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Prologue


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But women… they were a mystery.

A tantalising, delicious mystery.

Harriet closed her eyes again and started to imagine…

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

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

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

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

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

Finding the right person can be hard, Harriet agrees.

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

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

Sophie bites. You need some company, she asks.

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

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

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

And then…


Chapter 1


Harriet took another sip of her wine, trying to calm the nerves that seemed to have settled in a tight knot in the pit of her stomach.

She hadn’t felt like this in years… but then, she also hadn’t found herself sat waiting, alone in a packed bar, for a date to show up in years either. That delicious sense of both apprehension and anticipation was unfamiliar, but she found it thrilling.

She looked again at her phone, but nothing since the message a few minutes before:

Sorry, running 15 mins late. On my way I promise! Pxx

Looking round the bar, it was busy with the after work crowd, standing room only, but thankfully she’d booked one of the small booths off to the side for the evening so was able to sit, watching the entrance and waiting for her date to arrive.

Harriet had herself come straight from work, her shift as a doctor at one of the large Sydney hospitals over for the day, making sure she left on time for once. She’d had time to grab a quick shower, put on some simple make up and get changed before she left and then, almost before she’d had too much time to think about it, she was there, waiting.

It had taken her an age the night before to pick out her clothes, not remotely helped by having to do it in secret, and she’d wavered for ages between casual and smart. In the end she’d fallen somewhere between the two… tight jeans, a white strappy top, high heels, a combination that she hoped said yeah, I’ve made the effort here but I want you to pretend I didn’t.

She checked her reflection in the mirror at the end of the booth for the umpteenth time, but the same tanned face looked back at her, the same artfully casual way she’d worn her dark blonde hair down, the same bright pink lipstick that she hoped didn’t look too over the top… she was out of practice with dates, and was feeling it, definitely.

Harriet had even left her wedding rings locked away safely because, well, wearing your wedding ring to a date is not a good look… not that Zach would mind, of course, but sometimes you just had to do what felt right.

Zach… thought Harriet with a smile, taking another sip of wine. He thought that she was on shift all night tonight, her cover in case the date went particularly well. She hated not being completely truthful with him, but at the same time this was well within the boundaries that they’d agreed recently and, well, was all part of a plan to give him the best birthday present ever on the coming weekend. So long as she told him about it afterwards he’d been explicit that he was fine with it, and Harriet was going to be fully truthful with him. But only after the birthday surprise, otherwise it would spoil it for him…

Really, this was just an extension of their hotwife experiment that had been running for several months now. She had her regular bull Ben, she’d played around with some other guys too, all with Zach’s blessing, his consent, and importantly his presence… and in fact most recently, at an exclusive party, Zach had played around too. They were loving it, but this night was a little different, this night involved something else… making the most of a window where Ben was away and they could take their experiment further than ever before.

Glancing towards the door, there was still no sign of her date. Harriet was incredibly excited but also nervous, because her date that night had also been her secret crush for the last few years, that one person that, for some unknown reason, entirely unbeknownst to them, takes up residence inside your head, the cause of attraction almost impossible to identify, sending you wild with unrequited desire.

Often it can be that person you see on your commute every day, or someone in another team at work, or someone on your course at university, or the other customer who goes to the coffee shop at the same time as you every morning, or anything. But the common denominator is a shared moment of attraction, a spark, a brief conversation, and then, at least for a while, nothing.

And if it stays as nothing the crush dissipates. But… if it doesn’t stay as nothing, then maybe the crush doesn’t go. Sometimes it gets stronger and stronger.

For Harriet that crush had been running for several years now, and had started in her Pilates class with the instructor, Phoebe…


Chapter 2
Three years before


That first time that she met Phoebe, there were none of the signs.

Harriet was running late and rushed into her usual Pilates class to find that the normal instructor had disappeared to be replaced by a new one… Phoebe.

The class had been good, nothing to write home about, and as so often happens with a new instructor there was quite a lot of grumbling afterwards, people who were used to the previous instructor’s way of doing things not liking Phoebe’s different approach, and also questioning whether an instructor in her early twenties could be as good as the old one who’d been doing Pilates for more than twenty years.

If she was being honest with herself, Harriet felt the same. But… the timing of the class was convenient for her so she decided to give it a go before looking at alternatives and, after all, Phoebe was well qualified and came with decent experience.

Over the next few weeks the class numbers dwindled, until three weeks later Harriet turned up and found that she was the only one. Her and Phoebe made small talk while they waited to see whether anyone else would turn up, but five minutes after the class was supposed to start Phoebe had shrugged and, with a look that seemed to be on the verge of tears and made Harriet feel hugely sympathetic towards her, said, “I guess you’re getting a private session today… are you ok with that?”

“Oh, definitely,” Harriet replied with her most reassuringly winning smile. “Everyone else’s loss is my gain. Don’t go easy on me though!”

They’d started the session and, one-on-one, Phoebe was actually a great instructor, making sure that Harriet was always getting into the right positions and making tweaks constantly to her posture to get the most out of every exercise.

Forty five minutes in and Harriet’s muscles were burning, the fatigue really starting to set in, but she was feeling great, really relaxed and in the zone. Phoebe asked her to do one last exercise before they started to warm down, a plank with a rainbow motion of her hips to each side, but with the fatigue kicking in Harriet was struggling to hold the right form.

Phoebe came over and said, “Sit up for a second and let me show you.”

And, as Phoebe settled into her plank, Harriet kneeling a few feet away to the side, that was the moment. Something about seeing Phoebe’s perfect plank up close, watching all of her muscles working, seeing the muscles on her abdomen and lower back tensed, the shape of her legs and curve of her hip through her leggings, and watching as she perfectly controlled the rainbow motion from side to side, whatever it was hit Harriet like a bolt of lightning.

She’d never been sexually attracted to another woman before, never fantasised about another woman, never kissed another woman… Harriet had been as heterosexual as could be. And so possibly that moment, the sudden sheer arousal and desire that flashed through her, hit her harder than it would otherwise, a mix of the forbidden and the erotic.

Harriet felt herself blush but played it cool when Phoebe sat up and asked her to do the plank now instead, hoping it would look like she was flushed from the exercise. Getting into position, she tried her best to emulate Phoebe but knew she wasn’t quite getting it right.

“Almost…” Phoebe said encouragingly. “You just need to adjust your hips a little to fully engage your core, then you’ll be good. I tell you what, do you mind if I help you to make a little adjustment?”

“Go for it,” Harriet replied, out of breath slightly from the position and not, she told herself, not remotely from the shock of arousal that was still coursing through her. Definitely, definitely it was the exercise.

She felt one of Phoebe’s hands under her lower abdomen, on the waist band of her yoga leggings, and the other behind her, on her upper thighs. Then she smelled Phoebe’s perfume, delicate, a different scent to Harriet’s, only a trace but intoxicating, and the arousal became a torrent, almost literally given how she could feel her body reacting. What the hell is happening to me, she thought.

Phoebe guided her through the rainbows, her hands on Harriet throughout, gentle but firm, and then when she was satisfied they finished, starting on the warm down.

“Looks like that was a good workout,” Phoebe said with a smile, looking at Harriet’s still flushed cheeks.

If only you knew, thought Harriet, who instead replied, “Thank you, that was really good.” Then, wanting conversation to distract from her thoughts, “How long have you been doing this?”

They got chatting through the warm down, about how Phoebe had been doing a corporate job but got sick of it, how Pilates was her passion, and how she’d been teaching for three years now.

“Well, I don’t know about the rest of the class,” Harriet joked looking around the empty room, “but I’ll be here next week, one hundred percent.”

“Thanks, I appreciate that,” Phoebe replied with a smile. She turned to start putting her mat away, and Harriet caught herself staring, taking in Phoebe’s body. A feminine body but well built, a hint of a more masculine physique from all of the exercise around the shoulders and waist. Phoebe was in great shape. And when Phoebe turned to face her again, Harriet realised with a shock that another wave of arousal was flooding through her.

Not sure quite what to do, Harriet took her leave and headed home to get showered and changed.

Maybe, in hindsight, if she’d gone with it, played out a fantasy of Phoebe in her head while touching herself that same day, Harriet could have nipped it in the bud and got it out of her system.

But for Harriet, her entire self-image was as a heterosexual, recently married woman. She wouldn’t let herself fantasise about Phoebe, or to be more accurate as her mind couldn’t help thinking about her despite what she wanted, she wouldn’t let herself orgasm thinking about Phoebe, so those thoughts, that memory of the arousal, of Phoebe’s body and of her hands touching Harriet and of the scent of her perfume, they lingered, and grew bigger and bigger in Harriet’s mind the more she put them to one side.


Chapter 3


Over the next few months Harriet went to Phoebe’s classes religiously, but as the numbers picked up she never got that one on one experience again, and never experienced that same, sudden shock of arousal as there had been that one time.

Which wasn’t to say, of course, that she wasn’t having those thoughts.

Indeed, completely secretly, she’d been thinking about Phoebe plenty, her crush in full swing. Never explicitly sexual, but she would have images in her head of Phoebe in her Pilates clothes in some of her more athletic poses, and one time when Phoebe was talking about having been to the beach the weekend before she had an image come into her head that just wouldn’t leave of Phoebe sunbathing in a bikini.

But still, she did nothing with it, not even fantasising. She knew she had a massive crush on Phoebe, but she knew that that was all it was and she didn’t want to make it anything more. She’d had crushes before, some she’d acted on, some she hadn’t, but she was almost deliriously happy in her marriage and was going to do nothing to change that.

Until… a few months after that one-on-one lesson with Phoebe, her and Zach had an argument.

Nothing serious in the grand scheme of things, but their first proper argument since getting married and it left her frustrated and annoyed.

She went to her Pilates class as usual, and Phoebe was great as usual, having really grown into running the class. And, as usual, Harriet found herself spending a little longer than she should looking at Phoebe, telling herself it was just part of being a good student and getting the exercises right… it was essential to study the curve of her hip and the way that little dimples formed either side of her mouth when she smiled, she told herself, absolutely crucial.

When she got home later, not due to start her afternoon shift at the hospital for a few hours yet, Zach had gone to work and she had their apartment to herself.

She needed to shower but, like any self-respecting English woman abroad, that could wait until after a cup of tea… and as luck would have it, one of her friends visiting from home recently had managed to slip some proper English tea past the customs controls at Sydney airport so she could have a proper cup of tea for a change.

Mug in hand, Harriet settled down on the sofa and found her mind start to wander, following an all too familiar pattern… Phoebe, thinking about when Phoebe had helped her with her bridge position earlier, the feel of Phoebe’s hand supporting her lower back to get the position right, while her other hand rested on Harriet’s stomach.

Harriet’s mind started to drift, and she imagined that it was a private lesson… imagined Phoebe’s hands lingering as she lowered Harriet down… imagined lying down, looking up at Phoebe, her legs still parted from the bridge, as Phoebe’s hand started to move imperceptibly lower… imagined her little finger slipping ever so slightly under the waistband of Harriet’s yoga leggings, aware of just how easy it would be for Phoebe to go further…

Normally, this was where Harriet would stop, common sense prevailing. But that morning, just for once, she didn’t feel quite so well disposed towards Zach as usual, and she felt particularly well disposed towards Phoebe who’d given her more reassurance than usual in that day’s lesson, presumably picking up that Harriet needed a lift.

So… Harriet set her mug of tea down on the table and she lay back, mirroring the position she’d been imagining and closed her eyes, slipping her own hand down under the waistband of her leggings as she imagined Phoebe going further, slowly reaching down until her fingers slid through her trimmed pubic hair.

As she touched herself, imagining Phoebe touching her, Harriet let out a long, shuddering sigh, the release of a huge amount of pent up sexual tension that she hadn’t even realised was there. Her fingers started to work, while with her other hand she stroked her breast through her clothes and sports bra, touching her hard nipple.

In her fantasy, Phoebe’s fingers started to properly touch her, and Phoebe’s head leaned down, her soft lips meeting Harriet’s and kissing her deeply yet playfully.

Suddenly, from nowhere, a huge orgasm shook through Harriet, taking her by surprise, the incredible hotness of imagining Phoebe touching her and kissing her pushing her over the edge far quicker than she thought possible, this fantasy that she’d forbidden herself from having breaking all her conventions. She was straight, 100% straight, she shouldn’t be fantasising like this, but she couldn’t help it. Harriet cried out in pleasure again and again, noisier than usual, the orgasm overwhelming her, then fell silent, gently stroking herself as she fell down from the heights.

After a few minutes lying there she sat up, feeling embarrassed. She had chores to do before she went to work and she threw herself into them with a vengeance, anything to not have to think about the barrier she’d just crossed in her mind for the very first time. Her tea, her precious limited supply of good tea, lay untouched, cold.

Her focus on her chores lasted all of an hour however, before she needed to take a shower ahead of work. As she stood naked under the cascade of hot water, her mind flashed back to Phoebe, her muscular physique, and Harriet started to imagine what she would look like naked herself, imagining Phoebe in her apartment, stripping off her clothes, coming to join Harriet in the shower, kissing Harriet, touching Harriet, holding Harriet…

Without thinking Harriet’s hand had slid down between her legs again, and using her other hand to support herself against the shower screen she touched herself furiously, her second orgasm of the morning rolling through her in a matter of minutes, as she fantasised about Phoebe going down on her with her soft lips and tongue.

As she got dry a few minutes later, Harriet was in a daze, not really understanding what was happening in her head but knowing, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that she was crushing hugely on Phoebe and that she was far from done yet...

***

Over the next month the seal had well and truly been broken, Harriet fantasising daily about sleeping with Phoebe.

At first she kept it to when she was on her own, but then one night when Zach was going down on her her mind drifted to Phoebe, and she played out a fantasy in her head that it was Phoebe, rather than Zach and, well, that had a very satisfactory outcome. Before long she was imagining that she was with Phoebe even when she was with Zach, a state of affairs that she knew couldn’t persist but was helpless to stop.

As is so often the case though, the crush started to abate. Phoebe went on holiday, breaking the weekly spell a little, and when she came back Harriet had forced herself to stop the fantasising and, mercifully, it didn’t come back. Harriet still stole glances at her, of course, but the fantasy died down.

Over the next couple of years it went in cycles for Harriet. Having never fantasised about women before, she found that she could go for months without fantasising about them now, then suddenly some trigger, often innocuous, and she’d spend the next week touching herself several times daily, imagining, say, the new female medical student at work or the waitress who served them at a restaurant giving her the night of her life.

But always, every single time, after a few days fantasising about a different woman, it came back to Phoebe. In bed with Phoebe. In the shower with Phoebe. In the locker room at the gym with Phoebe. But then, always as well, after a few weeks it died down again and she could put Phoebe out of her mind.

Harriet knew that there was nothing wrong with all of this, that it was perfectly healthy to fantasise and that many women went through phases in their lives where they thought about other women like that. She’d just done that later in life than most, and she was ok with that.

She absolutely knew, though, that she mustn’t act on it, she was too in love with Zach to ever risk that. Curiously, though, she wasn’t tempted to either. There was no point where she ever thought about even trying to make a move on Phoebe, and if Phoebe had tried with her she would have turned Phoebe down, albeit very pleasantly.

After a couple of years she was on a good run, maybe four or five months, of not having thought about women in that way once. Not that that would have been a problem, of course, but she did prefer to be able to fantasise about Zach rather than other people.

But then… there was the party.


Chapter 4
Six months before the date


Six months before Harriet found herself sat in the booth of that Sydney bar, waiting for her date to arrive, her and Zach went to a party to celebrate a friend’s engagement held in a bar that they’d hired out for the purpose.

They were well settled in to married life by then, enjoying the stability that their relationship gave them, getting ahead in their careers… life was good. And… their experiments, Zach’s dream that triggered a whole heap of craziness, that was still a few weeks away.

When Zach and Harriet arrived at the party it was in full swing already, music playing, drinks flowing, maybe a hundred people there with apparently more to come.

As Zach went to get them drinks and Harriet said hello to some friends, she glanced around the room and, with a jolt of recognition, spotted Phoebe on the other side of the room, stood talking to another woman.

Not just a jolt of recognition either… it was the first time that Harriet had seen Phoebe in several months, Phoebe having moved job to another gym, and she found herself slightly zoning out from her friends’ conversation as her massive crush came flooding back.

Phoebe.

Was there.

The realisation that she was seeing the person she’d obsessed about, having thought that she’d never see her again, was slow to come but hit her in a rush.

The crush was back. Big time.

Harriet watched Phoebe for a moment, deep in conversation, remembering the feminine figure with just a hint of something more masculine, the muscles, the shoulders. What she also realised was that while Pilates teacher Phoebe was attractive, party Phoebe with her dark brown hair down and relaxed was outright gorgeous.

Zach came back over with their drinks and looked at Harriet. “You ok?” he asked.

She smiled. “Sorry, I was miles away. Yes, I’m good. You?”

They got into conversation with their friends, though Harriet kept on glancing over at Phoebe.

Maybe an hour later she decided to go and say hello. Massive crush or not, she’d genuinely enjoyed talking to Phoebe during the couple of years she’d been doing Phoebe’s class, and she wanted to chat to her.

Walking over, Phoebe spotted her and, with a broad grin, called, “Harriet! What are you doing here?” She reached out her arms and wrapped Harriet up in a tight hug.

Harriet could tell that she’d been drinking but returned the hug regardless… and she wasn’t oblivious to how it felt, feeling Phoebe’s chest pressed against hers, catching the faint hint of her perfume, and most tantalising of all feeling a loose strand of Phoebe’s hair tickle her cheek.

When they separated Harriet said with a smile, “Friend of the groom. You?”

“Friend of the bride. Wow, I never knew we had friends in common.” She paused and smiled, then said, “Oh goodness, I’m being rude. Harriet, this is Emma, Emma meet Harriet, she used to do one of my classes.”

Harriet turned to Emma and shook her hand. “Nice to meet you. You’re a friend of the bride too?”

Emma laughed. “No… Phoebe’s plus one.” As she said that, Harriet glanced down and saw that Phoebe had taken hold of Emma’s hand.

Blushing slightly, Harriet played it cool. “Brilliant, it’s lovely to meet you. You guys live near here?” Inside, she didn’t have a clue what her emotions were doing other than that they seemed to all be running in different directions.

On the one hand, she was thinking, oh my god, my crush is into women, that’s amazing.

On the other, jealousy. Quite a lot of jealousy, she realised as she thought about how Emma would have got to do with Phoebe the things that Harriet had imagined. Would in all likelihood get to do those things later… maybe had done them already that day. She felt her blush deepen and prayed that the low lighting would hide it.

The conversation flowed freely from there, the chemistry great with both of them in that more social setting. It turned out that Phoebe and Emma had been together for a couple of months, and Phoebe was enjoying her new work, still teaching Pilates but also doing some personal training too.

As the evening went on and the drink flowed, Harriet talked to them both more and more, and she found that Phoebe started to get a bit flirty. Nothing serious, but certainly Phoebe was interacting with Harriet in ways that would have seemed odd with one of her friends, little touches here, holding eye contact longer than necessary there, flicks of her hair, playful comments, all of that sort of thing.

In the end Harriet could tell that Emma was getting a little irritated so she took her leave of them, but not until Phoebe had made her promise that they’d keep in touch, swapping numbers.

“You know Phoebe?” asked one of their friends that Zach had been talking to when she came back over.

“Uhh… sort of, I guess,” replied Harriet. “She was my Pilates teacher for a while.” Then, lowering her voice, she continued, “I didn’t know she was in to women though.”

He laughed. “If it walks on two legs then Phoebe is cool with it.” Seeing Harriet’s quizzical reaction, he quickly clarified, “I don’t mean she’s easy or anything, far from it, it’s just that she’s entirely relaxed about the gender of who she sees. One day a woman, a month later it might be a man. Keeps us on our toes!”

“Ah, ok… I understand,” replied Harriet, before the conversation moved on.

***

At the end of the night, as her and Zach left, he asked, “Who were the two women you were talking to earlier?”

“Phoebe and Emma… Phoebe used to be my Pilates teacher. They were both nice.”

Zach laughed as they walked along. “I think Phoebe might be interested in more than just being your friend…”

Harriet found herself blushing, the thought that her crush might have any interest in her drawing the reaction. “No… I didn’t pick up on those vibes at all.”

“Seriously, she was flirting outrageously with you, I could see from where I was stood.” He then paused and teased, “It looked kind of hot…”

Harriet stopped and punched his arm jokingly. “Stop. You know I’m not into that.”

“I know… but a poor husband can dream…”

If you only knew what I’ve thought about her doing to me, thought Harriet, it would be all of your dreams come true.

The crush was back.

Big time.


Chapter 5


A lot happened in Harriet and Zach’s personal life in the months following that party.

A lot.

They had Harriet’s bull Ben on the scene, and the very idea that Harriet would even have a bull, that she’d find great fun in referring to herself as a hot wife, that Zach would watch while she slept with other men… the Harriet that left that party would, understandably, have refused to believe it.

It was towards the end of their holiday in Bali, just her and Zach, that they had a night where they cut loose, drinking far more than was strictly advisable and the alcohol acted, as it often can, like a kind of truth serum.

The weekend before had got a little crazy… the understatement of the century, Harriet thought. With Ben back at home in Sydney they’d gone out in Bali and got talking to a couple of Americans on holiday, Grant and Tom, and one thing had led to another and, well… Zach had watched willingly while she had had a twenty four hour long threesome with them, trying pretty much everything they could think of.

It has been crazy, absolutely insane, but also incredible… and so by the end of their Bali holiday they were at a crossroads. Harriet was sleeping with Ben back home, they’d had the threesome in Bali, and her and Zach needed to talk… not about whether to experiment further, they both took that as given, but about what they could do, what they wanted to do, and where their boundaries were.

So, over several strong cocktails too many, sat out on a beach as the day turned to a star studded night, they talked, and they opened up in a way they never truly had in their relationship before then.

They talked about having a regular bull, they talked about different forms the whole hotwife and bull experiment could take, they talked about finding different partners and how best to do it, and they talked about no-go areas, although in all honesty there weren’t many… both Harriet and Zach had a mentality of being willing to try almost anything once.

Coming back from the bar with yet another drink and sitting down, Zach said, “You know, you and another woman. Always will be on my list.”

Harriet grinned. “You’ve been talking about that since, what, a week after we first got together. I get it…”

“Yeah, but I mean it. Surely it’s a life experience you’d want to try?”

Harriet said nothing for a moment, but played it cool. “Not if you keep asking about it….”

Zach laughed. “That’s closer to yes than I’ve ever got out of you before!”

She just punched his arm playfully. “You wish…”

“Look, seriously though, Just as I’ve always said, you’ve got a permanent hall pass. Permanent. The only condition is you tell me all about it afterwards.”

Harriet looked at him sceptically. “I don’t buy it… seriously, you’re saying you’d be happy for me to spend a night with a woman and you don’t even get to watch.” She paused. “Bollocks.”

“I’m serious… more than happy, want.”

“Hmmm….”

“You’re thinking about it…” Zach teased.

“I am not!” Harriet protested, but in actuality yes, she was… she wasn’t thinking about Phoebe at that point, she was actually thinking about the nineteen year old waitress at their local coffee shop… but still, yes, she actually was. “Anyway… let’s move on. What else?”

They talked around a few other fantasies they each had, then Harriet got on to a new one.

“So it turns out I quite like threesomes…” she said, laughing. “Who’d have thought?”

“Yeah,” Zach replied, grinning. “And it turns out I quite like watching you liking threesomes.”

“You know what I’d really like though?”

“What?”

“A threesome where you’re taking part.” She paused. “That would be so super-hot.”

“But then there’d only be one other person, and where’s the fun in that?”

Harriet looked at him for a long moment, unable to tell in the dark whether he was joking or not. “Well… I guess when I said threesome I meant more than twosome, if that makes sense?”

“So three, or four, or five, or twenty?”

She laughed. “Three, yes. Four, yes if one is you. Five…” She shrugged. “Could have its possibilities.” She paused. “Twenty… might be challenging.”

“You know I like watching though…”

“So far. We’ll work on that.”

They kept on talking, and then as the hour got late and they got close to calling it a night, Zach mentioned a darker fantasy of his… one he’d kept very tucked away.

“Cheating,” he said quietly. “Specifically you cheating.”

Harriet felt her heart skip a beat… he was dancing around a sobering topic, after all. There'd been a period early in their relationship when they’d split for a few months after he’d moved back to Australia and she’d stayed in England, thinking it was the grown up thing to do… they’d quickly righted that wrong, but naturally during that time they’d both seen other people, not cheating but always a slight asterisk on their relationship. And there'd been another time, a tiny, stupid, drunken wobble when they were long distance not long after, one that Zach could never know about, but that was Harriet's burden to bear and hers alone. Firmly not a topic for that night.

Keeping her voice steady, she said, “Me cheating?”

“Yeah. It’s… weird. But I fantasise about you cheating. I guess an extension of this whole hot wife and cuckold thing we’ve been doing.” He paused and shrugged. “I like you sleeping with other men.”

“But cheating? What, you’d want me to go behind your back? Go on a date with a guy, sleep with him, then tell you?”

“No…” He took a moment to find his words. “No, not like that. Like fantasy cheating, so where I know, where I can see it, but I’m not there. We pretend I’m not there… like role play that you’re cheating, without you actually cheating.”

“I… think I understand,” Harriet replied, though she wasn’t clear. “So it would be, like, I’d go out and meet someone, do whatever, but keep you informed?”

“Yeah, or I’d be watching from a distance… a little like when you first met Ben. Or maybe you’d fool around with someone when I’m not there but send me pictures.” He paused. “You think I’m a freak, don’t you?”

“No…” Harriet replied. “But I think we’d need to work out some parameters. That could go wrong fast.”

“Yeah it could…” He grinned. “Don’t just go off sleeping with some random guy…”

“I’ll try not to…” Harriet teased back.

But she had the kernel of an idea… one that built over the weeks that followed. A surprise for Zach, a big surprise, and one that she knew he’d thoroughly enjoy… but also one involving some set up work.

Time to get planning.


Chapter 6
Two weeks before the date


There were a few parts to Harriet’s plan that she needed to set in motion, but first and foremost was one person… Phoebe.

No Phoebe, no surprise, or at least the surprise would get a hell of a lot harder.

It had taken Harriet a week to build up the courage, wondering how to get in touch with Phoebe. She’d thought about a phone call, but how could that work? Hi, how are you, by the way would you like to pretend to cheat with me and then sleep with me and my husband didn’t feel to Harriet like it had a high chance of success.

In the end, she dug out Phoebe’s email address from one of her old Pilates bookings and sat down to write her a long email.

‘Hi Phoebe,

‘Harriet here, hope you’re ok. It was great seeing you at that party a few months back, and I hope you and Emma are doing well.

‘You might be wondering why I’m emailing you. Well… I have something personal to ask. All I ask is that you read this through, and if you like what I ask then reply. If you don’t then please just delete!’

She then went on to lay out her plan for Zach’s birthday surprise, what it would involve, how she thought it could work, everything. She realised that she was tiptoeing around the main subject, so in the end she simply asked Phoebe outright whether she would be interested in a threesome with her and Zach, but as a complete surprise for him.

When she’d finished, Harriet read and re-read what she’d written before hitting send so that she couldn’t change her mind.

And then started the wait. She hadn’t expected a quick reply, but several days passed and she’d still heard nothing she started to think that she’d misread Phoebe and that she was back to the drawing board.

***

“What’s up?”

Harriet looked up from where she was stood wiping the kitchen surfaces to see Zach walking over with a look of concern.

“What do you mean?” She loved him so much, but sometimes, just sometimes, he irritated the hell out of her… and this was one of those moments.

He stopped and smiled. “Well, you’ve already cleaned the kitchen surfaces twice tonight, and I think if you try to fluff up the cushions on the sofa one more time they might burst, so… usually that all means something’s up.”

Harriet sighed… she loved that he cared so much to notice, she loved everything about him, but this was just one of those moments where she needed space, and short of going out for a mysterious walk on her own her best outlet was tidying their apartment. The trouble was, he knew that that was how she let off stress at home so… it was irritating.

She took a deep breath. “I… there’s a thing but I can’t tell you about it.”

“Sounds mysterious…” Zach said with a grin, and Harriet felt her annoyance start to dissipate… it wasn’t Zach’s fault.

“It’s not. It’s… I’m waiting to hear about something I’m lining up for your birthday and…” She shrugged. “I hate waiting.”

“Ooohh.. sounds exciting,” Zach replied. “Can you tell me what it is?”

“No chance… the fun’s in the surprise. Just keep the night free like I said, ok?”

“Can I guess?”

“No!” Harriet grinned as Zach walked up to her and wrapped his arms around her. “You may not.”

“Spoil sport,” Zach teased, kissing her gently on her forehead. “But, whatever it is we do, it will be perfect. You always pull out all the stops for my birthday.”

If you only knew, Harriet thought…

***

It was four days after sending the email that she finished a shift at the hospital to find a brief reply:

I like your plan, though I’d normally go on a date with someone before doing that. How about I take you out for a drink and we can see where it takes us? Just you, not Zach. Then we can see about the Zach part.

Pxx

PS your luck is in, Emma not on the scene any more

Harriet read it, and then took herself off somewhere quiet to read it and re-read it again. Phoebe was interested, that was for certain, but in what way she was interested wasn’t quite as clear. Go out for a drink and see where it takes us, thought Harriet, that sounds like her main thing is me.

As she thought about the email throughout that day, she realised that more and more she really wanted to meet Phoebe for that drink… and with that came the realisation that while this had started as something to give Zach a birthday treat, maybe there was some benefit around the edges for her here too. But then, if she was really being honest with herself, this was never a pure act of altruism on Harriet’s part… of course there was a benefit for her too.

Harriet fired off a quick reply, agreeing to meet Phoebe for a drink, and then sat back to think. Her crush had just got real.

Very real indeed…


Chapter 7
Date night


Harriet drained her glass of wine and looked at her watch again. Half an hour late and no further messages… she was starting to wonder whether Phoebe might have stood her up. To be honest, she was also starting to feel a little out of place, sat on her own in the busy bar. Already she’d had one guy ask if he could join her, though thankfully when she’d flashed her wedding ring at him he’d gotten the message pretty fast.

And then, by the door, she saw her.

Phoebe.

Her crush.

Looking as gorgeous as she had at that party six months before, her dark brown hair tied back in a ponytail, wearing a casual, white dress that bared her muscular shoulders and stopped near her knees, hugging her figure in between, dangly earrings catching the lights from the bar. She looked really, really good.

Harriet stood and waved, and when Phoebe saw her she grinned broadly, threading her way through the crowd, and then the two of them were sharing a friendly hug in greeting.

They sat down facing each other, and Phoebe said, “I’m so sorry I’m late… I’m not normally like that.” She shrugged and smiled apologetically. “Traffic problems.”

Harriet smiled reassuringly. “Don’t worry about it. I mean, I did wonder if I was being stood up, but…”

“Oh, there was no chance of that.” She paused and grinned. “Believe me, I’ve been looking forward to this.”

Feeling herself blushing, Harriet grinned back. “Would you like a drink?”

“Thought you’d never ask! Whatever you’re having.”

Soon, the two of them had glasses of white wine in front of them and were chatting away. The chemistry between them was as good as it had been at the party a few months before, and, just like at the party as they moved on to a second then a third glass of wine, Phoebe started to flirt quite heavily, something that Harriet reciprocated.

After a visit to the bathrooms, Phoebe had swapped sides of the booth to sit next to Harriet, so they found themselves half turned towards each other, Phoebe’s back to the bar. It felt more intimate than earlier and Harriet started to feel the butterflies in her stomach again, feeling that Phoebe was going to make some sort of move but not quite sure what or, as this was her first date in ten years, quite how this all worked.

“So…” Phoebe said after a lull in the conversation. “This plan of yours for your husband’s birthday.” She paused and looked at Harriet intently, with a slight smile on her lips as she sipped on her wine.

Harriet felt herself blushing, the elephant in the room that they’d been skirting around all evening coming right out into the open. “Uhhh… yes, the plan, it’s… I mean, what do you want to know?” She stammered out.

Phoebe reached out her hand to take Harriet’s, gently entwining their fingers, then looking into Harriet’s eyes with a more intent look on her face. For Harriet this was the first time ever, literally ever, that she’d had this sort of non-platonic contact with another woman, and she felt a tingle as their hands touched. The sensation of Phoebe’s fingers, her crush’s fingers, gently stroking hers was unreal, and Harriet could feel her body responding rapidly.

“Why me?” Phoebe asked.

“Why you?”

“Yes, why me. There are millions of women in this city… why me?”

Harriet took a moment to think, unable though to stop looking into Phoebe’s eyes. She was struggling to think straight with Phoebe continuing to gently stroke her fingers, and in the end realised that honesty was the best policy.

“I… I’m very attracted to you,” Harriet admitted. “I have been for a while. Pretty much since you started teaching me Pilates." She paused, watching for any sign from Phoebe, but her face remained unchanged, the same intent look. "So for the birthday plan, I couldn’t think of anyone better than you. Particularly as I’ve heard that you’re into men and women.” She paused, watching Phoebe’s expression which hadn’t changed. “I’m sorry if that’s awkward, but I wanted to be truthful with you.”

Phoebe smiled to reassure her. “Not awkward at all… kind of hot in fact. I mean, we’re on a date aren’t we? You’re allowed to be attracted to me.” She leaned towards Harriet until she was just a few inches from her, and looking deep into Harriet’s eyes said so quietly that she almost whispered, “Do you want to know a secret?”

Harriet nodded, not trusting herself to speak, her breath catching at how fast this was developing.

Phoebe leaned over, so close that Harriet closed her eyes expecting a kiss, but instead whispered into Harriet’s ear, “I’m very attracted to you too. Very. Have been for a long time.” She paused. “Pretty much since I started teaching you Pilates.”

She leaned back and looked into Harriet’s eyes from close up, then she reached her hand up and slowly pushed a loose strand of hair back from Harriet’s face. Harriet felt her heart rate go through the roof, all of her senses on fire in anticipation of whatever was going on here.

Then Phoebe leaned back again, almost as if she was teasing Harriet. In fact, Harriet thought, that was precisely what she was doing, and it was working a treat. As far as Harriet was concerned, it could just be the two of them, alone at that point, the rest of the bar a thousand miles away.

“Have you ever had a threesome before?” Phoebe asked, smiling again.

“A couple of times,” Harriet admitted. “You?”

“A few times, yes. Did yours include another woman?”

Harriet shook her head. “No… two guys both times. Why?”

Pausing for a second, Phoebe said, “Have you ever slept with another woman?”

“No. Never.”

“Ok. So, if you want to get the most out of you, me and Zach, it’s best that that’s not your first time with a woman.” She paused as Harriet took a deep breath, getting a feel for where this was going. “My first one was, and it was nowhere near as good as the other ones. Nowhere near. So…” Phoebe raised her eyebrows.

“So…?” Harriet replied, smiling tentatively herself.

“So… what would your husband say about you getting some practice in first?” As she said that Phoebe had moved the hand that wasn’t holding Harriet’s hand and had put it on Harriet’s leg, just above the knee, and was very lightly stroking Harriet’s inner thigh through her jeans.

Harriet was in no doubt as to what Phoebe was suggesting, and she wanted it like she’d never wanted anything before. The combination of her long running crush, her fantasies about Phoebe, the realisation that Phoebe was into her as well, and then the stimulation from Phoebe’s hands lightly stroking her, it was almost too much. She wanted her badly.

“We have a… uhhh… arrangement,” Harriet replied, blushing yet again. “It’s… he’s told me that I’ve got a permanent hall pass with another woman. He’s cool with it. We’ve done some experimenting recently and, well, we’ve realised that we both enjoy experimenting outside of our marriage. So, what I meant to say is… he’d be fine with it.”

“Does he know you’re here tonight?” Phoebe asked, moving closer again, and speaking in a quieter voice.

“No.”

“But he’d be ok with it?” Phoebe moved to whisper in Harriet’s ear. “I’m not a marriage wrecker.”

Harriet suppressed a little shiver of pleasure as she felt Phoebe’s breath against her ear and neck. “He told me that it would be ok for me to take an opportunity and tell him after,” she whispered back.

"You promise?" Harriet felt a gentle brush of Phoebe's lips on her ear, barely enough to count as a kiss, but more than enough to push Harriet's arousal even higher. "Because I'm happy to be your first time." Another slight brush of the lips, on her neck this time. "I'm happy to be your second, your third, right up to your hundredth time." Another brush of the lips, a little stronger. "But I won't be your illicit affair, ok?"

"I promise..." Harriet sighed, her senses on fire. “Nothing illicit…”

“Do you need to go home tonight?” Phoebe whispered, now looking into Harriet’s eyes, their faces a few inches apart.

“No… he thinks I’m on an overnight shift,” Harriet whispered back. “I’ve got all night.”

Phoebe moved closer still, until their lips were practically touching. “All night?” She planted a soft, slow, lingering kiss on Harriet’s lips, the first kiss that Harriet had ever had with another woman, then leaned back again after a few seconds. “My place is nearby, a few minutes’ walk. Would you like to come back there for another drink?”

Harriet couldn’t speak, she was so turned on. All she could do was nod her head while she bit her lip, her brain running at a thousand miles an hour as it sunk in that, in all likelihood, she was about to sleep with her massive crush.

Phoebe stood and held out her hand to Harriet, who didn’t need to be asked twice to take her hand and follow Phoebe out of the bar.


Chapter 8


As it turned out, they made it as far as just inside Phoebe’s front door, her key still in the lock, before they found themselves pressed up together, lips and tongues and hands all over each other.

Her first impression of her first, proper, lesbian kiss was that it was softer, more sensual. No less passionate than with a guy, but the passion came through differently, in the time and care taken to enjoy the kiss. Their tongues met again and Harriet realised that Phoebe was as turned on as she was, her hands starting to roam while Harriet moved one hand to hold on to Phoebe's back and the other to loosely grab her ass through her dress, feeling tantalising hints of her muscles beneath.

Phoebe responded by running one of her hands down Harriet's front, brushing over her chest and then moving back up to hold them, gently kneading as Harriet moaned softly into the kiss.

Then, the hand was moving down, and Harriet felt her fiddle with the buckle of Harriet's belt for a few moments, then felt it come undone. Phoebe's hand undid the buttons on Harriet's jeans, and then she felt her hand slip quickly, though not roughly, inside her jeans, inside her underwear as well, touching her where she’d imagined so many times that Phoebe would touch her.

Harriet responded by parting her legs slightly, giving Phoebe room, and Phoebe started to touch her properly, her hand moving up and down inside Harriet's jeans while Phoebe braced herself against the wall with her other arm.

An involuntary moan escaped Harriet's lips as she broke off the kiss and leaned her head back, and then, incredibly quickly, she felt herself starting to peak, a loud, shuddering moan escaping her lips, before Phoebe suddenly stopped.

"Not so fast..." Phoebe teased, smiling naughtily at Harriet who could barely even make eye contact she was so on the edge. "Come with me..." Taking Harriet by the hand, Phoebe led her through the apartment and to the sofa then, sitting down, Phoebe looked up at Harriet and said, "Let's sit down."

Harriet sat down next to Phoebe and in no time they were all over each other again, kissing deeply, tongues touching, hands all over each other. She started to explore with her hands, moving over Phoebe's chest and touching her breasts, marvelling at the soft feel of them, gently squeezing and drawing a gratifying gasp from Phoebe as she did.

She felt Phoebe's hands tug at her top and, breaking the kiss for a moment, let Phoebe pull it over her head and off. "Nice bra," whispered Phoebe with a smile, her flushed cheeks telling Harriet that Phoebe was just as turned on as she was at that point. "But it needs to go..." As Harriet paused, Phoebe reached behind her back to undo the clasp and she let the bra drop away, revealing her chest beneath.

Phoebe looked into Harriet's eyes as she reached both hands down to stroke her breasts, lightly pinching both nipples, causing Harriet to gasp at the sensation, before Phoebe leaned in and started to kiss Harriet's neck then, pushing her back on to the sofa, started to kiss down until she took one of Harriet's nipples between her lips, using her hand to keep touching the other.

Harriet was in sensory overload, so incredibly turned on to have her crush, and a woman no less, touch her so gently and so expertly. She could feel, ever so slowly, the orgasm that she'd nearly had a few minutes earlier start to build again.

After a few minutes Phoebe looked up and said, "Would you like to take off my dress?"

Grinning, Harriet replied, "Try to stop me..." Phoebe sat up and turned her back to Harriet so that she could reach the zip, and once Harriet had undone it she stood up to face Harriet and let the dress fall to reveal the sexiest black lace lingerie that Harriet had ever seen. Tiny, revealing, but not quite so revealing as to give everything away.

"You like?" Phoebe asked, smiling. She gave a spin and Harriet could see that from behind the underwear was barely existent.

"I like," laughed Harriet. "But surely you didn't go out tonight hoping that you'd be showing it to someone?" she teased.

"I wouldn't dream of it!" Phoebe paused then continued, "I think you've got too many clothes on now..." As she said that she dropped to her knees in front of Harriet and, with a suggestive smile, reached up to Harriet's waist and pulled, taking hold of both her jeans and her underwear, slipping them off to leave Harriet naked and exposed.

Harriet looked down and felt so naughty, lying naked on her ex-Pilates teacher's sofa, this vision of sapphic beauty kneeling before her in her sexy lingerie. "Now you're overdressed..." she said to Phoebe, looking into her eyes.

"You're going to have to wrestle these off me I'm afraid," she joked. "But first, I need to turn you into a raging lesbian. At least for me tonight." She paused and planted a kiss on Harriet's inner thigh, then another, and another, each one moving closer to her centre, then looked up at Harriet again. "You want that?"

There was nothing at that moment, literally nothing, that Harriet wanted more. "I want that," she replied quietly as Phoebe resumed the kisses.

"You want what?" Phoebe teased. "You have to say it."

Harriet let out a soft sigh. "Make me gay, make me a lesbian, I don't care. Just please, please do what you're about to do." She paused, then almost as an afterthought, "Please."

But that last please wasn't necessary, as by then Phoebe's tongue had found its way between Harriet's legs, and Harriet had her head back, marvelling at how gentle Phoebe's touch was. She'd received plenty of oral sex in her life, plenty, and Zach was pretty good. Other men had been better, and one man from the party that her and Zach had gone to recently had been great, but no man had ever touched her with their tongue in the way that Phoebe could.

She was gentle, unhurried, patient, and knew not to go straight for the money shot from the word go, taking her time. Harriet had thought that she'd orgasm quickly, certainly she'd been so close before that it would not normally have taken long at all. But she could tell that Phoebe was playing a long, long game, and she appreciated that all the more.

For what must have been at least twenty minutes, Phoebe patiently and expertly pleasured her, building her up slowly and then, when she was close, letting her come back down before building again. Each time Harriet was being lifted to a new plateau of pleasure, so that as time went on she was almost constantly on the verge of her orgasm, feeling gentle waves of pleasure radiate through her body and long ago having lost control over the sighs and moans emanating from her mouth.

Finally, as the peak built again, Phoebe didn't let her come down but kept on going and Harriet felt the waves of pleasure get stronger and stronger until she felt a spasm rock through her whole body, then another, and another. Her back arched and she cried out loudly in pleasure, again and again, as Phoebe's tongue guided her through until it got too much and she felt her thighs clamp around Phoebe's head, and Harriet's hand started to gently, involuntarily push Phoebe's head away, her whole body tensed.

As she lay there recovering, marvelling at an absolutely incredible orgasm, she looked down and stroked Phoebe's hair, while Phoebe looked up at her with an amused smile on her face. From time to time Phoebe kissed her gently between her legs again, drawing a twitch of pleasure, before looking up in to Harriet's eyes.

"So..." said Phoebe after a while. "Do you think you're a raging lesbian yet?"

Harriet let out a quiet chuckle. "Do that to me again a few more times and I might yet be..."

Phoebe laughed. "That's my plan..." She moved up to sit on the sofa next to Harriet and kissed her. "How about that drink I promised? Gin and tonic?"

"This just gets better and better..." replied Harriet with a smile. “Yes please.”


Chapter 9


They sat chatting for a while, drinking their drinks, flirting, touching each other, kissing from time to time, all very easy and comfortable. Harriet knew that this was a bit of a test from Phoebe, one that she needed to pass for the birthday surprise for Zach to happen, but as tests went (and she’d done enough to fill several lifetimes qualifying as a doctor) it was certainly at the more fun end and one she didn’t mind taking in the least.

After a while, Harriet realised that Phoebe was waiting, very patiently, for her to take the next step. As she thought about it, it seemed only fair… Phoebe had done something incredibly pleasurable for her, and the onus was now on Harriet to return the favour or, at the very least, instigate whatever came next.

As they kissed gently yet again, Harriet pulled back slightly and said quietly, “I think it’s your turn for some fun now… can we go into your bedroom?”

“I’d like that,” whispered Phoebe before kissing Harriet again.

“Just one thing…” replied Harriet.

“Sure, anything…” came the whispered reply between kisses.

“I don’t really know what I’m doing,” admitted Harriet. She leaned back and looked into Phoebe’s eyes. “Can you teach me?”

Phoebe grinned. “It would be my pleasure… literally I hope!” She stood up and held out her hand. “This way.”

Harriet followed her through and then, while she waited at the foot of the bed, Phoebe turned her bedside lamps on, casting a soft light across the room. Walking back over to stand opposite Harriet, Phoebe waited expectantly. “To start with, just do whatever you’d want someone to do to you.”

Thinking for a second, Harriet considered exactly what that would be… well, first things first, she thought, I need Phoebe to be as naked as I am. With a little smile, Harriet stepped closer and whispered, “Turn around.”

Smiling back Phoebe did as she was told, standing with her back to Harriet. Harriet took a moment to admire her muscular back, her ass, her legs, and then reached over to push Phoebe’s hair away from her right shoulder. Leaning forwards, Harriet planted a soft kiss on Phoebe’s neck, then another, then another, drawing a gratifying sigh from Phoebe.

As she kept planting kisses, Harriet ran her hands down Phoebe’s body, resting one hand on her hip while the other reached around her front and stroked her breast, touching Phoebe’s nipple through the lace of her bra and bringing an instant reaction as she felt the nipple harden and heard a soft moan.

“Is this ok?” she murmured between kisses.

“More than ok,” replied Phoebe with another sigh.

“Good… because now I’m going to get you as naked as me.” True to her word, Harriet reached for the clasp of Phoebe’s bra and, after a little fumbling, undid it. She pulled the bra off and dropped it to the floor, before turning Phoebe around again and pushing her gently back on to the bed.

Phoebe lay back expectantly, and Harriet climbed on next to her, leaning over to kiss Phoebe on the lips before kissing down to her breasts. Harriet hadn’t been sure what to expect, but was pleasantly surprised at the sensation of taking another woman’s nipple between her lips… obviously she knew what a nipple felt like, but the texture against her tongue felt amazing, and she drew another, longer moan from Phoebe when she gave a soft flick of her tongue.

As she continued to kiss and tease Phoebe’s breasts, Harriet started to slide her hand down over Phoebe’s flat stomach and put her finger tips under the fabric of her waistband. “Can I?” asked Harriet, looking up at Phoebe to see her head thrown back and eyes closed.

Phoebe replied with a simple nod and Harriet slipped her hand down further. She’d imagined this, touching another woman, but hadn’t been sure what it would really be like, and the answer was… well, not too dissimilar to when she touched herself. Everything in slightly different places, the pubic hair trimmed shorter than her own, but it all felt familiar.

What it also felt though was wet, very wet. If she had had any doubt that Phoebe was into her and into all of this, that doubt flew out of the window right there and then. Testing it, Harriet gently ran her finger down the length of Phoebe’s folds and, when she traced over roughly where she expected her clitoris to be, was rewarded with a small tremor running through Phoebe accompanied by a louder moan.

Harriet spent the next few minutes gently touching Phoebe, not wanting to rush things, content to explore with her hand while she moved her head back up to kiss Phoebe on the lips. As the minutes passed the kiss grew more and more frantic, Phoebe’s tongue getting sloppier as her excitement built, and Harriet felt the intoxicating thrill of having another woman responding to her touch.

It was time.

“Can I try going down on you?” asked Harriet. She hadn’t been sure what she’d think about it, the idea of putting her tongue between another woman’s legs so alien to her experience so far, but in the heat of the moment she realised that she wanted to. Really wanted to.

“If you’re sure, then yes please,” replied Phoebe breathlessly.

Harriet smiled at her, then moved down the bed and between Phoebe’s legs. She reached for the underwear and pulled them down, Phoebe lifting her legs to let Harriet pull them off and throw them to one side, then lying back with her legs parted.

She had a moment of hesitation, not quite sure what to do, but then Phoebe said, “Don’t worry, just start with what you think is right and I’ll tell you what to change…”

Harriet flashed a quick smile at Phoebe, then lowered her head and tasted another woman for the first time.

She’d read various descriptions of what it was like, but none was quite right… the taste was fine, the feel of it was fine, it was… fine. And she must have done something right as she could feel Phoebe’s body react to her tongue quickly.

After a few tentative licks, Harriet started a rhythm with her tongue, trying not to go too fast but also not wanting to be too tentative. It seemed to be working, and then Phoebe said, “A little higher, and softer,” followed by a low moan as Harriet corrected and obviously hit the right spot.

She continued for the next few minutes, trying her best to obey Phoebe’s instructions, until Phoebe told her to slide a finger in as well at which point it all happened quickly… Harriet felt Phoebe clench repeatedly around her finger, felt her body tense, saw her back arch, and a long, shuddering series of moans signalled to Harriet that she’d made another woman cum for the first time.

As the orgasm subsided, Harriet gently touched Phoebe with her tongue some more and then slid back up the bed to lie next to her, watching as Phoebe recovered with her eyes half closed.

Finally, Phoebe rolled over, reaching her hand to rest on Harriet’s hip and kissing her, before saying, “You’ve seriously never done that before?”

“No, never.”

“Well, I think you might be a natural…” she replied with a smile. “With some practice you could be amazing.”

Harriet felt herself smile involuntarily at the compliment, unsure if that was Phoebe just being nice or if it was genuinely true, but happy to take it on face value.

“So what happens next?” asked Harriet after a while.

“I guess you leave the money on the side and show yourself out.”

Harriet looked at Phoebe, confused, only to see Phoebe’s face crease into a grin. “You nearly got me there,” Harriet said, grinning back. “Not funny.”

“A little funny,” Phoebe replied. “But seriously, how about…” She kissed Harriet, sliding her hand between Harriet’s leg at the same time. “We fuck…” Harriet let out a quiet gasp as Phoebe’s fingertip brushed over her clitoris. “Until dawn…?”

God, thought Harriet, this is turning into some night.

***

Dawn ended up being a little over ambitious, but only a little… as Harriet reflected afterwards, dawn would have been some effort given that they’d left the bar before ten the evening before. They did, though, spend the next few hours doing exactly as Phoebe had suggested, fucking again and again and again.

Harriet lost count of how many times she came, and of how many times Phoebe came as well… all she knew was that it was a lot, and she had a growing appreciation for what lesbian sex could be that was different to the straight sex she’d had exclusively up to that point.

As time went on the intensity went up and up, both women growing more attuned to each other’s bodies and their little tells, and Harriet realised that the main difference was that with a woman the orgasm wasn’t the end of it, in fact several times each orgasm built on the next.

At some point they’d ended up back in the living room, and Harriet found herself lying back on the sofa with her legs apart and Phoebe’s head between them, her beautiful eyes looking up at Harriet as she expertly pleasured her yet again with her tongue.

Looking down, Harriet was stunned at the sheer eroticism of what she saw… not just Phoebe’s eyes and face, but her tongue, and then looking further Harriet saw Phoebe’s naked, pert breasts hanging down, her muscular back, and her perfect ass with her legs splayed out on each side. This is so fucking hot, thought Harriet, and that gave her an idea.

Reaching her hand down to stroke Phoebe’s hair, she said, “Can I take a picture?”

“A picture?” replied Phoebe, looking up briefly before putting her head back down and resuming with her tongue.

Harriet let out a long, shuddering sigh, then said, “Yes… as part of Zach’s surprise.” She paused. “I mean if you’re keen to do it still?”

Phoebe lifted her head again, replacing her tongue with a finger that gently continued touching Harriet. She smiled and said, “If it means I get to see you again then I’m one thousand percent keen.”

“It definitely means that.” Harriet’s bag was just in reach and she pulled out her phone. “Go back to what you were doing… it feels so good.”

Giving her another smile, Phoebe lowered her head and her tongue started to go to work again. Harriet felt another tremor run through her, knew that yet another orgasm was close, but managed to take a couple of photos from her point of view, capturing Phoebe going down on her in all her glory, before she put the phone down just as the orgasm started to build, rolling over her again, making her cry out once more in pleasure.

And then, as Harriet was growing used to, Phoebe didn’t stop, but gently carried on, walking that fine line between pleasure and not, letting Harriet fall back from that peak but catching her somewhere below it, not letting it fall off completely, so that a few minutes later Harriet peaked again, crying out in pleasure again, as Phoebe touched her like no one had ever touched her before.


Chapter 10


Harriet woke to the dawn light shining in through Phoebe’s curtains, and initially didn’t know where she was. Then it all came flooding back and she smiled to herself. She’d slept with her crush, and then some…

Rolling out of bed and quickly getting dressed in the living room, Harriet saw Phoebe stir at the sound of her coming back into the bedroom. She sat down next to Phoebe. “I need to go soon… I hope you don’t mind?”

Smiling sleepily, Phoebe replied, “Do you have to?” She paused, then joked, “Maybe I won’t let you leave…” Phoebe playfully wrapped her arms and legs tightly around Harriet, leaving Harriet acutely aware of Phoebe’s naked body against her.

Harriet laughed. “Oh no…” she joked. “What do I need to do to escape?”

Phoebe kissed her, then said, “Well I can think of one thing…”

“Oh yes…?” Harriet kissed Phoebe back.

“Yes… one thing.” Phoebe looked Harriet in the eye, pretending to be serious. “If you want me to help with the birthday surprise, you’re going to have to show me that you’re now a pro at going down on a woman. I don’t sleep with amateurs you see…” she teased.

“Well, I guess if that’s the only way that I can get out of here then I can’t really say no, can I?” Harriet replied with a laugh.

“No, I suppose not…” Phoebe rolled on to her back. “Over to you…”

Harriet sat up and smiled, determined to give Phoebe the best she possibly could, wanting to make Phoebe almost desperate to do this again for Zach’s birthday.

“Well,” said Harriet, leaning over and gently pushing a few strands of hair away from Phoebe’s face, “I think it starts like this.” She leaned further to kiss Phoebe passionately, her tongue searching for Phoebe’s and them meeting, a hungry, long kiss. As they kissed, she felt Phoebe’s hand reach for hers, and as their fingers intertwined Harriet pushed it back over Phoebe’s head on to the pillow, holding it there. It felt insanely hot being dressed while Phoebe was naked under her.

Harriet shifted on to all fours and took Phoebe’s other hand, pushing it up over her head too and using one of her hands to hold them both in place while the other started to roam over Phoebe’s chest.

“You like that?” she whispered through the kiss. Phoebe nodded, and Harriet kissed her again before whispering, “Good…” and then starting to kiss lower, starting with her neck and moving down, releasing her hands as she went lower.

As she kissed over Phoebe’s stomach she glanced up to see Phoebe looking down at her, face flushed, lips slightly parted, a picture of arousal.

“You want me to go further?” Harriet asked, half in jest, and Phoebe nodded again.

Kissing lower, Harriet took her time, not going straight down on her but instead kissing around, on both thighs, on her stomach, and using her fingers to stroke and tease her as well.

Then, very slowly, Harriet kissed between her legs, softly, before gently using her tongue. Phoebe let out a gasp as she did, reaching her hand down to rest on Harriet’s head.

Harriet started to build a rhythm, using what she’d learned over the previous night to do what seemed to work best for Phoebe. She could feel when slight tremors ran through her, and tried to judge when she was going too fast and slow it down, and then speed it up again as need be. Phoebe’s hand was a good guide, helping to steer Harriet.

As she felt Phoebe start to peak, Harriet slipped two fingers easily into her, drawing a sudden, shuddering gasp, and started to slide them slowly in and out, finger fucking Phoebe while her tongue kept working away.

The noises coming from Phoebe told Harriet that she was close, but then Harriet slowed right down, just short of making Phoebe cum. Phoebe looked down in confusion, her arousal crystal clear, and whispered between moans, “Don’t stop… please…”

Harriet sat up, taking her hands away, and smiled. Leaning up to kiss Phoebe again, she climbed off the bed and went to the living room to put her shoes on, leaving a confused looking Phoebe on the bed.

“Seriously, please come back,” called Phoebe. “Please, I’m begging you, that was so good…”

Harriet came back and stood at the bedroom door. Smiling, she said, “I want to give you something to look forward to next time… I’m pro level then?”

“Yes, definitely.” Phoebe gave a frustrated sigh, her flushed cheeks saying everything about how turned on she was. She'd not moved, as if trying to will Harriet to finish what she’d started. “But please come back here.”

Harriet blew her a kiss from the door way. “Next time you get the rest…” she replied with a wink, and headed out of the front door for home, leaving an incredibly horny and somewhat confused Phoebe lying naked on the bed, struggling to comprehend what had just happened and how this straight girl had just left her desperate for more.

***

Harriet swung by her hospital on the way home, taking the opportunity to switch back into more normal post-shift clothes and shoes, and generally make it look like she hadn’t just spent the night having unbelievable sex with her Pilates teacher.

She got home just as Zach was heading to work, and he gave her a quick kiss and hug when he saw her. “Good shift?” he asked.

Harriet smiled. “Good thanks. Exhausting but rewarding.”

Zach smiled back. “That’s great, the best kind. Are we still on for lunch later?”

“Sure. Oh, and this Friday… I’ve solved the problem for your birthday surprise. You’ve kept it free?”

“Of course… we’ve got the whole weekend free, particularly with Ben away still.” He paused. “Look, I’ve got to run. I love you.”

“I love you too, have a great day.”

When Zach had left Harriet sat back to think about her night. Yes, technically she probably should have told Zach about what she’d just done, but he would find out for definite on Friday night, and her conscience could live with a few days of delay.

The birthday surprise was coming together.

Her phone pinged with a new message. Opening it she saw it was from Phoebe.

My bed smells of you, everything smells of you. I want you back in my bed. That was naughty what you did when you left, but we’ve got unfinished business. You’d better be ready for Friday… Pxx

Harriet smiled to herself. Everything was shaping up nicely.


Chapter 11


There were a few other moving parts to get worked out ahead of Friday… the hotel was relatively easy, albeit she’d had to reiterate multiple times her very specific request around rooms and table bookings. The receptionist has been more than a little bemused, but when the duty manager had got involved and, through a combination of hints and significant looks, understood first that it all involved a special surprise, but that no, there was nothing that would cause trouble for the hotel, she’d been more than happy to help to facilitate.

With Phoebe on board and the hotel set up, that left one other aspect to arrange, a delicate conversation… well, maybe not delicate but a conversation with a couple that would take Harriet a long way out of her comfort zone. Necessary though, because the help they could give her would make or break the evening.

And that involved catching the ferry across the Harbour.

***

“Hi, it’s Harriet.” She let go of the intercom button.

“Oh, hey… come on up.” A woman’s voice. The door buzzed and Harriet walked in from the warmth of a Sydney lunchtime to the lobby of an upmarket apartment building, the seaside sounds of Manly dropping off suddenly as the door closed behind her.

It was cool, air conditioning cool inside, marble everywhere, and as Harriet waited for the lift to arrive she couldn’t help but laugh to herself… she’d come to Manly to visit Mark and Mandy. An amusing alliteration, a voice from the depths of her mind told her, even though it had been years since she’d studied grammar.

Mark and Mandy… very much outside of her comfort zone. They were the couple that she’d met at the party Zach and her had gone to the weekend before last, the couple with an interesting back story as they were both content creators. Adult content creators, specifically, and they’d made it clear to Harriet that they’d love to collaborate with Harriet and Zach, if they were interested.

Which they weren’t. Or at least that was what Harriet and Zach had been telling each other since.

But… Harriet had lost a bet, a fun bet but a bet nonetheless. She’d slept with Mark at the party while Mandy and Zach watched and, if she was being honest, he was incredible in bed as well as being devastatingly handsome… she’d been attracted to him from the moment she’d seen him with another woman at the party. So the idea of maybe one day repeating that, well, she’d not discount it, and if it just happened that that was done with a camera sat off to one side… she was open to finding out more, put it that way.

The forfeit for losing the bet didn’t help… she’d agreed that she’d speak to a couple of other married women they’d shot content with to hear more about their experiences, and Harriet was a woman of her word so she’d go through with that at some point.

In the short term, though, that wasn’t why she’d come over to Manly. In the short term she wanted to borrow their expertise, and very kindly they’d agreed to help. Harriet was nervous though because she was about to ask them quite a big favour, the last major hurdle to Zach’s birthday surprise.

The door was open as she came out of the lift and Mandy was waiting, looking as tanned and perky as she had when they’d met at the party… she was a similar height to Harriet, around five foot nine, but younger, Harriet reckoned no older than twenty one, and it seemed she’d just got back from the beach if the bikini top and jeans shorts she was wearing were any indicator. Not a bad life, Harriet reckoned, days on the beach, coming back to your beachfront apartment after, create some adult content when you wanted to make some money. Not a lifestyle for Harriet, but who was she to judge.

“Hey,” Mandy said, giving Harriet a friendly hug. “Come on in.”

“Thanks,” Harriet replied. “Oh… wow.” The apartment was amazing, a large open plan living area with floor to ceiling glass looking out over the Pacific down one wall. “This is nice.”

Mandy blushed slightly. “It works for us.” She paused and grinned. “You might recognise it if you’ve watched any of the videos yet?”

It was Harriet’s turn to blush. “Not yet… I will though.” Part of her losing bet, as well as agreeing to speak to a couple of their collaborators, was to take a look at their content, and to that end they’d sent her and Zach a link for free access. Neither of them had quite built up the courage yet, but they would eventually.

Mandy laughed. “Don’t worry… we were giving you the hard sell at the party, we won’t today. Mark’ll be back in a minute, coffee?”

They sat out on the balcony with their coffees, enjoying the warmth of the day. It should have felt weird, massively so… ultimately Mandy had watched Harriet have very energetic sex with her boyfriend not many days ago, and Harriet had watched Zach bring Mandy to her own climax while they did so.

That should have been at least a little awkward.

But it wasn’t, and sat there Harriet realised how much her and Zach’s experimentation had changed how she thought about that whole side of things. Six months ago it would never have been something she’d have thought was even possible, but now… it was entirely normal for her or Zach to be holding a relaxed conversation with someone that the other had slept with, and she realised Mandy was part of the same club… sex was bifurcated from love, very closely linked still, but broadening their sexual horizons was as much as anything an act of deeper love for their partners.

So… it turned out that Harriet and Mandy got on well, really well. Their perspectives on life were well aligned, neither took themselves too seriously, and when Mark arrived he looked surprised to see the two of them chatting away like old friends.

“Harriet, hi,” he said as he walked out on to the balcony and she stood to give him a welcome hug… a momentary flashback running through her head of her naked, kneeling, sucking his large, heavy cock in front of various onlookers, but she quickly forced that to one side.

“Hey, thanks for inviting me over. I hope what I’m asking isn’t too weird?”

Mark laughed, a deep laugh that matched his imposing physique, and Harriet remembered quite why she’d been so drawn to him at the party… he was exactly her type of man, but more, much more. Her stallion, she’d joked to Zach when he’d referred to Mark as her new bull, and that felt about right.

“Weird is good. Do you ladies want another coffee?”

He fetched top-ups then came to join them and they made small talk. Harriet had another realisation as they chatted… these were her people, this was her and Zach’s new tribe. Sexually liberated and open, there was a shared experience that she had with them and, she thought, with the others that she’d met at the party that she didn’t have with others. It was like they’d found a new community.

“So, Harriet,” Mandy said after a while. “Talk us through exactly what you need our help with.”

Harriet set her coffee down and looked from Mark to Mandy, wondering where to start. “I’ve got a birthday surprise planned for Zach this Friday, at a hotel in the city.”

Mark laughed. “Lucky him.”

“Yeah, lucky him. Anyway, you don’t need to know the details but I need to set it up so that he can be in one room and can see what’s happening in another room. From multiple angles.”

Mandy grinned. “Multiple angles… and you’re not inviting us?” she teased. “We like that sort of night out.”

Harriet pursed her lips but couldn’t quite hide her own grin. “Not this time…” Did I just say that, she thought? But then Harriet realised that doing something with the two of them at some point would be good… not filming content, but they were a couple she liked and knew that Zach would too.

Anyway, refocus, she thought. “I was wondering if you could tell me about webcams to buy, how to hook it all up over Bluetooth or whatever so that it links to Zach’s TV, that sort of thing. Basically, use your expertise. I’m ok with technology but if there’s something good you can recommend, even better.” Harriet shrugged. “All advice welcome.”

“What do you think?” Mark asked Mandy who was sat back thinking. It was interesting to see that she was the tech expert, but then of course Harriet had no idea how much of their adult content included Mandy and how much was only Mark, so maybe that was their dynamic.

Mandy looked at Harriet. “Don’t try to stream it directly. Set yourself up an account, like we use, but with just one free subscriber. You can livestream on it with four different cameras, sound, everything, he can watch it on his TV.”

“Isn’t that risky? Could someone else watch it or record it?”

“Not if it’s your account. You can have one subscriber, secure password, do it all yourself… no one else is accessing that. And you can choose to record it while you stream.” She paused and grinned again. “If you want to keep it for posterity…”

Harriet felt herself blush just a little. “Could you show me?”

“Yeah, absolutely. I can show you how the account works in a minute.”

“That’d be great. How about kit? I guess I need my laptop and something to broadcast it in the other room, what about cameras?”

Mark interjected, looking at Mandy. “We don’t need our set up until next week, do we?”

Mandy nodded slowly. “No, we don’t.” She looked at Harriet. “You want to borrow it?”

“Yes…” She hesitated. “I might struggle with pro level kit though.”

“What time do you get the rooms and when do you need to be ready by?”

“3pm check in time, and early evening. Why?”

“I’ll bring it over and set it up,” Mandy replied. “If you’d like that, of course?”

“Seriously?” Harriet was surprised at such a generous offer. “I…” She trailed off, as she’d been about to ask what they wanted in return for their favour and suddenly worried that they’d ask her again about shooting content with them. “What can I do to repay you? That’s very generous.”

Mark smiled. “Nothing. Pay it forward.”

“You sure?”

“Certain. Look, I know we were talking lots at the party about collaborating with you and Zach in the future, but forget about all of that. There’s a nice community built around those parties and we help each other out, no expectation of anything in return.”

Harriet nodded her understanding. “Thanks… that’s really kind.”

Mandy stood up. “Come with me, I’ll show you how to get set up on the site, and I’ll show you the gear.” She paused and grinned. “I feel like Zach is going to be a very lucky birthday boy, whoever you’re going to be in that room with…”


Chapter 12
Friday Night


Zach stood outside the hotel, overnight bag in hand, and checked the message from Harriet for the umpteenth time.

'Go to the hotel I'm going to send you the address for at 8pm, no earlier, no later. Ask at reception for the room in your name. In the room look for an envelope marked READ FIRST and open it. Do not open anything else. Love you so much and hope you enjoy your surprise Hxx'

Well, if nothing else, he thought, she's got my attention... based on what they'd done together in recent months he suspected he knew a broad theme for what was to come, but the specifics were a mystery.

If he was a betting man his best guess was that she was going to surprise him with some evolution of a threesome, maybe him watching her with three or four men. He knew that was a fantasy of hers, and he thought that to watch that would be super-hot. But... something nagged at him about that, specifically the thought that she would have chosen them on her own, not with him, and he wasn't sure how he might feel about that. If Ben was one of them that would help, but he was still away on how work trip and, from the sound of it, having a great time, so that seemed unlikely.

Still, he had to trust in Harriet's judgment. Taking one last look, he crossed the road and walked into the hotel lobby.

Harriet had chosen one of the trendiest, most happening hotels in central Sydney. Dance music was playing from a DJ in the corner, and the various bars and restaurants were busy even though it was only 8pm and the night was just getting started.

Walking up to the reception desk, the receptionist smiled and said, "Good evening, how can I help you?"

"Hi, I hope I'm at the right place," replied Zach, returning her smile. "My wife has booked a room in my name I believe. Here’s the booking confirmation.”

She smiled and said, "Ah yes, your wife checked in earlier. She said to give you the room key and send you up. Room 405." She spent a few moments sorting out the key then, with what Zach thought was maybe an all too knowing smile, although he realised that might be paranoia, she handed it over. "Use the lifts in the corner, 4th floor. Enjoy your evening."

"Thanks, I hope so," replied Zach with another smile.

***

The room was nice, in fact very nice. Modern, not the largest but with a big double bed and a sitting area, with a view out of the large windows of a balcony and then the Sydney Harbour Bridge.

Not bad, he thought, but he was sure that there was more to come.

On the coffee table was a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket, a label tied to it in Harriet's handwriting saying 'Happy Birthday Hxx', and a single glass.

There were also two envelopes, one marked 'READ FIRST' and a second marked 'READ LATER'.

Patience wasn't a virtue for him at that point so he quickly picked up the envelope marked READ FIRST and opened it. An A4 sheet of paper in Harriet's handwriting was inside.

Zach,

Welcome to your birthday surprise. I really hope you like it, but just like everything else we’ve done over the last few months above all else this is about both of our enjoyment. If you ever want it to stop at any point just say, come over and talk to me, and it will be done and you and I can have a great weekend just the two of us.

But, for reasons that will become apparent, if you do come and talk to me then it will be over. We can't pause this and start again, this is several fantasies come true for both of us. Until you talk to me I will pretend not to see you. Hopefully that's clear.

So, for now, all you need to do is go back down to the cocktail bar in the hotel at 8.45. There will be a table in your name, but make sure that you take the seat facing the bar. That is very important.

You will come back to this room later on. Do not open the second envelope until you do, otherwise you will spoil the surprise.

In the meantime, relax, enjoy the champagne, and look forward to your surprise.

I love you so much, Harriet xxx

Well... thought Zach, not too many clues but the overall thrust of the evening was clear. What was interesting, though, was her reference to it being several fantasies come true.

Although, as he poured himself a glass of the very nice champagne and went out on the balcony to enjoy it with the view, it did occur to him that Harriet had omitted to mention whether those fantasies were mainly his or hers...

***

At precisely 8.43 Zach emerged from the lifts, dressed in a smart shirt, trousers and shoes, ready for the cocktail bar. They seemed to have turned up the DJ louder in the interim, and the hotel was getting fuller and fuller with people dressed up for their Friday nights, a lot of party clothes on the men and women milling around. The atmosphere was great, a real buzz in the air.

Walking up to the door of the cocktail bar at 8.45, he said to the man looking after the guest list, "Evening, my wife has apparently booked a table in my name... Zach Roberts?"

"Ah, yes, Mr Roberts. We're expecting you." A big smile for him that again left him wondering what everyone else knew that he didn't. "Please, come this way."

He was shown in to the bar which, inside, was a riot of colour and plants, decorated as if a cross between a five-year-old child and an arts graduate had been given the job. Through some open doors was a courtyard with the DJ music piped through to it and a good crowd dancing already, the same décor apparent outside as in. But, he thought as he was shown to his table off to one side, thankfully out of the way of the bustle but with a great view of the high seats lining the bar, it somehow worked. Presumably this was what paying a lot of money, as had been reputed, to a top designer got you.

Settling in to his chair, he was about to order when the waitress appeared with a cocktail and said, "Your wife has told us your favourites. The bill is all taken care of, but if there's anything else you want just ask."

Zach smiled and took the mojito. "Fantastic, that's great service. Thank you very much."

Then, he took the opportunity to look around the room. It was busy, most tables full, and the seats at the bar mostly full too. Of Harriet there was no sign, though since he’d been told to have a good view of the bar he focused on that area.

A couple of possibilities jumped out to him at once. The first was two men, good looking, well built, the sort that Harriet would go for in a threesome, sat making slightly awkward conversation, a spare seat between them. Zach felt like they were the likeliest candidates… and he liked the idea of that.

But then also, at the other end of the bar, was a group of four men... and if it was Harriet's fantasy well, she'd let slip when they'd been very open with each other after a drink too many on holiday in Bali that she'd be interested in experimenting with more than two men. So that could be a bit of an escalation, and while Harriet had tried to downplay it, Zach knew her well enough to know that inside she really wanted to try it at least once.

Weighing the two up though, the more Zach thought about it the more certain he was that it was the two guys... they looked like her type, and they looked like they were there for something like that. He studied them closer and started to imagine what it would be like, watching Harriet go down on them, watching them fuck her, and he felt himself harden at the prospect… this will be fun, he thought.

He spent the next few minutes with his drink, and then happened to glance over to the door just as Harriet walked in. His jaw dropped a little, as did that of several of the other men in the bar when they saw her. She looked absolutely incredible.

Slim, tanned despite her upbringing in what Zach thought of as the overcast misery of England, beautiful, she was a doctor by profession but even managed to make scrubs look good. That evening her dark blonde hair was tied back from her face but worn down, with the sort of makeup that looks effortless but was probably far from it. And the dress she wore... wow. A black, mini cocktail dress showing most of her legs and hugging her figure, accentuating her chest, leaving just enough to the imagination, with black high heeled boots to match.

She didn't look his way, he knew she wouldn’t with the game she was playing, but walked calmly across the floor to the bar. Zach wondered which way she would go, and as she got there she turned in the direction of the two guys... one of them looked up and said something to her, and she smiled, and Zach knew where this night was going, not unhappily, but then she walked past them and kept going.

Confused, Zach shifted his attention and saw that Harriet had stopped next to another woman, one he hadn't really noticed, and they were greeting each other like long lost friends, a hug, a peck on the cheek, before settling down to catch up.

A woman?

Zach was surprised but, he realised quickly, very far from disappointed. One of his not-so-secret fantasies he'd admitted to her years before was to see Harriet sleep with another woman, or failing that for her to do that and then tell him all about it. He'd even given her a permanent, unlimited hall pass to do that without checking with him first, on the condition that she told him after.

Harriet was sat in the empty seat facing in Zach's direction, so he could watch her talk to the woman, but the woman was harder to see as she was facing away from him.

She was also wearing a dress, longer than Harriet's but still showing off a lot of tanned leg. From what he could see she had a really good figure, slim although broader at the shoulders than Harriet. Probably a similar height, but she had dark brown hair which was tied back in a ponytail. At a guess he'd have said she was mid-twenties, a little younger than Harriet and Zach, but that was very rough... it was impossible to tell from the angle he was at.

Zach was enthralled, watching the two of them. The chemistry between them was unreal. They were deep in conversation quickly, and there were little touches between them, some heavy flirting going on.

At one point, to illustrate a point, Harriet took her companion’s hand and then didn't let go, the two of them sitting holding hands while they drank and looking at no one else but each other for the next few minutes.

It was so hot to watch, Zach was loving every minute. His wife was clearly doing much more than just having a friendly drink with another woman. There was some back story here, but right now he didn't care, just wondering how this was going to develop from here.

The answer came soon enough, after maybe half an hour sat at the bar... there was a lull in the two women's conversation, and then Harriet reached to push a strand of hair away from her companion's face, her companion said something which made Harriet smile shyly, and then they kissed... briefly, but lingering long enough to be more than nothing. And then they had a moment, looking at each other, before Harriet said something, her companion nodded, and they stood up.

Zach sat watching as Harriet's companion turned in his direction, and he realised he'd seen her before. He couldn't quite place it, but he had definitely seen her and Harriet talking at some point. He also realised that she was very attractive, equally as attractive as Harriet although of course he’d never tell her that. The two made for a beautiful pair.

Harriet held out her hand, and the two of them walked towards the courtyard and the outdoor dancefloor. Zach stayed sat down, but was then disturbed by the waitress passing him a note. "Your wife asked us to give this to you," she said with a smile.

Nodding his thanks, Zach opened it and read.

You need to go back up to your room now and open the other letter. Take your drink with you if you want. Oh, and if you want to spend five minutes on your way to the room looking at the dancefloor be my guest, you might like what you see! But not more than five minutes, otherwise you'll miss it. Hxx

This was getting more and more interesting. Miss what?! Zach thanked the waitress who reminded him it had all been paid for, then made his way cautiously with his drink through the doors and outside.

It was a warm evening, and the courtyard was surrounded by tropical plants with the dancefloor in the middle and comfy recliners around the edges. Presumably during the day it served a more mundane purpose for the hotel, but that night it was very much the centre of the party, the dancefloor packed even though it wasn't even 10pm yet.

Looking around, he didn't see Harriet or her companion for a few moments. Then, he saw them, near the middle, dancing together, up close, and certainly not just dancing as friends.

As he watched, Harriet turned her back to her companion, and her companion pushed up right against her, dancing so close that they were touching, and Zach took a deep breath as he saw the companion run her hands over Harriet, not just down her body but over her breasts, lingering for a moment, and then one hand seemed to go further, pushing between Harriet's legs under the short hem of her dress.

They danced like that for a minute or two, then Harriet turned and they kissed on the dancefloor. Not just a little kiss either, a full on, passionate, all-encompassing kiss, bodies pressed against each other, arms around each other, moving to the beat of the music but really just focused on each other.

Zach watched for a few minutes more but then tore himself away, knowing that whatever Harriet had in store he'd be seeing a lot more of that, and knowing that it was in his best interests to do what she'd told him. So, much as he desperately wanted to stay and watch this incredibly hot make out session on the dancefloor between these two beautiful women, he knew that his room was calling him.


Chapter 13


When he got into the room he wasted no time in tearing open the second envelope. Three pieces of paper fell out, another handwritten sheet of A4 and two photos.

He glanced at the photos first and nearly dropped them... they were taken from Harriet's perspective, her body so familiar to Zach that he would recognise it anywhere, but Harriet was naked. And Harriet's companion was also there, also naked, her head between Harriet's legs, clearly going down on Harriet, her companion's naked body clear to see.

Zach sat back down, stunned. He felt a little pang of jealousy, but only briefly. Much more than that, he was stunned that she'd slept with a woman after all these years, having shown very little interest in anything like that before. The photos were incredibly hot, and left Zach in no doubt as to what he'd seen downstairs. Harriet and her companion already knew each other well, very well indeed from the looks of it.

Gathering himself, he turned to the handwritten sheet.

By now you'll have watched me downstairs with another woman, and probably seen the two photos as well. In case you've not remembered, the woman is Phoebe, my old Pilates teacher. She's the woman I was talking to at the engagement party a while back, the one that you teased me afterwards wanted to be more than just friends.

Well, guess what? You were right!

I have a confession to make... I've had a secret crush on her for the last three years. And so finally, when you talked in Bali about your fantasy of me with another woman, and your fantasy of me cheating with someone where you watch from a distance, it all fell into place. I got in contact with her, we met for a drink earlier this week and one thing led to another...

I know we agreed I'd tell you if I slept with another woman, and I am telling you now. I only didn't tell you sooner because it would spoil the birthday treat. I hope you're ok with me pushing our rules slightly, I get the feeling you will be when the night is over!

So... what's next? You need to turn on the TV and go to the HDMI3 channel where you should see some live video that is interesting. It stretched my technical abilities but I think I got it right… Mandy and Mark from the party helped me get it set up but don’t worry, this is private, just for you and me.

And then, it's your birthday and your choice. You can watch for as long as you want. And when you're done watching you can come and join in instead. All you have to do is call me on my mobile and I'll tell you the room number to come to. Everything else is arranged.

Of course, if this is too much just call me and we end it. I'm enjoying it a lot, but I'm only enjoying it because it is something for you and I to do together. Never forget that I love you more than anything, and this only carries on if we both agree to it.

Lots of love and see you soon, H xxx

Wow, thought Zach, sitting back on the bed. Wow wow wow.

He knew, immediately, that he had no problem with what Harriet had done. They'd agreed some boundaries, she'd (mostly) stuck to them, and the fact she'd not told him sooner was only because of the birthday surprise. He was happy with that. And to get to join in when he wanted was the icing on the cake.

Nothing, literally nothing, was going to make him call Harriet just yet. He wanted desperately to see what happened next. Reaching for the remote control to the huge TV on one wall, he selected HDMI3 and was greeted with a screen divided into four sections, each showing a high quality, colour video view of the same hotel suite, a little logo saying ‘LIVE’ at the top. One camera was in a corner, showing a sitting area, another showed a wide view of the whole suite, and two were focused on the bed, one side on and the other at the top corner of the bed.

At least, he assumed they were video as the suite was completely empty at that point of time. Zach sat and waited, figuring that Harriet would appear at some point soon after allowing enough time for Zach to get over the shock of the surprise.


Chapter 14


Ten minutes later though he started to wonder, and was about to get up to stretch his legs when he saw the door to the suite open and Harriet and Phoebe spill in to the room. Spill was the only word really as the two of them were through the door quickly, and then Phoebe had pushed Harriet up against the wall and the two of them were kissing passionately, arms and hands all over each other, one of Harriet's legs raised and wrapped around the back of Phoebe's legs.

Zach realised as well that there was a sound feed, as he'd heard them laughing as they came in and could hear the odd noise as they kissed. Hot didn't begin to describe what Zach thought of all of this. This was incredible, and that was saying a lot given the experiences they’d had, the things he’d watched Harriet do in recent months.

The two women were really going for it, their deep kiss continuing and, Zach saw, their tongues all over each other too. Their hands had stopped grabbing at each other so frantically, only to be replaced by slower, more sensual touching, and Zach realised that they'd moved on from that first, frantic stage to proper foreplay... he shifted in his seat as he realised that he was about to watch his wife get fucked by another woman.

After a few minutes they broke the kiss, and he heard Harriet say, "Sofa?"

Phoebe nodded and they walked over to the corner sofa, for which the camera focused on that part of the suite had a great view. The two of them sat down and were soon locked in their passionate embrace again, slower still but even more erotic as a consequence.

He saw their hands all over each other again, and then watched enthralled as he saw Harriet move her hand over Phoebe's dress along her thigh, before she slipped her hand under the hem of the dress and moved her hand up between Phoebe's legs. Phoebe shifted a little, parting her legs, and he heard her let out a moan as Harriet's hand rested at her centre.

For a few moments Harriet looked to be touching her without a particular rhythm, exploring, but then she started to slide her hand back and forth, slowly, and he saw and heard Phoebe's reaction. For her part Phoebe reached a hand round to take hold of Harriet's ass, barely covered by her short dress, and then he saw Harriet part her legs and heard her whisper something, too quiet to be audible, before Phoebe's hand slid between her legs too.

Nothing, not even watching Harriet's more insane moments with other guys, nothing compared to this for Zach. It was unbelievable. The only thing stopping him from touching himself as he watched was the knowledge that he could join in at some point, and knowing that he wanted to save himself. It was incredible.

Phoebe had lost both of her high heeled shoes by this stage, but Harriet was still in her black knee high boots. The two women were really into it, and he could just about hear them both moaning and gasping as they touched each other, something seemed close. And then he got to watch his wife cum, her orgasm hitting her quickly, seeing her shudder and spasm at Phoebe's touch, and then Phoebe was cumming too, his wife's touch clearly more than enough despite her inexperience with women to push her over the edge as well.

When they'd both stopped, he watched them lie on the sofa cuddled together, laughing and smiling and kissing, hands stroking each other's body. They looked every inch the lesbian couple, desperate to get back to their room, desperate to pleasure each other, but then he thought that was the whole point of this after all.

After a while recovering, they both got up and walked over to the bed. Standing at the foot, Harriet turned around and Phoebe unzipped her dress, letting it drop to the floor and revealing a stunning red set of lingerie beneath.

Phoebe said something quietly and Harriet smiled, turning back round to kiss her, before he saw Harriet's hands reach round to unzip Phoebe's dress, letting that also fall to the ground to reveal her own, also stunning, set of white lingerie.

They looked at each other smiling for a few moments, then Harriet reached out her hand to touch Phoebe's bra, a lingering, slow touch, and he saw Phoebe take a deep breath. They kissed again, and then he heard Phoebe say, "Can I take off your boots?"

Harriet nodded and sat down on the bed, semi-reclined. Phoebe smiled and fell to her knees between Harriet's legs, looking at Harriet while she ran her hands up and down Harriet's legs, and occasionally from what Zach could see brushing between her legs too.

Phoebe lowered her head to kiss Harriet's thighs, then kissed down her inner thigh while she unzipped and removed the boot on first the right leg, then the left leg. When she'd taken both boots off she didn't move though, instead continuing kissing Harriet's thighs. Harriet was looking down at Phoebe while she did this with what, from Zach could tell, was a look of unbridled arousal.

He heard Phoebe say, "Can I?" and saw Harriet nod, biting her lip as she did when she was super turned on, still semi-reclined, propped up on her elbow. Phoebe reached for Harriet's underwear and pulled them down, Harriet lifting her legs to help get them off, then parting her legs wide when she put them down again.

With a little smile, Phoebe's head went between Harriet's legs, and he saw Harriet lean her head back with a long, soft moan, before she looked back down at Phoebe. Whatever Phoebe was doing precisely Zach would never know, but it was clearly good given Harriet's reaction, her breathing rapid, the sound of gasps and moans coming through the audio feed clearly.

But, before Harriet could orgasm, Phoebe stopped and climbed on to the bed, lying down while Harriet moved up to lie down next to her. They start to kiss again, but rather than Phoebe going straight back to between Harriet's legs she was doing everything but, almost teasing Harriet. He could see that Harriet wanted more from the way she was pressing up against Phoebe, but also that Harriet was trying to control herself too.

Harriet's bra came off next, undone expertly by Phoebe, and then Harriet returned the favour so that Phoebe only had her underwear on. The two spent the next ten minutes like that, pressed up against each, limbs wrapped around each other, but Phoebe still not touching Harriet properly even though Harriet's hand quickly went between Phoebe's legs.

Finally, Harriet kissed her way down and pulled off Phoebe's underwear, before going down on Phoebe, her head between Phoebe's legs. For Zach this was one of the hottest moments yet, the sight of his wife, completely naked, going down on another woman, not just kissing or touching her, but performing oral sex on her. He could see that she was doing it right as well based on Phoebe's reaction.

After a few minutes Phoebe reached her hand down and said something quietly, and then Harriet moved back up the bed while Phoebe turned around. My god, thought Zach, they're about to sixty-nine… Phoebe on top, sitting on his wife's face, and Harriet underneath, Phoebe's head between her legs too.

They only stayed like that briefly though before Phoebe leaned up, her arousal clear to see. In fact, thought Zach, she looked very, very close to climaxing from the way that her breathing was rapid and her chest was flushed.

Then he heard her say to Harriet, "What room is Zach in?"

And Harriet replied, "405," before putting her tongue back between Phoebe's legs.

Phoebe reached for the hotel room phone next to the bed, pressed some buttons, and he heard the phone in his room ring.

Leaping up, Zach answered. "Hello?" He'd have loved to say something more sophisticated, more charming, to the woman that he was hopefully about to have a threesome with alongside his wife, as well as the woman that his wife was currently going down on. But hello was all that came to mind.

"Hi, Zach?" came the breathless reply, with just a hint of a moan following it.

"Yes, Phoebe?"

"That's me..." Another more definite moan. "Look, you know what your wife is doing to me right now, right?"

"Yes."

"So I'm really looking forward to you joining us, but can I just have the next hour with her? Please?" Another moan.

"Uhhh... sure, why? I mean this is great but, you know..." He trailed off, not quite sure what to say.

"Your wife is very naughty. Very." Another louder moan. "But you probably know that."

Zach laughed. "I'm starting to wonder... what did she do?"

"She stayed with me the other night, but she teased me in the morning. She didn't let me orgasm. So I want to teach her what that's like. Is that ok?"

"Works for me... it's a great watch."

A laugh from Phoebe and another moan. "I'll bet it is... thank you, we'll make it worth your while. Very worth your while. I'm looking forward to meeting you."

"Me too... send my love to Harriet." Send my love to Harriet, he thought, what a crazy thing to say in this situation!

Phoebe dialled off and he went back to watching the screen. Phoebe had turned around so that she was sat on Harriet's face, looking down into Harriet's eyes while Harriet's arms were wrapped around Phoebe's thighs. Zach could see that Harriet's mouth was working hard, her tongue just visible between Phoebe's legs from time to time.

"You heard that?" said Phoebe with a gasp. Harriet gave a little nod. "Zach's cool with it, we'll call him when I'm done with you." She paused. "He sends his love," she said with a naughty smile. Zach wasn't sure what reaction to expect from Harriet to that, but he saw her right hand give a thumbs up before she dug her fingers back into Phoebe's thigh.

For the next few minutes they really got into it, Phoebe slowly grinding herself back and forth on Harriet's face, helping Harriet from what Zach could see to touch her in just the right way, and then the orgasm rolled through Phoebe, her head thrown back, her moans getting louder, and then he saw her tense up, saw a judder through her whole body, saw her hand clench and unclench, until her moans turned to cries and, Zach fancied, he thought he might have heard them directly from within the hotel rather than just through the screen. Phoebe was not a quiet one, that was for sure.


Chapter 15


When Phoebe climbed off Harriet's face she leaned down to kiss her, and Harriet kissed her back. Zach could see from the way that Harriet tried to move Phoebe's hand back between her legs that she was desperate for her own release, but Phoebe wasn't playing ball.

"You heard what I said to Zach on the phone," Phoebe said, smiling naughtily. "I want you to know what that was like when you left me that morning... you'll enjoy this."

"Can't I just say sorry," Harriet replied, the desperation coming through in her voice. "I'll beg..."

"Don't worry, the build-up will make it much better in the end," Phoebe teased. "I brought some toys with me..." This made Zach sit up and really pay attention.

"Toys? What sort?"

"You'll see..." Phoebe laughed, standing up to go to her bag. She brought it over to the bed, then said, "But you're not allowed to touch yourself, ok? If you do I walk out of here and don't come back. I'm not going to do any kinky stuff like tying you up, that's all overrated anyway, you'll just have to control yourself."

Harriet took a deep breath and nodded. Zach could tell, even through the video, that she was absolutely desperate for her own orgasm. There were certain tells, the way her eyes were wide, her lips parted, the way she had a slightly distant look on her face. Zach realised, also, that Phoebe had gone off script… there was no way that her teaching Harriet a lesson had been part of Harriet’s plan, and he liked it, that sense that Harriet was along for the ride now almost as much as he was. He also realised that Phoebe was someone he was going to get on well with.

Phoebe reached into her bag and pulled out a wand vibrator, pressing a button to turn it on and off again. "You know what this is?" Harriet nodded. "Have you used one before?"

A surprise for Zach when she nodded and said, "Yes, I've got one at home." Really?! thought Zach. Where on earth did she keep it? One for them to talk about another time though.

Smiling, Phoebe said, "Good..." She turned it on again and held it between Harriet's legs, not quite touching her with it. "So you'll know what happens when I do this?" Harriet nodded and then let out a shuddering moan as Phoebe touched it to between her legs, then a tremor ran through her as Phoebe pulled it away. "You liked that?"

Harriet laughed in frustration as she said, "You've got a playful side... yes, I did."

"Excellent. Now I've also got something else," continued Phoebe reaching into her bag again. "You won't have used one of these before." Zach saw Harriet smile slightly as Phoebe pulled out a strap-on with harness from her bag.

"No... I did wonder the other night though."

"I thought it might be too much too soon." Phoebe paused, leaned down to kiss Harriet briefly, then smiled. "You went gay for me the other night, didn't you? The straight woman went gay? There were a few hours there where all you wanted was a woman, right?"

Harriet nodded. "For a few hours, yes,” she admitted with a glance at the camera.

“But I didn't want to turn you completely. Once you've played with this that's a risk because, well.” Phoebe shrugged. “You don't really need a man any more..."

Zach smiled to himself. This was superhot chat between them, but he was supremely confident that Phoebe was really just putting on a show for them both. There was absolutely no danger of Harriet suddenly turning into a raging lesbian, or deciding that he was no longer needed. As a birthday surprise though, this was getting better and better.

"So..." continued Phoebe, "Let's play."

She was true to her word, leaning over again and kissing Harriet, long and slow, and her free hand roaming all over Harriet's naked body, touching her everywhere but between her legs again.

After a few minutes, Phoebe picked up the wand and turned it on, using what was presumably a low setting and running it slowly over Harriet's body. Zach could see how stimulated Harriet was from it, how her body twitched and jerked when it touched any of her favourite erogenous zones, but also how Phoebe was paying close attention, making sure that she didn't go too far at all.

Finally, when Harriet was so obviously desperate that she was holding onto Phoebe tightly, trying positioning herself so that Phoebe's leg was between hers and grinding herself on it, Phoebe stopped.

"How is that feeling?" she asked teasingly, with a smile.

"Like I've learned my lesson," replied Harriet, a hint of desperation in her voice. "Please..."

"Please what?" replied Phoebe pleasantly.

"You're going to make me say it?"

"Yes."

"Please make me," then she dropped her voice to a whisper, "...cum."

Phoebe pretended to think about it for a few moments. "I think... not yet." Harriet pouted but said nothing, and Phoebe continued. "I like you, we're good together. I'm going to take you out for dinner this week, and you're going to stay at my place that night, just you and me." She leaned over and kissed Harriet gently, a kiss that Harriet hungrily returned. "You're going to be gay for me. Ok?"

"I'd need to talk to Zach about that. I can't say yes without talking to him."

"But you'd like to say yes?" Harriet said nothing but just looked helplessly at Phoebe. Zach felt a little pang of jealousy, realising that she wanted to say yes but at the same time grateful that she wouldn't, not without talking to him. He'd be ok with it, that was the point of the hall pass he'd offered, but he really appreciated that she wouldn't just go off and do it without talking to him.

"Well then," continued Phoebe. "You're in a Catch-22 aren't you? You can't speak to Zach until you orgasm, and you can't orgasm until you say yes to being my lesbian lover this week, and to do that you need to talk to Zach." She turned the wand on again and slid it between Harriet's legs, immediately drawing a loud moan of pleasure, Harriet's back arching at the sensation.

Then, she took it away again and whispered loudly, "Just say yes and you can cum..."

Harriet looked at her with outright lust but also a hint of annoyance. "I..." She moaned again as the wand touched her, and then continued, "I can't without... talking to... Zach."

"Your choice," replied Phoebe with a shrug. "You want to try the other toy as well?"

"Uhhh... ok," replied Harriet, who from what Zach could tell was so deep in her repeated near orgasms that she could barely think straight.

Phoebe stood up and slid on the harness, tightening it and getting it in place. Yet again, Zach couldn't believe his luck... he was about to see his wife get fucked by a beautiful woman wearing a strap-on. This was literally fantasy stuff, it was incredible.

"Come with me," said Phoebe, holding out her hand. Harriet took her hand and stood up, unsteady on her feet, and Zach realised just how turned on she was at that point. Phoebe led her over to the corner sofa and Harriet lay down, legs parted. Phoebe lay on top and then, with little pause, slid into Harriet, Harriet letting out a long, shuddering moan as the strap-on entered her. Clearly, thought Zach, lubrication hadn't been a problem the state she was in by then.

He sat there wondering, though, how Phoebe was going to draw this out. The strap-on wasn't overly large, in fact a pretty similar size to Zach, and he knew from their many years together that stimulation by penetration worked well and fast, sometimes too fast, for Harriet.

Phoebe though seemed to be very good at reading Harriet, and she avoided the temptation to simply start thrusting into her. On reflection, Zach realised that this was the advantage that a woman had with another woman, because for a man they would be trying to chase their own orgasm whereas for Phoebe at that point it was all about Harriet's pleasure and delaying it as much as she could.

Instead, Phoebe just lay there, the strap-on inside Harriet, kissing her. Harriet for her part had her arms around Phoebe, holding her back, and her legs were wrapped around Phoebe too, ankles resting on Phoebe's thighs. It was a picture that told Zach everything about Harriet's emotions right then, she was one hundred percent, completely into Phoebe and nothing else, Phoebe at that moment was her whole world.

Zach had seen the same thing happen during both threesomes, when the intensity drew Harriet in, and he didn't mind. In fact surely the whole point, he thought, was that she was completely into it, otherwise how would she get the enjoyment that he liked to see her have?

Harriet had started to roll her hips slightly as the kiss continued and Phoebe let her. Zach could see that maybe, finally, her orgasm was building when Phoebe pushed herself up on her arms and said, "So, dinner and back to my place next week? You'll be gay for me?"

Harriet sighed in frustration. "Not..." interrupted by a long, low, shuddering sigh. "...without asking Zach."

Phoebe smiled. "Your choice..." she replied, pulling out of Harriet and leaving her there on the sofa, naked, legs apart, flushed, breathless while she walked back over to the bed. He saw Harriet's hand drift to between her legs, and so did Phoebe who said, "Remember my promise?"

Frustrated, Harriet pulled her hand away and instead lay there, both arms above her head, seemingly determined not to risk losing Phoebe for the night.

Walking back over, Phoebe had the wand again and said, "Can you roll on to your front for me?"

Harriet did as she was told, lying on her front with her legs parted slightly, resting on her elbows, looking back over her shoulder to watch Phoebe. "What do you want to do?"

Phoebe just smiled, then slipped the wand under Harriet, between her legs, so that it looked like it was resting between her and the cushion of the sofa. Zach heard the buzz of it turning on and saw immediately the reaction from Harriet as her whole body stiffened and another moan came from her lips.

Zach thought that finally that Harriet would cum, but still not yet. As she started to moan louder, Phoebe turned it off and leaned over to say, "Say yes and you can cum. That's all you need to do."

Harriet just shook her head, and Phoebe chuckled to herself, turning the wand on again and causing a shudder to roll through Harriet. "You're sure?"

"I'm sure..." replied Harriet before moaning again. "Zach means more to me than an orgasm..." A pause as a loud moan came from her. "But if I can have both then even better..."

Phoebe laughed. "Let's try a different position..." She sat down on the sofa in the corner, then guided Harriet to straddle her, face to face. Phoebe held the wand between them so that it would stimulate Harriet at the same time.

"You're a good, loyal wife... probably a bit lesbian too now but I like that." She reached for the phone by the sofa and continued, "You want to call him now?"

Harriet nodded in relief and took the phone. Zach heard the phone ring in his room and went to answer it.

"Harriet?" he said, almost too quickly.

"Zach," came the reply, followed by a moan. Looking at the screen he could see that Harriet had started to ride the strap-on at Phoebe's instigation, and from the buzzing sound he could tell that the wand was on again.

"Are you ok?" he asked.

"Very," came the quick reply. "I'm sorry though... this all got a bit out of control. Phoebe’s fault." She moaned louder, a sound that Zach knew meant that an orgasm was very close.

"No need to say sorry, this is amazing."

"Can you turn the TV off then come here now and join us?" she asked, the end of it almost a sigh. "Room 920, there's a card in your bedside drawer."

"Of course... I'll be right there." He paused to turn off the TV. "I love you so much."

"I love you so much too..." which tailed off into another moan, and then she hung up.

Zach grabbed the key card from the drawer and almost ran down the hall to the lifts to go up to the 9th floor.


Chapter 16


The lift took an age to come, and when it did he had to wait for several stops at the floors in between… what the other passengers in the lift thought of his desperate attempts to play it cool he couldn’t begin to imagine.

Finally, as he got out of the lift and reached the end of the corridor, he could hear the orgasm through the door. It was loud. Very loud. And very, very long.

He put the key card to the door and walked in, to see that Harriet had reversed her position and was straddling Phoebe's lap with her back to Phoebe, the wand in Phoebe's hand reaching round to press it between Harriet's legs. Harriet looked at the door as he came in and then another wave of her orgasm hit her, he saw her legs tense, her hands claw at the sofa, her head thrown back.

And the scream of pleasure... it was insane. It was almost primal in where it came from and how loud it was.

And then that wave was through her, and another one hit, and she was screaming in pleasure again, though he could tell that she was getting super-sensitive by then as her hands started to push Phoebe's hand with the wand away.

The orgasm slowed and stopped, and Harriet lay back against Phoebe who looked at Zach over Harriet's shoulder while she kissed Harriet's neck and stroked her sweat soaked hair from her face. Harriet was an absolute picture of sweaty, post-orgasmic bliss, the strap-on still inside her, Zach could see it from how she was sat, and when she opened her eyes she gave Zach an exhausted smile.

"Hey," said Harriet quietly.

"Hey," replied Zach, returning the smile.

"Meet Phoebe," she said, with a little laugh. "She's pretty good in bed."

Zach laughed at that too. "I saw. And heard. I think the whole hotel did... Hi Phoebe."

"Hi," replied Phoebe, breaking off her kisses before resuming again, while Harriet leaned back against her, her eyes closed. A tremor ran through her, some final wave of the orgasm Zach assumed. Zach wasn't quite sure what to do with himself, feeling like he was intruding on a very intimate moment between the two women, so in the end he just stood there slightly awkwardly.

Finally Harriet opened her eyes again and sat up, climbing off Phoebe's lap and standing awkwardly before leaning down. "I want to talk to Zach now," she said to Phoebe. "But that was incredible, thank you so, so much." She kissed Phoebe on the lips, a long, lingering, tender kiss, one that lasted and lasted.

When she stood up she walked over to Zach and kissed him too, the same slow, lingering kiss. Then she looked up into his eyes and said, "Let's talk on the balcony."

Zach waited while Harriet grabbed a hotel dressing gown from the bathroom, giving one to Phoebe too, and then the two of them walked across the room and went outside.

The view was just as good as from Zach's room and the two of them stood for a moment looking out until Harriet turned to face Zach. She smiled, and Zach could see that she was positively glowing, she looked so alive.

"Happy birthday," she said, with a laugh.

"Thank you so, so much," he replied, giving her a big hug. "This is amazing. You went to so much effort."

"Oh, the pleasure was all mine," she teased, before kissing Zach again.

"So I need to ask... you spent the night with her this week?"

"Yes.” Harriet looked sheepish. “I'm sorry I didn't tell you but I wanted to keep it all a surprise."

"It's fine. Was it good the other night?"

He saw Harriet blush and look away momentarily. "Really good," she said quietly.

"You want to do that again next week?" he asked. "She seemed keen."

"Do you want me to?"

"What I want doesn't matter. If you want me to say yes, you're going to have to ask me." Zach said this with a smile, but he was serious. He had no problem with Harriet exploring this side of her more, but she had to ask, it had to be from her.

"I'm sorry, but yes. I really do. It's not like I'm going to fall in love with her or anything, but that's a thing that I want to try and I'd rather try it with her than someone random. Is that ok?"

He hugged her again. "Of course it is, so long as you promise to tell me all about it afterwards. Ok?"

Harriet smiled. "Ok, that's a deal." She paused, then continued, "How about the rest of tonight? You'd like to join us? We can stop and it just be you and me if you'd rather."

Zach laughed. "No way are we kicking Phoebe out right now after what I just saw. If you're ok with it? And if she is?”

"Of course I am, and I know she is too. I love you getting involved… you got a taste for it at the party the other day, right? It would mean so much to me to share her with you, and to share you with her.”

"What are the boundaries?"

"No boundaries, if you're ok with that? Literally anything we want to do in any combination."

"You're sure?"

Harriet nodded. "In fact… I need a break after what just happened. And you and Phoebe should get acquainted." She raised her eyebrows as she said that. "I'll go and take a shower."

Zach smiled. "I guess let's not keep our guest waiting then?"

Harriet smiled. "I guess not... I love you so much."

"I love you so much too."

“Happy birthday…”


Chapter 17


When they walked back in Phoebe had put on the dressing gown and was sat on the bed cross legged and, coincidentally, showing a lot of leg and maybe a bit more, scrolling through her phone. She'd let her dark brown hair down and, Zach realised, was even more stunning in person than at a distance or over a video.

Phoebe looked up as they came in and smiled, a smile that broadened when she looked at Harriet. Wow, thought Zach, there is a real attraction between the two of them, noticing Harriet's shy smile back and how Harriet's cheeks reddened.

"Hey," said Harriet quietly.

"Hey," replied Phoebe. "You ok?"

Harriet held Zach's hand and looked at him. "I'm great... but I need a break after that." Phoebe and Zach both chuckled when she said that. "So I might take a long shower. You two should get to know each other."

She let go of Zach's hand and went over to whisper something in Phoebe's ear, who nodded and said, "Are you sure?"

Harriet nodded and kissed her gently. "Have fun you two." And then she walked into the bathroom and locked the door.

Zach and Phoebe looked at each other for a moment, then Zach said, "So... do you come here often?"

Phoebe burst out laughing and Zach joined her, the tension broken.

"I think we need to get naked, don't we?" said Phoebe a few moments later.

"I guess so," replied Zach, smiling. "Me first?"

"Same time?" replied Phoebe, with a smile.

"Deal..." Zach took off his shoes and socks, then Phoebe climbed off the bed and stood opposite him. God she was hot, thought Zach. Really hot. This was a hell of a birthday present.

She smiled at him, the same sort of smile she'd given Harriet earlier, and started to undo his shirt, button by button, her hands gently resting on his chest while she did. He smiled back, and reached for the cord of the dressing gown, undoing it so that it fell open at the same time as his shirt came off.

There was a moment where they stood looking at each other, then Phoebe leaned forward and kissed him. Just like with Beth and, a little, with Mandy at the party, it felt… different. Good, but different, her lips seemingly softer than Harriet's, and she seemed keener to get her tongue involved. It was a good kiss.

As they kissed, he felt her hands reach down and undo his belt and un-button his jeans, then her hand reached inside, taking hold of his hard cock.

"You enjoyed the show?" she whispered teasingly.

"Loved it," he whispered back.

"So did I," she said, "but getting your wife off just now has left me horny as hell... I'd planned to go down on you when you got here, but I need you in me. That ok?"

Zach smiled. "Very..." He pushed the dressing gown from her shoulders, so that she was naked, and she bent down to pull down his jeans and boxer shorts, leaving him naked too once he'd stepped out of them.

Phoebe turned and climbed onto the bed, then lay back down. "Come here then..." she said.

Zach wasted no time in climbing on to the bed between her legs, positioning his hard cock at her entrance. "You're sure?"

She just answered by putting her hands on his ass and pulling him into her, gasping as he slid in. "Harriet never told me you were so big," she whispered with a smile, half-teasing.

Zach responded by kissing her, slowly sliding into Phoebe but keen not to be too fast, despite being as desperate as they both were. Phoebe kissed him back passionately, her arms around him and legs wrapped around his.

They stayed like that, slowly fucking for a while, both feeling their pleasure build, until Phoebe broke the kiss and said, "On your back."

Rolling over, Zach lay back and Phoebe straddled him, sliding down on to his cock with a low moan. She looked at him intently as she started to grind on him, her hands on his chest while his hands explored her body.

She went quicker than Zach had been, and he could see that her orgasm was building. As she started to get close, her hands took hold of his which had been caressing her breasts, and she interlocked her fingers before leaning forward, pushing his hands above his head and using her bodyweight to hold them in place.

With a wicked smile she leaned down and kissed Zach as her orgasm rolled through her, Zach's earlier judgment that she wasn't quiet confirmed by her loud moans as she climaxed.

Zach lay there under her while she gathered herself, his own orgasm close but not quite there.

Suddenly, he felt a hand on his face, and saw that Harriet was sat next to them on the bed, naked again, smiling. Phoebe lifted back up and grinned at Harriet, who kissed her and then Zach.

"My turn," she said with a smile as Phoebe climbed off, leaving Zach lying there with his hard cock standing up proud. "You want to help me though?" she asked Phoebe.

"Love to," replied Phoebe, kneeling next to Zach and lowering her mouth on to his cock, running her tongue over the tip while her lips enclosed it. Harriet leaned down to kiss Zach while Phoebe went down on him, her hand playing with his chest while she did so.

Zach was in sensory overload, the stimulation of two women more than he'd ever experienced before.

"She's great, isn't she?" asked Harriet, teasingly, between kisses.

Zach smiled then let out an involuntary moan as Phoebe hit the right spot with her tongue. "Hard to argue," he managed to breathe out, but then when Harriet kissed him again he came, hard, the pent up sexual intensity of the whole evening so far released in one go.

Phoebe kept her mouth on his cock as he came, taking his cum in her mouth. She sat back up and tapped Harriet on the shoulder who saw her and laughed. Zach looked bemusedly between them, but when Harriet sat opposite her he watched incredulous as they French kissed, swapping his cum between them.

Or at least they did until they both got a fit of the giggles and sat there looking at each other, then at Zach.

Zach couldn't help but grin too.


Chapter 18


"I figure we're all in need of a little rest right now," Harriet said as the giggles died down. "Before, well, some more. I made sure we had some champagne stocked in the fridge, glass of that then see what happens?"

"Works for me," replied both Phoebe and Zach at the same time, drawing another smile.

They got up off the bed and Harriet went to fetch the bottle and three glasses, all three of them sitting on the corner sofa.

"So," said Zach once they each had a glass in hand and had toasted his birthday. "You've got to tell me how this came about." He looked at Harriet. "I had no idea you were planning this." Then looking between them. "And I had no idea there was this secret crush going on."

"I guess I'd better start," replied Harriet, reclined against Zach's chest but with her legs intertwined with Phoebe's, all of them naked as can be. "You remember where I used to go for Pilates near our old flat..."

Half an hour later Zach was up to speed and impressed. Impressed that Harriet had had this long running crush on her beautiful Pilates teacher and had never let on. Impressed that she'd used the hall pass a few nights before. And above all impressed that she'd planned the night so well.

The two women had taken it in turns to describe their previous night together, what had happened, how it had developed, what they'd done. He knew they were holding some things back, he was sure, but he didn't mind... they told him enough to understand what had happened, and if they needed to keep some of it private that was ok with him. As with the guys they’d experimented with, Zach needed to share in it but not all of it, some of it had to be private and that was fine with him.

Turning to look at Harriet, he said, "And you weren't messing with me when you've told me you'd never been with a woman before? Over all the years you’ve said it?”

"No, never. Not even kissed a woman until Phoebe kissed me the other night."

"Are you two going to go out for dinner together this week? I'm fine with it, I know Harriet wouldn't say yes earlier without me agreeing but it's all ok."

He saw the two women exchange a significant look, one he couldn't read, then Phoebe said, "You're sure?"

"Yep, Harriet you want to?"

Harriet smiled at him. "I do, and I'm very grateful." She paused. "But what about now? I'm feeling energised again." She shifted and sat up, between Phoebe and Zach, looking from one to the other, then leaned over and kissed Zach, while one hand reached for Zach's rapidly hardening cock and the other reached out to stroke Phoebe.

They both responded immediately, Zach kissing her back while Phoebe turned and started to kiss Harriet's neck and shoulder, both her hands starting to touch and caress Harriet's body.

They stayed like that for a long while, unhurried, Harriet turning to kiss Phoebe, then back to Zach, then Phoebe kissing Zach, all while their hands roamed all over each other.

Eventually, Phoebe pushed gently against Harriet so that she laid back, and kissed her way down Harriet's body until she had her head between Harriet's legs, her tongue doing what she seemed to be particularly good at, moving so that her knees were on the floor to get better access.

Zach positioned himself behind Phoebe and, with a nod and an encouraging smile from Harriet, started to touch her, stroking her ass and sliding a finger between her legs.

Phoebe turned her head to look at him, then reached a hand back to hold his now rock hard cock, making it clear with her movements what she wanted as she positioned it at her entrance. In case he was in any doubt she pulled on his ass, and he slid into her doggystyle, feeling her stiffen momentarily and then relax as she got used to him inside her.

He started to thrust slowly into her, keeping it gentle so that Phoebe could still focus on Harriet's pleasure, but he knew he wasn't going to last long. Watching his wife gasp in pleasure as another woman touched her with her tongue while her hands roamed all over Harriet's body was too much... and after just a few minutes, despite all he could do, Zach came hard, into Phoebe from behind.

Zach pulled out and Harriet smiled, while Phoebe turned her head and grinned. "Let's go over to the bed," she said to Harriet, kneeling up and helping Harriet up. "You too," she continued, turning to Zach and kissing him.

They walked over to the bed, and Harriet lay down while Phoebe lay down on top of her, facing each other, their chests pushed up together. Harriet pulled Phoebe down to kiss her, and Zach lay down to one side, stroking both women while they kissed, arms and legs wrapping around each other.

He saw Harriet part her legs, saw Phoebe shift to the side a little, and realised that they were in a scissoring position, their pubic hair pressed up against each other, one leg between the other's. As they kept kissing they both started to grind, almost instinctively, and Zach saw both women moan into their kiss at the sensation.

This continued, slowly, for a few minutes, the kiss getting messier as both women grew aroused, but just as Zach was starting to feel a little spare Phoebe pushed herself up on her arms, getting more leverage to grind into Harriet. As well as a fantastic view, this gave Zach the space to join in, kissing first Harriet and then Phoebe, then back to Harriet.

As his lips met Harriet's for the second time she came, moaning loudly into Zach's mouth, her tongue desperate to connect with his, her arm wrapping around him tightly as the orgasm rolled through her.

Phoebe didn't slow down, keeping on going, chasing her own orgasm, and he felt Harriet continue holding on to him tightly as she rode the wave, until he could tell that she was cumming again, harder this time, louder, just as he heard Phoebe start to cum too.

A strong arm, surprisingly strong, from Phoebe pushed him out of the way and she collapsed down on to Harriet, kissing her in his place while they both orgasmed, kissing her lips, kissing her face, even biting her ear, and Harriet did the same, unable to stop with her lips on Phoebe.

Finally, Phoebe stopped grinding into Harriet and they lay still, Phoebe rolled off to the side, still pressed against each other, their faces inches away from each other, looking into each other's eyes, kissing from time to time.

It was so intimate that Zach resisted the temptation to join in, climbing off the bed and instead taking the opportunity to use the bathroom.


Chapter 19


When he came back, they hadn't moved except that they both had their hands between each other's legs, touching each other gently. Zach could tell that this was going to build again, the sexual chemistry between them insane.

Harriet looked up though, and with a genuine smile said, "Come back and join us..."

Smiling back he did, lying down behind Harriet and kissing her neck, spooning against her, his hand touching her breasts and joining Phoebe's hand between her legs, until Harriet took his hand in hers and slid it between Phoebe's legs instead.

They lay like that for an age, a position that Zach knew from their previous threesomes was one that Harriet loved, simply playing with each other and the different kinds of stimulation.

At one point they swapped, so that Phoebe was in the middle, Harriet briefly going down on her while Phoebe lay on her back, her head turned to kiss Zach and her hand playing with his hard again cock.

And then they swapped again, Zach in the middle, with the two women going down on him at the same time, both kissing and licking his cock, but not for too long, not enough to make him climax again at least.

After a few minutes they all moved around, Harriet and Zach spooning, Harriet's back against Zach's chest, while Phoebe faced her and kissed her.

Harriet turned her head to whisper to Zach, "I need you in me... right now." He wasted little time, moving himself as she parted her legs and sliding into her from behind, hearing her moan softly as his hard cock filled her.

She looked at Phoebe and Zach saw them exchange a smile, then Harriet's hand on Phoebe's ass pulled her upwards until Phoebe got the message and moved up the bed, parting her legs in front of Harriet's face.

Moaning again softly as Zach thrust into her, Harriet moved her head forward and Zach was treated to an up close view of Harriet's tongue, his own wife's tongue, starting to pleasure Phoebe, gently tracing along her folds while Harriet's fingers touched her too.

Phoebe let out a gasp of pleasure at Harriet's touch, and reached with her hands to hold Harriet's head, guiding Harriet as far as Zach could see as to when to go faster and slower.

Zach could feel his orgasm building in this insanely erotic situation, and when Harriet broke off with her tongue to moan loudly as he continued to thrust into her it pushed him over the edge, crying out himself as he came hard into her from behind.

When he pulled out Phoebe quickly responded, rotating in the bed until she was in a side-by-side sixty nine position with Harriet, her tongue and fingers replacing Zach's cock between Harriet's legs.

Zach watched, enthralled, as the two women, so clearly into each other at that moment and no one else, pleasured each other. The little gasps and moans, the tremors running through each of them, those were a sight that Zach would never, ever forget, an amazing birthday present.

As they both started to orgasm, they each responded to the other, pushing each other to higher and higher peaks, until their orgasms rocked through them at the same time, neither woman quiet, both desperately trying to continue pleasuring the other even as their bodies shook uncontrollably at their own pleasure.

When they'd finished, they lay together, still like that, for a while after, stroking and occasionally touching each other, going down on each other again and again briefly, until Phoebe made Harriet orgasm again, gentler this time but no quieter.

Eventually, Harriet rolled over and said to Zach with an exhausted, sweaty smile, "You enjoyed that?" He nodded with a broad smile of his own. "Shall we talk?" she continued.

Phoebe sat up, taking the hint and saying, "I need to use the bathroom, be right back."

Once she'd left, Zach said, "That was so fucking hot. All of it was. Thank you so, so much."

"Quite literally my pleasure," replied Harriet with a laugh.

"Seriously, watching you two was better than anything else we’ve done. You two have insane chemistry."

Harriet blushed. "You think?"

Zach nodded. "Absolutely."

She paused for a moment, then said quietly, "What if... what if this happened again? The three of us?"

He smiled. "I'd like that... of course I would, what man wouldn't? But watching the two of you in particular... wow."

"So sometime soon, like our arrangement with Ben?”

He thought for a moment. “Like a female bull?”

Harriet grinned. “I did some research and I believe the term is a unicorn.”

“A unicorn? To go with you menagerie of bulls and, I seem to remember, a stallion?”

Harriet shrugged. “What can I say? I like animals…”

"Ok, I'd like that. I think you’re very definitely a hotwife now.”

Harriet smiled. "Always have been, we just never realised." She paused, then said, "What about now? This would usually be when you and me get reacquainted. Which I really, really want to do by the way... my whole body is yours to do what you want with."

Zach smiled at the word usually... was there any stronger indicator of how their lives had changed? "This feels different somehow."

"Different? How?"

Zach thought for a few moments. "I think that with guys, it feels like I need to reclaim you as mine... you know, from the other men. I usually kept apart and watched because I got to do things with you on our own and they couldn't, Ben or whoever. Does that make sense?"

Harriet took his hand in hers and smiled reassuringly. "You know you never need to do that, I've always been yours, not theirs. But yes, it does. And when we do this with men... and if you need an idea for my birthday a good number of men is a good place to start... then absolutely, I'll be there to be reclaimed, without a doubt."

Making a not unwelcome mental note that Harriet had just given him a huge steer for her own birthday in a few months' time, Zach brought it back to the present. "Whereas this time I don't feel that, because Phoebe is doing things to you and you to her that you and I don't do. I don't feel that need to reclaim you."

"I understand that. So what next birthday boy?" She smiled as she said it.

"See where the night takes her. Maybe I'd like to spend some time just watching you two though, you've got such incredible chemistry. One request though, I'd love to watch you wearing the strap-on, face to face, making love to her with you on top... that intensity would be super-hot."

"Done... so long as Phoebe is up for that, it sounds amazing."

At that moment Phoebe came out of the bathroom, naked save for her strap-on, the hard plastic cock standing out at a right angle to her body.

Laughing, she said, "Who's next?"

Zach started for a moment, genuinely wondering if him getting pegged by Phoebe was on the cards, then saw Harriet start laughing too.

Harriet put her hand up and said innocently, "Me please!" She looked at Zach. "You'd better lie down, you don't get to sit back and watch just yet..."

Zach did as he'd been told, and soon Harriet's mouth had sunk down over his rapidly hardening cock while her ass was pushed in the air.

As Phoebe positioned herself behind Harriet, smiling devilishly at Zach, he felt Harriet get pushed forward, felt her moan onto his cock, as Phoebe slid into her, Phoebe's hands holding on to Harriet's slim hips and controlling the pace as she started to thrust into her.

Not a bad birthday, thought Zach, as he felt the first hint of another orgasm twitch through him when Harriet started to flutter her tongue, mixed with another soft moan on to his cock as Phoebe continued to fuck her from behind.

An hour later, while he sat to one side and watched Harriet slowly make love to Phoebe with the strap-on, face to face, Phoebe's arms and legs wrapped around her, cumming again and again as his wife thrust gently into her, their lips meeting, their whole universe reduced to the two of them completely into each other and nothing else, he revised his assessment...

This really was a very good birthday indeed.

And, he suspected, a pretty perfect way to broaden his and Harriet’s experimentation… he felt his heart beat a little faster to think of what Phoebe could bring to their dynamic with Ben… an intoxicating thought.


Epilogue
The Following Tuesday


“That’s right, isn’t it Zach? We always work hard and play hard.”

Somehow keeping his cringe inside his head, Zach nodded his agreement. “Yeah, absolutely.” He raised his glass of whisky… probably his least favourite drink. “To successful systems implementations…”

The happy faces of his clients looked back at him as they raised their glasses and joined the toast, but then thankfully the conversation shifted focus down the table, back to Zach’s boss, and he could go back to only pretending to listen.

God, he found these client dinners so very, very dull and pointless… a bunch of middle aged men, let out of the house for the first time in months, drinking on his firm’s expense and not even realising that they’d get billed for it all in a month’s time.

That wasn’t the reason for his impatience though, because tonight was something else as well… tonight was Harriet’s promised date with Phoebe.

He’d set one condition, and one condition alone… that Harriet would keep him updated via the medium of pictures. A good idea in principle, but in reality fairly close to an exquisite torture, not because he minded or resented her being out with Phoebe, quite the opposite in fact, but rather because this was such a long held fantasy of his that he wanted to be able to focus on what she sent, not have to talk to a client who, with all the respect in the world, he couldn’t care less that they’d once nearly played semi-professional sports and felt the need to tell the world about it thirty years later.

His phone pinged and he saw he had two new photos… still relatively tame, but it wasn’t that late yet.

The first was a selfie of Harriet and Phoebe sat on opposite sides of a table in the Spanish restaurant they’d chosen, and it warmed Zach’s heart to see… they were both smiling at the camera, looking excited.

The second was, presumably, from the end of their meal… the two of them stood posing in a long mirror in what looked like the ladies room, pulling a pose.

Accompanying was a brief message: Having a fun night, hope you are too. Love you lots x

Zach smiled and fired off a reply: Love you too… your night looks more fun than mine x

It really did as well, but Zach steeled himself… client entertainment was literally part of his job description, after all.

***

Sometime gone midnight and Zach was buying a round of shots… it turned out that these particular clients wanted to go big, and the rule was that he couldn’t go home until they did. Tomorrow was definitely going to be a work from home day, he thought, make the hangover eat into company time and sleep it off instead of commuting.

His phone pinged again, the first time in a little while, and he glanced at the message on his watch: We went for a drink after, but then this happened xx

The next few minutes were pure torture… he had to take the drinks over to the table, wait while everyone got one, join in with doing the shot, then chat to one of the clients who thought he cared that they used to do lots of shots when they were younger. All he wanted to do was see the pictures, but no way could he do that at the table.

Finally he managed to extract himself and found a corner of the club where he could look at his phone properly. It was a video and it was more than worth the wait… Harriet was holding the phone out to the side, portrait view, and it captured her and Phoebe, in a small park, Phoebe’s back to a tree, Harriet pressed against her, Harriet’s other hand between her legs and Phoebe very clearly in the throes of pleasure.

Fuck, that was insane.

He fired off a quick reply: That looks amazing, hope you’re having a great night x

Before he could put his phone away he saw an incoming video call from Harriet. Careful that no one else could see, he answered to see Harriet, slightly pixelated, lying back against some pillows, her hair messed up and, from the look of it, not much on her top half. She grinned and said something that he couldn’t hear over the music in the club.

Zach held up a finger and scrambled for his earbuds, slipping them in. “Can you hear me?” he asked over the music.

“Yeah, can you hear me?” Harriet asked.

“Just about,” he replied. “So… anything happening with your evening?” He grinned and she grinned back.

“I wanted to show you my view… you want to see it?”

“Love to…”

She fumbled with her phone and the video shifted to the rear camera, and the view was indeed worth sharing… Harriet had even less clothing on her bottom half, but what she lacked in clothing she more than made up for in Phoebe, her head firmly between Harriet’s legs, her tongue just about visible, and her eyes fixed on the camera.

“Say hi, Phoebe.” Harriet said.

Phoebe lifted her head, and Zach couldn’t help noticing her lips glistening with something that he thought probably wasn’t lip balm. “Hey Zach… thank you for the loan of your wife.”

“You’re welcome,” he replied.

Phoebe smiled and lowered her tongue again, focusing back on Harriet, and the camera switched back to Harriet’s face. She was smiling again. “How’s your evening going?”

Zach laughed. “You know how I hate these things.” It was surreal making small talk with his wife in the knowledge that Phoebe was going down on her that very minute, but very cool too.

“Well next time we’ll invite you to join us, deal?”

“Deal.”

“And Zach… thank you. Really thank you. I love you so, so much…”

“…even if she’s technically gay for tonight,” came Phoebe’s voice.

Harriet shrugged. “Even if I’m technically gay for tonight,” she said with a laugh.

“I love you so much too, see you in the morning,” Zach replied and dialled off.

What an insane night… what an insane last few weeks, he thought. He took a deep breath, getting himself back into client entertainment mode after that. One last push then hopefully home to bed.

***

“Morning sleeping beauty.”

Zach woke with a start, tried to sit up then immediately wished that he hadn’t. Good God his head hurt.

He cracked open his eyes to see Harriet sat on the bed next to him, smiling, looking absolutely radiant… looking the complete opposite of how he felt.

“Morning…” he managed to croak. “What time is it?”

“Ten. Shouldn’t you be at work?”

“Screw work. This hangover’s their fault.” He closed his eyes again then opened them slowly… it felt a little better second time around. He managed to smile. “You’re back.”

“I’m back.”

“A good night?”

Harriet nodded. “A very good night.” She tilted her head. “A little tired though.”

“Me too…”

“Let me make you a coffee. You’re staying at home today?” she asked and Zach nodded. “Good… I’ve not got a shift either. And I want to tell you all about last night.”

“I want to hear it too… but maybe after coffee?”

Harriet laughed. “Yeah, after coffee.” She stood up then paused. “You’re not going to be too hungover to reclaim me later, are you?”

“I could never be too hungover for that…”

A few minutes later Harriet came back in carrying two mugs. As Zach sat up in bed and gratefully took one, he said, “Ben’s back this weekend.”

“Yeah…”

“You saw his message? About how he’s not seeing that woman anymore?”

Harriet grinned. “Good… she wasn’t right for him.”

“You never met her!”

She shrugged. “I could just tell…” Harriet paused and Zach couldn’t help laughing at the jealous streak that she’d never admit to. “Maybe we should see if both Phoebe and Ben are free sometime soon?”

Zach looked at her for a long moment, thinking about all of the possibilities. Then he nodded. “The bull and the unicorn… that could be a lot of fun…”


Want More?


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

In the case of Experimenting Season 2 though, you don't need to wait… because the next episode (Hanging) is already out. As a teaser, here's an excerpt:

God this felt good.

Thursday night, a mini-date night, and it was ending exactly like date night with your husband should end…

Harriet shifted her hips and was pleased to see the reaction on Zach’s face, a little gasp escaping his parted lips, his eyes half closed but fixed on Harriet, a smile flashing across his face that she returned with interest.

“This ok?” she asked as she moved her hips again.

“Perfect…” was his breathed reply. “You?”

Harriet gasped herself as they hit just the right spot. “Better than perfect…”

She loved him so, so much. Lying on his back beneath her, his hands on her hips, him inside her… it felt so incredible, even after all their years together. They were lucky, she knew, that even after pretty much ten years it was still just as good as when they’d met as students back at Oxford. No, she corrected herself, not just as good… so much better.

And even though they’d recently experimented with others, whether Phoebe the ‘unicorn’ or Ben the ‘bull’ or the Americans in Bali and that threesome to remember for ever or the exclusive party where they’d embraced the culture and found their new tribe, even with all of them it was still her and Zach above all else… their love had grown infinitely stronger for what they’d been trying, the bond between them unbreakable.

Harriet was into her rhythm now, Zach matching her, and she could feel the spring inside her starting to coil tighter and tighter, something delicious and noisy and amazing bubbling up deep within… she slowed down slightly, wanting to prolong it as long as possible, and Zach matched her, the look in his eyes saying that he understood exactly why she’d slowed.

She leaned down and kissed him, her hair falling loose over him.

“I love you so, so, so much,” she whispered as she kept on grinding on to him.

“I love you more,” Zach whispered back and she kissed him again, harder.

It was perfect.

Quite a bit later they lay tangled sweatily together, both content not to move a muscle. They’d opened the bedroom window and the sounds of their Sydney neighbourhood floated up from the street below.

Harriet turned her head lazily to look at Zach. “What you thinking about?”

His hand found hers and their fingers wove together. “Tomorrow,” he said eventually.

She propped herself up on an elbow to look at him properly. “Second thoughts?”

“No.” He shook his head to emphasise. “Quite the opposite. Just wondering whether, I guess, it will be the same as before, or different. It’s been a month.” He looked at her. “How about you?”

“None at all.” She hesitated then decided, as ever, that honesty was the best policy when it came to their experiments… particularly when it came to Ben, her bull, the man they’d got lucky with the first time they tried their hotwife fantasy for real and had kept seeing over the months since. “I’m really excited to see him. I’ve missed him.”

Zach looked at her for a long few moments, and she saw his cheeks redden slightly. “Me too,” he admitted, and Harriet was touched by his honesty. It couldn’t be easy for Zach to admit as a heterosexual man that he was looking forward to seeing a man who, in terms of their relationship, was more ambiguous that the relationship between Harriet and Ben.

She lay back down, looking at the night sky outside, her head resting on his shoulder. “What are you excited about? What have you missed?”

He laughed. “I’ll tell you if you tell me first…”

Harriet laughed too. “That’s fair I suppose.” She took a moment to think. “I’m excited about Ben. About being with him. I like spending time with him, the three of us. I think he adds to the two of us, if that makes sense?”

“It does, yes.”

“And I like sleeping with him. I’ll be honest, I do. We’re very compatible, not as much as you and me but he’s a good second best. And… I absolutely love you watching me and him. That’s the best part, knowing that you’re enjoying seeing me with him and that we’re going to reclaim each other afterwards.” She trailed her fingers across Zach’s chest. “Let’s never ever forget about that part. Now… your turn.”

She looked at him again and saw him grin. “All of what you said.”

“You’re not getting away that easily,” she grinned back. “Tell me, I want to hear you say… what excites you?”

It was Zach’s turn to take a few moments to gather his thoughts. “I love the tension. Watching someone else with you, feeling jealous.” His hand stroked her hair idly. “Feeling really jealous when I can see you’re really enjoying it. Knowing that he’s a plausible love rival, but then knowing deep down that you’ll come back to me.” He chuckled. “I still can’t believe it after all this time, but I love seeing you so excited to be with someone else. Ben or Phoebe or any of the others.”

“It’s been a crazy few months, hasn’t it?” Harriet replied.

“Yeah, it has. And more, I suspect, to come.”

They lay in comfortable silence for a while. “We should get some sleep, we’ve both got work tomorrow and I think tomorrow night might go late,” Harriet said sleepily.

“No might about it!”

“No, I suppose not…”

Tomorrow would be tomorrow, and they would have a lot of fun with Ben, but tonight was her and Zach and that was special. Truly special.

“Why don’t we turn the light off and see how sleepy we really are?” Harriet teased.

“Now that sounds like a plan…”

Continue reading here.

You can also catch up on the story so far by reading Experimenting Complete Season 1.
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