “You don’t need any, but you can add a bit of lipstick if you want to.”

She smiled. “Okay.”

“But Michelle…”

“Hmm?”

“Pack it for later, because you’ll be wearing makeup when we go out tonight. And perfume.”

She narrowed her eyes. “You’re making me wet.”

He laughed and opened her wardrobe doors. “Good.” He rifled through the hangers for the pale blue dress she’d worn the week before, held it up to appraise it, then put it back in favour of a sleeveless bronze Lycra dress, about knee-length.

He held it up and imagined her wearing it later, slowly pulling the hem up to reveal her thighs.

“That’s a bodycon dress.”

Harry looked at her, puzzled, then back at the dress.

“Short for body contour, which means it’s figure-hugging. If I wear that I’ll have to wear a thong, or there’ll be a panty line.”

“You won’t be wearing anything beneath.”

Michelle’s mouth dropped open.

Harry smiled. “Tonight you’re going to fuck a man within an hour of meeting him, with no intention of ever seeing him again. To all intents and purposes, you’re going to be a slut. Since he’ll know that, underwear really isn’t necessary.”

Michelle stared in silence, and Harry enjoyed the feeling it gave him. This was definitely new territory in their relationship. He’d often suggested clothes for her to wear, but he’d never got to choose if she wore makeup or underwear.

He bent down and picked a pair of red, open-toed shoes with an ankle strap and four-inch stiletto. He smiled and dropped them on the bed. “See? Slut shoes.”

Harry quickly dressed, then chose a pair of trousers and shirt for himself to wear later. Dropping them into his holdall, he packed his toiletries and a pair of dress shoes while Michelle packed her own bag. “Ready?”

She nodded, and they made their way downstairs and out to the car.

During the journey they listened to music, though Harry noticed she kept glancing his way. Although it’d be nice to think she’d enjoyed his show of authority about what she would wear later, he suspected she was already anticipating giving herself to yet another man.

They decided against stopping for breakfast, instead having a coffee and pastry as soon as they arrived in Liverpool. The weather was bright, though not as warm as the previous weekend. After their coffee they wandered around the Albert Dock hand in hand, laughing and chatting like all the other couples visiting the waterfront, and then wandered through The Beatles Story museum. They stopped for a drink in a bar and searched available rooms in local hotels on Harry’s phone, booking one in a large hotel on the waterfront.

Michelle suggested a trip on a boat before they booked into the hotel, and Harry serenaded her with a quick refrain from Ferry ’Cross the Mersey as they waited in the queue. The boat trip took almost an hour, so when they returned to dry land they decided to head back to their car and drive over to the hotel. After checking in, they found their room very pleasant and large with a good view over the docks.

Harry looked at Michelle. “What do you want to do now? We could do more sight-seeing, have a drink in the bar, or we could chill out here.”

“Shame there isn’t a pool or a spa. How about a drink in the hotel bar?”

He nodded. “Sounds good to me.”

Michelle looked down at her clothes. “Will I be okay like this?”

“Yeah, you look great.”

They held hands as they made their way to the lifts, and rode down in silence. The bar was relatively busy, but they found a table which was isolated enough for them to talk freely without being overheard.

Michelle sipped her drink and watched him over the rim of her glass. “So, tonight. How are we going to do it?”

He smiled. “You mean set the trap?”

“Fuck off. I’m not trapping him, I’m giving him a free pass to heaven.”

Harry guffawed.

“Okay, maybe that’s an exaggeration, but I certainly don’t think I’ll need to trap him.”

“No, I’m sure he won’t complain.”

“What do you want to see?”

A shiver ran through him. “Sorry?”

“What do you want me to do with the guy? Any requests?”

“I…” This was too good to be true. “Don’t you want to play it by ear and see what happens?”

“No. I intend making it happen, so tell me what you want me to do.”

Harry stared at her, envious of the man she’d be using later.

She kicked his foot under the table. “Don’t be shy. I know you like to see certain things.”

He swallowed, checked nobody was eavesdropping, and then held her gaze. “Lie him on the bed and suck him. When he has a full erection, sit on his cock and ride him until you come.” A warm ripple of excitement ran down his spine. “Then get on all fours on the bed and tell him to fuck you hard from behind.”

Michelle smiled. “Anything else?”

“Yes, face me.”

She smiled, knowingly. “You want to watch my expression.”

He bit his lower lip and nodded.

She looked thoughtful. “What about if he can manage it a second time?”

“Then you can choose the position, but make him come over you.”

“Okay. I’ll lie on my back with my legs over his shoulders. Where shall I tell him to come?”

Precum was now dripping steadily into his underwear. He considered the possibilities. “You choose, but I want to hear you tell him where to aim it.”

“I’ll tell him to come on my face. If I’m going to be a slut, I may as well go the whole nine yards.”

Harry realised his entire body was shaking with excitement. This was exactly what he wanted from her nights with a bull, and this was exactly the sort of conversation he wanted to have with her beforehand.

He held his breath, then took a chance. “Did you make Lucas come on your face the other night?”

She held his eye for a couple of seconds. “No. I only let men come on my face when there’s an audience. I’ve done it while you watch me, and I did it during the filming of the gangbang. Lucas came over my tits the first time, but all the other times were inside me.”

Harry held his breath and hoped she’d keep talking.

She licked her lips again. “I love to feel a bull’s big cock twitch and pulse, knowing it’s spurting jizz deep inside. Spraying cum into places that small cocks never reach.”

Harry wondered if this was a dig at his own manhood, but let it ride. Instead, his mind went to the fantasy Michelle used to have before they’d started this adventure. “I seem to remember you preferred films that showed men coming in the woman’s mouth, and that’s what you wanted with your first couple of bulls.”

Michelle shrugged. “If I’m with a bull, I want to be used as their fuck-toy. They can come wherever they want, and I’ll take it. I’m happy to swallow, gargle or be showered. But if they ask me where I want them to come, I tell them to push their cock as deep as it’ll go, then unload.”

While her words washed over him, Harry was in rapture. “I need to come.”

She chuckled and shook her hair back from her face. “I know this talk turns you on.”

“Will you make me come?”

She smiled and shook her head. “If I made you come, it’d spoil the rest of the evening. You need that pent-up energy to enjoy everything you see.”

“No I don’t. I’d build up more energy watching whatever you do.”

“Harry, you’re not going to come tonight. I know that I will—either when he fucks me or when you clean me up after he’s left. You can dribble all you want, but you don’t get a full release until I’m ready. Until I decide that you’ve earned it.”

Harry’s frustration deflated him.

She pushed her leg against his. “Don’t pout. You’re going to have a good time.” She looked thoughtful, then leaned forward again. “What about clothes tonight?”

“I already picked them.”

“I mean do you want me to keep them on? That dress will just roll up my body, so I can keep it on if you want me to.”

Harry thought about it, then shook his head. “No, I want to watch your body. Maybe after you’ve sucked his cock you can strip it off in front of him.”

She bit her lip and nodded. “Okay. What about my slut shoes?”

He smiled. “You can keep them on.”

Michelle drained her glass. “I’m going up to the room for a bath. Why don’t you have another drink and come up in half an hour? Then you can supervise while I put my makeup on.”

Harry nodded and took her hand in his, looking down at the unpainted fingernails. “I think you should do your nails, too.”

“What colour?”

“Slut red.”

She laughed. “I’ll see what I’ve got in my makeup bag.”

He watched her walk out of the bar, noticing a couple of men in the bar turning their heads as she went. Harry smiled to himself; no man could resist a great bum in a tight pair of jeans.

He got himself another drink and returned to their table. His stomach still had butterflies of anticipation, though his damp underwear had now cooled and become uncomfortable. But he was happy. Tonight had the potential to be almost perfect. The only thing he’d change from their plan was that, instead of cleaning her out after the guy had left, he’d bend Michelle over the bed and take her roughly, adding his own cream to the load she already had inside.

Hopefully they’d get lucky and find a guy with a huge cock. He was eager to see her expression when she was stretched open for the first time of the night.

* * * *

When Harry walked into the hotel room, Michelle was sitting on the bed wrapped in a large white towel, her hair still wet, cotton wool between each toe. Her toenails were a shiny, vivid red.

She smiled at him. “Are they slutty enough?”

“Perfect.”

She looked up, her face now serious. “Be honest, are you quietly sulking because I won’t let you come?”

He smiled and shook his head. “No, it’s fine. I’ll go for a shower.”

By the time he’d come out of the bathroom, Michelle had finished her nails, too.

She stood by the mirror and dried her hair. “How should I wear it?”

“Loose, but make sure to hold it out of the way so I can see you sucking his cock.”

He wrapped the towel round his waist and sat on the bed, watching as she took out her makeup. “You don’t need foundation, but put blusher on your cheeks to highlight those cheekbones.”

Michelle started to apply her eyeliner.

“Use more eyeshadow than you usually do.”

“What colour?”

Harry shrugged, out of his depth. “What are the choices?”

“Green, blue, gold or—”

“Gold. And lots of mascara. Put on too much mascara.”

She laughed as she did as instructed. “Lipstick?”

“Slut-red, to match the fingers and toes. And shoes.”

“Why do you like me being a slut?” She laughed, turning to face him.

“Because it turns me on.”

She nodded, her face solemn. “I’ll be a slut whenever you want me to.”

“Thank you.”

“There’s no need to thank me. We both know how much I get out of this.”

She slowly removed the towel and stood completely naked before him. “Were you serious about no underwear?”

“Yes.”

“If I get turned on, I might leak juices down my legs.”

He smiled. “I’m sure he won’t mind.”

Michelle took down her dress and stepped into it, adjusting it around her curves. It clung to her breasts, hips and thighs, emphasising her figure.

Harry passed her the shoes, which she stepped into and raised each foot in turn onto the bed so he could fasten the ankle straps.

She stood and regarded herself in the full-length mirror, turning slowly to see each angle. “I know it’s obvious I’m not wearing a bra, but does it show that there are no knickers either?”

Harry’s cock twitched and he ignored her question. “You look really sexy.”

She frowned. “I look really easy.”

He laughed. “Even better.” With that he stood, dropped his towel, and quickly dressed. “Come on, let’s go and find someone for you to abuse.”

* * * *

They decided to eat early and chose a small sushi restaurant close to their hotel. After they’d eaten, they left the restaurant and walked toward the dock.

As they passed a small row of shops, Harry turned to Michelle. “Do you want me to buy you some mints, to hide the fact you’ve had sushi?”

“I’m going to suck him, not kiss him.”

Harry stared for a second, then nodded and carried on walking. They visited a Mexican tequila bar in a basement, a cocktail bar, and then moved onto a music bar with a live band. The nightlife was vibrant. Everywhere they went, he noticed men looking at Michelle. She seemed to be enjoying the buzz; there was a friendly, almost party atmosphere wherever they went.

Harry put his mouth by her ear to talk over the blaring bass of the hip-hop music. “Seen anyone you like?”

She turned and spoke into his ear. “I’d be happy with any one of about fifty blokes I’ve seen so far tonight, but I’m enjoying just being here, soaking up the atmosphere.”

Harry had been expecting her to want to find a man sooner rather than later, so she could flirt and build up to the sex. His surprise must have shown, because she smiled and leaned close to his ear again.

“Let’s drink and have a good time, then I’ll fuck whoever you want to pick for me.”

The tingling sensation returned to Harry’s stomach. “What if I picked two men?”

She laughed. “Not tonight. But if that’s something you’d like, maybe we can discuss it later.”

They had another beer and chatted about their day. They’d been to Liverpool years before, and both thought it’d changed quite a bit since their previous visit. Harry suggested Michelle go to the bar for the next round, and she happily obliged. He smiled to himself as he saw all the men near her getting a good look. A few of the men spoke to her, and Harry could see her laughing and flirting with them. His clean boxers were damp already.

She returned with their drinks and a broad smile on her face. “Happy now?”

He nodded, then looked at the mass of bodies crammed on the dancefloor. “Do you want to dance?”

“Not in these shoes, I’d break my ankle.”

“You can just stand still while I grope your arse.”

She blinked her eyes flirtatiously. “Would you like that?”

Harry nodded enthusiastically, and her smile made his stomach flip.

“Well let’s drink these first, then you can grope me.”

Fifteen minutes later and they were on the dancefloor, their bodies pressed close together. He felt her pushing her mound against his cage, gyrating her hips in small rocking motions.

He slid his fingers into her hair and moved his head until they were cheek-to-cheek. “You’re not allowed to use my cage to give yourself pleasure.”

“Why not?”

“Because it wouldn’t be fair on me.”

She giggled into his ear, sending goosebumps down his neck. “I could make myself come like this—”

“No, you’re going to have to wait. I want to watch the guy make you come.”

“I can come more than once, you know.”

Harry laughed and raked his hands down her back before cupping her bum cheeks. “I’m happy for you to come five times tonight, but not by grinding yourself against my cage. If it was against my cock, I’d probably let you. You’re going to have to wait for your man.”

She pulled back and looked into his eyes. He couldn’t tell if she was impressed or annoyed at his controlling of the situation, but she shrugged and eased her groin away from his. “Okay, let’s start looking for a guy.”

He smiled and turned her round so they were dancing with her back pressed against his chest, his arms around her waist. “So, what sort of guy are you in the mood for tonight?”

“I don’t care. I’ll fuck whoever you choose.”

“What if I pick an ugly guy?”

“All I need is his cock. I won’t ever see him again, so it doesn’t matter to me what he looks like.”

Harry looked at the men in the room. “Black or white?”

“Either, or any shade in between.”

“Young or old?”

Michelle scanned the room. “You’ll struggle to find many men older than us in here. Most are in their twenties.”

Harry’s eyes caught those of a guy standing near the bar. The guy didn’t look away, but just took a sip from a bottle of Bud. Harry tightened his arms slightly on Michelle’s waist. “You seem to have an admirer.”

She pushed her bum back into his groin. “I have several.”

“The guy near the bar.”

“Yeah, he’s been staring for a while.”

“You’ve noticed him already?”

Michelle laughed. “He spoke to me earlier.”

“Oh? What did he say?”

“Nothing much, just allowed me to get past him to order.”

“And would he do?” He squeezed her tighter.

“He’d do very nicely.”

Harry looked over at the guy, who was still staring in their direction. He wasn’t as tall as Harry—maybe a touch under six foot—with short fair hair. A tight knot formed in Harry’s stomach. “So, what now? Shall I see if he wants to join us for a drink?”

Michelle shook her head. “No, I’ve had enough to drink. Ask him if he wants to come back to our hotel for some fun.”

He scoffed. “What, just like that?”

Michelle turned around, her face serious. “Yes, just like that. Or to make sure he doesn’t think you’re trying to get into his pants as well, you could tell him that I’d like to fuck him while you watch.”

A delicious coldness ran down Harry’s spine, and he wondered if he’d actually be able to say those words.

Michelle took his hand and began to pull him toward the bar. Toward the stranger who was going to fuck her.

The guy watched them, his gaze glued to Michelle’s figure as they approached.

When Michelle stopped in front of the man, he smiled at her. She turned to Harry and raised her eyebrows.

Harry was nervous, but felt empowered, like he had months earlier in the art gallery. He looked at Michelle, then at the man. “I enjoy watching my wife fuck other men, and she’s just told me that tonight, she’d like to fuck you.”

The guy’s eyes widened, then he looked back at Michelle. Harry kept his eyes on the man, so he couldn’t see her expression. His eyes wandered down Michelle’s body, then returned to Harry’s. “Are you serious?”

“Very.”

The guy shook his head slightly, as if he didn’t believe this was happening. “Where?”

“In our hotel room.”

He eyed Michelle’s body again, then put his drink on a nearby table. “Okay.”

Michelle reached forward and took his hand, and they headed toward the exit. Harry had no interest in who the guy was, but since they’d picked him up here, he’d think of him as ‘Albert’.

The streets were crowded with other revellers enjoying their Saturday night, and the three of them walked to the hotel without speaking. Harry led the way through the hotel lobby and into the empty lift. As soon as the sliding doors closed behind them, Michelle stepped in front of Albert and reached her hand down, stroking his crotch through his trousers.

He looked taken aback, but responded by cupping her breasts through the dress.

Without really thinking about his actions, Harry stepped behind Michelle and gripped her arms, pulling them behind her body. He felt her stiffen, saw her glare in his direction, but he kept his eyes on the stranger. “She’s not wearing any underwear. Check to see if she’s ready for you.”

The man paused for only a split second, then he snaked his hand between her knees and slid it up her thighs.

Michelle emitted a little gasp when Albert’s hand reached her sex, then let out a guttural moan. Harry was sure he’d pushed his fingers inside her.

“Jesus.” Albert was looking into Michelle’s half-closed eyes. “You’re so fucking wet.” He began to piston his arm, finger-fucking her with force while Harry held her in place.

Michelle dropped her head back onto her husband’s shoulder while the stranger continued to finger her. Harry could smell the juices of her sex, hear the squelching sounds his fingers made as they jabbed the soft, welcoming hole of his wife’s body.

Harry had never experienced such a buzz. This was the first time he’d ever been involved in this way. The only other times he’d been invited to join her with a bull had been to jerk Roy off into her face, and to clean up after Lucas. This was different. Harry wondered what it’d be like to hold her down on top of his own body while another man fucked her.

The lift shuddered to a stop and the doors slid open. Harry didn’t let go of her arms, and Albert never let up with the fingering. If anyone had been waiting for the lift on their floor, they’d have had a shock.

The doors re-closed and Harry released Michelle’s arms, afraid they’d lose the heat of the moment if the lift travelled back down to the lobby. She eased Albert’s hand from between her legs as Harry pressed the door-open button. They hurried to the room and, as soon as they were inside, Michelle turned and pushed Albert against the door. She dropped to her knees and almost ripped open his trousers.

Harry caught a brief glimpse of the guy’s cock as Michelle freed it from his shorts and fed it into her mouth. The plan had been to lie him on the bed, but Harry was more than happy with the spontaneity.

Albert dropped his head back against the door and let out a sigh. Harry proudly watched his wife’s head move forward and back on another man’s cock. He was still buzzing from the feeling he’d got from holding her in place while she was fingered.

Suddenly, Albert let out a grunt and Harry heard Michelle’s squeal of surprise, followed by her gagging and gulping. He’d come in her mouth after just a few seconds. Harry held his breath as he watched his wife finish the stranger off and slowly release his cock from her mouth. This was the last thing Harry had wanted to happen.

Michelle licked her lips and sat back on her feet, making no effort to hide her disappointment.

“I’m sorry, that’s never… I mean, I don’t usually…” Albert ran a hand through his hair. “You got me kind of…”

Michelle pushed herself to her feet and stood before him. “I didn’t bring you back here for compliments on my oral skills, I brought you back so I could ride your cock. I brought you here so you could fuck my brains out.” She reached her hand down and took his flaccid cock between her forefinger and thumb, lifting it slightly. “You’d better be able to get this hard again before I lose interest.” She released his cock and walked into the bathroom, closing the door with force behind her.

Harry stared at the floor. Tonight had been going so well, but now the let-down was in danger of ruining everything. She might now refuse to try picking up random guys, restricting herself instead to bulls who advertised their services.

“I don’t usually do that.”

Harry had almost forgotten the other man was there. He offered a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry about it, just make sure you can get it up and give her what she wants.”

Albert pulled his trousers up, covering his now shrunken cock.

Harry nodded toward the bed. “I think you should get naked and lie on there.”

The guy’s expression of horror made Harry laugh. “Don’t worry, I’ll be staying here by the wall.” He nodded towards the bathroom. “But when my wife comes back out, she’s going to expect you to try and give her some satisfaction.”

Albert hesitated for a few seconds, then stripped naked and lay on the bed. He looked up at the ceiling, then at Harry. “Have any of the other guys… you know?”

Harry stared into his eyes. He almost felt sorry for him, but then he remembered how tonight—and probably any future nights with random strangers—had been ruined. “No, mate. The other guys usually fuck her four or five times a night.”

He knew this was the last thing Albert needed to hear, and felt guilty for saying it. It hadn’t been that long ago that Michelle was frustrated by his own inability to get an erection, so he should have shown more empathy for the stranger’s predicament. But still, this was supposed to be his night. Not just Michelle’s.

The bathroom door opened and she walked to the foot of the bed, taking in Albert’s naked body.

Harry thought she’d probably be impressed; the guy was in good shape, and his cock was above average, even though currently curled snugly next to his ballbag.

Michelle gripped the material of her dress between her fingers and began to roll it up her thighs. “Tonight started out with such promise…”

Both men held their breath and watched her.

“I had a great time dancing with my husband in the bar. He turned me on by stroking my body while we danced…” The dress was now up to her waist, her naked sex clearly in view. “He told me he was looking forward to watching another man using my body, seeing me get fucked. You couldn’t keep your eyes off me in the bar, so I chose you to be that man.”

The dress was now round her neck, her pert breasts standing firm, the nipples erect. Michelle pulled the dress off over her head and dropped it to the floor. She shook her hair back and stood before the stranger wearing only the red high-heels, though from the bed he had no chance of seeing them.

But Harry could see them, and his cock was straining inside the cage.

“In the lift, I could feel your cock was a nice size. I wanted to feel it inside me.”

Harry watched the man’s face. Willed him to get a hard-on.

“And when you reached under my dress, did you like how wet I was?”

Albert nodded enthusiastically.

“When you pushed your fingers in, did you feel how hot it was? How tight I could squeeze it?”

“Yeah.”

She nodded. “Good.” She placed a knee onto the bed and crawled over his prone body. Now he could see the red shoes. Michelle dragged her long brown hair over Albert’s stomach.

Harry’s heart raced as he watched her performance. He had no doubt that she’d have the guy as stiff as a telegraph pole in no time.

“If we’d been in the lift for a few more seconds, if our hotel room was a few floors higher, you would have made me come with your fingers.”

Albert licked his lips, nodded his head.

“But that didn’t happen, so you must know how I’m feeling at this minute.”

He nodded again, his expression sombre.

“I’m still horny. I’ve still got the taste of your cum in my mouth, and that taste always turns me on. But I don’t usually get to taste a man’s cum until he’s satisfied me.”

Albert licked his lips. “I’ll satisfy you any way you want me to.”

She sneered. “Good. Get a hard-on, then your cock can feel how hot and tight I am.”

He nodded again, took a deep breath and then reached up and stroked her breasts. “Do you want to sit on my face?”

“If I wanted to get my tits stroked and my clit sucked, I’d have picked up another woman. All I want from you is your cock.”

Harry knew from experience that intimidation was the worst possible tactic she could use.

Albert released her breasts and reached down to his cock, which was actually beginning to show some signs of regaining its former glory. Michelle smiled as she watched him tug and squeeze and pull himself. After about twenty seconds, he had a semi-erection. He looked up at her expectantly, and she sighed and moved over it. Harry felt sure the guy would get fully-hard once she got it inside her.

Michelle positioned herself, taking the dick from his hand and holding it in her own. She pointed the head at her sex and lowered herself down. The cock bent and squirmed out. She took a breath and tried again. The head disappeared inside her and she closed her eyes. She lowered herself all the way onto him and rocked her hips.

The stranger stared into her face, and Harry felt the tell-tale drips inside his own shorts.

Michelle raised herself up and dropped down again, letting out sigh of frustration. Harry stared down and saw the man’s cock was lying against his stomach, still only half-hard.

“What the fuck am I supposed to do with that?”

Albert looked around, anger flashing in his eyes. “I’m not used to performing with an audience.”

“Yeah, well you seemed to have no problem shooting your load into my mouth with an audience.” She stood, picking up her dress. “Get dressed. You might as well go”—she nodded down at his limp cock—“because I’m not going to get any pleasure out of that.”

She walked back into the bathroom and the guy quickly dressed. He frowned at Harry. “If I stayed for an hour or so, I’d be able to… you know. I’m sure I could get it up after a rest.”

Harry offered a friendly smile. “Sorry mate, but you’ve had your chance. If you knew you were that close, you should have stopped her sucking you.”

The guy closed his eyes and looked desperately sad. “Yeah, I know. But it was all too fast, I never had the chance to…” He shrugged. “Maybe tomorrow?”

Harry laughed and shook his head. “Look on the bright side—you’ve just had a blowjob, and the bar is still open.”

The guy didn’t look like he could take any positives from their encounter. He walked forlornly to the door and offered Harry a brief shrug before he left.

After Harry had closed the door, Michelle came back out of the bathroom. She was now totally naked, the shoes dangling from the fingers of one hand, her dress scrunched up in the other.

“What a fucking waste of time that was.”

Harry waited, letting her get rid of all her anger.

“Now can you see why I like to use bulls from the websites? If I’m going to get all hot and ready for a man, I expect him to be able to keep his side of the bargain.”

Having pointed out the positives to the stranger, he wanted to do the same for Michelle. The passion in the lift had been something special; he was sure she’d felt the same way as he had. But he was too scared to point that out now.

She sighed, pulled back the covers and dropped into bed.

He waited, wondering whether he should offer to go down on her, even though there was nothing to clean up. “Is there anything I can do?”

She smiled. “Yeah, keep next weekend free, because I’m going to get Lucas to come round to fuck my brains out.”

With that, she lay down and pulled the covers up her body.

Harry quickly undressed and slipped into bed beside her, too deflated to bother brushing his teeth.

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter Four

Harry and Michelle left Liverpool immediately after breakfast. They checked out of the hotel and drove home in relative silence. The weather appeared to have mirrored their mood, a light drizzle now falling as they made their way along the M62.

The buzz he’d experienced from restraining Michelle in the lift while another man fingered her had now died, and he mourned it like the loss of a lover. For a few seconds, he’d held a power he’d never thought possible. Last night, he’d taken charge. He’d held his wife’s arms behind her back and invited another man to touch her, to abuse her while she couldn’t resist. For the briefest of moments, Harry had imagined he was the bull.

If only Albert had managed to last long enough for Michelle to ride his cock. Harry was sure she was so turned-on from the lift that she’d have come really quickly once a cock was inside her. Then she could have knelt on the bed and been fucked hard from behind. The guy could have shot his load any time while he was doing that. Everything would have been perfect.

“What are you thinking?”

Startled, Harry turned to look at his wife. She’d been answering emails and texts on her phone while he drove. He shrugged. “I was just imagining how last night could have been, if things had worked out better.”

She sighed and put her phone down. “I know, and I’m as sorry as you are. I was expecting a lot more than I got.”

He kept his eyes on the road. “Not all of it was a failure.”

She scoffed. “You wouldn’t say that if all you’d had was a mouthful of cum and a floppy cock to try and sit on.”

Harry wanted to mention what had happened in the lift. He was desperate to get Michelle’s thoughts on being held by him while another man explored her body.

She interrupted his thoughts. “Anyway, I’ve just invited Lucas over next Friday evening. I was thinking that maybe he could stay over.”

“Oh?” Although she’d mentioned last night that she intended getting Lucas over, the part about him staying the night was a bolt from the blue.

“Would that be okay with you?”

Harry considered how to answer. He knew Michelle was still angry about last night, though she couldn’t possibly hold him responsible for that; she’d sucked and the guy had come. Harry had been simply a disappointed bystander. “Where would I sleep?”

“Wherever you like, just not in our bed with me and Lucas.”

Harry bit his lip and thought about a full night in the spare bed listening to Michelle grunting and groaning every couple of hours. He couldn’t deny some aspects of it turned him on. “Is that what you want?”

She chuckled and leaned closer, raking her fingernails down his leg. “I think it’s what we both want.”

He hated being so easy to read. “It’s okay with me.”

She watched him for a few seconds, then blew in his ear. “I’ll leave the door open so you can hear us. You could even watch us, if you wanted to.”

He glanced at her, saw the teasing look in her eyes, then refocused on the road. “Do you want me to watch you?”

She laughed and squeezed his arm.

Michelle went back to reading her phone, and Harry finished the rest of the journey with his mind fixed on the following weekend.

* * * *

When Michelle came home on Thursday evening after work, Harry could tell she had something on her mind. There was a twinkle in her eyes, and he sensed her watching him a few times, as if trying to gauge his mood. His first thought was that she’d met up with someone at lunchtime.

Would she have arranged to meet one of her bulls without telling me first?

He decided to play dumb and allow her to reveal whatever it was in her own time. They ate in the kitchen and then Harry wandered out to water the plants in the tubs on their patio. When he got back inside, Michelle was sitting on the couch with her laptop set up on the coffee table.

She smiled at him. “I got a text from Jerry Lomas today, telling me to check my home email inbox.”

Harry tried to think who she was talking about, but his mind came up blank. He shook his head to show he didn’t recognise the name.

“Jerry was the man who filmed the night in the chalet.”

“Ah.” Everything fell into place—her excitement, the smiles and knowing looks, the laptop.

“Do you want to watch it?” She was obviously eager to see herself in action.

“Yeah, course I do.” He walked over and sat next to her, a tightness beginning to grip his stomach. Although he wanted to see the film, he was a little disappointed. This was the sort of thing they should be watching in bed, naked.

Michelle set up the film and clicked the ‘full screen’ option.

Harry noticed from the video progress bar at the bottom of the screen that the film was slightly over twenty-seven minutes long. The entire gangbang had gone for much longer than that, so what they were about to see was the edited version.

She looked a little apprehensive. “Are you ready to see it?”

“Yeah. Why, aren’t you?”

She shrugged. “I am, yeah, but I know you were uncomfortable at the time, so I wanted to check you’re happy to watch it all again.”

He smiled reassuringly. “I’ll be fine, but thanks.”

Michelle clicked play. Then she leaned back and held Harry’s hand.

There were no opening credits or music. The film opened with a view of the bulls chatting in a circle, standing in the living room of the chalet. The next shot was Michelle standing by the bedroom door wearing a green dress and white sandals. She smiled at the bulls as they walked single file past her into the bedroom. Michelle then looked directly at the camera.

“Are you ready for this?” This was obviously Jerry the cameraman.

Harry thought Michelle looked apprehensive while trying to put on a brave face.

She raised her eyebrows. “Only one way to find out.” With that she turned and walked into the bedroom. The camera angle moved down to capture the view of her bum and legs as she sashayed into the room where the eager bulls waited for her.

Harry turned to Michelle. “I don’t recognise any of this.”

“You were already in the bedroom.”

The camera followed her, panning across all the bull’s faces. Harry was shown last, standing motionless by the far wall.

Watching himself on the screen, Harry remembered his discomfort at being filmed. Knowing your wife’s being gangbanged by five men was one thing, but being captured on film while watching it all happen was a whole lot worse.

On the screen, Michelle looked round at the men and smiled as she undid the buttons on the front of her dress. Harry relived the same flush of pride he’d felt at the time as his wife removed her dress to reveal her naked, perfect body. The murmur of approval Harry had heard from the bulls was also picked up by the microphone.

Harry turned to his wife as she watched herself. “Do you remember how you felt?”

She nodded without taking her eyes off the screen. “Yeah. At this point I was really nervous.”

Harry looked back at the laptop screen, saw the bulls removing their clothes. He caught another glimpse of himself by the wall, watching the evening unfold.

The action switched to Michelle kneeling on the bed, facing the camera. A bull approached her and she smiled at him, then opened her mouth. Harry saw other men gather around the bed. Random hands stroked her bum, cupped her breasts. The bull who’d had his cock in her mouth stepped round and climbed on the bed behind her, and the camera zoomed in on Michelle’s face.

The bull pushed in and Harry watched Michelle’s expression, her eyes and mouth opening wide. A long sigh escaped her throat as she was rammed hard from behind. Her breasts began shaking, and then the camera had to move to the side because another bull had stood directly in front of Michelle’s face. From the side of the bed, the camera captured Michelle taking the new bull’s cock into her mouth as she was relentlessly pounded from behind.

Harry glanced at Michelle’s face as she watched the screen, wondering what she was feeling at this moment. Was she proud? Aroused? Did she feel any shame?

On the screen, the bull who’d been in her mouth replaced the guy who’d been fucking her, and a third cock was pushed into her mouth. Over the next few minutes, Harry saw all five of the men getting sucked and then fucking his wife. Although none of them appeared to have come yet, Michelle definitely had. At least twice.

Another piece of editing showed the picture dissolving into pixels, and then re-forming into a new scene. A bull was lying on the bed and Michelle knelt over him. Harry remembered this part vividly.

Michelle lowered herself onto the bull’s cock, and then leaned forward over his body as a second bull climbed onto the bed behind her. A close-up from behind filled the screen. This clearly showed Michelle with one cock buried deep in her cunt, and another—fitted with a condom and slick with lube—pressing against the opening of her anus. The camera angle returned to her face and, as the second bull pushed in, Michelle winced.

Michelle had revealed a few months ago that she’d had regular anal sex in a previous relationship, but both of the guys fucking her in the film had huge cocks. Her expression of discomfort soon passed, and Harry watched his wife writhing and bucking on the screen, moaning and then screaming in ecstasy.

The guy in her backside withdrew, yanked off the condom and came over her backside. The guy beneath her gripped her hips and let out a grunt, obviously firing his own load inside her. Two more bulls took their place and Michelle was DP’d again, this time with another bull pushing his cock into her mouth at the same time.

Harry watched in silence as the bodies on the screen went through the same motions. The guy in her mouth finished over her face, and the other two finished in their respective holes. Harry was beginning to feel a bit numb. Almost shell-shocked. Each of the bulls had now come once, but he had no way of counting the number of times they’d made his wife climax.

Michelle was squeezing his hand in a tight grip, and he could feel her shaking slightly. The film was definitely arousing her.

The scene changed to a close up of Michelle’s face. Her forehead was beaded with sweat, and strands of hair stuck to it. There was still a splash of cum on her cheek.

“So, how’s it going?” Jerry’s voice was relaxed and conversational, as if they were chatting at the water-cooler in an office.

Michelle smiled and took a deep breath. She was being buffeted by thrusts from behind. “Good.”

Harry remembered this part from the evening, but hadn’t been able to hear their words.

Jerry continued. “Tell me how his cock feels.”

Michelle’s eyes seemed to lose focus for a second, then she looked right into the camera. “It feels big.”

“Is it nice and long?”

She nodded, her breathing ragged. “Yeah, but it’s the girth that makes it so good. It’s so… fucking… thick.”

Jerry’s chuckling made the picture wobble slightly. “Do you like thick cocks?”

Michelle dropped her head so the camera now showed her back and bum, and behind that, the bull’s torso as he relentlessly pounded her. Michelle’s whimpering and trembling told Harry that she was coming yet again.

Jerry remained silent as he filmed her climax, then he started up again with the questions. “How was that?”

Michelle looked up into the camera again, her cheeks pink and her eyes wild and unfocused. She didn’t answer, but just smiled and then frowned as her bull increased the intensity of his thrusts.

“I think I know what’s going to happen next.” Jerry’s honey-sweet voiceover spoiled it for Harry.

Michelle looked straight into the camera and her mouth formed a perfect O. Then she narrowed her eyes. “He’s coming. I can feel him coming in me.”

Jerry laughed. “Yeah, I’ll bet he is. You like that?”

“Oh yeah.”

“You like men to come in you?”

Michelle closed her eyes and nodded.

The scene changed to a shot from behind. The bull slowly withdrew, and the camera zoomed in on Michelle’s rear end.

What struck Harry immediately was how huge the hole of her backside looked. It was still partially open from the cocks that had already been in there. But then the view of her anus disappeared as the camera zoomed in even closer and the screen was filled by Michelle’s sex. A large gob of semen dribbled out, which Harry found unsightly, almost distasteful. He knew that was a strange reaction considering he’d performed clean-up on two occasions exactly like this scene. Maybe being there was a lot better than the cold, clinical, over-sized view of it on a screen.

The scene changed again, and Michelle was straddling a guy on the bed while alternately sucking two other bulls. This was only shown for a number of seconds before there was another change; Michelle lying on the bed with a guy fucking her in the missionary position while another guy knelt by her head, fucking her mouth.

Harry watched as the bulls came over his wife’s face, breasts and stomach for the camera. He saw one hold her head still as he emptied down her throat, which he hadn’t noticed at the time. He also watched as Michelle was DP’d two more times.

The final scene showed the men dressing while Michelle lay naked on the bed, exhausted and satiated. Nothing in the edited version showed any hint that Michelle had been in discomfort towards the end. Harry was pleased that he hadn’t been featured again, apart from incidental, out-of-focus glimpses of him by the wall as the camera panned. He’d been worried that there would be regular shots of his expressions as different men used his wife.

The film ended and Michelle sat in silence for a few seconds before turning to Harry. Her face was flushed. “What do you think?”

“I think it looked like you enjoyed your gangbang.”

“I did.”

“Yeah, but that was an edited version. It showed just the good parts.”

Michelle looked into his face. “Did you like the film?”

“More than I enjoyed the actual night, yeah.”

“Did it turn you on?” She squeezed his hand again.

Harry wondered if the film had made her so horny that she might let him fuck her. “Of course it did.” This wasn’t actually true; some parts had been sexy, but the memory of how he’d felt that night had spoiled his experience of watching it.

She held his gaze for a second, then got up and pulled him to his feet. “Come upstairs.”

Harry followed, his cock already swollen as much as the cage allowed.

In the bedroom, Michelle quickly stripped out of her work skirt and blouse. Standing in a white lace bra and panties set, she turned to face him. “I want you to fuck me with my vibrator.”

Harry stared open-mouthed, too shocked to reply. Although disappointed he wasn’t going to be allowed to fuck her, he relished the idea of abusing her with a vibrator.

“Will you do that for me?” She smiled sexily.

“I’d rather fuck you with my cock.”

“I want you to use my toy, the really big one.”

Her biggest toy was about ten inches long, and twice as thick as his cock. He began to shake a little with anticipation. “What if I’m too rough?”

She stroked his face. “Tonight, there’s no such thing as too rough. I want you to punish me for letting all those men use me as their fuck-toy.”

This was something he’d never even dreamed of happening. Harry took a deep breath. “Get naked and pass me your vibrator.”

Michelle did as she was told, quickly unclipping her bra and pushing her panties down her legs. She walked to the bedside drawers and took out the toy, dropping it on the bed and then lying next to it.

Harry picked up the toy and marvelled at its heft, briefly remembering how he’d felt when he’d been made to jerk off Roy’s massive cock. He looked at Michelle and held the toy upright. “Shall I put some lube on it?”

She held his gaze for a second. “You won’t need any.”

Harry smiled. She was so turned on from the film, she was probably wet enough for him to push in a thermos flask. “Turn over,” he ordered.

“What?” She looked surprised at his tone of voice.

“Get on all fours and face the mirror on the wardrobe.”

Michelle knelt on the bed, watching him warily as she shuffled round.

Harry climbed onto the bed. He knelt behind his wife and looked down at her sex. The outer lips were engorged, the surrounding hair matted. He glanced up to see her watching him in the mirror, then he lowered his head and inhaled her musk. Harry let out a sigh, intoxicated by the aroma of her hunger and want.

Raising the vibrator, Harry pressed the tip of it gently between her slick folds. He flicked the switch and the toy purred. Her sex seemed to open like a flower, and he imagined a scene from a sci-fi film where the toy was sucked in and devoured by the hungry alien. But this wasn’t an alien, and it wasn’t fiction. It was his wife’s gaping, eager cunt, and its endless need for big cocks to invade it, stretch it out. The constant search for bulls to satisfy her depraved lust.

For a fleeting moment, Harry hated her.

He gripped the vibrator and stabbed it into her with a single, violent thrust.

Michelle screamed, and he sneered at her shocked expression in the mirror. He pulled back and pushed in again, just as hard.

“Jeez…” She dropped her head, depriving him of enjoying her pained ecstasy.

Harry began to piston his arm, sending the toy as deep as he could, imagining it was his cock. Imagining he was Lucas, or Roy, or some other faceless bull with a cock so big that it made her cry out every time he rammed it home.

Michelle was whimpering, probably in pain. But she’d told him to punish her, and that’s exactly what he did.

Harry reached forward, twirled his fingers in her hair and yanked back. Michelle yelped as her head was forced up.

He smiled at her shocked, indignant expression in the mirror. “Is this punishing you enough?”

Michelle opened her mouth but was apparently unable to reply. She stared back at him from the mirror, her face a mask of disbelief.

He continued to batter her insides with the vibrator—short, jabbing thrusts as deep as it could reach. “Is this what you wanted? Is this how you like it?”

Michelle took a breath and closed her eyes.

Harry increased the speed of the jabs. “Are you pretending this is a bull’s cock, and that he’s using your ever-willing body?”

Her eyes squeezed shut and her lips pulled back, giving her an almost animalistic grin. Her nostrils flared as she took deep, rasping breaths through clenched teeth.

Harry changed his grip on the base of the vibrator, straightening his thumb so it stuck out parallel to the shaft of the toy. With his next jab, the vibrator probed deep inside her cunt and his thumb poked into her anus.

Michelle squealed, but Harry had gauged his timing to perfection. She’d been right on the verge of her climax, and this had tipped her over the edge. Michelle was in freefall. Her body flailed and crumbled as she let out a stream of moans, groans and whimpers. She dropped her head to the bed and her hips jerked as Harry continued the onslaught, the toy and thumb still penetrating her body. He felt her contractions on his thumb and watched her entire body tremble.

He released her hair and leaned his weight on that hand, the other never letting up with the jabbing motions. She raised her hips higher, making it easier for him to direct the toy deep into her. His thumb was now barely being gripped by her relaxed sphincter, and he wished he could use his cock to plunge there instead. So many men had fucked her there, but he’d never been allowed to.

She began to rock her hips, obviously building up to a second climax. Harry felt a strange sense of pride in his own ability to satisfy his wife, even though deep down he knew she could have achieved the same thing by holding the vibrator herself. But at this minute, he was the one making her squeal and squirm, he was the one making her come.

Michelle’s moans grew louder and as she screamed her release, something totally unexpected happened. Harry ejaculated inside his pants. At the first instant of discharge, he was too stunned to say anything, but the second spurt made him cry out. Another jet left him and he let go of the vibrator. It landed hard on the bed.

Michelle turned and instantly took in the situation. She twisted round and ripped open his trousers, soaked and slimy with cum, and quickly used the key on the chain of her necklace to remove his cage.

Harry watched, mesmerised, as his wife dropped the two halves of shiny metal on the bed and pushed him onto his back. She opened her mouth and took his entire cock into it, making him shudder and whimper like a baby.

His wife gently sucked and nuzzled his now flaccid, spent cock. She slowly released it from her lips, held it in her fingers and licked it clean. Then she lowered her head and licked his balls, carefully cleaning all the cum from them.

Harry shook, embarrassed by what had happened.

Michelle crawled over him until they were eye to eye. She lowered her face to his and pushed her tongue into his mouth, making Harry taste his cum in her mouth.

Michelle slowly raised her head and looked down at him. “I’ve never known you to come without being touched.”

He shook his head, shrugged.

“Has that ever happened before?”

“Not even as a frustrated teenager.” He forced a smile. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be, I loved it. It really turned me on.” Michelle reached down and turned the vibrator off.

He looked down at the toy, still coated in her juices. “I’m sorry if I was a bit rough.”

She laughed. “Stop apologising. I loved everything you did. I couldn’t believe it was really you, you were so…”

Harry held his breath, hoping she’d say ‘domineering’ or ‘masterful’.

She furrowed her brow as she tried to think of the right adjective. “You were so angry.”

Harry smiled. “I wanted to make you come the way your bulls do. I wanted to fuck you the way they do.”

She frowned. “Why would you want to do that?”

“Because it’s what you want.”

She shook her head. “Not from you, it isn’t.”

Harry was beginning to feel uneasy. “I thought that’s what you wanted.”

Michelle laughed. “Don’t get me wrong, you gave me exactly what I wanted tonight. I told you to punish me, and you did.”

Harry exhaled, relieved. “I thought you were about to say—”

“I loved it, and you can do that to me any time you want to.” She grinned. “Now I know you can handle my toy like that, I’ll make you use it on me a lot more often.”

Butterflies gathered in Harry’s stomach.

She turned serious. “But Harry, please don’t think I want you to behave like my bulls. When I’m with you, I can’t behave the way I do with them.”

Embarrassment and self-pity tussled for dominance in his mind. He avoided her eyes. “I’m sorry, I know that I haven’t got—”

She pushed her hands down on his chest. “It’s nothing to do with what you have or haven’t got.”

Harry snorted. She was lying; they both knew how she felt about huge cocks.

“Harry.” Michelle waited until he met her eyes. “You’re my husband, and I love you. When we have sex, we’re making love. You can be rough or gentle, but we’re always making love.”

Harry watched her face, scared to interrupt.

“When a bull puts his cock in me, it’s just fucking. I wiggle and moan and come like a train, but never once do I make love.”

He wondered if she was saying this to make him feel less inadequate.

Michelle took a breath and shook her head, as if trying to find the right words. “When I’m with a bull, I get into a kind of roleplaying mind-set. I want him to treat me like a slut, so I act like a slut. I want him to use me, to fuck me as many times as he can manage before he leaves.”

Harry frowned. “But that’s not who you are.”

“That’s who I am as far as he’s concerned. I don’t want to get to know him, and I have no intention of letting him get to know me. I use him for sex, and that’s all. But you’re my husband, and what we have is so much more than what I share with any bull. Don’t ever forget that. All a bull can do is use my body, and all I want is to use his.”

Harry swallowed, then nodded slowly. “Thank you.”

She leaned down and gently kissed his lips. “Let’s have a shower and get in bed.”

“It’s only about eight o’clock.”

Michelle laughed and got up. “Well, I won’t be getting much sleep tomorrow night.” She looked back over her shoulder when she reached the door. “And I doubt if you will, either.”

Harry shivered at the thought of Lucas spending the night in his house. In his bed. In his wife.

When he heard the shower running, Harry carried all his clothes downstairs, putting them straight into the washing machine. Having set it going, he he headed back up and brushed his teeth while waiting for Michelle to finish in the shower. By the time he’d showered, Michelle was in bed. He noticed his cage on the bedside table, placed alongside the padlock. He looked at it, then at his wife.

She smiled and shook her head. “I don’t think there’s any danger of you sneaking out for a wank, seeing as you’ve emptied your balls already.”

His embarrassment returned, and she laughed at his expression.

“Please don’t feel bad about it. I see it as a fantastic compliment. You shot your load while pleasuring me with a sex-toy. You must have been really turned on.”

Harry shrugged. “I didn’t know what was happening. There’d been no tingling or build up to it. There was no pleasure, either.”

She rolled onto her side to look into his face as he climbed into bed beside her. “What do you mean?”

“The first shot just flew out of me without warning. At first I thought maybe I’d peed myself. Because of the cage, I wasn’t fully hard, so I don’t know if that hindered the sensation or something.”

“But it was nice eventually—you were moaning and shaking.”

He nodded. “Oh yeah, but it was like a delayed reaction. The spasm and elation I get with an orgasm didn’t happen until the second or third spurt. It was unlike any time I’ve come before.”

Michelle looked thoughtful. “Wow. It’s nice when things like that happen.”

Harry chuckled. “You can say that again.”

She snuggled against him. He put his arm around her shoulder and kissed the top of her head. It was hard to rationalise the closeness he now felt. Half an hour earlier, he’d been intent on hurting her with the vibrator, and tomorrow night he would be listening from the spare room while she has sex with another man.

This lifestyle was weird, sometimes.
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Chapter Five

Harry had expected Michelle to want to cook dinner for Lucas, but when he arrived home after work on Friday, she’d made a stir-fry for just the two of them. They ate in the kitchen while telling each other about their day at work, then went through to the living room for a coffee afterwards.

Harry checked his watch. “What time’s he due to get here?”

“About ten.”

“Oh? Why so late?” He wondered if Lucas was meeting another hotwife beforehand.

Michelle shrugged. “Since he’ll be staying the night, I didn’t see the point in him getting here any earlier.”

Harry sipped his coffee without asking any further questions.

She watched his face for a few seconds, then seemed to feel obliged to clarify for his benefit. “I only want Lucas for sex. I don’t want to socialise with him, or make small talk. That was hard enough to do in Newcastle.”

Harry was surprised, even though she’d gone to great lengths last night to explain about what she wanted from her bulls. “So, what do you want to do for the next three hours?”

“I’ll need a shower.” Michelle smiled. “You choose me something sexy to wear, and then we can go out for a couple of drinks and have a nice time.”

Michelle headed up to the bathroom while Harry cleared away the coffee cups and loaded them, along with the dinner plates, into the dishwasher. Then he followed her upstairs and selected a clingy black dress, hold-up stockings and black shoes for her to wear.

When Michelle came out of the shower, she glanced down at the outfit he’d laid on the bed and frowned. “Are you going to make me go commando again?”

He laughed and shook his head. “No, but I couldn’t decide if you should wear black or white underwear. Or red.”

“Black.”

Harry nodded. “Okay. I’ll go for a shower while you get dressed.”

“What about makeup?”

Harry turned and smiled. “Your makeup isn’t important tonight. You’re already guaranteed to get what you want in bed, and I know you’re gorgeous anyway.”

She pouted, but he could tell she appreciated his compliment.

He showered quickly, and when he got back to the bedroom Michelle was wearing a very sexy black bra and thong set. He nodded approvingly, and she smiled. When she put her foot onto the bed and rolled on a stocking, Harry felt the tell-tale tingle of excitement.

Michelle glanced up at his face as she adjusted the lacy top of the stocking, and smiled at his expression. “Are you looking forward to tonight?”

He nodded.

“Good.” She fitted the other stocking, then spoke again without looking at him. “It’s a good job you’ve got your cage back on. Otherwise, I think you’d be making a complete mess of the sheets on the spare bed.”

A mixture of resentment and embarrassment bubbled near the surface. On the one hand, if was happy for her to come several times, why couldn’t she allow him the same? But then again, what type of man wants to jerk himself off while listening to his wife being fucked by someone who’s better equipped to do it than he is?

Michelle stepped into her dress and pulled it up, then turned so he could fasten the zip. Once she’d got her shoes on, she checked herself in the mirror and turned to Harry. “Well?”

He nodded. “You look great.”

“Thank you. Come on, let’s walk to The Swan so we can both have a few drinks without worrying about driving.”

“Do you want to get pissed?”

She laughed and shook her head. “I just want us both to be nice and relaxed.”

They held hands as they walked the quarter mile to the local pub. Once served, they stood near the bar and discussed the arrangements for Michelle’s dad’s party, now only two weeks away. Michelle drank faster than usual, her first glass of white wine barely lasting ten minutes. Harry bought her a refill, and ordered himself another beer. When she finished that glass in fifteen minutes, he decided to switch to gin and tonic to make it easier to keep up. Drinking pints was not something he liked to do quickly.

The pub filled up and the atmosphere was pleasant. Harry nodded to a couple of their neighbours, and had a brief chat with a guy he knew from coming here to watch football.

He glanced at his watch, then leaned closer to his wife’s ear. “It’s almost nine, do you want to head back yet?”

“Let’s have another drink first.”

Harry raised his eyebrows, and she laughed. “What? I’m out having a nice time with my husband. What’s wrong with that?”

“Nothing. It’s what’s going to happen when we get home that most people would think was wrong.”

Michelle giggled. “Well, fuck ’em.”

He laughed and headed back to the bar. When he returned a couple of minutes later, Michelle was chatting with the girl collecting empty glasses.

“I like it here, everyone’s so friendly.”

He nodded. “Yeah. It’s a good atmosphere when there’s a game on the telly.”

“We should come here more often.” She nodded to herself, then started on her fourth glass of wine.

Harry had bought himself another G&T, and they spent the next thirty minutes or so enjoying the banter between the people standing round the bar. He caught Michelle checking her phone a couple of times and wondered if she was expecting a text. Finally, she emptied her glass and then raised her eyebrows. Evidently, it was time for them to go.

They said their goodbyes and left the pub. As they walked, Michelle slipped her hand in his arm and gave it a squeeze.

He turned to her and smiled. “Are you okay to walk?”

She laughed. “I’m fine, just don’t go too fast.”

“I thought you’d be eager to get home.”

She gave him a knowing look, but didn’t comment.

They walked in silence for a minute or so, then Harry chuckled. “I wonder what that crowd in the pub would say if they knew why we’d left so early, and what we’ve got planned.”

She frowned. “Most people wouldn’t understand.”

“Sometimes, I’m not sure that I do.”

She looked up at him. “Yes, you do. You understand better than anyone. We’re having fun the way we want it. I love what we’re doing.”

Harry’s stomach was already tight with anticipation.

She sighed. “I’m sure a lot of people fantasise about doing what we do, they just never have the bottle to actually try it.”

He couldn’t argue with that. He turned to his wife. “Are you wet already?”

“Do you want me to be wet?”

He snorted. “Don’t start that again.”

As soon as they got home, Michelle went to the loo. Harry waited in the living room, relieved when Michelle returned downstairs before Lucas had arrived.

“Fancy another drink?”

“Jesus, Michelle, are you hoping to be comatose so Lucas can use you like a rubber doll?”

“Now there’s an idea.” Flashing him a beautiful smile, she tilted her head to one side. “I’m winding down, and I want you to do the same. I have a bottle of white in the fridge. Would you like a glass?”

“Yeah, cheers.”

She came back with two glasses and handed one of them to him. They sat together on the couch and waited for her bull to arrive, which Harry couldn’t help feeling was a strange situation to be in.

“I’m going to make him do me down here for the first one, so you can watch.”

He wondered if he was supposed to thank her. “If that’s what you want.”

“It is.” She sipped her drink and watched his face, making him uncomfortable. “I may even let you join in.”

The look of mischief in her eyes made a coldness spread through his stomach.

The doorbell rang. Michelle put her glass on the coffee table and stood up. Harry got up too, waiting in the middle of the room while his wife went to welcome the man who was going to fuck her all night long.

Michelle came into the living room first, followed by Lucas. He was just as Harry remembered him—tall with a shaven head. He nodded and Harry smiled back, wondering too late if he should have stepped forward to shake his hand.

Lucas had a blue holdall in one hand, which he dropped on the floor by the armchair. Michelle flashed him a smile. “Would you like a drink? We have wine open, or there’s beer…”

He shook his head. “Nah, I’m okay, thanks.”

“Well, if you don’t want a drink, I guess we should get straight to what you’re here for.” With that, she reached up and undid her zip, then pushed her dress down and off in one clean movement.

Harry stared up from the couch, admiring her figure in the black bra and thong, lacy black hold-ups and black stilettos.

Lucas nodded slowly. “I’m ready whenever you are.”

Harry knew he was telling the truth. The evidence of Lucas’s readiness was forming a bulge much lower down his trouser leg than Harry would have thought possible.

Michelle took three short steps toward Lucas and stopped right in front of him. She was almost a foot shorter, even in her three-inch heels. She ran her hand down the bulge against his thigh and tipped her head back to look up into his face. “I want you to fuck me on the couch, right next to my cuck.”

Lucas smiled and nodded. “Fine by me.”

Michelle stepped to the couch, briefly looked at Harry before she pushed her thong down her thighs, then sat on the seat next to him. After reaching down to slip her underwear off her feet, she reclined against the backrest and slowly opened her legs, placing her feet wide apart on the floor.

Lucas began to undo the buttons of his shirt. Harry held his breath, feeling a little too close for comfort with Michelle’s thigh pushing against his.

Once his shirt was fully open, Lucas pushed it back and off, showing off his well-toned stomach and shoulders. The dark sheen of his skin emphasised the muscle definition of his upper body. Next he kicked off his shoes and began to unbuckle his belt. Harry glanced at his wife and saw her eyes were fixed on Lucas’s face. She already knew exactly what he had inside his trousers.

When Lucas pushed his trousers and shorts down his thighs, his cock sprang out. It was hard, long and unbelievably straight. Harry noticed he had no pubic hair, and couldn’t remember if that had been the case the last time he’d seen him naked.

The bull stepped out of his trousers then stood in front of Harry and Michelle, wearing only his socks and a confident smile.

Michelle reached up and ran her tiny fingers around the huge, bulbous head. “Mmm,” she purred. “I think you should slide this into me so Harry can watch.”

Lucas dropped to his knees and glanced at Harry. “You ready to hear her moan?”

Harry swallowed, then cleared his throat. But instead of attempting to speak, he simply nodded and watched as the bull pointed his huge black cock between his petite wife’s stocking-clad legs.

Lucas positioned the tip between Michelle’s outer lips and toyed with her for a couple of seconds. Harry noticed her juices coating the head; she was certainly wet and ready for him.

The bull sent his ten-inch cock deep inside Michelle with a single lunge. She gasped, arching her back. When Lucas pulled back and pushed slowly in again, Michelle began to writhe with the rhythm of his thrusts.

“Harry…” Her voice was a breathless whisper. “Harry, I want your tongue.”

He looked at her face, unsure if he’d heard her correctly. A small trickle of discomfort was already working its way into his brain.

Michelle looked into his eyes. “Bend down and lick my clit while Lucas fucks me.”

Glancing down, Harry watched the juice-coated torpedo sliding back and forth from her sex. He was amazed that the impressive length of shiny-black flesh could disappear so easily into the small frame of his wife.

Michelle sunk her fingers into his hair, then pushed gently against his head, coaxing him lower.

Harry glanced at her face. Her half-closed eyes urged him on, a teasing insistence in her expression. He got the impression that she’d planned this all along, and that’s why they’d both drank more than they usually did.

He’d been manipulated. She was determined to get more kicks than usual, to make up for last weekend’s disappointment in Liverpool.

He shuffled his bum away from her along the couch, then lowered his upper body and rested his arms on the cushion he’d been sitting on. Hesitating with his face over her tummy, he again marvelled at the sight of Michelle’s cunt swallowing the full length of Lucas’s truncheon-like cock.

Michelle slid her hands down her belly, her fingers pulling away the glistening hood to expose her swollen clit. Harry lowered his face to her crotch, his tongue already protruding. He could smell their sweat and their musk, hear the squelching sound as Lucas’s cock slid in an out of her. His tongue made contact and Michelle groaned.

Harry watched as Lucas’s shaved pubis approached and retreated time after time. Michelle mumbled incoherent whimpers as he moved his tongue over and around her clit while Lucas fucked her. Her moans got louder, then she gripped Harry’s head and clutched him to her. She cried out when she came, rocking her hips and pushing up against Harry, squashing his nose.

Lucas continued his lunges, no doubt enjoying the sensation of her orgasmic contractions on the full length of his cock. His hip movements became more urgent. Michelle’s moans receded, but Lucas’s breathing got heavier.

“Lucas, I love your cock.” Michelle’s speech was slurred. Either the alcohol had finally taken effect, or she was drunk on the pleasure. “I love your cock and I love your cum, but I don’t want you to come inside me now.”

Harry held his breath, his face still pressed against his wife’s mound, his tongue probing and sliding over her clit.

“Lucas, I want you to pull out and come over me. Come on my pubes.”

Harry opened his eyes. From this position he couldn’t see the faces of either his wife or her bull, so he had no idea if they’d exchanged knowing looks. The cock continued to slide in and out just an inch or so from his face.

Lucas made a rumbling noise somewhere in his chest. Michelle gripped Harry’s head and twisted it so his ear was flat against her tummy, his face towards Lucas’s cock.

Michelle began rocking her hips. “Come on baby, let it go.”

Harry held his breath, knowing that this was his last chance to avoid what Michelle had planned. His last chance to get out of the firing line, literally.

“Mmmm.” Lucas’s baritone groan forewarned the others of his imminent climax.

Harry glanced up at the bull’s face, saw closed eyes and clenched jaw. His heart thumped in his chest. He knew what Michelle wanted, and while he wanted to please her, this was taking him further than—

“Ahhh…” Lucas withdrew and Harry saw the big cock pointing at him, the wet dome just inches from his face.

The first jet of cum flew above him, landing on the side of his head and cheek. Michelle’s hand pushed his head down toward the cock. The second spurt hit Harry full in the face, and still she pushed him closer.

Already accepting the inevitable finale, Harry opened his mouth and shut his eyes. As he closed his lips around Lucas’s cock, another gush erupted and flooded into his throat. Harry swallowed and kept his eyes squeezed tight.

Michelle stroked his head again. “That’s it, baby.”

Harry wasn’t sure if she was talking to him or her bull. He heard Lucas sigh and more cum filled his mouth. He swallowed quickly. The dome of the cock filled his mouth, and he had no intention of trying to accommodate more. He purposely refrained from using his tongue on the glans.

Eventually, Lucas pulled out and Harry closed his lips. He filled his mouth with saliva and swallowed again. Michelle sat up and lifted Harry’s head, turning him to face her. She placed her hands on either side of his head and pulled him in for a kiss, her tongue pushing between his lips to taste the remnants of her bull’s cum.

Harry felt lightheaded. Dizzy.

Michelle broke the kiss but kept her hands pressed to his head. She looked into his eyes and smiled. “Thank you.”

Harry tried to force a smile, but he’d just performed oral sex on a man. That was so much more than performing clean-up.

Lucas stood in the middle of the room. His cock had now collapsed from its former glory, but it was still significantly grander than Harry’s had ever been.

Michelle stood up and stepped to stand next to her bull, her hand resting against his chiselled abs as she looked down at Harry. “Right, I’m going to take him to bed. Can you turn the lights off?”

Harry nodded mutely.

Michelle led Lucas toward the hall—her looking sexy in her heels, hold-ups and bra, and him still managing to look intimidating in only his socks.

She turned at the door. “Oh, and Harry…”

“Yeah?”

“You might want to have a shower. You’ve got cum all over your face and in your hair.” She smiled and left the room before he had chance to answer. A second later she came back in and grabbed Lucas’s holdall, then left him alone.

Harry stayed on the couch and listened to his wife and her bull take turns using the bathroom.

He felt dazed.

Shocked, but not really surprised. Michelle had already admitted how much his performing clean-up turned her on. He’d read enough on cuckolding forums to know that hotwives liked to get their cuck involved with their bulls, and that bulls enjoyed showing the cucks exactly who was the alpha male.

He took a breath and closed his eyes. As far as Michelle was concerned, this had just been the appetiser. There was going to be a lot more for her to enjoy before this session was over.

Harry ran a hand up his face and into his hair, felt the sticky mess of Lucas’s cum. He sighed, locked the front door and turned off the lights. As he headed upstairs to the shower, he noticed that Michelle had indeed left the door to their bedroom wide open. He could hear their whispered giggles as he opened the bathroom door. This was going to be a long night.

Harry brushed his teeth thoroughly before taking a shower. By the time he’d washed his face and shampooed his hair a couple of times, he was confident he’d now removed all of Lucas’s cum from his mouth and head, though he was fully aware there was still some in his stomach. After drying himself, he carried his clothes along the darkened landing to the spare room, resisting the urge to look through the open door of their bedroom.

Without closing his own door, Harry slid naked into the spare bed and lay on his back. His eyes grew accustomed to the dark, and he could hear Michelle and Lucas’s hushed conversation and occasional giggle. After only a few minutes, there was a subtle change in the noises. The hushed conversation became sparse and the giggles stopped completely. Instead, Harry could hear Michelle sighing and taking in deep breaths. Soon these noises were accompanied by the creak of bedsprings, and he knew what was happening.

Just a few short steps away from where he was lying, his wife was being fucked by a black man with a ten-inch cock. Yet Harry’s only regret was that he wasn’t able to watch it, which made him think of himself as a depraved pervert.

The springs creaked a little faster, and Michelle’s sighs escalated to grateful moans. Harry’s cock dribbled precum onto his thigh and he closed his eyes. Was she riding or being ridden? Was she on her back or on her knees?

Whatever the position, it was obviously working for her because her grateful moans soon became urgent grunts. Harry heard her whimper and cry out when she came. He could imagine her hands clawing and clutching at her bull’s powerful arms as he drove into her again and again. Her inner muscles would be working on Lucas’s cock, squeezing and embracing his hard flesh, coaxing and urging it to spit its load deep inside her, to quench her need.

Lucas let out a final groan, and Harry knew Michelle was getting what she enjoyed the most; a big cock firing its load deeper inside than his tiny cock could ever hope to reach.

The bedsprings creaked once more—presumably the rider had rolled off—and after a couple of deep breaths, the master bedroom fell silent. Harry used a tissue to wipe the dribbles from his thigh and tried to get to sleep. He lay and stared at the curtains, his mind conjuring pictures in the patterned material. He thought about what he’d be doing at work on Monday and his planned tennis game with Pete. Thinking of Pete reminded him that he needed to book somewhere for their trip after Michelle’s dad’s birthday. He needed to do that sooner, rather than later. He’d sort it out tomo—

Lucas let out a groan, then a sigh. Harry was certain his wife was sucking her bull’s cock, no doubt eager for him to put it inside her again. Listening from his darkened room, Harry tried not to think about the feel of Lucas’s cock in his mouth, the taste of his cum washing over his tongue and down his throat.

Michelle’s moan suggested her mission had been accomplished; that Lucas was hard enough to enter her again. Her yelp confirmed it, and Harry imagined Lucas kneeling behind her, fucking her doggie style. That’s how she liked her bulls to fuck her, hard and rough from behind. This time it went on for much longer than the previous fuck. It was impossible to be sure, as she could have been moaning more than usual for his benefit, but Harry guessed Michelle achieved another two orgasms before Lucas had finished.

Harry checked the time on his phone; he had to hand it to the guy, he’d been here less than two hours and had already come three times.

A while later—he didn’t check his phone, but it was still dark outside—Harry heard the man in his bed fucking his wife again. He didn’t bother to envisage their positions or discern the number of orgasms she had. Instead, he put his hand over his cage and stroked the slick head of his trapped cock. Harry was so exhausted that he fell back to sleep before Lucas had finished with his wife, lulled by the steady rhythm of the creaking bedsprings.

* * * *

It was light outside when Harry awoke. Momentarily confused by his surroundings, he soon remembered the situation. He held his breath and listened, but the rest of the house was silent. His phone showed it was just after seven, and he contemplated his options. One, he could lie here and wait for the other two to wake up and start fucking again. Two, he could go downstairs and wait for the other two to wake up and start fucking again. Or three, he could get dressed and go out. Maybe go for a walk, or drive somewhere…

The idea of a full cooked breakfast suddenly appealed. Not wishing to go into their room for fresh clothes, he brushed his teeth and washed his face, wiped the dried precum from his thigh using a wet-wipe, then pulled on the clothes he’d worn the day before.

As he passed their bedroom, he glanced inside. Both were asleep on top of the covers. Lucas was face down, his bent arms cradling his head. Michelle lay on her side, cuddled into him. Her slender white leg was draped over both of his, her arm curled round his waist.

Once downstairs, Harry left a note explaining his disappearance and slipped out the back door. He walked into town and went to the café that served the best breakfast. After ordering a Full English with orange juice, toast and coffee, he picked one of the newspapers from the rack, browsed stories about C-list celebrities he’d never heard of, then skipped straight to the sports pages. When his breakfast arrived, the sight of the thick sausage on his plate summoned memories of sucking Lucas’s cock. A shiver ran down his spine. A cold shiver: not the hot, exciting shiver he got when imagining Michelle sucking the same cock.

Once he’d finished his breakfast and had two refills of his coffee cup, Harry bought a selection of pastries to take back for Michelle and Lucas. No doubt they’d have worked up quite an appetite during their fuckathon, which may well still be ongoing. He ambled back home and was relieved when he saw the bedroom curtains had been opened.

When Harry walked in through the back door, he saw Lucas and Michelle sitting at the kitchen table. Her hair was still wet from the shower, but there was no way of telling if Lucas had been in with her because the only hair on his body was his eyebrows.

Harry offered a friendly smile and held up the bag of pastries.

“Oh, thanks.” Michelle took the bag and ripped it open, placing it on the table so Lucas could choose. “Do you want a coffee?”

“Thanks, but I’ll get myself an orange juice.” He walked to the fridge, thinking that Lucas wasn’t showing any signs of fatigue after what most men would have considered a gruelling night.

The bull was wearing a pair of tracksuit bottoms and a sweatshirt, with nothing on his feet. Michelle had on just her bathrobe. The three of them sat in awkward silence for a few minutes, then Michelle reached up to her neck and unfastened her necklace.

The necklace which held the key to Harry’s cock cage.

She held out the key. “Go upstairs and take the cage off, then lie on our bed.”

Harry’s heart began to race, but not in a particularly good way. “Why?”

She smiled and tipped her head to one side, like a teacher might encourage a small child. “Because you’re the only person in the house who hasn’t come yet.”

He looked at Lucas, then back at his wife. He wanted to know exactly how many times they’d both managed to come, but now wasn’t the time to ask. “That’s because you don’t let me.”

Michelle seemed a little taken aback, as if she wished to keep the fact she denied him any satisfaction a secret. “Well, I’m going to let you come now. In fact, I’m going to make you come.”

Harry paused. She said she’d make him come. Not “we”, or any suggestion that he’d be allowed to make himself come, maybe jerking himself off while he watched Lucas fuck her again.

“Don’t you want to come?” Her teasing smile turned the corners of her mouth up in a sexy way, and her eyes sparkled.

“Of course I do.”

“Good. Go and get yourself ready.”

Harry slowly got to his feet. Once upstairs, he quickly stripped and removed the cage. Then he went into the bathroom to relieve his bladder of the three mugs of coffee and two glasses of orange juice.

When he walked into the main bedroom, the smell of sex hit him. The bed had been made but, checking over his shoulder to make sure the others were still downstairs, he quickly pulled back the quilt. The bottom sheet was covered with saucer-sized blemishes, some dried, some still damp. Harry lowered the quilt back down, a little ashamed of the thrill he’d experienced on seeing the sheet. He lay on his back in the middle of the bed.

When he heard them coming upstairs, a mixture of excitement and anxiety sluiced through his veins. Michelle went into the bathroom and Lucas waited for her on the landing. When she came back out they stayed there for a while, preparing something. Harry started to worry.

When his wife appeared at the bedroom door, the worry flourished into a full-blown panic. She was naked except for the strap-on fitted to her groin.

He started to get up. “Mich—”

“Don’t say anything, and don’t move unless I tell you to. Lie down.”

Harry watched her serious expression. He lay back down and closed his mouth. Lucas came in behind Michelle, also naked.

Michelle approached the bed. “I’m going to fuck you with my strap-on, and Lucas is going to fuck me in the same way while I do it.”

Harry frowned, glancing over at Lucas’s huge dick. It was already erect and smeared with a clear lubricant. He turned back to Michelle. “You can’t, you won’t be able—”

“Yes I will. Now, raise your legs and put them over my shoulders.”

Harry shook his head, but didn’t resist when his wife manoeuvred him . He felt the tip of the strap-on, which was thankfully only about four-inches long and relatively slim, pressing against his tight opening. It was cold and wet, no doubt covered with the same lube as Lucas’s cock.

Michelle gripped the front of his thighs and pushed herself forward. Harry tried to make himself relax, but couldn’t. She pushed again, and the dildo forced its way inside.

He took a sharp breath and held his wife’s gaze. She smiled, pulled back a little and pushed in again. It was uncomfortable, but not actually painful. He saw her turn round and nod to Lucas, and the bull stepped close behind her.

Harry felt his own sphincter contract at the thought if what she was about to have pushed up her backside. Surely something the size of Lucas’s cock couldn’t fit in there without being excruciating. He saw black fingers gripping her hips, and then Michelle yelped as the huge cock was pushed into her back passage.

Harry stared at her pained expression and felt his cock begin to stiffen, despite his discomfort.

Lucas started to thrust. The movements were passed on through the strap-on into Harry. It was as if the bull was fucking both husband and wife.

Michelle’s eyes were squeezed shut and her teeth were clenched. Harry thought she looked really sexy. He now had a full-blown hard-on and wanted to wank himself off, to shoot his cum all over his wife’s tits and face while her bull took her anally.

As if reading his thoughts, Michelle opened her eyes and smiled on seeing his erection. She wrapped her fingers around it and pumped her hand. Lucas increased the intensity of his thrusts, causing Michelle and Harry to gasp. Michelle increased the speed of her hand, and Harry noticed Lucas had lowered one hand behind the strap-on, the fingers busy on her clit.

Lucas thrust his hips and swirled his fingers. Michelle moaned, and her legs shook. She gripped Harry tighter with her hand, pumping him faster. He realised at the last second that in this position, his legs raised to allow her access to his backside, the only direction his cum could go was over his own chest.

“Ahh—”

The arrival of Michelle’s climax was the catalyst for both men to follow. A thick cord of cum flew from Harry’s cock and hit him on the neck. At the same time, Lucas pushed in so hard that he lifted Michelle onto her tiptoes, which forced her strap-on even deeper into Harry.

Harry’s second eruption landed on his chest, but when he arched his back and pulled away, Michelle released her grip on his cock. He dropped his legs back onto the bed, his hand moving instinctively to his cock, jerking himself until two more spurts completed his release. Michelle bent at the waist and rested her arms on the bed while Lucas continued to pump his hips, no doubt fulfilling his own need to finish the ride.

The room was suddenly silent, the three participants perfectly still. They stayed like this for several seconds before Michelle opened her eyes and looked at Harry. There was a faraway look of contentment on her face, which probably wasn’t surprising considering what Lucas had done to her over the last twelve hours.

Lucas pulled out of Michelle and turned her round to face him, then kissed her lips. Harry frowned, surprised at his own jealousy over such a trivial thing. Lucas left the bedroom and, a few seconds later, the shower was running.

Michelle walked over to the chest of drawers and took out a pair of panties, then stuffed a wad of tissues inside before pulling them on. She threw the tissue box to Harry, and he wiped his cum from his body.

There was no awkwardness as the married couple cleaned themselves. Michelle was smiling, and Harry stood up and held her in his arms.

She kissed him tenderly on the lips. “How was that?”

“It was a bit uncomfortable for me, so god knows what it was like for you.”

She laughed. “It was nice once I’d got used to the size of him.” She squeezed his arms and looked serious. “But my favourite bit was jerking you off while I pegged you. I’ve wanted to do that for so long.”

He was puzzled as to why that act would appeal. None of it could give her actual physical pleasure, as the only things involved in the sex act were her hand and a piece of plastic. Maybe she gets a voyeuristic kick, too.

“What about last night?” she asked.

Harry thought about his lips closing around Lucas’s cock, cum flooding his mouth…

“Could you hear us from the spare room?”

“Oh.” He let out a sigh, relieved she was asking about what had happened after the threesome downstairs. “Yeah, I heard you, but I think I slept through some of it. Either that, or I was dreaming I could hear bedsprings.”

“He wouldn’t leave me alone. I think he mustn’t have had any since we went to Newcastle.”

Harry feigned sympathy. “Oh, poor you.”

She giggled and punched his chest. “Six fucking times, as well as the reaming I’ve just had.”

“I thought all you wanted from your bull was for him to fuck you as many times as he could before he leaves.”

Michelle looked surprised he’d remembered. “You’re right, I shouldn’t complain.” Then she winced. “But I’m more than a little sore, now.”

Harry chuckled.

When they heard the shower door open, they stepped apart and Michelle pulled on her robe. Harry found a pair of shorts and t-shirt and quickly dressed.

Lucas came out of the bathroom and walked into the bedroom with just a towel round his waist, beads of water on the smooth skin of his head and torso. Taking a clean pair of boxers from his holdall, he slipped them on and towelled his body.

Harry had to admire the guy’s physique, and he noticed Michelle doing exactly that. He wondered what it must be like for her, staring at the perfect body of the man who’d spent the entire night and morning using her body.

“Do you want another coffee?” she asked.

Harry noted that Michelle was being the perfect hostess; after a twelve-hour night of passion that had involved accommodating her bull’s cock in every orifice, she still had the manners to offer him refreshment.

“Nah, I’m good thanks.” Lucas pulled up his jeans and squeezed his upper body into a tight-fitting t-shirt.

Harry wandered downstairs, not wishing to witness his wife thanking her bull for the best night of her life. A couple of minutes later, Lucas came down carrying his holdall. He nodded at Harry, then left through the front door.

Standing alone in his hallway, Harry reflected on the last twelve hours. It certainly hadn’t been his favourite night since they’d started these adventures. The high points had probably been watching Lucas’s big cock disappear into Michelle’s tiny body on the couch, and seeing Michelle’s pain-and-pleasure expression while being ass-fucked.

And the hand-job was a welcome release.

He tried not to think about the sensation of the dildo up his backside, or the cum sliding down his throat.

Michelle appeared at the top of the stairs. “I’m going to have a bath, then try and catch up on some sleep.”

“Okay.”

Harry returned to the bedroom. As it was a sunny morning, he was confident there would be a few people having a knock around at the tennis club. He decided to go along and join in. After putting on socks and trainers, he looked down at the bed. In an act of kindness, he quickly removed the cum-soiled sheet and fitted a clean one. He also changed the quilt cover and opened the window to let in some fresh air.

Passing the bathroom, he knocked and opened the door. Michelle was already in the bath, her hair pinned up and bubbles hiding her entire body.

Harry smiled. “I’m going to go and see if there’s anyone on the courts.”

“Okay.” She looked at the bundled bedding in his arms. “Thanks for sorting that out.”

Her expression showed her sincerity, and a warm tingle filled his stomach. It wasn’t a sexy tingle, but one of real affection. “You’re welcome. See you later.”

Harry went downstairs, loaded the bedding in the washing machine and got his racket from the cloakroom. Twenty-five minutes later, he was on the tennis court with three other men, warming up before a friendly game of doubles. He pushed the memories of what he’d been through in the last few hours far from his mind and fell back into his everyday life.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Six

The Friday before the surprise party was Harry’s last day at work for a week. He arrived early, finished the small reports that were pending, then made copious notes for his colleagues about the two larger reports in case they needed any attention before his return.

He’d arranged to leave early as they wanted to travel down to Bristol as soon as they could. Having worked through his lunch hour, he’d finished everything by three, logged off his workstation, and picked up his bag.

“See you,” he said to Ian, the guy who shared his office. “Try not to work too hard while I’m walking along coastal paths and drinking in quaint little pubs.”

Ian didn’t look up from his computer screen but simply raised his middle finger.

Harry laughed and left the office, enjoying the fact that the traffic would be much easier than usual at this hour.

Michelle had taken the afternoon off work, so everything was packed and ready to go by the time Harry arrived home. He quickly changed into t-shirt and shorts, then they hit the road. The motorway traffic wasn’t as heavy as it could have been, and they made good time.

They arrived at Michelle’s parents’ house at around six-thirty. He was fond of her parents and had always got on well with them. After brief hugs and handshakes with Marge and Derek, Harry took the bags upstairs while Michelle allowed her parents to bombard her with their latest news, gossip and health complaints.

Michelle put the kettle on, and they were soon all sitting round the kitchen table, chatting about Michelle and Harry’s upcoming trip to the Gower Peninsula. As far as her dad was aware, this was the only reason they’d visited Bristol this weekend. He had no idea that almost a hundred of his friends and relatives would be waiting for him in the function room of their local pub tomorrow night.

“Shall I take something out of the freezer?” Marge asked.

“No, it’s okay. We’re actually meeting up with Vicky and Josh tonight.” Michelle and Vicky had been friends since primary school.

“Oh, I didn’t know you were going out.” Her mum was obviously disappointed.

“Sorry, but I don’t get many chances to catch up with them.”

Marge nodded. “Yes, I suppose that’s true.” She picked up her cup again and sipped her tea.

Derek took over the conversation. “What time are you heading off tomorrow?”

Michelle glanced at Harry. “We’re thinking late afternoon, so we’ll have most of the day here.” Actually, they’d be going to Michelle’s cousin’s house and getting ready for the party.

Derek smiled broadly. “Oh, that’ll be nice. Maybe we could all go down to the golf club for lunch?”

“That’d be lovely.”

After they’d finished their drinks, Harry went into the living room and made a fuss of the family dog while Michelle went to get changed. When she came downstairs, he noticed she’d chosen a fairly short skirt and tight-fitting blouse, and thought she looked sexy.

Their friends lived about a twenty-minute drive from Marge and Derek, and when Harry pulled up onto their drive, Vicky came out to greet them. After hugs and kisses, she ushered them inside and they said hello to her husband.

Vicky was a tiny blonde with big boobs and an even bigger personality. She was always smiling and had an infectious laugh. Her PE teacher husband Josh was just the opposite; tall and quiet, with a serious demeanour. Harry often joked that they’d only married for sex—Josh went for busty blondes, and Vicky liked physically fit men.

Vicky placed bowls of nuts and crisps on the coffee table. “I’ve put supper in the oven, but it won’t be ready for another hour, so here’s some nibbles if you’re a bit peckish now.”

Josh returned with drinks, and the four friends sat and chatted, catching up on each other’s news. The women sat together on the sofa, with the men taking an armchair each. Michelle was showing a lot of leg, and Harry noticed that Josh’s gaze kept sliding down to take in the sight. Despite himself, Harry enjoyed the idea of their friend lusting after Michelle. He wondered what Vicky and Josh would say if they knew what Michelle did with her bulls. And that Harry approved of every single thing she let the men do.

While the girls discussed the latest gossip about their old school, Harry watched Josh ogling Michelle. Before he knew it, Harry was speculating on the size of Josh’s cock, trying to decide if his friend would be big enough to satisfy his hotwife.

Vicky sat forward. “Right, I think supper should be ready. Do you want to come through to the kitchen?”

The other three picked up their drinks and wandered through, behind Vicky.

The house had been extended a couple of years earlier, and the kitchen/diner was something that Harry knew Michelle was very jealous of. She’d love a room like this one. It was huge, with the entire rear wall being made up of bifold doors which made it seem even bigger.

The floor was dark polished wood, and the ultra-modern kitchen units had deep-blue doors, a sparkly-white quartz worktop and brushed steel appliances.

Michelle and Harry sat at the table while Josh and Vicky served supper. Harry declined any wine because he was driving, but the others finished two bottles between them as they ate and chatted.

After they’d eaten, Michelle volunteered to clear up. Vicky pointed out that she could simply load the dishwasher in the morning, but Josh agreed with Michelle, saying he’d help.

Harry sat in the armchair, wondering why Josh and Michelle had been so keen to stay in the kitchen together. He sipped his coffee. “So, are you guys enjoying the long break?” Vicky taught at a primary school, so both she and Josh had six weeks off in the summer.

“Every year we plan to get lots of things done, but it’s amazing how quickly the time goes.”

He scoffed. “I hope you’re not expecting any sympathy from me. I only get four weeks off during the entire year.”

“I know we’re lucky. We really should do more with our time off.” She brushed her hair back. “So, you’re off to South Wales tomorrow?”

“We’re actually going on Sunday because of Michelle’s dad’s party, but yeah. We’ve rented a cottage in Oxwich Bay for five days.”

“Oh, lovely. We used to go there when I was a kid.”

“You’re welcome to drive out and join us for a couple of days. The cottage sleeps four.” Harry didn’t know why he’d suggested it. Was he subconsciously wondering why Michelle and Josh had conspired to be alone in the kitchen? Had Michelle’s acquired hunger for bulls made her see every man as a potential fuck-buddy?

“Oh, that’s very kind of you. I’ll mention it to Josh—maybe we could just come over for the day.”

They chatted amiably about work and mutual friends, and after they’d mentioned Michelle’s dad, Vicky revealed her mum had had a recent health scare, but test results on the lump she’d found had shown it to be benign.

Harry checked his watch. Michelle and Josh had been in the kitchen for almost twenty minutes. How long does it take to wash a few plates? “Every time we come here, Michelle complains about our kitchen because yours is so fantastic.”

“Thank you.” Vicky smiled broadly. “I must admit, we spend most of our time in there.”

“Yeah, I think Michelle’s doing the same,” he said, trying to keep his voice light-hearted.

Vicky giggled as she stood up. “Come on, let’s see what’s taking them so long.”

Harry suddenly felt guilty. The last thing he wanted was for Vicky to catch her husband bollock-deep in her best friend, but he was annoyed at Michelle for ignoring him and Vicky. He got up from the armchair and followed.

When Vicky pushed the door open, they found the kitchen empty. Harry immediately assumed they’d sneaked upstairs, but the pretty blonde was already walking to the open bifold doors which led to the patio.

She turned to Harry and smiled. “Josh’s been doing some work in the garden. No doubt he’ll be boring Michelle stupid with all his veg beds.”

As soon as he got outside, Harry saw Michelle and Josh standing about halfway down the garden. A mixture of emotions washed through him; guilt, relief, and maybe a hint of disappointment, too. A nagging voice in the back of his brain pointed out that just because they were outside didn’t mean she hadn’t fucked Josh. It would have been the perfect place to do it—a warm night, private surroundings, and lots of time to cover themselves if Vicky and Harry came out.

“Have you seen this?” Michelle looked enthralled as she pointed to a black metal square bowl on legs which was about four-foot across. “It’s a firepit. I so want one of these for our patio.”

Harry looked at the dirty metal bowl, wondering if she was joking. The thing was really ugly.

Vicky stroked Harry’s arm and laughed. “Josh, go get some logs and I’ll get the firelighters. I can see we’re going to have to convince Harry of its merits.”

When Josh had disappeared down the garden and Vicky was back in the house, Harry moved close to his wife, so he could talk without being overheard. “What have you two been doing?”

“I’ll tell you later.”

Michelle’s eyes were a little glazed, and he wondered if it was from the wine or something else. A tightness formed in his stomach, and he wasn’t sure if it was anger or arousal. Maybe a little of both.

Vicky came back out with a box of firelighters and Josh returned from his wood-store carrying a bucket filled with logs and some kindling. Harry and Michelle sat in two of the chairs arranged around the firepit, and within just a few minutes the small pyre was burning brightly.

“We sit out here most evenings,” Josh said.

Harry noticed that Josh’s eyes were twinkling in the firelight and wondered again about what had gone on before he and Vicky had come to find them.

Vicky started back towards the house. “I’ll bring the drinks out. Harry, do you want another coffee?”

“God, no.” Michelle shook her head. “If he drinks any more coffee, he’ll be up all night.”

“Ooh, lucky you.” The blonde’s eyes flashed with mischief at Harry, but he avoided looking at Michelle. It seemed like he was the only bloke not allowed to fuck her.

“I’ll have a sparkling water please.”

For the next hour or so, the four friends sat around the firepit, drinking and shooting the breeze. Josh and Michelle liked the idea of them all meeting up in Oxwich Bay, and they agreed to finalise which day after they’d seen the weather forecast.

It was almost midnight by the time Harry and Michelle got around to leaving. They hugged their friends as they left, and Harry sensed there was something different in the way Michelle and Josh said their goodbyes: an added intensity to their smiles and hugs. Something’s definitely happened.

Once in the car, it became clear that Michelle was actually quite drunk. When talking, she seemed to blink a couple of times before speaking, as if trying to over-compensate for her mind not working as quickly as normal. She also held her head slightly tilted to one side, as if each sentence had been well-thought out and considered before being delivered. Depending on the circumstance, Harry found it either endearing or annoying. Tonight, he was leaning towards the latter.

“So, did you enjoy yourself?” He kept his tone light and friendly.

“Hmm.” She nodded, then slid her hand across and rested it on his thigh. “We’re definitely going to have to buy a firepit—I loved it.”

Harry laughed. “You won’t say that tomorrow when you realise your hair and clothes stink of smoke.”

She giggled. “Stop being so practical. I’m going to order one online and get it delivered as soon as we get back home.”

He waited a beat, keeping his voice calm and quiet. “So, you and Josh seemed to be gone a long time…”

“Yeah. I’ll tell you about that when we get back to Mum and Dad’s.”

Harry’s stomach clenched, but Michelle was already onto the next subject.

“…ready so could you pick them up for me?”

“Sorry?”

Michelle squeezed his thigh and smiled. “I said Mum’s ordered ten helium balloons for Dad’s party, so can you pick them up and bring them to The Rifleman’s? I’m going there to help Auntie Anne put up loads of pictures of Dad through the years.”

“Yeah, no problem.” Derek’s older sister had a prized collection of family photos of their childhood years.

When they got home Derek had gone to bed, but Marge was still up reading, doing puzzles in the newspaper. While Michelle and her mum talked on the sofa in the living room, Harry went upstairs and changed out of his smoky clothes.

Returning a few minutes later in a t-shirt and pyjama bottoms, he noticed Michelle had fixed herself a brandy. She nodded to another glass on the hearth. “I poured you one, too, since you’ve not been able to drink all night.”

He nodded his thanks and picked up the glass. As he sat in the chair, they continued their conversation and it was apparent that Marge was aware of Vicky’s mum’s health issues.

“It was a big relief,” she said. “Just a few weeks earlier, Julie Freeman’s husband dropped dead of an aneurysm. He was younger than your dad.”

Michelle looked shocked. “Oh, I hadn’t heard.” She turned to Harry. “You remember my friend Grace, with the red hair?”

Harry nodded. he’d met her a few times.

“That’s her father-in-law, Jonathan’s dad.”

“Oh.”

Harry sipped his brandy as the two women moved the topic onto the plans for tomorrow. Marge was going to the hairdresser’s in the morning while Derek played golf. Michelle and Harry would go the pub and put up balloons, garlands and other memorabilia to embarrass Derek, then they’d all meet up at the golf club for lunch. They’d have a nice afternoon relaxing, and after Michelle and Harry had left for Wales, Marge and Derek would be heading down to The Rifleman’s for what Derek thought was dinner with his sister and her husband.

Marge headed off to bed, and Michelle motioned Harry to come and sit with her on the sofa. Harry did so, slipping his arm around her shoulder as she leaned into him.

“You smell of smoke.”

She looked up into his eyes, though she didn’t seem to be able to focus. “I had a nice time tonight.”

He held her gaze, his stomach tight. “Did you suck him or fuck him?”

She blinked, as was her habit when she was drunk. “What?”

Harry didn’t blink or avert his eyes.

She leaned close and blew in his ear.

“Don’t.”

“Maybe I did both—sucked him until he was big and hard, then let him fuck me from behind while I leaned over the kitchen worktop, my husband and best mate sitting just feet away.”

As she stared at him, he realised her voice had gotten more sarcastic. “So… you didn’t do anything?”

She laughed and shook her head. “Babe, I’m really glad that you’re turned on by what we do, but you need to realise there’s a time and a place. I’ve already explained about the roleplay mindset I get into with a bull. That’s not who I am when I’m with my friends, and I would certainly never do anything with anyone we know in our real life.”

Harry nodded mutely, feeling foolish. “Sorry. But you spent ages in the kitchen.”

She nodded. “Josh wanted to talk. It seems he and Vicky are having a few problems.”

This was a surprise. “They seemed fine to me.”

Michelle smiled. “Not problems with each other. Josh told me tonight they’ve been trying for a baby for a couple of years and nothing’s happened. He’s had tests which show his sperm count is okay, and Vicky’s now on a waiting list for IVF treatment.”

“Wow, now I feel like a twat.”

Michelle squeezed his leg. “Don’t worry about it. But keep reminding yourself that we’re living a double life, and the two will never coincide. I’d never want my family and friends to know what I like to do with other men, and I’d hate for them to know what you like to see me do. Likewise, even if I found out that a guy at work had a twelve-inch cock and could perform six times a night, I wouldn’t be interested.”

“That’s because you’ve got Lucas.”

She pushed his arm. “No it’s not. It’s because what I do—what we do—for kicks must never become common knowledge among our friends and family.”

He nodded.

Michelle stood. “Come on, let’s get to bed. We’ve got lots to do in the morning and I suspect I’m going to have a hangover, so you’ll have to get up early and make me scrambled eggs on toast.”

Harry laughed and took both their glasses through to the kitchen. Then he turned all the lights off and followed her upstairs to her old bedroom. They both undressed and took turns in the bathroom, then settled down in the double bed.

Michelle leaned close and kissed his cheek. “I’d never sleep with any of our friends, but thanks for thinking about it.”

He put his arm around her and held her tight, where she fell asleep in just a couple of minutes. Harry smiled to himself as he held her close in the dark. Tonight, she was his alone.

* * * *

Harry woke early and headed downstairs. Derek was already in the kitchen, and the two men made small talk as Harry cracked three eggs into a bowl and put the bread in the toaster.

“Kettle’s just boiled,” Derek said, without looking up from his paper.

Harry buttered the toast and added the scrambled eggs. Adding a mug of tea and glass of orange juice to the tray, he carried them upstairs. Michelle gave him a beautiful smile, and he left her to eat her breakfast and went downstairs to make something for himself.

By the time Harry had eaten, showered and dressed, Michelle was up and having a second cup of tea while talking to her parents. She’d already made up an excuse, telling her dad that Harry was taking Josh to pick up his car from the garage while she and Vicky went shopping. The morning was spent picking up the balloons and decorating the function room ready for the party. They finished in time for a pleasant lunch at the golf club, and then left Derek and Marge’s in the late afternoon.  A couple of miles down the road, they stopped at Michelle’s cousin’s house. They had a quick cuppa and catch up, then showered and changed into their party clothes.

Michelle suggested they take a taxi to the Rifleman’s so that they could both have a drink, and avoid any chance of Derek spotting their car in the carpark.

Derek and Marge arrived at the expected time. The function room lights were turned down and they were ushered into the darkened room. When the lights came up and Derek was confronted by the smiling faces of all his friends and relatives, the expression of genuine shock on his face made Harry grin.

Michelle rushed to give her father a cuddle. Derek kept his wife and daughter by his side as he greeted all his guests, some of whom he hadn’t seen in years.  Derek and Marge’s old friends all made a fuss of Michelle, who they’d probably known since she was a baby.

Harry understood perfectly why she was so determined to keep this part of her life completely separate from the part where they invited well-hung men to use her body in any way they wished.

The party was a tremendous success, and Harry had never seen Derek so happy, laughing and reminiscing with his friends, workmates and relatives. The old photographs that Michelle and her Aunty Anne had pinned up around the room proved to be the catalyst for many funny stories.

At the end of the evening, Marge drove them back home. Derek went straight to bed, having drunk more than he was used to, and Michelle and Harry spent another night in her childhood bedroom.

* * * *

First thing in the morning, Derek drove Harry to pick up their car. By the time the men returned, Michelle and her mum were cooking breakfast, and the four of them spent a pleasant morning talking about the party and all the news from the people they’d caught up with. 

In the early afternoon, Michelle and Harry said their goodbyes and left for Wales. The roads were relatively quiet, and they reached their rented cottage an hour before they were due to get the keys. To fill the time, they walked hand-in-hand along the beach, laughing and enjoying each other’s company. Michelle was obviously relieved that her dad had enjoyed his surprise party.

The break was idyllic, and they spent two lovely days walking along the coastal paths and eating in pubs overlooking the sea. On the Tuesday night, while sitting by the log fire in the small sitting room of the cottage, Michelle leaned close to Harry and kissed his cheek.

He turned to look into her eyes. “What’s that for?”

She shrugged. “I don't know. Maybe I’m feeling generous.”

His heart beat a little faster. “Generous?”

“Yeah, maybe...” She ran her hand down his thigh.

“How generous, exactly?”

She smiled. “I could probably be quite generous.”

Harry tried to keep his tone conversational. “Really? As in generous enough to make my breakfast tomorrow?”

Michelle put her hands behind her neck and unfastened the necklace holding the key to Harry’s cage. “I think you’ll have to make breakfast, but I’m going to give you exactly what you told me to give the guy in Liverpool.”

A cold tingle of excitement gripped his stomach. At first, he worried she might be teasing him, but something about her expression convinced him she was serious. He briefly worried that he’d be as big a disappointment as Albert had been, either by coming too soon, or by worrying so much about his erectile dysfunction history that he wouldn’t be able to get it up at all.

“Stand up.”

He did so, turning to face her.

She reached for the belt of his jeans. “Do you remember what you told me to do that night?”

He nodded. Her fingers were inside the waistband of his shorts, pulling them slowly down. His cock strained inside the cage, and she smiled as she slid the small key into the lock.

“It looks like someone is excited about coming out to play.” She dropped the two halves of metal on the couch.

He dared not speak in case he said something that made her change her mind. 

Michelle gripped his shaft, running her thumb over the already-wet dome of his cockhead. “So, if I remember correctly, I have to suck you until you’re hard, then ride your cock until I come. After that, I get on my hands and knees and ask you to fuck me hard from behind. Is that right?”

Harry wondered if he should say ‘yes please’, but instead simply nodded.

Michelle stood and began to remove her clothes, and Harry quickly stripped naked. If she wanted to have sex in front of the fire, that was okay with him.

“Lie down on the rug.”

He did so, positioning himself not too close to the fire, as the logs had been spitting sparks onto the hearth.

Michelle knelt between his legs and gripped his cock. His earlier fear about not getting an erection was no longer an issue, though coming too soon might still be a possibility. She slowly lowered her head and took him into her mouth, her eyes never leaving his.

His breath caught in his throat. Michelle closed her eyes and dipped her head lower, taking him into her throat. Her lips were pressing against his pubic hair, and Harry let out an involuntary whimper.

Slowly releasing him from her mouth, Michelle straddled him and held his cock upright. “I think I’d better get this inside me, because I don’t want a repeat of my night in Liverpool.”

She lowered herself down onto him, and Harry dropped his head back onto the rug, overwhelmed by the bliss of being inside her.

Michelle rode him slowly, the warm velvet caress of her sex sheathing him. He pushed up into her, desperate to see the wince of pained pleasure she gave so often when her bulls fucked her. She smiled down at him, as if she knew he was trying to reach the parts of her that he never could; the depths where only her bulls, with their ten-inch cocks, could probe.

Her eyelids began to flutter, and he could feel her gripping him tighter as the muscular spasms of her orgasm threatened to take him to his own release. She closed her eyes and dropped her head forward, but there was none of the moaning and squealing that her bulls managed to provoke.

When she opened her eyes, she gave him her beautiful smile. Harry melted, no longer concerned about how loud she screamed when her bulls made her come. She never smiled at them the way she'd just smiled at him, and that was all he cared about.

She raised herself off him and crawled on hands and knees to kiss his lips. “Okay, now it’s your turn.”

Harry got up off the rug and knelt behind her.

“I'm afraid there’s no way you’ll be able to watch my face while you do it, unless you can find a mirror...”

“The view from here will be just fine.” Positioning his cock at her entrance, he gripped her hips and slammed in with all his might.

Michelle let out a grunt, which spurred him on.

Wanting to make it last, he delivered slow, steady thrusts. Feeling optimistic, he started to count down from a hundred and watched her bum cheeks quiver with each lunge of his hips.

“Come on, you know what I want.”

He tried to block out her words because they’d push him to the finish line too soon.

“You know what I like, and you know where I like it.”

Harry squeezed his eyes shut and came on the count of sixty-four. He cried out, and Michelle clenched and wiggled, milking him. He couldn’t remember her doing this so nicely before, but he didn’t care with whom she’d perfected the technique. He dropped his head back and marvelled at the way her hip movements seemed to suck him dry, leaving him satiated and thankful.

After he’d got his breathing back under control, Harry pulled out and sat back on his feet.

Michelle stood up and smiled down at him. “Better now?”

He laughed. “Yeah, you could say that.” Remembering how quiet she’d been during her orgasm, Harry’s self-doubt re-emerged. “Was it okay for you?”

She nodded. “It was lovely. Come on, take me to bed.”

The log fire had burned down to just glowing embers now, but Harry placed the guard around the fire anyway. He turned off the lights and followed Michelle upstairs.

The bedroom was small and the wallpaper a bit too flowery for his tastes, but it was a nice room with a view over the sea. After they’d both used the bathroom, the couple settled down in bed and cuddled. They made small talk about the cottage, the area and the guests from last night’s party whom Michelle hadn’t seen for years.

Harry was enjoying the closeness. “I think we should move to the seaside.”

Michelle turned towards him. “Why?”

“The last two times I’ve been allowed to touch you were when we were at the coast. Here, and the chalet after your gangbang.”

She seemed to consider this, then nodded. “Maybe there’s something in the sea air that makes me horny. Speaking of which, how far are we from Swansea?”

“Not far, maybe half an hour’s drive.”

“Oh.” Michelle had a smile on her face, and Harry was pretty sure he knew why.

“I assume you’ve found something in Swansea you’d like?”

She giggled and pushed her legs against his. “I might have found something we’d both like.”

He immediately knew she’d been online and searched for bulls in the area. He should have been angry. His cum was still inside her, yet here she was—already planning her next meeting with a bull. But his overriding emotion was arousal.

“What do you think?”

I think you’re a slut. “Have you remembered Vicky and Josh are driving over tomorrow?”

“Of course I have. I thought I could see him on Friday night.”

Harry shrugged, then nodded. “If that’s what you want.”

She ran her hand down his body and gripped his cock. He had the early beginnings of another erection. “It looks like it’s what we both want.”

He looked into her eyes, and she pulled him on top of her, guiding him inside with a practised hand. Harry couldn’t remember the last time he’d been inside her more than once in a night—probably years ago, long before she’d first cuckolded him.

Michelle held him tight and moved beneath him, her hips rocking and her feet moving slowly up and down the backs of his calves.

She was wet from his earlier ejaculation, and Harry relished the sensation of his cock sliding in and out of her already flooded insides. Lucas and all her other bulls got to experience this every time, because they all fucked her more than once. But for Harry, this was an unfamiliar—but very thrilling—experience.

“Oh, that feels so nice,” she whispered in his ear.

Harry ran his hands up her sides and over her boobs.

“Oh, Harry...”

He pinched her nipples and pushed in a little harder.

“I’m...”

Harry felt the contractions on his cock and she bit his shoulder. He thrust harder, wanting to come with her.

“Oh, Harry.”

With a final push, he grunted and erupted inside her. Michelle twirled her fingers in his hair and repeated her trick with the squeezing and milking of his cock.

They eventually stilled and Harry rolled off, a wonderful mixture of elation and exhaustion seeping through his body.

Michelle snuggled up to him and kissed his cheek. “It seems like the sea air is having a bit of an effect on you, too.”

He chuckled, secretly amazed that he'd managed to get two erections so close together.

Michelle kissed him. “So, tomorrow we’ll see Vic and Josh, and on Friday night we’ll see Jed.”

He was too tired to get aroused, but a familiar tingle formed in Harry’s stomach. “Jed?”

“Mmm. We’re meeting him in a pub in Swansea at nine.”

“You’ve already arranged a meeting?”

“Yes, I did it online. I thought it’d be a good way to finish our short break.”

Before Harry had a chance to respond, Michelle turned the light off. He was too tired to get excited about it yet and fell asleep within just a couple of minutes.

* * * *

Vicky and Josh arrived around ten, and after a cup of coffee sitting in the cottage back garden, the four friends headed off on a path Harry and Michelle had walked earlier in the week, which had a pub that served great food about five miles further along the coast. They walked in pairs, with the men taking the lead, and the women following about ten yards behind.

When they reached the pub, Josh and Harry went to order drinks and get menus while Michelle and Vicky found a table. Once they were all seated with their drinks and waiting for their food, Vicky nodded at Michelle’s legs.

“It looks like you’ve had good weather all week. You’ve got a lovely tan.”

Michelle raised her knee to show off her thigh. She’d chosen a pair of shorts and trainers for their walk. “We’ve been lucky with the weather.”

Vicky slapped Michelle’s leg. “Alright, that’s enough showing off. Put them away.”

“You can’t talk,” Michelle said, nodding at the tight, low-cut top her friend was wearing. “How many times have I had to suffer every man in the room ignoring me while they ogled your boobs?”

Vicky folded her arms across her chest, but she was laughing.

Michelle leaned closer to the men. “She’s had boobs from the age of twelve. When we were at school, she got all the attention with her curves. I was skinny and shapeless, with no tits and no arse. I looked like a boy.”

The men were laughing, and Vicky pushed her breasts out a little further. “Well, if you’ve got ’em, flaunt ’em, that’s what I say.”

“Too right. If I had boobage like yours, I could triple our number of clients in a couple of weeks.” Michelle held up her half of lager. “To Vicky’s tits.”

Harry and Josh joined in with the toast, and then Vicky frowned. “I could feed five babies with these, but I’d settle for just one.”

Michelle reached out and squeezed her hand.

Vicky blinked away tears and forced a smile. “Josh said he’d told you about our ongoing troubles. I know I shouldn’t get too anxious, because the doctor said that doesn’t help, but it seems like it’s never going to happen.”

Michelle put her arm round her friend and hugged her close. “Oh babe, I’m sure it will.”

“I work with a guy who was in the same situation,” Harry said. “All the tests suggested there was no reason why they couldn’t have kids, but he and his wife tried for years without success. Eventually, they decided to adopt. As soon as they’d registered their names on the list, his wife fell pregnant. The doctor said it was probably because she’d stopped worrying about it. It’s strange how your mind can affect your body.”

Vicky smiled. “I hope I catch soon, I’m worried that I’m wearing Josh out by making him over-perform whenever I’m ovulating.”

Michelle laughed and patted Josh’s arm. “Oh, I’m sure a big strong man like him will be able to get it up as often as you need him to.”

Everyone laughed, and just then their food arrived.

After another round of drinks, they walked back to the cottage at a leisurely pace. Josh and Vicky declined the offer of staying over and returned to Bristol in the late afternoon. Neither Harry nor Michelle was hungry enough for a proper dinner, so they shared a bag of chips as they walked along the deserted beach.

Michelle pulled at Harry’s hand when they’d finished eating. “Come on, I think we should have an early night.”

“Oh? Are you going to treat me to the same as last night?” He smiled, hopefully.

“No, you greedy bugger. But I need to get some rest, because I’m hoping for a busy night tomorrow.”

Harry held her gaze, the butterflies in his stomach telling him that he was hoping she’d be kept busy, too.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Seven

Harry was drinking coffee and reading the news on his phone when Michelle came downstairs.

She bent and kissed his cheek, then put the kettle on to re-boil. “No more walking today. I think we’ve overdone it this week. My legs are aching and really stiff.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Do you need to cancel tonight?”

“Why should I cancel tonight? My legs might ache, but I can still open them.”

Harry laughed, and they both turned serious and held eye contact for a few seconds. Neither of them wanted to cancel.

After getting showered and dressed, they drove further along the coast to The Mumbles, a picturesque headland on the west coast of Swansea Bay. They walked hand in hand, enjoying the scenery and each other’s company. The closeness they shared before and after Michelle saw a bull had now become a regular part of their routine.

They had a late lunch, as neither would want to eat that evening, then headed back to the cottage. When Michelle announced she was going to have a bath, Harry walked to the local shop and bought a newspaper, hoping to keep his mind occupied by doing the crossword and sudoku puzzles.

At eight o’clock, Michelle called for him to come upstairs. When he walked into the bedroom, he found her wearing a black bra and thong. Her dark hair was plaited into a thick braid which hung over her left shoulder. She’d already applied makeup; her eyelashes were thick with mascara and her lips a dark, shiny red.

“What do you want me to wear?” she asked.

“I don’t know. What clothes did you bring with you?”

“Nothing really suitable for meeting a bull. I have the nice dress I wore for my dad’s party, a smart pair of trousers, and just a few other—”

“Wear the skirt you wore at Vicky and Josh’s house. That showed a lot of leg. If you wear that with the nice shoes you wore to your dad’s party, that’ll be really sexy.”

She bit her bottom lip as she considered his suggestion. “That skirt’s probably too short to wear with three-inch stilettoes.”

“Not for what you’re doing tonight.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re going to fuck a guy within an hour of meeting him.”

She stared into his eyes for a second, then nodded and took the skirt from the wardrobe. “What about on top?”

He laughed. “It doesn’t matter. You’re not built like Vicky, so he’ll be looking at your legs, not your tits.”

“Bastard.” Michelle put on a grey top that hung off one shoulder, exposing the bra strap. After she’d stepped into her shoes, she turned to face him and held her hands out to the sides. “What do you think?”

Harry nodded; she looked really sexy. “I think he’ll be a very happy man when he sees you.”

“Thank you. Hopefully he’ll make us both happy when we get him back here.” She wandered around the bedroom and tidied away the clothes still on show. “It’s a bit cramped, but I think we should use the bed.”

Harry nodded. “I’ll put a chair by the window before we leave, and I’ll watch from there.”

“Okay. Any requests?”

He shook his head. “Just get him to do whatever you’re in the mood for. I’ll sit there, and I don’t want to be involved in anything you do.”

“Okay.” She turned and walked toward the door. “Let’s go and meet my new bull.”

Harry followed her downstairs, then took a chair from the kitchen back to the bedroom and put it under the window, facing the bed. Even after all this time, he still experienced a little self-disgust for getting excited about watching another man have sex with his wife.

Michelle was waiting by the front door when he got downstairs, her phone in her hand. “The pub’s apparently on Argyle Street, and there’s a carpark nearby.”

“Okay. You’ll have to guide me there using Google Maps once we get in the city.” He reached for the door handle and turned to her before opening it. “You look really sexy.”

She slowly blinked her heavily-made up eyes and smiled. Harry felt the first drips of pre-cum seep from his restrained cock.

They made good time getting to Swansea and drove past the pub to see where it was before heading to the carpark. As Harry locked up, he asked if Michelle had arranged to meet Jed in any particular part of the pub.

She shook her head. “I’ve seen his photo on the website and have sent him mine.”

Harry was curious. “What does he look like?”

She tapped her phone and held it up. The man on the screen was swarthy, with thick black hair tied back in a ponytail. He had heavy stubble and thick eyebrows.

“Apparently he’s half-Spanish,” Michelle said, shutting her phone down.

Harry held her hand as they walked up the street, helping her balance on the uneven pavement in her high heels.

The pub was crowded, with loud rock music playing through the sound-system. Harry recognised the song but couldn’t remember the name of the band. He looked around, then left Michelle where she was and headed for the bar to get their drinks.

When he’d finally been served, he turned and saw an old guy was hitting on her. He smiled to himself, wondering how even the most optimistic man could believe someone like Michelle would be interested in him.

As Harry approached, Michelle looked up and smiled at him. He passed her drink, then turned to the man, offering a friendly smile, but then he froze. The face looking back at him was lined and leathery, the eyes dark and sunken with huge bags beneath. But it was undoubtedly the guy whose photo was on Michelle’s phone. The hair—still pulled back in a ponytail—was now steel grey, and he had a beer belly distorting the Army Green Warpig image on his black Motorhead t-shirt.

“Harry, this is Jed.” Michelle’s eyes seemed to be imploring him to be polite, and he was.

Harry held out his hand. “Hi Jed, good to meet you.”

The bull took his hand and smiled; he was missing one of his lower front teeth. “The pleasure’s all yours.” After his joke, Jed laughed so hard that his belly started to bounce.

Harry looked at Michelle, who raised her eyebrows slightly, then turned back to Jed. “So, how long have you lived in Swansea?”

“Almost eighteen years.”

Harry wanted to ask where he’d been living when he’d had the photo on the website taken, because it must have been more than eighteen years ago.

“How about you, then?” Jed asked, doing little to hide the fact he couldn’t keep his eyes from wandering down Michelle’s body and legs.

“We’re staying in Oxwich Bay for a few days. We live a couple of hundred miles north-east of here.”

Jed smiled, showing his gapped grin again. “Right, well, I’m glad you’re here now. Do you want another drink?”

Harry was wondering how to let him down nicely when Michelle said something that he wasn’t expecting. “No, I think I’m ready for something better than a drink.”

You cannot be serious!

Jed nodded and downed the last of his pint of Guinness. “Cracking! Where are you parked?”

Harry stared wide-eyed at his wife.

She kept her gaze on Jed. “We’re a few minutes’ walk down the road on a big carpark.”

Jed nodded again. “I know it. My car’s the other way, down a back street. Tell you what, you walk down to your car and I’ll bring mine down to the car park, then I can follow you back to Oxwich Bay. I just need to have a pee first.”

Michelle downed her own drink and smiled at the bull, who took another good look at her legs before heading off towards the toilets. She raised her eyebrows at Harry, seemingly amused by his expression.

Harry was speechless.

She nodded at the glass of Coke in his hand. “Are you going to drink that?”

He looked down at it and shook his head.

“Come on then, let’s get back to the car.”

After leaving their glasses on a shelf around a pillar, the pair of them left the pub and started to walk towards the carpark.

“Do you want me to try and lose him on the way back?”

Michelle giggled and squeezed his arm. “Of course not, don’t be mean.”

“But you can’t possibly want to fuck him.”

“Isn’t that the reason we’re here?” She had a teasing tone in her voice.

“Yeah, but we thought he was going to be about twenty years younger than he actually is. This guy is probably older than your dad.”

“I don’t care. As I’ve told you before, all I need from a bull is to be used. Yes, it’s nice when I fancy them, but it’s not actually necessary. I’ll never see him again, so if he’s ugly or unattractive, it’s not really that much of an issue.”

Harry looked at her, aghast. “Come on, what did you really think when he approached you in the pub?”

Michelle shrugged. “I suppose I was a little shocked, but I’d already built myself up for it. It’s a mind set you get into, knowing you’re going to have sex with a stranger. It’s like I get into ‘slut mode’ and all that matters is the actual sex.”

She took out her phone and opened the photo she’d shown him earlier. She placed a finger and thumb on the screen and moved them closer together, shrinking the photo. Harry could now see the picture was a full frontal of Jed, naked. Michelle zoomed in on the groin area and held it up for Harry to see clearly.

The screen showed a toned stomach, thick black pubic hair and a very large flaccid cock hanging against his left thigh.

“His stomach might not be as flat as it is in this picture, and his pubes might now be grey, but I don’t expect his cock will have changed much. I don’t care if he’s taking Viagra as we speak.” She stopped walking and turned to look at him. “All I care about is that his big cock gets nice and hard, and that he uses it on me, preferably more than once.”

Harry stared into her eyes. It was as if a stranger was possessing his wife. “What if you give him a heart attack?”

She laughed. “If he’s prepared to take the risk, so am I.”

Harry held her hand and they continued on their way. The carpark was now in view. “Did you notice he was wearing a wedding ring?”

Michelle shook her head. “No, but I don’t care. Bulls are bulls—it’s not my concern if they’re married or single.”

“It doesn’t bother you?”

“Not at all. I expect some of the bulls I’ve already seen are married. It’s up to them if they tell their wives what they do or not.” She nodded her head towards a car parked near the entrance. “There he is.”

Harry noticed the car was an old Mercedes that had probably been in its prime in the same era as Jed.

Michelle waved as she and Harry got into their car, and when Harry pulled out of the carpark, Jed followed. Michelle used her phone to find the way back to the main road to Oxwich Bay, and Harry drove at a reasonable speed so Jed could easily keep up.

He cleared his throat. “Tell me what’s going through your mind now.”

She looked over at him, but it was too dark for him to see her expression. “What do you mean?”

“I mean we’re driving towards a cottage that has a bed, and in about fifteen minutes’ time you’re going to invite a man you hardly know to share that bed with you.”

Michelle laughed. “He’s not going to share the bed, he’s just going to fuck me on it. When he’s finished with me and gone home, you’ll share the bed with me. Don’t forget what I’ve told you—I only want bulls for the sex.”

Harry’s mind slipped back to the morning after her night with Lucas. “It wasn’t just about the sex when Lucas stayed over, and I was relegated to the spare room.”

“Why do you say that?”

“When I got up in the morning, I glanced into your room and saw you both on the bed. Lucas was asleep on his stomach, and you were snuggled up into his side, your arm round his waist and your leg draped over his.” He didn’t admit that he’d been hurt more by this than by Lucas fucking her all night long.

“I didn’t know that. I must have got into that position while I was asleep.”

Harry shrugged, not wanting to make a big deal of it. “So, how do you feel now? I’m curious, that’s all.”

“I’m excited, and a little bit nervous.”

“Are you wet?”

She giggled. “I’ve been wet all afternoon. That’s part of the ritual before I see a bull. I have a leisurely bath and think about what’s in store, then I get dressed up and put my makeup on. All of it’s a kind of foreplay. That’s why I like you to watch me get ready.”

Harry nodded, understanding how it must feel. “Do you touch yourself?”

She giggled. “Sometimes, but I don’t make myself come. What about you—are you wet yet? Is your cock dripping at the thought of seeing me being shagged?”

He shook his head. “No.”

“Why not?”

“I think it’s more important to me that they’re attractive, because I have to watch them. You can close your eyes and pretend you’re getting nailed by George Clooney. I’ll have to watch his body wobble and his sweaty face contort in pleasure while he fucks you.”

Michelle giggled and slapped his arm. “Don’t look at his face or his belly. Just watch his big cock disappear inside me, then concentrate on watching me enjoy myself.”

When they arrived at their cottage, Harry pulled onto the drive. Jed parked his car on the pavement outside and joined them at the front door. Harry let the two of them go in first, then followed them in and closed the door.

Michelle headed straight for the stairs, obviously eager to get started. Jed followed her, with Harry trailing in their wake. By the time Harry had closed the curtains and sat on the chair, Michelle had removed her top and stood in her bra, skirt and shoes, looking at Jed.

“So,” she said, smiling sexily at her old bull. “Are you going to take some clothes off?”

Jed kicked his shoes off and undid the belt of his jeans. His belly seemed to drop a couple of inches when the restraining strap was slackened. He pushed his jeans down his thighs, and Harry saw the bulge of his cock tenting the vivid green pair of underpants.

Michelle undid her skirt and let it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it and kicked it to one side, looking fabulous in matching black bra and thong, the black high heels emphasising her long, tanned legs.

By comparison, Jed looked almost comical. His beer belly hung from below his t-shirt, and his underpants looked like something out of Wayne’s World.

Michelle licked her lips and slid her thumbs into the waistband of her thong, then kept her legs straight and bent at the waist as she pushed the flimsy garment down her long legs and over her shoes. She kicked it in the same direction as her skirt, and Harry could see the inside of the gusset was glistening with her juices.

How can she be excited about Jed?

Michelle sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at Jed’s face. “So, are you going to show me that cock of yours?”

He stepped to stand in front of her and held down the elasticated waistband of his underwear.

Michelle reached her hand in and narrowed her eyes as she pulled it out. His pubes were still black, and his cock was still big. In fact, it was huge. Maybe not quite the ten-inches that Lucas had to offer, but much thicker.

Harry watched as his hotwife started to wank the thick chunk of meat. She looked up into the bull’s face while chewing her lower lip.

“I usually like to suck and play with a new cock,” she said in a sexy voice as she looked into Jed’s eyes. “But I think I need this one inside me straight away.” With that, she lay back on the bed and spread her knees, her heels still resting on the floor.

Jed dropped to his knees and pointed his cock at her entrance, swiping the tip through her already-swollen outer lips. The position of Harry’s chair was level with the foot of the bed, so he had a perfect view.

Michelle still had her bra on, and Harry thought it looked really sexy.

Jed gripped her hips and plunged deep inside in a single stroke.

Harry watched as his wife arched her back and raised her feet off the floor by a couple of inches. She let out a long wail and kept her arms spread wide on the bed, as if offering herself as a sacrifice.

Jed pumped his hips and soon found a rhythm, fucking her with long, deep strokes.

Michelle groaned with each thrust, her eyes closed tight and her heels clicking on the floor as her legs bounced in time with his fucking.

Harry could see Jed’s belly and his lined face, but he couldn’t deny that the guy was doing exactly what Michelle wanted… and what Harry wanted. His own cock was dripping steadily inside his shorts as his wife was bounced, yelping and moaning, on the bed.

She raised her head off the bed and looked into Jed’s face. “Fuck me harder,” she growled.

Jed obliged, slamming into her so hard that the bedhead was banging against the wall.

“Yeah, that’s right. Keep doing… Oh god, Oh god, oh…” She dropped her head back as she came, bringing her legs up around Jed’s back, her ankles crossed. Harry wished he could take a picture, the stilettos looked so sexy.

Jed reached forward and pushed her bra up, releasing her small boobs. Her nipples pointed at the ceiling and Harry thought she looked amazing.

“Oh…” Michelle’s eyes were wide. She glanced at Harry and frowned, then licked her lips and took a breath. “He’s going to make me come again.”

Harry didn’t know if he was supposed to respond. Jed paid him no attention, concentrating solely on fucking his wife as hard as he could while running his thick fingers over her nipples.

“Ahhh…” Michelle dropped her legs back down. One of her shoes came off, so only one heel was tapping out Jed’s thrusting.

Michelle’s second orgasm sounded even more sensational than her first. She was breathing quickly through gritted teeth, as if giving birth. Harry could see her legs and stomach shaking. “Jed, I want you to come now.”

He laughed and shook his head. “Oh no, I’m not ready yet.”

Michelle glanced at Harry, then back at Jed. “I don’t know about your knees, but my clit’s sore. Do you want to fuck me from behind?”

“Yeah.” Jed pulled out and stood up, and Harry marvelled again at the guy’s cock. It had a pronounced upward curve, like a rhino’s horn, and was covered in Michelle’s juices.

Michelle fitted her dislodged shoe again and walked to the opposite side of the bed, so she was facing Harry. Then she placed her straight legs a pace apart and bent forward to rest her hands on the bed.

Jed kicked off the jeans from round his ankles and stepped behind Michelle, then smiled at Harry over her shoulder. “Tell me when you want me to give it to her.”

Flustered, Harry blinked a couple of times. “Sorry?”

The old bull smiled. “She’s on this side of the bed, so that means you must like watching her face. So, tell me when you’re ready for me to start again.”

Harry nodded, then looked at Michelle. She was staring at him, her eyes slightly unfocused. He saw Jed’s hand reach round and cup her boob.

Harry licked his lips. “Undo her bra, so I can see her tits shake when you fuck her.”

Jed let go of her boob and used both his podgy hands to undo the bra clasp. Michelle shrugged it down her arms and threw it to the floor.

“Right,” Harry said. “Now, when I tell you, I want you to push it into her as far as it’ll go. Then grip her hips and fuck her so hard that her screams will be heard by men in the fishing boats out in the bay.”

Jed smiled and nodded. He reached down behind Michelle, presumably positioning his cock at her entrance, and then gripped her hips.

Harry looked into Michelle’s face, his cock was painfully swollen inside his cage. He kept his eyes on hers, then gave Jed the order. “Fuck her.”

Jed slammed in hard. Michelle’s eyes went wide, and she gasped in air through an open mouth. He thrust into her again and again, and Harry got to see the pained pleasure he loved on his wife’s face.

The old guy was relentless, and Michelle came for a third time, her muffled groans sounding more like exhaustion than ecstasy.

Jed nodded. “Yeah, I love the feeling of a tight cunt gripping my prick.”

The bull was showing no signs of slowing down. Or coming.

Harry had to admire the guy’s staying power. He’d been fucking Michelle really hard for about fifteen minutes. Harry’s jibe about the heart attack was being proved a long way off the mark.

Michelle’s head hung down as her body was pummelled over and over from behind.

Jed gripped her ponytail and pulled her head back, allowing Harry to see her face. “Come on, let’s see if you can come again for me. I want to feel you gripping me while I fill you with my hot spunk.”

Michelle looked uncomfortable, and Harry was about to say something when she told Jed he’d have to fuck her harder if he wanted her to come again.

Without warning, Jed slapped her backside hard. Michelle yelped, and Harry started to stand up when she looked at him and shook her head.

“I didn’t say hit me, I said fuck me harder.”

Jed pushed downwards on her back until her arms bent and her head and shoulders rested on the bed. Her legs remained straight so her backside was raised and looking wonderful to Harry.

“You’re going to have to come again soon, because it feels like my balls are going to boil over.”

Michelle looked back at Jed and mumbled something Harry couldn’t make out. Jed smiled and reached one hand round and down to her crotch. She let out a groan and started to pump her hips. She’d obviously told him to play with her clit.

With a scream, Michelle came for a fourth time. Jed dropped his head back and seemed to gargle phlegm in his throat. Harry briefly worried that he was having a heart attack, but then the old man opened his eyes wide and sighed.

Michelle moaned again, fully aware of what was happening inside her. Jed kept his hips moving, but they were now slow, measured thrusts.

Michelle looked up at Harry, a look of awe on her face. “I can feel him coming inside me. I can feel it…”

“Ohhh, yeah.” Jed’s eyes were now closed, his hips still slowly pumping.

“Harry, he’s still coming.” She looked puzzled, slightly worried. “He’s still…”

Jed looked at Harry and nodded. “Come here, son.”

Harry froze, memories of Lucas’s cum in his mouth flitting through his brain.

Jed smiled encouragingly. “I know you husbands like to see this sort of thing.”

Harry slowly got to his feet. Glancing down at Michelle, he walked round to stand next to his wife’s bull.

“Get your phone out and set it to video.”

Harry did as he was told, almost as if in a daze. He opened the app and pointed the camera down. He angled it so that it took in her legs and shoes, which looked amazingly sexy.

As Jed slowly pulled his thick salami-like cock from her battered sex, a steady trickle of cum ran from her. Harry couldn’t believe it. The cum trickled onto the floorboards between her feet. After a few seconds, the flow ebbed, with the last of it dribbling out slower and running down her inner thighs.

“There you go,” Jed said with a smile. “You’ll be able to use that when you jerk yourself off later.”

Harry stared at him, speechless. There’d been no malice or scorn in his tone—the guy genuinely thought he was doing Harry a favour. Harry conceded that Jed had done him a huge favour; he hadn’t witnessed Michelle being fucked like that for a long time.

Michelle stood up and turned to look at the mess on the honey-coloured floorboards. “Do you always come that much?”

Jed shook his head. “Depends on the woman.”

She smiled. “Does that mean I was good?”

He nodded. “I’ve not had a woman who looks like you for a long time. Nowadays it’s overweight fifty-year-olds.” His eyebrows shot up. “Not that there’s anything wrong with overweight fifty-year-olds—fucking lovely shags, some of them.” He nodded at Harry, as if reassuring him that if Michelle were to pile on the pounds over the next twenty years, life would still be good.

“But not every woman has the muscle strength that your twat’s got,” Jed continued.

Harry couldn’t help smiling; he actually liked this guy’s honesty and bluntness.

Jed shrugged. “Maybe having kids does it, or maybe it’s an age thing—I don’t know. But when I felt you come the first time, it was like having my prick in a vice.” He leaned close to her and smiled. “I’ll let you into a secret; sometimes I don’t come at all. I can bang a woman for an hour, but unless I get the squeezing…” He shook his head. “I can keep going until I’m too knackered or they’re too sore, then I have to get them to finish me by hand.” He looked almost philosophical about it.

“How often do the other women come?” Michelle was either genuinely curious or fishing for compliments.

He laughed. “At least two, but it’s hard to tell because once they’re stretched out they don’t grip like you do. I felt every one of yours.”

Michelle looked down at his cock, which even in its relaxed state was still impressive. “What about you? How often can you come?”

“Ah,” Jed sighed. “I’m getting past my best, but I can still manage twice no problem. I reckon a hottie like you could push me further, if you wanted to. Back in the day, I could come four or five times, no problem.”

Michelle blinked a couple of times, then looked at Harry. She licked her lips. “What do you think, Harry? Do you reckon I could inspire him to fuck me another two times?”

Harry was determined not to let his concern for her battered sex deny him the pleasure of watching more of Jed’s performance. He raised his eyebrows and smiled. “Why not suck it and see?”

Michelle laughed and turned to Jed. “You heard him, get on the bed. I’m going to suck some life back into your cock.”

Jed lay back on the bed, still wearing his t-shirt and his black socks. Harry felt a strange affection for him. Michelle kicked off her shoes and crawled naked onto the bed. She knelt on the far side by Jed’s chest so that Harry would be able to see the action. Since her hair was still tied in a plait, there was nothing to obscure his view.

Taking the base of Jed’s cock in her fingers, Michelle held it upright and ran her tongue a couple of times around the domed end. Then she looked directly into Harry’s eyes and lowered her head, taking the entire cock into her mouth.

Jed uttered an appreciative moan, and Michelle began to slowly bob her head up and down, all the while keeping eye contact with her husband.

Harry noticed that Jed’s cock was getting bigger, the length and girth growing under Michelle’s well-practised encouragement. Even when he was fully hard, Michelle still managed to swallow the entire length on the downstrokes.

After a few minutes she released the cock from her mouth and pumped it with her hand, still keeping her gaze fixed on Harry’s face. “Ready for more?”

Harry swallowed, not sure if he was asking him or Jed. When she raised her eyebrows, he realised the question had been directed at him. He nodded.

Michelle turned to look at Jed. “I’m going to sit on your cock now, because that’s the position that makes me come the hardest.”

Harry saw Jed grip his cock and hold it straight up, then he watched as Michelle straddled him and slowly lowered herself down. Not for the first time, Harry marvelled at how easily she could take such huge tools. As she raised herself up, he saw her sex lips pulling out and clinging to the shaft, only for them to disappear as she dropped herself down again.

Michelle rocked her hips and it took her less than a couple of minutes before she took a deep breath. “I’m going to come again.” Her accompanying moans were surprisingly subdued compared to her earlier efforts—particularly after what she’d said about this position.

Jed sighed. “Ah, those muscles of yours…” He leaned to the left and smiled down at Harry. “She’s got a great twat.”

Harry laughed out loud. Jed had definitely become his favourite of her bulls.

Michelle stood on the bed and turned through one-eighty degrees, then lowered herself down again. As she impaled herself on Jed’s cock, she smiled at Harry. He knew she’d changed position so that he could see her face, but there seemed to be a drawback; the size of Jed’s belly meant that it stopped her bum getting past, prevented her sinking down onto the full length of his cock.

Michelle bounced up and down on Jed’s cock, making him moan with pleasure. She reached down and rubbed his big balls, then dribbled slobber from her mouth onto them and rubbed it in.

Jed moaned again, then reached up and held her hips as she rode him.

Michelle continued to bounce, causing the bedhead to bang the wall again. “Jed, I want to you to tell me when you’re going to come, okay?”

“If you keep that up,” he said in a breathless croak. “It’ll be sooner rather than later.”

Michelle smiled at Harry, obviously proud of herself. “Good. I want to see you come.”

Harry saw Jed’s fingers dig into Michelle’s hips as he lifted her up and down. It was like he was using her body to have a wank. She reached down and cupped his balls.

Then Jed let out another “Ohhh, yeah…”

Michelle immediately raised herself off him and gripped his cock in her hand, pumping him as fast as she could. A stream of cum erupted, flying at least two feet into the air. It splashed down onto his groin, only for another stream to come out, this one flying not quite so high. Then another and, unbelievably, there was a fourth. Harry had never seen anything like it. Jed even put Vinny’s copious amounts to shame.

Michelle glanced at Harry, a look of delight and bewilderment on her face. Her hand and arm were plastered with Jed’s cum, as was his groin. She twisted her head to look at the bull’s face. “How do you manage to come like that?”

Harry heard the guy laugh. “Who knows? It’s always been the same.”

Michelle looked back at Harry and bit her lip. She gripped Jed’s shrinking cock and squeezed out the last drops. “I want to make you come again.”

Jed laughed. “How about a cup of tea first? I’m not as young as I used to be.”

Harry got off his chair and smiled, no longer caring about Jed’s age or his body mass index. “I’ll put the kettle on. How do you like your tea, Jed?”

“Milk, no sugar please, son.”

Harry walked downstairs to the kitchen. His cock was no longer swollen, but his shorts were drenched. As the kettle was boiling, he took out three mugs. He added coffee for himself, and tea for Michelle and Jed. As he was adding the water, the other two came down the stairs. Michelle was wearing her robe, and Jed was wearing his t-shirt, green underpants and black socks. Harry smiled and passed him a cup.

“Cheers. Any biscuits? Bourbons have been known to help me get a boner.”

Harry laughed again. “Will a fruit shortcake do the trick?”

“They’ll have to. To be honest, I think looking at your wife’s gorgeous face will be enough. I really want to shag her again.”

Michelle smiled at him, obviously touched by his compliment. “How long have you been a bull, Jed?”

He frowned. “It’s not always been called that. When I was young, people referred to me as a gigolo.”

Her eyebrows went up. “Did you charge women?”

He laughed and shook his head. “No, but a few of them used to buy me things. One took me on holiday with her. I got a three-week cruise of the Caribbean paid for, just for giving it to an older lady several times a night.”

“How much older?” Harry wasn’t sure why he’d felt the need to ask, but he was curious.

“I was twenty-seven, she was fifty-one.”

“Wow.” Harry suspected the woman in question was probably dead by now, which saddened him a little. He wondered if Michelle would be chasing bulls in their twenties when she was fifty-one.

“How about you two?” Jed asked. “How long have you been doing this?”

Michelle answered. “Less than a year.”

Jed nodded. “A lot of people get into it via swinging. They want to try swinging, but then the husband realises he gets more out of watching other men fuck his wife than he does out of fucking other men’s wives.”

Michelle looked thoughtful. “We haven’t tried swinging.”

“Why would you?” Jed nodded at Harry. “If I was him, I’d rather watch you than fuck anybody else.”

A beautiful smile lit up Michelle’s face, and she looked up at Harry. “Is that what you think?”

He shrugged and nodded. “Yeah, probably.”

The three of them sat at the kitchen table and drank their drinks. Jed ate several biscuits and told them about his life. He’d been born out of wedlock to an English mother who’d had an illicit affair with a married Spanish salesman. She’d then married a sailor who spent half of his time overseas, and Jed had been brought up in Southampton. He’d joined the navy at age sixteen and saw quite a bit of the world, then come back to Southampton aged twenty-five and discovered he was a hit with the ladies.

They’d finished their drinks and Jed looked round the kitchen. “It’s a lovely little house, this.”

Michelle nodded her agreement. “Yeah, we’ve had a lovely few days here, but we’re going home tomorrow.”

“Well, I suppose I’d better make sure tonight is extra-special for you, then.” Jed stood and pushed his underpants down his thighs, exposing his cock. “I’ll show you a trick that always gives me a hard-on.”

Michelle twisted in her chair and stared down at his limp, fat cock.

“Take a hold of it with one hand,” Jed instructed.

Michelle did so, squeezing the thick shaft.

“Right, now put the pinkie finger of your other hand down the slit in the end.”

She looked up at his face and raised her eyebrows. “Are you sure?”

Jed nodded. “Yeah. It’ll fit, no problem. And don’t worry about your fingernail, a bit of a scratch is nice.”

Harry watched, transfixed, as his wife gripped her bull’s cock and proceeded to insert her little finger into the urethra.

“Yeah, that’s it. Now, when your finger’s all the way in, start to wank me with the other hand.”

Michelle followed his instructions, her tongue held between her teeth and she concentrated on the task. As she pumped her right hand, the cock started to get some rigidity.

Jed let out a sigh. “Ahh, that’s it. Now, start to move your finger in and out at the same time. Finger-fuck my cock while you wank me.”

Harry had never seen anything like it. He wondered what’d happen if she continued to do this until Jed came. With the force of Jed’s ejaculations, it’d probably be like squeezing the end of a hose-pipe, and he imagined a fine spray of cum hitting the ceiling.

Jed nodded his head. “Right, I’m ready for more.”

Michelle looked up at his face but didn’t stop pumping both hands. “Do you want me to take you all the way like this?” She was undoubtedly curious about seeing what would happen, too.

“No, I want to get back inside that lovely twat of yours.”

Harry smiled again. He was just getting ready to head back upstairs when Michelle stood and quickly cleared the cups away.

Then she opened her robe and lay back on the kitchen table. “Fuck me here.”

Harry glanced round. The curtains were open, but the kitchen looked out over the back garden. He doubted there’d be any of their neighbours outside at this time—it was almost midnight. He realised he didn’t actually care if anyone could see what was happening; tonight was having that sort of effect on him.

Jed stood between Michelle’s open legs and used his cock like a truncheon, tapping his thick meat against her clit. “Do you need me to get you ready?”

Michelle glanced at Harry, then looked down at Jed’s cock. “No, I’m always ready for something like that.”

Jed chuckled and pushed the tip just inside. Then he looked at Harry, who was sitting right next to the table, his face less than eighteen inches from their genitals. “You can hold her hand, if you like. I’m going to shag her so hard, I might push her off this table.”

Michelle held her hand out, and Harry took it.

When Jed slammed into her, Michelle let out a squeal and gripped Harry’s fingers. The contact gave him an unexpected thrill.

“Oh, you’re so bloody tight. And so fucking good to look at…”

Harry looked up at Jed’s face. The bull was staring down at Michelle’s body, the open robe showing her pert breasts and flat stomach.

Jed banged her hard.

All the sounds seemed to be amplified as they echoed off the tiled floor. Harry listened to the thudding of Jed’s groin hitting his wife’s spread thighs, the creaking of the table, the bull’s ragged breathing, Michelle’s appreciative moans, the squelch of a thick cock sliding in an out of a wet cunt. Harry could even discern the slap of Jed’s balls against his wife’s backside.

“Oh god…” Michelle dropped her head back on the table and squeezed Harry’s hand even tighter.

Jed smiled down at him. “She’s gripping me again. Ohhh yeah… She’s got such a lovely—”

“Oh.” Michelle cried out and arched her back off the table. Her nails dug into Harry’s hand, turning him on even more. Pre-cum dripped steadily from his cock.

Jed pounded her for another ten minutes, and Michelle managed to reach another two orgasms. Harry watched in awe as the old bull gave his young hotwife one of the best nights of her life.

Finally, Jed held still, and the bull’s huge balls lifted and fell in his sac.

An amazing thrill rushed through Harry. The thought of another mega-load of cum being pumped into his wife turned him on a lot. The third time probably contained less volume than the first or second, but Harry hoped not. He imagined her insides getting flooded and was desperate to see it running out of her again.

Michelle was writhing on the table, no doubt treating Jed to the milking trick that Harry had experienced a few nights earlier. Jed, eyes closed, was breathing heavily though his mouth.

Harry took out his phone again and opened the camera. He let go of Michelle’s hand and stood next to Jed. As the bull pulled out, Harry took still photos, rather than another video. He took about eight shots as the steady flow of cum ran out of his wife’s gaping cunt, down the crack of her backside and soaked into the terrycloth of her pink robe.

It was strange, because he hadn’t enjoyed watching the cream-pie in the film of the gangbang, but he was incredibly turned on now, just as he had been with the one upstairs earlier that night.

Michelle looked up at Harry, seemingly pleased that he was capturing a record of it.

Jed sat back into a kitchen chair, his chest heaving. “God, it’s been a while since I’ve felt like this.”

Propping herself up on her elbows, Michelle looked at him. “It’s been a long time since anyone has made me feel like that, as well.”

Harry assumed she was just pandering to his ego, because Lucas had fucked her twice as many times just a couple of weeks ago.

It was obvious that the night’s activities were finally over, and Harry went upstairs to retrieve Jed’s jeans and shoes.

The bull quickly dressed, then smiled at Harry and Michelle. “It was lovely to meet you both. If you’re ever down this way in the future, maybe we could do it all again.”

Michelle smiled and leaned closer, kissed his cheek. “Thank you.”

Jed headed for the door, then turned to Harry and nodded toward Michelle. “She’s got an amazing twat.” With that, he waddled down the path towards his old car.

Harry closed the door and looked at Michelle, then they both burst out laughing.

Michelle’s eyes were wide, her smile bright. “God, I swear I’ve never been fucked like that. I thought I’d be the one having a heart attack.”

“I think he liked your twat.”

She punched his arm and laughed. “If anyone else had said that, it may not have been such a compliment.”

“He had a certain charm, I can’t deny it.” Harry led her back to the kitchen. “He even managed to look good wearing only socks and an old Motorhead t-shirt.”

“Come on, let’s go to bed.”

Harry turned off the lights, then checked the kitchen window. Nobody seemed to be about, so he was probably the only audience for the show Michelle and Jed had put on.

Michelle took a shower and Harry took the chair back downstairs.

When they were both in bed, she turned to him. “Well, was it too difficult to watch his wobbly belly and sweaty face?”

Harry laughed. “Tonight was one of the best nights I’ve had watching you. The guy was really likeable, and even though he was no Adonis, he out-performed a lot of bulls you’ve had.”

Michelle nodded. “I don’t think I’ve ever come so often.”

“Oh?” This surprised him. “I thought Lucas fucked you six times a night?”

“He did, but I didn’t come every time.” She shook her head. “Jed’s cock was something else. The first time he came, I thought he was peeing inside me. I could feel a hot torrent gushing—I’ve never known anything like it.”

Harry was still trying to come to terms with the fact Lucas could fuck her with his ten-inch cock and not make her come.

“And as for the finger down his cock trick…” She shook her head. “I’d have loved to have made him come that way, just to see what happened.”

He chuckled. “You’d probably have sprayed it all over the kitchen and blinded us all.”

Michelle laughed and turned off the light. She snuggled into him and kissed his neck. “What was your favourite bit?”

He considered the question. “I really liked both cream-pies, and also watching you jerk him off.”

She nodded against his chest.

“And I liked holding your hand while you were being fucked on the table.”

She lifted her head to look at him, but it was too dark to make out her features. “We can do that again, if you like.”

“Yeah, I’d like that.”

She kissed his chest. “I thought it was interesting what he said about swingers. I quite like the idea of watching you with another woman.”

Harry thought about it for a few seconds, then shook his head. “I don’t want another woman, but I wouldn’t mind watching you with one.”

“Oh.” After a short silence, she kissed his neck again. “Maybe that’s something to think about trying.”

Harry smiled and reached down, patting her backside. “Lovely twat.”

Michelle sniggered, and they both settled down to sleep.
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Chapter Eight

Harry and Michelle returned home and quickly settled back into the routine of work, their week-long break soon a distant memory.

Harry had enjoyed their time in Wales, particularly when they’d had sex twice in one evening. And he still smiled when he thought about Jed. One morning while watching Michelle step into a clean pair of panties after her shower, Harry nodded at her body and smiled. “Lovely tw—”

“Shut up!” Michelle laughed. “But speaking of bulls, I’ve got something to ask you.”

“Oh?” Harry sat up in bed, curious and excited.

“Lucas sent me a text last night about another meet, and I need to talk to you about it before I reply.”

“Why do you need to talk to me about it?” Harry was worried in case Lucas had suggested involving him again in some way.

She stopped dressing and stood still, her expression serious. “He’s rented a villa in Portugal and asked if I’d like to join him for a weekend.”

Harry’s stomach went cold. “Oh.”

She watched his face, no doubt trying to gauge his reaction. “That’s why I need to talk to you before I reply.”

“Right.” He frowned. “I’m not sure I like the idea of you going abroad with somebody else. That’s more than just…”  Harry shrugged, struggling to find the words to describe his feelings. “That’s more than just meeting him for sex.”

She bit her lip and nodded.

“Do you want to go?” he asked.

A smile creased her face.

He laughed. “Yeah, of course you do.”

“I’ll understand if you don’t want me to go, though.”

“Can I think about it for a bit?”

“Yeah, no problem.”

After Michelle had gone downstairs, Harry thought about her and Lucas fooling around in the sun during the day and lying on cool sheets at night. He got a thrill out of imagining them naked, their perfect bodies beaded with sweat as they fucked.

The trouble was, he couldn’t blot out the image of them holding hands as they walked to the local bars and restaurants. In the strange and fucked-up world of wife-sharing, it was this aspect that bothered him more than them having sex all day and night.

His mind went back to the sight of Michelle and Lucas in the bed Harry was now lying in, her arm and leg draped around his body as they slept. While Harry was happy to accept them as sexual partners, he couldn’t tolerate the thought of them acting like a regular couple.

It took him fifteen minutes to get showered, shaved and dressed. When he joined Michelle in the kitchen, she was reading her phone while drinking tea. He noticed she’d made him a couple of slices of toast and put coffee into a mug, but not added the hot water.

He clicked the switch on the kettle to re-heat the water and picked up his toast. “Thanks.”

She looked up from her phone and smiled.

She didn’t look remotely angry that he hadn’t given the go-ahead straightaway, but he wondered what she really thought about his reluctance to let her go away for a sex-filled weekend.

“About Portugal…” He waited until she looked up at him, then shrugged. “I’m sure everything would be fine and that you’d have a great time, but I think you being so far away wouldn’t be right. What if something happened?”

She smiled. “What, like if Lucas fucked me to death?”

“No, be serious. What if you fell down the stairs, or slipped into the pool, or got hit by a car…?”

Michelle laughed. “You know I’m an adult, right?”

“Yeah, but…”

“Like I said, it’s not a problem if you don’t want me to go.”

Harry nodded but didn’t believe her. If he didn’t let her go, he was sure she’d resent it. “When is it, anyway?”

“The weekend after next.”

“Right.” He poured his coffee and sat in the chair opposite her. She went back to reading the news on her phone, seemingly happy to accept Harry’s decision.

When her cup was empty, Michelle put it in the dishwasher and went into the hall. She came back with her jacket on and her handbag over her shoulder. “I need to get in early today. Abby’s in court this morning and I have to sort out a couple of things she needs to take with her.” She bent and kissed his cheek, then picked up her phone from the table. “See you tonight.”

“Yeah, bye.”

Harry watched her leave, a tightness in his stomach that he didn’t enjoy.

When he got to work, Harry continued to worry about his reaction to Lucas’s offer. His reluctance was purely down to jealousy, and he had to overcome it. Their whole cuckolding arrangement was based on both of them enjoying what Michelle did with her bulls, and Harry had enjoyed her trip to Newcastle without actually witnessing it. The idea of receiving photos and videos throughout the weekend appealed to him more than he liked to admit.

With a sigh, Harry decided Michelle should go. She’d have a great time. He couldn’t deny her that pleasure because he didn’t want her and Lucas to play happy couples when they weren’t fucking. The decision made, Harry felt like a weight had been lifted from his shoulders and he was finally able to concentrate on his work.

He arrived home first and started to make dinner, taking a beer from the fridge as he worked. When he heard Michelle’s car pull onto the drive, he took another beer from the fridge and opened it for her.

She smiled as she walked through the back door, then smiled even brighter as he handed her the beer. “Thanks, babe.”

“How was Abby’s day in court?”

Michelle took a swig of beer and frowned. “Adjourned after an hour because the plaintiff fell ill.”

“Oh dear.”

“One of those things. Abby thinks the lady’s been under stress for months, and finally getting the guy to court was just too much.” Michelle shrugged. “Anyway, how was your day?”

“It was fine. Listen, I’ve been thinking about Portugal—”

“Yeah, I’ve got some news on that.”

Harry paused. “Oh?”

She nodded. “I spoke to Lucas, and—”

“I thought you were going to wait until we’d discussed it properly?”

“Yeah—but Lucas phoned me to ask why I hadn’t replied to his text, and—”

“And you said I didn’t want you to go.”

Michelle laughed and shook her head. “Of course I didn’t say that. I told him that although I really liked the idea of a couple of days of sun and sex, I didn’t like the idea of being separated from you for that long.”

Harry’s self-loathing increased exponentially. Not only had she hidden his selfishness from her bull, she’d actually blamed her own feelings for refusing the offer. “Listen, I’ve been thinking—”

“So Lucas suggested we both go to Portugal.”

“What?”

“He said we should both go. Same set up as here, me and him in one room, you in the other. But you’ll be there throughout the stay, so if I do fall down the stairs or get hit by a car…” She smiled teasingly. “You’ll be there to look after me.”

“Even if he fucks you to death?”

She laughed and came to stand close, slipping her arms around his waist. “It’ll be a nice weekend. Apparently, the villa has its own pool, and a barbeque.”

“No firepit?”

She laughed again. “What do you think?”

He sighed. “I feel like a jerk. I’ve worried about it all day. I’d already decided I was being selfish and was going to suggest that you go.”

Michelle blinked her eyes open wide. “Really?”

He nodded.

“Thank you.” She leaned closer and kissed him gently on the lips. “But I’m much happier with the idea of you joining us.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, of course—and not just so I can think about you listening to us have sex. It’s hard trying to make conversation with someone who’s a relative stranger.”

He couldn’t help laughing. “Lucas is hardly a stranger. He’s fucked you more times in the last few weeks than I have in a year.”

“I didn’t say his cock was a stranger,” she said, narrowing her eyes and pushing her groin against his. “But in Newcastle, it was a strain to find things to talk about.”

Harry thought about being a wallflower as Lucas and Michelle splashed and fooled around in the pool. He also thought about lying in a different room and listening to them have sex all night long. The familiar tingle was back in his stomach.

* * * *

The arrangements for their trip were finalised. Lucas had flown out earlier in the week. He’d meet them at the airport Friday evening and drive them the seventy-odd miles to the villa. Their return flight was Sunday night, so they’d have two nights and two days to enjoy in Portugal.

When they got into bed on Thursday night, Michelle cuddled into his side. “Are you excited about tomorrow?”

“What’s happening tomorrow?”

She pinched him.

He laughed. “I’ve never actually been to Portugal before, but I imagine it’ll be very like Spain.”

“Hmm, not that you’ll see much of it.” She nuzzled his neck. “Is there anything in particular you want to see?”

“Lisbon’s stunning, apparently.”

She pinched him again. “That’s not what I meant, and you know it.”

He smiled and rubbed his hip where he’d been pinched. Twice.

Michelle leaned close. “You never told me how you felt about what happened when Lucas stayed over that night.”

Harry held his breath, reluctant to spoil the weekend, but knowing if he didn’t tell her how he felt about it, she’d only push him further next time.

“Harry?”

He sat up and Michelle did the same, looking concerned.

Harry took a breath. “Had you two arranged it beforehand?”

“Arranged what?”

“You know, for him to come in my mouth.”

She held his gaze for a second. “Not exactly.”

“What does that mean?”

Michelle sighed. “I wanted you there, and I wanted him to come where you could see it. You know how much it turns me on when you clean me out afterwards.”

“That’s different because it’s you I’m touching.”

Her eyebrows went up, as if she hadn't considered this. “Yeah, but it’s his cum.”

“But it’s your cunt I'm licking. But just to be clear, I don’t actually like performing clean up. I only do it because I know you like it.”

“I didn’t know that. I thought it was what you wanted, too.”

He shook his head, confused. “Why would you think it was what I wanted?”

“I’ve read it on the forums. Men enjoy doing it.”

“Some men might enjoy it. If it turns them on, that’s great. But it doesn’t turn me on. In fact, it turns me off.”

Michelle looked like she'd been slapped in the face, and Harry felt bad for spoiling it for her. “But when you cleaned me after Lucas, you seemed so eager to do it.”

This probably wasn’t the best time to be having this conversation, but there was no going back now. “I was eager to please you. I’d just watched you being pleasured by a black man with a huge cock, and I’d listened to him making you come. The fact you’d told me to lie on the bed beforehand made it obvious what you wanted, and as soon as he’d finished, he pulled out and got off the bed.” Harry shrugged, the memory still clear in his mind. “Before I’d had a chance to think about what would be involved, his cum began to dribble out, so I gave you what I knew you wanted.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay.”

She finally smiled. “What did you think of the taste?”

“It actually smelled and tasted of your juices, and since I had my tongue inside you, I was able to ignore what I was actually swallowing.”

“But what about the time when I got Lucas to... you know?”

He frowned. “That didn’t taste of your juices.”

“You didn’t like it?”

“No. And what made it even worse was that I felt like I’d been set up. The clean-up had been my decision, but that night, I felt like it’d been planned.”

She blinked and bit her lower lip, then nodded. “I’d read a few forums where hotwives like to watch their husbands suck the bulls off. Some even get the bulls to give their cucks anal.”

“Like I said, I have no problem with men who want to do those things. But you need to understand I’m not one of them.”

Michelle closed her eyes and nodded. “I’m sorry, I just thought—”

He squeezed her leg. “I should have said something at the time. I think we could both be better at communicating what we want.”

“Are you saying you want to stop what we’re doing?”

“No, of course not.” He pushed his shoulder against hers and smiled. “Don’t forget that before we started this, I was the guy who couldn’t get it up and you had to satisfy yourself with porn and a vibrator.”

Michelle looked down.

He smiled. “Whereas now, you’re getting everything you need from your bulls, and in Wales I managed to get it up twice in an hour.”

“That’s true.” She looked thoughtful. “What about the pegging?”

Harry shrugged. “It wasn’t my favourite experience, but it was okay because it was you doing it, not one of your bulls.”

“Can I do it again?”

Harry nodded. “If you like, but I’d prefer it was when only the two of us are there.”

She nodded. “Okay. So, tell me what you do like about being a cuckold.”

“I like to watch you being pleasured by men with big cocks. I like to watch your face and hear you scream when they make you come in ways that I never could.”

She leaned closer and kissed his cheek. “Thank you. And I’m so glad you told me about not liking to be involved.”

Harry paused. He hadn’t actually said he didn’t want to be involved, just that he didn’t want any involvement that resulted in other men’s jizz entering his mouth. Or back passage.

“So,” he said, holding her gaze. “Now you have to tell me what you like about being a hotwife.”

Michelle giggled and shook her head.

“Come on, I've just told you exactly what I like about what we’re doing.”

“Okay.” She took a breath. “I like to be used by well-hung men. I want them to take me in any way they want.”

Harry was amazed—she’d always been pretty free and direct with her instructions, he’d thought. “Really? I thought you liked to tell them what to do to you.”

“Sometimes I’ve done that, but it’s much sexier when they take control and do whatever they want.”

He shook his head, stunned. “I honestly thought it was all about you being in control.”

“No, I like them to be in charge, so I’m just a plaything. Sometimes I wonder if I should try BDSM, let the Dom have total control.”

Harry scoffed. “Doms never have total control. They can only do what the sub wants them to. As soon as they do the wrong thing, the sub says her safeword and the Dom puts his gloves back in his pocket and skulks off home.”

Michelle stared, open-mouthed.

He shrugged. “That’s my take on it, anyway.”

“I’m just shocked that you know about safewords and gloves.”

“You’re not the only one with access to the internet, you know.” Harry grinned, pleased that he’d managed to surprise her.

“So this weekend, all you want to do is watch, right?”

He nodded. “I’m happy for you to receive Lucas’s love fountain wherever you want, but I don’t want it aimed in my direction.”

She laughed. “I wonder how big the villa is. And how private.”

Harry could see she was excited about the prospect of having Lucas in the house, garden and pool.

He waited until she’d stopped smiling, then cleared his throat. “There’s another thing we need to talk about.”

“Oh?” Her concerned expression returned.

“There’s no way I’ll be able to get through airport security wearing a cock-cage.”

Her eyebrows went up. She’d obviously not foreseen this problem.

Harry continued. “The last thing I want to do is set off the metal detector, then have some guard mistake my dick for a shaved hamster that I’m trying to smuggle abroad.”

Michelle giggled. “No, although hamster might be a bit optimistic. Mouse would be mor—”

Harry tickled her ribs and she burst into a fit of giggles, trying desperately to wriggle out of his grasp. When he relented, she sat up and straightened her hair.

“No, you’re right. I can put it in my case…” She stopped talking when she saw his face.

Harry kept his expression blank.

She frowned. “Is this where you tell me you don’t like wearing the cage?”

He nodded slowly.

“Oh shit.” She shook her head and pushed her fingers through her hair. “Why didn’t you say at the time? I thought you…” Michelle looked devastated. “All the forums say men like wearing them, that it heightens their excitement and helps them build up tension and horniness for when they get their release.”

Harry shrugged. “I’m constantly terrified that I’ll be involved in an accident and have to explain why I’m wearing it when I get to hospital.”

“I feel like a complete bitch. I thought it was what you wanted.”

He laughed. “I assumed it was another way for you to control things. That’s why I was so surprised when you said earlier that you wanted the bulls to be in control.”

Michelle closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I think we should have looked at the forums together.”

He laid his hand on top of hers. “We’ll get it right, don’t worry.”

Reaching behind her neck, she unfastened her necklace and used the key to open the small padlock on the cage. She removed both parts and placed them on the bedside cabinet.

Harry gripped his cock, pulling it left and then right, and easing his scrotum away from his thigh. “That’s better.”

“Does this mean you’re going to wank yourself off tomorrow night while listening to me and Lucas?”

He smiled. “I’ll see what mood I’m in—but it’s nice to know it’ll be me who decides if I do or not.”

She looked down and nodded. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I just thought…”

“Forget it. Anyway…” He held his cock and looked at her hopefully. “Do you want to do a bit of role play with Free Willy?”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “No, thank you! I’ve got to save myself for my bull.”

“I can live with that.”

They turned the light off and both settled down for sleep.

Harry enjoyed the overwhelming feeling of freedom, and it wasn’t just the physical sensation around his groin.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Nine

The flight was uneventful, and they landed in Faro on time.

Lucas was waiting for them in arrivals, looking relaxed in a short-sleeved white shirt, tailored shorts and flip-flops, his sunglasses pushed up onto his shaven head. He smiled broadly at Michelle and nodded a greeting to Harry.

Harry opted to sit alone in the back of the hire car, letting Michelle make small talk with her bull during the hour-long drive. It was dusk by the time they’d reached the villa, a white two-storey building on a quiet road. The inside was sparsely furnished with painted plaster walls and tiled floors throughout.

Lucas led them into the kitchen and pointed to the fridge. “Help yourself to anything you want.”

The fridge was well-stocked with water, beer, white wine and vodka, but not much in the way of food. Michelle poured herself a glass of white and the men had beer.

Lucas held his bottle up. The other two touched their drinks to his, and he smiled. “Want to see outside?”

Without waiting for an answer, he walked confidently through the living room and pushed open a set of French doors. Michelle and Harry followed.

The garden had an L-shaped paved area around a small swimming pool, which was illuminated from below the surface. High fences and neatly trimmed bushes formed a screen around the entire perimeter. The pool was maybe three metres by five; not really big enough for swimming, but perfect for kids to play and frolic in.

And plenty big enough for Michelle and her bull to do some grown-up frolicking of their own.

Lucas led them to table and chairs under a wooden pagoda, where they all sat down with their drinks and made small talk. Lucas told them the villa belonged to a work colleague who had a couple of kids. Apparently the family spent all the school holidays here, but during term time they preferred to let people they knew use it rather than go through letting agencies. He claimed most of the local villas were owned by Brits.

Unsurprisingly, discussing the nationality of the neighbours wasn’t very high on Michelle’s agenda. “Harry told me last night that all he wants to do is watch us, so he won’t be joining in with any of our activities.”

Lucas nodded, clearly not too disappointed that the only person sucking his cock over the next forty-eight hours would be Michelle.

She finished the rest of her wine and passed her glass to Lucas. “Any chance of a refill?”

He got up and raised an eyebrow to Harry, who looked at his almost empty beer bottle and nodded. After the bull had disappeared inside to replenish their drinks, Michelle placed her hand on Harry’s. “Did that put your mind at rest?”

“Yeah, thanks.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Shall I get him to do me here, so you can watch?”

He laughed and shook his head. “If you can contain your desires until I’ve finished my next beer, I’ll go to bed and leave you two to do whatever you want, wherever you want.”

Michelle looked a little surprised, but smiled. “Okay, but I want you to watch tomorrow.”

Lucas returned with their drinks. After another ten minutes of strained small-talk, Harry announced he was tired.

They all went inside, and Lucas led them upstairs. He nodded at the door closest to him. “That’s the main bedroom, and the bathroom’s the next one along. There are two other bedrooms, but one only has bunk beds, so I assume you’ll want this one.” He pointed to the door opposite.

Harry took his bag. “Right, I’ll see you guys in the morning.”

He clicked on the light. The room was a good size with a double bed and small wicker tables on each side. A walk-in closet had enough rack-space and shelving to hold far more clothes than Harry had brought with him.

After he’d heard Lucas and Michelle go back downstairs, Harry grabbed his toiletries bag and headed to the bathroom. He had a pee, brushed his teeth and returned to his room. When he opened the window to let in some fresh air, he saw it overlooked the back garden.

Leaving the window open, he lowered the blind, stripped naked, and slid between the sheets. It felt refreshingly normal to move around without the cock-cage. Although he’d soon gotten used to the physical awkwardness of wearing it, he hadn’t fully appreciated how much emotional awkwardness it had caused. His fear of being involved in an accident and having to explain it to hospital staff hadn’t been his only concern; he used to worry that his friends would ask why he always used the cubicle in the toilets of pubs and at work.

Harry stretched out in bed and ran his hand down his body, delighting in simply adjusting his cock and being comfortable in any position. He could now even consider sleeping on his front. As he settled his head into the soft pillow, he heard Michelle’s laughter through the open window; she and Lucas had evidently returned to the table under the pagoda.

Although he could hear their voices, Harry couldn’t make out what they were talking about—just occasional words and giggles. Considering Michelle said she’d found it a strain making small talk with Lucas, she seemed to be doing pretty well.

Then a thought occurred; this wouldn’t be small talk, it’d be foreplay. They’d be whispering all the things they wanted to do to each other over the course of the next two days and nights.

Harry was slowly drifting off to sleep when the vibration of the French doors being closed a little too hard alerted him to Lucas and Michelle’s return inside. There were whispers from the stairs before a bedroom door opened and closed. The sound of water running suggested that their room had an en-suite. A toilet flushed, a tap ran for a brief second, and then there was more hushed conversation, followed by relative silence.

Harry closed his eyes but knew he wouldn’t be able to get to sleep just yet. His wife was about to have sex with another man in the room across the hall. The thought of it sent a shiver down his spine.

Without even needing to touch himself, Harry’s cock grew rigid. He sighed as he wrapped his hand around the shaft, moving the skin slowly up and down.

He held his breath and listened. The first sound was a moan from Lucas, which made Harry think Michelle was probably sucking him. He heard another sigh from Lucas maybe thirty or forty seconds later, and Harry became impatient.

Watching his wife sucking a bull’s cock was a turn on, but listening to it did nothing for him. It was hearing Michelle’s moans that made it worthwhile.

“Ahh…”

About fucking time.

Lucas had evidently had enough time in her mouth, because the sound Michelle had just made was undoubtedly triggered by a big cock being pushed into her. Michelle gave another moaned sigh, and then a slightly louder one.

Lucas must be sinking deeper with each thrust, stretching her out.

“Oh...”

Harry’s hand returned to his cock. There was already a puddle of precum on his stomach. He bit his lip but didn’t pump his hand. His only movement was to tighten and slacken his grip at the same time as he clenched and released his buttocks. He intended to delay his ejaculation until Michelle came.

“Oh yeah, just like that. Oh, fuck yeah…”

Harry suspected the groans and running commentary were for his benefit, but then again, it could all be for Lucas. Maybe hearing a hotwife moan and groan was what made bulls fuck them harder, and what drove them to perform six times a night.

“Ah, ah, ahhh…”

As Michelle’s first orgasm of the weekend finally arrived, Harry pumped his cock just three times before hot cum squirted up onto his chest. Clenching his teeth while listening to his wife’s screams of ecstasy, he sent more hot splashes onto his stomach.

Spent, he finally stilled his hand and let out a sigh. His heart thumped in his chest and he took deep breaths.

Having planned ahead, Harry took a box of tissues from his bag and wiped the mess from his body. He squeezed his cock, dabbed the tip, then put the sodden tissues into a side pocket of his bag, ready to be flushed away when he next visited the bathroom.

In true bull fashion, Lucas was still pounding away at Michelle. Her squeals got louder and more frequent—either she was coming again, or Lucas had increased the pace and force of his thrusts. It could be both; maybe they were both racing towards the finish line together.

Harry was past caring, already sinking into the post-orgasmic bliss of weary muscles and empty balls. He had a satisfied smile on his face when he heard Lucas grunt. Michelle uttered a few more sighs and moans, and then the villa fell silent.

* * * *

Harry woke and blinked a couple of times before he remembered where he was. He checked his watch, realising he’d slept for over nine hours. If there’d been more sex between Michelle and Lucas during the night, Harry hadn’t heard it.

He listened for over a minute but couldn’t hear anything. Climbing out of bed, he slipped on a t-shirt and shorts, then picked up his toiletries bag and the wad of tissues. As he opened his bedroom door he could see Lucas and Michelle’s bed was empty, the covers already straightened. Once all freshened up, he walked downstairs to find Michelle in the kitchen with a cup of tea. She wore a white vest and denim skirt.

She smiled at him. “Hiya.”

“Morning.” He wasn’t sure whether to give her a kiss, so he just smiled.

“Did you sleep okay?” she asked, a teasing glint in her eye.

Harry laughed. “I slept remarkably well thanks, considering how noisy the neighbours were.”

She laughed and wriggled her bum on the chair. “You’re welcome. We thought we’d pace ourselves, and only did it three times.”

“Well I’m afraid I was only awake for the first one.”

Michelle looked disappointed. “Oh. Are you getting bored already?”

“No, I was just tired.” He looked around. “Where’s Lucas?”

“He went to buy some stuff for breakfast. He’ll be back soon.”

Harry nodded and wandered over to look for coffee.

“So?” she said, her voice taking on that teasing tone again.

“Hmm?”

“Last night, without your cage…?” She raised her eyebrows.

“Yeah?”

“Did you…?”

Harry shrugged as if he didn’t understand her question.

“Harry!”

He laughed. “You just concentrate on getting yourself and your bull off, and don’t worry about me.”

“How many times?” she asked again.

Shaking his head, he poured his coffee and came to sit opposite her. “Tell me about your night. I want all the details.”

She grinned. “Do you want to know what it felt like to have his huge cock pushing in and stretching me open?” She leaned forward and wiggled her body seductively. “And how I had to make sure I was really, really wet so that it didn’t hurt me too much?”

There was a lightness in his chest, and his mouth went dry. He nodded, rather than attempting to speak.

She shook her head. “I don’t want to go into the details here—Lucas will be back any minute. I think it’ll be better to wait until we get home.”

Harry frowned. This wasn’t part of the deal. When they were in Newcastle, at least he’d seen the pictures and videos.

Michelle must have seen his disappointment. She stroked her thumb over the back of his hand. “Don’t sulk. When we’re in the privacy of our own bedroom, I’ll tell you everything.”

“Oh?” His heart beat a little faster.

“Maybe I’ll choose some sexy underwear and lie on the bed and describe every sensation. I’ll writhe on the bed as I recall his warm soft tongue flicking my clit, and his nimble fingers working their way in and slackening me up ready for his big, long cock. Then I’ll describe how it felt when he pushed it in, and how wonderful it is when a cock’s that big that it just keeps pushing. I get to the point where I don’t think it’s possible to take any more, and he pushes in another inch. Then another.”

Harry’s mouth hung open.

Michelle giggled. “And now that you no longer have the cage on, you can stand at the side of the bed and jerk yourself off over me while I give you all the juicy details of what it feels like to have a cock that big shoot its load so far inside, to feel the warm flush of his cum splattering me so deep…” She smiled and nodded at the bulge in Harry’s shorts. “That’s why I can’t tell you more about it right now.”

Harry tried to steady his breathing. He adjusted his cock to a more comfortable position. “I like the idea of that, but you have to tell me something. Just let me know the how and where.”

She held his gaze for a second, then nodded. “Okay, that’s fair. Well, first—”

“First you sucked him, then he fucked you.”

She looked puzzled. “Were you watching?”

“No. How could I?” He laughed at her expression. “I was listening, remember?”

“Oh, right.” She still looked slightly spooked. “So, I sucked him for a short time, then he had me in missionary.”

“And the where?”

“I was going to say in the bed, but I don’t think that’s the answer you’re after. I assume you want to know where he came?”

“Of course.”

“He came inside me.”

“And the second?”

“Me on top, first sitting up, then lying on him. And inside me again.”

“Third?”

“Spooned, and inside.” She leaned across the table. “Now you tell me,” she ordered. “How many times did you make yourself come?”

“Once.”

With a satisfied nod, she got up and made herself another cup of tea.

Just then, Lucas arrived carrying two bags of groceries. Harry stayed at the table drinking coffee while Michelle helped put things in the fridge and cupboards.

After a breakfast of croissants with jam, which they ate at the kitchen table, there was another awkward silence. Michelle cleared the plates and cups, then made a point of looking out of the window.

“There’s not a cloud in the sky,” she said, smiling at the men. “I think it’s time I topped up my tan.”

Harry’s heart began to beat a little faster.

Michelle walked over to Lucas and looked up into his face. “Will I need to wear a bikini?”

He shook his head. “It’s private.”

“Good, because I’d prefer not to have any tan lines.” With that, she took off her vest and skirt, leaving only a white thong. She glanced at Harry, then held eye contact with Lucas as she pushed the scanty cotton garment down her legs and off her feet.

Michelle picked up her clothes and headed upstairs, leaving the two men together in the kitchen.

Harry felt obliged to try and dispel the awkwardness. “I guess it’d be a lot easier if I’d stayed back in England.”

Lucas looked surprised by the comment and shook his head. “No, I think Michelle gets more out of it when you’re watching her.”

This revelation made Harry pause. Did Michelle really enjoy things more when he was watching, or was that just the impression Lucas got? Maybe it was simply a case of the hotwife putting a little more energy into her performance when the cuck was present, letting him know how much she liked the bull’s bigger cock. Lucas’s observation made Harry suspect she’d been less vocal in Newcastle.

Michelle walked back into the kitchen, still completely naked. She held up a bottle of suntan lotion and smiled at her husband. “Can you come outside and rub some of this cream on my back?”

As Harry stood up, she turned to Lucas. “Then maybe you could join us and put your cream inside me.”

Lucas chuckled as Michelle headed towards the French doors. Harry followed in her wake, his groin already tingling.

Stopping at the loungers at the side of the pool, Michelle handed Harry the lotion and turned her back to him. He sprayed a generous amount of cream along the top of her back and began to massage it in, covering her shoulders and sides. He added more to the backs of her arms and rubbed that in, too. Then temptation got the better of him, and he applied cream to her bum cheeks.

Michelle glanced over her shoulder at him, a teasing smile curling her lips. “Do you want to do the front as well?”

Harry nodded eagerly, and Michelle turned to face him, her arms held out to the sides. He sprayed cream onto each boob and also onto her tummy, smiling as she shuddered at the initial coldness. Then he put down the bottle and used both hands to massage the cream into her breasts, his fingers teasing her already-hard nipples.

Michelle was watching his face. “Are you excited about watching me being fucked?”

He held her gaze as he continued to massage the cream into the soft flesh around her nipples, then nodded.

She glanced down at his shorts. “Are you hard?”

“No.”

She leaned closer, brushing her nose against his. “I’m already soaked, and I expect you’re dripping quite a bit, too.”

He laughed. “Maybe I am.”

Without warning, Michelle reached out and squeezed his semi-hard cock through his shorts. “By the time Lucas has finished, you’ll be almost as wet as I am.”

Harry looked into her eyes. She wasn’t teasing or mocking him, she was just stating a fact. He nodded. “It’s true.”

“I want you to take your shirt off.”

“What?” Dread crept through him. He’d made it clear he didn’t want any contact with Lucas.

She smiled at his reaction. “I’m going to put sun cream on you.”

“Oh, right.” Harry pulled off his t-shirt and dropped it to the floor.

Michelle sprayed sun cream on his chest and shoulders, and rubbed it in. She then motioned for him to turn around and repeated her actions on his back.

She pointed to a lounger. “Lie on there.”

Harry did as instructed, and Michelle sat on the adjacent lounger. He watched as she applied sun cream to her legs and feet. She reclined her lounger so she was lying down. He was still propped up at forty-five degrees, and he admired her body—toned, perfect and glistening in the sun.

They lay in silence for maybe ten minutes or so, then a shadow passed over Harry’s face and he opened his eyes.

Lucas stood looking down at Michelle. He was completely naked, slowly masturbating his huge, fully erect cock.

Michelle was evidently pleased to see him. “Hello, handsome,” she said, letting her legs fall open.

The bull knelt on the lounger between her legs and positioned the huge tip of his cock at her entrance, dragging it through the outer folds and coating it with her juices. A smile crossed his face as he looked down at her sex. “Have I kept you waiting too long?”

“Yes, but you’re here now.” Michelle slid her arms around his waist and pulled him down.

Harry watched as Lucas slid his monster cock into his wife. Michelle let out a sigh and placed her small white hands on the bull’s black buttocks. Lucas lay down on top, obscuring Harry’s view of his cock moving in and out. From his sitting position, Harry looked down at the bull’s broad back, watching the muscles twist and flex beneath the ebony skin as he fucked her with a slow, easy rhythm. Michelle’s eyes were closed and her mouth hung open. She emitted quiet groans with each thrust.

Harry’s mouth was dry, his cock rigid and dripping precum inside his shorts. He saw Michelle run her hands over Lucas’s back, her body pushing up to meet each thrust.

She reached her right hand across and squeezed Harry’s left wrist. He took her hand in his, remembering the night they’d held hands while Jed fucked her on the kitchen table. Michelle moved her hand over his cock and squeezed it through his shorts. Harry shuddered at the contact. She reached her fingers up to the elasticated waistband, pulling it downwards.

Harry swallowed, not believing this was actually happening. He raised his bum off the seat and pushed his shorts down enough to release his cock. Michelle wrapped her fingers around it and immediately started to pump her hand.

Harry watched with a sense of disbelief. His wife was jerking him off while being fucked by another man; the sordidness of it gave him an unbelievable thrill.

Michelle let out a squeal and momentarily stopped pumping her hand. She squeezed him in a tight grip as her orgasm flushed through her body and then, to Harry’s delight, began pumping her hand again.

Lucas continued to fuck Michelle with his same steady rhythm, either oblivious or indifferent to the fact she was jerking off her cuck behind his back.

Harry clenched his teeth and his legs began to shake slightly as he neared his release.

Suddenly Lucas withdrew and knelt up, inadvertently pulling Michelle’s hand away in the process. The bull had decided to switch positions at the worst possible time, leaving Harry frustratingly close to the edge.

Lucas seemed unaware of Harry’s situation, or his uncovered cock. The bull sat up and placed a foot on the floor either side of their lounger, and lifted Michelle’s legs to rest them on his shoulders. Then he guided his cock back to her entrance, pulling her down the lounger to get into position.

Harry adjusted his shorts to cover himself, and Michelle gave him a sympathetic smile just before Lucas drove in so deep that she gasped. Her eyes rolled back.

Lucas fucked her hard, gripping her hips and pulling her body down to meet each thrust. Michelle ran her fingers through her hair and started to groan.

Harry had gone from spectator to participant, and then back to spectator again. As he watched the two of them moving towards their own climax, Harry still tingled from the thrill of her jacking his cock while being taken by another man. A few more seconds would have given him the release he was now desperate for.

“Oh, fuck…” Michelle’s legs locked straight, her feet pointing skyward over Lucas’s shoulders.

The bull dropped his head back and then held still. Michelle stared into Harry’s eyes as the other man flooded her insides, her mouth agape.

Harry sensed a close connection between him and his wife, which was weird considering his own frustration, plus the fact that Lucas’s cock was unloading inside her at that very moment. A silence fell and the three stayed on the loungers for a few more minutes before Lucas finally pulled out. Harry noticed that Lucas’s flaccid cock was as big as his own was when erect. Which it still was. The temptation to climb on top of his wife was almost too strong to resist.

Lucas stood and headed inside the villa.

Michelle sat up and brushed her hair back from her face, smiling at Harry. “How was that?”

He smiled, not sure whether she meant his enjoyment at watching her and Lucas, or his enjoyment at being wanked while she was with Lucas.

Without waiting for an answer, she looked down between her legs. “I need to get to the loo.”

Harry watched her disappear inside, then let out a long sigh. Closing his eyes, he concentrated on the feeling of the sun on his body, grateful when his erection finally began to wilt. Michelle returned wearing a pair of skimpy bikini bottoms, and Harry’s stomach tingled at the thought of her needing them to stop the remains of Lucas’s cum dribbling out of her.

She re-positioned the back of her lounger so they were sitting side by side, then stroked his arm. “I’m glad you’re here.”

Squeezing her hand, he smiled. “Me too.”

They sat in silence for several minutes, and then Lucas appeared on the patio wearing a pair of black shorts and carrying a large jug of sangria. “Anybody need a drink?”

The three of them sat in the sun and sipped their drinks for over an hour. Although they only made occasional small talk, Harry felt no awkwardness and, for the most part, they sat in a comfortable silence.

Michelle dozed on her lounger, presumably a result of not getting much sleep the night before. Harry decided to go for a dip in the pool, and Lucas told him where he’d find towels in the bathroom.

Even though the pool was only about a metre deep, Harry dived in. The sudden coldness took his breath away, and when he surfaced he saw the other two smiling at him.

“How is it?” Michelle asked.

“A lot colder than I was expecting.” He could feel goosebumps raised on his arms.

Lucas chuckled. “It warms up in the sun. It’ll be better this afternoon.”

Harry swam a few short lengths. He soon got used to the water temperature and stayed in the pool for about twenty minutes.

Lucas had bought some cooked meats and bread, and they had a light lunch sitting at the table under the pagoda. Michelle was still topless.

The bull was striving to be the perfect host. “I thought tonight we could drive to the coast. There’s a small fishing village which has a great restaurant and a couple of nice bars overlooking the harbour.”

Michelle smiled brightly. “That sounds great, but I didn’t bring any nice dresses.”

Lucas looked down at her breasts and smiled. “I don’t think anyone would mind if you were to go like that.”

She laughed. “I only flash my body to my bulls and my husband. I’ve got a skirt and blouse I can wear.”

Harry raised his eyebrows. “How about panties?” He’d been really turned on in Liverpool when he’d refused to let her put on underwear.

Michelle held his gaze for a second. “The skirt’s quite short—”

“And?”

Michelle bit her lip, then smiled and turned to Lucas. “My pervert of a husband likes me to go out without panties. What do you think?”

Lucas chuckled. “I think it sounds like a good idea.”

“Okay,” she said as she looked from one man to the other. “Tonight, there’ll be no panties.”

Harry noticed that her nipples had gotten harder. “I don’t think you should wear a bra, either.”

She sighed dramatically. “Fine.”

Harry grinned, the anticipation making his cock swell again.

“And now,” Michelle announced as she stood up, “I’m going to go for a swim.”

She walked slowly toward the pool, no doubt fully aware that the two men were watching her. Keeping her back to them, she bent at the waist, slipped her fingers into the waistband of the bikini bottoms, and pushed them down her legs, flashing a clear view of her sex. Now totally naked, she stepped to the edge and dived into the pool, staying underwater until at the far end.

When she re-surfaced, she stood up and turned back toward the men. Her hair was slicked back and her breasts stood firm and high, the nipples puckered from the cold. Beads of water covered her body.

“Wow,” Lucas murmured.

Harry glanced at him. The bull was actually gaping like a schoolboy ogling the class hottie. This wasn’t how bulls were supposed to act, but it made Harry even more proud of his wife.

“She looks good, huh?” Harry whispered.

“Yeah, she looks great.”

“So…”

Lucas looked at him, confused. “So?”

Harry nodded towards Michelle. “So get yourself in that pool and give her the fucking she deserves.”

Lucas stared at him for a second, and then stood and walked to the pool. He quickly removed his shorts and then sat on the edge, dangling his legs in the water.

Michelle swam slowly across to where Lucas waited. Harry quickly realised he wanted a better view and returned to his lounger at the side of the pool.

Standing up in front of her bull, Michelle glanced at her husband sitting a few feet away, then up into Lucas’s face. Without saying a word, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

Harry stared at the couple, wishing he had his phone so he could capture it on film. It was like the scene from a porno—a beautiful woman in a pool sucking a black man’s huge cock in a sun-drenched garden. Michelle was working her neck muscles, bobbing her head and taking Lucas deeper and deeper into her throat until her face nuzzled against his clean-shaven groin.

The bull gulped deep breaths of air, and Harry wondered if Michelle intended making him come with her mouth. Lesser men would have shot their bolt minutes ago, but Lucas allowed her to suck him like this for a long time. Finally, he gently pushed her head away and slid into the pool beside her.

Harry watched as the two of them caressed, imagining how good his wife’s soft body would feel as her lithe wet limbs brushed over his own.

Lucas gripped her waist and raised her almost out of the water. Michelle reached down and held his cock upright, and the bull lowered her down onto it. Harry’s cock quickly filled with blood as he watched his wife drop her head back and moan. Lucas easily moved her up and down.

“Oh… Oh…” Michelle’s orgasm had understandably arrived faster than usual.

Lucas bounced her on his cock, the pool water splashing in an almost comical fashion. Harry squeezed himself cock through his shorts as Michelle clung onto Lucas’s shoulders and came with a squeal. Lucas pushed up and grunted.

Michelle bit his shoulder and scratched him, wriggling her entire body in his arms. Harry didn’t know if she was milking his cock or searching for a second hit of her own. Maybe both—she let out another groan and kept clawing his back. Lucas bounced her a few more times, then held her tight and fell back into the water, taking her with him.

Harry took a few deep breaths to try and steady his racing heart. As the pair broke the surface, spluttering and laughing, Harry felt the precum in his shorts begin to cool.

Michelle and Lucas splashed and fooled around in the pool for quite a while, and then Michelle climbed out and announced she was going to have a shower and a siesta. Lucas slipped on his shorts and followed her inside, but returned moments later with a paperback and two bottles of beer. He passed one of the beers to Harry, then headed to the table under the pagoda and proceeded to read.

Harry sipped his beer and re-ran the pool sex-session through his mind. He wished he’d been able to capture it on film, if only so that Michelle could see how great she’d looked. He smiled to himself, smug in the knowledge that his wife was the sexiest woman he’d ever seen, and happy that he was able to enjoy sharing her in this way without any jealousy.

He slept for over an hour in the warmth of the afternoon sun. When he woke up, Lucas was still reading under the pagoda and Michelle was sipping wine in the lounger next to him, a vest and shorts hiding her body.

Harry blinked at her. “Sorry, I must have dropped off.”

Lucas wandered over. “Maybe we should head down to the village and get some dinner.”

Harry nodded, then dived into the pool to cool off before going to shower and dress.

* * * *

For the drive down to the restaurant, Michelle opted to sit in the back to give Harry more leg room and the three chatted amiably. The fishing village itself was picturesque and, since most of the coast of Portugal faced west, the sun setting over the sea added to the beauty.

Michelle had pinned her hair up and wore a fitted grey skirt that stopped a couple of inches above the knee. An ivory silk blouse hugged her figure, and the heeled sandals emphasised the muscle-tone in her calves. The fact she wasn’t wearing underwear gave Harry an added thrill.

Lucas suggested they go for a drink before dinner, leading them into a crowded bar situated on the harbour front. The clientele seemed to be mainly twenty-somethings, probably a mixture of locals and holiday-makers. Harry asked for a beer and Michelle ordered Prosecco.

As Lucas weaved through the crowd on his way to the bar, Harry saw several women’s heads turn to watch him. He could understand why; Lucas was good-looking, six-foot-four, and with a fit body. Harry also noticed a lot of the guys stealing glimpses at Michelle, too.

Michelle rubbed his arm. “What are you smiling about?”

He shrugged, not realising he had been. “I feel kind of invisible.”

She frowned. “Why?”

“We’ve been in here about a minute, and all the women have already checked out Lucas, and all the men have given you a good look over.”

She slid her hands round his waist. “Aw, are you feeling neglected?”

He shook his head. “No, I’m happy. I’m married to the prettiest woman in the room. I don’t need anyone else’s attention.”

Michelle opened her eyes wide, her face suddenly serious. “I love you.”

Harry was momentarily dumbstruck, and Michelle leaned close and kissed his mouth. As Lucas started back with their drinks, Harry decided to have some fun with the other patrons. “When Lucas gets back, kiss him.”

“Why?”

He smiled. “Just to give all your collective admirers something to talk about.”

She laughed, and when Lucas handed her the drink, she slipped her arm round his waist and reached up and kissed him on the mouth. “Thanks, handsome.”

Lucas looked puzzled at the show of affection but didn’t say anything.

All the time they were in the bar, Michelle made a point of cuddling up to both men and kissing them both regularly. By the time they left for the restaurant, Harry had a warm glow throughout his body.

The restaurant was about half full. They were shown to a square table in a small booth. Michelle sat against the back wall, the two men on either side of the table, facing each other. Lucas recommended the seafood, and that’s what they ordered.

Michelle flirted with both men while they were waiting for their food. Harry noticed that she was drinking more than she usually did, and he enjoyed seeing her so relaxed. Their food arrived and, as Lucas had promised, it was amazing.

Harry thought about the last time Michelle and Lucas had been out for dinner in a Newcastle restaurant. He still had the photos of her hand gripping Lucas’s hard-on through his trousers, and his hand up her skirt between her thighs.

A wicked thought entered Harry’s brain, and he dropped his hand under the table and placed it on Michelle’s knee. She glanced at him briefly but didn’t let it interrupt her conversation.

He moved his hand slightly higher up her thigh. As Michelle and Lucas continued their conversation, Harry picked up his beer with his left hand and pretended to look over to the other side of the restaurant. Moving his hand higher up still, he was thrilled when Michelle opened her legs a little wider.

Harry watched her face and pretended to be listening to what she was saying as he pushed two fingers inside her. Her eyes widened, and she hesitated slightly before continuing with what she was saying but, other than that, Michelle gave no indication that she was being fingered under the table.

He’d expected her to be wet, and wasn’t disappointed. After finger-fucking her for a half-minute or so, he withdrew his fingers and moved the tips of them up to her clit, loving the shudder she gave.

Michelle giggled to try and hide her reaction. She turned to Harry with the most beautiful smile on her face. “How was your lobster?”

“Not as juicy as your clam.”

With that, the pair of them fell into fits of giggles and Harry withdrew his hand completely.

Lucas looked puzzled, then shook his head. “I think you two must have caught too much sun today.”

Michelle wiped her eyes and smiled at him. “You could be right. Come on, take us back.”

After they’d paid the bill, Lucas drove them back to the villa. Inside the dark car, Michelle reached over the back of Harry’s seat and gently stroked the nape of his neck for the entire journey.

As soon as they walked into the villa, Michelle began to unbutton her blouse. “Are you two up for a midnight swim?”

Harry laughed and shook his head. “I think this is where I retreat to my room.”

Michelle smiled at him, her blouse now hanging open and her boobs in full view. She pouted, then moved her fingers to the fastener at the back of her skirt. “You’re such a spoil sport.”

With a wiggle of her hips the skirt slid down her legs. She stepped out of it and, wearing only her sandals, looked up at Lucas. “So it’ll be just us two in the pool again.”

Lucas looked at Harry, then back at Michelle. He shrugged, with an ‘I guess someone’s got to do it’ smile on his face.

Harry made his way upstairs while the others headed outside, Lucas still fully dressed, Michelle in her sandals.

Harry brushed his teeth as quickly as he could, then got to his bedroom and, with the light off, peeped out of the window. Michelle and Lucas were standing at the side of the pool, kissing passionately while running their hands over each other’s body.

Harry’s cock immediately thickened. He watched as they broke off the kiss and whispered for a couple of seconds, then Michelle suddenly pushed Lucas hard on the chest and he fell backwards, still fully dressed, into the pool.

She laughed maniacally, then kicked off her shoes and jumped in with him.

Harry slowly undressed, watching his wife kiss Lucas as she helped him peel off his soaked clothes. Though the pool was lit from below, Harry was too far away to see their expressions or what they were doing. He got the impression they were just stroking each other and having fun rather than having sex.

In the end, he decided to leave them to it and slid between the sheets. He heard laughter and occasional squeals for another five minutes or so, then, to his surprise, he heard them come inside. They stayed downstairs for quite a while, then their bedroom door clicked shut. He heard the shower running, followed by more giggles and squeals.

Harry tried to delay touching himself, but as soon as he heard Michelle groan his hand wrapped around his cock. Lucas was fucking his wife in the shower, and Harry couldn’t stop himself from pumping his cock at the thought of the big cock sliding in and out of Michelle after he’d primed her earlier in the restaurant.

As soon as he heard her let out another groan, Harry came all over his stomach, hot jets spurting with each pump of his hand. He waited until his breathing and heartbeat returned to normal before cleaning himself up exactly as he’d done on the previous night. As Harry was scrunching the cum-soaked tissues into the side pocket of his holdall, his wife screamed the arrival of her own climax.

Harry lay his head back on his pillow and sighed with contentment. As he was settling down to sleep, he realised the shower had stopped running. Michelle and Lucas must have moved the action into their bedroom.

Harry drifted off to sleep…

Michelle was standing in the pool, her elbows resting on the side. Several men stood in the water around her, taking turns to fuck her from behind while Harry watched. They fucked her hard, one after the other, each causing her to cry out as they slammed into her.

Jed sat on the next lounger to Harry, giving him a running commentary. “He’s got a big cock, she’ll enjoy this. Oh dear, he’s come already, that wasn’t much of a fucking. Get the next one in her, this slut’s pulling a train, you know. Wait a minute… that guy’s fucking her up the arse. What’s he want to do that for? She’s got a lovely twat.” He pushed Harry’s shoulder several times. “Tell him to fuck her properly.”

Harry shook his head and kept watching as Michelle came yet again.

Jed continued pushing his shoulder.

“Harry.”

Leave me alone.

“Harry!”

He opened his eyes, now fully awake. It was still dark outside, and Michelle was crouching down at the side of his bed.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, wondering if she’d actually managed to fuck Lucas to death.

“I wanted to see you,” she whispered.

Harry blinked, confused. “Is everything okay?”

She smiled. “Yes, everything’s fine. I’ve left my bull asleep and sneaked out to see my husband.”

He was still too muddled to think clearly. “Why?”

“I think you deserve a treat for what you did to me in the restaurant.”

Harry laughed. “Did you like it?”

She nodded. “Of course I did. You made me come.”

He sat up a little. “Really?”

Michelle laughed and folded her arms on the edge of the bed. “Listen, Lucas doesn’t like sloppy seconds, so you can’t come inside me.”

Harry blinked. “What do you mean he doesn’t like sloppy seconds?”

“He doesn’t like putting his dick into a woman who has another man’s cum in her. He admitted that’s why he missed the gangbang.”

“But he comes inside you six times a night, so he gets sloppy seconds, squelchy thirds and drippy fourths.”

Michelle giggled and slapped his arm. “He doesn’t mind his own cum, you idiot. It’s just other men’s.”

Harry shrugged. “How would he know? He’s already fucked you tonight in the pool and in the shower.”

“We didn’t stay in the pool, there were too many flies and moths. He only fucked me in the shower until I came, then we got out.”

Harry rubbed his face with his hands, still not quite with it.

Michelle let out a sigh. “He’s only come once so far tonight, and that was in my mouth.”

“Oh.” Harry’s mind went back to watching them in the pool, Michelle deep-throating the big black cock over and over. He wasn’t surprised Lucas wanted a repeat performance after making her come in the shower.

Michelle leaned closer and blew in his ear. “So you can’t come inside me, but you can fuck me so long as you withdraw first.”

He looked into her eyes. “Kiss me.”

She frowned. “I’ve just told you that Lucas has—”

“Kiss me.”

Michelle kept her eyes open and put her lips to his. Harry pushed his tongue as far into her mouth as he could, making her groan. He wasn’t sure why he’d done it, and although there was a strange taste to her mouth, it wasn’t obvious what it was.

Harry gripped her hair and held her head close as he hungrily sucked her tongue. Michelle climbed into his bed and lay on top of him. He was rock hard and reached down to guide himself inside her, relishing the warm caress of her sex. Michelle undulated on him, her body warm and soft and wonderful.

She pulled her head back and looked down at him. “Don’t you dare come in me.”

“I’ll try not to.” That wouldn’t be easy; the only reason he hadn’t come already was because he’d jerked himself off an hour or so earlier.

Michelle closed her eyes and bit her lip. He felt her gripping him as she came. For the second time that night, Michelle managed to stay silent while Harry made her come.

He smiled. “Maybe I’ll come in your mouth. I don’t mind sloppy seconds.”

Michelle raised herself off him and slid down his body.

As soon as he felt her mouth envelop him, Harry let out a quiet sigh. She’d taken his cock all the way into her throat on the first attempt; no need to build up to it like she had to with Lucas.

Michelle bobbed her head and Harry gripped her hair.

Harry imagined Lucas waking up alone and coming to look for his hotwife, only to find her straddling her husband’s legs with his cock in her mouth. Lucas would step behind her, hold out his ten-inch cock and slam it deep into her cheating cunt…

Harry came powerfully into his wife’s mouth. He had to bite his hand to prevent crying out. Michelle kept her head bobbing and Harry kept spurting. She scratched his legs with her nails and swallowed everything he produced.

She slowed her head movements, coming to a stop with her nose resting against his pubic hair. Pushing her tongue out, she licked his balls. Harry marvelled at how good she made him feel, how good she probably made every man she sucked feel.

Michelle released his cock and slid back up his body. She smiled her beautiful smile and kissed his cheek, then kissed his lips and forced her tongue back into his mouth. This time he could definitely taste cum, but it was his own, and he was tasting it from his wife’s mouth.

She raised herself up to look down at him. “Right, I’m going to creep back.”

“What if he’s awake?”

“If he’s awake and hard, I’ll make him fuck me.”

“Slut.”

She pinched his nipples playfully. “You’d better believe it,” she said as she slipped out of bed.

“I hope he fucks you hard.”

She smiled down at him. “So do I. See you in the morning, love.”

She crept out and slowly closed his door.

Harry sighed, wondering if he’d be able to come a third time while listening to his wife getting nailed. But there was no sound from the master bedroom, which made him assume Lucas hadn’t stirred from his sleep.

Harry closed his eyes, hoping to re-capture the dream of Michelle pulling a train in the pool.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Ten

Harry had been sitting at the table under the pagoda for over an hour. He’d drunk two cups of coffee and eaten some pastries he’d found in the fridge. Lucas and Michelle were no doubt making the most of their last lie-in together of the weekend, and Harry was happy for them.

Michelle’s late-night visit was still fresh in his mind—as was his vision of Lucas fucking her hard from behind while she sucked Harry’s cock.

“Hey, you.”

Harry looked up and saw his wife standing by the French doors. She had her hair tied in a ponytail and wore a vest and a tight pair of cut-offs. He couldn’t help smiling. “Hiya. Sleep okay?”

“Hmm. You?”

He laughed. “Oh yeah.”

She walked over and sat next to him. “Ask me what you asked yesterday.”

He frowned, puzzled. “Ask you what?”

“How and where. And how many.”

“Ah.” The penny dropped; she wanted to tell him about Lucas’s stamina. “Okay, but I’d prefer to get the details at home in the way you described yesterday.”

“You will. But ask me anyway.”

“Okay. How and where?”

“Number one you know. Standing up in the shower—which isn’t easy with a guy over a foot taller—and then in my mouth.”

“Number two?”

She smiled. “Some brief fling with another man. In my mouth again.”

“You’re welcome. Number three?”

“Missionary, then doggie. Inside.”

Harry nodded. “Number four?”

“Me riding him cowboy, then doggie again. Inside.”

“Impressive. Do I need to go on?”

Michelle rolled her eyes. “Oh yes.”

“Wow. Number five?”

“Missionary, followed by cleavage sex. Then in my mouth. Again.”

“Jesus. You must be shattered, though probably not hungry.” Harry smiled. “Lots of protein.”

Michelle stared, straight-faced. “Keep asking.”

“What? He had you again?”

She nodded.

“Okay, Number…where are we up to? Six?”

“He started off doggie, then decided to go anal. No lube.”

Harry winced. “Ouch.”

“Hmm. His cock was slick with juices and cum, but it still hurt. And he came in there, too.”

“Whew.” Harry almost felt sorry for her. “Before I ask how you feel, do I need to keep asking?”

“No. We’re all done. The bastard’s now fast asleep. Said he was too tired to make me a cup of tea.”

“Would you like me to make you a cup of tea?”

“Yes. And stop smirking, because I’m sore in every hole I’ve got.”

He patted her head as if she were his favourite pet. “Yeah. I suppose it’s a tough life, being a fuck-toy.”

“Piss off.” Michelle smiled, even though he was sure she’d tried not to.

Harry went into the kitchen and returned a few minutes later with tea and croissants for his wife, and more coffee for himself.

He passed the plate. “I thought these might soak up the jizz in your stomach.”

She frowned in disgust. “Bastard.”

“Yip. Now, drink your tea and then go for a swim while the pool’s still cold. It’ll numb your battered slut holes.”

Michelle laughed out loud and took a bite of her croissant. “Bastard,” she said again, spitting out flakes of dough in the process.

Lucas appeared a few minutes later. He nodded to Harry. “Morning.”

Harry returned the greeting, slightly freaked out by the weirdness of wanting to thank him for fucking his wife so many times during the night.

Lucas looked round the garden, then nodded towards the space behind the pagoda. “I thought we could have a barbecue later.”

Harry and Michelle both nodded their approval.

Lucas went back inside and came out carrying a glass of orange juice. He joined them at the table and looked up at the clear blue sky. “Another hot day.”

“Well,” Michelle said, “I’ll have to make the most of it. This is probably the last sunshine I’ll see this year.”

Lucas laughed. “I’ve got all next week here, too.”

Harry wondered if he’d said that hoping to convince them—or at least Michelle—to stay for longer.

“Lucky you.” Michelle stood up and walked over to the lounger and slowly stripped off her vest and shorts.

The fact she kept her panties on made Harry wonder if Lucas’s cum was still leaking from both holes. His stomach fluttered at the probability of it.

Harry stayed at the table under the pagoda and read the football reports on his phone. Lucas retrieved his paperback from inside and went to read on the lounger next to Michelle. The three of them relaxed in peaceful silence for over an hour.

Michelle broke the tranquillity by announcing she was going to have a swim. She slid her panties off and dived straight into the pool. After swimming a few short lengths, she climbed out and walked back to her lounger.

Rather than sitting down, she dragged it over to the pagoda and positioned the top end closest to Harry’s chair. Then she padded into the villa and returned with a plastic bottle. “Rub this on me,” she said as she passed it to Harry.

He examined it. “This isn’t the stuff we used yesterday.”

“No, it’s tanning oil. Use loads, because I want to be slippery all over.”

Harry obliged, rubbing the oil all over her shoulders, breasts, belly and arms. She turned around and he covered her back and bum in the same way. When she lay on the lounger, Harry dribbled oil straight from the bottle onto each of her thighs, then massaged it in. Michelle raised her legs one at a time, so he could cover the calves, too.

He looked down at her body, which glistened and looked very inviting. Without warning, he poured more oil onto her stomach and bent to rub it in, running his hand down between her legs and over her sex.

Michelle pushed her groin up to meet his hand, then smiled at him. “Sit in your chair.”

Harry did so; he was now looking down at her prone body from immediately behind her head.

“Now you’ll have a grandstand view.” She looked over toward the other lounger. “Lucas, get over here and do your duty.”

Lucas looked up from his book, pushing his sunglasses onto the top of his head. He gave a smirk as he stood up, dropped his paperback, and walked slowly across the patio, coming to a halt at the foot of Michelle’s lounger.

Looking down at her body, he gave her a confident smile and unbuttoned his shirt. Harry could see the bulge forming in the bull’s shorts and, not for the first time, he marvelled at the guy’s ability to get an erection whenever he needed to.

Lucas slipped his shirt off and dropped it to the floor. As he pushed his shorts down, his cock sprang out, rock-hard and rolling pin-straight. He took his sunglasses from the top of his head and reached down to pass them to Michelle, who laughed and put them on.

She raised one leg and tapped her foot against his huge cock. “Get this inside me.”

Lucas knelt between her legs and lowered himself into position. He placed the tip at her entrance, looked up into Michelle’s face, and grinned. “Ready or not, here it comes.”

He pushed forcefully into her, going ten inches deep in a single stroke. Michelle let out a yelp and pushed her head back. Harry gazed down at her face, which was upside down from his view. Her eyes were hidden behind the sunglasses, and her mouth was wide open.

Lucas held himself up on straight arms, his triceps bulging. “You ready for me to do my duty?”

Michelle smiled wickedly. “I’m always ready, you sh—”

Lucas thrust into her again, a single, powerful lunge. He held his cock as far in as it would go and looked down into her face. “Are you ready to do your duty? Are you ready to take everything I throw at you?”

Michelle bent her arms and gripped the top of the lounger on either side of her head. “Come on, give me all you’ve got.”

Harry watched the two of them with a coldness in his stomach. He sensed a tension between them he hadn’t seen before. It was almost like they were competing to see who could out-fuck the other.

Lucas glanced up at Harry, then looked down at Michelle’s oil-coated body. Pulling back out of her until only the tip was inside, he sneered, baring his teeth, and then slammed into her. He pulled right back and slammed in again, over and over.

Michelle arched her back and let out a high-pitched squeal with each prod from his cock. Lucas fucked her hard and fast. Harder and faster than Harry had ever fucked her, probably harder and faster than anyone had ever fucked her. Her squeals became a constant wail.

As he looked down at his wife’s face, Harry wondered what was going on behind the dark glasses. Did she really want to have sex like this, or was it just a performance for him? Was she experiencing ecstasy or pain?

“Oh God! Yeah…Fuck me fuck me fuck me…”

Harry got his answer.

Lucas fucked her so hard that he’d pushed her body up the lounger, and Michelle’s head was now hanging off the end.

Harry watched her face. Although it’d have been nice to be able to see her eyes, the sunglasses somehow added to the thrill he got. She looked… he couldn’t think of the right word. Mysterious? Anonymous? Whatever word it was that eluded him, she looked incredibly sexy. Shifting on his seat reminded him that he had his phone in his pocket.

Lucas held himself up on straight arms and Michelle squirmed beneath him as he fucked her. Harry looked down from above his wife’s head and took several photos, then switched to video and captured the action.

The bull lived up to his title, fucking her this way for a long time. Harry couldn’t tell how many times his wife came because she never stopped wailing throughout, though at least twice her wails became screams.

Michelle must have known when Lucas was approaching his release, because she told him to pull out before he came.

Harry held his breath and watched the screen of his phone as the bull withdrew and held himself up on his arms over her body. Michelle reached up with her hand and pumped his huge cock. A stream of cum erupted from him, splashing all over her oil-slicked breasts and stomach.

Michelle let out a groan of appreciation and kept pumping her hand, and more cum spurted over her. Harry’s cock was rock-hard as he dribbled precum inside his underwear.

When Lucas had finally stopped coming, Harry stopped recording and took another series of photos of his cum-splattered wife, her face turned up to him. He knew these photographs were the sexiest images he’d ever managed to capture. He looked forward to editing them on his laptop, maybe trying out a few effects.

Lucas stood and smiled down at Michelle, then turned, ran across the patio and leapt. He curled himself up into a ball—Harry had called it ‘bombing’ when he was a kid—and a huge spray exploded from the pool as he hit the water.

Michelle climbed up off the lounger and turned to face Harry. Lucas’s sunglasses still hid her eyes, and his cum still covered her chest and stomach.

She tilted her head to one side and smiled. “Take my picture.”

Harry did so, taking at least ten shots.

“And now shoot a video,” she ordered.

Harry obeyed, selecting the correct option and pressing the red button.

Michelle smeared the cum all over her stomach and breasts while looking directly into the lens. “I have a confession—this isn’t my husband’s cum. My husband has just watched another man fuck me, and I know he enjoyed it almost as much as I did.” She licked her lips. “And when we get home, my husband is going to use me for his pleasure, and then he’s going to come all over me as well.” Michelle gave her most beautiful smile. “I love my life.”

There were butterflies in Harry’s stomach, and he stopped filming. He stared at Michelle, who removed the sunglasses and looked down at her body.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked.

“What, the sex or the confession?”

She laughed. “Both, I suppose.”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

“Good. I’m going to wipe this off and take a shower.” With that, she turned and headed inside the villa.

Lucas climbed out of the pool and pulled on his shorts, then walked over to the barbecue. He found firelighters and piled charcoal briquettes around them, then set it alight.

Michelle came out of the villa, her naked body now clean. She smiled at the men, then walked slowly to the pool and lowered herself in. She allowed herself to float on her back, her legs and arms held open like a starfish.

Suddenly, the handle of the garden gate rattled as someone tried to open it. The gate was bolted from the inside, and whoever was trying to get in rapped the wood with their knuckles.

“Yoo hoo,” called a woman’s voice.

Michelle climbed out of the pool and anxiously looked around. She was stark naked and dripping wet. Lucas made his way to the gate, and Harry quickly removed his own t-shirt and threw it to his wife.

Lucas gave her time to get the shirt over her body before opening up. A woman tottered onto the patio. She was somewhere in her mid-forties and wore just a black bikini and a pair of high-heeled sandals. She had a good body and a rich tan. Her hair, dyed an unnatural shade of deep magenta, was held up at the back of her head by a large clip.

She smiled broadly and gripped Lucas’s arm. “Hi, darling.”

“Stephanie.” Lucas pecked her cheek stiffly.

“Jenny told me you were coming over to stay. I saw the smoke from the barbie and thought I’d pop over to say—”

The visitor finally noticed Lucas had company. She regarded Michelle with a look of disdain, and Harry saw the woman’s eyes wander down his wife’s body. The white t-shirt was now soaked, and the thin wet cotton did nothing to hide her nipples. At least it was long enough to hide her lack of bikini bottoms.

“Oh…” Stephanie looked accusingly at Lucas, as if she deserved an explanation.

“Stephanie, this is my friend Michelle.”

“Hello.” Stephanie didn’t hide the fact that she didn’t approve of Michelle’s presence.

“Hi,” Michelle smiled, obviously amused by the situation. She pointed to Harry. “This is my husband, Harry.”

As soon as Stephanie saw him, her smile returned. “Ah, right. Hello, nice to meet you both.”

Harry nodded in greeting but couldn’t help smirking at the situation. Stephanie obviously hadn’t liked the idea of Lucas having a female guest, but a married couple was perfectly acceptable.

If only she knew what’d been going on.

Lucas looked slightly embarrassed by the intrusion, his smile very forced. “Stephanie owns the villa next door. I work with her brother-in-law, who owns this villa.”

Stephanie turned her hundred-watt smile toward Lucas. “I came to ask if you wanted to come around for drinks later, but if you have other plans, I’ll understand.” She looked over at Harry. “You’re all welcome.”

Michelle smiled apologetically. “That’s very sweet of you, but I’m afraid we’re only here for the weekend. We fly home tonight.”

“Oh, that’s a shame,” Stephanie chirped, turning back to Lucas.  “Well if you’re doing the airport run, I could cook a late supper for the two of us, if you like?”

Lucas looked uncomfortable but accepted the invitation.

“Super, see you later.” Stephanie turned to flash another smile at Harry. “Lovely meeting you,” she said, then headed back towards the gate.

Harry admired her bum and legs as she went.

Lucas frowned and nodded towards the French doors. “I’ll get the meat from the fridge.”

After Lucas had gone inside, Harry approached Michelle. “You okay?”

She smiled. “Yeah, why?”

“I was just wondering…”

Michelle laughed. “He’s a bull. He can fuck who he wants.”

“Right.” Harry nodded. “He’ll be getting more than supper later.”

“What did you think of her?”

He wondered how honest to be. Although Michelle had suggested she wasn’t jealous, that might not have been the complete truth. “I thought she…”

Michelle laughed. “Stop being a wimp and tell me if you fancied her.”

“She had a nice figure and great legs. Considering she’s about fifteen years older than us, I thought she looked good.”

Michelle nodded. “Yeah, she did. But who walks down the road to visit a neighbour wearing high-heels and a bikini? God, how desperate must she be?”

“I thought she looked sexy.”

“You would.” Michelle stripped off his t-shirt and handed it back, then dived back into the pool and stayed there until the chicken and steak were cooked and ready to eat.

The three of them chatted as they ate, though Stephanie wasn’t mentioned in their conversation. Harry helped to carry the plates in and said he was going to pack his bag. He’d expected Michelle would demand her bull do his duty one more time, but when he came back downstairs, Michelle was lying naked on the lounger enjoying her last hour in the sun, and Lucas was reading his book next to her.

When it was time to leave, Michelle went upstairs and came down a couple of minutes later wearing a pair of jeans and a long-sleeved top, her bag over one shoulder.

The drive to the airport was done in relative silence. Although Michelle had assured him she didn’t care what Lucas did when she wasn’t there, Harry sensed a strained atmosphere between the two of them.

At the drop-off zone, Harry grabbed his bag and said a quick goodbye to Lucas, heading for the door so they could say their goodbyes. He watched their reflection in the glass doors. Rather than an expressive hug to thank each other for their weekend of passion, Michelle just reached up and kissed him chastely on the cheek.

Once inside the airport, Michelle sighed. “I think it’s time I moved on from Lucas.”

“What?” They’d just spent forty-eight hours fucking each other. “I thought you didn’t mind about Stephanie?”

She laughed. “Of course I don’t mind about Stephanie. But he can’t have it both ways.”

“What do you mean?”

She nodded at the queue ahead of them. “Let’s get through security then go for a drink in the bar. I’ll fill you in.”

It took less than ten minutes to get to the departure lounge and find a vacant table in the bar area. Harry bought two bottles of beer.

Michelle took a sip, then looked at him. “Lucas kept forgetting the rules. On Friday night and for most of Saturday, he kept pestering me about the two of us going away for a couple of days together. ‘Not just for sex,’ he said.”

“Oh? On Saturday, he told me he thought you enjoyed it more when I was there.”

Michelle hesitated and blinked. “That’s probably because I put on a show for you, and he got to benefit from it.” She shook her head. “But he wasn’t asking me to go away with him as your hotwife. I think he wants a girlfriend.”

“Ah.”

She nodded. “He was talking about us going to Dublin. He said we could see the city and go dancing. I told him if I want to see new places and go dancing, I’ll do it with you. I explained that I only see bulls for casual sex.”

“And?”

“He said he thought we had something special, and that he was under the impression he was the only bull I was seeing at the moment.”

Harry considered this. “I suppose it’s been mostly him since the gangbang.”

She nodded. “He wasn’t happy about the gangbang and wouldn’t let me talk about it. At first, I thought it was because he didn’t like the idea of sloppy seconds, but it became clear he didn’t like was the idea of me being fucked by other men. When I told him about Jed, he went really sulky.”

“So, you’re not bothered that Stephanie will be getting him tonight?”

“Not at all. I reckon if he does his anal-without-lube trick on her, it’ll cause her first frown since the Botox treatment.”

Harry laughed and choked on his beer. He reached over and squeezed her hand.

She shrugged. “Anyway, Lucas is a bit too… nice.”

“Nice?” Did she mean handsome? Would she prefer more men who looked like Jed?

“Yeah, he’s polite and sincere.”

“I thought he fucked you rough and without lube?”

She laughed. “He’s still a nice guy. I want someone who’s a bit rough round the edges, with an attitude.”

“Have you been reading bad-boy romance stories?” he asked with a tone a teacher might use.

“Ooh, bad-boy bulls. I wonder where we can find one of those?”

They didn’t discuss Lucas or any alternative bulls during the three-hour flight. It was past one in the morning by the time Michelle and Harry finally arrived home, and they were both too tired for anything except sleep.

As they cuddled in bed, Harry thought about what she’d revealed in the airport. Had Lucas really fallen for her? He remembered the guy’s expression while watching Michelle in the pool the previous day and wondered how many of the other hotwives made him say ‘wow’.

It seemed strange that Lucas could disapprove of her seeing other bulls when she shared a bed with her husband every night of the week. Maybe Harry’s small cock didn’t count as competition, and it was only the thought of Michelle taking another big cock that upset him.

While Michelle slept soundly in his arms, Harry wondered what the attraction was for a bad-boy. And then he began to worry about how he’d be treated as the cuck.

* * * *

A few nights after their return from Portugal, Michelle headed up to bed earlier than usual. Harry thought nothing of it but when he followed her up fifteen minutes later, he found her lying on the bed wearing a black see-through teddy and hold-up fishnet stockings. He stopped in the doorway, momentarily dumbstruck.

Michelle pointed to the floor at the side of the bed, her expression serious. “Take off your clothes and stand here.”

Harry did as he was told.

Michelle reached under her pillow and brought out the vibrator he’d used on her after they’d watched the film of the gangbang. “I’m going to use this as a prop while I describe what it’s like taking a real cock this size.”

Harry was unable to take his eyes from it. He’d forgotten how big it was. His cock stiffened at the memory of punishing her with it.

“So…” Michelle held the base in one hand and trailed the fingers of her other hand over the tip and down the shaft. “This is about the same size and shape as Lucas’s cock.”

Harry saw her gaze fixed to the sex-toy, not him.

“When I haven’t seen him for a while, I can’t let him just push it all in at once. It’s too painful, so I have to build up to it. I have to make sure I’m wet.” She glanced up at Harry. “I mean, really wet.”

He swallowed hard to lubricate his dry throat.

Michelle looked back at the vibrator. “I always get pretty wet anyway, because the anticipation of getting fucked by a cock this size is a huge turn on. But, when you consider the size…” She lay the vibrator against her mons, the toy reaching well past her tummy button. “Makes me wonder how it can fit in.”

Harry considered the size of the toy in relation to Michelle’s petite body and tiny waist. He knew the path the toy would travel would take it back and in at an angle, but it still looked nigh-on impossible. He’d always marvelled at the way she was able to accommodate huge cocks. Most of the bulls from the gangbang had been big, but Roy, Lucas and Jed had possessed the biggest cocks he’d ever seen.

He realised Michelle had stopped talking and looked up from the toy to her face. She was smiling at him, and her eyes slowly wandered down his body. Harry followed her gaze. His cock was rock hard, the domed tip already glistening around the slit with precum.

“During the flight to Portugal,” she said in a sexy whisper, “I thought about lying naked in the sun, then getting fucked in the pool. I was so wet, I could probably have taken Lucas straight away, but I wanted to please him, too.”

Michelle got up onto all fours, facing Harry. “When Lucas and I got into the bedroom, I stripped naked and knelt on the bed like this. Then I told him to take off his clothes and stand at the side of the bed, just like you are.”

An involuntary muscle spasm ran through Harry’s body, causing his cock to twitch. A trickle of precum seeped out as he considered the possibility of Michelle sucking him.

Michelle smiled as she watched him. “So, when Lucas was naked and standing with his cock so close, I opened my mouth and put my tongue out, like this.”

Harry was afraid he’d come as soon as she sucked him, but Michelle stuck her tongue out and licked the tip of the sex toy instead. She took the tip into her mouth and closed her eyes. He watched, hearing the slurping noise, and imagining how it had felt for Lucas. He remembered lying in his bed and listening to the guy moan.

Michelle pulled her head back and looked up at Harry. A thin strand of saliva stretched from the toy to her lower lip. “When I suck Lucas, I’m doing it for a couple of reasons. Ignoring the fact that it makes him really hard, it also turns me on. A lot. I can feel my juices pooling inside.”

Harry could hear his pulse raging in his ears. He was desperate to touch himself but was afraid to in case he came.

He breathed shallowly through his mouth. “So what happened next? When he was hard, and you were wet?”

She flashed a smile of approval and lay back on the bed. “I opened myself up to him, like this…”

As she opened her legs, Harry could see the outer lips of her sex were engorged and slick.

“I didn’t need to tell him what I wanted, and he climbed on the bed between my legs.” She positioned the tip of the vibrator at the opening of her sex.

Harry realised she hadn’t bothered flicking the switch; maybe she was worried the sound would make it hard for him to hear her commentary, or maybe she just wanted it to feel more like Lucas was fucking her.

“He’s always gentle during the first time,” she said, looking into Harry’s eyes. “He pushes in slowly, watching my face to gauge if it’s too painful.” Michelle slowly eased the toy inside her, raising her bum off the bed slightly to line her body up with the invading phallus. “Ahh…”

Harry watched her wince slightly as the toy went about halfway in. Her moan was exactly the same as the one he’d heard that night, the same he’d heard many times.

“He takes his time, going a little deeper with each…” She pulled the toy back and pushed it into her a little further. “Ahh..”

Michelle eased the toy deeper and deeper until it was buried deep inside her. Then she looked up at Harry, her voice breathless. “And then he fucked me like this and shot his load deep inside me.”

Harry swallowed the lump in his throat.

She bit her lip as she looked at him. “I think we should see who can make themselves come first.”

Although he’d love to fuck her, Harry found himself preferring this scenario. He smiled down at her. “Do you want me to wait for you to catch up?”

She held his gaze while she pumped her hips up and down, the ten-inch toy completely enveloped inside her. “I thought I’d need to wait for you.”

He shook his head. “I could come just looking at you dressed like that. And when you tell me about sucking big cocks, how wet it makes you…”

Michelle was rocking the base of the toy and riding it from below. “Harry, I think you should… I’m going to… Oh fuck.”

Harry gripped his cock and pumped his hand as fast as he could. A thick cord of cum flew out and landed on Michelle’s teddy.

She yelped in surprise and arched her back, letting out a squeal as she came. Harry’s second spurt landed in her pubic hair and on her hand.

She groaned again and sat up on the bed, opening her mouth wide.

He only just managed to get his cock between her lips before releasing another spurt. Michelle took him all the way into her throat as she continued to rock the vibrator deep inside her.

Harry let out a groan, half-kneeling on the bed as he watched her change the rhythm of her hand.

She began to slide the toy in and out, slowly at first, but soon increasing the pace as she approached her second orgasm.

Harry felt her groan as a vibration on his cock, which she hadn’t released from her throat. Her face pressed against his groin and her toy was buried deep inside. Her body shook with the release. He imagined two bulls using her like this, and he felt himself getting harder in her mouth.

Michelle must have felt it, too, because she began to bob her head forward and back. She brought her free hand up to play with his balls.

Harry had never come two times in a row, but as Michelle began working her mouth and tongue on him, he knew there was a strong possibility he might be able to do it now. He closed his eyes, picturing her kneeling on a bed and being spit roasted by two bulls.

Both guys looked like Lucas: black, with shaved heads and huge cocks. Lucas-One pushed from behind, sending his cock deep inside her. Lucas-Two knelt by her face and sent his cock right down her throat. Michelle made grateful sounds and rocked herself forward and back between the men, revelling in the experience of having twenty inches of cock buried inside her body. In Harry’s weird perception of what was possible, he imagined the two black cocks almost meeting each other inside his wife’s body, and both unloading their creamy cargo at the same time, flooding her with…

Harry let out a groan as he came for the second time. Michelle kept him in her mouth and swallowed everything. He tried to recapture his vision of the spit roast, but the euphoria of a second orgasm had clouded his mind. His entire body trembled, and Michelle eased him up and off her.

Harry stood, still trying to catch his breath. He looked down at her and sighed.

Michelle flashed him a beautiful smile. “How was that?”

He shook his head and laughed. “I didn’t know I could do that.”

She smiled. “Me neither, but now I know you can come twice in a row, you’re going to have to do it more often.”

His stomach tightened as joy flooded through him. “Okay.”

She looked down at the sheer amount of cum all over her body. “Wow.”

“Yeah…” He couldn’t help smiling.

She slowly pulled the vibrator out and wrapped it in tissues from a box on the bedside drawers. “Get in bed, I’ll go and clean up.”

“No.” He’d said it louder than he intended, and she blinked in surprise. He shrugged. “Please, don’t clean up. Stay like that, and sleep with my cum all over you for a change.”

She looked down at her body, then up into his eyes. “Is that what you want?”

He nodded.

She pulled the quilt back and lay on the sheets. She made a point of showing him her hand, which still had cum on the back of it. She put her tongue out and raised her hand to her mouth, but he reached down and stopped her. Harry climbed into bed and brought her hand to his mouth and watched her eyes as he licked his own cum from her hand.

“I thought you didn’t—?”

He shook his head. “I don’t. But you do.”

She nodded. “Thank you. But now you’re going to have to make me come again.”

“Are you serious?” He knew there was no chance in hell of him getting another erection.

“Very.” Michelle got up on the bed and straddled his face. “If you can lick up cum for me, I can pretend I’ve just been fucked and that you’re cleaning me.”

Harry smiled. “I think that’s a good compromise.” He licked his lips and looked up at his wife’s gaping sex. Closing his eyes, he gripped her buttocks and pulled her down onto his tongue.

Michelle let out a groan and rocked her hips. Harry eagerly licked, probed and sucked, and she came after only a couple of minutes.

They settled down in bed and cuddled, the itchiness of her stockings giving him a thrill whenever their legs met. They were both fast asleep within minutes.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Eleven

Over dinner on Thursday evening, Michelle told Harry she and Abby would be working at the Crown Court in Manchester the following day.

“Big case?”

“Not particularly, but Abby suggested I go with her. I thought you could come over after work, and we could have a drink in the city tomorrow night.”

Harry smiled, pleased with her suggestion. “It’s been ages since we’ve been out in Manchester. I’ll drive over in the car because the last train home leaves about ten.”

“Great.”

They finished dinner chatting about trivial things, then spent the evening watching TV.

The following morning, Michelle was up early. She dressed in the grey suit Harry had bought for her trip to Newcastle with Lucas, and smart black high-heels. 

Harry looked at her admiringly. “Are you sure you’re just going to court and not meeting up with a bull in Manchester?”

She laughed as she checked her makeup in the mirror. “I wish I was. As it is, I’m playing with fire wearing this suit.”

He smiled, remembering her saying that Abby would go batshit if her underling looked smarter. “Shouldn’t you wear nylons?”

Michelle shook her head. “I always find courts too hot, then I get sweaty and my thighs itch.” She looked down at her legs. “Besides, I want to show off my tan from our holiday.”

After she’d gone downstairs, Harry headed to the bathroom.

He was in the shower when Michelle popped her head round the bathroom door. “Right, I’m off. Text me when you get to Manchester tonight, and we can arrange where to meet up.”

“Okay.”

“If you try and text during the day, I won’t be able to reply because Abby makes me turn my phone off in court.”

Michelle closed the door, and Harry heard the back door slam a few seconds later. He finished in the bathroom, dressed and headed off to work. Rather than making himself breakfast, he called at the local café for a coffee and pastry to eat on the way.

After a relatively quiet day in the office, mostly spent looking forward to the evening, Harry closed down his workstation and left a few minutes early. It took him almost ninety minutes to travel less than twenty-five miles, thanks to Friday night traffic, and he finally  texted Michelle while waiting at a traffic light in the city centre. By the time he’d parked on the multi-storey car park, he’d received her reply.

A quick check of the maps app on his phone told him he was less than a quarter of a mile from the bar she’d named. Although the pavements were still wet from an earlier shower, it wasn’t raining as Harry made his way through Piccadilly Gardens.

The bar was crowded with the ‘drink after work’ brigade, most of them dressed in suits. They all looked and talked like professional people—lawyers, bankers, businessmen and women. Harry found Michelle and Abby standing at a tall table with three other people: two men and a woman.

Michelle gave him a kiss on the cheek and did the introductions. “Harry, I’d like you to meet Jonathan, Greg and Louise, who all work at the Manchester branch of our firm. And Abby you know, of course.”

Harry shook the hands of the other three, and Abby gave him a hug.

“Nice to see you again, Harry,” she said.

Harry smiled at the others. “Can I get anyone a drink?”

Greg stepped away from the table. “Let me get you one. What would you like?”

“I’ll have a bottle of Bud, please.”

Greg smiled and joined the queue at the bar while the others continued with their conversation. Harry quickly gathered that Michelle’s firm had been overseeing the implementation of new employee contracts for a company merger.

When Greg returned with Harry’s drink, the shop-talk petered out and they started talking about their weekend plans. Louise and her other half were going to visit friends in Yorkshire, and Abby was taking her daughters to a show here in Manchester the following night. Jonathan said he was taking his son to a fell-running competition in Norwich on Sunday.

“Norwich?” Harry was astounded. “But that’s miles away.”

“I know, but it’s the inter-county championships.”

Michelle frowned. “How far away is it?”

Jonathan sighed. “Just under two hundred miles, but on slow roads. It’ll take the best part of five hours to get there.”

Harry was still shaking his head. “So will you go down the night before?”

“No, we’ll be driving them all down at the crack of dawn on Sunday for a midday start. The race and presentations will take at least a couple of hours and it’ll be about eight in the evening by the time we get back.”

“Wow. How old’s your son?” asked Harry.

“Fourteen.” He smiled. “That’s what happens when you have kids—your own social life stops and you become a taxi-driver to cater for their social life.”

Abby nodded. “There’ll be no more romantic weekends in Portugal, like you two had last weekend.”

Harry glanced at Michelle, who smiled.

“You went to Portugal for the weekend?” Greg asked. “That explains the suntan.”

Harry nodded, wondering if Greg had spent his entire day ogling Michelle’s bronzed legs. “We know someone who had the use of a villa and they invited us over.”

Abby rubbed Michelle’s arm. “Everyone in the office is jealous because she has such a healthy glow.”

“Yeah, she does,” Harry agreed. That’s what you get when a big, fit black man fucks you about a dozen times.

“So,” Greg asked. “What are you up to this weekend?”

“Nothing after tonight,” Michelle said. “I have housework and laundry to catch up on.”

The group chatted for another twenty minutes or so and then Abby and Jonathan both left, followed one drink later by Louise, leaving just Greg with Harry and Michelle.

Although she’d previously said their sex-life and work-life were to be kept separate, Harry couldn’t help wondering if this had been prearranged, his wife telling Greg to hang around and see where the evening led. Greg was somewhere in his mid-thirties, tall and very slim with designer glasses. Harry wondered if he was Michelle’s type.

When the lawyer headed off to the toilets, Harry looked at his wife and raised his eyebrows. She laughed and slapped his arm. “Don’t be silly—he works for the same law firm as I do, remember?”

Ten minutes or so later, Greg announced he was going home.

Michelle looked at Harry. “Shall we have one more in here, then try somewhere else?”

“Okay. Same again?”

Michelle nodded and smiled.

Harry had now drunk two bottles of Bud and was driving, so ordered himself a Coke. He knew Michelle had already had three glasses of wine, plus whatever she drank before he arrived. Maybe he would get lucky later.

As the after-work clientele began to leave, the bar filled with younger people starting their night out. The men were dressed more casually, and the women’s dresses were shorter. Harry and Michelle chatted about her day, which she said had mainly been spent in an outer office with Louise.

“By the way,” she said as if she’d just remembered something. “I got a text from Lucas.”

“When?”

“It was sent this morning, but I didn’t see it until I was walking here.”

“Did he confess to servicing Stephanie?”

She laughed. “Funnily enough, he didn’t mention her. He just said he was flying home today and asked if I’d be around one night next week for a meet-up.”

Harry paused. When she didn’t say more, he had to ask. “And will you?”

She scrunched her nose up. “Probably not. I’m not saying never again—but like I said, it’s time for me to move on.”

“So what will you tell him?”

“I’ve already replied. I said no, and that I’ll contact him in a few weeks.”

“Oh. What did he say to that?”

Michelle took her phone out and checked her messages. “He’s not replied.” She downed the last of her drink. “Come on, let’s find somewhere else.”

Once outside, they discovered the rain had returned.

“Where’s the car parked?”

Harry pointed. “Down there.”

She slipped her arm in his as they hurried to the car park. “Come on, I’ve had an idea. Let’s drive out of the centre and find a normal pub.”

He couldn’t help wondering why she’d suggested he drive over to Manchester if they weren’t going to spend the entire evening in the city-centre bars.

Once in the car, Michelle opened her maps app. “Okay, let’s head west. Turn right here, and then go straight across at the traffic lights.”

Harry drove as instructed, his stomach beginning to tingle with anticipation. He knew Michelle had a plan; he just didn’t know what it was yet.

They left the bright lights of the bars and restaurants behind them and entered an area that looked like it had seen better days.

“Take a right at the end, let’s see where that leads.”

He got the feeling that she knew exactly where it would lead, and not only because she had the map in her hand. The surrounding area was mainly old industrial buildings with graffiti spray-painted on the crumbling bricks, and whatever shops they passed along the streets were either boarded up or had metal mesh over the windows to deter vandals and thieves.

Michelle was looking down each side street they passed. “There, take the next left.”

Harry frowned but did as she’d said. The street had cars parked on both sides.

“Go to the end and turn left. I just saw a pub down that last road.”

He glared at her. “You want to have a drink here?”

She nodded. “I think it’ll be interesting.”

“I think we’ll get our wheels nicked.”

She laughed and squeezed his arm. “Stop being such a stick-in-the-mud. It’ll be fun.”

He passed the pub, which looked depressing, and found a space on the street nearby. They got out and started walking back, Michelle’s heels clicking on the uneven paving slabs.

“What do you think?” she asked as they looked around at the rows of terraced housing.

“I think it looks as rough as a bear’s arse.”

She giggled and pushed open the door.

The conversation in the pub stopped as they walked in. All the men stared at Michelle, who looked completely out of place in her smart suit and high heels, with her hair tied up in a chignon. The only other women Harry could see were a barmaid in her fifties with short-clipped blue hair, and two older local wives sitting with their husbands in a corner.

Harry offered a smile at the men who stood aside for him as he approached the bar. “Hiya, can I have glass of white wine and a Coke, please?” he asked the barmaid.

She pursed her lips and took a box of wine from a fridge. “You want ice?”

Harry frowned, then realised she meant with his Coke. “Oh, yes please.”

After he’d paid he carried the drinks back to Michelle, who’d found a free table close to the door, but only a few feet from the bar.

Harry sat next to her, looking around discreetly. All the men were still openly staring at Michelle. “What are we doing here?”

She smiled. “I just wanted to come somewhere like this and soak up the atmosphere.”

“Soak it up? You could cut it with a knife.”

“Don’t be so melodramatic.” She smiled as she put her glass to her glossy lips. “I seem to be getting quite a bit of attention.” She took a sip of her wine, and the smile disappeared.

Harry smirked. “How’s the vintage?”

“Fucking hell, that’ll strip the enamel from my teeth.”

“Well, it serves you right.” He looked at the unfriendly faces scowling in his direction. “I assume we’re here because of your fascination with bad boys?”

Michelle kept her face straight. “You might think that…” When she crossed her legs, there was another lull in the conversation at the bar, and several men looked hungrily at her tanned flesh and high-heels.

Harry was more than a little uncomfortable. The men were all covered in tattoos, and several had bad teeth and ill-fitting clothes. Surely that wasn’t Michelle’s idea of a bad-boy.

“I need a pee,” she said. She stood up, and all the men watched as she made her way to the door beneath the toilets signs. A combined appreciative murmur rippled through the group of men, who obviously didn’t care that Harry was still in the room and could hear them.

Harry worried that if a couple of the men decided to visit the toilets at the same time as Michelle, he’d be completely helpless.

When Michelle returned, she flashed a smile at the men at the bar as she returned to Harry at their table. She held out her fist, and he looked questioningly at her. She smiled and looked at her hand. He realised she was holding something and opened his palm. Harry felt the soft material and immediately knew what it was. Michelle had removed her panties in the toilets.

Harry stuffed the black silk garment into his trouser pocket and glared at her, leaning close. “Michelle, these aren’t the kind of men to try your tricks on.”

As she blinked at him, he saw she was more drunk than he’d realised. He was terrified that things could quickly get out of hand and took out his phone to make sure he could get a signal in case he needed to phone the police. Visions of films where women had been gang-raped in bars flashed through his mind. He remembered one with Jodie Foster being the victim of—

“I can’t drink this wine.” Michelle pushed her glass away. “Do you think they’ll have Prosecco?”

Harry laughed. “What do you think?”

“Okay, can I have a gin and tonic?”

“Why don’t we go to somewhere a little more salubrious? Like McDonalds.”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “Don’t be a snob. Now go and get me a drink.”

Harry returned to the bar, the men again parting to leave a space. He saw them all looking over at his wife.

“Alright?” said a big guy with close-cropped blond hair and an earring who was sitting on a barstool. He was about fifty, had seriously yellowing teeth, and looked like he was a couple of sandwiches short of a picnic. He was the last person Harry would want to get on the wrong side of.

“Yeah, good thanks.” Harry smiled as he paid for the drink, then returned to their table.

Michelle thanked him and took a sip. “That’s better.”

Harry was still uncomfortable, but he and Michelle spent the next fifteen minutes or so sipping drinks and talking about unimportant stuff.

Michelle crossed her legs again and leaned close to his ear. “I’m really wet. Do you think any of the men in here will be able to smell my sex?”

Harry stared at her, open-mouthed. “What is wrong with you?”

She shrugged. “I’m feeling a bit adventurous.”

“Believe me, this is not the sort of place—”

“I’ll get the next round.”

Before Harry could argue, she’d stood up and walked to the bar. Harry watched the men turn and openly run their eyes over her body. She ordered their drinks then turned to smile at them.

“Alright darlin’?” asked a young guy with a beer belly and ‘Salford’ tattooed at the side of his neck.

“Yes, thanks.” She smiled brightly, and Harry could see she was a little unsteady on her feet.

“You’re looking very smart,” said the big guy who’d spoken to Harry.

“Thank you.” She looked down at herself. “I made an effort today because I appeared in court.”

The way the men nodded made Harry think they’d all had to buy or borrow suits in the past for their own visits to court.

The big guy’s eyes wandered down her body again. “And how did it go?”

Michelle tipped her head to one side and held up her glass. “Well, I’m here celebrating and not in jail.”

He smiled, showing those uneven, yellowing teeth. “Good for you.”

Michelle came back to the table. “They seem friendly enough to me,” she whispered as she sat back down on her chair.

Her phone beeped in her bag, and Michelle took it out and looked at it. “Lucas has replied.”

“Oh?”

She slid the phone back without bothering to open the message. “Old news.”

Harry shook his head. They stayed in the pub for another hour or so. The two old couples from the corner left, the women putting up umbrellas before heading out into the night. Michelle’s admirers at the bar also thinned out, with only the big guy and a couple of others left, all chatting to the bored, blue-haired barmaid.

Michelle stretched her legs out and smiled at the big guy when he looked her way.

“You’re going to get your legs wet,” he said, nodding at the door where the umbrella-armed ladies had just exited.

“Well, a bit of a splash can feel quite nice on your legs sometimes.” She raised her eyebrows and stuck her tongue between her teeth.

Harry couldn’t believe what she’d just said.

The guy laughed. “Seeing as you’re celebrating, why don’t I buy you a drink?”

Michelle smiled broadly. “That’s very kind, but, as you say, I’m the one who’s celebrating. Let me buy you one.” She stood up and walked to the bar. “What would you like?”

He sneered and ran his gaze down her body yet again. “How long have you got?”

She laughed. “I meant to drink.”

“Stout, cheers.”

Michelle looked at the barmaid, who was already pulling the guy’s pint. She held out her hand to the man. “I’m Michelle.”

Harry watched as the man closed his massive hand around hers. “Ralph.”

“Pleased to meet you, Ralph.” She turned towards their table. “That’s Harry.”

Ralph nodded at Harry, then went back to looking Michelle over from head to foot. “So, what were you up for?”

“A lady shouldn’t be asked such a question,” she said with a giggle. “Besides, the judge said I was innocent.”

He grinned. “I can’t believe you’re that innocent.”

Michelle giggled flirtatiously and pushed her bare, bronzed leg against the dirty knee of his jeans.

Harry sat in disbelief as he watched Michelle fawning all over Ralph, laughing at crude innuendo and fluttering her eyelashes. The two of them exchanged hushed words, and then he downed the rest of his almost full glass and retreated to the toilets.

Michelle returned to their table and smiled at Harry. “I’ve told Ralph we’ll drop him off as it’s raining so hard.”

He stared at her. “We’re taking him home?” he asked, incredulous.

“Not our home, you dope. We’ll drop him off near his own. It’s just up the road, apparently.”

Ralph returned from the toilets and Harry stood up. The men nodded at each other, and the three of them left the pub and hurried down the road towards their car. Water thundered down onto the pavement where drainpipes were either broken or missing completely. Michelle squealed as the water splashed up her bare legs. Harry got the car open and slid in behind the wheel. Ralph walked around the car and got into the back seat, and to Harry’s surprise, Michelle got into the back seat as well, directly behind the driver’s seat.

Harry glanced in the mirror. The interior light was still on, and he could see that Michelle’s hair was soaked and her face was wet. She smiled at him in the mirror.

He turned to look at Ralph. “Which way?”

“Down to the end and turn left. Then take a right at the mosque.”

Harry started the car, and the interior light faded out. He flicked the wipers onto fast but before he could drive anywhere, he had to wait for the car heater to clear the mist of condensation from the windows. With the fan on full and rain battering down on the roof, Harry couldn’t hear what the two in the back were saying to each other, but he saw Ralph sit forward and take something out of his pocket, passing it to Michelle.

Is that a condom?

Michelle glanced at Harry in the rear-view mirror, then she smiled and bent over Ralph. She was undoing the guy’s trousers.

Is she seriously going to fuck him in the back seat?

The windows had now cleared, so Harry put the car in gear and pulled out onto the narrow, rain-covered street. At the end of the road, he stopped to check for oncoming traffic. There wasn’t any, but he waited anyway. In the mirror he watched his wife’s head bobbing up and down in Ralph’s lap. The man’s face was in shadow, but Harry could see his chest rising and falling as he took deep breaths.

Harry pulled out onto the main road and drove slowly, watching for the mosque where he was to turn right. Michelle let out a groan and Harry instinctively checked the mirror. She was still working the guy’s cock with her mouth, but he could see that she was now kneeling on her own half of the seat, her upper body over his lap.

She let out another groan, and Harry could smell her sex. The combined sounds of the engine, wipers and rain drowned out most of the noises they were making, but Harry was positive that Ralph was fingering Michelle.

He saw the mosque and flicked on the indicator. As he turned off the main road into the side road, Ralph let out a groan of his own. Desperate to see what was happening in the back seat, Harry made a sharp turn onto a patch of waste ground on the left.

The interior light came on automatically as he stopped the engine, and Harry twisted in his seat. He saw Michelle had Ralph’s cock completely down her throat, the guy’s big hand gripping her hair, moving her head up and down. Through the gap between his seat and headrest, Harry could see Michelle’s skirt bunched up around her waist. Ralph’s arm rested along her back and his huge, paw-like hand reached down over her exposed backside. He had two thick fingers in her cunt, and his thumb completely embedded in her backside as if gripping a bowling ball. Ralph was rocking his hand wildly, almost raising Michelle off the seat with his movements.

She continued to squeal and whimper while deep-throating the guy, and then Ralph dropped his head back and let out a guttural sigh. Michelle gulped and moaned approvingly, as if drinking her favourite tipple after a long abstinence.

Ralph sighed, and uttered several crude words with his eyes closed.

The tightness in Harry’s stomach almost over-rode his arousal. He was far from happy that his beautiful wife had just swallowed the spunk of this ugly, unlikeable lout.

Michelle readjusted her position and sat on the seat while Ralph tucked his softening cock back into his jeans and fastened his belt.

“I can walk from here,” he said. He climbed out of the car but bent his head back inside to speak to Harry. “If you’ve got any more like her, I’m in there most nights.” He slammed the door and jogged over the road, dodging puddles on the way before disappearing down a narrow path between two run-down buildings.

Michelle got out of the car and dashed round to the front passenger door, sliding in next to Harry. Her hair was even wetter, and her lipstick smudged round her mouth.

Harry glared at her. “He thought I was your pimp.”

She smiled.

Harry tried to stay angry, but he couldn’t help smiling. “He thought you were a hooker. You made him think going to court today was…” He shook his head.

Michelle bit her lip and opened her hand, showing a wet, crumpled collection of twenty-pound notes.

Harry’s mouth dropped open.

“I’ve just been paid sixty quid.”

“That was a fucking stupid thing to—”

“What, sucking him or charging him?”

Harry sighed and ran his hand through his hair. “You know I have no problem with you fucking and sucking men. But asking for money is a whole different ballgame.”

She nodded but kept smiling that broad, vacant smile.

“Michelle, when you fuck somebody else, the only thing you’re breaking is your marriage vow to be faithful. As soon as you introduce money, you’re breaking the law. What if Ralph were an undercover cop?”

She giggled. “What are the chances of that? He was barely literate.”

“He could have been acting. He could have…” He tailed off, too flustered to even argue.

Michelle reached over and stroked his crotch. “I told him a blowjob would cost him fifty pounds. He agreed immediately, and asked if he paid extra could he have a feel at me…”

Harry’s cock was rock hard inside his trousers.

“So, I said since I was celebrating tonight, he could feel me up for a tenner.” She gripped Harry’s erection through the material. “I’ll do you for free.”

Harry stared at her, then looked out of the windows at the rain, the depressing waste-ground with its oil-stained puddles and falling-down chain-link fencing.

Michelle got his cock out and held it in her hand. “I remember the days when this was a floppy piece of useless flesh.”

His bulbous tip was already slick with his excitement.

“But now look at it. It’s always ready to go inside me now. Always ready to take the place of whatever cock I’ve had first.” She leaned close and blew into his ear. “When you were a kid, did you like playing follow the leader?”

Harry grabbed her hair and pushed her head down onto his cock. She yelped and opened her mouth wide, taking his full length into her well-used throat. He bounced her head in his lap, sometimes squashing her against the steering wheel.

“I’ll treat you like a whore if you really want me to.” He pushed his hips up to coincide with each down-stroke of his hand, but in his heart he knew his cock would never trouble Michelle.

“Did he make you come while you earned your money?” Harry reached under her and squeezed her breasts. “Did the whore get more than the money for her blowjob?” He pinched her nipples hard, making her yelp. “You fucking…” Harry held her head tight and emptied everything he had into her throat.

Michelle moaned and bounced her head.

Her teeth scraped on his shaft and tip as she manically groaned and bobbed her head, but Harry didn’t mind. He’d just experienced one of the most intense orgasms he could remember.

Michelle finally released his cock and brought her head up level with his. She looked into his eyes, and he could see she was drunk.

“Twice,” she said, a challenging look in her eye.

“What?”

“He made me come twice while I sucked him.”

Harry nodded.

“And that’s the number of times a man has shot his load down my throat tonight. Twice.”

“And did it make you happy?”

She seemed to think about it for a second. “I’d rather have had two cocks shoot their loads inside me, but that’s just me. I’m happy that I can make guys want me. Make them want to come in my mouth.”

Harry watched her face, wondering where she was going with this.

Michelle licked her lips. “Are you happy that guys want me?”

He smiled. “You know I am.”

“Good.” She moved closer and kissed him. Harry pushed his tongue into her mouth, making her groan.

They kissed passionately for almost a minute, then she eased herself away from him and looked into his eyes. “When we get home, I’m going to make you fuck me.”

Harry was still breathless from their kiss, but he knew he’d have no problem getting hard again. It was a thirty-minute journey, and he’d be able to think about Ralph’s big fingers prodding Michelle while she swallowed his filthy seed during the drive home…

Michelle moved back into her own seat and fastened her seatbelt. Harry started the car and waited once again until the condensation had cleared. He looked down at her legs and remembered the way the men in the pub had openly stared at her. He felt his cock twitch and smiled. Tonight, his was the only cock that would be going inside her, and his cum was the only brand she’d be getting. No sloppy seconds. No follow the leader.

* * * *

It was a few days later when Michelle told Harry that Lucas had apologised for asking her to go to Dublin with him. She and Harry stood in their kitchen preparing dinner and chatted about one of her numerous sex-partners falling in love with her as if they were talking about a soap opera from television.

“I replied and said it wasn’t a problem,” she said as she drained the veg through a colander. “I explained that I’m the exact opposite of what normal women want. When they get the relationship and the closeness, that leads to sex. I told him I have the relationship and closeness with you, so from him I just want the sex.”

Harry laughed. “You could have said ‘don’t wine me and dine me, just sixty-nine me’.”

Michelle laughed as they sat down at the kitchen table to eat. “Which reminds me, we’ll be entertaining a visitor at five on Saturday.”

“Oh?” Harry felt a twitch in his groin. “Lucas?”

She frowned. “No, he’s got to wait his turn and pay his penance.” She raised her eyebrows. “This one’s new. He advertises his services under the moniker The Strict Master.”

Harry laughed, but couldn’t help feeling a little uneasy. “I don’t want to watch you getting whipped.”

“Don’t worry,” she said, shaking her head. “I was very clear that I wasn’t looking for somebody to torture me.”

They finished their dinner in relative silence.

* * * *

Harry played tennis on Saturday afternoon while Michelle readied herself for her latest date. When he got home he found Michelle out of the bath and sorting through her makeup box. He took a quick shower and changed into a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.

Michelle stood in the bedroom wearing nothing but a pair of black high-heels with an ankle-strap. She’d pinned her hair up and applied thick mascara and bright-red lip gloss, which was her usual makeup for seeing bulls.

She opened the wardrobe door and turned to Harry. “Any suggestions?”

He glanced at the array of dresses, many of which were only worn in the bedroom. “The short black one with cold-shoulders?”

Michelle pursed her lips. “Maybe. If it fits.” She held it up, still on its hanger, nodded, then pulled the dress over her head. “What do you think?”

The dress was loose-fitting on the top, with three-quarter length baggy sleeves, but the skirt part was stretchy and tight on her hips, the hem ending mid-thigh. The fact her shoulders were left uncovered emphasised her all-over tan.

“You look really sexy.” Harry’s cock was already damp.

“Thank you. Do you think our new bull will approve?”

“I’m sure he will.” He looked round the room. “Shall I bring a chair up here?”

Michelle shook her head. “I think we’ll stay in the lounge for this one.”

Harry went downstairs and poured them both a drink. The Strict Master was due to arrive in about ten minutes.

When Michelle came into the room, Harry admired her as she picked up her drink and sat on the couch. She slowly crossed her legs and smiled at him. His wife was about to be fucked by somebody neither of them had met before, and the thrill it gave him was something he’d never be able to explain to anyone.

She sipped her drink, then cleared her throat. “I’m not sure if I’ll be able to make any decisions, but if you have any requests about what you want to see, now’s the time to tell me.”

“Let’s see what your Strict Master has in mind for you.”

She raised her eyebrows and looked at his groin. “How wet are you?”

He shrugged. “Probably not as wet as you.”

She uncrossed her legs and slowly opened them, giving him a clear view of her glistening outer lips.

He stared, then swallowed the lump in his throat.

She laughed at his expression. “I suppose you’re a little wetter now?”

Before he could reply, the doorbell rang.

As Michelle went to the door Harry remained on the sofa, waiting patiently to meet the next man to fuck his wife.

Michelle entered the room first, followed by the new bull. He was younger than Harry had imagined, probably in his early twenties. He was clean-shaven and had spiked hair and a suntan. His groomed brows made Harry think of the androgynous male models they hired for perfume adverts.

He nodded at Harry, then turned to Michelle. “You look like a million dollars.”

Harry suppressed a snort at the cliché, but Michelle smiled at the compliment.

The Strict Master frowned at Harry. “You must be ashamed of yourself for not being able to satisfy this work of art.”

Harry and Michelle shared a look, but Harry held his tongue.

“Luckily for her,” the Strict Master continued, “there are real men who are more than happy to perform the role that sissies like you aren’t up to.”

Harry tried hard not to smirk. He had to avoid looking at Michelle’s face because he was sure they’d both burst into fits of giggles.

The bull ran his hand down Michelle’s side and over the swell of her hip. “You are beautiful.”

Michelle looked at the bull and licked her lips.

“Take out my cock,” he ordered.

Harry was surprised at the guy’s tone but guessed this was all part of the Strict Master persona.

The guy was wearing a tight-fitting round-necked sweater and black jeans. Michelle undid the buckle of his belt and, with expert fingers, made short work of his fly buttons. She eased the jeans down his thighs to reveal white briefs and sunbed-orange legs. She released his hardening cock, holding it in her red-nailed hand.

“Worship my cock.”

Harry choked back his laugh. The guy’s cock was maybe eight-inches long, and not particularly thick. Michelle had worshipped cocks almost fifty percent bigger than what he had to offer.

Michelle started to stroke his cock, then began to pump her hand.

“That’s right. Wank my tool. Show your sissy-husband how you like to handle a real cock.”

Michelle didn’t look in Harry’s direction, and he suspected she was embarrassed by the guy’s manner.

“Drop to your knees and worship the cock.”

Michelle slowly bent her legs until she was squatting, her feet still on the floor and her knees parted. Harry thought she looked much sexier that way than on her knees, and wished she was facing him so he could see her sex.

“Worship the cock with that pretty little mouth of yours.”

Michelle opened her mouth and took in the entire length of him.

The guy was instantly balls-deep in her throat and seemed a little surprised. His eyes opened slightly wider, but then he regained his composure. He turned to Harry and sneered. “See how she worships the cock of a real man?”

Harry kept a straight face and focused his eyes on Michelle. He knew the two of them would laugh about this later in bed.

“Okay, stand up again. It’s time to worship the cum.”

Michelle released him from her mouth, straightened and stood next to the bull. His cock glistened with her saliva.

“Worship the cock with your hand. Beat my meat so your sissy can watch.”

Michelle started to wank him off. Harry watched the concentration on her face. He knew she was playing the role of the hotwife and trying to not let the bull’s manner spoil the occasion for her.

“Yeah, that’s right. Now cup your other hand under the end of the cock.”

Harry watched as Michelle did as instructed.

The Strict Master dropped his head back as he came into Michelle’s hand. She continued to pump his cock, and he oozed out three or four more spurts into her cupped palm.

“Yeah, that’s it,” whispered the bull. “Now hold up your hand, and let your sissy see how much cum a real man can produce.”

Harry thought back to Jed, who’d seemed to have produced about half a pint over the course of the evening.

“Let him see my hot alpha cum all over your wedding ring, so it reminds him that he’s not able to satisfy someone as sexy as you.”

Michelle glanced at Harry, an almost apologetic look in her eyes.

“You can drink it, if you like.” The Strict Master nodded towards Harry. “Maybe your sissy could lap it up, too. He might get some alpha hormones.”

Harry had to turn away as he couldn’t stop smiling.

“I’m sorry,” Michelle said. “I don’t do gokkun. I only drink cum straight from the source. And Harry doesn’t do that, either. He just watches.”

The Strict Master shrugged as if they’d just refused a generous offer. Michelle found a tissue and wiped her hand, then looked into his eyes. “How long does it take a real man like you to get hard again?”

A self-confident grin creased his face. “For a babe like you, I’ll be able to stay hard as long as you can stand it.”

“Good.” Michelle gripped her dress and, in a single motion, lifted it over her head and dropped it on the chair.

The Strict Master stared down at her body, which was completely naked except for the fuck-me shoes.

She moved closer. “Maybe it’s time for me to see what it feels like to have a real Strict Master punishing me with his cock.”

The bull nodded and removed his jumper and pushed down his jeans. His phone fell from his pocket on the floor by Harry’s feet. The bull kicked off his shoes—he wasn’t wearing socks—and stepped out of his jeans and pants. Naked, his orange body seemed to have a weird, almost nuclear glow.

Harry thought he looked like the sort of person who spends his days in the gym watching himself exercise. He had a hairless chest, flat stomach, and good muscle-tone in his arms.

Michelle walked around to the back of the armchair opposite where Harry was sitting. She bent over the back of the chair and smiled at the bull. “Maybe you should come and show me a good time.”

The Strict Master started to play with his cock, which, in fairness, was already hard again. He walked to stand behind Michelle and ran his hands down her sides before reaching round to cup her breasts.

Looking over her shoulder at Harry, the bull smiled. “Now you can watch her face while she gets the sort of man she deserves.”

He bent his knees and pushed into her. Michelle let out a silent sigh that was nothing like the grunts and yelps that Lucas and Jed could elicit.

The Strict Master started to fuck her, and Michelle’s eyes fluttered.

Harry knew she’d have been building herself up into the role all afternoon, preparing herself for this as a kind of foreplay. Despite the fact the guy was a total twat with a regular cock, he knew she’d come fairly quickly.

Michelle closed her eyes and opened her mouth. Harry could tell she was coming, and he was glad that she didn’t cry out and scream like she did with her other bulls; Strict Master hadn’t earned that.

“See?” he said from behind her. “This is what she looks like when she gets a real man. You have a Ferrari here, and you may get to wash her on a Sunday morning, maybe take her for a steady drive around the park.”

Michelle dropped her head and started to push herself back to meet his thrusts.

Strict Master continued to look at Harry. “But you need someone like me to come around every so often to put her through her paces, show you how she should be driven.”

Michelle looked over her shoulder. “Maybe we could do anal now.”

Strict Master looked momentarily startled, but then grinned.

Harry couldn’t see anything below Michelle’s waist, but from Strict Master’s actions and Michelle’s expression, he knew that the bull now had his cock in his wife’s backside.

“Yeah,” Strict Master sighed, as his hands found Michelle’s breasts again. “That’s a nice tight fit for the alpha cock.”

Harry watched as the self-centred prat fucked his wife up the arse. He was experiencing no arousal at all. He concentrated his focus on Michelle. She had her eyes closed and her teeth clenched as she pushed herself back to meet each thrust.

“Oh, she deserves this…”

Harry ignored him and watched his wife’s face.

“Oh, prepare to worship the cum in your tight little booty.”

That was too much for Harry, and he exploded into fits of laughter, rolling onto his side on the sofa. Michelle opened her eyes and started laughing as well.

The Strict Master looked crestfallen, and Michelle stood up and stepped away.

“No, I’m going to…”

Harry saw a spurt of semen splash out over the leather and guffawed even more. “Oh, let’s worship the chair,” he said, before falling into a fit of giggles.

Michelle had picked up her dress and pulled it over her head. Strict Master stared at the two of them. He looked like he might cry.

Harry wiped his own eyes with the back of his hand and tried to control his breathing. “I’m sorry,” he said, though he knew he sounded far from apologetic.

The bull glared from Harry to Michelle, a thick string of cum hanging from his quickly-softening cock. “Is this all some joke?”

Michelle passed him the box of tissues and shook her head. “No, but please, get your clothes on.”

As Strict Master pulled on his jeans, Harry decided to do the guy a favour.

“Listen,” he said. “I’m sorry if we seem unappreciative. We got you here in good faith, and I think anyone would agree that you’ve been very lucky.” Harry nodded towards Michelle. “You’ve just had your cock in every hole she’s got, so I think you’ve had a very pleasant time. I doubt you get the chance to be with many women as beautiful as she is.”

Strict Master shrugged. “She isn’t that hot.”

Harry scoffed. “Mate, if she was any hotter, your hair gel would have melted.”

The guy glared while stepping into his loafers.

“Can we give you some advice? I don’t know if your act of humiliating husbands usually works, but it didn’t work on me. I’m not a sissy, and I don’t need an alpha to show me what my wife needs.”

Strict Master stood motionless, still topless as his jumper was on the floor a few feet away.

Just then, the phone on the floor buzzed. Harry glanced down and saw the received message for a few seconds before it disappeared again. He suppressed a smile.

Harry gestured at the guy’s body. “Yes, you’re in good shape, but going to the gym a few times a week and lying on the sunbed doesn’t make you an alpha male. I’ll be honest—if I saw you in the street, I’d wonder if you were gay. You have the look of someone who spends too much time in front of a mirror.”

The guy glared with the expression of a bullied schoolboy.

Harry thought there were things the guy needed to hear. “I don’t think you should consider a hotwife as a car you need to put through its paces. I prefer to think of her as a classic guitar. I enjoy playing the guitar myself but get an awful lot of pleasure out of watching a virtuoso playing it, hearing the sounds someone else can get out of it. She’s not something to be driven hard and fast, she’s something to be respected and enjoyed.”

Strict Master glanced at Michelle and nodded.

Harry carried on. “You seem to have too high an opinion of your prowess.” He nodded towards Michelle again. “The bulls she’s accustomed to are much better-endowed. I’ve sat in this room and watched cocks as big as a baby’s arm disappear inside her.  I’ve heard how loud she screams when she comes on a big cock. The fact she guided you towards anal told me that your cock wasn’t satisfying her where it was.”

Strict Master stared at the floor.

Harry spoke seriously. “Michelle wanted a bad-boy, but you came across as more boy than bad. I’m sorry, but we won’t be inviting you back.”

After walking over and picking up his jumper, Strict Master flexed, as if trying to tempt Michelle to change her mind with his waxed and tanned torso.

The action annoyed Harry, and he knew the guy would treat the next couple who booked him in exactly the same way. As Michelle showed him to the door, Harry remembered the opening line of the text he’d seen.

“Oh, and Jason?”

The guy turned around, his eyes wide in surprise.

Harry smiled. “Your mum said don’t be late for tea.”

His expression hardened, and he turned and left without another word. Michelle followed him out and returned to the lounge seconds later. She and Harry stared at each other, then both fell into fits of giggles again.

She dropped onto the sofa next to him, put her head in her hands and took a deep breath. “What a disaster.”

Harry smiled. “Are you saying you didn’t worship the cock?”

She shook her head and laughed. “Who talks about part of their anatomy that way?”

“He does, obviously.” He thought for a moment. “I assume it usually works for him, otherwise he’d change the patter.”

Michelle frowned. “Do you think women really like to be spoken to like that?”

“I’ve no idea, but I can’t see many husbands liking it.”

“I’m not so sure,” Michelle said. “Don’t forget that the forums and stories I’ve read often have the bull humiliating the cuck. Maybe there are some couples who want that, some cucks who like bulls to tell them how useless they are.”

“Yeah, maybe,” he conceded.

Michelle picked up her glass. “I’m going to refresh this. Do you want another drink?”

“Definitely.”

She came back and handed him a beer, then sat next to him on the couch. She took a sip, then turned to look at him. “Did any of it turn you on?”

He blew out his cheeks as he thought about it. The good bits were slim pickings, frankly. “You looked really sexy.” He nodded down at her bare tanned legs and fuck-me shoes. “You still do. When he got you to toss him off, that could have been nice if he hadn’t talked throughout. Worship the cock, worship the cum, what the fuck was he thinking?”

Michelle smiled.

“When he fucked you, I tried just looking at you and blotting him out. That could have been really nice if not for his manner.”

Michelle looked contrite. “I’m sorry. Should I phone Lucas to see if he wants to come around later tonight?”

“I thought you wanted to move on from him?”

“Yeah, but two attempts at finding a bad-boy haven’t been exactly perfect, have they?”

Harry laughed.

“I’ll have to write a review on the website for him,” Michelle said.

“What?” This was news to Harry.

“Most websites ask for feedback. It’s standard practice. How d’you think I chose the others?”

“What sort of reviews did Lucas get?”

She smiled. “They were all five stars.”

“And Strictly Masterful?”

She laughed. “His were good. None of them said anything about his attitude.”

Harry took a gulp of his drink. “Don’t bother phoning Lucas. I’ll see if I can find somebody from the websites.”

Michelle’s eyes opened in surprise, then she nodded. “Okay. I think I like that idea. You can chat in messages before you arrange a meet, so you can tell him exactly what you want.

“Really?” Harry nodded as his mind worked at a hundred miles an hour. “That sounds good. I can’t believe you haven’t suggested it before.”

Michelle smiled and rubbed her foot against his leg. “Now you’re making me horny again.”

Harry felt his cock thickening in his trousers.

“What are you suggesting?”

Michelle stood up and lifted her dress off. She walked slowly to the armchair and sat down, throwing a leg over one of the chair arms. “I suggest you fuck me right now because you won’t be allowed to touch me again until after you’ve watched me with the bull you arrange.”

“Is that to make sure I book one soon?”

She smiled and stroked a finger through her outer lips. “Exactly. Now, come here…”

Harry stood and dropped his trousers, his cock already hard.

───Ξ───
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Chapter Twelve

Harry was amazed at the number of people registered on the cuckold/hotwife websites. It seemed there was a limitless supply of married women eager for bulls to use them. Likewise, the number of bulls advertising their services for any kind of sexual activity with women or couples seemed endless.

After hours reading forums, chat-rooms and general banter between members, Harry decided he liked the tone of a bull calling himself 4everh@rd. The guy’s comments were much less juvenile than his moniker would suggest, and at least he could spell.

Harry sent him a private message to ask if he’d be good enough to discuss the possibility of a meeting. He waited for about thirty minutes without getting a reply, then closed his laptop and headed upstairs.

Lying in the dark, Harry couldn’t stop thinking about all the chats he’d read earlier. Some of the scenarios discussed were so far-fetched he suspected they’d been written for shock value rather than being part of genuine hook-up requests. As he waited for sleep to rescue him from his turmoil, his mind stayed with the lady calling herself The Milkmaid and her mission to service enough bulls in a single night to completely cover her cuckold’s face with the resulting cream-pies.

* * * *

While Michelle was in the shower the following morning, Harry checked the swinging website using his phone. He’d received a reply from 4everh@rd, simply saying ‘Sure, fire away.’

He put his phone down and headed into the bathroom, taking Michelle’s place in the shower. He’d think about his questions later. By the time he returned to the bedroom, Michelle had dried her hair and applied her makeup for work. She stood by the mirror in just her ivory bra and panties.

Harry opened his camera app and approached her from behind. “Hey.”

As she turned her head, he took a picture which captured her perfect figure and her beautiful face looking over her shoulder.

“Pervert.”

“And?” He waited until she’d put on her cream silk blouse, black trousers and shoes and then took two more photos: one showing her from head to foot, and the other a close-up of her face. “Thank you.”

Her expression suggested she knew he was up to something, but she left the room without commenting. Harry dressed and headed downstairs to find Michelle in the kitchen, reading the news and drinking tea.

Harry sat opposite, tempted to mention that he’d made contact with the man who would hopefully be the next person to fuck her. He decided to keep things to himself until he’d had the chance to exchange a few emails with the bull. He didn’t want to waste their time with a second ‘Strict Master’ incident.

“So,” he said. “What’s on the agenda for today?”

“Nothing exciting. Abby’s in court tomorrow so she’s meeting the client today. Depending on how the meeting goes, I may or may not have to type up some more notes afterwards, but I can’t see it making me late home. How about you?”

“More drudgery, I suspect.”

Michelle laughed and got up. After putting her cup in the dishwasher, she put a mug of coffee in front of Harry, kissed him on the top of the head, and left for work.

Harry checked the time. If he sent a quick email now, he might have a reply by lunchtime. He took his coffee through to the lounge, fired up his laptop and started a new private message:

Hi

I have a beautiful wife who I like to share.

She’s had numerous meetings with bulls, most of which I’ve witnessed.

He pondered how to phrase the next part so he’d steer things onto the right tracks from the outset.

We are looking for someone to take control in the bedroom.

I don’t want to see her hurt, but I like seeing her used.

We’re based in the north-west but are happy to travel for the right bull.

Thanks.

Harry sipped his coffee, deciding that for an opening chat this was probably enough information. He re-read his note, sent it, then shut down his laptop. He’d take it to work and find a café at lunch to check for replies rather than going through his company’s IT network.

Throughout the journey to work and most of the morning, his thoughts were occupied by how much he liked the idea of telling the bull exactly what he wanted. He didn’t know if cuckolds were even allowed to give bulls instructions on what to do to their hotwives, and he certainly didn’t want to piss the guy off before he’d even started to ask questions, but then neither was he going to throw away the opportunity to negotiate.

At lunchtime he headed for the café in town on foot, enjoying the nice weather.

Once settled at a table near the back with a bottle of sparkling water and a ham and cheese panini, Harry took his laptop from his rucksack and set it up. The website’s front page buffered for a few moments. He worried the website might be blocked because of the adult content, but then the connection stabilised and he had no problems logging on.

He had two new messages from 4everh@rd and opened the first:

Hello

Every husband thinks their wife is beautiful, which is exactly as it should be.

I always take control in the bedroom.

Tell me about your arrangement, and what each of you want out of a meet. Travel not an issue for me.

Harry decided to read on before thinking about what to include in his reply, and opened the second message:

Background Info on Me

You can call me Ben. It’s not my real name, but that’s the one I use during dates.

I’m white, six-foot-one, and do regular exercise. I have experience with women of all ages, shapes, sizes and race.

I was in the military for 6 years and served in Afghanistan in 2011 - 2012.

I am 29 years old. Originally from Lincolnshire, I now live in London.

Look forward to your response

B

The message then listed three sets of questions. Harry picked up his panini and chewed, his mind racing. He’d been given a little information but had been asked for a whole lot more. Just how honest did he need to be?

After he’d finished his panini, Harry ordered a large coffee and got to work on his answers, using the questions as a template.

Background Info on You

What do I call you?

Harry (real name)

Although you told me you have witnessed most of your wife’s meetings, I don’t know how you do it. Do you prefer to be out in the open, or to watch from a hidden place?

In the same room. She has had dates when I’ve not been there, but we both prefer it when I am

What do you like to see your wife doing?

Receiving pleasure from another man

Are you involved in the sex as it happens, afterwards, or never?

Usually ‘afterwards’. Involved once as it happened.

Harry drummed his fingers on the table, wondering how to guide his responses to what he really wanted from the encounter. In the early days, Michelle had sucked him off as soon as the bull had left, which was great. But then she’d forced him through a period of restraint, which he didn’t plan to revisit. In Portugal, when she’d wanked his cock while Lucas fucked her…

He still had fantasies about that. To the end of his last response he added, ‘Getting involved was a big thrill for me.’

Background Info on your Wife

What do I call her?

Michelle (real name)

How old is she?

29

How would you describe her physically? (a photo would help)

Petite brunette. See attached photos - taken today. (We once met a bull whose website photo was 20 years out of date!)

What does she like from a bull?

She likes to be used as a fuck-toy by men with big cocks

Which of her dates gave her the biggest thrill? What was special about it?

Harry thought about all the men he’d watched her with, all the times she’d screamed and yelped through orgasm after orgasm. He felt himself stirring beneath the table as he remembered her cum-smeared body after Vinny, the cream-pies after Jed, and the time Lucas had come on her belly in Portugal when she’d made Harry film her confession. It’d be easy to say she’d enjoyed those times the most so he’d get his own thrill, but he knew that would be a selfish act. Michelle loved men coming inside her. Then again, she seemed to love everything.

I’m not sure I know the answer. I’ve never seen her not manage to orgasm several times.

How does she like to be controlled?

She told me her regular bull was too polite and too considerate. Then he fell for her. She wants a ‘bad-boy’ to use her in any way he wishes without wanting any emotional connection.

Are there any sexual practices she refuses to do with a bull?

She’d refuse to do any water sports.

Harry swallowed the last of his coffee and scanned through the final section of questions, which asked for background on their kinks. He put his cup down and hovered his fingers over the keyboard, thinking.

Background on your Kinks

Why did you first start sharing your wife – was it your decision or hers?

I was suffering erection problems (which turned out to be temporary). But the decision to share was mine

Do you have a normal sex-life with your wife between bulls?

We do now, though for a period I was denied any contact

Who decides when she sees a bull?

Michelle has arranged them all up to now

Who decides what happens with the bull?

The bull and Michelle – though she’ll sometimes ask if I want to see anything in particular

Do either of you go through a period of chastity or denial before meeting a bull?

We did that for a while, with me only being allowed release once a month.

Do you like to be humiliated by your wife and the bull?

Not at all

Do you like any physical contact with the bull?

Harry sighed. Though aiming Roy’s stream of cum onto Michelle’s face had given him a sense of power he’d never felt before, grabbing the guy’s cock had left him cold. And then he remembered Lucas coming in his mouth. Harry shuddered.

I’ve had contact in the past but I’d prefer not to again.

Do you perform clean-up after the bull has serviced your wife?

As above – have done it but prefer not to.

Do you ever join the bull in pleasuring your wife?

Apart from a one-off where my wife touched me while the bull was having sex with her, I haven’t been invited to join in.

Which of your wife’s dates with a bull gave you the biggest thrill? What was special about it for you?

Harry thought about this for a long time, checking his watch to make sure he wouldn’t be late back to work. He smiled as he thought of Jed; hardly the fittest stud they’d seen, but definitely the most likeable.

The first time was special – but only because it was the first time.

I like to watch her expression when she’s first penetrated by a big cock. Although I’d never want to see her in real pain, I enjoy her discomfort and shock. And I like watching other men make her come.

We both enjoy when the bull comes inside, but I also like to see her getting facials or having bulls come over her body.

Harry checked through his answers, then added a closing comment.

Thanks for the questions – it was good to think things through properly. Could you send me a photo and confirm if you’re interested in a meet? Let me know where you’d prefer. As I said, we can travel, or we can host at our place.

He attached the three photos he’d taken that morning and sent the message. As he headed back towards work, he wondered if he’d get anything done in the afternoon at all.

* * * *

Harry arrived home before Michelle. They hadn’t done their weekly grocery shopping, and the contents of the fridge were meagre. Instead of preparing dinner as he usually did, Harry took a beer through to the living room and set up his laptop. Ben had replied already. His heart beating a little faster, Harry opened the message just as Michelle’s car pulled onto the drive.

Hi Harry

You’re right – Michelle is very beautiful. I’d definitely like to arrange a meet-up.

If you can host, that would be great. I can travel.

My photo is attached. Like Michelle’s, this one was taken today. I’m working from home, hence the casual dress. For the date, I will wear smarter clothes :-)

I think you and I should discuss what you want to happen on the date.

Regards, Ben

Harry heard Michelle’s key in the lock as he clicked on the attached photo. The image opened to show a picture of a handsome guy with light-brown hair and a closely-trimmed beard, wearing a t-shirt and pyjama bottoms. The pale blue-grey eyes seemed intelligent and friendly,  and Ben’s self-conscious half-smile suggested he was a guy who wasn’t too comfortable with taking selfies. Harry had a good feeling about him already.

“Hiya.” Michelle put her bag on the armchair and slipped off her jacket.

“Hi.” Harry looked at her and smiled broadly. “How was your day?”

“Not bad.”

“Is Abby’s client ready for tomorrow?”

Michelle sighed. “We hope so. The woman’s a nervous wreck—anyone would think she was the accused. I’m sure she’ll be fine. Her daughter’s flown over from Ireland to give her moral support. How was your day?”

“I think it was a success. I’ve found your next bull.” He slowly turned the laptop round on his knee, showing Michelle the photo of Ben. “What do you think?”

Michelle nodded enthusiastically. “Yeah.” She bent down to get a closer look. “He’s really good-looking.”

“I thought you’d approve.” Harry closed the laptop lid. “There’s not much in the fridge, so we can either go shopping, order a takeaway, or go out for tea.”

“Ooh, I’ll take option three, please.”

“Eating out it is. Want to get changed, or are you happy to go out like that?”

Michelle looked down at her attire. “How do I look?”

“Sexy.”

She smiled. “Thank you. I’ll stay like this.”

They decided to try a new place in the main street which had only been open for a month or so. The last time Harry had visited the building, it’d been a high street bank. Now it was a trendy tapas bar with low lighting and piped Spanish guitar music.

As they waited for their drinks to arrive, Michelle leaned close and spoke into Harry’s ear. “So, did you also get a photo of the new bull’s cock?”

“What? No, of course not.”

“Well I think you should. Or at least ask him how big it is. I don’t want to build myself up to something special just to find he’s Mr Average.”

“If you want to see a dick pic, I’ll ask Ben for one.”

“Is that his real name?”

“Apparently not, but it’s the one he uses for dates.”

“Fair enough.” Michelle peered down at the laminated menu. “What do you want to eat?”

“You choose a few dishes and we can share them.”

They had a pleasant evening and found the food fabulous. The place was packed out all night, so the bull wasn’t mentioned until Harry held her hand over the table just before they left. “So, do you want me to ask Ben if he can make this weekend?”

Michelle held his gaze for a second. “Yes please.”

Harry’s groin tingled; he was happy that she was as keen as him to arrange the date. The fact Ben had suggested they discuss between them what was to happen gave him hope that this would be something special.

* * * *

Michelle usually had a bath a couple of hours before her dates with a bull, and the meeting with Ben was no exception. She headed off to the bathroom with a glass of wine at five, and Harry went up to get himself ready an hour or so later,.

Once he’d showered and dressed in casual shirt and chinos, he opened Michelle’s wardrobe and took out the dress he’d decided she should wear. Ben had requested she wear all black; dress, underwear and shoes. He’d also insisted she use stockings with a suspender belt rather than hold-ups.

Next Harry went to the drawers where she kept her underwear. When he’d chosen a bra, it took him another five minutes to find the matching pair of panties. Finally he found her black suspender belt and laid everything on the bed along with a new pair of stockings he’d bought in case Michelle didn’t have any. For shoes he chose a simple pair of black patent ones with a stiletto heel. In his opinion, ankle-straps worked best without nylons.

Harry heard the bath draining, and then Michelle came up alongside him, wearing a thick robe. She smiled at the assortment of clothing on her bed. “Did you tell him I liked black?”

Harry laughed. “Ben chose the attire, but feel free to tell him you enjoy being covered in anything that’s black. Incidentally, he’s been very specific with his instructions. He asks that you wear your hair down, paint your nails red, and do your makeup exactly like you had it for work when I took your photo the other morning.”

“Is there any particular brand of toothpaste he wants me to use before I suck his cock?”

As Harry chuckled, she stood close and looked up into his eyes. “Did you ask Ben about the size of his package?”

“As a matter of fact, I did tell him you were quite interested to know if he measured up to your requirements.”

“And?”

Harry smiled. “He assured me you won’t be disappointed.”

While she dressed, he settled in front of the TV to catch up with the afternoon’s football scores. He barely paid attention, unable to think about anything except what would happen later.

Harry was on his third beer when Michelle came downstairs. He stared at her, speechless at how good she looked.

She saw his expression and smiled. “You like?”

“You look fantastic.” For what was probably the thousandth time, Harry wondered what was wrong with him. Why would anyone want to share such a beautiful possession with a complete stranger?

Michelle walked slowly to the armchair and sat down. Harry noticed the way the dress clung to her body, showing off her narrow waist and the swell of her hips. She slowly crossed her legs, dangling one shoe off her stockinged foot. “Is Ben going to be staying the night?”

“Since he’s driving up from London, I told him he could if he wanted to. He said we’d play it by ear and that it wouldn’t be a problem for him to find a hotel.”

“Okay.” Suddenly she frowned. “Hang on… if he’s driving all this way, shouldn’t we be feeding him? I hadn’t thought about dinner.”

“No, he told me he’d be eating before he got here.”

“I hope he eats lots of pasta and energy bars.”

“Practical as ever, I see.”

She smiled, trailing her fingers over her knee. “Is there anything in particular you want to see?”

Harry smiled smugly. “I’ve already discussed it with Ben.”

“Oh?”

He enjoyed the unfamiliar feeling of holding the upper hand. “How do you feel?”

“Excited, but a little anxious, too.”

“Are you wet?”

“Of course I’m wet. Are you?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Good. Because—”

The sound of the doorbell made them both jump a little. Michelle looked towards the hall, then back at Harry. “Shall I go?”

“Nope. He’s my guest, so I’ll let him in.” Harry went into the hall and opened the front door.

Ben smiled and held out his hand. “Harry?” He was wearing a grey suit and white open-necked shirt.

Harry shook his hand, then stepped back and invited him in, taking the proffered bottle of red wine with a smile. “Thanks. Come and meet Michelle.”

They found Michelle standing in the middle of the living room. Harry thought she looked a little nervous—a sharp contrast to her usual calm demeanour when meeting a bull for the first time.

Ben strode over to her and held out his hand. “Hi, I’m Ben.”

She smiled. “Michelle.”

Harry wondered what it must be like for the two of them, meeting a person you knew you were about to have sex with. He cleared his throat. “Can I get you a drink, Ben?”

He nodded at the bottle of wine in Harry’s hand. “I’ll have a glass of that, please.”

Harry went through to the kitchen, leaving his wife and her new bull alone for a minute while he opened the wine and poured a glass. When he got back, Michelle and Ben were sitting side by side on the couch. After handing Ben his drink, Harry picked up his own beer and went to sit on the armchair facing them. “Cheers.”

Ben crossed his legs, cool and casual. “Harry, maybe you could give me an idea of how much you’ve done since you started sharing your wife?”

Harry nodded. “Sure.”

“How many bulls has Michelle seen?”

Harry scratched the back of his neck. “Twenty?”

Michelle shook her hair back. “Twenty-four.”

Harry was amazed she knew the exact number. “Twenty-four?”

She looked across at Ben. “That’s how many different men I’ve had inside me since we started this, eleven months ago. And there were two more who I sucked off but didn’t fuck.”

Ben seemed pleased by her attention to detail. “And how many times have you been fucked in total?”

Michelle laughed. “Now that I don’t know. But it’s a lot. Easily over a hundred, maybe even two hundred. Most of the guys did me two or three times a night, and one bull I saw a lot of had me six times a night on three different occasions.”

Ben’s briefly startled expression made Harry wonder if he should have mentioned this in their emails.

Ben’s expression eased quickly as he grinned at Michelle. “You sound pretty hard to please.”

She laughed and pushed her arm against his, playfully. “No, that’s not true. I’m fairly easy to please, I promise. And if the bull’s up for more, I don’t turn him away. That would be rude on my part.”

“So you’re not insatiable?”

“Definitely not. I’ve been satiated many, many times.”

“Good.” Ben glanced from Harry to Michelle. “Okay, I’d like you to walk across the room and stand by Harry’s chair.”

Michelle looked confused. “Why?”

“Because I want to look at you. Oh, and Michelle?”

“Yes?”

“Please don’t question any more of my requests.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter Thirteen

Ben’s voice had been quiet and controlled, but Harry sensed a definite authoritarian edge to it. He was sure that Michelle had noticed it too because a brief, angry gleam of rebellion shone in her eyes. Nonetheless, she stood slowly, straightened her dress, and walked towards Harry. At his chair she turned to face Ben, crossing her legs at the ankles and tilting her head to one side.

Ben sipped his wine and studied her sweet smile over his glass, letting his eyes wander down her body. Harry noticed that Ben wasn’t wearing any socks and remembered Strict Master hadn’t either. Maybe it was part of the bull’s dress code.

Ben nodded approvingly. “Now I think it’s time I saw a little more of you. Would you take off your dress, please?”

Michelle blinked, then reached behind and undid the zip at the back. With a wiggle of her shoulders, the dress slipped off her upper body. She eased the dress over her hips, let it fall to the floor, then stepped confidently out of the crumpled material wearing only her black underwear and shoes.

Ben put his glass down and leant forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “I’d like you to walk slowly round the room, please. And, Harry, maybe you could close the curtains. I’m sure your neighbours would love to see what we’re looking at, but I don’t think they deserve to be that lucky.”

On his way back to the chair, Harry saw Michelle still standing in the same place, looking agitated.

“Michelle.” Ben’s voice was quiet and friendly. “I’m not asking you to parade around in your underwear as if this were a cattle market. I’m asking you because I love the female form.”

Harry held his breath, worried that Michelle would refuse.

Ben kept his friendly gaze fixed on Michelle’s face. “Over the course of the next few hours I’m going to grow very familiar with your body, but—as of this moment—it’s unfamiliar. My opportunity to look at you and wonder what you’ll be like to touch is a passing experience, and I want to make the most of it.”

Michelle nodded, then slowly walked around the room. To Harry’s relief, her reluctant steps became a strut. Getting into the mood, she swayed her hips and brought her feet in with each step as if walking on a tightrope. The sound of her stockinged-legs swishing together made his balls tingle with excitement.

“Harry, come and sit next to me.”

Harry quickly moved to join Ben on the sofa as Michelle stopped pacing, coming to a halt a few feet in front of them.

“Thank you,” Ben said. “I enjoyed watching you more than you’ll ever know. Please, sit down.”

Michelle lowered herself into the armchair Harry had just vacated and looked across at them, slowly crossing her legs.

Ben picked up his glass. “Now, I’d like you to tell me about one of your favourite experiences with a bull.”

Michelle blew out her cheeks as if it were a really hard question, but then her eyes lit up. “We were in Portugal with Lucas. He was my BBC. Great body and ten-inch cock. It was a sunny day and we were outside by the pool. I got Harry to cover me in oil and then told Lucas to fuck me. I knew it’d probably be our last time and I wanted him to fuck me hard.”

“Why the last time?”

She looked slightly wistful. “He was great, but he’d started breaking the rules, wanting things a bull shouldn’t want.”

Ben nodded. “So, how was the sex that last time?”

“Intense. I think he’d sensed it was our last time as well.”

“Describe it. And while you’re telling me about it, I want you to touch yourself—but only through your panties. And don’t make yourself come. You’re not allowed to come yet.”

Michelle uncrossed her legs and spread her knees. She rested her hand over the crotch of her panties, her slender white fingers and red nails a sharp contrast against the black silk.

“I suppose ‘hard and long’ is the best way to describe it.” She began to tease her middle finger along the groove of her sex, starting low down at the back and moving slowly towards her clit, over and over. “His cock was hard and long, and the sex itself hard and long. I told him to be rough, to hurt me. He didn’t disappoint. He battered me with his cock, plunging as deep as he could, over and over.”

Harry’s cock dripped steadily inside his boxers. He was buzzing with arousal and wondered what effect Michelle’s words were having on Ben. The man looked unflappable and the only way he’d be able to tell was to peer at Ben’s groin. He wasn’t that desperate to know.

Michelle closed her eyes for a few seconds, then stared intently at Ben. “I lost count of the number of times I came. At the end I made him withdraw. I wanted to see him come, to feel his hot jizz splatter on my body.”

“I thought you preferred bulls to come inside you?”

She nodded. “Yes, usually. But that time I wanted to see it, feel it. And I wanted Harry to see it, too. He was filming it and taking photos, so I wanted it to look as good as it felt.”

“Okay, you can stop touching yourself now.”

Michelle removed her hand and smiled. “Was that the sort of thing you wanted to hear?”

“I’d like you to remove your stockings but leave your suspender belt on.”

She looked puzzled that he’d totally ignored her question but did as he asked. As she slipped the nylons off her feet, Harry saw that her toe and fingernails matched.

“Put your shoes back on, please. Then go and stand over there.” Ben’s voice was still quiet and calm, but Harry caught a trace of excitement in it.

Michelle walked to the hole-in-the-wall fire adjacent to the television.

Ben got up and patted Harry’s shoulder. “Would you go back to the armchair, please?”

Once Harry was settled, Ben moved to stand next to Michelle. The difference in their attire was striking—Ben looking immaculate in his smart suit and white shirt, and Michelle incredibly sexy in just her underwear and shoes, the clips from her suspender belt hanging loose against her thighs.

Ben placed his hand on her waist, their only contact since that first handshake. “I want you to look at your husband.”

Michelle smiled at Harry, and he could see her anticipation.

“Now,” Ben said. “I want you to run your hand over my crotch.”

Michelle had her back to the wall, but with Ben angled towards her, all Harry could see was her eyes widening and her arm moving as she stroked Ben’s cock.

“Tell Harry if you think what you can feel will be enough for you.”

Michelle’s cheeks flushed. “I’m sure this will be perfect.”

After moving back to the sofa, Ben leaned back and put one foot up on the seat. He looked at Michelle. “Please join me over here. I want to get acquainted with your body.”

Harry watched as she knelt on the cushion between Ben’s legs, her upper body leaning over his.

Ben stroked Michelle’s wrists and slowly ran his hands up and down her arms, caressing the soft, toned skin of her limbs. Then his hands glided over her shoulders and down her back and sides. He leaned close, inhaled her perfume and looked into her eyes. “Tell Harry what you think is going to happen next.”

Michelle’s blush spread from her cheeks to her breasts as she turned. “I think Ben’s going to tell me to take his cock out of his pants, and he’s going to ask me to suck it. Then he’s going to pull me down onto it and fuck me right here on the couch while you watch.”

Ben tilted his head. “Does that sound like the sort of thing you’d like to watch, Harry?”

Worried his voice might crack, Harry simply nodded.

Ben looked up at Michelle. “Please remove your bra and panties.”

Michelle stood, facing him. Harry’s attention was torn between the graceful way she undid the clasp at the back, and Ben’s enthralled expression as she removed the bra and exposed her perfect breasts.

She slipped her fingers into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down, bending in front of Harry as she did so. He caught a clear glimpse of her sex, already engorged and glistening in anticipation. The phrase ‘eager beaver’ came into his head; on any other occasion, Harry might have smiled. Just then, he was so hard he actually ached.

“Okay,” Ben said with a confident smile. “Now, what did you say was going to happen first?”

With nimble fingers, Michelle undid Ben’s zip and released his cock.

In spite of himself, Harry stared. It was big. Huge, even. It was probably as long as Lucas’s, and maybe a little thicker. And it was wet, the entire crown covered in clear precum.

Michelle ran her thumb over the tip of Ben’s cock, her lower lip held between her teeth. She slid off the couch and knelt on the floor, taking care to position herself slightly to one side of Ben’s crotch so she didn’t obscure Harry’s view. Holding the cock with both hands around the base, she opened her lips and lowered her head.

Harry watched as yet another huge cock disappeared completely into his wife’s mouth and throat. He heard Ben take a deep breath as Michelle went to work on him, twisting and bobbing her head.

After a minute or so, Michelle raised her head and released Ben’s cock, which now glistened in the soft light. Ben inched his backside to the edge of the cushion. “Turn around and face Harry, then lower yourself down.”

Michelle did as instructed, her eyes fixed on Harry’s. Harry couldn’t resist watching the penetration. He saw the huge, thick cock slip easily inside her tiny body: a magician’s disappearing act that never ceased to amaze him. Her eyes widened and jaw clenched as Ben pulled her down onto the full length of him.

As Ben reached round and cupped her breasts, Michelle used her legs to raise herself up and down on him. Harry could tell she was already close to her first orgasm, her thighs shaking and her breathing ragged.

“Ride my dick.” He pinched her nipples. Michelle groaned, keeping her eyes locked on Harry’s.

Ben started to pull and stretch her nipples while pushing his hips up to meet Michelle’s rhythmic bouncing. “Tell him how it feels.”

“Good. It feels good.” Michelle took a deep breath. “Big, and thick. It’s going… Harry, I’m going to come. I’m… Oh fuck!”

Ben dropped a hand down and pinched her clit between his thumb and forefinger.

Michelle squealed, rocking her hips frantically. She scratched her nails along Ben’s thighs and squeezed her eyes shut, then threw her head back onto his shoulder as she came again, her head finally dropping forward, chin on her chest.

Ben released her clit and moved his hands to her hips. “Michelle, tell Harry to stand up and get his dick out.”

Michelle twisted round, looking bewildered. “But Harry doesn’t like—”

“Don’t tell me what he likes. He’s not your cuckold.”

She frowned. “Yes he—”

“No, Michelle, he’s not. He’s not anybody’s cuckold. He’s a stag.”

She shook her head, her face full of confusion.

Ben pulled her down onto the full length of his cock and held her there. “Harry likes to watch you receive pleasure. It turns him on. But he doesn’t enjoy any of the humiliation or degradation that true cuckolds crave.”

“Yeah, I know. But—”

“Just listen. Though he doesn’t want any contact with me, he craves contact with you. He adores you. Worships you. He puts your pleasure above everything else.”

“I know he loves me.”

Ben gave her hips a squeeze. “Right, so tell him to stand up and get his dick out.”

She met Harry’s eyes, nodding her permission.

“He needs to hear you say it, Michelle. He likes to hear you talk dirty.”

“Harry, stand up.” She swallowed like she was trying to gather her courage.

“Tell him what you want,” Ben urged.

“Put your dick in my mouth.”

Harry got to his feet, his legs shaking. He was afraid he’d come before he managed to get his cock out.

Ben cupped Michelle’s breasts. “Michelle, you’re his vixen. Your purpose during sex is to turn your stag on. You do it by letting him watch you with other men like me, and you do it by giving him pleasure. Do you think he’s turned on now?”

Harry saw Michelle looking at his cock, which was painfully hard with precum oozing from the slit.

“Oh yes.”

“So do I.” Ben winked at Harry as he spoke into Michelle’s ear. “Now, I don’t want to watch an oral romance between husband and wife, so I want you to tell him to fuck your face.”

Michelle nodded, seeming to gain her confidence. Her gaze went south to Harry’s cock, then back up into his eyes. “You heard him. Use my mouth, and don’t stop until you’ve come.”

Harry stepped forward and guided his cock into Michelle’s open mouth. As soon as she closed her lips around him, a shiver ran down his back and he sighed.

Ben moved Michelle on his lap, raising and lowering her on his cock. She moaned and wrapped one arm around Harry, pulling him closer until he was balls-deep.

Ben pinched her nipples again, making her groan. The vibrations tipped Harry over the edge. He cried out and came powerfully, gushing a torrent into the back of her throat.

Michelle’s nails dug into his buttocks as she tightened her grip. Harry took a deep breath and another spasm pulsed through him, sending more cum into his wife’s mouth. When he was done, he stumbled back.

Ben fucked Michelle harder and her moans became guttural.  She looked up at Harry’s face but he doubted she could see him; her eyes were unfocused and half closed. Ben bounced her up and down and Michelle rocked herself back and forth. His eyes closed, and then he grunted.

Michelle reached out and gripped Harry’s hands. “I’m…”

Harry watched her face as she came once again. Ben was half-lying on the sofa behind her, his whole body shuddering as Michelle’s orgasmic spasms gripped his cock.

Michelle and Ben finally stopped their movements and the room became silent.

Harry freed his hands from her grip, fastened his trousers, then sat down in the armchair and admired the sight in front of him. Michelle had her eyes closed, her breasts rising and falling with her breathing. Her nipples were extended and darker than usual from being pulled and pinched so much.

“Uh-oh.” Michelle opened her eyes and turned to look over her shoulder. “Ben, I’m leaking all over your trousers.”

“Yeah, well. What goes up must come down.” Ben sighed. “They can be cleaned. Don’t move, I’ll get hard again in a minute.”

Michelle giggled. “You’re allowed a rest.”

Ben wriggled his jacket off, then sat up. “I’ll rest after the second one. I always get hard a few minutes after the first.”

“Really?”

Harry gawped along with Michelle as she reached down and ran her fingers against the base of Ben’s cock. Amazingly, it was already getting thicker again.

“Yeah, and this time you’re going to sit on the couch.” Ben pushed her up, and Michelle stood on shaky legs.

As she sat down, Harry saw a thick glob of cum ooze out. They’d have to clean the couch later. Ben had seen it too, but shrugged it off, turning to Harry with a friendly smile.

“What should I do to her now?”

Harry looked at his wife, prone on the couch and eager for her bull’s big cock. “Fuck her hard, then come in her mouth.”

Michelle stared open-mouthed at him for a second, but then her eyes softened; something in her seemed to enjoy him siding with the bull. Smiling, she opened her legs wide and used her fingers to spread open her sex. “Come on, Ben. You heard the man.”

Ben had regained a full erection, and his cock slid into Michelle’s gaping sex with an audible squelch. She groaned and began to rock her hips. Ben fucked her hard, and Harry’s cock started to thicken in his trousers. He felt good about his ability to achieve erections so easily again, no longer the impotent wimp he’d been a year ago.

Michelle stared up at Ben as he fucked her. Neither of them spoke throughout, until it was obvious from Ben’s breathing that he was getting close to coming.

Michelle stroked his face. “Don’t wait until you’re on the edge. Put it in my mouth now and let me bring you off.”

Ben withdrew and stood up. Michelle sat forward, cupped Ben’s big balls and bobbed her head forward and back on his huge cock, taking long strokes.

As Ben let out a groan, Michelle released him from her mouth, cradling his tip with her tongue. Her timing was bang-on. As Harry watched, a thick dollop of cum erupted from his cock. Then another, and a third. Cum overflowed her lower lip and ran onto her chin.

Michelle pushed her head forward, taking Ben’s full length again, making him moan. All the while, Michelle kept her eyes on Harry’s. Her chin was covered in Ben’s cum, drips falling to her chest.

Ben was breathing heavily. When Michelle finally pulled away, he gave a tired chuckle, smoothing her hair off her face.

Shakily, Michelle stood up. “I need a shower.”

Ben gripped her wrist. “No, you don’t. I like you like that.”

Michelle pouted. “It’s going to cool and go hard and flaky.”

“I know.” He picked up his glass of wine and took a sip. “I need to rest for a few minutes, but I reckon Harry’s ready to go again. Right, Harry?”

Harry swallowed, his cock rigid within his trousers. Michelle’s incredulous expression made him feel apologetic for being aroused by watching her getting serviced by someone else. Ridiculous. He was relieved to see her eyes light up as her gaze travelled down to the tent in his chinos.

Michelle nodded, then looked at Ben. “How?”

He shrugged. “Don’t ask me, I’m just a guest.”

Harry seized the moment. “I want you from behind. Kneel on the floor and lean on the couch.”

Wearing nothing but her shoes, suspender belt and a half-smile, Michelle knelt on the floor and placed her hands on the seat of the couch. As soon as she raised her backside in the air, Harry guided his cock into her. She was wet and loose, and the thrill of that made him shiver. He banged into her hard and wondered if her resulting groans were exaggerated for his benefit.

Harry was suddenly excited by the thought of coming over her. He gripped her hips, banged hard for as long as he could last, then withdrew and fired an arc of cum up over her back. It landed between her shoulder blades.

Michelle let out a moan. Harry wanked his cock and fired a second spurt over the small of her back. His third and final spill left a dollop on her buttock. She looked over her shoulder at him, narrowing her eyes in a way that told him she’d enjoyed him coming over her.

A warmth spread through him, leaving him floaty and feeling slightly drunk. He barely registered Ben giving her permission for a time-out, and then he seemed to disappear out to his car for a moment or so. Once Michelle had picked up her discarded clothing and headed for the stairs, Harry shuffled into the kitchen for a pint of water.

Ben followed a few moments later, holding out his own glass. “Any chance of a refill?”

“Yeah, ’course.” Harry passed Ben the bottle of red, took the white from the fridge and poured Michelle a fresh drink.

Ben leaned back against the counter. “So, how do you think that went?”

Harry smiled broadly. “Great.”

“Did you enjoy joining in as much as you’d hoped?”

“It was… incredible.”

“Good.” Ben chuckled. “Still up for the other thing we discussed?”

Harry nodded enthusiastically, having no doubt about his ability to get another erection. It was like having a new lease of life. “Maybe give me another couple of hours, though. I’m not like you bulls.”

Ben laughed as he headed back to the lounge, and Harry carried Michelle’s wine upstairs. He found her just out of the shower and bending over the bath, stirring the water and testing the temperature. She’d tied her hair up to keep it from getting wet.

Harry handed her the glass. “You okay?”

Michelle nodded, the hint of a smile on her face. “I should have let you organise bulls before.”

He beamed, so pleased with the way she’d accepted his joining in.

Back in the living room, he found Ben still wearing his shirt and cum-stained trousers. “Do you want to change?”

“Probably not worth it. As soon as your wife gets back I expect I’ll be getting naked.”

Harry nodded, impressed by the bull’s confidence. Suddenly it seemed like there were hundreds of questions he wanted to ask. “Is this how it usually goes when you see hotwives? Do many join in, like I did?”

Ben shrugged. “It varies a lot, depending on what the couple want. Some men like to watch, some like to listen from another room and have their wife tell them about it later, after I’ve left. There’ve been a few who lie on the bed and masturbate while I’m fucking their wife right next to them. Everybody has their own preference.”

The idea of lying on the bed and jerking himself off while Michelle was being fucked was weirdly arousing. It seemed that he had very little in common with cucks after all.

“What about you, then?” Ben asked. “Your email said you usually watch?”

“Yeah, I did, but it’s taken us a while to work out what we both want.”

“Is being involved better?”

“Much, much better.” He decided he needed another beer. “Do you want a top-up?”

“I’m okay for now, thanks.”

Harry heard movement upstairs as Michelle got out of the bath, and a couple of minutes later she trotted down the stairs, carrying her now empty wineglass. She was wearing the pale blue summer dress she’d worn the day after the gangbang when she and Harry had gone out. She was barefoot, and from the way the dress clung to her body, it was obvious she hadn’t bothered putting on underwear.

Harry went to refill her glass and returned to find Michelle and Ben sitting side by side on the couch.

Michelle smiled a thanks for the drink, then turned to Ben. “I wish we’d met you earlier. It could have saved Harry a lot of grief.”

Ben smiled. “He doesn’t seem to be any worse off for his experiences.”

“No, I think we’ve both come a long way.” Winking at Harry, she crossed her legs and wriggled her toes. “So, what are you two going to do to me next?”

Ben smiled. “I’m going to take you to bed, but Harry will just be a spectator for this one.”

“Sounds good to me.”

In the bedroom, Harry moved the chair from the corner to under the window and sat down. Michelle and Ben stood facing each other.

“Lie on the bed,” Ben instructed.

Michelle inched across the mattress into the centre while Ben slowly unbuttoned his shirt. His upper body was toned and hairless. When he eased down his trousers his cock stood out, long, thick and fully erect. He climbed onto the bed and crawled towards Michelle. She spread her legs as he held himself up above her on straight arms.

Harry watched as she tugged her dress up, revealing first her thighs, then her uncovered sex. Ben guided his cock to her entrance and pushed in. Michelle let out a moan and closed her eyes.

Ben took her wrists in his hands and held them flat on the mattress above her head, pinning her down while he fucked her. Harry watched him pick up a strong rhythm, willing Ben to fuck her hard and make her squeal. Michelle came after only a few minutes, screaming and groaning as she thrashed her head from side to side.

Ben had huge control and stamina. He continued with his relentless pounding until Michelle came again, letting out guttural grunts between ragged breaths. He finally let out a sigh and Harry watched his wife gaze into her bull’s eyes as he came inside her again.

The three of them remained silent for several minutes, Ben lying beside Michelle on the bed with Harry still watching from the chair.

Michelle stroked Ben’s stomach. “How did you first get into being a bull?”

He smiled. “It was by accident. My girlfriend left me for a wealthy older man, but she discovered his big house, fast car and villa in Spain didn’t make up for a tepid sex life. She asked me if we could still see each other for sex.”

“I can’t believe you’d agree to that.”

Harry chuckled. “I can.”

Ben shrugged. “She was gorgeous, and I didn’t know the guy, so I said yes. Turned out the guy knew about our fling all along, but I didn’t find that out until he’d watched us several times through a two-way mirror he’d had fitted specially.”

Michelle gasped. “God, what did you do?”

“I fucked her while he watched.”

“Hmm.” Michelle lay quietly for a while, then got up and went to the bathroom. When she returned, naked, she beckoned Harry away from his chair. “You can’t stay there all night. Come and get in bed.”

As Harry quickly undressed, Michelle slipped into the middle, under the covers. Harry climbed onto the bed next to her, looping his arm across her waist.

They all lay quietly for several minutes, a delicious tension building in Harry’s stomach. This was the first time he’d been allowed in a bed with his wife and another man.

Ben leaned down and took one of Michelle’s nipples into his mouth, making her sob. Harry did the same to the other breast, sucking at the nipple and gently scraping his teeth over it.

For several minutes the men kissed and stroked her body, trailing their fingers across the soft swell of her breasts, the firm flatness of her tummy, and the supple, toned flesh of her legs. As Harry ran his hand up the inside of his wife’s thigh, she opened her legs to give him access. He slipped two fingers into her dripping sex, and she sighed. He felt her gripping him, and she rocked her hips. Harry removed his fingers and let his hand fall lower, then pushed a single finger into her anus.

Michelle opened her eyes and sucked in a breath. Her eyes focused on his. In that instant, the realisation of what was going to happen showed in her expression. She opened her mouth as if she might speak, but only let out another sigh.

Pushing Harry onto his back, Michelle got to her hands and knees and crawled between his legs. She turned to Ben and stroked his cock, which Harry could see was rapidly returning to its full glory. Michelle lowered her head and took his cock into her mouth while Ben positioned himself on the bed behind her.

As Michelle let out a groan and pushed herself back to meet Ben’s thrusts, Harry realised he was living his fantasy from Portugal. This was what he’d wanted to happen when Michelle had sneaked into his room that night: for her bull to wake up and fuck her from behind while she sucked him.

After a couple of minutes of almost surreal bliss, Michelle released Harry’s cock and instructed Ben to lie on his back. Once the bull had lain down, Michelle straddled him and guided his cock inside her. She rode him for a short time, reaching across to trail her fingers down Harry’s stomach and stroke his cock every few seconds.

Then she slowly lay down, crushing her breasts against Ben’s chest. Guided by her expectant expression and the light pull on his arm, Harry positioned himself so he was kneeling up behind her, his legs either side of Ben’s. He could hardly believe what she was giving him permission to do at last. Two of her previous boyfriends had done it, and Harry had watched at least five bulls do it as well. Now it was his turn.

Looking down, he could see his wife’s sex stretched wide to accommodate Ben’s cock. The guy’s balls were as big as hen eggs.

Harry braced one hand on the mattress and guided the tip of his cock at the opening of Michelle’s anus. He held his breath and pushed gently, amazed at how easily she opened up around the dome of his cock. Michelle let out a whimper and placed her hand on top of Harry’s, squeezing tightly.

Ben began to move below her, and Harry slowly moved himself, too, his cock sliding against Ben’s through the walls of membrane.

Michelle gripped his hand tighter, and he felt her body spasm as she came. Harry moved faster, delighting in the tightness and the thought of being included in something so taboo. He was finally part of this—part of his hotwife’s sex-life.

The three of them moved in a slow, sensual dance, the only sounds coming from the men’s breathing and Michelle’s muted whimpers.

Harry felt Ben’s cock twitch and pulse, and even felt his balls move against his own, but the weirdness of it didn’t freak him out. Ben was coming inside Michelle, and Harry was going to do the same. He pushed deeper, faster. Michelle damn near crushed his hand as Harry erupted inside her. He saw stars, and only after a couple of seconds did he realise the humming groan he could hear was coming from his own throat.

The three of them disentangled from their clinch and settled into a silence that felt natural. Harry dozed. When he opened his eyes it was dark; someone had turned the bedside light off. He could hear Ben and Michelle breathing steadily beside him, both asleep. Harry felt relaxed and satiated in a way he’d never felt before. He fell asleep smiling.

Sometime later, Harry awoke to find the bed rocking gently. It was dark, but he could see Michelle on top of Ben. Her breathing was fast and urgent—building up to her orgasm. Harry’s cock was limp and lifeless, but he was happy for Michelle to get another helping from her bull. The guy could definitely give Lucas a run for his money.

“Oh…” Michelle whispered in the darkness. Muted yelps and whimpers announced her orgasm, and a hefty sigh from Ben suggested he’d managed to come yet again. They stilled, both breathing heavily.

They fell back to sleep, and eventually, so too did Harry.

* * * *

Harry woke up alone. He blinked and saw a chink of light through the curtains. He wondered if Ben and Michelle had decided to move to another bed, or maybe the shower. Perhaps they felt he’d shared in enough of their fun.

He pulled on a pair of shorts and t-shirt and went to the landing. A light was on downstairs, but there were no sounds. Harry found Michelle sitting at the kitchen table in her robe, sipping a cup of tea. He looked around. “Where’s Ben?”

“Morning. He left about fifteen minutes ago.”

“How come?”

“He wanted to get down the motorway before it got busy, and said he thinks it better to leave the couple to themselves in the morning.”

“Oh.” Harry sat down in the chair opposite her, surprised at the news but not overly disappointed. He reached across the table, stroking her hand with his thumb. “So, what did you think?”

“I think what we did last night was special.”

Harry held his breath, his heart leaping in his chest like a kid’s on Christmas morning. “So… you don’t mind too much if it turns out I’m more stag than cuckold?”

“Not at all. And I’m more than happy to be a vixen, if last night is anything to go by.”

“Did Ben say anything about seeing him again?”

“As a matter of fact, he did.” 

When she didn’t elaborate, Harry raised his brows. “And…?”

“He said he’ll message you.”

Harry grinned.

* * * *

They went back to bed and dozed for most of the morning, then had a lazy afternoon. As Harry lay on the freshly-sponged couch watching an old cowboy film, he heard Michelle squeal from the kitchen. He got up to check if she was alright but heard her giggling and talking excitedly before he reached the kitchen.

She was pacing round the kitchen with her phone. “Hang on, just going to tell Harry.” She beamed at him. Vicky’s pregnant.”

“Congratulations!” he shouted at the phone.

Michelle listened to the reply, giggling again. “She reckons it was because of the walk we all did in Wales. Says it must have given Josh’s tadpoles a bit more energy and helped them swim a bit further.”

Harry grimaced. “Too much information, Vic.” He returned to his film, genuinely pleased for their friends.

A few minutes later, Michelle came through carrying her phone in her hand, the call over. “Harry?”

“Hmm?”

“I’ve been thinking… What d’you think about us starting a family?”

He sat up and muted the TV, an uneasy feeling settling in his stomach. “Us?”

“Yeah. I’ll be thirty next month, and I never wanted to be an old mother.” She sat in the armchair opposite, looking serious. “It’s taken Vicky and Josh a couple of years to catch. I don’t want to wait too long.”

Harry’s mind tumbled over all the cuckold books he’d seen where the hotwife gets the bull to impregnate her. “Are you thinking of Ben?”

She laughed. “Well, I’m definitely looking forward to seeing him again, but I think this is more important than my sexual fulfilment.”

“I’m not sure if I could do that.”

She leaned forward, her expression imploring. “I’m not suggesting we stop the stag arrangement immediately. I know we’ve finally discovered something that works well for us both, but I’d like us to start trying soon.”

“You mean we’ll try for a baby? You, with me?”

She frowned, confused. “Who else would it be?”

“You said Ben.”

“What?”

The tension uncoiled in his gut, but her baffled expression made him feel like an idiot. Harry raked his hands through his hair, flustered. “I’ve seen the books about hotwives breeding with the bulls, and—”

“Harry, they’re stories. That’s fiction. Nobody in their right mind would actually do that.” She fell back in the chair, shaking her head. “I’d never have sex with anyone but you without using contraception, you daft—”

“So you’d stop being a hotwife?”

“I thought I was a vixen?”

“Whatever. Would you stop while we try?”

“Of course I would. I mean, it’s been a lot of fun—for both of us—but that’s all it is. Fun.”

Harry bit his lip and thought about the possibility of having a family. “All your colleagues said that having kids meant our social life would stop, and instead we’d spend all our time running our kids to places.”

She laughed. “I think they were exaggerating.”

He blinked, trying to get his head around the prospect of being a father.

She sat forward and looked into his eyes. “I’m not saying we should start straight away. I want a few repeat performances of what we did last night, either with Ben or with somebody else, and I’m sure you do, too.”

“You mean another threesome with me and a bull?”

She nodded. “Yeah, I loved it. How about we have a few more months enjoying this lifestyle, then in the Spring I’ll come off the pill and we can start trying for a baby.”

Harry bit his lip. “Wouldn’t you miss it? I mean, miss having men who’re a lot… y’know… bigger.”

“Big cocks are fun, but we both know you can satisfy me now. What’s more, we’ll have all these memories to look back on and enjoy.” She twirled her hair around her finger, her eyes gleaming. “Maybe in a couple of years we can think about playing again, if it’s what we both want.”

Harry nodded slowly.

Michelle gave him a beautiful smile. “Okay then, it’s a deal. I’ll stop taking the pill at the end of March, and after that, you’re the only man who’ll get near me with his cock. But in the meantime…”

Harry held his breath.

She narrowed her eyes. “I intend making the most of being a vixen, and over the next few months I aim to enjoy many more of your stag nights.”

THE END
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The Lodger

I woke as Gemma slipped into bed beside me, her bare leg rubbing against mine. There’s nothing like waking up to a soft, warm body after five solitary nights in a cab, and my dick was hard before she’d slid her hand under the quilt.

“Mmm,” she said as she wrapped her fingers around me. “What’ve you been dreaming about?”

I eased her onto her back and slipped inside, hearing her sigh as my cock slid all the way home. She often told me mine was the biggest she’d ever had, but I assume she was trying to stroke my ego. I reckon if it was that big, my ex-wife wouldn’t have been so eager to sample quite so many others.

“Ah, that feels good,” Gemma whispered as I started to fuck her with long, slow thrusts. “That’s just so…”

I sped up a little, revelling in the softness of the mattress and her tits, the smoothness of the sheets and her legs. The snugness of her bed and her cunt.

“Oh, Jon.”

When she came, her nails raked my back and her inner muscles gripped my dick. I ploughed on through her contractions, feeling her wetness dribbling onto my balls. Her nails dug into me again, and it hurt. I pinned her arms above her head and held myself up as I pounded her, watching her tits shake from the force of my thrusts. Her eyelids fluttered and she let out muted little whimpers.

With a final lunge, I buried myself as deep as I could and unloaded, flooding her. She let out encouraging moans as she wriggled beneath me, and I finally dropped on top of her, satiated. This was the best way to start the weekend.

────
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Trucker Jon has a good thing going. He might spend the week in his cramped cab, but his weekends are spent in the warm comfort of Gemma’s bed. Life couldn’t be better—until Gemma announces that she’s taking in a lodger.

He’s worried at first that their blissful routine may be disturbed, but it turns out that drama queen Amy happens to be a blonde stunner with a body to die for.

When Gemma confides that her attempts to comfort Amy went a little far one night, after Amy’s latest boyfriend drama, other previous indiscretions come to light, too. Jon gets the impression that his lovely girlfriend is giving him carte blanche to sleep with the flirtatious lodger to even up the scores.

Jon knows that only the most unscrupulous of men would accept such an offer, but who's he to deny Gemma her absolution? Besides, the lodger is so incredibly hot…

The Lodger is available from Amazon
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Take My Wife

After about fifteen minutes, Sophie leaned up on her elbow and started to kiss Joel, ready to continue with her night of passion. As she pushed the quilt down the bed with her foot, Jim saw that her hand was gripping Joel’s dick, slowly masturbating him. Joel was already hard. Evidently, he was ready for more, too. Jim wondered how long Sophie had been playing with him. Sophie climbed on top of him, feeding his thick dick inside her.

Jim knelt on the bed next to their legs and watched as his wife slowly made love to the other man. Her head was buried against Joel’s shoulder, her long tousled hair a dark fan over the pillow, hiding both their faces. Their bodies moved together in a slow, sensual dance. From his position on the bed, Jim had a perfect view of their union. With each slow, upward movement of Sophie’s hips he could see Joel’s slippery hardness, partially exposed for a second or two before it disappeared again inside the dark pinkness. Joel was holding Sophie’s hips in his hands, moving her on him. Jim stretched his hand out and gently stroked the back of Sophie’s leg, aroused to feel her thigh muscles working as she rode his friend.

There was a layer of perspiration on Sophie’s back, giving her a sultry, exotic look in the dim yellow light. Their lovemaking seemed to go on for a long time before Sophie reached her climax. She was very vocal as she came – muffled moans and sighs as the current built up, urgent grunts as the waves swelled inside her, then screams and shouts as the waves broke into an explosion of pleasure. Finally, she let out grateful cries and whimpers as she rode the final ripples of her orgasm. Jim was in a cold sweat and felt like his stomach was in a vice.

────
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The epic saga of how a really dirty fantasy becomes a fantastically dirty reality. All three books under one sweaty cover.

Bon Voyeur

Another man in their bed? Madness! Sophie and Jim had never done it before—heck, it was only supposed to be a fantasy to get them in the mood for each other. What if Sophie likes it too much? What if Jim has second thoughts when he sees his beautiful wife taken by another man? What if she enjoys the other man more because he has more to offer?

When the perfect opportunity presents, though, they both jump at the chance.

Joel is tall, handsome, and so much bigger than even Sophie expected! Best of all, he’s moving to the other side of the world, so they need never see him again. If Jim plays this right, Joel won’t even suspect the stranger they’re sharing is his loving wife.

Watching his beautiful Sophie—so vulnerable, so unprotected, so utterly owned—Jim experiences a powerful revelation. It’s sure been fun having a gorgeous wife all to himself, but it’s much more fun to share.

Abuse of Power

Jim’s learning things about himself that he never knew. Surprising things. Like how much he enjoys watching his wife lose herself with another man. Sophie’s learning as well, like how when it comes to male attention, for her it’s a case of the more the merrier.

And Sophie loves getting merry. You might say she’s becoming addicted. Sometimes she needs it so bad she’ll take the initiative herself, even when Jim is not around. For most men, that might be a problem, but Jim is not most men. Just knowing what his loving wife is doing without him, giving herself to those men, letting them have her in every way they can… Yes, he gets jealous, but if Sophie tells him everything, how she becomes so needy that she simply relinquishes her will, it can be almost as good as being there.

Drunk on the seemingly inexhaustible depth of his wife’s libido, Jim oversteps at a swinging party and starts directing Sophie’s lovers, telling them where they should finish. Finally, Sophie cracks. Sticky, degraded, angry, she strikes back and gives her cuckold husband a taste of his own medicine… or at least, her lovers’ medicine.

Global Playground

Jim is a simple man with simple needs. He's lives in a nice house on a nice street, he's got a good job, and he plays tennis to wind down. And on weekends he kisses his wife Sophie goodbye when she goes off to swingers' parties to service her ever-escalating needs. Billionaires, porn stars, dancers—one at a time or all at once, it doesn't matter to Sophie. She'll take it every way she can get it and relay all the juicy details to Jim when she gets home.

Life is good. Too good, you might say. For a voyeur like Jim, his open marriage is damn near perfect. Little bit of wife-watching, little bit of playing around... what more could a man want? Well there's only one answer to the eternal question, and that's the eternal truth. He want's what he can't have—romantic dates, curling up in front of a fire, sweet togetherness—and while Sophie is off jet-setting with wealthy men to service her needs, Jim falls into a comfortable friendship with Naomi, a stunning older woman and self-described cougar.

For a man who's known nothing but chocolate-chip, where's the harm in trying vanilla for once? Just a little taste... maybe a scoop...

Take My Wife is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

A Hotwife’s Journey

Her key in the door made his heart race. He listened as she came up the stairs, then held his breath when she walked into the bedroom. He couldn’t help staring. Her clothes were twisted, her makeup was smudged, and her hair was dishevelled.

She’s fucked someone.

Karen walked to the foot of the bed and looked into his face. “I did it.”

He swallowed.

She pulled her top over her head and dropped it on the floor, then pushed her skirt down over her hips and kicked it away. Slowly, she unclipped her bra at the front. As the cups came away, he saw a love bite on one of her breasts. Karen held his gaze as she pushed her thong down her legs and then bent to pick it up, holding it open so he could see the gooey mess soaked into the crotch.

It was another man’s cum, and it’d dribbled out of her during the drive home. The guy had deposited it deep in her cunt, and she’d returned home to her pervert husband to show him the evidence.

Nigel ached for her.

────
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A Hotwife’s Journey

After her husband’s open invitation to become a hotwife, Karen enjoys a variety of surprises and adventures that are hotter than any wife could wish for.

This collection covers her entire journey…

Karen’s Open Invitation

Nigel is a lucky man. He has everything a man could want: a successful and beautiful wife, a happy marriage, two wonderful daughters, a nice home and his own business.

So why risk it all just to satisfy his dirty fantasy?

When Karen’s throwaway comment about a hot colleague in the Sweden office unlocks the door to his secret desires, he offers her the chance to have a little fun; to mix business with pleasure.

Nigel has fantasised about sharing his wife for a long time. And from the way Karen’s been behaving lately, he suspects the idea appeals to her, too.

But there’s a big difference between fantasy and reality.

Will she take up his suggestion and have a passionate tryst with a virtual stranger while attending an overseas meeting? Neither know the answer when she leaves for the airport, but she doesn’t have to make her decision straight away. She can see how the meeting pans out. After all, it’s an open invitation…

Karen’s Party Surprise

Nigel is amazed by how Karen’s taken to her new role as a hotwife. Not only does she give herself freely to strangers, but she also thrills her husband by giving him all the juicy details he craves when she gets home.

Their sex-life is better than ever.

Nigel realises that an upcoming company get together will mean that they’ll be staying in the same hotel as Sean, the first man he ever shared her with. He offers Karen the chance to enjoy another night of passion, and they hatch a plan that could work. But Sean comes up with a counteroffer that’s just too good to refuse.

For a wife-sharing couple like Nigel and Karen, it’s the ultimate party surprise…

Karen’s Holiday Adventures

Life keeps getting better and better for Nigel. His long-held wife-sharing fantasy is now his reality, and he couldn’t be happier.

Or at least that's what he thinks until his wife reveals her plans for a break.

Their daughters are going away with their cousin’s family, so Karen books a holiday for the two of them—on a Caribbean island. What’s more, she promises to make it a fun-filled week where nothing is off-limits.

Under the hot tropical sun of St Lucia, Nigel learns just how hot his hotwife can be.

He’s shocked by the diversity of her sexual appetite, but then she did promise him an ‘anything goes’ holiday adventure…

A Hotwife’s Journey is available from Amazon

───Ξ───
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