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Their Justification

Danielle and Matt are now fully immersed in their new lifestyle, with Cara becoming a regular presence in their nights of fun. This helps Matt with the books he’s writing – all he needs to do is transcribe the action from the bedroom in his manuscript.

When he’s invited to a celebratory party for a computer magazine, Danielle isn’t interested in accompanying him – until she learns the party is being held in Paris. While there, they take in more than just the sites thanks to a chance meeting with Marion and Romain. This encounter provides Matt with even more material for his book.

With Matt enjoying the charms of other women, Danielle becomes a little concerned that his final book of the trilogy is veering away from the hotwife genre and becoming more of a polyamory tale. In an attempt to help him regain his focus, she books herself the perfect bull for the evening and forces Matt to listen from the spare room. And for the book’s finale, Danielle and Cara engage in a night of unrestrained passion with six hunky men from the rowing club. 

What more could an author ask of his hotwife?
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Matt was working at his desk on Wednesday afternoon when he heard Danielle’s car pull onto the drive. He checked the time at the corner of the laptop screen and frowned, wondering why she was home an hour earlier than usual. He wandered through to the kitchen to meet her, but as soon as the back door opened, Daisy rushed past him and demanded attention. 

Danielle laughed as she fussed the dog, then smiled up at him. “Hiya.”

“Is everything okay?”

She nodded, gave Daisy a final pat and stepped close for a kiss. “We have a videoconference with a client later, so rather than stay late and do it in the office, I said I’d join the meeting from here.”

“Cool.” He glanced around the kitchen. “I haven’t even started dinner.”

“That’s fine. What are you working on?”

“The graphics review.”

“No looming deadlines to meet?”

He laughed and shook his head. “No, everything’s pretty chill at the moment.”

“Fancy a walk?”

“What about your videoconference?”

“It’s not until seven, and it’s a nice day so I thought—”

“Yep, fine.”

While Danielle went to change, Matt fitted Daisy’s harness. Ten minutes later, they were walking along the bridle path with Daisy running ahead of them.

She squeezed his hand. “So, who’s been writing today, Matt or Lance?”

Matt wrote computer articles under his own name and hotwife erotica under the pseudonym Lance Strong. “It was all Matt today.”

“How come, if the deadline’s not imminent?”

“I’m not sure.”

She glanced at him, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “It’s not like you don’t have a hot scene to write about.”

“True.” Danielle’s gorgeous friend Cara had shared their bed on the previous Saturday.

“So, why aren’t the words flowing out of your head and onto the page?”

“I’m sure they will once I start. I just...” He gave a shrug. In truth, he wasn’t sure why the ménage scene was proving so difficult to write. The reality of what happened had more heat than his own imagination could have conjured up. 

She gave his hand another squeeze. “Maybe after my videocall, we could have an early night and talk about it.”

He smiled. “I’d like that.” They hadn’t had sex since the threesome of last weekend.

“Good.” She leaned close and raised her eyebrows. “I may even have a little something extra you can put in your story.”

“What sort of something extra?”

She laughed and tried to walk away, but he held onto her hand and pulled her back.

“Tell me,” he said.

“Maybe there was a little girl-on-girl action while you slept.”

His stomach tingled. “Really?”

“Maybe.” She stepped close again. “Does the idea of that turn you on?”

“Uh huh.”

“Good.”

They walked for another ten minutes before turning around to head back. Once home, they prepared dinner together and ate in the kitchen. Afterwards, Danielle asked if she could use his desk for the videocall. He agreed, made himself a coffee and took it, and Daisy, out to the garden. He sat at the patio table and read his phone, catching up on the news and sports. When he checked his emails, he saw an invitation to a forty-year celebration party for one of the magazines he regularly wrote for.

“I’m finished,” Danielle eventually called from the house.

He got up and headed back inside, where he found his wife wearing a smart blouse and a pair of black lace panties. Her feet and legs were bare.

She laughed at his expression. “They only see my top half.”

“How was the meeting?”

She wrinkled her nose. “Nothing was said that couldn’t have been put into an email, but there were four of us on the call, so I suppose it saved time and effort. They’re in Carlisle, so it’s a cheaper option than meeting face to face.”

“Carlisle?” When Danielle had visited there earlier in the summer, he’d encouraged her to pick up a stranger in her hotel. “Is that the client you were visiting when—?”

“Yes.” She held his gaze for a minute, then raised her eyebrows. “Any other questions?”

He grinned. “About a hundred.”

“Okay, sit on the couch and you can ask them.”

Matt sat down.

She straddled his legs, facing him. “Ask away.”

He looked into her eyes, his stomach tingling with anticipation the way it always did when they talked about her escapades. “Okay, tell me about Saturday night.”

“Saturday?” She pressed her forefinger to her lip and looked up at the ceiling as if trying to remember.

“The night you forced me to have sex with you and your friend.”

She laughed and shook her head. “You didn’t seem to need much forcing. Did it live up to your fantasy?”

“It was better.” He thought about everything that had happened. “It was much better than I’d dared hope for.”

“Why? What made it better?”

“I knew it’d be sexy to watch, and it was. I mean, two beautiful women kissing and undressing each other. What’s not to like?”

She smiled and nodded for him to continue.

“What I wasn’t expecting was that Cara would be so obsessed with your boobs.”

“Yeah, I was a little freaked out by that.”

“And I certainly wasn’t expecting you to perform clean-up on her.”

Danielle closed her eyes and shook her head. “That was a spur-of-the-moment thing. I certainly hadn’t planned on—”

“Do you regret it?”

She seemed to think about it and shook her head. “No.”

“Good, because that’s definitely going in the book.”

“I thought it might.” She shook her hair back and looked into his eyes. “What else is going in the book?”

“Everything that happened. Her undressing and groping you, the bit on the bed where you wrestled and rolled each other. When she went down on you and made you come the first time.”

“Hmm.” She stroked the bulge in his jeans. “Do you want to go inside me?”

He nodded. She stood up and pulled off her panties and he quickly unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down his thighs. She climbed back in his lap and slowly impaled herself. After a moment, she began to slowly ride him.

He leaned forward and kissed her cheek. “You know the time later, in the dark?”

“Mm hmm.”

“I woke up to the two of you sucking my cock.”

“We thought you’d like that.”

“I did. But I didn’t know which of you fucked me.”

“It was me.”

“Yeah, I worked it out eventually.” It’d been dark in the bedroom, and he couldn’t see the women’s faces. Once the two women had got him hard, one of them had fucked him while the other used her hand to stroke his balls and the woman’s clit. He hadn’t known it was Danielle until he heard her come.

She leaned close, pressing her boobs against his chest. “And you fell asleep again.”

“But you two didn’t.”

She smiled. “I must have dropped off, because I had a weird dream.”

“What sort of dream?”

“It was surreal. I was naked in a roomful of people I knew.”

“Naked?”

“Yeah, except for a pair of high heels and a really horrible necklace.”

“Were the other people naked?”

“No, they were all formally dressed in suits and nice dresses.”

“Who were the people?”

“One of my high school boyfriends was there, but he was all grown up. I haven’t seen him since he was a gangly teenager, but in the dream he was a fat, older version of himself.”

Matt pushed up into her, trying to move her onto whatever had happened with Cara.

“And my old university lecturer was there with his wife. She didn’t approve of me, I could tell. Aaron was there, and Jason. Somebody pointed out that I had cum on my tits.”

“Who pointed that out?”

“I can’t remember. Anyway, you and Cara were there, and she said it was yours. Then she licked it off.”

“She licked my cum off your boobs in the dream?”

“It started in the dream, but then I woke up and she was still doing it. And sucking my nipples.”

“What did you do?”

She smiled and rocked her hips a little faster. “I cradled her head and enjoyed it.”

“And?”

“And we kissed and stroked each other for a while.”

“Stroked each other as in mutual masturbation?”

“Yes.”

A shiver ran through him. “Did you both come?”

She pumped her hips faster. “Eventually.”

“Just with fingers?”

“She brought me off with her fingers, and she brought herself off at the same time by grinding against my thigh.”

His breathing had become shallow, and his balls felt ready to burst. “I’m not going to last much longer.”

“I know.” She rocked faster. “Come when you’re ready.”

Matt pumped his hips and exploded inside her. She ground down on him and came soon after. He held her tight until she’d stopped shaking, stroking her back through her blouse.

“That will definitely go into the story.”

“What, this?”

“No, the mutual masturbation thing.”

She smiled and nodded. “It should. It was very sensual. We kissed all the way through it, and our boobs were crushed together.”

“Did you both stifle your moans so that I didn’t hear you come?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No. Like I said, it was sensual. Our moans of passion were more like heavy sighs of contentment.”

“I like that phrase. You’re going to get plagiarised.”

“Ooh, kinky.”

He laughed. “By the way, I’ve been invited to a forty-year celebration party for one of the mags I write for.”

“Lucky you.”

“There’s a plus-one on the invitation. Are you interested?”

“What, an evening of riveting geek-speak with nerds? Thanks, but I’ll give it a miss.”

“Okay, no pressure.” He turned his head away. “I’ll go to Paris on my own.”

“What?”

“Hmm?” He turned to look at her, struggling to keep his face straight.

“Where’s the party being held?”

“What, the nerdy geek-speak thing you’re not interested in?”

“Yes, that one.”

“Paris.”

She gave a smile. “I suppose the party might be okay. It’ll be interesting to see how home computers have changed since the mid-eighties.”

“Is that right?”

“Hmm. When is it?”

“In a couple of weeks.”

Danielle pursed her lips and frowned. “What will we do with Daisy?”

He hadn’t considered that. “I guess she can go to the kennels for a couple of nights.”

“No, she can’t! She’d be traumatised and think we’ve sent her back to the rescue centre.” She thought about it for a second, then nodded. “I’ll ask Cara to look after her.”

Danielle got up and went upstairs. She came back a few minutes later wearing a pair of patterned pyjama bottoms and a t-shirt. “Does the invitation include travel and a hotel?”

“It might do for the editor, but not for occasional contributors like me. We’ll have to pay our own way.”

“That’s fine. Let me have the date and venue. I’ll book us on the Eurostar and find us a hotel.”

“Cool.” Danielle was much better at organising these sorts of arrangements. He’d pick any hotel that seemed reasonable and close to a metro line. She’d research several hotels, see what amenities each offers, and check the reviews.

They settled down to watch TV, but rather than concentrating on the programme, Matt was already thinking about the final chapter of the second book in his latest series. And what better way to end it than with the threesome between his main three characters, Mike, Diana and Claire?
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Danielle was excited about their upcoming trip to Paris, so she spent her Thursday lunchbreak surfing the internet to find a nice hotel. She found one she liked and texted the link to Matt for his opinion, even though she knew he’d go along with whatever she chose. Sure enough, five minutes later she received his reply in the form of a thumbs-up emoji. Danielle booked and paid for the hotel, then booked the train tickets as well. Finally, she texted Cara to ask if she fancied meeting for lunch or a drink one evening. Cara suggested meeting at Chico’s on Friday after work, and Danielle replied with emojis of champagne glasses and a smiley face. 

When she got home, Matt had prepared dinner. As they ate, they talked about the hotel she’d found in Paris.

“Did you see it has a spa and a small pool?” she asked.

“Yeah. It looks good.”

“I booked us an early train on Friday morning, and a late train home on Sunday evening. That’ll give us almost three days to explore the city.”

“Great.”

“I’ve also arranged to meet Cara after work tomorrow.”

“Oh?”

“We’re going to Chico’s. You’re welcome to join us, if you like.”

He smiled and shook his head. “No, I’ll let you two have a girly evening. But if you want to have a few drinks, I can drive you to the tube station in the morning and pick you up afterwards.”

The following day, she accepted Matt’s offer of a lift to the station. Work was relatively quiet, with only a couple of short meetings in the morning. She managed to leave the office by 4:15, caught the Underground to Covent Garden and walked along Bow Street to Chico’s. The bar was still relatively quiet, and so after she’d bought two gin and tonics and said hello to Gordon, the owner, she wandered over to a vacant high table near the window. 

Cara arrived a few minutes later wearing a tight pair of faded jeans, a grey V-necked sweater and heeled ankle boots. Danielle developed butterflies in her stomach as her friend approached, which was a little unnerving. 

The redhead gave her a beautiful smile. “Hey babe.” She moved close and gave her a hug, resulting in their breasts pressing together briefly. Then, to Danielle’s utter amazement, Cara kissed her on the lips. It only lasted for a couple of seconds, but it sent a thunderbolt down to her groin.

Danielle stared wide-eyed at Cara, who gave a mischievous smile and slid onto the other chair.

Cara shrugged. “What can I say? I’ve missed you.”

“It’s only been a few days since—”

“I know, and I’ve had to recharge my wand so many times already.”

Danielle let out a gasp, terrified that the people at the neighbouring tables might have heard. They’d probably already witnessed the kiss. “Will you behave?”

“You didn’t want me to behave on Saturday night.”

“True, but we don’t need to tell everyone in the bar.”

Cara laughed and picked up the glass of gin and tonic. “Is this for me?”

Before Danielle could answer, Gordon appeared by their table and said hello to Cara. By the time he’d returned to behind the bar, Danielle’s cheeks had cooled down.

Cara took a sip of the G&T and smiled. “Sorry.”

“No you’re not.”

“You’re right. I just can’t believe you’re not taking me to Paris with you.”

Danielle laughed. “Maybe next time, but we need you to dog-sit.”

As the two friends chatted about work, Gordon reappeared beside them and asked if they were ready for a refill. Danielle announced that since she wasn’t going to be driving, she’d like to peruse the cocktail menu.

“No menu needed,” Gordon announced. “I’ve got just the thing for you, and it’ll be on the house.” Five minutes later, he returned carrying two coupe cocktail glasses filled with an amber-coloured liquid. “I call this Chic at Chico’s, and it could have been named after you two.”

“Aww, thank you.” Cara gave him a kiss on the cheek and took a sip of the drink. “Mm. What’s the whisky in it?”

“It’s actually a bourbon. Elijah Craig Barrel Proof.”

Danielle tried it, too. There was a hint of honey and something like caramel, with an aftertaste of ginger in there, too. But it was strong. “I doubt I’d be very chic after a couple of these.”

He smiled, then left them in peace. The women resumed their conversation.

“Has Matt written the latest chapter?” Cara asked, sucking seductively on the short fat straw that accompanied the cocktail.

“I’m not sure. He admitted the words weren’t flowing the way they usually did.”

“Maybe it’s easier for him to describe you taking a big cock than to write about you going down on another woman.”

Danielle glanced anxiously around the bar again. “Can we please change the subject?”

Cara laughed and nodded. “Okay. So, what does your dog eat?”

“That’s better. I can write down what she has, when to give it to her and how often she’ll need to—” Danielle had an epiphany. “It might be easier if you used our house.”

“What?”

“Next weekend. You could stay there rather than in your flat. Daisy will be relaxed, there’s the bridle path just up the road, and all the food’s there. You could chillax in my nice garden.”

“That’d be lovely, and I already know the bed’s comfortable.” She narrowed her eyes. “Can I bring my wand?”

“Certainly, but don’t go inviting strange men around.”

“How about strange women?” She leaned closer, finally showing a little discretion. “Last weekend rekindled a lot of fond memories for me.”

Danielle started to answer but hesitated. She wasn’t sure if she liked the idea of her friend being with another woman.

“What?” Cara asked.

“Nothing, I...” She shook her head, feeling childish.

“Tell me.”

Danielle took a breath and shrugged. What the hell. “I might feel a little jealous if you took another woman to bed.”

Cara stared at her, then raised her eyebrows. “Why?”

“I don’t know.”

“You’ve let Matt take me to bed.”

“I know.”

“And both of us take other men to bed quite regularly.”

“I know that, too.” Now she really did feel childish.

“Have you got a girl crush on me?”

Danielle laughed out loud and slapped her friend on the arm. “Stop smirking. I’m sure I’ll get over it.”

“I don’t want you to get over it.” Cara gripped her hand and smiled. “It’s quite flattering.” She didn’t let go of Danielle’s hand. “Did you tell him about the fun we enjoyed while he slept?”

“Yes. He seems to think that part will be well-received by his readers.”

“And so it should be. That’s the part I think about the most when I use my wand.”

“Stop telling me about your sex-toy habit.”

“Why?” Cara raised her eyebrows. “Don’t you find it flattering that I think about you when I masturbate?”

She did but wasn’t going to admit it. Instead, she pointed out they should eat something. They had one more drink before heading off to a small Italian restaurant just down the road. Afterwards, they linked arms and walked to the tube station. Once through the turnstiles and down the escalators, they stopped at the junction to different platforms.

Cara smiled. “Right babe, I’ll see—”

Danielle pulled her close and kissed her on the lips, open mouthed with a little bit of tongue. Cara moaned and kissed her back. After three or four seconds, Danielle reluctantly pulled her head back.

Cara looked shocked. “God, I hope my wand’s fully charged.”

With a final chuckle, Danielle headed down to her platform. Her panties were drenched, and a little part of her wished she were going home with Cara so that her sexy friend wouldn’t need her wand. Or maybe they could use it on each other...

She sent Matt a text to say her train was due shortly, which would give him plenty of time to drive to the station. In the carriage, she sat in a state of dazed frustration for the entire journey. 

Matt was waiting on the pavement when she alighted from the Underground. He gave a smile. “Everything okay?”

She nodded. “Cara’s going to stay at our house next weekend. She’s going to take Friday off, so Daisy won’t be alone at all.”

“That’s great.” 

They reached the car and drove the mile and a half to home. “How was tonight?” 

“It was really nice. I had a couple of cocktails, then a clam and kale linguine.”

“Nice. I spent all day writing the final chapter of your book and ate a nasty pizza I found at the bottom of the freezer.”

She grimaced. That thing had probably been there for over a year.

Daisy greeted her with the usual enthusiasm, spinning in circles and wagging her tail furiously. Danielle removed her jacket, slipped her arms around his waist and sang a line from a Katy Perry song. “I kissed a girl, and I liked it.”

“What?”

“When she came into Chico’s, she gave me a hug and kissed me on the lips.” She frowned. “I was a bit freaked out, but it made my heart race.”

“It did?”

“Yeah. She also announced she’d had to recharge her wand several times this week.”

Matt’s eyes went wide.

“And she—”

He held up his hand to stop her talking. “Hang on, let me just imagine that for a while.”

She slapped him. “And then, as we were saying our goodbyes in the station, I kissed her.”

His eyes widened again. “On the mouth?”

“Mm. And with tongues.”

“Did anyone see you?”

“Yeah. It was quite busy.”

“How was it?”

“Sexy, and now I’m horny.”

“Really?” He smiled.

She took his hand and led him upstairs. “You’re going to have to sort me out.”

As soon as they got into the bedroom she kicked off her shoes, stripped off her blouse and trousers then unclipped her bra. She lay on the bed, slipped off her panties and watched him getting undressed. There seemed to be a knot in his shoelace, and he eventually had to prise the shoe off. 

Finally naked, he stood at the side of the bed and looked down at her. “Are we doing foreplay?”

“No. I just need your cock.”

“Let me get this right. You’ve been out with your girlfriend, who turned you on so much that you now need to get off?”

“Yes.”

“So, I’m just your sex-toy?”

“Exactly.” She bent her knees and let her legs fall open. “Don’t keep me waiting.”

Matt climbed onto the bed, knelt between her legs and entered her with a single, powerful lunge. She let out a groan, staring into his face as he fucked her. He wasn’t gentle, and that suited her fine. Holding onto his hips, she clenched down on his cock and moved with him, pushing up to meet each thrust. She knew she wouldn’t last long. An image filled her mind: Cara in her empty flat, jeans pushed down to her ankles and her knees spread. The buzzing vibrator in her hand being slowly inserted...

Danielle jerked as the orgasm surged through her. She cried out, scratching at his buttocks. Matt kept ploughing into her until her spasms had ebbed, withdrew, flipped her over and pulled her up onto all fours. He pushed back in, gripped her waist and jackhammered his hips. She reached down and rubbed her clit until she came again. Only then did Matt reach his own finale, pushing deep and holding still as he flooded her. Danielle dropped her head to the pillow and wriggled her bum from side to side, clenching tight and milking the last drops from him.

He pulled out and dropped onto the bed beside her, panting. “Well, I feel used.”

She snuggled up to him. “I’m sorry. Was it awful to be treated as a sex-toy?”

“No. And if you come home that horny every time, I think you should go out with Cara more often.”

“I think she’d rather come round here for a repeat of last Saturday night.” She looked up into his eyes, trying to judge his reaction to that idea. “She actually complained about not being invited to Paris with us.”

Matt chewed his lip, obviously thinking about something.

“What?” she asked. “Don’t you like the idea of another threesome?”

“Of course I do, but she was really envious of you taking the two young Spanish guys.”

“What?”

“At the club while we were watching you, she said she’d never experienced what you were getting. Maybe that sort of threesome would satisfy her more.”

Danielle didn’t like the idea of Matt and another guy taking Cara to bed. “Am I being sidelined?”

“No, of course not.” He smiled and pulled her closer. “But before you invite her around again, maybe we should buy you a strap-on so we can simulate giving her the two-cock experience you had.”

“I like that idea a lot.” She thought about it, then smiled. “Her birthday’s next month. We could invite her round for another evening.”

He nodded. “I had another thought.”

“Oh?”

“Since the two of you had fun without me, I don’t need to be there every time you meet up.”

She nodded. “You weren’t there tonight, and we had a nice—”

“I mean every time you meet up for sex.”

Danielle blinked in surprise, and heat bloomed between her legs. “You mean I should sleep with her without you being there?”

“If that’s what you want to do.”

“You wouldn’t mind?”

“I find it sexy to think about.” He stroked her hair. “And since you felt the need to kiss her in a public Underground station, I suspect it’s something you find sexy to think about as well.”

Danielle stared at him, her stomach tingling with anticipation.
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Matt wrote over ten thousand words on gaming graphics during the week leading up to their Paris trip. The article was very much a first draft. He knew he’d need to add more material in several places, but now he knew where he could find the information he needed. He also proofread the final chapter of the second book in his latest Lance Strong series, found an image and ordered the cover. He would give the whole book a final thorough review when they got home from France, then publish it. 

Danielle had told him she’d ordered herself a couple of outfits for their trip, but he seemed to be answering the door at least three times a day to accept parcels from delivery men. He suspected that when she’d said, ‘a couple of outfits’ she forgot to add ‘for each day of the trip’. 

On Thursday evening after a long walk with Daisy, they packed their suitcase and had an early night. They got up first thing on Friday morning and while Matt fed and walked the dog, Danielle put clean sheets on the bed ready for Cara.

By the time Matt returned from his dog walk, Cara had arrived. It was the first time he’d seen her since their threesome almost two weeks earlier. Thankfully, there was no awkwardness. She seemed completely relaxed and greeted him how she always did, with a hug and a kiss on the cheek. Memories of their last meeting gave him goosebumps. When she bent to fuss Daisy, Matt glanced toward his wife to see if she was watching how the two of them had reacted. She didn’t show any sign of angst.

“Coffee?” Danielle asked him.

He shook his head. “I had one earlier. I’ll go for a quick shower.”

“Want me to come wash you?” Cara offered.

“You’d make me miss the train.”

“A raincheck?” she asked, smiling broadly.

“Definitely.” 

Matt ran upstairs and turned on the shower. When he stripped, he realised his cock had thickened from Cara’s brief flirtation. She clearly had quite an effect on him and his wife. Showered, he dressed in jeans and t-shirt, then carried their suitcase downstairs. Danielle and Cara were sitting at the kitchen table.

“Cara’s offered to run us to the station,” Danielle said.

“Cool.” He smiled at Cara. “Thanks.”

After saying goodbye to their dog, Matt and Danielle followed Cara out to her car. Matt put their suitcase in the boot, climbed into the front passenger seat, and pointed out the bridle path entrance as they drove past it. At the station they said their goodbyes and headed down to catch the tube. Once they reached St Pancras there was a 20-minute wait for the Eurostar, so Matt bought them a pastry and coffee, which they consumed while sitting on a platform bench. 

The train journey took just over two-and-a-quarter hours, and they arrived at Gare du Nord station on a bright, sunny morning in Paris. It took another two train journeys on the metro to get to their hotel, and by the time they’d checked in it was past eleven in the morning. They re-boarded the metro and started their day of sightseeing at the Place de la Concorde. They held hands and wandered around the huge open square, perusing the statues, fountains and obelisk. Eventually they headed along the Avenue des Champs-Élysées, a perfectly straight, wide road of almost 2 km lined with magnificent buildings that led to the Arc de Triomphe.

Danielle was following the map on her phone, smiling brightly.

“Happy?” he asked.

She looked at him, then at all the marvellous buildings around them. “Duh!”

“I’m just amazed you’re so excited about the nerdy party later.”

She laughed out loud. “Fuck that. I’m in Paris on a beautiful day with a thousand things I want to see. I may decide to have a spa and swim in the hotel rather than come to the party.”

He shrugged. “I might decide to join you.”

“What, and not go to the party?”

“I could show my face for an hour, say hello to the three people there who I’ll know, then come back to the hotel.”

She gripped his hand and kissed his cheek. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

“Just seeing your face since we’ve been here has already made it worth my while. Come on, when we get to the end of the road I’ll take your photo by the Arc and send it to Cara.”

After taking numerous photos of the Arc, they headed south down Avenue d’Iena, another wide, tree-lined street with more amazing buildings, towards the Eiffel Tower. When they passed a café with tables on the pavement, they stopped for some lunch. Both had a small bottle of beer and asked the waitress to take a photo of them together, which they also sent to Cara.

When Danielle’s phone buzzed, she picked it up and laughed. She held it up for Matt to see. It was a photo of Cara sitting at the patio table with Daisy on the chair next to her. There were wine glasses on the table. 

“What’s that in the glasses?” she asked.

Matt expanded the photo and chuckled. “Kibble.”

“She’s so jealous. I think she hates us.”

“She’ll probably poison Daisy.”

“Hmm.” 

After they’d eaten, they continued their trek south. When they reached the Seine, directly opposite them on the other side of the river was the Eiffel Tower. Once they’d crossed the bridge, Matt took numerous photos of Danielle with the iconic tower in the background. Danielle sent other photos to Cara and received more abusive replies in return. 

“She said we’re a pair of preening pricks.” The phone buzzed again. “And you look fat in those shorts.” Another text arrived, and Danielle laughed out loud. “Apparently, only fucktards take selfies with the Eiffel Tower in the background.”

Over the next three hours, the pair of them explored south of the river, taking in numerous fabulous places like the Hôtel des Invalides, The Panthéon and the recently reopened Notre-Dame cathedral. Most of the restoration had been completed following the fire of 2019, but scaffolding still lined many of the outer walls.

At another sidewalk café, they drank more beer and ate the complimentary olives before Matt insisted they cross the Pont Neuf because it had featured in his favourite movie, The Bourne Identity. They passed the glass pyramid entrance to the Louvre and vowed to go in the following day, then took the metro back to their hotel. As soon as they got to their room, they collapsed onto the bed.

“Jeez,” Danielle said, taking off her trainers and socks. “We must have walked about ten miles.”

Matt smiled, turning on his side to kiss her. “I’m glad you came.”

“Me too.” She ran her hand down his face. “What time does your party start?”

“Seven, I think, but I don’t intend being there for long.”

“Why don’t we go for a swim and relax in the spa, then get dressed up and go.”

He was surprised but pleased. “I didn’t think you wanted—”

“I don’t, but if we’re not staying long, we can go out and have a nice dinner afterwards and enjoy seeing the city lights.”

They quickly changed into their swimming costumes, donned the hotel fluffy robes and took the lift to the spa in the basement. They spent time in the steam room, the pool and the jacuzzi before returning to their room. Matt dressed in black trousers, a smart shirt and a jacket. 

Danielle came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. “Want to wait for me in the hotel bar?” 

Matt readily agreed, even though he’d have been happy to sit on the bed and watch her put on makeup and get dressed. The bar had about fifty people inside, mainly couples or small groups. He didn’t see anyone he recognised from the magazine, which wasn’t surprising because he’d only met about ten of their staff, and only three of them on a regular basis. 

Matt was halfway down his second drink when Danielle walked into the bar. He stared at her, his mouth agape. Wearing a fitted dress he hadn’t seen before – no doubt one of the deliveries he’d taken – black nylons and high heels, she looked fabulous. She’d pinned her hair up but left bits hanging down each side of her face. Her makeup was vivid, with heavy eyeliner, thick mascara and dark red lipstick.

Several men turned their heads to follow her progress across the bar. Matt stood up from his stool and leaned in to kiss her cheek, getting a strong smell of some really sexy perfume.

“Wow. You look and smell great.”

“Thank you.”

“What can I get you to drink?”

“I’d like a glass of Champagne, please.”

Once she had her drink, Matt positioned her next to a pillar, took her photo and sent it to Cara. They sat at a table near the window. When she crossed her legs, he heard the whisper of nylon on nylon, and a shiver ran down his back.

“You don’t often wear tights,” he pointed out.

“I’m not wearing tights.” She smiled. “These are stockings.”

His cock thickened immediately. “We really don’t need to attend this party, you know.”

She sipped her drink, leaving a trace of red on the edge of her glass. “I’d like to meet your geek friends.”

“Really?”

“No.” She smiled and leaned forward to whisper. “I’d much rather go bull hunting.”

Another shiver ran down his back. The thought of them finding a man for Danielle while they were in Paris hadn’t crossed his mind, but now that she was dressed up like this...

“I’m joking, Matt.”

“Which part was the joke? The bit about wanting to meet my geek friends, or the part about finding a Parisian bull?”

“The finding a bull part was just that. Bull.” She reached up and stroked his hand. “I want to go to the party, say hello to the people you know, then we can leave and have a nice evening together.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.” They spent another few minutes drinking and chatting before she stood up and held out her hand. “Come on, let’s go and meet all your fellow geeks.”

They left the hotel and decided to walk to the party. Danielle had chosen the hotel for its proximity to the venue, and it was a warm evening. Even though they were quite a distance from the iconic places they’d visited earlier, it felt special to be strolling down the Parisian pavements with his beautiful wife. 

The venue turned out to be a grand old building just off Rue La Fayette. In the entrance lobby was a display showing how the magazine’s covers had evolved over the past forty years. The earlier ones had photographs of the old box-like monitors with dark green screens and pale green text, and the later ones showed ultra-thin laptops and tablets with the most amazingly coloured graphics.

They ventured through the double inner doors and were greeted by a waiter holding a tray of aperitifs. There were about three hundred people standing around chatting with each other, several of whom ran their eyes over the newcomers. Unsurprisingly, Danielle received a lot more attention than Matt did. As they made their way further into the room, a man in his early fifties came over and introduced himself as Mark Clancy, explaining he was a member of the magazine’s editorial team.

Matt explained he contributed several articles per year on a freelance basis, and introduced Danielle.

“Are you also in the publishing business?” the guy asked, holding on to her hand longer than he’d held Matt’s.

“I was a journalist many years ago, but since then I’ve sold my soul to the demon that is Public Relations.”

He laughed and finally released her hand. “Well, I hope you have a pleasant evening.” 

Mr Clancy wandered off to greet more new arrivals, and Matt finally saw a familiar face. 

“Come on,” he said. “Let’s go say hello to Martin.” He led his wife over to a nearby group.

Martin smiled broadly when he saw Matt, who did the introductions and asked his friend if he’d brought his wife.

“No, we didn’t have time to make childminding arrangements. I only got the invite for this a couple of weeks ago.”

“Same here,” Matt said. “We probably only got invites when the people they really wanted to come declined.” He suddenly realised Martin worked for a different magazine. “Don’t they see you as the enemy?”

“No. I worked for these guys in the noughties, and we still have some shared projects.” He glanced at Danielle. “How long are you guys staying?”

“Until Sunday afternoon.”

“Nice. I’m flying back tomorrow. If I’d had more notice, a weekend for two in Paris would have got me lots of Brownie points at home.”

Over the next forty minutes, they met and chatted with other guests. Some were writers, a couple were graphic artists, and some were software specialists. He also met the people he had contact with at the magazine. When the organisers announced a cold buffet was being served in one of the side rooms, Matt explained to Martin that he and Danielle were going to head off and get something to eat in a restaurant.

“I don’t blame you.” Martin smiled warmly at Danielle. “It was lovely to meet you.”

“You, too.”

Matt and Danielle made their way out of the building and back onto Rue La Fayette. As they passed a metro station, Matt stopped.

He turned to Danielle and raised his eyebrows. “How about seeing the sights at night?”

She nodded, and they went down into the underground system. Ten minutes later, they alighted in Trocadéro. Walking through the magnificent park and gardens offered a perfect view of the illuminated Eiffel Tower. Matt took several photos of Danielle in her sexy dress, then held his phone at arm’s length and took a selfie of them both with the tower behind them.

Spotting a small bistro, they ventured in and were shown to a cosy table for two near the back. The food was excellent, as was the bottle of French wine they chose. Later, they wandered arm-in-arm along the side of the river with all the stunning buildings lit up. Conscious that they’d already done a lot of walking, and that Danielle was now wearing high heels, when Matt saw another metro station he suggested going back to the hotel. Danielle readily agreed, and fifteen minutes later they walked into the hotel lobby.

“Fancy a nightcap?” he asked as they walked past the entrance to the hotel bar.

She shook her head, and they continued to the lifts. Once in their room, she closed the curtains and stood opposite him. Reaching behind her, she pulled down the zip of her dress and eased it over her hips and down her legs.

Matt stared in wonder at his wife, who wore just a corset fitted with suspenders, black stockings and high heels. Her sex was on full view.

“Did you really accompany me to my geek party wearing no panties?”

“Maybe.” She unpinned her hair and shook it out. “Take my picture and send it to Cara. Tell me what she says in her reply.”

Matt did so. The reply came back as emojis of big eyes. When a second text arrived, he laughed. “It says, if you don’t fuck her, I will.”

“Assure her you’re going to fuck me.”

Matt typed, Yes, ma’am.

Cara’s follow-up text arrived immediately. He frowned. “She says she’ll need proof.”

Danielle stepped close and took the phone from his fingers. “Fine, we’ll send her proof.” She slid his jacket off, then walked him backwards to the bed and pushed him down on it. As he lay back with his feet on the floor, she dropped to her knees and removed his shoes and socks. She undid his trousers, pulling them and his boxers off as he wriggled out of his shirt.

Now fully naked, Matt moved to the middle of the bed and lay on his back with his head on the pillows. Danielle crawled between his legs and passed him his phone. Without a word, she lowered her head and took his cock into her mouth. Once he was fully hard, she looked up into his face with her lips stretched around his cock. He took three pictures. Danielle slowly bobbed her head, sliding her dark red lips up and down his shaft, so he shot a short videoclip of it. She released his cock and stood on the bed, her high heeled shoes at either side of his hips. Matt captured her towering above him in a couple of photos, then she dropped to her knees and straddled him.

She swiped the tip of his cock through the wet valley of her sex. “Get a picture.”

He took several as she slowly impaled herself on his cock. Matt dropped the phone onto the bed. “Okay, this is for us, not Cara.”

Danielle smiled, placed her hands on his chest and rode him slowly. He stroked her stockinged legs, bare hips and corset-clad boobs. She came with a quiet whimper, clenching around him as her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth dropped open.

He waited until her spasms had abated, rolled her onto her back and lifted her legs over his shoulders. After sliding his cock back into her molten canal, he pinned her hands to the mattress above her head and fucked her hard. Danielle cried out, then clenched her teeth and pushed up to meet each of his thrusts. One of her shoes fell off, rolling down his back and onto the bed beside their legs. Matt kept slamming into her, now chasing his own release. Danielle let out a gasp as she came a second time, and while her spasms were still gripping his cock, he pushed deep and flooded her.

They held each other close as their heartbeats slowed. Matt pulled out and got off the bed. He looked down at her, then glanced at the phone. Smiling at Danielle, he reached down and freed one of her boobs from the corset. He picked up the phone and took several photos, making sure to capture her feet with only one shoe still on.

“Fancy a shower?” she asked.

Nodding, he removed her other shoe and unclipped her stockings from the suspenders on the corset. After rolling them carefully down her legs, he helped her to her feet and unclipped the eyes at the back of the corset.

“How on earth did you put this on?” he asked.

She laughed. “Women’s secret.” She led him into the shower, and they washed each other tenderly, then got back into bed and snuggled down.

“Are you going to send Cara the photos?” he asked.

“Tomorrow.” She looked up into his eyes. “She’s probably using her wand at this very minute. The photos will give her an excuse to use it again in the morning.”

───Ξ───






Ψ

───Ξ───
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Chapter 4
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Danielle woke to find Matt still holding her close. This was a pleasant change from the norm. He was in the habit of getting up well before six in the morning and going downstairs to write. She lay there for a while and enjoyed the closeness, inhaling the familiar smell of his skin and listening to his steady breathing. Eventually, she slipped out of his grasp and visited the loo. When she returned, he was awake and had turned on the bedside lights.

“Good morning,” he said, smiling. 

“Hi.” She bent to kiss him, but rather than getting back into bed, she picked up her swimming costume. “How about another pampering session before breakfast?” 

“Good idea.”

Five minutes later, they emerged from the lift in the basement spa area wearing the hotel robes and slippers. They started in the steam room, which they had to themselves. Danielle found it a pleasant respite from all the crowds they’d encountered in the streets of Paris. After leaving the steam room, they showered off their sweat and went for a swim before finishing the session with ten minutes in the jacuzzi. Returning to their room, they then showered and dressed. Matt put on a t-shirt, combat shorts and trainers. It was going to be another hot day, so Danielle put on a short-sleeved top, a pair of tailored shorts and comfortable walking shoes. Once ready, they headed down to the hotel restaurant.

“I sent Cara the photos while you were in the shower,” Matt told her over breakfast, smiling.

“Which ones did you choose?”

“One with my dick in your mouth, one of you standing over me on the bed, and one with my dick half inside your pussy.” He grinned. “I also sent a short videoclip of you sucking me, and a photo of you on the bed after we’d finished.”

Danielle could just imagine her friend’s expression on receiving those photos. It’d be a mix of frustrated envy and lustful arousal. “Has she replied yet?”

Matt nodded. “It’s a videoclip, so I daren’t open it until we’re back in our room.”

Danielle laughed. “Yeah, it’s either going to be a clip of her shouting abuse at us, or her diddling herself.”

“I know which I hope it is,” he said, a little too huskily for her liking.

She kicked him under the table. “So, what order are we doing things in today?”

“I booked us tickets for the Louvre at 9:30, and afterwards we’ll have to hope the crowds aren’t too big to get inside Notre-Dame and Sainte-Chapelle.”

“Want to go up the Eiffel Tower?” she asked, knowing full well how he felt about heights.

“What do you think?” He put his fork down and picked up his glass of orange juice. “I read that we should see Montmartre and Sacré Coeur.”

“What’s that?”

“Montmartre is a village-like part of the city where artists like Monet, Van Gogh and Picasso lived and worked at one time or another. Sacré Coeur is a white domed church there. The Moulin Rouge is also in that part of the city.”

“I’m happy to go wherever you want, so let’s start by heading to the Louvre.” She smiled. “But first, I want to see Cara’s videoclip.”

They returned to their hotel room. She held her hand out for Matt’s phone. He activated it, then stood just behind her so he could watch it over her shoulder.

The screen came to life, and she heard Matt gasp. It was a video of Cara using her sex-toy. 

“Jeez,” he breathed.

Danielle watched as her friend pleasured herself. Cara must have been holding her phone in her left hand while gripping the rounded head of a double-ended wand with her right, slowly moving the curved toy in and out of her sex. After just a few seconds, her friend’s breathing caught in her throat, followed by a whispered ‘oh’. 

She turned to look at Matt. “Is this turning you on?”

His eyes were fixed on the screen. “Yeah.”

Danielle looked back at the phone in her hand as heat surged through her core. “Me too.”

In the clip, Cara raised her hips off the bed and pumped the toy faster. She grunted, and a spurt of clear liquid shot out from her pussy, drenching her hand.

Danielle’s jaw dropped. She could see Cara’s thighs trembling and hear her quiet moans as she resumed sliding the toy in and out.

“Fucking hell,” Matt whispered. 

She turned to look at him, gripped his hair and pulled him into a kiss. He responded with equal fervour, kissing her roughly while groping her breasts through her top and bra. She tossed his phone onto the side table and squeezed his hard-on. Matt moaned, and she tugged frantically at his belt. He practically threw her onto the bed and fumbled with the buttons of her shorts. She still had her lace-up shoes on and had only managed to get one leg free when he pushed her onto her back and entered her. Wrapping her legs around his, her shorts and panties still around her left calf, she gripped the sheets in her fists as he pounded her. Danielle knew he was using her to relieve his arousal from watching Cara but that was okay; she was using him for exactly the same reason. She came in less than a minute, and he came in less than two. 

Afterwards, they lay panting on the bed. “What’s gotten into us?” she said, drawing small circles on his back.

He chuckled and shook his head. “I don’t know, but I like it.”

Matt just pulled up his shorts and straightened his t-shirt, but Danielle needed fresh panties, and her top was too creased to wear. Once she’d found another one and finger-combed her hair, they left the hotel and took the metro to Place de la Concorde. They spent two hours at the Louvre and, after a long wait in the queue, ninety minutes inside Notre-Dame cathedral and Sainte-Chapelle. For lunch they bought crepes from a street vendor and spent the afternoon wandering through Montmartre.

By the time they returned to their hotel, which was actually within easy walking distance from Montmartre, it was late afternoon. After a brief rest in their room, they decided to revisit the spa. Danielle had forgotten to hang up her swimming costume that morning, so it was wet and cold when she pulled it on.

Matt held up his phone. “We have another videoclip from your lesbian lover.”

“Is that what she is?” She glared at him as she walked across the room. “What I remember most of that night is seeing your dick buried in her mouth and her twat.”

He shrugged. “It seemed the polite thing to do.”

“Hmm.” Snatching the phone from his grasp, she pressed play, then burst out laughing. She turned the screen for him to see the video, which was a close-up of their washing machine going round and round.

He frowned. “I don’t get it.”

“She’s had to wash the sheets after squirting on them.”

“Ah.”

“Come on,” she said, pulling on her robe. “I need to soak my weary feet in that nice hot-tub.”

There were more people in the spa than there had been during their other visits, and six of them were sitting in the jacuzzi. Danielle went for a swim while Matt headed to the steam room. The pool wasn’t too crowded, and Danielle swam twenty lengths before stopping at one end for a rest. A woman with short blonde hair stopped next to her and removed her goggles. She rubbed her eyes, flashed Danielle a brief smile before replacing her goggles and swimming away. Danielle watched her go, admiring the delicate tattoo of a fairy on her back. 

She saw Matt slip into the pool at the far end, and she swam towards him. It was a relatively short pool, and they met in the middle after just a few strokes each.

“How was the steam room?” she asked.

“Steamy. How was your swim?” 

“It was so good, it made me really wet.”

He laughed and nodded toward the jacuzzi, which was now empty. “Ready to slip into something hot?”

“Yes, but Cara’s not here.” 

Without waiting for a retort, she climbed out of the pool and padded over to the jacuzzi. Matt soon joined her, and another couple got in as well. 

“How are you enjoying Paris?” the woman asked in a French accent. Danielle recognised her as the blonde who'd smiled at her in the pool.

“We love it,” Danielle said. “There are so many spectacular things to see.”

“That is true.” The woman smiled. She was younger than Danielle, around thirty, but the man with her was older, closer to fifty. “How long will your visit last?”

“Just three days.” Danielle sighed. “We go back to London tomorrow.”

“I’m Marion,” the Frenchwoman said, holding out her hand.

“Danielle, and this is my husband Matt.”

The woman glanced at Matt, then nodded at the man with her. “This is Romain.”

Danielle noticed the omission of the word ‘husband’ and that neither he nor Marion were wearing wedding rings. She had a pretty face, with dimples in her cheeks when she smiled. Romain had close-cropped dark hair and dark blue tattoos on both his thick arms. They chatted about the places Danielle and Matt had visited over the previous two days. Danielle also explained their reason for being in Paris. 

Marion was clearly impressed, turning her big blue eyes on Matt. “You are a writer?”

“Mainly technology articles,” he said.

Without knowing why, Danielle decided to give a little more information. “He also writes erotic novels.”

“No.” Marion had a look of pure wonder in her eyes. “Will I know your books?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Probably not.”

“She might,” Romain said, pointing at Marion. “She reads many such books.”

The Frenchwoman nodded enthusiastically. “It is true, I love them.” She narrowed her eyes at Danielle. “Do you write, also?”

“No.”

“But you inspire, no?” She leaned close and lowered her voice. “We saw you in the bar last night. That dress would have inspired many provocative tales, I think.” She nodded towards Romain. “He was very taken by it.”

Though a little surprised at Marion’s revelation, Danielle couldn’t deny feeling flattered. “Thank you.”

Marion seemed like she was on a high, almost bouncing on her seat. “Have you booked anywhere for dinner tonight?”

“No, we...” Danielle looked at Matt, hoping he’d have an answer.

“In that case, please...” Marion held her hands in front of her as if in prayer. “Let us take you out.”

“I... Er... That would—”

“Excellent,” Marion said, clapping her hands. “We will go to the Latin Quarter, on the Left Bank. It is the most bohemian part of Paris and has many fine restaurants.” She grinned at Matt, then looked back at Danielle. “Shall we meet in the hotel bar at seven?”

Danielle smiled, a little overawed by the younger woman’s exuberance. “That’ll be fine.”

“Good. And if you wear the same dress as last night, Romain will be very happy. And you,” she said, turning to Matt. “You will have to tell me some of your stories.” With that, the French couple got out and headed into the changing rooms. 

Danielle turned to Matt, feeling a little like she’d just been ambushed. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know how to get out of that.”

“It’s fine. Being shown around by locals is probably a great way to see the city.”

“But it’s our last night in Paris, and—”

“It’ll be fine.” He stood up. “Come on, we haven’t got that much time.”

Once back in their room, Danielle showered, then dried her hair while Matt showered. She was still adding the finishing touches of her makeup when he came back out.

“Are you going to wear the same dress as last night?” he asked, smirking.

“No.”

He squinted at her. “Do you think they’re swingers?”

“What?”

“Marion and Romain, they seemed a little predatory.”

An uneasiness descended, mainly because she was annoyed at her own naiveté. That hadn’t occurred to her. “What makes you say that?”

He shrugged. “Maybe that’s just how the French are and I’m being unfair.” He took a pair of boxers from the drawer and pulled them on. “But it seemed like within five minutes of meeting, we’d swapped all sorts of details and agreed to dinner.”

“What sort of details?”

“That I write smut, for one. That they noticed how sexy you looked last night, and how Romain will be very happy if you wear the same dress again tonight.” He’d attempted a French accent for the ‘very happy’ part.

“I honestly don’t know why I told them about your Lance books.”

“Me neither.” He sighed. “Romain also made a point of telling us that she reads a lot of dirty books. They just seem kind of...”

“Bohemian?”

He laughed. “Yeah.”

“Do you want to stand them up?” she asked.

“No, of course not.” He grinned. “If they are swingers, I’m okay with that.”

She stared at him, wide-eyed. “You’d fuck Marion?”

“Wouldn’t you?”

“No, of course not.” She remembered her night with Cara, and forced the memory from her mind. “No!”

“What about Romain?” he asked, his expression suddenly serious.

She chewed her lip. The guy was older, but he was attractive in a scary, almost gangster kind of way. And Marion had pointed out that he’d noticed Danielle in a bar full of women. 

“Danielle?”

She sighed. “You’re probably reading too much into their friendliness.”

“Maybe I am.”

She held his gaze for a moment before letting out a long breath. “Let’s see where the night leads, shall we?”

───Ξ───
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Matt sat on the bed and watched his wife get ready. She put on a dark blue lace bra and matching panties, then took out another dress he didn’t recognise. This one was black and sleeveless, the material hugging her curves and the hem finishing a couple of inches above her knees.

“No stockings?” he asked, smiling.

“Not tonight.” She sat on the bed and buckled up a pair of black sandals with an ankle strap, stood up and held her arms out to the side. “How do I look?”

“Fuckable.”

She frowned, then nodded. “Good, because tonight I’m expecting to get fucked.” She walked over to the door and turned to wait for him. “And if you’re the one who fucks me, it’ll be fine with me.”

He looked into her face, his cock thickening in his trousers. “And if I’m not the one who fucks you?”

“I’ll still make sure you fuck me afterwards.”

They held hands as they walked to the lifts and through the lobby. Matt spotted Marion and Romain standing by the bar and led the way across to them. The French couple smiled, with Marion kissing him and Danielle on both cheeks. Romain shook Matt’s hand but kissed Danielle on both cheeks as his wife had done.

“She found a different dress,” Matt said as Romain ran his eyes down Danielle’s body.

“It is as pleasing to the eye as last night’s,” he said, smiling at Danielle. 

“Romain works in the fashion industry,” Marion explained. “He often notices women’s clothes, and he also chooses most of the outfits I wear.”

Matt ran an appreciative eye over Marion’s blue halter-necked outfit. It showed off her tanned shoulders and the Tinkerbell tattoo on her back. The dress was short enough to show plenty of her legs, too. 

Romain took their drink orders and Marion led them to a table. Over the next twenty minutes or so they learned that the French couple lived in Marseille but came to Paris several times a year through Romain’s work. They didn’t have any children together, though Romain had a grown-up son from a previous relationship.

Romain checked his phone and smiled. “Our taxi has arrived.”

Matt and Danielle finished their drinks and stood up. As they walked through the lobby, he heard Danielle say she was expecting to catch the metro. Marion pointed to her shoes, which were white mules with a four-inch heel. She said something he didn’t catch, and he found himself staring at her shoes and legs as they walked out through the front doors to a waiting taxi.

When the taxi drove past the Panthéon, Matt realised he and Danielle had actually visited the Latin Quarter during their long walk on Friday. Marion told her that Voltaire and Marie Curie were just two of the famous people whose remains were inside the famous mausoleum. She went on to tell them that Sorbonne University was also situated in this area, so the cafés and bars were often packed with students.

The bistro Marion and Romain had chosen was a tiny place with a striped awning over the front door. Inside, the tables were packed closely together, and the place was already teeming. They were shown to a table at the back, and a young waiter took their drinks order.

Once they had their drinks, the two couples revealed more about their histories. Marion had grown up in Nice but studied here in Sorbonne. Romain had spent all his life in Marseille, and she’d met him during one of his visits to Paris when she was earning some extra money as a model. Danielle told her that she and Matt had met when both were working as journalists.

Marion took a sip of her Bloody Mary, then looked from Matt to Danielle. “So, what was your favourite part of Paris?”

“Notre-Dame,” Matt said immediately. “And the Sainte-Chapelle.” Even though he was an atheist, he’d felt an overwhelming sense of awe while in the buildings. He was sure it was just down to the stunning architecture.

“The Champs-Élysées for me,” Danielle said. “And the Eiffel Tower at night.” 

Romain nodded. “The city is beautiful, but at night it takes on a je ne sais quoi that makes it very special.” He smiled at Marion, and she reached over to hold his hand.

“As this is the city where we met, it is special to us for many reasons,” she explained.

Over the next two hours, they ate tasty food and drank excellent wine. They chatted like old friends, and Romain turned out to be far more interesting than Matt had originally given him credit for. 

“I started a small place that did alterations on clothes as le larbin.” He frowned as he tried to find the translation. “A minion, a flunky.”

“A lackey,” Marion added.

He nodded. “Oui, les laquais. But there I learn many skills. Eventually I move for better pay, and I progress and end up coming to Paris every two months.”

“Do you design the clothes?” Danielle asked.

“Non.” He smiled and shook his head. “But I put them together, and I understand le tissu, the fabric.”

Marion beamed with pride. “One couturier told me that Romain has a natural flair, and that he instinctively knows what cut of cloth will work best for each individual design.”

Romain gave an embarrassed smile. Matt couldn’t imagine the guy being involved in anything as creative as making dresses. When they’d first met, he’d found him quite intimidating.

After brandies, Romain insisted on paying the bill, explaining that all their expenses were paid by his employers. The taxi had returned, and Romain said something in French to the driver.

“We give you a tour on the way back to the hotel,” Marion said.

The taxi journey took in all the sights at night. They drove alongside the Seine and past the now-illuminated buildings they’d seen over the past couple of days. They also went up the Champs-Élysées and around the Arc de Triomphe, which somehow looked even more impressive under floodlights. When they finally returned to the hotel, Marion walked between Matt and Danielle. 

“Would you two care for a nightcap in our room?” she asked.

“That would be lovely,” Danielle answered, glancing at Matt with a knowing look.

Romain and Marion’s room turned out to be a large suite, much grander than their own room. There were two leather couches facing each other across a low coffee table. Matt sat down and, to his surprise, Danielle sat on the opposite one. She gave him a smile, and when Marion seated herself next to him, he realised why Danielle had chosen the other couch.

Romain set four brandy glasses on the table, turned to Danielle and held up a bottle of Remy Martin.

She smiled and nodded, as did Matt. 

Romain didn’t bother asking Marion, and once all four glasses had been filled, he raised his glass. “Santé!”

“Cheers,” added Marion.

“Wow, this is gorgeous,” Danielle exclaimed. “It’s so smooth.”

Romain nodded. “Life is far too short to drink bad cognac.”

“So,” Marion said, eyeing Matt over her glass and placing a hand on his knee. “Tell me about your books.”

He felt a flutter of excitement in his stomach. He glanced at Danielle, who was smiling broadly, before turning his attention back to the Frenchwoman. “What would you like to know?”

“What genre do you write?”

“Most of my books, but not all, are in the wife-sharing genre.”

“Hmm, interesting.” She leaned closer. “I enjoy those stories. Do you focus on hotwife or cuckold?”

He was impressed she knew the difference. “Hotwife. Most of my couples are in a stag and vixen-type relationship.”

She smiled, nodding. “These are the ones I like most. I don’t find sissy cucks sexy in any way.” 

“What sort of books do you read?”

“I like polyamory books, or reverse harem.”

He laughed. “Most women do.”

“What’s reverse harem?” Danielle asked.

“Exactly what it sounds like,” Matt said. “You know in the olden days, where a sultan would have a harem of wives and concubines? Well, reverse harem is the exact opposite.”

“Where a woman is the love interest of several men,” Marion clarified. “They are all in love with her.”

“While I like the sound of that,” Danielle said, sitting back and leaning into Romain, “I’m not sure I’d want more than one man to actually be in love with me.”

Romain raised his eyebrows. “You do not desire love?”

“Those are interesting words and concepts.” She narrowed her eyes. “While I love being in love with my husband, I desire to be desired by many men.”

There was a brief silence, which was eventually broken by Marion.

“And what about you, Matt?”

He smiled. “While I’m very happy for Danielle to be desired by other men, I’m delighted that she’s only in love with me.”

Marion turned her gaze to Danielle. “You are his hotwife, yes?”

Danielle slowly crossed her legs, showing far more thigh than at any other point during the evening. “Yes, I am.”

“But it is a stag and vixen-type agreement, no?”

“He’s not a cuck, if that’s what you’re asking.”

Marion moved her hand further up Matt’s leg. “I’m glad to hear it.”

“What about you two?” Danielle asked.

When Matt looked across at the other couch, he saw Danielle was now leaning heavily against Romain, who had one of his thick arms around her shoulder.

“We are probably best described as polygamous,” Marion said. “We both see other people.”

“Do you do that separately, or both in the same room?” Danielle was looking directly at Marion, and Matt felt his cock thicken in his trousers. He could tell his wife was up for some sexy fun.

“We have done both,” Marion said. “Many times.”

Danielle swirled the brandy in her glass. “I’m glad to hear it, because my husband’s been unable to keep his eyes off you all evening.”

Marion looked at Matt. “Is that true?”

Caught on the spot, he wasn’t sure how to respond.

“For someone who makes his living finding the right words,” Danielle teased, “he seems momentarily lost.”

Marion slid her hand higher and rested it on the bulge in his trousers. “I think this tells me everything I need to know.” She leaned close and kissed him gently on the lips, then gave his cock a squeeze.

In his peripheral vision, Matt saw Danielle get up from their couch. When he turned his head, she was standing and looking down at Romain, her back to Matt and Marion. She reached behind herself, lowered the zip of her dress, and slowly eased it down and off. 

Romain raked his eyes down her body, taking in her curves which filled the blue lacy underwear. He looked back into her eyes and smiled. “Tu as l'air magnifique.”

Marion laughed. “I’m sure she doesn’t need me to translate that.” With that, she stood up and dragged her short blue dress up and off over her head. She wore a white silk thong and no bra. Her pert breasts were much smaller than Danielle’s, but the pale pink nipples looked enticing. Matt reached up and ran a finger around one, then pinched it gently between his thumb and forefinger and pulled on it until she got the message and leaned down for a kiss.

Her lips were soft, and her tongue tasted of brandy. Without breaking the kiss, she climbed onto his lap and straddled him, her bent knees resting on the seat of the couch. He ran his hands down her back and gripped her buttocks, which were soft yet firm. She pushed against him, grinding her pussy on the bulge in his trousers as their kisses became more passionate.

Part of him wished he could see what Danielle and Romain were getting up to, but Marion was demanding his full attention. She unbuttoned his shirt, pushed it back off his shoulders and crushed her small tits against his chest, all the time kissing him and grinding down on his cock. 

From behind her, he heard Romain let out a long groan. Marion evidently heard it as well because she broke the kiss and glanced over her shoulder. Romain lay against the back of the couch and Danielle was now kneeling on the floor between his feet, her head moving up and down in his lap.

Marion watched for several seconds before looking back at Matt. “It seems I am taking things too slowly.” She slid down to the floor, unbuckled his belt and opened his trousers. 

Matt kept his eyes on Marion’s face, rather than allowing himself to be distracted by his wife performing a blowjob just a few feet away. The blonde slid her cool hand inside his shorts and released his cock. She studied it as she slid her thumb over the tip, smearing the precum that’d been oozing out for the last ten minutes. Looking up into his eyes, she slipped her thumb into her mouth and sucked it clean. While holding his gaze she lowered her head, parted her lips and took his cock into her mouth.

A long, shuddering exhale escaped his lips. He clenched his buttocks and pushed further into her mouth, and she effortlessly accommodated it. Keeping her eyes fixed on his, she pushed her head lower, the top third of his cock entering her throat. He closed his eyes and dropped his head back, enjoying the expert attentions of the young Frenchwoman’s mouth.

Danielle let out a long moan. He opened his eyes and was shocked to see her face much closer than he expected. She was bent over with her hands on the coffee table, no longer wearing her bra or panties. Romain was no longer on the couch but was standing up, fucking her from behind. Her tits were swinging beneath her, her eyes half-closed and her painted mouth a perfect O.

Marion released his cock from her mouth and reached down to take something from her bag. It was a foil square, which she quickly ripped open. As she expertly rolled the condom onto his cock, he wondered if Romain was wearing one. She stood up to remove her thong, and Matt stared at her shaven pussy as she climbed back onto his lap like she’d been before. This time there were no clothes between them. She guided his cock into her tight, wet cunt.

Over her shoulder, he could see Danielle watching them. Her smile slipped away, her lips drawing back over clenched teeth as Romain fucked her harder. Marion leaned down and kissed Matt’s neck, her tight little body in constant motion as she rode his cock. Danielle’s moans became louder as Romain increased the pace and force of his thrusts. Her tits shook from each impact.

The Frenchwoman grunted, and he felt the tight clench of her orgasm. Her mouth was still on his neck, and she began whispering something in French, which sounded amazingly sexy. He gripped her waist and bounced her on his cock like she was a ragdoll. The presence of the condom meant he was able to last much longer than he probably would have done otherwise.

Danielle cried out, and he looked up to see the familiar expression of her having an orgasm. Her eyes were squeezed shut and her mouth hanging open as Romain continued his onslaught.

“Tell me when you’re close,” Marion whispered, clenching her muscles around him and jerking her hips. “Don’t come inside the rubber.”

A hot shiver of anticipation ran down Matt’s spine.

The Frenchman was now slamming into Danielle with so much force Matt was scared she might actually be pushed over the coffee table. Romain suddenly held still and let out a loud exhale. Danielle wiggled her hips from side to side, no doubt milking the last of the guy’s cum. 

Matt turned his attention back to Marion, who was watching his face as she rode his cock. “I’m close,” he whispered.

“Me too. Can you hold yours back?”

He nodded, and she lowered her hand to rub her clit while they fucked. Her eyelids fluttered, and she let out a quiet whimper. Her second clench was even tighter than her first, and he worried he wouldn’t be able to hold back. Marion lifted off him and dropped to her knees, ripped off the condom and pumped his cock in her hand. He groaned, and she smiled up at him, pointing his cock at her chest as she wanked him.

“Tu peux venir, maintenant,” she whispered, her accent sounding sexier than ever. “You can come now.”

Over her shoulder, Matt could see Danielle watching with a smile on her face. She seemed pretty happy about the fact her husband was about to splurge his load onto another woman’s chest.

“Come,” Marion whispered, pumping him faster. “Do not make me wait all—”

Cum erupted from Matt’s cock and hit her full in the face. She gasped in surprise, blinking away his gloop from her left eyelash while pumping him faster. By the time the second jet left him she’d adjusted the angle, and the thick dollop hit her chest just below her neck. She kept wanking, and he kept coming. Thanks to her expert touch, he sent four more spurts onto her chest. By the time he’d finished, her small tits were splattered with cum, and she used the tip of his cock to smear it around her hard nipples.

The room was silent except for four people’s breathing. Marion excused herself and went to the bathroom to wipe her face and chest. When Romain stepped back, Danielle straightened up and picked up her bra and panties. Matt saw Romain remove his condom and knot it, then pull up and fasten his trousers. Marion returned from the bathroom. She was now clean but still naked. As Danielle picked up her dress, Marion dropped onto the couch next to Romain and rested her hand on the crotch of his trousers.

Danielle hadn’t removed her shoes, so once she’d zipped up her dress she looked like she had when they’d been in the bistro, though her cheeks were a shade pinker, and her lipstick was smudged. She sat next to Matt, picked up her glass of brandy and moved Marion’s to the other side of the coffee table.

Romain topped up their glasses. 

“How did you start your arrangement?” Marion asked.

Danielle took a sip of brandy. “I fucked a guy during a night out, came home and told him about it.”

Marion’s eyes widened. She glanced at Matt before turning back at Danielle. “How did he take it?”

“He fucked me. Then he encouraged me to fuck more men.” She reached over and squeezed Matt’s hand. “He’s written all about it in his two latest books. If you give him your email address, he’ll send them to you so that you can read it for yourself.”

Marion nodded enthusiastically. “I would like that very much.”

“How did you two start?” Matt asked.

“One of my student model friends told me she fancied Romain, so I said she could fuck him.”

Danielle gave an approving nod and turned to Romain. “And did you enjoy it?”

He laughed. “Of course, but I suspected it was only half of the deal. So when I asked Marion who she wanted in return, she already had a man in mind.”

“A fellow student,” Marion said, grinning. “After that, we kind of kept this arrangement.” 

Danielle ran her hand over Matt’s head. “He’s going to write you into his latest book, you know.” 

“Really?” Marion looked thrilled.

“I’ll change your names,” he said.

“What will you call me?”

Matt thought about it for a second. “Monique.”

“Ooh, I like. That’s a very sexy name, no?”

He nodded. 

“Will you give me bigger breasts for the finale to make me sexier?”

He shook his head. “You don’t need bigger breasts to be sexy, and the finale was perfect.”

She gave him a beautiful smile. “Merci. And what about Romain?”

Matt swirled the brandy on his glass. “Maybe I could use Remy. Or Martin.”

“His middle name is Christophe.”

“That’s a good name,” Danielle said. “And don’t worry, I’ll describe for him how good it felt being bent over and fucked like that.”

They chatted for another few minutes, but Matt got the impression the French couple wanted to be alone so they could reconnect. He and Danielle drained their glasses and got up. Romain shook Matt’s hand, and kissed Danielle on each cheek. Marion, still completely naked and looking tiny without her heeled mules, hugged first Danielle, then Matt.

As they made their way along the hotel corridor to the lift, Danielle squeezed his hand. “You seemed to enjoy having a younger woman.”

“And you seemed to enjoy having an older man.”

“Hmm, I did.” 

The lift carried them up two floors, and they walked to their own room. 

As soon as they got inside, Danielle grabbed Matt and pulled him close. “Remember what I said before we went out?”

“Was it something about me fucking you after Romain had?”

“Yes, it was exactly that.”

His cock was already swelling. “That sounds like a perfect way to finish a perfect evening.”

She smiled. “And since you said I was fuckable in this dress, that’s how I want you to fuck me.”

“Works for me.”

Danielle slipped off her panties and lay on the bed in her dress and the sexy shoes with the ankle strap. She pulled up the hem of her dress to bare her sex. Matt took out his phone and snapped three photos of her, then put down his phone, and climbed on the bed.

As he unbuckled his trousers, he glanced at her sex. There was no telltale cum oozing from her. “I guess they’re sensible for using protection.”

She nodded. “Maybe we should be more careful with strangers.”

“Yeah, but we’re not strangers.” He slid his unsheathed cock into her slick channel and let out a sigh. There was no way he was going to pull out until he’d flooded it.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 6
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Danielle decided to have a bath, even though it was one-thirty in the morning. She lay back in the piping-hot water and thought about their evening with Romain and Marion. It had been a very enjoyable experience, and while the Frenchman had been just one of many strangers she’d had sex with in the past few months, that hadn’t been the case for Matt. His only sexual partner in the last twenty years apart from herself had been Cara, her closest friend. He’d obviously been enthralled by the young blonde, and the quantity of cum he’d managed to deposit on her face and chest was a measure of how much he’d enjoyed their sex together. Danielle wasn’t about to make a song and dance about it, but she did wonder if tonight had given him an appetite for more trysts with other couples.

When Romain had bent Danielle over the coffee table and fucked her from behind, a little part of her had wanted Matt to do the same to Marion. That would have had a sexy symmetry to it. Maybe the women could have kissed while the men fucked them. And what better finale would there be than for both men to withdraw and cum over the women’s backs? She made a mental note to suggest that idea to Matt when he writes the scene in his next book.

She got out of the bath and dried herself. In the bedroom, she found her husband still awake and scrolling through his phone.

“Are you sending Cara more photos?”

He laughed and shook his head. “No, I’m reading the news.”

She slipped into bed naked and snuggled close. He was wearing boxer shorts but that was fine. She didn’t want sex, just closeness. “Did you enjoy tonight?” she asked, her breasts pressed against his warm chest.

“Yeah. Didn’t you?” He looked concerned.

“Of course I did. It was a perfect evening. Good food, good wine and good company.”

“And afterwards?”

“A wonderful tour of a wonderful city, followed by wonderful sex.” She stroked a finger down his cheek. “And I know you thought it was wonderful sex because I saw how much cum you produced.”

“Heh. I felt guilty when it hit her in the face, but she was the one aiming it.”

“I don’t think she minded too much.”

“I hope not.” He ran his hand through her still-damp hair. “And anyway, the amount was your fault.”

“How can you blame me?”

“Watching you get fucked while bent over the table was really sexy. He was banging you so hard, I saw shockwaves run through your hips and tits.” He smiled. “It was sexy to watch. I had no idea if he was wearing a rubber or not, so when he came, I imagined him sending his load inside you.”

“Do you wish he had?” Danielle knew she did.

“No, I respected them for using protection.”

“Will he wear a condom in your book?” She already knew the answer.

“No.”

“Good.” She looked up at the ceiling and let out a long sigh. “I’ve had a lovely time here, but I’m worried I won’t be able to walk tomorrow.”

“Was Romain that big?”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “Because I’ve walked so far in the last two days.”

“Ah, right. Well, I have the answer.”

“Does it involve me lying on my back with my legs open until it’s time to catch the train back through the tunnel?”

“No!” He tutted. “I thought we could go on a boat trip and see the sights from the river.”

She was impressed. “I’d like that.”

“Good.” He pulled her close. “Although I’m intrigued about your idea of lying on your back with your legs open. Just how many men would you be entertaining?”

“Never you mind.”

He laughed and kissed her forehead before turning out the light.

The boat trip proved to be a great way of seeing many of the sights, and the knowledgeable tour guide gave interesting asides and insights of the city’s history and architecture. One sight they hadn’t appreciated until now was the magnificent building that was the Musée d’Orsay, which was on the opposite side of the river to the Louvre. The tour guide explained that it had originally been built as a train station around 1900, but the trains had stopped running just before the second World War. It had narrowly avoided demolition, and decades later it was opened as an art museum.

By the time they’d checked out of the hotel and made their way to Gare du Nord station, Danielle was dog-tired. She dozed for most of the journey back to London, and rather than catching the tube, they took a taxi from St Pancras to their house. 

Cara greeted them both with a hug.

“Thanks so much for looking after my baby,” Danielle said.

“You’re welcome. She’s been great company, though the buzzing of my wand seemed to hurt her ears.”

Danielle laughed. “Well, I guess she’ll just have to wear earmuffs next time.”

Cara nodded. “If that’s your way of asking if I’ll look after her again, the answer’s yes.” She picked up her bag, which she had packed and waiting in the hall. “Let’s have another drink in Chico’s, and you can tell me all about Paris.”

“Will do.” 

After Cara had gone, Danielle dropped onto the couch and Daisy demanded to be fussed for over ten minutes. They had a light supper, took Daisy for a walk on the bridle path, then had an early night.

* * * *
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Danielle took a box of brightly coloured macarons, a sweet meringue-based confection she’d bought in Gare du Nord station, into the office on Monday morning and regaled her colleagues with the highlights of her weekend trip to Paris. She reeled off all the wonderful places they’d visited. 

Her boss invited her into his office just before lunch time. “Sounds like you had a great trip,” he said, motioning to the chair opposite his desk.

She smiled. “My legs ache from all the walking but yes, it was fabulous.”

“Not been before?” 

“Briefly, when I was fourteen. It was essentially a school skiing trip in the French Alps, but on the way back we stopped off for a day in Paris. I remember the Eiffel Tower but not much else.”

He nodded. “Now our kids have left home, Linda and I try and do a couple of city breaks every year. We’ve done Rome, Budapest and Barcelona so far, and we’re off to Berlin in November.”

“Ooh, nice. I’ve always wanted to go to Rome.”

“Well worth it. Anyway, the reason I asked you in is because we’ve had an enquiry from a potential new client, and I’d like you to handle our pitch. If we get the contract, I’d also like you to handle the project.”

“Oh, thanks. Who’s the client and what’s the project?”

He glanced at his watch and suggested they discuss it over lunch. Danielle readily agreed, and after lunch she spent the afternoon doing a bit of research.

She arrived home a little before six. Matt had left a note saying he’d taken Daisy for a walk, so Danielle changed her clothes and set off to find them. She met them about a mile along the bridle path. Daisy saw her first, came charging up and crashed into Danielle’s legs, jumping up excitedly.

“Hiya,” Matt said when he reached them.

She leaned close and gave him a peck on the cheek. “How was your day?”

“Good. I proofread Book Two, approved the cover and am ready to publish.”

“Did you start Book Three yet?” she asked, slipping her hand in his and turning to walk back towards their house.

“No. The rest of my day was spent on the graphics review.”

She gave him a smile. “Well, I have news.”

“Oh?”

“We’ve had an enquiry about doing the PR for a company from Denmark, and I’ve been asked to head our pitch for the contract.”

“Cool. What do they sell?”

“Beauty products. Mainly face creams, but they also do some makeup and at least one perfume.”

Matt pulled her close so that their sides were touching as they walked. “Will it involve you going to Denmark?”

“Maybe at some point in the future, but only if we win the contract. Why, are you hoping to accompany me on a trip to Copenhagen?”

“Not necessarily.” He grinned. “I mean, I wasn’t in Carlisle, but you still had a good time.”

“Yes I did, but I’m not prepared to do anything like that with people I’ll be working with.”

“I wouldn’t want you to.” He shook his head, frowning. “What we’re doing isn’t something I’d want to happen with people we know.”

“You mean people like Cara, Jason and Aaron?”

“Cara’s a close friend who we know we can trust. Jason was a one-off thing. You’ve seen him once in twenty years. He’s married and lives in a different country, so I don’t see him as a risk.” He gave a shrug. “I don’t know Aaron, so I can’t really comment on him.”

“I’m sure Aaron wasn’t a risk. He thought that night was just a case of him getting lucky, and I don’t think he’d mention what happened to anyone we know.”

“Good. But my suggestion about Denmark was more along the lines of what happened in Carlisle. I’m not saying you should flirt with clients or colleagues, it’s just something to bear in mind when you’re relaxing in a strange city at the end of your working day.”

Danielle laughed. “I see. Well, there’s a lot of work to do on my part before the possibility of a trip to Denmark would be on the cards. I suspect we’re just one of several PR agencies in the UK they’re talking to.”

“I have confidence in you.”

“Hmm.” 

They walked on in silence for a while, Danielle enjoying seeing Daisy sniff and run around.

“I suppose we still need to thank Cara properly for dog-sitting.”

He turned to her and smiled. “That would be fine with me, but as I’ve already said, I don’t have to be involved in this one.”

“I want you to be.” She looked into his eyes and remembered what he’d suggested. “In fact, I need you to be.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“When we get home, I’ll go online and buy myself a strap-on.”

His eyes widened. “You want us both to give her the DP experience?”

“Yes.”

“That’d make quite a hot second chapter for Book Three.”

“Will the French couple be in the first chapter?”

“Oh yeah.”

She nodded, then narrowed her eyes. “Just don’t go into too much detail about how young and firm Marion’s body was.”

“Monique.” He said. “In the book, she’ll be Monique.”

“Ah, right.” She smiled. “But you can emphasise how girthy Christophe’s cock was. I don’t think Diana has ever been stretched wider.”

“I find that hard to believe because I intend writing that Monique had the tightest pussy Mike ever got into.”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “I suspect your readers want big cocks and tight pussies in every scene.”

“Yep, they’re all perverts.”

Matt had already prepared dinner, so all they needed to do when they got home was to cook it for forty minutes. Once it was in the oven, Matt sipped a beer and watched TV while Danielle searched for sex toys online. She was flabbergasted at the different varieties available. She ignored the ones with a suction cup and concentrated on the ones that would work for what they had in mind. Although she had no problem with wearing a harness, once she saw the strapless ones, her mind wouldn’t let go of the idea. The one that she liked most had a six and a half-inch shaft for her partner, and at the other end was a bulb-like head that connected at right-angles and went inside the wearer. 

She enlarged the image of it and turned the laptop around so Matt could see the screen. “What do you think of this?”

He studied it, frowning. “It’s just for you to use on women, right?”

“Of course. Why would you think—?”

“Because I’m pretty sure some women use those things for pegging their husbands.”

Danielle stared at the screen, a little ashamed that this hadn’t occurred to her. She read the info and saw that Matt was right. She nodded. “You’re right, but I promise this isn’t meant for you.”

“Okay.”

“The reason I like it because with just a normal strap-on, during the DP you and Cara would be getting off, but I wouldn’t.”

He frowned. “What d’you mean, you wouldn’t?”

“I mean you’d be both experiencing something nice. She’ll have two things inside her, and you’ll be one of them. With a regular strap-on, I’d just be pushing. But with this, I’d have something inside me, too.” She tapped the bullet-shaped end on the image. “And everything vibrates.”

Matt stared at the laptop screen, then looked back into her eyes. “So, where will you fuck Cara with that?”

“I want to feel her boobs pressed against mine and I want to watch her face, so I’ll fuck her pussy.” She gave him a smile. “You’ll be the one who goes in the other hole.”

───Ξ───
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Matt watched his wife get her bank card and order herself the strapless strap-on, which to him sounded like an oxymoron. The thought of her using it on Cara was sexy, but the realisation that while she was doing that, he’d be having anal sex with the gorgeous redhead made his heart race. He’d only ever had anal with Danielle.

“It’ll be delivered in the next two days,” she said, closing her laptop lid.

“Cool.”

“So I’m going to invite her round this Saturday.”

“I thought her birthday was next month.”

“It is.” She smiled. “I might take you up on your kind offer and suggest the two of us go away for a girly weekend then.”

“You and Cara?”

She nodded. “Would that be okay?”

The thought of them using Danielle’s new sex toy on each other made his cock thicken. “Will you tell me what you get up to? For the book, obviously.”

She laughed and nodded. “Definitely.” 

Just then, the oven timer sounded. Danielle put her laptop on the cushion next to her and stood up. “We might even continue the Paris tradition and send you a few photos.” Without waiting for his response, she went into the kitchen to serve up dinner. 

They ate at the kitchen table, and their conversation returned to mundane things. 

Danielle looked out of the large window. “The garden looks a bit neglected.”

Matt followed her gaze and nodded. “If it’s dry tomorrow, I’ll mow the lawn and tidy the borders.”

She smiled, and he immediately realised that had been her intention.

“Unless you think we should do it after dinner,” he said. “I can cut the grass while you weed the borders.”

“I thought I might have a bath and read up on the Danish company.”

Once dinner was finished, Matt cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher while Danielle ran her bath. She came back downstairs in her robe to collect a glass and a bottle of white wine from the fridge, kissed his cheek and headed back to the bathroom. Matt made himself a coffee and took it to his usual armchair. He picked up his laptop and opened a new document, giving it the working title of ‘Book 3_First Draft’. Then he started typing. 

By the time Danielle had got out of the bath, he’d written almost two thousand words.

“Hey,” she said, putting a half-full glass and an empty bottle on the coffee table before settling on the couch. She was wrapped in her fluffy robe, her skin glowing pink and her hair still wet.

“Hey yourself.”

“What are you writing?”

“I’ve just done the scene where Diana and Mike have fun with a French couple called Monique and Christophe.” He nodded toward the empty bottle. “How was the research on the Danish client?”

“They’re only a potential client, so I didn’t feel it appropriate to spend all my me-time doing research.”

She’d been in the bath for almost two hours. “What did you do with the rest of your time?”

“I phoned Cara.”

“Ah.”

She gave him a smile. “And invited her round on Saturday.”

“Right.” He chewed his lip, wishing he’d been privy to that conversation. Had she mentioned her new purchase?

She raised her eyebrows. “So, if you’ve just written a sex scene, and I’ve just talked dirty to Cara, I guess—”

“You talked dirty?”

She reached a hand down and untied the belt of her robe. “I know for a fact that writing sex scenes makes you horny, so how about we have an early night?” She stood up and her robe fell open. 

Matt stared at her body through the gap, which offered a good view of the inner sides of her boobs and her flat tummy, but then his jaw dropped. He glanced questioningly into her eyes before looking back down at her freshly shaved pussy.

“I was worried the strapless toy might pull my pubes,” she explained.

He opened his mouth to answer but closed it again when words failed him.

“Do you like it?” she asked, looking a little worried.

“I don’t dislike it.”

She pouted. “I was hoping for a little more enthusiasm.”

Smiling, he saved his document and put his laptop to sleep. “I may need to inspect it more closely.”

“That’s exactly what I wanted to hear. If you take Daisy out for a tinkle, I’ll wait for you in bed.”

Five minutes later, Matt walked into their bedroom to find his wife lying naked on the top of the quilt, her wet hair fanned out like a dark halo on her pillow. He stood at the foot of the bed as he undressed, admiring her perfect body.

“Open your legs,” he ordered.

She did so, bending her knees slightly. 

Matt knelt on the bed between her feet and leaned over her crotch, studying it. “Don’t women usually wax rather than shave?”

“I don’t know, but I certainly wasn’t going to try and wax it myself.” She ran a hand over her smooth mons. “I guess if we decide we like it, I’ll get it waxed next time and see how painful it is.”

He looked up into her eyes. “Do you like it?”

“I’m happy with the way it looks, but I don’t know how it feels to be touched there yet.”

He smiled, lowered his head and trailed kisses over the shaved area. “How’s that?”

“Nice.”

Next, he ran his tongue through her outer lips. She tasted of bubble bath, but there was also a hint of her arousal. He repeated the action, this time pushing his tongue further into her folds. Her juices were now the stronger taste, and after a third swipe of his tongue, he slid two fingers inside her while simultaneously capturing her clit between his lips.

Danielle let out a groan and raised her hips. He sucked on her clit and finger-fucked her. She cried out, and suddenly it was like someone had flipped a switch inside him. Matt was ravenous for her body. He liked that she’d shaved her pussy for her lovers, male and female. And since he was the first one to sample the smooth version, he was going to make a pig of himself. Reaching up with his left hand, he groped her breast and teased the nipple. Her resulting moans encouraged him to do the same to the other nipple while continuing to finger-fuck her.

Suddenly, Danielle gripped his head and bucked her hips, grinding herself against his face. She screamed and came. Her inner muscles gripped his fingers, which he quickly withdrew and replaced with his cock. She cried out again, clawing at his back and wrapping her legs around his. He fucked her hard and fast, and she came again. Her nails cut through the skin on his back, and he cried out. When he opened his eyes, she glared up at him with an almost angry expression.

“Fuck me,” she hissed. “Fuck my smooth, slutty cunt.”

He pounded her with all his might. At the point of orgasm, he pulled out and sprayed his load around the opening of her sex. Danielle yelped in surprise. He smeared his cum over her smooth skin with his ultra-sensitive cockhead, then pushed back inside her and resumed his thrusts.

Danielle wailed and threw her head back, grinding against him until she reached her third orgasm. Matt continued to fuck her but couldn’t come again. Breathless, he eventually pulled out and rolled onto his back beside her, gasping for air.

“Well,” Danielle said, “I think that suggests you don’t dislike it too much.”

He laughed. “You’re right, but I may need to make a few more close inspections before a final decision is reached.”

“I like the sound of that.” She raised her head and looked down at her body. “I spent all evening in the bath, and yet I now need a shower.”

He sniggered, got up off the bed and held out his hand. “Come on, I’ll wash you.”

She smiled and they walked together to the bathroom. Once the water was running hot, they both stepped under the rainwater showerhead. Matt squirted shower gel into his palm and slowly washed his cum from her smooth body.

“Was there any difference?” she asked.

“While I was stroking and kissing it, yeah.”

“Good or bad?”

“Good. And sexy.” He looked into her eyes. “And I started wondering how all your future partners will react to it.”

She held his gaze but didn’t comment.

“Have you thought about that?” he asked. “Have you wondered what guys will think when you slip off your panties to reveal a hairless pussy for them?”

“Yes.”

“And?”

“I think they’ll see it as a sign of my promiscuity.”

He could see her point. “You like the idea of that?”

“Yes. I want them to think I’m a slut, even though I’m only a slut at certain times.” She smiled. “Is Diana going to shave her pussy?”

“I guess she’ll have to.”

“What did it feel like when you fucked me?”

“It always feels great when I fuck you.” He grinned. “If you’re asking about compared to usual, the presence of my own pubes made it hard to tell any difference. How was it for you?”

“Scratchy.”

They spent a couple of minutes washing and rinsing, then got out and dried. Back in bed, she snuggled into the crook of his arm and kissed his chest. “I wonder what Cara will think.”

“I’m sure she’ll have to inspect it as closely as I did.”

“Ooh, I hope so.”

* * * *
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Over the rest of the week, Matt spent most of his working time writing the graphics review, though he did write a short scene about the removal of Diana’s pubic hair. In the fictional version it happened on the evening of their second threesome, with Claire waxing it for her.

On Saturday, Matt headed to the shops to buy food for dinner while Danielle tidied the house and put on fresh bedding. They both prepared the food and later went for a long walk with Daisy before getting showered and dressed. 

Cara arrived at seven. She kissed Matt on his cheek and passed him a bunch of flowers, then kissed Danielle on the lips and handed her a bottle of wine. She wore a dark green silk dress and killer heels. Her hair was pinned up and she’d applied a lot of makeup, especially around her eyes which emphasised their greenness. She looked amazing. Daisy was obviously happy to see her, wagging her tail excitedly.

“Fuck, you look good,” Danielle said, running her hand down her friend’s bare arm.

“Thank you.” She ran her eyes down Danielle in her blue summer dress and bare feet. “Should I take my shoes off?”

“No,” Matt said, then immediately regretted it. Both women laughed.

While Danielle went to get their guest a drink, Cara stepped close to Matt and looked him directly in the eye. 

“Would you like me to keep these shoes on when you fuck me?”

A shiver ran through him. “Only if they don’t distract you from enjoying yourself.”

“They won’t.” She smiled, leaning close to whisper in his ear. “I’ve been fucked in them before.”

“How many times?”

She narrowed her eyes. “Dozens.”

“By how many men?”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “We both know you only get off on these types of questions when they’re aimed at your wife.” She stepped away and glanced down at her feet. “Besides, these shoes are fairly new, so it’s probably single-figure answers to both questions.”

“What questions?” Danielle asked, returning with two glasses of fizz.

Cara took the proffered glass. “Matt’s perving about my fuck-me shoes.”

Danielle looked down and nodded. “I’m not surprised. I hope suede doesn’t stain with spunk.”

The redhead cackled, then shrugged. “I can always buy another pair.”

Danielle nodded in Matt’s direction. “If he comes on your shoes, he can buy you another pair.”

In any other company, Matt would have been embarrassed by this conversation. As it was, he felt completely at ease as precum dripped freely into his boxers. They headed through to eat at the table in the kitchen extension. Once again, Matt sat at one end while the women faced each other from the sides. Cara told them how much she’d enjoyed spending time with their dog, but mainly the luxury of having a garden to go and sit out in. Danielle described some of her favourite sights from the trip.

“Have you been to Paris?” Matt asked Cara, when the food was finished.

“Yeah, quite a few times. I actually went there for one of my honeymoons.”

“Which one?”

“I try not to remember my husbands.” She smiled and took a sip of her wine. “So, how come you guys didn’t send me any photos from Saturday night?”

Matt glanced at his wife, who had evidently been expecting the question.

“We were otherwise engaged,” Danielle announced smugly.

“Bitch!” Cara turned to look at Matt. “What about you, writer guy? Were you watching and taking notes for your next book, or were you getting some, too?”

“Oh, he was getting some.” Danielle leaned over the table and lowered her voice, as if revealing a secret. “A much younger woman, I might add.”

Cara turned her gaze on Matt. “How old was she?”

He shrugged. “Thirty, maybe. Something like that.”

“She was blonde, firm and very attractive,” Danielle clarified. “And he splurged all over her pretty face.”

Cara’s eyebrows rose an inch. “You came in the girl’s face on your first date?”

Momentarily speechless, he looked at Danielle for support.

“Yes,” she said, a hint of righteous indignation in her tone. “He fucked her tight little body then shot his load all over her face and tits.”

Cara shook her head as if horrified. “The poor lamb.” Like Danielle’s, her manner had suddenly turned all Downton Abbey. “And what about you, dear? How ever did you manage to get through it?”

Matt seized his opportunity. “She stripped down to nothing but her killer heels, crouched over a coffee table and let him fuck her like an Alsatian.”

Cara raised her glass to Danielle. “Good girl. Can’t beat a bit of doggy.” She grinned. “Was he girthy?”

“Thick as a beer can and twice as long.”

Cara squealed with laughter. “God, I wish all my friends were as sleazy as you two.” She looked at Matt. “Is that evening going to be in your next book?”

“Yeah. I think it’ll make a sexy scene.”

“What will you call her?”

“Sorry?”

“I know you change their names, so what’s your young French lady’s name going to be?”

“Monique.”

“Monique?” Cara’s voice had risen an octave. “How come she gets a sexy name like that when all I get is Claire.”

Matt remembered her complaining about this before. “Claire’s a lovely name,” he insisted.

“But it doesn’t ooze sexuality like Monique does.”

Danielle topped up their glasses, and they resumed talking about the sights they’d seen in Paris. When they discussed the Louvre, Cara started picking at the Mona Lisa.

“I was kind of disappointed,” she said. “It’s smaller than I’d expected, and as for her smile.” She took a gulp of wine. “Enigmatic, my arse. She looks fucking miserable. I reckon she was on her period when he painted that.”

Matt nodded sarcastically. “And the Venus de Milo only has half of one arm! I mean, what the fuck?”

The women laughed, then Cara’s expression turned serious. “Did you notice that I didn’t hesitate when you poured me a third glass of wine?”

Danielle shrugged. “I just assumed you knew we’d want you to spend the night.”

Cara looked at Matt. “Are you going to come on my face?”

“It wasn’t my fault,” he insisted. “She made me come on her face. She was the one pointing my dick.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

“Er...” He turned to Danielle, who was now smiling at his discomfort. “Why would you—?”

“Because you did it to her,” Cara said.

Danielle put her glass down. “How about I make him come on your face?”

Matt and Cara both turned to look at her.

Danielle smiled at Cara. “I think you and I should give him a double blow job, right here in the kitchen.”

When they both turned their gazes on him, Matt felt his cheeks burn. His stomach was knotted with anticipation and his cock was already thickening.

“When he gets close,” Danielle continued, “I’ll jerk him off and spray it all over your face.”

Cara seemed to think about it, then nodded. “Works for me. What about you, Matt? Would you include a scene like that in your book?”

“Of course he would,” Danielle said. “But your dress is far too expensive for him to stain it. I suggest you and I strip to our underwear, and he can remove his trousers.”

Matt glanced at the huge windows. “Shouldn’t we draw the shades?”

Cara stood up, unzipped her silk dress and let it slide down to the floor. “I’m not shy.”

Matt stared at her perfect body in the dark green bra and panties set. Her long legs looked incredible in the shoes.

“Matt,” Danielle said, snapping him out of the trance. She had also stripped to just her bra and panties. “Get up and take your trousers off, turn your chair around and sit back down.”

Matt complied, giving one final glance at the windows. None of their neighbours were in their gardens, and the lighting in the kitchen was probably low enough to make it impossible for anyone to see in. The women dropped to their knees by his feet and looked up into his face.

Danielle wrapped her hand around the shaft of his cock and used her thumb to smear the leaked precum all over the glans. 

Cara leaned close and inspected Danielle’s wet thumb. “Has he started without us?”

Danielle nodded. “From the state of this, I’d say he started as soon as he saw your shoes.”

“Is that right, Matt? Do my shoes make your cock drip?” Cara held his gaze, parted her painted lips and took his cock into her mouth.

Matt let out a long, shuddering sigh. Cara bobbed her head several times before letting Danielle give him the same treatment. The women shared him between them, with one sucking his balls while the other took his cock deep into her mouth. Every so often they ran their open lips up either side of his shaft at the same time, sharing a kiss at the end of the upstroke, and then one would take him back into her mouth while the other moved down to his balls again. He’d have been happy for them to do this all night long, but the jizz in his balls had other ideas.

While Cara was showing off her deepthroating skills, Danielle glanced up at his face.

“Ooh, I recognise that expression.” She straightened up so her face was level with his. “I’ve seen that look in your eyes so many times.” 

Before he could answer, Danielle leaned in and kissed him, pushing her tongue into his mouth. He could taste her lipstick and his own cock, while Cara still had his entire length in her mouth and throat.

He pulled his head back and nodded at his wife. “I’m really close.”

Danielle got up off the floor and came to stand next to him. She bent her knees and crouched down, then eased her friend’s head back. Cara licked her lips and smiled at Danielle.

Danielle took Matt’s cock in her fist and pumped it. “Are you sure this is where you want it?”

Cara shook her hair back and leaned closer. “This is where I want his first load.”

Danielle pumped her fist faster. “You’re such a dirty girl.”

Cara smiled. “I know.” With that, she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, looking directly into Matt’s eyes.

Nothing more was said, and it took Danielle less than a minute to get him right on the brink. Matt held his breath. An intense spasm surged through his lower body and a thick rope of cum flew from him, hitting Cara’s hair and the righthand side of her forehead. Danielle kept pumping and adjusted her aim. His second eruption sent a line of cum that stretched from her left cheek down over her open mouth and protruding tongue and onto her chin. The third glazed her right eye and nose. Amazingly, Danielle managed to get another two spurts from him, both of which hit Cara’s face.

Matt’s legs shook, and he sucked in huge gulps of air through his mouth. 

Danielle let go of his shrinking cock and stroked Cara’s head. “I’ve never seen you look sexier.”

The redhead smiled. “Tell me I look sexier than Monique did.”

Danielle shook her head. “The cum didn’t get stuck in the lines around her eyes.”

“Bitch!” 

With a laugh, Danielle helped her friend up. “You’re sexier than anyone I know, and you don’t need cum on your face to prove it. Come on, let’s get you cleaned up.”

Matt watched the women leave the kitchen, then looked out through the windows again to make sure they hadn’t been seen. Once he’d put his trousers back on, he topped up all three glasses and carried them through to the lounge. The night was still young, and he couldn’t be more thrilled with the way it had started.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 8
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Danielle used tissues to wipe her husband’s cum from her friend’s face. Next she repeated the action using moist facial wipes.

“We might as well take all your makeup off.”

Cara sighed. “It took me forty-five fucking minutes to put it on.”

“It was worth it. Matt will have the image of you glazed with his cum etched in his memory for the rest of his life.” Danielle ran her finger under Cara’s jawbone. “And so will I.”

“Was the Frenchwoman pretty?”

Danielle laughed and nodded. “Very. But she wasn’t beautiful, and you are.”

Cara smiled and used the wipes to remove her eyeshadow. “I think my insecurity’s a sign of me getting old.”

“No, it’s those wrinkles on your face that are a sign of you getting old.”

“Bitch!”

Danielle laughed. “You’re not old and you’re not insecure.” Danielle ran her hand over Cara’s breast, the taut nipple pressing against the lacy green material of her bra. “You know as well as anyone how beautiful you are.”

Cara glanced at the bathroom door, then raised her eyebrows. “Shall we have a quickie?”

“I don’t want a quickie.” Danielle placed her palms on Cara’s cheeks and kissed her deeply. “I want to fuck you all night long.”

“Promise?”

“Yes. Come on, let’s go make my husband’s evening.”

“I thought we just did.”

The women were standing side by side, touching at the hips while talking to each other’s reflection in the mirror. Danielle smiled. “He’s in for an even bigger treat now.”

“What could be better than a double blowjob with a sticky facial finale?”

“He’s going to watch his wife fuck a sexy redhead.”

Cara smiled and held out her hand. “In that case, lead the way.”

Matt was sitting in the armchair, fully dressed and sipping wine. Both women were wearing just bra and panties, though Cara still had on her shoes.

“Hi,” Cara said, standing in front of Matt’s chair and running her fingers down her clean cheeks. “You ruined my makeup.”

Matt smiled. “You don’t need makeup.”

She gave him a beautiful smile. “Thank you.” She glanced down at her feet. “I kept my shoes on.”

“So I see.”

“I’m hoping they turn your wife on.”

Matt glanced at Danielle before returning his gaze to Cara. “I can tell she’s turned on, but I don’t think it’s the shoes.”

Cara turned around and looked at her. “Is he right?” 

“Yes.” Danielle stepped closer, slipping her arms around her friend’s narrow waist. “I am turned on, but I think I’d still be turned on even without the shoes.”

“Oh?”

“Mmm.” Danielle brought her right hand up and groped her friend’s boobs. “These turn me on.”

“You like my tits?”

“Oh yes.” She reached around, unclipped Cara’s bra and slid it off her arms. Looking down at the perfect, pert breasts, Danielle smiled and traced a forefinger over each pale pink nipple in turn. “I like them a lot. But not quite as much as I like...” Danielle dropped her hand and used two fingers to push the gusset of the redhead’s panties into her slit. “This.”

Cara let out a moan and her eyes fluttered. Danielle pushed her fingers deeper. She could feel the wet heat of Cara’s pussy through the flimsy material. Cara quickly removed Danielle’s bra, and the two women kissed, their boobs crushing together. When they eventually parted, Danielle removed her hand from Cara’s sex.

Cara looked over at Matt. “Aren’t you going to join us?”

“I thought I’d watch for a while. Danielle has something to show you.”

Cara turned her gaze back and raised her eyebrows.

“I actually have two things to show you, but we’ll start with this one.” Keeping her eyes fixed on Cara’s, Danielle slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her own panties and eased them down.

Cara lowered her gaze, and her eyes widened. “Oh my.” She dropped to her knees, gripped Danielle’s buttocks and pulled her forward, planting a soft kiss on her smooth mons. “Did you do this for your Frenchman?”

“No.”

“I’m going to have to wax mine, then we can do some skin-on-skin scissoring.” She nodded toward the couch. “Go sit down.”

Danielle stepped out of her panties, walked backwards and sat in the middle of the couch. Cara crawled across the rug, placed her hands on Danielle’s chest, and pushed her until she lay against the backrest.

Cara stroked Danielle’s smooth pussy, then leaned in and ran her tongue through the outer lips, making her sigh. Cara repeated the action, this time also teasing the clit with the tip of her tongue. “You like that, baby?” she whispered.

“Mmm.”

Suddenly, Cara stabbed three fingers into Danielle’s channel and captured her clit between her lips. Danielle yelped in surprise, but her friend didn’t let up. She sucked hard and finger-fucked her with force. Danielle pressed her hands down on the cushions on either side of her, lifting her bum off the seat. Cara pulled her fingers out for a moment, then pushed them back in. This time only two went into Danielle’s pussy, and the third went up her arse.

Danielle screamed, and an orgasm swept through her. Her entire body shuddered, but the redhead didn’t ease off the intensity of either the sucking or the fingering. Danielle saw stars as a second orgasm surged through her. She lifted one leg and wrapped it around Cara’s neck, pulling her in and crushing her face against her sex.

Cara finally released her clit and removed her fingers, then pushed her tongue deep into Danielle’s spasming channel. Pleasure rolled through her, but she was too sensitive to come again. 

Danielle pushed her friend’s head back and took a shuddering breath. “Well, thanks for being so gentle.”

Cara giggled. “Sorry.”

“No you’re not.”

The redhead smiled, her cheeks and chin glistening with Danielle’s juices. “It’s your own fault for making your pussy so inviting.”

Danielle laughed and glanced over at her husband. He was on the edge of his seat, his cheeks flushed. “So, Matt’s been made to come, and I’ve been made to come...” She traced her finger down Cara’s forehead and nose. “So now it’s your turn.”

Cara smiled. “That sounds good to me.”

Danielle stood on shaking legs and held out her hand for Cara. “Time for us to take this to the bedroom.” She led her friend to the stairs and signalled for Matt to follow. 

In the bedroom, she pulled Cara close and gripped her buttocks through the lacy green material. “I’m going to fuck your brains out,” she whispered.

“Promises, promises.”

Danielle dropped to her knees and peeled down Cara’s panties. The aroma of Cara’s arousal turned her on. She planted a kiss on the soft red pubes, then stood up. “Lie on the bed.”

“Do I keep my shoes on?”

“Yes, but if you scratch my back with those heels, you’ll be in trouble.”

Cara climbed onto the bed and positioned herself in the middle as Danielle went into the en suite. She picked up the strapless stap-on, inserted the bullet-shaped end into her pussy, and pulled it upwards until the bulb was snug inside. The six-inch shaft stuck out in front like a man’s hard-on. After grabbing the remote, she headed back to the bedroom.

When Cara saw the purple sex-toy sticking out from her groin, she let out a low whistle. Danielle stopped at the side of the bed and allowed her friend to study it.

“Does that go inside you, too?” Cara asked.

Danielle nodded, then held up the remote. “It also vibrates.”

“Oh my.”

“Remember me telling you I was going to fuck your brains out?”

“It’s all I’ve been able to think about.” Cara bent her legs and let her knees fall open, the heels of her shoes pointing towards each other. 

Danielle climbed onto the bed and crawled between Cara’s thighs. Once she had the tip of the faux cock nestled between Cara’s pussy lips, Danielle eased her hips forward. The purple toy slowly sank in.

“Oh, that’s quite...Mmm.” Cara rocked her hips, and the action moved the bullet end inside Danielle.

She looked down at Cara’s face for a moment, then smiled. “Did I mention it vibrates?”

Cara bit her lip and nodded. Danielle studied the remote handset and set both ends of the toy to vibrate on the middle setting. The toy buzzed to life, making both women gasp. They stared at each other with wide eyes and open mouths for a moment, then Danielle rocked her hips. The movement only added to the pleasure she experienced. 

Cara opened her mouth wide and let out a sigh. “Fuck, this isn’t going to take long.”

Danielle smiled and thrust faster, mimicking a man. Cara pushed her head back into the pillows and screamed, her splayed knees bouncing up and down. Danielle came soon afterwards, and the rhythm of her thrusts became jerky. Cara pulled her close and rolled them both over until the redhead was on top. She bucked her hips, the movement a natural one for a woman riding a cock. The bullet inside Danielle buzzed from the motor and jerked from Cara’s movements. She gripped Cara’s hips and slammed their groins together, then tumbled into yet another orgasm. 

Cara lifted herself off the silicone cock, leaving it buzzing with the bulb-end still inside Danielle. “Fuck, that thing’s...” She reached down for the remote and looked at it, then smiled. She pressed a button and the bullet inside Danielle hummed louder. 

The increased vibration made Danielle clench. As she reached down to take the toy out, Cara grabbed her hands and held them against the bed. The vibrator was still buried deep inside, and Danielle shook her head in desperation.

“Just a little longer,” Cara said, a wicked smile on her face.

“No, Cara, I can’t stand it.”

“I don’t believe you.”

Danielle shook her head again, but the toy was now sending waves of pleasure through her whole body. “Don’t—”

Cara dipped her head and captured one of Danielle’s nipples in her mouth, making her groan and arch off the bed. When Danielle finally got her hands free, she didn’t reach for the toy. She gripped Cara’s head and pulled it against her breast while bucking her hips. The latest orgasm felt like a bomb going off in her pussy. She screamed and jerked so hard that Cara rolled off her. 

Finally, Danielle removed the toy from her pussy and dropped it on the bed. It sounded like a hive of angry bees. “You bastard,” she hissed, hair clinging to her face.

“I know.” Cara looked down at the remote and found the ‘off’ switch. 

The room was suddenly silent. Danielle glanced over at Matt, who was standing at the side of the bed with a very prominent bulge in his trousers. 

She smiled up at him, so breathless she could hardly speak. “Was that as fun to watch as it was to be part of?”

“Oh yeah.”

She nodded. “Good.” She took several more breaths and tipped her head towards Cara. “I know we have more plans for this one, but it may take me a few minutes to come back down to Earth.”

Matt nodded. “We have all night.”

“Go let Daisy out, turn off the lights and come to bed.”

After he’d left, she turned to Cara. “Don’t go falling asleep on me.”

“That’s a man thing. I’m hoping when Matt falls asleep later, you and I can have a little more fun.”

Danielle pulled her in for another kiss. “Matt actually suggested you and I go away together for your birthday.”

“Really?”

“Mm hmm.”

“Wow, that’s... Would you like that?”

Danielle kissed her tenderly. “I’d like it very much.”

───Ξ───
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Matt ushered Daisy out into the garden and quickly tidied the kitchen, putting the butter, cheese and cream in the fridge. He picked up the women’s discarded dresses and hung each over a kitchen chair before letting the dog back in, getting her settled on her bed in the living room and extinguishing all the lights.

Upstairs, he found both women waiting for him on the bed. It was every man’s dream. He quickly undressed. When he pushed down his trousers and boxers, his cock sprung out. It was as hard as it’d ever been.

“Come here,” Danielle said, holding out her hand to him.

He crawled onto the bed, kneeling between the women’s feet.

His wife smiled up at him. “I thought we’d need to get you hard first, but that doesn’t seem to be the case. So, what do you want to do?”

He and Danielle had already agreed the order of positions before Cara had arrived. “I want to fuck your sexy friend while she goes down on you.”

Danielle turned to Cara. “What d’you think, babe?”

“Works for me.” Cara got up onto all-fours, positioned her head between Danielle’s legs and glanced over her shoulder at Matt. “I’m ready when you are.”

He lined up his cock and pushed in. Cara moaned and clenched around him. Gripping her by the waist, he fucked her with a slow, steady rhythm while she pleasured Danielle with her tongue. 

“Okay,” he said after only a few minutes, reluctantly pulling out. “Let’s change it up. Cara, would you turn around so my wife and I can give you a spit-roasting?”

While the redhead turned around on the bed, Danielle got onto her knees and re-fitted the strapless dildo. Matt gripped his cock and pointed it at Cara’s face. She licked her lips and took his whole length into her mouth and throat. Moments later, Danielle jabbed her hips forward and sank the purple silicone cock deep in Cara’s pussy. As Cara mumbled and moaned around his cock, Matt and Danielle held eye contact while jostling the woman between their thrusting bodies.

Cara screamed when she came, releasing Matt’s cock from her mouth and holding onto his hips as she slammed her body back onto Danielle’s fake cock. Once the orgasm had passed, she tried to take Matt’s cock back into her mouth, but he pulled away.

“Let’s change it up again,” he whispered. “Danielle, lie on your back so Cara can ride your cock.”

Danielle lay down and the redhead straddled her and impaled herself. Matt watched her ride it for a few moments, then gently pressed against her back. Cara got the message and lay down on top of Danielle. Matt reached for the tube of lube, squeezed a dollop onto his fingers, and rubbed it around Cara’s backside. 

She stopped moving on the toy and raised her head to look into Danielle’s face.

Danielle’s expression was serious. “If you tell us to stop, we’ll stop.”

There was a brief silence, then Cara said, “I don’t want you to stop.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.” She glanced over her shoulder at Matt. “Come on, writer guy, let’s give you something to fill those pages.” With that, she pressed her groin down, sending the strap-on further inside herself.

Matt added more lube to his fingers and applied it around Cara’s rosebud, easing the tip of his slicked finger into her arsehole. After a moment he withdrew it, added more lube and pushed it in deeper. She opened around his finger, moaning and rocking harder on the toy. He added a generous blob of lube to the tip of his cock, smeared it around, then positioned himself up over the two women. 

Cara held still when he placed the tip of his lubed cock at the opening of her anus. Danielle’s eyes were fixed on Cara’s face, which was hidden from him. Matt pushed slowly in. Cara groaned. After an initial resistance, his cock slid past her sphincter and inside.

“Oh, fuck,” Cara hissed.

Danielle leaned up and kissed her. “How does that feel?”

Cara’s only reply was a heavy grunt.

“I know you wanted a full house,” Danielle whispered. “And I know just how good it’ll be feeling for you right now.”

Cara nodded. “It feels so... fucking... ohhh.”

Danielle smiled. “It’s about to feel even better.”

Matt saw she had the remote in her hand. Suddenly, the toy started buzzing. Cara gasped, and Matt let out a sigh as the strap-on pressing against his cock sent vibrations through him. All three of them started to move at once, writhing and pumping their hips. 

The pleasure from being buried inside a tight hole with the vibrating toy in the adjacent one was so intense that Matt knew he wouldn’t last long. For a brief moment he held eye contact with his wife, but then she squeezed her eyes shut and let out a long wail as she came. Cara’s fists were gripping the sheet on either side of Danielle. She rocked between them and let out a scream of her own, and the contraction from her orgasm was all it took to send him over the edge. He pushed deep and erupted.

Cara cried out again, presumably because she’d felt him come. She started twitching, kicking her legs and jerking while sandwiched between him and Danielle. Matt’s cock may have been softening, but the strap on was still rock hard and it was still buzzing. Cara let out an ear-splitting screech and Matt felt a gush around his groin as she squirted.

When she’d stopped trembling, he eased out and pushed himself off the women. Danielle turned off the motor of the toy. She looked at Cara. “How was that?”

“Oh god, it was....” She shook her head, breathing heavily. “I’m sorry for soaking you.”

“Don’t be.” Danielle smiled at Matt. “I know someone who’ll change the sheets while you and I have a shower.”

Cara raised herself up and off the toy, then knelt on the bed and wrapped her hand around the purple shaft. “I think you should pack this when we go away for the weekend.”

Matt turned his eyes on Danielle, and she smiled. “I mentioned your suggestion for her birthday.”

He nodded. “Cool.”

Danielle glanced at Cara. “We may have to send him photos.”

“That’s fine with me.” Cara sat up and unbuckled her shoes. “We can both pose in fuck-me shoes for those pictures.”

After the women had left for the shower, Matt changed the bedding. The women returned ten minutes later, naked and slightly pink from the hot jets. Cara had unpinned her hair, and they slipped between the clean sheets as he headed to the bathroom for his shower. When he returned, he climbed into bed beside Danielle and turned out the light.

“Do we need to wait until you’re fast asleep?” Cara asked.

He laughed and shook his head. “No, but if you could mute your screams of Sapphic ecstasy, I’d be grateful.”

* * * *
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If the women had more fun during the night, Matt slept through it because he didn’t wake again until dawn’s early light sneaked in around the edges of the curtains. He slipped out of bed, pulled on a t-shirt and sweatpants, then headed downstairs. He let Daisy out and put the coffee maker on. She wandered back in just as he filled his cup, and they both went through to the lounge.

Daisy snoozed on the rug and Matt started writing the chapter featuring Mike, Diana and Claire having another threesome. A couple of hours later, he heard moans of passion from upstairs; the women had evidently roused and decided to have a little more fun. The house eventually returned to silence. Matt made himself another coffee and continued writing.

It was past ten when Danielle and Cara finally came downstairs. Danielle was in one of Matt’s shirts. Cara wore Danielle’s robe and had her fuck-me shoes dangling from the fingers of her right hand. Her dress was still on the kitchen chair where he’d put it while tidying up after dinner last night, and her bra was on the rug by the couch. 

“Morning, stud,” Cara said, smiling broadly as she dropped her shoes on the rug and walked into the kitchen. She returned carrying her dress, nonchalantly removed the robe and stood directly in front of him wearing just her green lace panties. 

“Can I get you a coffee?” he asked, trying not to stare. 

Once she’d fastened her bra and pulled on her dress, she sat on the couch to buckle up her sexy shoes. “I daren’t risk a hot drink because my lips are so chapped from kissing your wife’s minge all night.” 

Matt laughed. “Understandable.”

“I had a great time.” She got up from the couch and approached his chair, then bent down and kissed him on the mouth. “Thank you.”

“Any time.”

Danielle walked Cara to the door, then returned and dropped onto the couch. “Are you going to offer me a coffee?”

He nodded. “I’ll even offer you breakfast.”

“I’m not hungry, but a cup of coffee would be lovely.”

Leaving his laptop open and balanced on the arm of the chair, he took his own cup into the kitchen and returned with a refill for himself and a fresh mug for Danielle. He found her sitting in his armchair reading the screen of his laptop.

“I’ve only just written that,” he said. “There’ll be typos.”

She smiled as she accepted the cup. “I don’t care about typos, I’m just worried about the story content.”

He frowned, then sat on the couch. “What do you mean, you’re worried about the content?”

“I just need to read it. If I have any concerns, I’ll mention them.”

Matt sat and drank his coffee in silence while Danielle read. He watched her face, trying to discern which part she was reading from her expressions. It proved impossible.

Eventually, she closed the laptop lid and sighed. “I’m a bit worried with the way the story is going.”

Deflated, he resisted the urge to defend his work. “Is it going to get a load of one-star reviews?”

“No, of course not. It has good pace, hot sex scenes and, as always, there’s a lot of humour in the dialogue.” She scrunched her nose up. “It might be a little travelogue-heavy from Paris, but I enjoyed it. You’ve captured the feel of the city well.”

“But you don’t like the story?”

“It’s not that I don’t like it, it just seems a little out of step with the first two books.”

This was a concern. To Matt, ‘out of step’ was a polite way of saying chaotic, jumbled, or disorganised. “Out of step how?”

“I don’t know, it’s just...” Danielle shrugged and let out a sigh. “Less edgy, somehow.”

In the first chapter, Mike fucked a woman ten years younger than himself. In the second, he fucked every hole in Claire’s body. Diana had been fucked over a table by a Frenchman, and she’d fucked Claire with a strap on. “I think it’s pretty edgy,” he said, determined to justify the direction the plot had taken. “I think it shows how you’ve progressed in the—”

“How I’ve progressed?”

“Yeah, well Diana. But I mean in the lifestyle, not as a person. Your personality’s still—”

“I think we’ve both progressed, Matt.” Danielle flicked her finger repeatedly between herself and him. “We’ve progressed in this lifestyle. And this book has changed its focus.”

He was confused. “I’m not sure what—”

“I’m saying the first book was a hotwife book. The second was mainly hotwife, but this one...” She tapped the lid of his laptop. “This one’s turning into a swingers’ story. Or a polyamory romance.”

“I don’t think that’s—”

“Well I do. There’s none of the edgy cuck angst that was present in the first book.”

“Mike experienced the same emotion when he saw Diana with Christophe.”

“Really?” She glanced down at the laptop as if she could re-read that section with the lid closed. “I didn’t get that from reading it. All I got was how good he felt when he fucked Monique.”

“That’s not...” He frowned, trying desperately to remember how he’d phrased things throughout that scene. “I can go back and change—”

“I’m not suggesting you change it.”

“Like I said, this is only the first draft. When I re-read, I often add things or change the phrasing. Other things occur when I read back, and if there’s an emotional response you think is missing, I can—”

“I think the best way to add that emotional response is for me to do something that actually makes you feel it.” She shrugged. “You write your best stuff when it’s from the heart. In the old days, when I was monogamous, you used to tell me you could get into the headspace of a cuckolded husband by imagining what he must be going through.”

Matt nodded.

“But nowadays, even though it’s actually your own headspace you’re writing from, that emotion isn’t translating onto the page.”

That was a damning comment. Even though he tried not to get too upset over negative reviews his books received, if this had been in one of those, he’d have been hurt. But the fact it was Danielle’s view made it ten times worse. He was devastated.

“Maybe I should start afresh,” he said. “I can omit Paris, that’d fix the travelogue problem. And I can leave out the threesome scene with Claire and the strap-on.” Matt actually liked what he’d already written, but it wasn’t unknown for him to misjudge his own work. His favourite two stories were his worst selling books.

“I’m not suggesting you leave out anything.”

He scoffed. “Well, pointing out there’s no emotion on the page is hardly giving it a thumbs-up.”

“The sex is sexy. Diana getting fucked over a table while Mike gets ridden by a young French hottie is what readers will to jack off to. As was the scene where Claire gets spit-roasted and sandwiched between your main characters. What’s not to like about a chick with a silicone dick?”

Now he was confused. She seemed to have just contradicted everything she’d said earlier. “So what are you suggesting?”

“That you move away from the swinging and polyamory tropes.” She smiled. “And I can help you do that.”

“How?”

“I’m going to arrange my next bull. He can come here, and he can fuck me all night long while you listen from the spare room.”

Matt was lost for words.

“Nothing spikes that cuck angst like listening to your wife getting ploughed by a guy with a big cock in the marital bed.” She smiled. “And the fact you won’t have anyone else to fuck at the same time will keep your focus where it should be – on your slutty hotwife.”

───Ξ───






Ψ

───Ξ───
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Chapter 10
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Danielle was still tired from getting hardly any sleep during Saturday night. When Matt suggested they both take Daisy for a walk, she declined. While he went, she made herself another coffee and a slice of toast, which she ate at the kitchen table.

She’d regretted her scathing appraisal of Matt’s story as soon as she saw his expression. His pride had been hurt, and she hated herself for it. Although she stood by her comments about the plot’s change of direction, she now tried to analyse why she’d felt obliged to point it out. Was she really striving for Matt to maintain his creative integrity in the hotwife genre, or had there been a more selfish reason? Was she jealous of what he’d done with Marion and Cara?

She remembered her original concerns about him having sex with Cara, but she was sure that had been resolved. So was this a kneejerk reaction to seeing him with the sexy young Frenchwoman? She hoped not.

The first books had involved Diana getting all the fun and Mike being enthralled by her escapades. Was it so wrong of her to expect the final book to be the same?

Matt had been devastated when she told him what she’d done with Aaron. She’d witnessed his shock, anger and pain, but the sex they’d shared afterwards had taken her breath away. The intensity of his passion was off the scale. It’d been the same again after her second date, even though she hadn’t actually gone through with sleeping with the guy. 

Had his enthusiasm for her waned since then, or was that just her imagination? And if it had waned, was it down to the fact she was no longer the sole outlet for his lust?

Breakfast finished, Danielle headed upstairs and showered, then dressed in leggings and a baggy t-shirt. She opened the bedroom window to get rid of the smell of last night’s sex, stripped the bed and loaded both sets of dirty sheets into the washing machine. After she’d tidied the kitchen and vacuumed the lounge rug, she poured herself a glass of fresh orange juice and headed out to the patio table.

When Matt arrived home with Daisy, he sat beside her and watched Daisy sniff around their flowerbeds. After a while, he let out a long breath. “I guess I should cut the grass.”

“I do like your book, you know.”

He gave a half-smile. “It’s a first draft. I’ll leave it to sit for a while and work on my graphics review, then go back to it later in the week. When I re-read it, I’ll try and be objective.”

“I’m sorry for how I said it.”

“Don’t be. I appreciate your honesty. It’s not the first time I’ve missed the target.”

“I’m not saying you’ve missed the target with this one.” 

“I think you did, and maybe you’re right.” He shrugged. “This one might be veering too far away from the basic premise. Like you said, it’s supposed to be a hotwife story.”

She hadn’t detected any sarcasm or malice in his tone, even though he had every right to be angry at her. Her comments earlier had pretty much said the story featured too much sex for Mike and not enough adulation for Diana. 

Matt stood up. “And while I mow the lawn, you can browse the websites for a hunky bull to service you.” He went into the shed to get the lawnmower without waiting for her answer.

Danielle finished her orange juice and headed back inside, taking Daisy with her. She knew that as soon as Matt started the mower, Daisy would run around barking and growling at it. Her phone chirped with the arrival of a text. It was from Cara.


Hi – I’ve come back to bed to catch up on my sleep. You, your husband and your purple friend did such a good job of satisfying me, I haven’t needed to use my wand at all :-)

I’ve been thinking about my birthday weekend. How about we go to Henley-on-Thames? It’s one of the prettiest towns in the country, apparently...

xCx


Danielle started her reply with an emoji of a laughing face and one of an aubergine, which was the closest one she could find to illustrate her sex-toy. Then she added:


Henley-on-Thames sounds great. I’ll buy myself a new pair of fuck-me shoes for the trip.


She wandered into the lounge and sat on the couch. Daisy jumped up onto the adjacent cushion and settled down for a snooze. Danielle picked up her laptop and logged onto the contact site Matt had used to find the two guys for their trip to Kent. The number of hotwives and bulls registered still astounded her; so many married women had their husband’s consent to sleep with well-hung men. 

She skimmed through the list of bulls. Although they stated which area they were based in, nearly all of them said they were prepared to travel. She’d had second thoughts about inviting a bull to their home. It wasn’t so much about maintaining the sanctity of the marital bed – a view reinforced by the sound of the washing machine spinning last night’s sheets – but because of what she wanted from the playdate. 

Danielle wanted to maximise Matt’s angst by going out for a drink with the bull beforehand, and that was something she’d rather not do in their own neighbourhood. The most obvious solution was to rent another Airbnb in a town where nobody knew her. She’d be able to go to a pub with a man who wasn’t her husband and act as if he were. They’d just be another couple having an intimate conversation, and a few public displays of affection wouldn’t cause anyone to bat an eye.

The lawnmower engine stopped, and Danielle briefly considered putting down the laptop. If Matt came into the house now, would she blush with embarrassment? She chided herself; this was exactly what he’d told her to do. As it turned out, the lawnmower started up again. Maybe he’d been emptying the grass box. Whatever the reason, she kept clicking and skimming through the bulls’ profiles. Some had photos, others said ‘picture on request’.

When she clicked on one, she just stared at the photo. It was a guy of about her own age, and she felt an instant physical attraction to him. He was registered as Henry, which he admitted wasn’t his real name, and lived in Telford.

Suddenly, it dawned on her why his photo had struck a chord. He resembled Aaron – the man responsible for her first foray into non-monogamy – though Aaron was in his twenties. Henry was older, and the tiny lines at the sides of his eyes and mouth only added to his appeal. The thought of fucking him turned her on, which she guessed was about as good a sign as she could get when searching for a potential bull. 

Danielle took her lower lip between her teeth and sent him a DM to see if he’d be interested in a playdate. She closed down her laptop and went back outside to see if Matt needed any help in the garden.

They had a light lunch, then relaxed during the afternoon. Danielle did a little research on her laptop to see how other companies promoted their face creams, and Matt watched the Grand Prix on TV. Neither wanted a cooked Sunday dinner, and a little before nine Danielle remembered she still had to make up the bed after washing and drying the sheets. Matt helped, then announced he’d take a shower and have an early night. By the time Danielle came to bed around ten, the bedroom was in darkness. After visiting the bathroom, she put on her nightwear and slipped into bed. Matt didn’t stir, though she wasn’t sure if he was really asleep or just pretending to be. 

For the umpteenth time that day, Danielle wished she hadn’t criticised his book.

* * * *
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Over the following week, Danielle spent most of her days working on their pitch for the Danish company’s business. On Thursday she had a video-call with the Copenhagen-based marketing director, a lady called Petra. She seemed to like Danielle’s initial thoughts on how to promote their product effectively in the UK. 

When the call was finished, Danielle sent a text to Cara suggesting the two of them meet for a drink at Chico’s after work the following day. Her friend phoned back and explained she was taking Friday afternoon off and going to stay with her mother for the weekend.

Henry the bull had replied to her initial DM, and the two of them had messaged each other a few times since. She had agreed to his request by sending him a photo of herself, because the only ones on her profile page did not show her face. She’d enjoyed interacting with him; he was witty and seemed like a nice guy. The idea of a playdate appealed to her more with each message she received. 

On Thursday evening he suggested a FaceTime call. Since Matt was out for a drink with his friend Martin, Danielle agreed.


Henry: When do you want to do the call?

Danielle: Can you give me an hour to put my makeup on?

Henry: Unless the photo you sent me was taken twenty years ago, you don’t need makeup.

Danielle: Thank you - all flattery is welcome. It’s a recent photo, I promise.

Henry: So if you don’t need an hour, are you free to call now?


Danielle turned her laptop camera on and examined her face. She hadn’t changed since getting back from work and looked fairly presentable. She replied that she was, and Henry used the forum app to start a video-call. His image filled her screen, except for her image in a small square at the bottom right-hand corner of her screen. She knew he’d be seeing her face as the main image on his screen.

“Hi Danielle,” he said, his eyes crinkling in a very attractive way with his smile. From the angle of his image, it was obvious he was using his phone rather than a laptop. And from the way it was unsteady suggested he was also walking.

“Is this a bad time?” she asked, a little disappointed he’d called her when he was doing something else.

“No, I’m just...” The image flicked around to show a large expanse of grassland and a dog running in circles several yards away. Henry’s face filled the screen again. “I’m looking after my sister’s dog for the week while she and her family are in Spain.”

Danielle immediately liked him even more. “What sort of dog is it?”

“It’s a Sprocker Spaniel, which I’m reliably informed is a crossbreed between Springer and Cocker Spaniels.”

“And what’s its name?”

He opened his mouth then frowned. “Ah, well that’s kind of interesting.”

“Oh?” Danielle wondered what could be interesting about a dog’s name.

“He’s called Henry.”

Danielle laughed. “So, did they name him after your alter-ego, or did you use your sister’s dog’s name for this contact site?”

“The latter. Just after they had him as a pup, I signed up for this and needed an alias.”

Danielle laughed again. “If I’d thought of that, you’d be calling me Daisy.”

“You have a dog called Daisy?”

Danielle twisted the laptop on her knee so that the camera swept over the sleeping dog on the cushion next to her. “Yep.”

Henry smiled and nodded. “So is Danielle an alias?”

“No, that’s my real name.”

“It’s nice.” He stopped walking and his face became serious. “I really hope we can arrange a meeting.”

Heat bloomed between her legs. “Why?”

“Because I like the sound of your laugh.”

“You should hear me when I come.”

His eyes widened, and then he smiled. “I really hope I get the chance to.”

Her heart thumped in her chest. “So do I.”

“Just tell me where and when.”

She smiled. “Well, I know you’re in Telford. I’m in London.”

“I can travel.”

“So can we.” Danielle had already studied a map and looked up suitable places on Airbnb. “What about Cheltenham?”

His eyebrows went up. “I think that’s a lot closer for me than you.”

“Yeah, it’s sixty-five miles for you, and a hundred and ten for us.” She smiled. “But that’s fine because we’ll be staying for the weekend, and you’d only be staying for one night.”

“The whole night?”

She worried he may prefer his playdates to be the ‘have sex and leave’ variety. “Is that okay?”

“The whole night sounds perfect.” He frowned. “I should ask if your husband will have any specific requests.” 

“No. I’ve already told him he’ll be listening to us from the spare bedroom.” She raised her eyebrows. “But I may well have a few requests.”

He flashed another winning smile. “Then I will try my best to fulfil them all. Have you any thoughts as to when?”

“It depends on us booking an Airbnb, but how does next weekend sound? Will you have finished looking after the dog by then?”

He grinned and nodded. “Next weekend sounds perfect. My sister gets home the day after tomorrow.”

“Good. I’ll look forward to it.”

“Me too. Will you confirm when you get the house?”

“Yes. I’ll try and book one as soon as we’ve ended this call.”

“That’s great. I hope to hear from you soon. Bye Danielle.”

“Bye.”

Henry ended the call. Danielle closed her eyes and let out a breath. Her heart raced and her pussy tingled. She was going to have to make Matt fuck her when he got home.

───Ξ───






Ψ

───Ξ───
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Chapter 11
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Matt decided to take another look at his latest Lance Strong story on Friday morning. He’d spent Monday to Thursday writing his graphics review, which was now almost finished. He just needed to format it and double-check the references. And Martin had volunteered to proofread it for him, which was another plus.

He made himself a fresh coffee and opened his story. After Danielle’s comments about it being out of step with the first two books in the series, he was quite worried. His plan had always been to write a trilogy, and then later to combine the three individual books into a novel-length omnibus. If the third book veered too far from the original storyline, it could ruin the entire project.

Getting back to his story that particular morning seemed appropriate. Things between him and Danielle had felt a little cooler since their conversation about his book on Sunday. Last night she’d been more like her old self. When he’d returned from his drink with Martin, she’d been waiting for him wearing one of his shirts. He’d barely had time to take his jacket off before she dropped to her knees, took out his cock and swallowed his full length. Then she’d thrown him onto the couch and ridden him until they were both spent. 

Matt read the opening chapter and tried to be as objective as he could. He corrected a few typos and reworded a couple of awkward passages. He saw Danielle’s point about the time he’d spent describing Paris, but he was loathe to cut too much out because just reading it brought the memories flooding back. 

He moved on to the sex scene. While he saw Danielle’s point about the amount of physical detail he’d described when Mike had sex with Monique, Matt found the asides about Diana the sexiest parts of all. The way she’d taken the initiative and sucked Christophe, how sexy she’d looked bending over the table while being fucked from behind, and the noises she made when she came. He read it again, this time actively looking for things to change. There was nothing he wanted to delete, and not really much he wanted to add. What’s more, his cock had thickened as he read it, so maybe he shouldn’t worry about changing it at all.

He read the second chapter. This one did sound a little clumsy in the way he’d described the threesome scene with Claire. He refined the language a little to aid the flow and fixed a couple of grammatical errors. Writing sex scenes with two members of the same sex was always awkward because of the limit on pronoun uses, and he spent a bit of time trying to make things obvious without using Diana and Claire’s names too often. But as with the first chapter, he found this one both entertaining and arousing. He felt pretty confident that his readers would like it.

Danielle had said it didn’t feel like a hotwife story, but Matt disagreed. What’s hotter than a hotwife who dons a plastic cock and fucks another woman? He saved the corrections, closed his laptop and went to make himself a sandwich. After he’d eaten, he took Daisy for a walk so he could clear his head. 

When he got home, he wondered whether to write a scene about Mike and Diana having a minor argument about the way he’d reacted to having sex with Monique. There could be a brief spell of frostiness between them for a few days, with things getting back to normal when she seduced him on returning from a night out. 

He spent the rest of the afternoon tidying up all the files he’d downloaded for his graphic research, putting them into appropriately labelled folders for possible future projects, and backing everything up on the cloud.

By the time Danielle got home he’d prepared a stir-fry, which they ate in the kitchen while chatting about their respective days.

“I’d suggested meeting Cara in Chico’s to finish my week on a high note,” Daniele said, “but she’s away for the weekend.”

“Away for a dirty weekend?”

She laughed. “No, she’s going to stay with her mum.”

“Right.” He took a sip of his beer, then moved onto what he really wanted to talk about. “I re-read the opening chapters of my story again today.”

“Oh?” She put her fork down and waited.

“While I can see what you mean about the change of focus, I don’t think it’s gone too far off-topic.”

She opened her mouth as if she wanted to say something, then closed it again and waited until he felt compelled to say more.

“I see what you mean about Paris.” He smiled, trying desperately to make this light-hearted and a two-way conversation. “But I decided to leave most of that in because I think it captures the feel of the city.”

“I agree. I really liked the details of the buildings and the sidewalk café.”

“I had a thought about the sex scene, though.”

“Oh?”

“What do you think of the idea of having Christophe on his own in Paris?”

Danielle frowned. “What about his wife?”

“She’s back in Marseille. But everything else can be the same. They go to dinner in the same bar and do the tour of the city at night in the taxi ride back to the hotel.” He grinned. “Diana could even let him feel her up in the back of the taxi. Then when they get back to his room, Mike sits on one couch and drinks brandy while Diana sucks Christophe on the other before getting fucked over the coffee table.”

Danielle frowned and shook her head. “I think Monique is a sexy addition.”

“So do I, but as you said, the scene is more swinging than hotwife.”

“Well, I may have found a way to get your story back on track.”

He smiled knowingly. “You’ve booked a bull.”

She blinked with surprise. “How—?”

“And I’m guessing you arranged it last night.” He gave another smug smile. “Am I right?”

“Yes. How did you know?”

“You’ve been distant all week, and then last night you were hot to trot as soon as I walked through the door.”

Danielle looked upset. “I haven’t been distant all week.”

He sighed, now regretting airing his thoughts. “Maybe distant is the wrong word, but I sensed you were a bit—”

“I felt guilty for trashing your book.” She shrugged. “I know I hurt you, and I’m sorry. I didn’t know how to take it back, and I got the impression you were being cold with me.”

He laughed and reached over the table to squeeze her hand. “I wasn’t being cold, and I really appreciated the honest feedback.”

“I’m not entirely sure how honest my feedback was.”

Now he was confused. “What d’you mean by that?”

“After I’d said what I did about it being more swinging that hotwife, I wondered if I was just feeling a little neglected.”

“Neglected?” He shook his head. “A lot of my focus in the hotel room in Paris was seeing you get fucked from behind. I can still remember your face, the sounds you made, and the way your tits shook under his onslaught.”

“I thought you were too busy to notice.”

“And you fucking Cara with a strap-on is one of the sexiest things I’ve ever seen.”

Danielle held his gaze for a moment, then smiled. “Thank you. I don’t want you to change the sex scene in Paris, partly because it was sexy, but mainly because you’ve promised Marion to include her and then send her a copy of the book.”

“Oh yeah, I’d forgotten that.”

“And anyway, the next chapter will make up for the lack of hotwife-related sex.”

A delicious tingle of anticipation thrummed inside his stomach. “Have you settled on a date for him to come round?”

“Yes and no.” She picked up her glass of water and sipped it while studying him over the rim. “Yes, I’ve arranged a date. But no, he’s not coming here. We’re meeting him in Cheltenham. I’ve booked us a house.”

“I thought you wanted to sully the marital bed?”

She laughed and shook her head. “We’ve already sullied it with the red-haired, green-eyed minx we both love fucking. But I’ve booked us a house because I’m going to go out for a drink with him first, and I don’t want to do that around here.”

“Going out for a drink?” His mind raced.

“Yes. Remember after Kent when I said I regretted not interacting more with the guys beforehand? Well, this time I want the full package. I want the flirtation as well as the fucking.”

“And does the house in Cheltenham have two bedrooms?”

“Yes,” she said, smiling. “There’s one room for you, and another for us.”

Once they’d finished dinner they took Daisy for a walk. They held hands as they caught up on things they hadn’t discussed during the week’s standoff. It hadn’t occurred to him that she’d kept her distance because she thought he was mad at her. 

“I’ve had a videocall with the marketing director of the Danish company,” Danielle said. “She seems to think my suggested strategy is a good one, so I’m hoping we get the contract.”

“That’s good. Well done.” He threw a stick for Daisy. “Martin’s offered to have a look at my review.” 

They continued with their walk, saying hello to a couple of regular dog-walkers they often met. Matt was glad things were back to normal between them. There were so many questions he wanted to ask about her latest bull, but he refrained. He reasoned that not knowing anything about her upcoming playdate might add to the cuck angst she was convinced he needed to convey in his book.

* * * *
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Martin was good to his word and returned his critique of Matt’s review early the following week. He’d caught a couple of errors and made a good suggestion about adding a little background detail on assessing graphic processing units to explain GPU benchmarks. 

Danielle seemed to be enjoying the challenge of her new project and on Wednesday evening announced their agency had been awarded the Danish contract. She took Friday off work, and they drove over to Cheltenham in the morning. The journey involved driving through the picturesque Chilterns and Cotswolds, so they were in a good mood by the time they arrived at their destination. The only times Matt had heard Cheltenham mentioned was for the racecourse, but the town itself proved to be more impressive than he’d expected.

“We’ll have the whole weekend to explore it,” Danielle said as they drove past the many Regency buildings. “But we have tonight to get through first.”

Matt felt the familiar buzz of anticipation. 

The Airbnb Danielle had rented was a little on the small side with hardly any garden, but it was clean and well-maintained. After dropping their stuff off, they bought sandwiches from a corner shop and ate them while walking around the tree-lined streets and a small park. It was late afternoon by the time they got back to the house. Danielle announced she was going for a bath. Matt tried to read the news on his phone but couldn’t concentrate. Thirty minutes later, she called him upstairs.

He reached the bedroom to find her wrapped in a towel. “Everything okay?” he asked.

“Yes, I just thought you might like to, you know...” She smiled. “Watch me get ready for my bull.”

The buzz he was feeling intensified. “You mean you want me to see you put on all the things he’s going to take off later?”

“Exactly. I think it’ll help you imagine what he sees but, more importantly, it’ll help when you get around to writing the scene in the book.” She removed the towel and stood naked before him.

Matt let his eyes wander down his wife’s magnificent body. He took in her full breasts, flat stomach and shapely legs, but his focus was drawn to her shaved sex. Would her latest bull approve, or would it be expected? A lot of the hotwives in Matt’s earlier books had hairless pussies, so maybe tonight’s bull wouldn’t give any thought to the lack of hair. He’d just focus on sinking his big bull cock between the smooth, puffy folds on either side of her hot slit.

“You’re staring.”

He looked back up at her face. She was smiling. “I assumed you wanted me to. Isn’t that why I’m here?”

She ran her hand between her legs, dipping her fingertips into her sex. Raising her hand to her face, she sniffed her fingers before holding them out for Matt. He parted his lips and when she pushed them into his mouth, he sucked them clean. Danielle flashed him a smile, walked over to her holdall and took out a dark blue bra. 

“Isn’t that the one you wore in Paris?” he asked as she put it on.

“Very good.” She took out a small garment in the same blue lace. “But I didn’t wear this. When I chose the bra, there were different kinds of panties to go with it, so I chose a few. For Romain, I wore hipsters. For Henry, I’ll wear a thong.”

“Henry? That’s his name?”

“It’s actually his sister’s dog’s name, but it’s the one he uses for website.” She raised her eyebrows. “The one he uses when he’s fucking other men’s wives.”

Matt knew she was saying these things to push his buttons; the cuck buttons she’d uncovered when she came home several months ago and told him she’d had sex with another man.

Danielle pulled the flimsy thong on, adjusting the thin waistband so it rested just above her hips. “First, I’m going to do my hair. What do you think about me wearing it pinned up?”

“Sounds good.” He sat on the bed and crossed his legs, determined to push her hotwife buttons in return. “Maybe you can leave wisps hanging at the side of your face so he can watch them swing when he fucks you from behind.”

Danielle smiled. “Good idea, though I intend wearing dangly earrings for that very purpose.” She sat down at the dressing table and dried her hair, occasionally glancing at his reflection in the mirror. 

Matt watched as she pinned it up, noting that some of the clips had little chunks of glass fixed to them so that they sparkled when caught in the light. 

When she’d finished, she moved her head forward and back, setting the bits of hair on either side of her head swinging. She stopped and grinned at him via the mirror. “Do you think he’ll approve?”

“I suspect his attention will be drawn elsewhere.”

“Mm, I hope so. Right, makeup.” She opened her makeup bag, which was already on the dressing table in front of her. “Since I still have my Paris tan, I’m not going to bother with foundation, but I’ll still add a little blusher.”

“Blah blah blah.”

She laughed. “You’ll need to describe my face when you write this chapter.” She used a thick brush to apply colour to her cheekbones. “You need to take note now, because you won’t see it for yourself. You’ll just have to imagine me wincing in that delicious pain when he goes too deep. Or screaming in ecstasy when he makes me come.”

Matt’s cock thickened. He was enjoying this teasing more than he could ever have foreseen. “I think you should put a lot of eye makeup on,” he said. “You’ve got great eyes, so you should make the most of them.”

Danielle gave him a warm smile. She spent about five minutes applying a pale blue eye shadow and adding a hint of gold to the outer corners. Then she applied eyeliner and mascara. Once finished, she looked at Matt’s reflection and fluttered her eyelashes. “Well?”

He nodded approvingly.

“And now for my lip gloss. I thought I’d go for a sultry deep red. What do you think?”

“Sounds good.”

“I like the idea of him watching my mouth when I talk to him.” She turned around on the stool until they could look at each other without using the mirror. “He’ll pretend to be listening but all the while he’ll be wondering how it’ll feel when he slips his fat cock between these lips.”

Matt swallowed the lump in his throat.

“What do you think, Matt?”

“I know how it feels to slip my cock between those lips.”

She smiled. “I mean what do you think about tonight? Should I suck his cock?”

“I think he’ll be disappointed if you don’t.” Precum oozed into his shorts. “And so will I.”

“Good.” Danielle stood up, walked over to the wardrobe and took out a short black dress. She held it up to look at, then turned to Matt. “What do you think? Too slutty for a pub?”

He shrugged. “Have you brought a selection?”

She nodded, then took the dress from its hanger. “I think I can get away with slutty.” She stepped into the dress and pulled it up, slipping her tanned arms through the holes. “Would you zip me up?”

Matt got off the bed and pulled up the zip.

She turned around and smiled up into his face. “I’m not going to point out that I can see you have a hard-on.”

He laughed. “Thanks. In that case, I won’t tell you that it’s also dripping.”

She held his eyes for a moment, then returned to the wardrobe and took out the black heeled sandals with an ankle strap she’d also worn in Paris. She sat on the bed to put the shoes on, stood up and held out her arms. “Well?”

He grinned. “I think he’ll be a very happy Henry.”

She laughed, then turned serious. “How are you going to spend your evening?”

“I’ll take Daisy for a walk, then I guess I’ll sit and wait for you and your bull to come home.”

She picked up an atomiser and sprayed a generous helping of some sexy perfume on her wrist, then rubbed her wrists together. Then she added more on each side of her neck. “And what will you do when we get home, and he takes me to bed?”

A tightness in his throat meant he had to generate saliva and swallow before he could answer. “I’ll listen while he fucks you.”

“Will you jerk off?”

He frowned and shook his head. “I don’t—”

“I think you will.” She smiled. “And I think you should. I want you to wank yourself off while listening to your wife being a slut.” She picked up a cream cardigan and left the room. He followed her downstairs and took a seat in the unfamiliar sitting room. Danielle sat on the chair opposite his. 

Matt thought she looked nervous, which made him smile. “Do you want a drink before you go?” 

She checked her phone and shook her head. “He’s here already. Ten minutes early.”

“I hope he’s not that premature later.”

Danielle laughed. “So do I.” 

When she stood up, Matt did too. She stepped close. “I’ll see you later.”

He leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Have a nice time.”

With a final smile, his wife left the house to meet the next guy she was going to fuck.

───Ξ───






Ψ

───Ξ───
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Chapter 12
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Danielle got into the red Lexus waiting at the wrought iron gate of the rented house. The car was much nicer than she’d been expecting, and so was the man sitting behind the steering wheel. Henry had looked good in his photo and on their videocall, but in real life he looked even better. His smile was disarming, his eyes mischievous and playful. And as for his body...

“Hi,” he said, letting his eyes wander down to her tanned legs as she settled into the cream leather seat.

Danielle leaned in and offered him her cheek, which he kissed. The smell of his aftershave sent goosebumps down her spine. “It’s nice to finally meet you.” 

“Likewise.” He raised his eyebrows. “Any suggestions as to where we should go?”

“Not really. Let’s park close to the town centre and then we’ll have more choice of bars.”

“Okay.” He wore dark grey trousers and a blue dress shirt which brought out the colour of his eyes.

While he drove, they made small talk about their respective journeys to get to Cheltenham. There was something about his demeanour that Danielle liked. He was friendly, articulate, and seemed confident without being arrogant. She had a good feeling about him.

They found a central car park with plenty of spaces. It was a warm evening and there were a lot of people out, laughing and enjoying their Friday evening. Danielle slipped her hand into Henry’s as they walked slowly along the pavement like a regular couple. They liked the look of the first bar they came to, so decided to go inside. Henry bought the drinks, a white wine for Danielle and an alcohol-free lager for himself, then they found a table. 

Henry held up his beer and smiled. “Cheers.”

Danielle touched her glass to his bottle. She really liked his smile. 

“So, am I allowed to ask questions like I would on a regular date?” he said, looking directly into her eyes. “Or do you prefer to keep your real life secret, and keep the men you see at an emotional distance?”

“Um...” She laughed and shrugged. “I don’t think I’ve given it much thought.” She chewed her lip, then shrugged again. “I think it’d be nice if we could ask questions like on a regular date.”

“Good.” He flashed her that gorgeous smile again. “Okay, tell me about yourself. Where did you grow up? How many siblings? What did you study? Give me a brief résumé of your career to date.”

Danielle laughed and shook her head. “I can’t believe you need all those details, but...” She took a breath. “I grew up in a small, picturesque town in Shropshire. I’m an only child. I did a degree in journalism at Bath University and my first job was as a journalist. I didn’t like it as much as I’d hoped, and after a couple of years I moved into public relations. I still work in PR, though I have moved around a bit. I’ve been at my current agency for six years, and I like it there.”

“Cool. Okay, what—?”

“My turn. You can start by answering your own questions.”

Henry nodded. “Fair enough. I grew up not far from where you went to university. As far as siblings go, I have a sister, who I’ve already told you about because she owns a dog. I also had a twin brother, but he died when we were twelve. He was born with numerous health problems, including a heart condition.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry.”

“Thank you.” He gave a smile. “As a result of his ill health, I was sent to boarding school while my parents struggled to cope with looking after him. While I understand it now, I resented it at the time. I hated boarding school, and I hated my parents for sending me there.” 

Danielle had met a few men who’d been to boarding school and had found most of them to be arrogant twats. “I’d never have guessed you went to boarding school.”

He gave another charismatic smile. “That’s probably the biggest compliment I’ll get all night.”

Danielle held his gaze. “I doubt that.”

He laughed. “After my brother died, I asked my parents if I could come back home and go to the local high school. They refused. Evidently, the strain of watching their son die had ruined their marriage, and they divorced less than a year later. I continued to underperform at boarding school and left with unspectacular exam results, which meant I could only get accepted to one of the less popular universities, where I studied chemical engineering. As it turned out, I wasn’t bad at it and actually got a first-class honours degree.”

“Well done. I didn’t get a first.”

He smiled and took another sip of his beer. “My first job was in Nottingham, and I stayed there for three years. My next was in Aberdeen, and I stayed with that company for much longer. I’ve had a few other jobs since, and I’m now working for a small consultancy firm in the Midlands.” He frowned and shook his head. “I don’t know why I’ve told you all of that.”

“Was it because I asked?”

He laughed and shook his head. “I don’t think so. In the past, I’ve had relationships with women for months and never told them about my twin brother. And I’ve never told any of the women I’ve met through the website anything about my real life.”

Danielle felt simultaneously thrilled and appalled. “I’m sorry if I was too—”

“No, it’s fine.” He narrowed his eyes, as if trying to rationalise his reason for telling her about it. “I could have not mentioned it, but...” He shrugged. “I’m sorry. It’s hardly sexy talk.”

“I’m glad you told me.” She reached over and squeezed his hand. 

“So,” he said, straightening up in his chair. “Let’s move on to the next part of questions. Tell me about your love life.”

She laughed and shook her hair back. “Okay, since you were so honest about your childhood and family, I’ll try and do the same. I lost my virginity to my high school boyfriend, and we learned about sex together. He was the first boy to go down on me, and the first guy to come in my mouth. We split up before we took our A-levels. I slept with a few different guys at university, and my relationships tended to last for a few months. After I graduated, I worked at a small town newspaper and that’s where I met Matt, my husband. We got married and I was blissfully monogamous for almost twenty years.”

“Wow. Do you have children?”

“No, just a dog.”

The skin around his eyes crinkled again. “Daisy, right?”

She nodded. “So, tell me about your love life.”

“I lost my virginity to the elder sister of one of my boarding school friends. After my parents’ divorce, I was passed around during school holidays, a week here, a week there. One of my classmates asked if I’d like to join his family at their villa in Spain, and I jumped at the chance.”

“And his sister jumped at you?”

He grinned. “It was the best two weeks of my young life. I was sixteen, she was nineteen. I learned more in those fourteen days than in all my time at boarding school.”

“Have you ever been married?”

“No, but I lived with one woman for fourteen years. We met when I was in Aberdeen, and when she moved back to Denmark, I went with her.”

“Denmark?” Danielle felt like this was fate.

He nodded. “She was Danish, and her name was Katrine. We worked for the same oil company in Scotland. When her contract finished, she moved back home. I went with her and lived there until about three years ago.”

“My agency has just been hired by a Danish company.”

“Cool. If you get the chance to go visit, do it. Beautiful country and really nice people.”

“Can I ask why the two of you separated?”

“You can ask.” He gave her a mischievous smile, then shrugged. “I’m not sure I know the full answer to that. We never married, but she once told me she wasn’t the marrying kind, so I never asked. We just kind of drifted apart, and in the end it seemed like it’d be better to end it before it got nasty. There was no blazing row, and there wasn’t a third party involved. It just kind of ended. We’re still friends.” He leaned closer over the table. “So, if you were blissfully monogamous for almost twenty years, what happened to change that?”

“I went out for a night with some girlfriends. We met a couple of guys I knew vaguely through work, and they invited me and my friend to a club. It turned out not to be a regular club. There was booze and there was dancing, but there was a chill-out room on the upper floor. When we went up there, the room was cosy and had an ambience that kind of...” She gave him a smile.

“Kind of what?” His eyes danced with mischief.

“Relaxed us, I guess.”

“Relaxed you how? Relaxed your inhibitions?”

“That’s a perfect way of describing it. There were numerous leather couches up there. The music was playing in the background rather than blaring out like on the dance floor. The lighting was subdued, and...” She smiled.

“And what?”

“And most of the people in there were having sex.”

“Really?”

She nodded. 

“Wow.”

“Hmm. Watching people having sex proved to be quite an aphrodisiac.”

“Yeah, I can imagine.” He narrowed his eyes. “What exactly were they doing?”

She laughed. “I witnessed couples copulating—”

“Man on top or woman on top?”

“Both.”

“Which is your personal preference?”

She smiled. “I like both. It depends on the situation.”

“Good to know.” He smiled again. “Sorry, carry on. What else did you see?”

“I saw women performing oral sex on men, and men performing oral sex on women.”

“No women on women, or men on men?”

“Not on that occasion, but I’ve been back to that club several times since and witnessed some multiple-partner couplings.”

“Witnessed or been involved in?” His eyes seemed to dance with mischief.

Danielle held his gaze for a second. “Both.”

“Lucky them.”

She smiled. “Lucky me.”

“So, back to my original question and that first visit. Was it simply because the people all around you were having sex that made you decide to break your wedding vows after twenty blissful years?”

“Not just that.” Danielle smiled. “The guy I was with was young and rather sexy.” 

“How young?”

“Twenty-seven, twenty-eight, something like that.”

“And sexy how?”

She didn’t want to admit she’d chosen Henry because his photo had reminded her of Aaron. “He had nice eyes and a killer smile.”

Henry raised his eyebrows as if waiting for another reason.

She laughed. “And a really hot body.”

“Right.” He picked up his drink and took a sip, then put it down. “I find it hard to believe that it took twenty years for you to be approached by a man with nice eyes, a killer smile and a really hot body.” He shrugged. “Men come on to women all the time, and I suspect a woman as beautiful as you must have been rebuffing them for your entire married life. So what changed?”

She held her breath, then shrugged. “My husband writes hotwife erotica.”

“Ah.”

“He has since gone to great lengths to point out that people who write in a particular genre do not necessarily wish to experience it for themselves. Authors of murder mysteries, he explained, do not actually need to go out and kill someone to write captivating books.”

Henry frowned as he thought about what she’d said. “Would you have slept with the hot young man if your husband didn’t write hotwife books?”

“I honestly don’t know. Like I said, I’d had a few drinks and was feeling very relaxed. And there were people having orgasms on the neighbouring couch.”

“So what happened on your couch?”

“The young man put his hand on my knee.”

“And what did you do?”

“I didn’t ask him to remove it.”

“What did he do then?”

“He slid it slowly up my thigh.”

“The cad.” The skin around his eyes crinkled. “What did you do?”

“I may have opened my legs a little to give him easier access.”

“And did he take advantage of your manoeuvre?”

She laughed and nodded. “Hmm.” She took a sip of her drink and realised how wet her panties were. “You could say that.”

“Would you care to share details?”

After checking nobody would overhear, she leaned closer. His aftershave filled her nostrils again. “He made me come by pressing his fingers against my G-spot and stroking his thumb over my clit.”

“How vocal were you?”

She shrugged. “I really don’t remember, but I tend to be fairly vocal.”

“Really?” He smiled again.

She clenched her inner muscles. “Hmm.”

“And what happened next?”

“I slid off the couch, knelt on the floor and sucked his cock.”

“In front of a roomful of people?”

She nodded. “Though most of them were too busy to notice us.”

He seemed to hesitate before asking his next question. “Did you take him all the way?”

“No.” She narrowed her eyes. “I needed something else.”

“And what was that?”

“I needed something to show my husband.”

He frowned, obviously puzzled.

“I slipped off my panties and rode his cock. After he’d come, I returned home to tell my husband what I’d done.” She shrugged. “He didn’t believe me until he saw the cum dribbling out of my pussy.”

Henry’s eyes were wide, and he looked genuinely shocked. “What was his reaction?”

“He was devastated. Angry and hurt. I think for a short time he probably hated me.” She smiled. “But then he fucked me with more passion than he had done in years.”

“He did?”

She nodded. “And half an hour later, he did it again.”

“Wow.”

“And again as soon as he woke up.” She smiled. “He actually started before I was fully awake.”

“So he approved?”

“Yes, thankfully.”

“And he encouraged you to do it again?”

She took a breath. “That may be an exaggeration. He accepted it when I did it again. It was probably the third or fourth time before he encouraged me.”

“But it’s all worked out in the end.”

She nodded. “Same question. How did you get into being a bull?”

“I met a lady in a bar, and we seemed to hit it off.”

“What was she like?”

He laughed and nodded because he’d asked similar questions. “She was early thirties, blonde and rather sexy.”

“And what happened?”

“When it got time to leave, she invited me back to her place. I went with her and was shocked to find her husband waiting for us.”

“Oh my!”

He laughed and nodded. “I apologised and started for the door, but they asked me to stay for a drink.” He shrugged. “I sat in the living room with her husband, who explained he liked his wife to take lovers. Then she walked in wearing a rather revealing negligée and high-heeled shoes.”

“And you ended up having more than a drink?”

He laughed and nodded. “I ended up staying until breakfast, after which they suggested I join the website they used and offer my services.” 

“You must have impressed them.”

“Yeah, I suppose I must.”

“So you became ‘Henry the Bull’.”

He laughed and nodded. “I was still reeling emotionally from my split from Katrine, so this seemed like a good way of...”

“Getting sex?”

He nodded.

“You don’t get lonely?”

“No. I occasionally go on regular dates.” He smiled. “It’s nice to go out, have fun, then go home and not have to perform.”

She laughed. “Yeah, it must be a real pain having to perform with all the horny hotwives.”

He held her gaze and gave another smile. “Some dates are much more pleasant than others.”

She leaned over the table until their noses were touching. “I hope tonight will be one of the more pleasant ones.”

He held her gaze. “It already is.”

She kissed his lips very gently. He felt good. She pulled back but stayed with her nose touching his. “How many times will you fuck me tonight?”

“How many times will you demand it?”

“At least four.”

“Four is doable.” He raised his eyebrows. “Want to discuss positions?”

“I’ll want to go on top.”

“Good.”

“And I’ll expect you to do me from behind.”

“You might need to be more specific in case I get the wrong impression.”

She smiled. “Doggy style in my pussy.”

“Right.”

“But if you slip into the wrong place, it won’t be a problem.”

“If I slip into the wrong place, it won’t be from behind. It’ll be with your legs over my shoulders so I can watch that beautiful face of yours.”

Danielle frowned. “I intended for us to stay out for several hours and flirt.”

He nodded. “We can do that if you want.”

She shook her head. “I need your cock inside me.”

“I’ll be happy to leave whenever you want.”

She stood up immediately. Without bothering to finish their drinks, they left the bar and walked down the pavement with his arm around her shoulder and hers around his waist. When they got in the car, she leaned over and kissed him. This kiss was passionate, and she moaned as he sucked her tongue. 

Danielle pulled back, sat back in her seat and fastened her seatbelt. Henry started the car, drove off the car park and headed back to the rented house. As he drove, she placed her hand over his crotch. He wasn’t fully hard, but it felt big. He glanced at her, then flashed her another of his smiles.

As they pulled up outside the wrought iron gate, Danielle removed the seatbelt and slipped her hands up her dress. Lifting herself up slightly, she slid her thong off, down her legs and over her feet. Then she balled it into her hand and smiled. “I want to show Matt how wet you’ve made me already.”

“Is that what he likes?”

“I guess I’ll find out tomorrow. Come on.”

They got out of the car and walked up the short path. Danielle used the key to open the front door and they found Matt and Daisy in the lounge. Matt stood up, and Daisy ran excitedly around Danielle and the newcomer.

She smiled as she did the introductions. “Matt, this is Henry.”

Matt shook Henry’s hand. 

“And this is Daisy,” she said.

Henry bent and stroked the dog’s ears.

Danielle held out her balled up hand to Matt. “This is for you.” She dropped the drenched thong into his hand, then leaned in and kissed his cheek. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

As her husband blinked at the balled up blue lace on his palm, Danielle gripped Henry’s hand and walked towards the stairs. She couldn’t remember ever being as horny as she was at that moment.

───Ξ───






Ψ

───Ξ───
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Chapter 13
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Matt shook with anticipation as his wife led her latest bull upstairs. He brought his hand up to his face and inhaled Danielle’s thong. Her musk was so strong he wondered if Henry had made her come before they’d got to the house. After returning to the couch, he stared at the muted TV without taking in what was on the screen. 

Danielle and Henry had been upstairs for almost ten minutes by the time Matt heard his wife’s first moan of pleasure. The sounds were so clear, she must have left the door open. Daisy pricked up her ears, looking from the stairs back to Matt with a confused expression. He stroked the dog, then he heard Danielle uttering lustful words of encouragement. Her encouragement became more insistent, and her moans got gradually louder before the inevitable crescendo of her orgasm arrived. Matt closed his eyes and dropped his head against the backrest of the couch. Danielle was silent for a few moments, then her moans started up again. Matt interpreted this to mean that Henry hadn’t come yet, and the brief silence after her orgasm possibly meant they’d changed positions. Her moans soon became yelps at regular intervals, and Matt envisaged his wife being on all fours with Henry pounding her from behind, his hands gripping her hips to hold her in place. Several minutes later, the sounds told Matt Danielle was coming again. Shortly afterwards, her grunts became muffled and grew closer together, suggesting she’d dropped her head onto the pillow as Henry fucked faster building up to his own release. The change in pitch of Danielle’s moans and her whispered words seemed to confirm that Henry had reached his first climax of the evening.

Precum seeped steadily from Matt’s rigid cock, soaking his boxer shorts. His heart raced and his breathing was as ragged as if he’d been the one fucking his wife.

More murmurs emitted from upstairs. The pair of them were talking quietly, probably sharing a moment of post-coital intimacy. Matt wasn’t sure how he felt about this. Would she kiss Henry’s chest the way she kissed his after sex? And drape her arm around his waist and her leg over his?

While he knew Danielle regretted keeping an emotional distance with the two bulls in Kent, that evening had been much easier for Matt to endure. Even though there’d been two of them using her body, everyone in the room knew that it was just sex. Matt wasn’t sure that was the case with Henry. He’d sensed a different kind of excitement in Danielle while she was getting ready for tonight’s date.

The conversation upstairs seemed to have petered out. Matt closed his eyes and pricked up his ears, trying to catch whatever sounds he could. He heard Henry let out a long exhale. Danielle said a few words, then Henry let out another gasp and exhale. Matt felt certain his wife was kneeling between the guy’s legs and letting him watch her suck his cock back to hardness. When Danielle let out a prolonged moan just a short while later, Matt felt he’d been right. She’d got Henry hard again and was now riding his cock. Her moans grew gradually louder, and he could tell from the timbre of her voice that she was approaching yet another orgasm. Just a few minutes later, it arrived. Danielle screamed louder than she’d ever screamed with Matt. Then she let out a yelp, which was followed by a series of grunts and the sound of bodies slamming together. Henry was clearly now on top and, from the sounds of it, he was fucking her hard and fast. 

He heard his wife’s guttural moans, then her breathless voice giving instructions. “My tits,” she rasped. “Come on my tits.”

Matt squeezed his hard-on and let out a long breath.

The body-slams stopped, and Danielle cried out. There was a short silence, followed by Danielle’s murmured sounds of appreciation. Matt visualised his wife lying on her back, her body glazed with cum, pumping the bull’s cock to wring out the last drops.

Next he heard were the bathroom door closing and the shower running. Matt glanced at his watch and decided to take Daisy out for her late-night walk. It took several minutes to reach the small park where they’d eaten sandwiches earlier, and Daisy sniffed around and left her scent in a couple of spots before he led her back to the house. Once inside, Matt could hear the shower was no longer running so he decided to head up to bed. He turned off all the downstairs lights and took Daisy up with him. The door to the master bedroom was now closed, and from beyond it he could hear the hushed tones of his wife and her bull talking. He used the bathroom and returned to the spare room, leaving his bedroom door open an inch to give him more chance of hearing what went on. After stripping down to his boxers, he got into the cold bed. Daisy settled down on the rug at the side. He turned off the lamp and lay in the dark, listening for his wife and her bull to resume their night of passion. He didn’t have long to wait.

The first sound was Danielle letting out a long sigh of pleasure, which was soon followed by a steady series of moans as she was fucked slowly. Matt’s cock thickened and soon grew to a full erection. Submitting to the inevitable, he kicked down the quilt, slipped his hand inside his boxers and began to stroke himself. He pumped his hand up and down in time with his wife’s uttered moans, though he didn’t try and pretend he was the one fucking her. 

It went on for a long time before Danielle’s moans became more urgent, though the rhythm of them remained the same. Henry was fucking her slowly to yet another orgasm. Matt had been oozing cum all evening, so it was no surprise that when Danielle came, he did too. As his wife screamed in ecstasy from what her bull was doing to her, Matt sprayed cum up over his own body. For a moment the only sound he could hear was the pulse racing in his ears and his own laboured breathing, but then the sound of Danielle’s moans returned. Henry had outlasted both of them.

Matt turned on the lamp and found a box or tissues on the bedside cabinet. He didn’t know if Danielle had put them there for him or if they were left by the house owners, but he was grateful. After wiping up the mess, he extinguished the lamp and saw a line of light under the door of the master bedroom. Whatever Henry was doing to Danielle, he’d be able to see her as he did it.

Danielle’s moans resumed and became more like grunts. This went on for what felt like an age, and Matt marvelled at Henry’s endurance. Although he tried to imagine what their positions were, he didn’t know. Perhaps Henry had her legs over his shoulders as he fucked her, or maybe that’s what he’d done earlier and now he was fucking her doggie-style. Then Danielle let out a loud wail, then things went quiet for a moment. He heard the two of them talking. He couldn’t make out everything, but he definitely heard her say, “Yes, I want it,” then, “Just take it slow.” 

A coldness settled in his stomach as he realised she was letting her bull take her anally. Matt held his breath as he listened to his wife’s agonised gasps. He knew she’d had anal before, and had even watched the two Spanish guys take her at the same time. But they had been regular guys and Henry was a bull who was doubtless packing much more. And from the sounds of it, Danielle was finding it much harder to take. After a couple of minutes, she let out another loud groan, followed by, “Fuck! Oh, that feels... Oh yeah.” 

Danielle let out whimpers and groans as Henry fucked her arse. Matt was now certain that’s what was happening in the master bedroom. He listened as her grunts came closer together, which suggested Henry had increased the speed of his thrusts. Was his wife able to accommodate the guy’s full length up there? Henry said something Matt couldn’t make out, but he clearly heard Danielle’s response. “No, finish where you are.”

She’d just instructed her bull to come in her arse, and Matt’s cock thickened yet again. He gripped it and jacked himself off. It was almost painful, but he didn’t stop until Danielle cried out and he knew Henry was flooding her. Matt pushed his head back into the pillow and came, his entire body shaking with the spasms. His heart crashed against his ribs, and he was worried that he may have cried out when he came. He waited until his heart rate slowed, then turned on the lamp again and used another tissue to clean himself. When he turned off the lamp, he noticed the bar of light under the master bedroom door was no longer there. Apparently it was time for them all to get some sleep.

* * * *
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Matt awoke to find his bedroom door open. It was light outside the window, and Daisy was nowhere to be seen. He checked his watch and was shocked to see it was after seven. For someone who usually woke up at five, this was almost unheard of. He sat up in bed and saw the master bedroom door was wide open and the bed was empty. After getting dressed, he made his way downstairs to find Danielle sitting in the living room with a cup of coffee. Daisy was sleeping on the floor by her feet, and there was no sign of Henry.

“Hi,” she said.

He raised his eyebrows and glanced around. “Has Henry left?”

She nodded. “How was your night?” There was a playfulness in her expression.

“Probably not as thrilling as yours, from what I heard.”

“Are you going to reclaim me now?”

He laughed and shook his head. “I need a coffee, and you probably need a well-earned rest.” Henry had fucked her three times before they went to sleep, and Matt had been awakened in the early hours by the sounds of them fucking again.

Danielle got up from the couch and headed into the open-plan kitchen area, where she placed a pod into the coffee machine. “How did you find listening from the spare room?”

He shrugged. “It was different.”

“A good different or a bad different?”

“I’m not sure.” He smiled. “My filthy imagination suggested what positions you were in at the time.”

“Well, I can tell you exactly what they were when you’re ready to hear the details.” She handed him his coffee, then stepped close and kissed him gently on the lips. “How many times did you come?”

“Not as many as you pair.”

She laughed and shook her head. “I’ve never been fucked like that before. It was...” She paused, looking worried. “Sorry, you probably don’t need to hear that.”

He scoffed. “That’s exactly what I want to hear.” 

“Really?”

He nodded, then walked over and sat on the couch. “The whole point of wife-sharing is that you get something I can’t give you.”

“You satisfy me.”

“I know, but I don’t make you feel like Henry did. And you certainly don’t scream the way you did last night when I fuck you.”

She chewed her lip and frowned. “Was I awfully loud?”

He nodded. “Especially so when he fucked you up the arse.”

She gasped. “How do you—?”

“Like I said, my filthy imagination helped me visualise a lot of things.” He sipped his coffee, then smiled. “I heard him fuck you in the middle of the night but must have slept through the early morning one.”

She laughed. “I was probably too tired to make much noise by then.”

“So he did fuck you in the morning?”

Danielle nodded. “Yes. And then he left.”

“You must be sore.”

She nodded, smiling.

“And sticky.”

“No, he insisted on using a condom.”

“Really?” This was a surprise.

She shrugged, which made him suspect she wished Henry hadn’t. “Will he use a condom in your book?”

He thought about it for a second then nodded. “Yeah, I think so. It shows he’s responsible and thoughtful.”

She nodded, then frowned. “I want to see him again.”

An uneasy feeling seeped into his bones. “What do you mean?”

“I know some hotwives have regular bulls. I’d like Henry to be mine.”

It was an effort not to immediately refuse. He bit his lip and held her gaze. “Have you already asked him?”

She shook her head, then smiled. “I couldn’t before I asked you.”

“But you want to see him regularly?”

“Yes please.”

“How regularly?”

“I don’t want him exclusively. I’ll want other bulls too, but if I could see Henry four times a year, that’d be good.” She smiled. “You’re my soulmate, and he can be my hole-mate.”

Matt laughed. “I’ll definitely put that in the book.”

“You don’t mind?”

“No.” He remembered how good-looking the guy was. “Maybe you should introduce him to Cara.”

“No!” She frowned, as if shocked at her own immediate response. She smiled, as if trying to make light of it, but Matt saw through it.

He raised his eyebrows. “So it’s okay for your friend to fuck your husband, but she can’t fuck your new lover?”

“It’s not like that. I just...” Danielle sighed and dropped her head back to stare at the ceiling. “Can we talk about it later?”

Now he felt guilty. “We don’t have to talk about it at all. It was just a throwaway remark. Don’t make it into something it isn’t.”

She smiled and reached over to grip his hand. “Thank you.”

He didn’t want to make a big deal out of it, but her reaction to his suggestion about Cara and Henry getting together had shocked him. “So, what time do we need to leave here?”

“Midday. How about we get showered and packed, then call in town for breakfast before heading back to London?”

“Sounds good.”

Forty minutes later, they drove into Cheltenham and found a café with outside tables. The two of them ate scrambled eggs on toast in the warm sunshine while Daisy snoozed beneath Danielle’s chair. Afterwards, they strolled back to the car and started their journey homeward. Matt wasn’t at all surprised that Danielle fell asleep before they’d travelled fifteen miles.

───Ξ───






Ψ

───Ξ───
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Chapter 14
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Danielle spent most of Monday thinking about her playdate with Henry. Her work colleagues chattered away all around her, but she remained in a cocoon of contentedness. It wasn’t until late afternoon she remembered there were things that needed to be finalised and sent out before tomorrow, which meant she didn’t get home until almost seven. She found the house empty, with a note from Matt saying he’d taken Daisy for a walk. Danielle decided against going to meet them. After checking what was in the oven, she put some vegetables to accompany the main course into the steamer.

A few minutes later, Daisy raced into the kitchen and jumped up, demanding a fuss. Matt smiled at her from the door.

Danielle bent to stroke Daisy and looked up at her husband. “Hi.”

“Busy day?” he asked, hanging up the lead and harness.

“Yeah, there were a few things I needed to finish before I left.” She walked over and slipped her arms around his waist. “How was your day?”

“Okay. I’ve had an enquiry about writing an article for a new AI-for-idiots website that’s being set up.”

She narrowed her eyes. “You don’t like AI.”

“Like it or loathe it, it’s here to stay.” He shrugged. “AI is a powerful tool. It makes a lot of sense to use it for certain things. I just don’t consider fiction one of them. People who can’t write fiction shouldn’t try to convince themselves they can by using AI.”

“I see.” She raised her eyebrows. “Speaking of fiction, did you do any work on the latest Lance book?”

He shook his head. “I need more details from you first.”

“Why? I thought you’d write that scene with the emphasis on Mike not actually knowing what the bull was doing to Diana. That was the whole point of you being in the spare room.”

“Is that how you want me to write it?”

“From what you said afterwards, I think your imagination did a pretty good job of working out what happened. You write it, and then I’ll tell you how close to the truth you were.”

“Okay.” He walked to the oven and opened the door. “This was ready an hour ago, so we can eat as soon as the veg are done.”

She checked the clock. “Veg will be just a couple more minutes. If you put a couple of plates into the oven to warm, I’ll go and get changed.” She made her way upstairs and returned wearing leggings and a baggy t-shirt.

The warmed plates were already on the countertop and Matt was serving up the chicken breasts in a creamy mushroom sauce.

“Ooh, that looks good. What is it?”

“A recipe I found online.” He turned off the steamer. “Want to get drinks?”

“What do you want?”

“Beer’s good.”

Danielle took a beer and a water from the fridge while Matt added the vegetables to their plates and carried them to the dining table in the extension. Once they were seated, she picked up her bottle and held it out. “Cheers.”

He smiled and touched his glass bottle to her plastic one.

“I’ll tell you whatever you want to know,” she said. “I’ve never hidden things from you, and I don’t intend starting now.”

He held her gaze for a moment before smiling. “I can write the sex from what I heard, and you can tell me afterwards how close to reality it is.”

“Okay.”

“But I can’t write what the two of you were talking about between the sex sessions.”

She frowned. “Did we talk between the sex?”

“It certainly sounded like you were talking.” He took another sip from his beer. “And it got me to wondering what a hotwife and her bull discuss after mind-blowing sex.”

She couldn’t think of a response. And what was more worrying, she couldn’t actually remember what she and Henry had talked about.

“I don’t suppose the readers will care,” Matt said, his eyes fixed on his plate as he cut into the chicken breast. “They just want to know how big his dick was and how hard you came. But I’m kind of curious as to what you whispered to each other in the afterglow.”

“Matt, I really don’t remember. I’m not hiding stuff, I just...” She shrugged. “If it was anything important, I’m pretty sure I’d have remembered.”

“In that case, I guess I’ll have to make something up for the purpose of the book.”

“You said the readers wouldn’t care.”

“No, but I write for me.” He gave a dismissive shrug. “I’ll think of something.”

“Matt, I honestly don’t remember.”

He nodded like he believed her. “Maybe I’ll have him ask how he compared to her last bull. Or have her ask how she compared to his last hotwife.”

“It definitely wasn’t either of those things.” She shook her hair back. “It’d probably be better to not mention the talking at all. Just describe the sounds of Diana and her bull having sex.”

He nodded. “That’d be the easiest solution.”

“What will you call him?”

“Sorry?”

“What will you change Henry’s name to for the book?”

“I haven’t thought about it.” He raised his eyebrows. “How about Harry?”

She smiled. “Yeah, that works.”

They ate in silence for a while, then he asked what she’d needed to finish before leaving work, and the subject of her playdate with Henry was dropped until they retired to bed a few hours later. When Danielle came out of the bathroom, Matt was sitting up in bed holding his phone. She climbed in beside him and snuggled close, slipping her arm around his waist and looking up as he scrolled through whatever he was reading.

He glanced at her and smiled. “Can I help you?”

“I’m hoping so.”

He placed his phone on the charging pad and lay on his side facing her. “What can I do?”

“You can reclaim me.” She ran a finger down his cheek. “I was hoping you’d do it last night, but you were asleep by the time I got to bed.”

“Well, neither of us got much sleep on Saturday night, and only one of us slept during the drive back from Cheltenham.”

“Fair point. But we’re both awake now.” She slipped her sleep shorts off and rolled onto her back.

“That’s it?” he asked, smirking. “You’re just going to lie there and expect me to do all the work?”

“There won’t be much work to do. You’ll just slide it into my hot slutty hole and before you’ve had the chance to ask me any questions, you’ll spray your cum all over my insides.”

He eased his boxers down and rolled on top of her. “And what makes you think I’ll do that?”

Danielle reached down, gripped his hard-on and pointed it at her entrance. “Because you know I’ve had another cock in there since I last had yours.” She raised her hips and got his tip inside her, then he pushed forward and buried his full length. Both of them let out a long breath, then she placed her hand on the back of his head and her lips to his ear.

“Don’t try to hold back,” she whispered. “And don’t worry about making me come. Just use me to get off.”

“Can I use all your body, or just your hole?”

“Just my hole.”

He moved slowly in and out of her. “What do you want me to do to it?”

“Just fuck it and fill it.”

He let out a long sigh. “I might have to use that line in my book.”

“I’m sure I’ll be able to think up others for you to use, like poke it and soak it.” She pushed her tongue into his ear because she knew what effect that had on him.

She heard Matt’s breath catch, then felt his cock pulse inside her. Clenching her inner muscles, she kept her tongue in his ear and writhed beneath him as he shuddered and groaned. He eventually stopped shaking and raised his head to look down at her.

Smiling up at him, she placed her hands on his cheeks. “Better now?”

“Yeah, but it feels like you just reclaimed me.”

“Hmm, maybe that’s what I wanted.” She eased him off her and pulled her shorts back on, then stroked his chest. “Have you remembered I’m going away with Cara at the weekend?”

“I know you’ve mentioned it, but I didn’t realise it was this weekend.”

“We’re going to Henley-on-Thames. Have you ever been there?”

“Not that I can remember.”

“Me neither. Cara says it’s supposed to be nice.”

“I’m sure you’ll have fun.”

“I’m sure we will.”

“Will you tell her about Henry?”

“No.” She sat up and looked at him. “But that’s not because I’m keeping Henry for myself, which you seem to be implying.”

“I’m not implying any—”

“Cara is gorgeous and can get any man she wants. If she signs up to the same website as us, she could book a playdate with Henry just like all the other hotwives do.” She pushed a lock of hair behind her ear as she tried to find the words to explain how things were. “The reason I suggested you sleep with Cara wasn’t to get her laid. It was because I was having sex with other men, so I wanted you to have sex with another woman. I chose Cara because I know you’ve always fancied her.”

He blinked like a rabbit caught in the headlights. “I wasn’t trying to—”

“I know, but I just want to be clear that me not telling Cara about Henry isn’t me being selfish. Last weekend I slept with Henry. This weekend, I’ll sleep with Cara. In a few weeks’ time, I’d like to sleep with Henry again. Both of them will no doubt sleep with other people in the meantime, and I have no problem with that.”

“Okay.”

She sighed. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to rant, but you seem to think—”

“I get it.” He reached up and squeezed her shoulder. “He’s just your hole-mate.”

She laughed and lay back down. “Exactly.”

Matt clicked off the lamp, and they lay in silence until they fell asleep.

* * * *
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Danielle had booked Friday afternoon off work and arranged to meet Cara in Chico’s for lunch before heading off for their weekend away. On Friday morning she gave Daisy a long fuss, then hugged Matt by the front door.

“Have you packed your strapless strap-on?” he asked.

She laughed. “Never you mind.”

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

She looked up into his eyes. “Do you like the idea of me using it on Cara while you’re not there?”

He held her gaze for a second before nodding.

“Good. I hope you get a lot of writing done over the weekend.”

“I started the scene between Diana and Harry yesterday, so should finish it today.”

She smiled. “I look forward to reading it when I get home. See you Sunday.”

When Danielle got to the office she had a short meeting with a couple of colleagues regarding a project she’d be handing over to them. Once back at her desk, she sent an email to Petra, the marketing director of the company in Denmark, to suggest a videocall to discuss how things were progressing. Petra replied to say she was coming to London the following week for a family matter and asked if it would be possible to meet up then. Danielle happily agreed, telling Petra to choose any day, and she’d free up her schedule.

At twelve she closed down her workstation, bid farewell to her colleagues and hurried off to meet Cara. Danielle had volunteered to drive to Henley-on-Thames, so her suitcase was in her car in the secure car park at work. She caught the underground to Covent Garden and walked the short distance to Chico’s on Bow Street. Cara was already there, her own small suitcase deposited at the side of the table. 

As had now become her regular greeting, she stood up and kissed Danielle on the lips. “Hi, lover,” she whispered.

“Hi yourself, dyke.”

Cara laughed. “Only for you, babe.” 

A waitress approached. “Hi, will you be eating with us today?”

They nodded, and the waitress brought them menus and took their order. Once the drinks and food had been delivered, the two women chatted about their respective weeks at work. Although the conversation was light, Danielle found it hard to concentrate on what was being said. Instead, her focus was on the way Cara’s delicate fingers picked up a plum tomato from her Burrata Caprese, or the way her red-glossed lips parted for the fork as she took a mouthful of mozzarella.

Lunch finished, the two women headed out into the warm Friday afternoon with Cara wheeling her small suitcase case behind her. They took the underground back to Danielle’s car, then headed west out of the city on the M4. It was the same route she and Matt had taken the week before on the way to Cheltenham, though Danielle saw no reason to let Cara know about that trip.

Cara placed her hand on Danielle’s thigh and stroked it through the material of her trousers. “If you’d worn a skirt, I could have given you your first orgasm before we got to the hotel.”

“Yeah, and we both could have died in a car wreck.” She glanced at her friend. “And no doubt the police would have had fun going through the contents of my overnight bag.”

Cara’s eyes widened. “Have you brought your purple toy?”

Danielle answered with a smile.

“Good. I’ve brought my wand, too.” Cara traced a finger around Danielle’s left nipple. “I’ll use mine on you first.”

Danielle shivered, risked a brief look into her friend’s green eyes, then turned her attention back to the motorway. 

The journey of under forty miles took them almost two hours due to the sheer volume of traffic. With hindsight, they should have left London at midday and had lunch once they’d reached Henley-on-Thames. As it was, it was late afternoon by the time they’d found the hotel. Danielle had been expecting raised eyebrows when they checked in, but the woman on reception treated two women sharing a double room with total indifference. 

Their room was in the older part of the hotel, so there was a high ceiling and original features like huge sash windows, oak panelling and ornate coving. The furniture had been chosen to match, with two leather Chesterfield armchairs and a four-poster bed. The bathroom had a Victorian claw-footed bath as well as a modern walk-in shower. They dumped their bags and went out to wander around the town while it was still warm.

The town centre was quaint, with a five-arched stone bridge that had stood for about two hundred and fifty years over the river. They stopped for a drink at a pub called The Angel, an old white building with tables outside overlooking the water, then went for a walk to admire all the boats. By the time they returned to the hotel, they were a little peckish so headed into the dining room.

“Is Matt including our weekend together in his book?” Cara asked. “Or don’t hotwife readers enjoy girl-on-girl action?” 

“Most of his readers are men, so I’m sure they’ll approve of a lesbian scene.”

“Good.” She smiled. “I think we’ll be able to give him some inspiration.”

Danielle’s breath caught in her throat as heat bloomed between her legs. “And how will we do that?”

“I’m going to make you squirt. And you’re going to film it on your phone, then send him the video.”

“I’m not sure if I—”

“I am. Trust me, you’ll squirt.” Cara smiled, then put her knife and fork down. “Just tell me when you’ve finished eating.”

Danielle stood up immediately. “Come on. Let’s get this over with.”

Cara laughed. They left the dining room and headed upstairs. 

Once in their room, Cara pulled her close and kissed her on the lips. It started off gentle, but soon turned into a heated, passionate embrace. By the time they broke the kiss, Danielle was panting. 

The redhead slowly unbuttoned Danielle’s blouse, bending to kiss the top of her breasts in the white lace bra before removing her own top. Then she dropped to her knees, undid Danielle’s trousers and let them slide down her legs. 

“Sit on one of those,” Cara instructed, pointing to the leather armchairs. “And take your phone with you.”

As Danielle lowered herself into one of the chairs, Cara removed her own skirt before taking the sex toy from her suitcase. It was the double-ended wand she’d used on herself in the video Danielle and Matt had watched in Paris. 

Cara knelt on the floor in front of Danielle’s chair and smiled up at her. “I’m going to leave your bra on because it looks sexy. But these...” She slipped her fingers into the waistband of Danielle’s panties. “These are going to have to come off.”

When Danielle raised her bum off the chair, Cara slid the sodden panties down her legs and off over her feet. She leaned in and planted a soft kiss on Danielle’s freshly waxed mound, then moved lower and ran her tongue through the slick crease of her sex.

“You taste divine.” She repeated the action of running her tongue up through Danielle’s folds, and this time she used the tip of her tongue to circle the clit a couple of times before pushing her tongue into Danielle’s channel. 

Cara continued to kiss and lick her sex while running her soft hands over Danielle’s legs and pubis. She slipped two fingers inside and sucked her clit for a few seconds, then pulled back and watched as Danielle bucked her hips, desperate for more contact.

Cara giggled. “You’re fun to edge.”

“Bitch.”

“Better believe it.” 

Cara resumed the light touches and kisses, re-inserted her fingers and sucked Danielle’s clit between her lips for another few seconds before pulling away again. Danielle groaned in frustration, then let out a quiet moan as something cool was pressed against her pussy. It hummed to life, and she glanced down to see Cara massaging her with the round end of her wand. 

“How does that feel?” Cara whispered.

“If I tell you how good it feels, you’ll stop.”

Cara laughed. “Hmm, maybe I will.” She moved the toy slowly around, holding it over her clit for brief moments before moving it to less sensitive areas. She did this for several minutes, somehow sensing when to pull back and keep Danielle on a plateau without letting her peak. 

Danielle let out another moan of frustration as the toy was pulled away yet again, then she felt something slip between her folds and slide inside. 

Cara eased the cock-shaped end of her toy deep into Danielle’s channel and looked into her eyes. “Set your phone on selfie mode and hold it over your pussy.”

Danielle shuddered as the tip of the curved phallus pressed against her G-spot. She started to record a video and angled her phone over her body to make sure she had her groin centre screen. As Cara slid the toy slowly in and out, she placed her other hand on Danielle’s smooth mound and used her thumb to gently stroke over her sensitive clit.

A long moan escaped from Danielle’s lips as her muscles tingled and tightened. After being edged for so long, she half-expected Cara to suddenly stop and leave her hanging yet again. But Cara didn’t stop, and Danielle felt herself being inched further toward her release. Cara kept sliding the cock-shaped toy in and out while her thumb flicked over the slippery nub of her clit. 

Danielle had been so agonisingly close for so long, her legs trembled with anticipation as she reached the point of no return. Then a spasm like an electric shock surged through her. She pressed down with her feet, raising her bum off the chair as she screamed in ecstasy. Cara removed her hand from her clit and took Danielle’s phone from her. Danielle spasmed again as the buzzing, cock-shaped toy moved against her G-spot. She was breathless, and her thighs were drenched. Suddenly, Cara pressed her soft mouth over Danielle’s clit and sucked it. Danielle let out another grunt and bucked her hips violently, holding her lover’s head against her until she came yet again.

Cara pulled back and eased the toy out, leaving Danielle breathless on the chair. When she finally opened her eyes, she saw Cara was still filming her. Danielle gave an exhausted smile, and Cara stopped recording and put the phone on the floor.

“Come lie on the bed,” Cara instructed.

“You can’t touch me again,” she said as she struggled to her feet. “It feels like you’ve shredded my minge.”

Cara laughed and helped her up from the chair, removing Danielle’s bra before walking her over to the bed. “Don’t worry, I’ll kiss it better later. But first...” She slipped off her own underwear and climbed onto the bed. “I’m going to ride your face.”

Danielle lay back, licked her lips and took a breath. “Bring it on.”

───Ξ───






Ψ

───Ξ───
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Chapter 15
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Matt knew he needed to finish writing the final book of the series featuring Diana, Mike and Claire, but his enthusiasm had waned. He’d re-read it after Danielle’s disparaging comments about it, then also read the first two books to remind himself what was in them. While he acknowledged there was more action for Mike in the third book, he didn’t think it was that much more. 

The third book started off with Diana and Mike having a foursome with a couple in Paris, followed by another threesome with Claire. To Matt’s mind, this was hardly grounds for Danielle’s claim that it was more polyamory than hotwife. The way he’d written the foursome scene showed that most of Mike’s focus had been on watching Diana with the Frenchman. It was very much a hotwife scene, and he was disappointed Danielle hadn’t been able to see it as such. Furthermore, the threesome scene had been written with a voyeuristic narrative and concentrated on one woman pleasuring another with a strap-on. 

Then there was the scene with her latest bull, her ‘hole-mate’, including the revelation that she wanted to see him regularly. Matt had written that scene as it had been for him, though he’d embellished the husband’s cuck angst for the good of the story. In truth, Matt no longer suffered the angst like he had after Danielle’s first couple of dates. So in the book, Mike had lain in the spare room with hurt, jealousy and arousal all battling it out in his head. Diana made noises he’d never managed to provoke from her, which resulted in him hating his own inadequacy while being grateful to the bull for satisfying her in the way she deserved. He made several amendments to try and make it read more smoothly, then leaned back and took a breath. 

When he glanced down at Daisy, she was looking at him with an expectant expression. He laughed. “Is it time for your walk?” 

She wagged her tail excitedly, so he saved his file and put his laptop down. He fed Daisy and took a portion of chilli from the freezer for himself. Ten minutes later, he was walking along the bridle path. It was a pleasant summer evening, though some wispy clouds occasionally passed in front of the setting sun. He said hello to a couple of the regular dog walkers he met. Once home, he heated the chilli and ate it in the living room while watching the news. He felt like he’d spent enough of the day reading and writing, so he found a movie on one of the subscription channels and got himself a beer. Daisy settled down on the couch beside him, and for the next two hours, his mind was fully occupied by the film. He treated himself to a small brandy and took it out to the patio while Daisy wandered around the garden for her final pee of the day. Brandy finished, he returned to the house, locked up and turned off all the lights. He was brushing his teeth when his phone vibrated in his pocket. In the bedroom he stripped down to his boxers, got into bed and looked at his phone. As he’d suspected, it was a text from Danielle. He opened it and saw it had a videoclip attached.


Hi – Just wanted to give you some inspiration for the chapter about this weekend. This is how my evening started...


Matt noted the clip was twenty-seven seconds long, but the image shown was too blurred to make out what it was. He pressed play. A buzzing noise blared from his phone speaker, and the image on the screen shook violently. When the image finally settled, he saw it was a close-up of a woman’s sex. A sex-toy slid slowly in and out, while at the same time fingers massaged the clit. He recognised Danielle’s voice as she let out a scream. Her body raised off whatever she was sitting on, and a fountain of clear liquid shot out of her pussy. The image on the screen shook, and then it settled again, this time aimed at Danielle’s face from between her legs. Cara must have taken hold of the phone. She was still pleasuring Danielle with the toy, and suddenly her head appeared on the screen as she leaned forward and placed her mouth over Danielle’s clit. Another scream accompanied a second, lesser squirt that drenched Cara’s lower face and neck. Cara pulled her head back and eased the toy out, then the camera panned up Danielle’s upper body. She was wearing a white bra, and her expression was one of shock before she finally smiled. 

By the time the clip ended, Matt was shaking slightly. He’d never made Danielle squirt. Lying back on the bed, he replayed the videoclip. This time he noticed green leather on either side of his wife’s hips. She’d been sitting in an armchair with Cara kneeling on the rug between her feet. He also noticed how much her legs had trembled as she came.

Another text arrived. This one didn’t have an attachment. His cock was hard from watching the video, and he was stroking himself as he opened it.


I hope you enjoyed the video. I certainly did! After that, I repaid Cara by letting her sit on my face, which progressed to a 69. We shared a bath and a bottle of champagne, then took turns in using my toy. I’ll send you photos...


Another two messages arrived shortly after. Both were photos. The first showed Danielle donning the purple strap-on. Her hair was wet, and her tits looked amazing. The second showed Cara wearing the strap-on, which now glistened in the light. Matt slowly wanked himself as he imagined the women fucking each other with the fake cock.

Another text arrived.


Cara wants to know if you’ve made yourself come yet :-)


He frowned, then tapped out a reply.


Tell her I’ll wait until you’re home.


Another text arrived.


She doesn’t believe you, and neither do I.


Matt slipped his boxers down and opened the camera app on his phone, set it to video mode and selected ‘slow motion’. He pumped his cock until he was getting close, then held his phone over his body and hit record. It took less than ten seconds for him to ejaculate, and he kept pumping his hand until his balls were empty. Then he checked the film he’d just made. It was surprisingly good, and the slo-mo effect showed his cum flying out in spectacular fashion. He sent it to Danielle.

It was a few minutes before he got a reply.


Wow. That’s made us both horny. Cara wants me to use the same effect to video you coming on her face! 

Right, time for us to have more sex :-)

I’ll text you tomorrow to see how the new chapter is going xXx


He wiped the mess from his chest and put his phone on the charge pad. Then he closed his eyes and imagined his wife and her female lover getting it on yet again. 

* * * *
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Matt woke early and headed downstairs. Once he’d poured himself a coffee, he settled in his chair and picked up his laptop. He wrote the scene of Diana and Claire’s night of passion based on the things Danielle had mentioned in her texts. He even included the part about Mike videoing himself having a wank and added another scene where the women made each other come while kissing and grinding their pussies together after watching Mike’s video.

It took him over an hour to finish the scene. He re-read it, corrected a couple of typos and then fed Daisy. Once he’d showered and dressed, he led Daisy out to the car. He’d decided to return to the nature reserve he and Danielle had visited soon after they’d become dog owners. The post code of the reserve was still in his satellite navigation system, and as it was still early on a Saturday morning, the traffic wasn’t too bad. Matt paid for parking, then went into the shop and bought himself a drink and an energy bar as a make-do breakfast. He set off following the same route they’d taken months earlier. As Daisy ran down the path between the trees, Matt took her picture. Then he opened his messaging app and wrote to Danielle.


Morning – Hope you managed to get some sleep. Me and Daisy are having a wander around the nature reserve.


He attached the photo, then slipped his phone back into his pocket. It wasn’t until half an hour later that he got a response from his wife. 


We’re still in bed. 

I think I’ve worn Cara out :-)


She’d attached a photo of the sleeping redhead, who still managed to look beautiful with her hair tousled and her face pressed into the pillow.

Matt must have taken a wrong turn on the path, because when he finally reached the series of small ponds, he approached it from a different direction than last time. Daisy ran into one pond and chased a water hen. When he eventually reached the picnic area, he sat down to eat his energy bar and drink some water. It was only nine in the morning, but the day was getting warmer. An elderly man with a Jack Russell sat at one of the other picnic tables, and as the two dogs sniffed and chased each other, he and Matt made small talk about the weather. As the guy got up to leave, Matt felt his phone vibrate in his pocket. It was another text from his wife. This one showed a selfie of both women, now showered and dressed, smiling at the camera, with the caption, Time for breakfast. He replied with a heart emoji, then continued on his walk.

He was tired by the time he got back to his car, and the journey home took much longer as the traffic was heavier. At home he made himself coffee and re-read his latest chapter. He didn’t spot any typos or awkward phrases, so made no amendments. His stomach rumbled, telling him to eat something, so he put on a clean t-shirt and walked to his favourite local pub with a beer garden. When his lunch arrived, he took a photo of the plate of fish and chips with a pint of beer next to it and sent it to Danielle with the caption, I’m spoiling myself.

A few minutes later, a reply arrived with a photo of four muscular men rowing a boat on the river. The photo was slightly blurred, probably as a result of her zooming in from the bank to try and capture the image. Danielle had added the caption, So am I. He laughed and when the waitress passed by, he ordered himself another pint of beer. 

Matt ate his lunch and ordered a third pint of beer. While drinking that, he received another text from Danielle. This one included a photo of the two women, both dressed in summer dresses and flat lace-up canvas shoes, standing in a line with four very muscular guys in white vests and shorts. He quickly deduced that these guys were the ones from the rowing boat in the earlier photo. The caption read, ‘Look who’s back on terra firma.’

He frowned, then tapped out a reply. 


Are they the rowers you photographed earlier?


Danielle’s reply took a few minutes.


Apparently, they’re scullers. We’re learning the lingo. 


Matt chewed his lip, his eye flashing back to her previous text and the photo of the tall young men next to the women. He knew nothing about rowing and hadn’t a clue what a sculler was.


So they’re not the rowers from the boat?


Danielle’s reply proved she now knew more than he did about rowing.


Yes, they are. But theirs is a sculling boat, which apparently means they have two oars each :-)


He wasn’t sure how to respond, but Danielle apparently didn’t expect him to. No more texts had arrived by the time he’d finished his drink and walked home. It was a beautiful afternoon, so he put a deckchair on the lawn and dozed in the sun. When he woke and checked his watch it was almost five-thirty, which meant he’d slept for quite a while. He fed Daisy and made himself a coffee, the dull throb in his head making him regret his third pint at lunchtime. 

A little before seven, his phone vibrated with the arrival of a text. It was from Danielle, and it contained a photo. She and Cara looked stunning in short dresses and high heels. Danielle had her hair pinned up, while Cara had hers in a long braid over one shoulder. The caption read: We’ve put on our glad rags.

Matt used his finger and thumb to expand the photo on his phone screen and studied each woman’s outfit in detail. He didn’t recognise Danielle’s dress, making him think she’d bought it for their weekend away. Her shoes were definitely new, and outrageously sexy. 

Another text arrived.


We’re heading out again. The men from the rowing club have kindly invited us to a party they’re having :-) 


An uneasy shiver ran down Matt’s spine. He scrolled back to the photo of Danielle and Cara with the men in her earlier text. The guys were all tall, muscular and somewhere in their mid-twenties. He looked again at the latest photo of the women dressed to the nines. They looked incredible. His heart raced, and it was a struggle to keep his fertile imagination in check. 

He picked up the TV remote and flipped through the channels until he found a volleyball match. Matt had played and enjoyed the sport at university, but he couldn’t get his mind off what might happen later in Henley-on-Thames. He gave up on the game and decided to take Daisy out for a walk instead. Even though she’d run for miles that morning, she seemed happy to go out again. The evening was still warm, and he walked much farther than he usually did. He kept checking his phone, but no more texts had arrived by the time he got back home over an hour later. The volleyball match had finished. He glanced at his laptop and thought about writing more of his story. Now seemed like the perfect time to capture Mike’s angst of knowing his wife was out with several men. 

What would Diana do in such circumstances? What would Mike want her to do?

Matt remembered a conversation he’d had with Danielle months ago—coincidentally, on the day they’d walked around the same nature reserve he’d visited earlier—where she’d told him her fantasy about giving herself to numerous men. He couldn’t remember her exact words, but she’d said something about lying on her back with her legs and mouth open so the men could put their cocks wherever they wanted to, shoot their loads wherever they wanted to.

Was that what she had in mind for later? 

His mind kept coming back to her criticism of his latest book and the comments she’d made about helping to bring the focus back to the hotwife. She’d arranged the date with Henry and forced Matt into the cuckold’s role of listening from the spare room. Maybe their evening with the rowing team would push things even further. What better finale for his hotwife trilogy than for the heroine to experience a gangbang involving four strong men who were about fifteen years her junior? Matt closed his eyes. The thickening of his cock contradicted the coldness in the pit of his stomach. Wife-sharing provoked a cocktail of emotions, and he felt threatened and thrilled.

It was still early in the evening, and he tried to visualise what was happening at that moment. Even though he didn’t know where the party was being held or how many people would be attending, he felt certain Danielle and Cara would be the centre of attention. In an attempt to calm his nerves, he went to fix a drink. He poured himself a glass of wine, then sat in his armchair and picked up his laptop. He did a quick search on rowing and learned the difference between sweep boats and sculling boats. As soon as he saw some of the terms used, he knew he’d be able to write an innuendo-laced conversation between Diana and the rowers. He could have her misinterpret terms like ‘cox’ and pronounce ‘oars’ as ‘whores’ when asking why scullers preferred to have two at a time.

After putting his laptop down, he refreshed his glass and channel hopped until he found something vaguely interesting. Danielle hadn’t sent him a fresh message, so he decided to send one of his own.


How’s the party going?


It took over ten minutes for her to reply. The message was just a photo, and Matt could make out Cara surrounded by men on a crowded dance floor. Another text arrived a minute later.


It’s good fun. Everybody’s dancing.


There was so much he wanted to write, but in the end he just kept it simple.


Enjoy!


He saw she was typing and held his breath until her reply arrived. 


Do you mean that?


He chewed his lip as he tapped out his response.


Yes.


Her reply came back immediately.


What exactly am I allowed to do?


His mind immediately went back to how she’d described her fantasy, though he doubted she’d remember what she’d said. His mind retained these things, for some reason.


I don’t make the rules. You can do whatever you want to do.


His heart crashed in his chest as he waited for her to read his message and then reply. 


Thank you. xx


Matt let out a long, shuddering breath. He put down his phone and took a large gulp of wine. Then he grabbed the TV remote and clicked ‘play’, knowing he wouldn’t be able to concentrate on the plot. 

He finished the wine but not the movie. A little after eleven he let Daisy out for her late night wee while he turned off all the lights. Then he let the dog back in and headed up to bed. He lay in the dark for over an hour, his phone silent on the charging pad at the side of the bed, before eventually falling asleep.

The buzz of his phone woke him. The time on the screen read 03:14. He opened the text.


Hi. Cara and I are now back at our hotel. Want to see what dirty girls we’ve been?


Matt sighed, then tapped out his reply.


Of course I do.


He waited nervously while she composed her next text. 


Okay, but I don’t want you to respond to any of what I send. I’ll answer any and all your questions tomorrow. I just want you to see what we got up to and think about it. And you’re not allowed to touch yourself while you look at the photos. I want you to save all your horniness for when I get home, which will be late afternoon. xDx


He wasn’t sure how he felt about her instructions. He knew he’d have questions, and suspected the urge to touch himself would be overwhelming. Then his phone started to buzz as a series of photos arrived. Resisting the urge to open them immediately, he went for a pee. By the time he returned to the bedroom his phone was silent. He turned on the bedside lamp, placed his pillow against the headboard and sat up in bed. There were four separate messages, each containing several photos. Taking a deep breath, he clicked on the first message.

The first photo must have been taken while they were at the party. Danielle was standing between two tall guys and had an arm around each man’s waist. The second photo hadn’t been taken at the party because there was a bed in the background. It featured Danielle and Cara standing side by side, their summer dresses pulled down to reveal their bare breasts. The third photo was similar but showed them kissing, their breasts crushed together. 

Matt clicked through the rest of the photographs, which showed how their evening had progressed. Danelle and Cara went from standing half-dressed to kneeling naked on the bed. Men appeared in the pictures, first fully dressed standing around the bed, later naked and on the bed. In one photo, Matt counted five men as well as the two women. Assuming the photo had been taken by another man, that meant at least six men were there. One photo showed Danielle and Cara on all fours across the bed, kissing. Each of the women had a guy fucking her from behind. In the next photo, a third man knelt on the bed with his erection standing out between the women’s heads. They were kissing his cock while being fucked from behind. Matt noticed they were different men than in the previous photo.

As he went through the photos, the positions of the women changed. In one, Cara was still on her hands and knees being spit-roasted while Danielle lay on her back with one guy on top of her and another kneeling over her head and feeding her his cock. In the next, both women lay on their backs getting fucked side by side. Matt scrolled back through the photos he’d already viewed and counted at least four different men fucking his wife. Then he came to a videoclip. He looked at the thumbnail and saw the clip was 43 seconds long. He hesitated for a brief moment, then hit play.

His wife lay in the middle of the bed surrounded by men. Matt quickly counted them and saw there were six, which suggested Cara was filming the action. Danielle was being fucked by a dark-haired man as the others knelt all around her. Some groped her boobs, and there was a man kneeling up on each side of her head. The camera moved closer and viewed the action from above. Danielle used her mouth on the cock of the guy kneeling to her left, then turned her head and did the same to the man on her right. As she sucked this one, her eyes stared straight into the lens of the camera. Matt felt as if she was actually watching his reaction.

The man fucking her got off and was quickly replaced by a man with a shaved head. He definitely hadn’t been in the photo from the afternoon. The guy being sucked let out a long groan, and Matt watched his wife’s throat work as she swallowed the guy’s load. The video ended as the shaven-headed man was making way for one of his friends.

Matt quickly scrolled through the final set of photos to check for more videoclips. There weren’t any, so he went through the photos slowly. When he’d seen them all, he put his phone back on the charge pad, adjusted his pillow and lay down. His heart crashed in his chest, and precum flowed freely from his raging cock. He resisted the urge to touch himself and turned off the light. As he lay in the dark, the images he’d seen replayed in his mind. Dawn light had started to creep around the edges of the curtains by the time he eventually fell asleep.

───Ξ───






Ψ

───Ξ───
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Chapter 16
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When Danielle opened the curtains of their hotel room on Sunday morning, she was surprised to see it was raining. She felt Cara step close behind her and shivered as warm breath blew on her neck.

“Morning,” the redhead said, slipping her arms around Danielle’s waist and reaching up to caress her boobs.

Danielle turned in her arms and planted a soft kiss on her friend’s lips. “Hey.”

“Sleep okay?” Cara asked, smirking.

“Hmm. Eventually.” Even though they’d spent two and a half hours having all kinds of sex with half a dozen men, when the women returned to their hotel they’d taken a bath together, then made love in bed.

“Has Matt replied to the photos yet?”

Danielle shook her head. “I told him not to. I promised to answer all his questions when I got home.”

“How do you think he’ll be, knowing what we did?”

Danielle didn’t want to admit how worried she was. Last night she’d taken things further than she’d intended. “I’m hoping he’ll accept it for what it was.”

Cara raised her eyebrows. “What, an orgy?”

“Mindless sex.” She smiled. “With his two favourite women getting gangbanged.”

Cara glanced at the rain on the window. “I know we’d planned to have lunch here, but the weather’s awful. Want to head back to London after breakfast?”

Danielle smiled and nodded. 

Once showered, the two women ate breakfast in the hotel restaurant, and checked out. Danielle drove them back to London, dropping Cara off at her flat before going home. She was actually nervous about seeing Matt, and that feeling was amplified when she found the house was empty. She took her overnight case upstairs and unpacked, then wandered down and made herself a cup of tea. When she heard his key in the door, she stood up. Daisy ran in and jumped up, almost knocking her over. She smiled at the dog’s exuberance. When she looked up at her husband’s face, he seemed confused.

“I wasn’t expecting you back until later,” he said. “I took Daisy for a walk, then called at Min’s Café for breakfast.”

“We came back early because it was raining in Henley-on-Thames.” She gave Daisy a final pat, straightened up and walked over to her husband. She chewed her lip, suddenly unsure of herself. “Are we okay?”

He placed his hands on her hips, tucking his fingers into the belt loops of her jeans. “I am, but I’m guessing you’re a bit sore.”

She smiled, then let out a long sigh. “I know I went too far, and I’m sor—”

He put his finger to her lips. “You told me a while ago about that fantasy.”

“I never expected to fulfil it.”

“But now you have.”

“Hmm.” She glanced at her cup of tea, which she’d only drunk half of. “Do you want a coffee?”

“What do you think?”

She laughed, gripped his hand and led him up to the bedroom. “Take your clothes off and lie on the bed.”

He did so. 

Danielle removed her shoes, jeans and top but left her bra and panties on. Then she climbed onto the bed and sat on his knees. “I was reckless last night, so I’m going to be sensible now.”

He frowned, then nodded. “I did notice there were no condoms in any of the photos.”

“I need to be more careful, and I will. But until I’ve been tested, you’re not allowed inside me.” She wrapped her hand around his thickening shaft and squeezed it. “So, ask your questions.”

His breath caught when she began to pump her hand, then he sighed. “I saw six different men in the photos. Is that how many there were?”

She nodded. “Apparently there was a 2-man boat on the river as well, but we didn’t meet those guys until later.”

“Were they all from the rowing club?”

“Yes, but it wasn’t the Henley club. They were visiting from somewhere in Nottinghamshire.”

“So where was the party?”

“They told us it was a party, but it was just a regular pub that had a dance floor and music in one of the rooms.”

“And where did the sex take place?”

“They’d rented a house for the weekend. We used the main bedroom.” 

“When did you know you were going to fuck them all?”

She frowned, then shrugged. “I didn’t expect to. I assumed me and Cara would have three each, but that’s not what happened.”

“What did happen?”

“You saw the photos. We all went to the same room. Cara and I undressed each other and did a bit of kissing, then they joined in.”

“Weren’t you worried about them taking photos?”

She shook her head. “We made them leave their phones downstairs. My phone was the only one in the bedroom, and I promised the men nobody else would see them.”

“Did they believe you?”

She shrugged. “I doubt they’d care if I posted them all online.”

He nodded. “Did all six go inside you both?”

“I think so.”

“And did you both suck all six cocks?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I sucked whatever was put in front of my face.”

“From the photos, I saw you sucking at least four of them.”

Danielle kept pumping her hand but said nothing.

“And from the video, I know at least one of them came in your mouth.”

She wanked him a little faster. “He wasn’t the only one.”

“How many came in your mouth.”

“Three.”

“And how many came inside you?”

“I think three, but it could have been more.”

He frowned. “What about Cara?”

“She got more than her share.” Danielle saw his confusion. “All the men came more than once. We were at it for well over two hours.”

“Ah, right.” 

His breathing had become shallow, and she could tell he was getting close. “Ask me the question you always ask.”

He smiled. “How many times did you come?”

“Too many to count. Definitely more than five.”

“Did you squirt?”

She smiled and shook her head. “Only on Friday night.” 

“Shame.”

“Which video turned you on most, Friday’s or Saturday’s?”

“Last night’s.”

“Good.” Danielle pumped her hand as fast as she could. 

Matt pushed his head back into the pillow and grunted. A thick rope of cum arced up and landed high on his chest. She kept pumping her hand. Three more spurts splattered over his torso. She let go of his cock, lay down on top of him and rubbed her body against his, smearing his cum all over their stomachs, chests and her bra. 

She kissed his ear. “I’m sorry I was such a slut.”

“No you’re not.” He pulled her head up so he could look into her eyes. “And neither am I.”

“I’m hoping it helps you finish your book.”

“It looks like Diana will be going out with a bang.” He smiled. “I guess it helps make the plot more hotwife.” 

She slid off and lay by his side, his cum cooling on her skin. “Isn’t that a good thing?” 

“I thought it was pretty hotwife as it was, though admittedly it’s more stag than cuck.” He shrugged. “I guess I could portray Mike as feeling aggrieved about Diana’s gangbang.”

“Don’t you feel aggrieved by mine?”

“Not particularly. Like I said, I don’t feel the full cuck angst anymore. The night you told me about Aaron, I felt like I’d been kicked in the stomach, but now...”

“I’m sorry.” Danielle was shocked. “I didn’t mean to—”

“It’s fine. I got over it, and things have worked out okay. But in this book, I’ll use Mike’s reaction to Diana giving so men many free use of her pussy and mouth as a way of introducing some friction. There’s not a lot of conflict in this third book, so I’ll have him feeling angry and hurt.” He grinned. “He might think all sorts of bad things about her.”

She leaned up on one elbow, more than a little concerned. “What sort of things?”

“You know. She’s a slut-whore who doesn’t care about anything but getting cock.” He smiled. “The cuck stuff I don’t usually concentrate on in my books.”

“Do you feel those things about me?”

“No.”

“So why would Mike think them about Diana? If you’ve gotten used to it, wouldn’t it be natural for Mike to get used to it too?”

Matt seemed to consider this, then nodded. “Yeah, I guess. But readers expect conflict. It helps the story arc if they can see the characters resolve their issues.”

“Have we resolved our issues?” she asked.

“I think so. Most of our conflict happened earlier on. The start of it was the most obvious one for me. And when you suggested I fuck your best friend — you must have been conflicted about that, too. I also had to watch you offer up both holes to the young Spanish guys, then you fucked an old boyfriend.”

“He was an old friend, not an old boyfriend. And it was your idea for me to sleep with him.”

He laughed. “I know, I’m just teasing.” He let out a sigh. “I suspect that the recent developments would have caused a lot more conflict if they’d happened earlier in the story.”

“What recent developments?”

“Your bisexuality, the gangbang.” He narrowed his eyes. “Your obvious attraction to Henry.”

Danielle could see his point. 

“But people want to see progression in a story,” he said. “And in this one, there probably isn’t so much.”

“Should I have fucked more men?”

He let out another laugh. “I don’t think progress is measured in how many inches of cock you’ve taken in total.”

“Shame. What’s it measured in, then?”

“How much the characters have changed, how their relationship has changed.”

“Everything has changed,” she said. “I’m definitely nothing like the person I was before it all started. And I think you’ve changed, too.”

“I have,” he agreed.

“And our relationship has definitely changed for the better. We’re closer in every way, in bed and out of it.”

He nodded. “True.”

She lay down and kissed his neck. “I don’t think the gangbang should be the end of Diana’s story, though.”

“Oh?”

Danielle looked up into his eyes. “No. I think you should make it clear she’s going to carry on being a hotwife.”

He smiled. “Is this Diana we’re talking about, or you?”

“Both of us.”

“And what’s going to happen?”

“Well,” she said, rubbing her hand over the mess on his stomach. “We’re going to continue to have fun with other men, but we’ll probably only take them one at a time from now on.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, at least for a while. And I don’t foresee any more gangbangs.” She smiled. “Been there, done that.”

Matt didn’t comment.

“We’ll also see our regular bulls maybe every couple of months.”

“Henry and Harry respectively?”

She laughed. “And maybe we’ll both travel with work.” 

“And will you both be picking up men in hotels?”

“Maybe Diana will take Harry with her.”

He blinked. “Are you serious?”

She knew they were no longer talking about fictitious characters. “Would you mind?”

“That’s not the point. What will your boss say?”

“My boss won’t know. I’ll book my flight and hotel, and work will pay. If Henry wants to join me, he can book his own flight and sneak into my hotel room.”

Matt stared at her. “Have you asked him?”

“I wouldn’t ask him before I asked you.”

“Have you asked him about being your regular bull?”

“He texted after the weekend to tell me how much he’d enjoyed our playdate. I said I had too, and suggested we meet up again. But I didn’t mention regular playdates.”

“And you’d like one of your playdates to be in Denmark?”

“He used to live there. I thought it’d be good to have a guide to show me around.”

Matt shrugged. “If that’s what you want, it’s fine with me.”

“It has to be what we both want.” She leaned in and nuzzled his neck. “You seemed to like what I did in Carlisle.”

“I did.”

“This would be better.” She ran her hand down his sticky body and found his cock, which was already starting to get hard again. “I wouldn’t have to risk picking up Joe Average, I’d be getting a bull with a huge cock.”

“Yeah, I guess you would.”

“It could also give another opportunity to introduce conflict for Mike in your book.”

“Oh?”

“Hmm. While Diana has decided to make all her new bulls wear a condom, she’s going to try and convince her regular bull not to wear one.”

“You don’t want Henry to wear a condom.” He hadn’t phrased it as a question.

She shrugged. “I’ll suggest it, pointing out that if we’re regular partners, it’d be nice to trust each other to exercise caution with others so that we can share more intimate contact on our playdates.”

“By ‘more intimate contact’ you mean—”

“Skin on skin.” Danielle smiled. “Speaking of which...” She crawled up the bed and took a condom from her bedside drawers. After removing the foil, she rolled it onto his cock then pulled him on top of her. As his cock slid inside her, she let out a long sigh.

He held himself up on straight arms and watched her face. “This is the seventh cock you’ve taken in the last twelve hours.”

“I know. I’m a lucky girl.”

“And you’re already planning another playdate with your bull.”

She smiled. “My husband wants me to have a good time.”

“Does he?”

“Mm hmm.”

“And why is that?”

“Because he loves me, and he knows I love him.” She pulled him down and kissed him gently on the lips. “It’s what we do.”

Nothing more was said as they slowly made love. Danielle came first, sobbing and kissing his neck, then he came too. They lay in each other’s arms for several minutes.

“Do you want to share a bath?” she asked.

He smiled and shook his head. “I’ll have a shower. You can have a long soak while I write the final chapter.”

“What about Denmark?”

“The readers won’t need to read the details. Just knowing Diana’s going to get fucked hard will be enough to keep them happy.”

“Will knowing I’ll be getting fucked hard be enough for you?”

“No. I’ll need you to tell me all the details when you get home.”

She smiled. “Will you write me my own private epilogue.”

“Yeah, if you like. That’s one advantage of being an author’s hotwife.”
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Tess and Michael have been happily monogamous for over ten years. Even though his dirty talk would occasionally venture into a what if this wasn’t me-type of scenario, she considered it nothing more than a ploy to spice up their lovemaking. 

Then Michael caught a mysterious infection and fell into a coma. Assured by medical staff that a familiar voice would help, Tess spent hours talking to her unconscious husband. When a throwaway comment about becoming a hotwife resulted in a spike in his brain activity, the doctors urged her to revisit the subject.

Tess decided to use a little poetic license as she described meeting a bull she’d contacted through a wife-sharing website, then issued her husband an ultimatum: either he wakes up, or she’d spend the night in a hotel with the bull. 

The plan worked and Michael regained consciousness but to her amazement, he encouraged her meet the bull. Perplexed, Tess agreed and left. Michael remained in hospital, fantasising about his wife spending the night with another man. On her next visit to the hospital, Tess fabricated the details of her night of passion.

Fast-forward several weeks; Michael is fully recovered and they’re like a pair of newlyweds. He can’t seem to keep his hands off her and, truth be told, she’s enjoying the attention. They decide to take a break in the sun. Tess checks out a few hotels in southern Europe, but Michael finds the perfect holiday: a Caribbean cruise. Tess loves the idea but when he explains that the cruise is a special charter for couples in the wife-sharing lifestyle, she’s faced with a dilemma. Michael thinks she’s already a hotwife and now wants to see her in action for herself. She knows the truth would disappoint him. 

Click the link to purchase the book. The Hotwife Cruise: Tess 
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Vivienne inadvertently discovers husband Lee’s laptop still logged on after he leaves for a work trip. The scantily clad women on the webpage pique her curiosity. Thinking she might be able to give him a sexy treat if she knows what sort of porn he watches, she takes a closer look.

Then her world collapses.

It isn’t a porn site - it’s a contact forum. Lee’s been moonlighting as a bull for couples who live the hotwife/cuckold lifestyle. Not only are there sexy women offering him their bodies, he’s also getting requests from husbands to satisfy their wives’ carnal desires.

About to call Lee and tell him not to bother coming home ever again, Viv realises this confrontation needs to be done face to face. The inevitable denials and elaborate lies would hurt her even more. So she comes up with a good old honeytrap plan.

She registers as ‘Brandy’ and sends a request saying, ‘Let me be your next hotwife’. When he turns up at the hotel, there’ll be no way for him to try and sweet-talk his way out of his duplicity.

But there’s something Vivienne hasn’t considered: the forum has many bulls looking for sexy hotwives to service...

Click the link to purchase the book Your Next Hotwife

───Ξ───
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The complete story of a woman’s transition from monogamous wife to adventurous hotwife. 

It all starts during a trip to the highlands of Scotland when Cheryl mis-interprets husband Marc’s throwaway comment about him liking the fact her ex-boyfriends still fancied her. Her actions take Marc by surprise, but then so does his reaction to it.

What follows is a series of adventures where the couple learn about each other’s desires and limits. After some incredible highs and occasional lows, the couple find themselves falling further into the wife-sharing rabbit-hole. 

Cheryl experiences dates with men she knows, strangers, a married couple, and two hunky black men. When Marc presses her about the details of her darkest desire, she admits to a long-held fantasy of being used by multiple men. It shocks him, but he can’t stop thinking about it. Watching her do everything so far has blown his mind, so isn’t it his duty to make sure she fulfils this ultimate fantasy? 

Click the link to purchase the book. Cheryl Blossoms is available as both ebook and paperback.
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