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Unleashing the Bull

When Josh’s ex-girlfriend asks to meet for coffee, his hopes that they might get back together are crushed by news of her whirlwind romance and marriage. He offers his congratulations through gritted teeth, still besotted enough to agree to meet her again just days later. 

This time, Olivia’s more provocative, more flirtatious, and she tells him exactly what part of him she misses the most. Caught up in a rush of emotions which steamroll over his morals, he goes back to her upmarket townhouse and indulges in what he’s been missing. Her behaviour—coarser, sluttier—puzzles him, but that doesn’t stop him going back for more. 

And then she tells him that her husband wants to meet him. 

Josh is stunned to find that her husband is a cuckold who actively encourages their liaisons. Hotwife Olivia, with her husband’s help, convinces Josh that he has the physical attributes and stamina to service not just her, but several of her friends. 

Rising to the challenge, he becomes Ben the Bull, and loves every minute of it. As he explains to a friend, his life is full of dates with gorgeous women interested in having hot, dirty sex and nothing more. 

Surely, no red-blooded man could want for anything more than that…?
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Chapter 1

Josh’s phone rang for the third time in five minutes. He didn’t need to check the screen to confirm it was Olivia again and, like he’d done for her first two calls, he let this one go straight to voicemail. Once the screen had stopped flashing, he picked up his phone, deleted all three voicemails without bothering to listen to them, then blacklisted her number before dropping his phone back on the coffee table. Sitting alone in his flat, he tried unsuccessfully to concentrate on the program he was watching.

His mind kept going back to Olivia—her auburn ringlets, her green eyes and her tight, firm body.

For the last two years they’d been inseparable. Then, following a stupid argument over something trivial, she’d announced she wanted to cool things for a while. He had agreed, assuming they’d soon get back together, but it’d now been two months. And then last night he’d bumped into a couple of friends who’d informed him that Olivia was now seeing a guy called Thomas.

Josh had been gutted but tried his best not to show it. He’d shrugged and smiled, saying Olivia had never been short of admirers.

Hurt and angry, he’d returned home and had a restless night. This morning he’d woken early as usual—a left-over habit from six years in the army—and gone for a run. He’d left his apartment building in Kilburn and headed south down Abbey Road, passing the famous recording studios and Lord’s cricket ground on his route to Regent’s Park, where he’d pounded the paths until too exhausted to run any farther. He’d slumped on a bench and listened to the animal calls from the zoo, then bought himself a coffee and walked slowly home. After his shower, he’d found something on Netflix he hoped would occupy his mind and sat on his couch with the intention of doing nothing but binge-watching for the rest of the day. Before he’d gotten through the first episode, Olivia had tried to call him.

His phone rang a fourth time.

Josh paused the TV and snatched up his phone, wondering why blacklisting her number hadn’t stopped the call. He saw the caller ID and relaxed; it was his mother. He leaned back on the couch. “Hi, Mum.”

“Why aren’t you answering any of Olivia’s calls?”

He sighed and closed his eyes, angry at his ex’s latest tactic.

“Josh?”

“I was in the shower and—”

“She said you’ve blocked her.”

He shook his head, exasperated. “I was trying to do some work and didn’t want to lose focus.”

“Hmm.”

That was his mother’s standard response when she knew he was lying. “Mum, I’m just trying to move on.”

“Talk to her, son. You might not be seeing her anymore, but the least you can do is be polite. That’s how you were brought up.”

“Yes, Mum.”

“Promise me.”

“I promise to answer the next time she calls.”

“Josh! You’ve blocked her phone so she can’t call, and you know it. Phone her.”

He chuckled at his mother’s tone, assured her he’d do as she said, then hung up. He re-added Olivia’s number to his whitelist, then called her.

“Hello Josh.”

The sound of her voice made his heart melt. Just two words, and all his anger turned into a sense of deep loss. “Hi.”

“I need to see you.”

He let out a short, humourless laugh. “We both know that’s not true.”

“Just meet me for a coffee. Please.”

Looking up at the ceiling, he let out a long breath. “Where and when?”

“Thank you. How about the place on Finchley? Say two o’clock?”

The café on Finchley Road was where they’d meet during lunch breaks in the early part of their relationship. Josh checked his watch. It was only two stops away on the tube. “Fine. See you then.”

After they’d hung up, he tapped his phone against his knee. Why is she seeing someone else when she should still be with me?

Having dressed in jeans and the round-necked jumper Olivia had bought for him the previous Christmas, he grabbed wallet, keys and phone, and left his flat much earlier than he needed to. He arrived at the café at one-thirty and chose a seat near the window rather than taking a table at the back, where they used to sit.

He spotted her when she was still a hundred yards away. An ache developed deep in his stomach as he watched her walking up the pavement on the opposite side of the road. Her hair was pinned up, and she wore faded jeans and a bottle-green top. She often wore green; it brought out the colour of her eyes and suited her hair. The way she walked was so familiar. His body tingled from the memory of holding her.

He reminded himself that he wouldn’t be holding her today. She’d moved on and started seeing someone else. He needed to do the same.

His jaw clenched at the realisation that his Olivia had probably already slept with her new beau.

She gave him what looked like an apprehensive smile when she saw him through the window. She had a suntan which brought out the freckles on her nose and cheeks. Once through the door, she came straight over to his table. His throat constricted and he couldn’t speak. She looked stunning, and he longed for her.

“Hiya.” She flashed her beautiful smile and sat in the chair opposite him. “Thanks for agreeing to meet me.” She shrugged. “I’m sorry if I acted a bit like a stalker, getting your mum to convince you to speak to me.”

He laughed. “I was acting like a dick and should have answered. Sorry.”

She licked her lips. “I’d never want to hurt you, you know that.”

He nodded, then paused as a waitress arrived to take Olivia’s order.

After she’d asked for herbal tea and a glass of Perrier water, she turned her gaze back to him. “I have some news, and I wanted you to hear it from me before anyone else told you.”

Too late.

“I bumped into Jake and Imogen last night, and they told me you’d started seeing someone called Thomas.”

She bit her lip, then took a breath. “It’s a bit more than that. I’ve married him.”

A coldness gripped him. It was as if he’d been kicked in the stomach. His mouth dropped open, but he couldn’t find words.

“Josh, I’m sorry.”

Fragmented thoughts raced through his mind. “Were you seeing him when we were together?”

She frowned and shook her head. “No, of course not. How could you think such a thing?”

He shrugged, floundering in the tempest of his disappointment. “How else could you know him well enough?” He shook his head and tried to recover from the biggest shock he’d experienced since his best friend had been killed while they were both serving in Afghanistan. “It’s only been a couple of months.”

“I know. Talk about a whirlwind romance…”

He watched her face and tried his hardest to be nice. “I guess congratulations are in order.” He couldn’t manage a smile.

Olivia reached out and stroked his hand. “Thank you. Josh, I’m really—”

“Please, don’t apologise. Is that why you’re so tanned? Have you been on honeymoon?”

“I suppose so, though we actually married while we were there. It was all a bit sudden.”

The waitress returned. Olivia smiled her thanks at the young girl before taking a long drink of her water. She put the glass down and looked at him. “Thomas is a bit older than me. Than us.”

Olivia was twenty-five, Josh twenty-six. “How much older?”

“He’s forty-four.”

“Wow.” This was another shock. “He’s a lucky guy.”

“Thanks.” She raised her eyebrows. “So, are you seeing anyone?”

He didn’t want to admit that he wasn’t, or that he hadn’t even considered it because he’d been sure the two of them would reconcile. “Tell me about Thomas. What does he do for a living?”

“Well,” she said, turning the teacup on its saucer. “He’s a bit of an entrepreneur and has business interests across Europe.”

“Doing what?”

She laughed and shook her head. “All kinds of things. He imports wicker furniture from Spain, and tiles from Italy. He has a transport business based in Slovakia. There’s also a Jacuzzi business where he buys them from one company and organises another company to fit them in villas across Spain and Portugal. I honestly don’t know what other companies he has.”

He forced a smile. “It sounds like he’s successful.” He’d tried to keep his tone friendly but knew it had sounded spiteful.

She held his gaze for a second. “I didn’t marry him for his money, Josh. But yes, he’s very successful.”

“So, where will you be living?”

“The family home is in the Cotswolds, but we also have a townhouse in Kensington.”

“Wow again.” Josh couldn’t afford a haircut in Kensington, let alone a townhouse. “What about work?” he asked, with a smile. Olivia worked in PR and hated it.

She laughed, and the sound of it made him sadder than ever. She used to laugh like that at all his stupid jokes. “I’ve handed in my notice and will be helping out with admin for Thomas.”

“Sounds like you’ve landed on your feet.”

Or your back.

Olivia sipped her tea and watched him over the rim of her cup. He was sure she could read him like a book, and he felt guilty for accusing her—without actually saying it—of marrying for money.

She frowned. “I’m sorry if this is—”

“Do you love him?”

“Of course I do.”

“And does he love you?”

She smiled and nodded. “Yes, I believe he does.”

Josh shrugged. “Then you have nothing to be sorry for. I’m pleased for you.”

“No you’re not.” Olivia smiled, teasingly.

“No,” he admitted. “But I promise to try. It may take me a little time, but I’ll try.”

Olivia’s eyes watered. She raised a finger to wipe a tear from her cheek. “Thank you. Can we remain friends?”

“I hope so.”

She smiled again and took another sip of her tea. “So, how’s your mum doing?”

“You mean when she’s not lecturing me on my manners, and telling me I hadn’t been brought up to ignore people’s phone calls?”

She laughed. “Sorry, but I was desperate. I couldn’t ask any of our friends because I didn’t want them asking me any questions that I couldn’t answer before talking to you.”

“My mum’s okay. I suppose I should drive up and see her one weekend soon. It’s been over a month since I was last there.”

Olivia nodded. “Say ‘hello’ from me, and thank her for passing on my message.”

“I will.” He glanced at his watch. “Well, I guess I should head back home and do my laundry before work tomorrow.”

She laughed and looked down at her hand. He followed her gaze and saw the two new rings: a plain platinum band, and a matching one with a huge diamond solitaire.

She looked back into his eyes and his heart plummeted again.

“Josh, can we do this again? Just meet up and chat?”

“Yeah, just text me.” He saw her expression and laughed. “I’ve unblocked your number.”

“Thank you.”

They stood and there was an awkward moment when both of them hesitated, unsure if a hug would be appropriate or not. In the end he stepped past her and walked to the door, holding it open for her.

Once on the pavement, Olivia turned to look at him. “Are you heading to the Underground?”

He shook his head. “It’s a nice day. I’m going to walk back.”

“Okay. Bye Josh.”

“See you, Mrs… What’s your last name now?”

“Campbell.”

“Okay, well goodbye, Mrs Campbell.”

Olivia laughed and started walking in the opposite direction.

He watched the sway of her bum in the tight jeans and a lump formed in his throat. It wasn’t that long ago since the sight of that bum in a tight pair of jeans had formed a lump much lower down.
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Chapter 2

Josh spent the following week keeping himself busy at work during the days and trying to forget everything he and Olivia had meant to each other during the evenings. He got a couple of calls from friends who’d heard Olivia’s news and wanted to make sure he was okay. He assured them he was fine—even though he wasn’t—but was touched by their concern. He went out for a drink on Friday night with a guy from a neighbouring flat but made his excuses and left early.

Early on Saturday morning he received a text from Olivia asking if he had time to meet her for another coffee later. Although he’d have preferred a few more weeks to build up his defences, he accepted her offer. They agreed on the same café as their previous meeting.

Josh arrived early again, but this time Olivia was there before him. She waved from the comfortable seats at the rear, where they used to sit. As he approached, she stood up. Her hair was loose and she was wearing quite a lot of makeup—lipstick, eye shadow, mascara. She was dressed in a hip-hugging grey skirt that stopped a couple of inches above her knees, a cold shoulder-style top and high-heeled sandals. A lot of tanned skin was on display and she looked incredibly sexy. Her nipples were pushing against the material of her top, vying with her legs for his attention.

He tried desperately not to gawp.

Olivia hugged him and kissed his cheek. “Lovely to see you,” she whispered.

Her perfume filled his senses, setting off a million memories. “Hi.”

She sat down on the low leather couch; he took the one on the opposite side of the low table. When Olivia crossed her legs, he couldn’t help glancing down at the expanse of thigh.

“So,” he said, forcing a smile. “How’s life as Mrs Campbell?”

She seemed amused by his choice of words. “Well, I no longer work in PR.”

“That was quick. Shouldn’t you have worked a month’s notice?”

“Yes, but they agreed to let me go immediately.” She picked up her tea and shrugged. “I suppose that sums up how little I’ve contributed these last few years.”

He laughed, then ordered a coffee from a passing waitress. “I had a few calls from friends about your newly-married status. Was there an official announcement in the Society pages?”

She grinned. “No, you cheeky sod. I put it on Facebook.”

“Ah, right.”

“Are you seeing anyone yet?”

He shook his head.

“Oh.” She took another sip, her eyes never leaving his. “And why’s that?”

“No particular reason.” He tried not to show his discomfort.

“What about sex?”

“Olivia!” This wasn’t a subject he was prepared to discuss with her.

Her eyes twinkled with mischief. “You must be horny as hell if you haven’t seen anyone in the last two months.”

He laughed and looked around the café, trying to make light of her comment. Then he turned his gaze on her and lowered his voice. “Why are you doing this?”

She leaned forward on the couch, which made the skirt ride a little further up her thighs. “I’m just curious, that’s all.”

“What are you curious about?”

“You know… Your needs.”

He laughed. “You don’t have to worry about my needs anymore.”

She smiled but didn’t reply.

“You’re married, so you only have to think about your husband’s needs. Hopefully I’ll find a single girl who’ll take care of mine.”

“I’m just surprised you’ve waited so long. I know your needs are more urgent than those of other men.”

He scoffed. “What are you talking about?”

She glanced around, then leaned forward again. “You like to fuck more often than most guys.”

“No I don’t.”

“The first night you took me to bed, you fucked me four times.”

“Only because you kept asking for more.”

She smiled. “Yeah, I suppose I did.”

A familiar look in her eyes forced him to turn away. He stared at the table between them. The memory of that first night tugged at his heartstrings, but he wasn’t going to let Olivia see that.

“And you wanted sex most nights,” she added in a whisper.

Only because you’re so fucking sexy.

His gaze shifted slightly and focused on the smooth, tanned skin of her legs. She raised her knees slightly. When he looked up, she was smiling. She knew where he’d been looking. Probably knew what he’d been thinking, too.

“I bet your balls are fit to burst after two months—”

“Liv, give it a rest.”

“I’m just trying to help.” She bit her lower lip and leaned closer again. “It just seems such a waste to have a cock as big as yours and not use it.”

He laughed out loud. “Well, I’m sure it’ll get used again one day.”

“I miss your cock.”

Josh stared at her, open-mouthed.

She shrugged. “Am I not supposed to admit that?”

“I’m sure the mansion in the Cotswolds and the townhouse in Kensington make up for it.”

Her eyes widened at his comment. “There’s also a villa in Spain and a farmhouse in the south of France, but none of those give me multiple orgasms.”

“Get Thomas to buy you a gold-plated vibrator.” He was relieved when she laughed. “Sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“I suppose I deserved it.”

He looked around, wondering why his coffee still hadn’t arrived. The waitress was making her way over with a tray.

“I’m sorry for the wait,” she said, a nervous expression on her acned yet still-pretty face.

He smiled at her. “No problem. Thank you.”

When they were alone again, Olivia shook her hair back. “I dressed up for you today, yet you haven’t commented on my outfit.”

Although it was a struggle, he managed to keep his eyes on her face. “Why did you dress like that for me?”

“Because I like the feeling I get when your eyes wander over my body.”

He defied the urge to glance down. “Don’t you think it’d be more appropriate if you enjoyed your husband’s eyes wandering over your body?”

“Yes, and I do.”

He laughed. “I meant only your husband’s eyes.”

“Oh, I see.” She pouted her luscious lips and seemed to consider it, then shrugged. “But I still enjoy your eyes on me.”

His resistance crumbled and his gaze wandered down over the body he knew by heart. Over the past couple of years he’d caressed, kissed and come over pretty much every part of it.

“Do you like my shoes?” She twisted the ankle of her hanging leg.

He nodded. “They’re nice.”

“And my skirt?”

He moved his gaze slowly up her legs. Her hem seemed to have ridden even higher since his last stolen glimpse. “It’s a lovely skirt.”

“If you like, I’ll keep them on.” She flashed her eyes. “Shoes and skirt, that is.”

He looked around the café. “I’m sure some of the customers will be disappointed, but others maybe not so much.”

“I meant later, when we’re alone.”

A tingling sensation developed in his loins, and his heartbeat kicked up a notch. “And where would we be alone?”

“Kensington.”

He frowned. “Liv, that wouldn’t be good.”

“What, me getting two months’ worth of your needs? It’d be perfect.”

“I mean it wouldn’t be good for you, a married woman, to do that sort of thing with a guy who isn’t your husband.”

Her expression was serious. “His cock doesn’t stretch me the way yours does. Doesn’t fill me.” She narrowed her eyes. “It doesn’t satisfy me.”

Josh’s breathing was shallow. His coffee was going cold; he hadn’t touched it. “Liv—”

“I’m not wearing any underwear, Josh.”

He started to shake his head, but knew she’d already won.

She tilted her head to one side. “Have you missed my body?”

He tried to chuckle, but it sounded more like a bark.

She leaned until her face was only inches from his. “Have you missed my mouth? My twat?” She licked her lips seductively. “Come back to Kensington with me, and you can have them both.”

“What about Thomas?”

She raised her eyebrows. “What do you care? You’ve never met him.”

Josh swallowed. “Why did you get married in the first place?”

“Because I love him, and because he makes me happy in a lot of ways.”

That hurt. “But not happy in every way?”

She held his gaze, her eyes impossibly clear for someone striving to commit adultery so soon after her wedding day. “No, not in every way.”

He knew he should walk away, but instead he held her gaze for a few seconds.

They both stood up together. Josh took a tenner from his pocket and dropped it on the tray. He didn’t wait for the change. On the pavement, Olivia slipped her hand in his arm and pushed her thigh against his as they walked toward the tube station. At the corner of the street, Olivia pulled his head towards hers and kissed him hungrily on the mouth, her teeth biting at his lips. He broke the kiss and practically dragged her towards the tube station. She ran her hand up and down his back, then slipped it into the back pocket of his jeans and squeezed his arse.

Down on the tube platform he pressed her against a pillar and kissed her again. Olivia groped his cock through his jeans and moaned into his mouth as he pinched her nipple.

The train came and they got on, taking a seat at one end. There were maybe half a dozen others in their carriage, but nobody was paying them any attention. Olivia bent forward and reached under her skirt, then sat back and pushed her fingers into his mouth. They were coated with her juices. His dick strained against the denim.

Olivia put her lips to his ear. “I want that so bad.”

“Where do you want it?” He was breathless.

“In my mouth, but mainly in my twat. I want it to slam into me over and over, as hard is it can. Then I want it to spit all its yummy mess deep inside my cheating, slutty hole.”

Josh stared at her, dumbstruck. This wasn’t who Olivia was. He didn’t know how to answer, but he was so hard his cock was now hurting. He worried he might actually come before penetration.

Olivia stood up and dragged him out at Green Park station, and they followed signs for the Piccadilly Line. While they waited for the next train on the almost empty platform, she pressed her body against his as they kissed.

Her perfume. Her taste. The feel of her body moulding to his. Everything about it was familiar and right. She may have another man’s rings on her finger, but Josh didn’t consider her to be anyone’s but his.

They were soon emerging into the daylight of Kensington. They walked for just a few minutes before she led him down a tree-lined street to a big, shiny blue door. He glanced up at the three-storey property, its sash windows perfectly painted and cleaned.

As soon as they were inside, Olivia dragged him toward one of the reception rooms off the hall. He wondered why they weren’t going upstairs to the bedroom, but reasoned that cheating in the marital bed was a sin too far.

Once inside a sitting room that contained two leather wing-backed armchairs and a marble fireplace, Olivia pulled his t-shirt over his head and wrestled open his belt and jeans. She dropped to her knees and released his cock before he’d had a chance to do anything. Wrapping her hand around it, she groaned and licked the precum from all around the bulbous head. She slapped the full length of his shaft against the side of her face several times, eyes closed and mouth open, before sinking her mouth over the top half.

Josh sighed and arched his back, gripping her hair. Olivia sucked and slobbered around his cock, then released him and stood up. Standing in front, she gripped the bottom of her top and, in a single movement, lifted it up and over her head. She shook her hair back, making her perfect, firm tits quiver. Then she gripped her skirt at her hips and slowly hitched up the stretchy material, exposing her fabulous thighs inch by inch.

He stared as her bush came into view. Standing in just her shoes and the skirt bunched into a thin band around her waist, Olivia slowly turned through a full circle to let him feast his eyes on her perfect body.

She stopped when they were face to face. “Missed me?”

His dick was sticking out from his body, raising and lowering in time with the thumping of his heart.

Olivia smiled and turned to the side, then dropped to her hands and knees. Looking over her shoulder at him, she licked her lips. “What are you waiting for?”

Josh stared. Her perfect arse had a small triangle of untanned white flesh where her bikini bottoms had been, and her ripe sex was swollen and slick with her juices. He knew doggy had never been her favourite position, but that wasn’t important. He’d give it to her any way she wanted.

After stepping between the spiked heels, he dropped to his knees. He slapped his cock against her arse cheeks a couple of times, then lined up at the opening of her sex. He realised he was shaking.

Olivia turned around and held his gaze for a moment. “Make me scream, then give me your cream.”

He wondered what had gotten into her; she’d never been like this. They’d had a great sex life, but she’d never acted so…

She wriggled her bum at him, and he no longer cared about how she was acting, or how to describe it.

He entered her with a brutal stab. Olivia screamed and her head snapped back. He pulled half-out and thrust again. She was tight and wet and hot and wonderful, like she’d always been. She was everything he’d ever wanted.

“Fuck me,” she screamed.

Josh gripped her hips and pounded her hard. Olivia’s screams eventually lessened to yelps which announced she was about to come. He felt the clenching of her orgasm and kept fucking her, hard and steady. She screamed and cried and sobbed and squealed.

He reached down and rubbed her clit, making her come again. It’d always worked with her. She half-giggled after her moans had subsided.

But she wasn’t done yet.

Olivia began pushing back to meet his thrusts, so he banged harder. He could feel the tip of his cock pushing against something. He was as deep as he could go, right up to her limit.

“Harder,” she rasped.

He obeyed. He also reached down and rubbed her clit again, bringing her to a third peak. She shouted obscenities but kept pushing back to take his entire length.

His mouth was dry, and he was panting. “Liv, I’m going to blow soon.”

She pushed back harder. “Give it to me.”

“Inside?”

“Yes. Deep, deep…Oh, fuck.”

When she climaxed again, her muscle spasms tipped him over the edge, coaxing the prize out of him. He gritted his teeth and closed his eyes as the first wave pulsed through his cock. His buttocks clenched as a second wave gushed from his body to hers.

Olivia whispered words of encouragement, her hips rolling from side to side as he pumped two months’ worth of cum into his married lover’s body, and she seemed to relish every drop.

When he was sure his supply was fully depleted, Josh stopped moving but left his cock buried inside her. She wriggled some more, moaning and humming and laughing. It felt like old times again. He was reminded of the time when they’d been in Majorca and fucked outside one night, Olivia bent over a wall.

She crawled forward and his cock slipped out. She stood up immediately, then rolled her skirt back into position. She bent and picked up her top and pulled that on, then held out his t-shirt to him.

She smiled, then shrugged. “Sorry, but you’re going to have to leave now. I have an appointment I need to get to.”

Josh was too surprised to ask why she hadn’t mentioned it earlier. He’d hoped to go again. His powers of recovery were much better than most, and she knew it.

He stood and fastened his jeans, then took his t-shirt from her and put it on. “So, is that it?” What he meant was, would there be a repeat performance, or was this just her way of apologising for marrying somebody else?

She leaned forward and kissed his cheek. “I’ll text you. Soon.”

This made him feel better, though not much better. He still loved her, and she was still somebody else’s wife. But at least she was his lover again.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 3

Josh got home from Kensington and ran a bath. Taking a couple of beers from the fridge, he stripped and lay in the hot water, thinking about what had taken place with Olivia.

All he’d been expecting was another conversation that hurt. She’d tell him about blissful married life, and he’d pretend to be happy for her. As soon as he’d seen the way she was dressed, he’d known their meeting wasn’t going to be like that.

He took a gulp of beer and closed his eyes. Over the last two months, he’d often fantasised about them getting back together and making love for hours in the way they’d used to. Never once had he imagined Olivia dressing like a slut, demanding to be fucked on all-fours, and then ushering him out as soon as they’d finished.

The crude way she’d told him what she missed about him had been out of character, but that was nothing compared to the way she’d behaved during the sex—which was all it’d been. They hadn’t made love, they’d had sex. They’d fucked.

Why would she be so different after only two months?

He took another slug from his bottle, wondering if this was how she was dealing with her infidelity. Though Thomas clearly wasn’t giving her what she needed in bed, he was still her husband and the man she loved. Or so she claimed. Josh might give her what she needed, but he was still her ex. The man she’d left.

Can I be happy with that?

When he remembered the tension and excitement he’d felt on their way to Kensington, he smiled. It’d been like being a teenager again. Then he thought about the way she’d slowly tugged up her skirt, the swell of her arse as she’d dropped to her hands and knees, and the look in her eyes when she’d delivered the ‘make me scream and give me your cream’ line.

Her smile, perfume and touch had all been so familiar. But once they’d arrived in Kensington, she was like a different person.

He drained his first bottle and picked up the other.

She was a different person. She was now Mrs Olivia Campbell. He shouldn’t have gone back to her marital home and had sex with her, but he had done, and he’d happily do it again if the opportunity arose. If she needed to act out of character as a way of dealing with her adultery, then who was he to complain?

After finishing the second beer, he slipped under the surface and stayed there for as long as his breath held out. He then climbed out of the bath, dried himself and pulled on shorts and a t-shirt. After dropping the empty bottles in the kitchen bin, he put a pizza in the oven and settled down with his laptop to read a couple of work reports for Monday.

Once the pizza had been consumed and the reports absorbed, he checked his watch. The late televised game was a London derby—Arsenal against Spurs—and he decided to walk down to his local to watch it. The expressions and comments of the other drinkers were usually as entertaining as the game itself.

The pub was crowded, and the game had already kicked off. Josh got himself a beer, nodding to a few of the regulars he recognised, then found a spot near a raised table with a decent view of the screen.

After just a few minutes, his phone vibrated in his pocket.

He had a text from Olivia. His flutter of excitement was tempered by concern that Thomas had somehow discovered what they’d done. More than a little uncomfortable, he opened her message.

I hope you enjoyed yourself earlier. I certainly did.

Relieved, he tapped a quick reply: Of course I did.

Good. Keep Thursday evening free.

His heartbeat quickened. Before he had a chance to think of a reply, another text arrived. This one was an image. When he clicked on it, his screen filled with a close-up of Olivia’s sex. He snatched his phone to his chest and quickly glanced round to see if anyone was standing close enough to see, but everyone was concentrating on the game.

Holding the phone down by his waist, he looked at the photo again. Two red-nailed fingers from one hand parted her labia and the inner, darker flesh glistened with moisture. She’d added a caption: See how wet I am just from thinking about Thursday?

Olivia’s new-found brashness made him uneasy, and yet his cock thickened at the thought of seeing her again. Would they make love, or would they just fuck, like they had this morning?

Cheers and jeers from the people around him drew his attention back to the football. Spurs had been awarded a penalty. He put his phone away and tried to concentrate on the game, but his mind kept wandering back to the married woman sitting at home, texting selfies of her genitalia to her secret lover.

* * * *

The early part of Josh’s week passed in a blur of work projects and dirty thoughts, and on Thursday afternoon Olivia sent a text telling him to be at the townhouse in Kensington at seven. He replied with a thumbs up emoji and left work a little earlier than usual to shower and change.

He took the tube and was only a few minutes late when he rang the doorbell. His mouth dropped open as she opened the door, smiling. She was naked except for a pair of high-heeled shoes, an elaborate necklace, and matching earrings. He glanced up and down the street, worried her neighbours might see.

“Well?” she asked. “Are you going to come in, or shall I come out to greet you?”

After he’d stepped into the hall, she closed the door behind him and walked slowly into the sitting room they’d used on his previous visit. He couldn’t keep his eyes off her perfect figure.

Olivia walked to one of the leather wing-backed armchairs and turned to face him. She sat and then slowly lifted and opened her legs, dangling one over each arm of the chair.

Josh stared at her, his pulse racing.

“Take your cock out.” Her voice was calm, her face serious.

He tried to lighten the mood. “No chat and drink first?”

“We both know you’re not here to chat or drink.”

“Why am I here?”

She ran her hand down her stomach and over her sex. “You’re here to fuck me.”

He held his breath, waiting to see if she was going to add anything more. She didn’t. “I’m only here to fuck you?”

She nodded. “Like I told you, I miss your cock.”

He ran his eyes over her body but didn’t move.

Olivia inched herself forward on the cushion. “Having second thoughts?”

He unzipped and released his cock. It was already hard, but he wanked it a couple of times as he walked towards her. “No, I get it. You have chats and drinks with your husband. You don’t need that from me.”

“That’s right.” Smiling, she lowered her gaze to his erection. “That’s all I need.”

Josh dropped to his knees in front of her chair, then raised into a half-crouch and positioned the bulbous head at the opening of her gaping sex. He rammed it deep inside her, making her groan.

She rolled her hips. “Yeah, that’s it. Give it to me.”

He jackhammered his hips, making her dangling legs bounce up and down as he fucked her.

“I’m going to come.” She took a deep breath, then for some reason, she said it again.

He wondered why she was telling him—she’d never bothered announcing her orgasms when they’d been a couple, so why did she feel the need to do it now?

“God, your cock is so fucking… Oh, it’s going so deep.”

He raised himself up, planted his feet on the floor behind him, gripped the chair arms, and fucked her with a ferocious rhythm. He slammed into her again and again, letting his resentment get the better of him.

Olivia bucked beneath him. When her orgasm arrived, her moans actually sounded authentic.

Realising he was already close to climax, Josh slowed his pace a little.

Olivia noticed. “What’s the matter, getting tired?”

He shook his head and frowned.

“Oh, I see. Don’t worry, just let loose and enjoy it. Fuck me hard and give me your cum.”

He increased the force of his thrusts again and stared into her eyes. A spasm ripped through him and he erupted.

Olivia purred as she milked him, whispering words of encouragement and rolling her hips. Another spasm surged through him, then a third, followed by many aftershocks. His legs shook and he gasped for breath.

She ran her fingers through his hair, and for a moment it felt like being with the old Olivia. He wanted nothing more than to hold her close, but she pushed him away. The spell was broken.

Josh pulled out and stood up. Olivia smiled at him, but kept her legs spread and hanging over the chair arms.

He tucked his cock back into his trousers and waited, wondering if she was going to stand up. When she didn’t move, he looked around the room then back at her. “Do you have another appointment you need to attend?”

“Not tonight, but you need to go because Thomas will be back soon.”

“What?” He was suddenly on edge. “Are you serious?”

“Yes, this is where we live during the week. If you leave now, I’ll get cleaned up and make dinner.”

“I’ll, er… I’ll let myself out, then.”

Olivia nodded. “Thank you.”

He left the room, crossed the hall and stepped out through the front door, closing it behind him.

Walking back to the underground station, he wondered again about Olivia’s behaviour during sex. She’d never acted this way when they’d been together. Yes, sometimes she’d used dirty talk to tease him as part of foreplay, but she’d never given a running commentary on what was happening to her body. She could only be behaving this way to emphasise they weren’t sharing the intimacy of lovers.

While Josh waited for his train, he decided to play Olivia at her own game. No more investing any emotion into their arrangement. He’d take it for what it was: casual sex with a beautiful woman. If she wanted to act like a slut during their encounters, that was fine with him, too.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 4

The project Josh had spent the last eight months working on was finally coming to an end. Everyone on the team had been invited to dinner to celebrate a job well done. He’d arranged with one of his colleagues to go for an early drink before meeting the others and was looking forward to the evening.

A text from Olivia arrived that morning, short and to the point: I need your cock. Tonight.

Sorry—I’m out with colleagues tonight. He hoped she’d suggest some other time. His phone pinged again, and he opened the message.

It was a photo of the lower half of Olivia’s face, her lips pouting in exaggerated fashion. Can’t you change your plans?

No. Been arranged a long time.

A few minutes later his phone pinged again. When he saw it was another photo, he guessed it’d be a different kind of selfie. Sure enough, the photo was an ‘upskirt’ view of her minge, with the caption: This needs your cock!

After checking that none of his colleagues could see his screen, he suggested she make do with her husband’s cock instead. He hesitated. She might see this as him having a dig at Thomas, so he changed the message to read: I’m sure you can find another cock for tonight.

True.

Imagining her with her husband no longer hurt. He was getting over Olivia, and that was a relief. Another time?

His phone pinged immediately. We’ll see.

He put his phone away and got back to concentrating on his work.

The company dinner turned out to be very enjoyable, and by the time Josh got home he was a little tipsy. One of his colleagues had brought her sister along, and she and Josh had flirted. Her name was Carla and she lived in Newcastle-upon-Tyne, more than 275 miles north of London. It would be a hell of a trek, so he was pleased she’d given him her number and suggested they go out for a drink before she headed back home. He’d definitely be seeing her again in the next few days, and the thought of it excited him.

He also looked forward to telling Olivia that he’d been seeing another woman.

* * * *

Josh and Carla arranged to meet in Trafalgar Square straight after he finished work the following evening.

Carla was waiting on the steps at the foot of Nelson’s column when he arrived. She was dressed in faded jeans and a black cashmere jumper, and smiled as he approached.

“Hi,” he said, unsure whether to kiss her cheek.

“Hello again.” She moved close and slipped her hand into his. She was petite with short blonde hair and big blue eyes which gave her an elfin appearance.

They walked slowly through the square and out towards the embankment, chatting with the same relaxed familiarity as they had the previous night. Carla was a nice girl and he enjoyed her company. They passed a couple of trendy bars, and instead settled for a traditional pub. He bought their drinks and they found a table near the back wall.

Josh realised he knew very little about his colleague, Carla’s sister Laura. “So where did you guys grow up?” Neither of the girls had a strong accent. They weren’t from London, and they definitely weren’t Geordies.

“A small village in Leicestershire.”

“Wow, I didn’t know that. I’m from Lincoln.” He was embarrassed that his colleague was from a neighbouring county and he’d had no idea.

“Laura was the bright one and got accepted to Oxford. My A-level results weren’t as good. I did my degree in York.”

“Studying…?”

“Pharmacy.”

“Oh, okay. So is that what you do? Dispense drugs?”

She nodded. “Yes, but in a hospital, not the high street. How about you?”

“I didn’t go to university. I joined the army straight from school.”

This news obviously surprised her. “Laura tells me you’re one of the leading lights at work. Oxford graduates don’t usually say that about people unless they’re impressive.”

He laughed, suddenly feeling a little self-conscious. “The army gives great training. I worked in communications and learned from the best, but I’m sure Laura was just being kind.”

Carla tipped her head to one side. “She also told me you’ve just come out of a long-term relationship.”

Josh blinked, a little taken aback that Laura had thought his emotional state was important enough to discuss. This was, after all, just a drink. “It’s been a few months.” He smiled. “I’ve stopped crying about it now.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Good. Sorry, I didn’t mean to pry. Same again?”

“Yeah, cheers.”

He watched her bum as she walked to the bar. She had a good figure and he was definitely attracted to her. If she lived in London, he’d ask to see her again, for sure.

When she returned with fresh drinks, they chatted about London, Newcastle, and life in general. They laughed a lot, which Josh realised he hadn’t done for quite a while. They left the pub and found a small Italian restaurant. He asked why she’d chosen Newcastle.

“My boyfriend’s from there. I met him when I was at York, and I really like it up there.”

The fact she had a boyfriend didn’t surprise or disappoint him. He was enjoying her company. After they’d eaten, Josh realised he didn’t know where Laura lived.

“Okay, it’s getting late. I’ll see you home because this is the big, bad capital.”

“Aren’t you going to suggest we go back to your place?”

“No.”

“Why not?” She put on a big-eyed expression that made him want to yank her jeans down, bend her over a wall and fuck her brains out.

“Because we’ve had a lovely evening, and I wouldn’t want to spoil it by doing something that would make you uncomfortable.”

“I could be comfortable in a bed.”

Laughing, he put his hands on her upper arms, pulled her close and kissed her gently on her forehead. “So could I, believe me. But I don’t think you’d be comfortable when you got back to Newcastle. Back to your boyfriend.”

She frowned. “You’re turning me down because I have a boyfriend almost three hundred miles away?”

He thought about fucking Olivia in her own home while her husband was making his way there. He looked into Carla’s face, imagined her expression as he entered her, wondered what sounds she made when she came. He’d love to share a night of intimacy with her, but he couldn’t be that selfish. “I’m sorry.”

Carla smiled. “Don’t be. You’re right, and you’re a nice guy.”

“Where are you staying?”

“Camden.”

He took her hand. “Okay, it’s not far out of my way.” They headed for the tube station.

It wasn’t long before he was walking her to the door of a large house that had been converted into apartments.

Carla looked up into his face and smiled. “I had a really nice time tonight.”

“Me too.”

She leaned close and kissed him gently on the lips. “I wish you weren’t quite so chivalrous though.”

“So do I.”

“If I come back to visit Laura, can we go out again?”

He nodded. “I’d like that.”

“Me too.” She looked up at the house, then back at Josh. She kissed him again, then walked slowly up the steps and let herself in the front door.

He turned and headed back to the tube station.

* * * *

Olivia hadn’t contacted Josh in more than two weeks. He was sure it was her way of showing him that if he wanted to continue to enjoy the pleasures of her body, he had to make himself available whenever she clicked her fingers. He felt he couldn’t try to contact her in case Thomas saw his message.

A text finally arrived on a Thursday morning while he was at his desk. Seeing her name flash on the screen sent a tingle of excitement fluttering through his stomach. Even though he sometimes found her slutty behaviour annoying, there was no denying it added something to their meetings.

Now that he’d come to terms with the emotional upset of their split, he was happy to accept they only met up for sex. Josh glanced around the office before opening her text, just in case she’d attached another X-rated photo. He was half-relieved, half-disappointed when it contained only her words: Are you free all day tomorrow?

His mind raced. All day? That suggested he wouldn’t be kicked out as soon as he’d finished. Or maybe she’d only phrased her question like that because she wasn’t yet sure what time she’d be free for another quickie…

He tapped the keys on his laptop and opened up his Calendar; there were no meetings he needed to attend. Taking a day’s holiday wouldn’t be a problem. I can be.

Chewing his lower lip, he waited for her next text, which duly arrived: Good. Bring your car and pick me up from Paddington at 9.30.

The tingling excitement moved from his stomach down to his groin. Wherever he and Olivia were going, they’d be there for several hours.

He walked along to his line manager’s office. “I’m thinking of taking a long weekend, so if it’s okay with you, I won’t be in tomorrow.”

His manager nodded. “Fine. Anything good planned?”

Josh shrugged. “The usual—a full day of rampant sex with a hooker, then the weekend to recuperate.”

“Sounds like my sort of holiday,” his boss said, laughing. “See you Monday, if you’ve got any energy left.”

For the rest of the day, Josh’s mind kept running through possible destinations for whatever Olivia had planned.

He got up early on Friday morning and went for a short run: just three miles instead of the usual five or six. Then he returned to his flat, showered and got dressed. Given that Olivia had cut their two previous encounters short, he packed some clothes and toiletries into an overnight bag. He’d leave it in the boot of his car. If Olivia dismissed him immediately after sex, like before, then he could visit his mother.

Or even drive to Newcastle!

Over the last couple of weeks, he’d begun to regret not making the most of his date with Carla.

Since London traffic was a nightmare, he left at nine, giving himself plenty of time. He arrived a couple of minutes early, but Olivia was already waiting on the pavement. He beeped his horn to attract her attention.

As she walked towards him, he saw she was wearing a long, woollen cardigan that flapped around her knees, and underneath it a short skirt and lace top. Her legs were bare, and even more tanned than the last time he’d seen her.

“Hi.” She climbed into the passenger seat, giving him a smile but no kiss on the cheek.

“Good morning, Mrs Campbell.”

“Fuck off and drive.”

He laughed and put the car into gear. “Where am I driving to?”

She held his gaze for a second. “The Cotswolds. I’m going to take you back to our family home and fuck you in the marital bed.”

“Why there? We could go anywhere and get a hotel. Remember that place near Brighton where we—?”

“Josh. We’re not going off on some romantic getaway, and I certainly don’t want to go to somewhere we visited as a couple. I’m a married woman, and you’re my bit on the side.”

He checked his mirror and pulled out into the traffic. “Which way?”

“Get onto Westway and stay on the A40 all the way to the M40.” She smiled. “And stop sulking, otherwise I won’t let you come in my mouth.”

He stared at her, wide eyed. “Olivia, I don’t know what’s got into—”

“Stop being such a prude. We both know I’m a cheating slut of a wife, and you’re my cock-for-hire.” She crossed her legs. “I hope you’ve been eating plenty of pasta, because you’re going to need lots of energy today.”

“What, not the usual ‘come and go’?”

She laughed out loud. “Come and go. Yeah, I like that.” She placed her hand over his crotch. “Today’s going to be a little different. Today you’ll get to come several times before I kick you out.”

He turned to look at her. “You’re not coming back with me?”

She shook her head. “Thomas and I spend the weekends there. When you’ve satisfied my carnal needs, you can leave. I’ll stay there and come back to town with Thomas on Monday morning.”

He nodded, glad that he’d packed a bag for a trip to Lincoln.

They made small talk during the journey. She told him about the admin work she was doing for Thomas, and that she’d learned he also owned holiday apartments in the Canary Islands and Turkey. Then she asked if his dinner with work had been more fun than having sex in Kensington.

He smiled. “I had a very nice time, but probably not as nice as I could have had.” He let silence hang for a few seconds before adding, “But I did get a date out of it.”

“Oh?”

“One of my colleagues had her sister staying, and we went out the following night.”

“Nice.” She gave him a genuine smile. “It’s good that you’re starting to see people again.”

He nodded.

“Is she dirty in bed?”

He laughed. “She has a boyfriend, so you’ll have to ask him.”

“You didn’t fuck her?” Olivia sounded incredulous.

“No. Because she has a boyfriend. Not all women are comfortable doing the non-monogamy thing.”

She scoffed. “More fool her.” Olivia looked out at the scenery. “It sounds like she has the wrong kind of boyfriend.”

He frowned. Did that mean Thomas knew she was still seeing her ex? Josh wasn’t sure he wanted to know the answer, but Olivia had already started talking about something else.

The journey took them about an hour and a half. Olivia directed him through a picturesque village with a stone bridge over a river, and a few hundred yards further they turned into the drive of her house.

It was a magnificent stone structure with leaded windows and landscaped gardens. Josh turned to Olivia. “You live here?”

“Lovely, isn’t it?”

He shook his head, speechless.

She elbowed him in the ribs. “Come on, I’ll show you the inside.”

They left his car on the curved gravel drive and walked around a small fountain and up broad steps to the studded oak door. Olivia took out her keys, unlocked it and stepped inside to punch in the burglar alarm code. Then she opened the door wide and stood to one side. Josh found himself in a large oak-panelled hall with a wide staircase running up the centre.

Olivia was watching his face as he looked around the impressive space. She moved close and blew in his ear. “If you’re good, I’ll slide down the bannister onto your cock.”

“Yeah, and I hope you get splinters in your twat.”

She led him into a huge living room furnished with three couches and a TV the size of a cinema screen. “Lounge.” Then she took his hand and led him through a different door into a room with a large oak table surrounded by eight chairs. French doors overlooked a beautiful walled garden. “Dining room.”

Next they entered a small room quite similar to the one in her Kensington townhouse, with leather wing-back chairs on either side of an inglenook fireplace. One wall was completely taken up by floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. “Snug.”

They went back across the hall and into a wide-open space that probably had more square footage than Josh’s entire flat. “Kitchen-come-living room.”

He stared in awe at the bare brick walls, oak units, granite worktops and stainless steel appliances. “It’s amazing. It’s just…” He shrugged. “Wow.”

Olivia moved close and slid her arms around his waist. “Want to see something impressive upstairs?”

He grinned. “Have I seen it before?”

“Yes. Many times.” She licked her lips. “But never like this.”

Before he could ask what she meant, she dragged him through the hall and up the stairs.

They entered a huge bedroom with oak plank floorboards and a red Persian rug. The queen-size bed had an ornate wrought-iron headboard with a large mirror on the wall immediately behind it. There were two black lacquered armoires, a matching dressing table, and a Victorian bath in one corner under a window.

Olivia stood by the bed. “Come here,” she ordered, as she dropped her cardigan on the floor and kicked off her shoes.

Josh moved closer as she unbuttoned her lace top and slid it off her shoulders, then undid her skirt and let that slide down her legs. She stepped out of the puddle of clothes, wearing just a white bra and matching thong, and he couldn’t help admiring her tanned and toned figure.

“Have you been sunbathing?”

“Thomas needed to sort out something in Madrid, so I accompanied him for a couple of days and then spent the rest of the week at the villa.”

“Nice work if you can get it.”

She smiled, reached her hands behind her back and unclipped her bra. There were no tan lines.

He nodded at her boobs. “I see the villa’s private enough to allow topless sunbathing.”

“It’s so private I can sunbathe…” She slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her thong and peeled it down her thighs, over her knees, and finally onto the floor. “Completely naked.”

Josh noticed the absence of tan lines and pubic hair. When she leaned back with her elbows on the bed, he also saw the tattoo just to the left of her mound. In black, script-style font was the word Owned.

He frowned. “Is that to remind me I shouldn’t be here?”

Olivia shook her head. “People don’t always respect other people’s property.” She slowly parted her legs. “Why don’t you trespass for a while?”

“Trespass?”

“Mmm. But only with your tongue.”

He lowered his knees onto the rug at the foot of the bed, and Olivia spread her legs wider. Resting a hand on each thigh, he leaned close and inhaled. The musk of her sex turned him on. He blew cool air over her newly shaven pubis, then breathed warm air onto her swollen outer lips.

Olivia was undulating her hips, and he swiped his tongue through the moist heat of her labia. She let out a sigh. Pushing his face forward, he buried his tongue as deep into her channel as he could manage.

She let out a cry, then draped one leg over his shoulder. He pulled back and ran the flat of his tongue over her clit for a few seconds before probing back into her hole.

The smell and taste of her, the sounds she made—this was his Olivia. For the briefest of moments, Josh was back on familiar territory and he knew exactly what she liked. He moved his mouth up a little, capturing her clit between his lips. Then he brought his right hand into play, pushing his first and second fingers into her cunt, and his third into her backside.

Olivia arched up off the mattress and yelped, like he knew she would. Pumping his wrist and sucking her clit, he had to press his head down to keep contact as she bucked and writhed through her orgasm. Her foot kicked against his back, but he didn’t let up until she put her hands on his forehead and pushed him away from her.

“Jeez.” Wide-eyed, she gasped for breath as she clambered further onto the bed. “Get up here and fuck me.”

He pulled off his t-shirt, undid his belt and pushed his jeans and boxers down to mid-thigh. Without bothering to remove any other clothes, he knelt on the bed and lifted both her legs, placing them over his shoulders. He positioned his cock, looked down into her eyes, and eased slowly into her.

Olivia sighed, her eyelids fluttering.

Revelling in the hot grip of her sex, Josh moved with deliberate restraint. After slowly drawing back until his tip just nestled between her outer lips, he slid back inside until his pubic bone ground against her clit. Then he repeated the motion, over and over, making each thrust last. He watched her face as he prodded her towards a second climax.

In any other situation, this would be described as making love. But Josh knew better. It was gentle, tender even—but it was still fucking.

Olivia’s eyes were closed, her breathing shallow. He saw her nostrils flare and her neck flush, and he smiled to himself as he felt her clench around him.

Her eyes snapped open, her lips drew back, and she panted and moaned. He continued to fuck her with slow, gentle strokes until her orgasm had passed.

She stared up at him, an embarrassed smile on her face. Then she lowered her legs from his shoulders and eased him out of her. “Okay, now fuck me from behind. But don’t come there.”

Olivia twisted around on the bed and scrambled up to grip the headboard, staring at his reflection in the mirror behind it. Josh quickly stripped naked and moved into position, holding her gaze in the mirror. He wondered if she and Thomas liked to watch themselves make love.

“Fuck me hard. I want to feel the full length of you, as deep as it’ll go. But when you’re ready to come, I want you to pull out.” She licked her lips. “You’re going to come in my mouth this time, okay?”

He nodded, lined up his cock and rammed it back inside her.

Olivia cried out and gripped the headboard, glaring at him in the mirror. “Harder.”

He obliged.

She braced her hands on the iron. “Yeah, that’s it. Harder. Fuck me.”

He banged her hard and fast. Reached round and pinched her nipples, making her squeal. “I’m getting close,” he whispered.

She opened her eyes and stared at his reflection. “You know where I want it.”

Josh nodded and gritted his teeth. He banged into her a few more times, then withdrew. Grabbing her by the hair, he pulled her round so he could present his dick in front of her face.

She opened her mouth wide, but the first jet left him before she was ready. A thick dollop of cum hit her face. Olivia took him deep into her mouth in time to swallow his subsequent spurts, moaning theatrically for each one.

The intense pleasure of coming in her mouth took his breath away. His legs shook and his heart crashed in his chest. He’d unloaded everything he had, yet still Olivia moved her head on him, sucking and licking at his spent cock. She brought her hand up to his balls, the fingers slowly stroking them.

She opened her eyes and gave him a knowing look. She wanted more, and they both knew he could get hard again almost immediately after his first time.

Taking a deep breath, he glanced sideways at the mirror. There was no doubt that watching her sucking his cock was a turn-on.

Olivia gripped the base of his dick and started to pump her hand. He was hard again. She sucked him for a little longer, then smiled triumphantly. “Lie on your back.”

He did as instructed.

Olivia quickly straddled his legs. She held herself up over him, stroked the tip of his cock through her folds a couple of times, then slowly lowered herself onto it. She let out a long breath.

Josh watched her face as she rotated her hips, relishing the sensation of being buried deep inside her.

Olivia rocked back and forward, grinding her clit against him. She licked her lips and smiled. “Now it’s my turn.”

He reached up and rested his hands on her hips, watching the letters of her tattoo distort as she rode his cock. She might be owned by somebody else, but it was Josh’s cock she was riding.

“Oh yeah…” Olivia dropped her head back and stared at her own reflection as she came for the third time.

When her orgasm had passed she squatted on him, then bounced herself up and down, the tip of his cock crashing against her cervix.

Olivia seemed to be lost in her own world, focused on watching herself fuck him in the mirror, giving the impression he was simply a prop she was using.

“Liv, this is going to make me come soon.”

“I know.”

“Where do you want it?”

She smiled. “Exactly where you’re aiming it. Shoot it inside me.”

He gritted his teeth as he watched her bring him to the point of no return. He sighed and pushed his hips up as he came powerfully inside her.

Olivia groaned, sighed and wiggled as she drained him. Then she lay down on his chest, his cock still buried inside her.

He wrapped his arms around her.

“That was the perfect way to start my weekend,” she whispered. “Why don’t you put your clothes back on, grab yourself a beer from the fridge and go wait for me in the garden? I’ll have a quick shower and join you in a few minutes.”

“You mean I don’t have to leave now?”

She laughed. “No, not yet. Go out through the patio doors from the kitchen—there’s a nice place to sit out there. I won’t be long.”

Josh pulled on his boxers, jeans and t-shirt and padded down the stairs, through the hall and into the kitchen. The fridge was a huge American-style stainless steel thing the size of a wardrobe, and he found four different types of beer on the shelves. He grabbed a Bud to save him the bother of searching for a bottle opener. Then he opened the patio door and walked out into a beautiful herb garden. There was a wrought-iron table and chair set in one corner. He settled himself down and waited.

By the time Olivia joined him, he’d almost finished his beer. Her cheeks glowed and her hair was still damp. She wore a baggy t-shirt and a pair of cut-offs. Her feet were bare, and the outline of her nipples showed she wasn’t wearing a bra.

She’d brought herself a beer, but when she saw his bottle was almost empty she returned to the kitchen and brought out a fresh one for him. Then she sat in the other chair and clinked the neck of her bottle with his. “Cheers.”

“Cheers.” He looked up at the house, around the garden and at the open views over rolling hills. “Olivia, this is all…” He shrugged. “It’s fantastic, and it’s too much to risk losing just for the cheap thrill of sex with your ex.”

She studied him over her bottle as she drank. Then she lowered it and shook her head. “I’d never risk it. Thomas isn’t the jealous type.”

“He knows.” Josh hadn’t phrased it as a question, but a simple statement of fact.

“He’s happy for me to have a little fun, if it’s what I want.”

“Does he know it’s me? I mean, the guy you used to see?”

She nodded.

“And does he know where we are today?”

“Yes. In fact, it was his idea that we come here.”

He shook his head, trying to understand. Why would Thomas suggest his wife bring another man to their marital bed? Was it the rich guy’s way of showing him how much better Olivia’s life was, now she’d found a man who could give her all this?

“Actually,” Olivia said with a smile. “We’re having a get together with a few friends next weekend, and Thomas suggested I invite you.”

“What? I don’t think that’d be a good idea.”

“Of course it would. Besides, a couple of my lady friends are eager to meet you.”

“Why would your friends want to meet me?” He frowned. “In fact, why would they even know I exist?”

She rubbed her bare foot against his leg. “I may have mentioned that I know a good-looking, well-hung guy who can fuck all night long, given the right motivation.”

“Olivia!”

“What’s the matter?”

He shook his head in exasperation. “If this were the other way around, and a couple of my mates were eager to meet you because I’d told them you’re happy to get fucked every which way for as long as they can stay hard, I’m pretty sure you’d be pissed off.”

“Stop being such a prude. I’m trying to get you some hot action with a couple of sexy older women.”

Josh shook his head. “Thomas suggested you bring me here and fuck me on your bed?”

She nodded. “He thought it’d help you find your way here next weekend.”

“How am I supposed to act when I meet him?”

“The same way you act when you meet everyone else. You smile and say hello, then talk about football or cars. You know, man stuff.”

“What if he asks about you?”

She scoffed. “Why would he ask you about me? He’s my husband. He already knows everything about me.”

That hurt, but he wasn’t going to show it. He swallowed, then narrowed his eyes. “And these friends of yours. How much older are they?”

Olivia laughed. “They’re in their early forties, and both in excellent shape.”

He sat back and shrugged. “I might be busy next weekend.”

“You already are. You’re going to drive over here on Saturday afternoon, and have a nice time meeting my husband and our friends. You can stay in one of the spare bedrooms overnight, then drive back to London on Sunday.”

“Just like that?”

“Mm hmm. But now, you’re going to have to take me back upstairs. I’m getting horny again.”

“Horny?”

She nodded. “And this time, we’re going to fuck in the bath.”

Josh looked into her face, his dick already beginning to swell. “And what happens after that?”

“You know what happens after that. You’re going to leave with a big smile on your face, and I’m going to get cleaned up and welcome my husband home after his long day at work.”

He drained his bottle and stood up. “Come on then, let’s be having you.”

Olivia laughed and got up, taking his hand as they walked back into her house.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 5

Josh decided to surprise his mum and drove from the Cotswolds to Lincoln. It was a relatively easy drive, considering it was 130 miles through the Midlands on a Friday evening.

There was a car he didn’t recognise behind his mum’s Mazda on the drive. He walked around the side of the house to the back door, knocked once, and then went in and shouted his usual greeting.

His mum came out of the living room and into the hall, looking shocked. “What’s wrong? Why are you here?”

He laughed. “Nothing’s wrong. I was on my way back to London and had a bit of spare time and thought…”

A man’s figure appeared in the lounge doorway.

His mum glanced at him, then looked back at Josh. “This is Brian. I’ve been meaning to tell you about—”

Josh smiled broadly and stepped forward, holding out his hand. “Hi Brian. Nice to meet you.”

The man’s grip was firm, his smile friendly. “Hello, Josh.”

His mum finally gave him a hug. “Come on, I’ll make us all a cuppa.” They went into the kitchen.

When they were settled around the table with their drinks, his mum cleared her throat, her expression still like a rabbit caught in the headlights. “Brian’s one of the engineers at work, and we’ve been seeing each other for a while.” She shifted in her seat. “A few weeks.”

Josh smiled. “That’s good. I’m happy for you, so stop looking like you’re breaking the law.”

She laughed but still seemed uncomfortable. “It’s just awkward, and I don’t want you think… It’s not a slight on your dad’s memory.”

Josh reached out and squeezed her hand across the table. “Mum, Dad wouldn’t have wanted you to be lonely. Stop feeling guilty, you’re not doing anything wrong.”

“Doesn’t make things any easier. Not with the neighbours, or the other women in the office.”

“Why not? You’re entitled to have some fun. You’re only fifty-three.”

“Fifty-two.”

He’d known she’d correct him, and he laughed before turning to Brian. “I’m sorry for not phoning ahead.”

Brian shook his head. “It’s nice to finally meet you. I’ve heard lots about you, seen your medals and photos.”

Josh sighed and glared at his mum.

“What? You’re a war hero and I’m proud.”

“I’m not a war hero. I was just a regular squaddie whose luck held out.”

She turned to Brian. “Josh’s friend was killed by an IUD.”

Josh burst out laughing. “It was an IED, Mum.” He shook his head. “IUDs are something completely different.”

She blushed. “Well, you know what I mean.”

The three of them chatted for a few more minutes before his mum said, “So, did you make up with Olivia?”

Josh was startled for a moment until he remembered his mum’s intervention when he refused to take Olivia’s calls. “Sort of.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means we’re back speaking, but she’s married to somebody else.”

Now it was his mother’s turn to stare. “She can’t be.”

“She is. A whirlwind romance, apparently.”

“Who did she marry?”

“A very successful businessman. He has a house in Kensington, a mansion in the Cotswolds, a villa in Spain, and other homes in places I can’t remember.”

“Well…” She gave him a concerned look. “And are you alright about it?”

Yeah, I fucked her three times earlier today.

“I’m fine, and I’m happy for her.” He leaned over to put his cup on the kitchen counter, partly to avoid her scrutinising gaze. “In fact, I’ll be meeting her husband next week. They’ve invited me to a party in their country mansion.”

“Very nice. Shall I take something out of the freezer for tea?” And, just like that, Olivia was old news.

“Why don’t I buy us all dinner in town?”

His mum frowned and glanced at Brian. “We’ve not actually ventured out much together yet.”

“Why not?”

“We just don’t think it’s…” She gave Brian an embarrassed look, then turned back to look at her son. “I mean I don’t think it’s something I should do.”

Josh shook his head, puzzled. “Because…?” It occurred to him that perhaps Brian was married.

“It’s only been three years, Josh.” There were tears in her eyes. “I don’t want anyone to think that I’ve forgotten him.”

Brian patted her hand in an attempt to console her.

Josh sighed. “Dad died tragically young. You’re still alive, and you’ve got to make the most of it.” He smiled. “One of the managers at work has been married five times. Apparently, he met his fourth wife at his third wife’s funeral.”

She put her hands over her face and cringed. “Oh no!”

Josh laughed. “It’s true. So, go and put on your tightest blouse and your shortest skirt, and we’ll hit the town.”

She scoffed as she got up from the table. “I don’t own tight blouses or short skirts, and you know it.”

While his mum was upstairs getting ready, the men went through to the lounge.

“I’ve been trying not to push your mum into going out,” Brian explained. “I did suggest we drive over to Gainsborough, or even have a day at the seaside, but she’s terrified we’ll bump into someone she knows.”

Josh shook his head. “It’s sad, but that’s the way she is. How about you, are you a widower?”

“Divorced. Four years back.”

“Do you have children?”

“Aye, a son who’s about your age. He’s married with a baby on the way, so I’m looking forward to be a grandad.”

“Good for you.”

When his mum came into the room, the two men looked up and dropped silent. She was wearing a pale blue round-necked sweater and a dark blue pleated skirt with black nylons and black shoes. She’d pinned her hair up and added a little makeup.

Brian stood up. “By ’eck! You look smashing, Val.”

As his mum blushed, Josh felt a surge of pride. She looked lovely. “Come on, let’s show the neighbours how well you scrub up.”

The three of them walked the short distance into town and went to the pub that served the best food. While Brian and his mum found them a table, Josh ordered drinks and set up a tab.

The food was fabulous, and they had a very pleasant few hours. Josh’s mum laughed more than he could remember her doing in a long time, and after three gin and tonics her cheeks were a little flushed. They didn’t meet anyone they knew, and Brian proved to be a nice guy with a dry sense of humour.

It was after eleven when they got back to the house, and Josh didn’t want to make his mum feel awkward explaining that Brian would be staying over. The moment he had his jacket off, he gave them a broad smile, said he’d see them in the morning, and legged it up to his childhood bedroom.

He heard them come upstairs a while later, but thankfully there were no squeaking of bedsprings or guttural moans of passion. Nonetheless, Josh decided he’d head home at the first polite opportunity in the morning rather than stick around and get in the way.

After breakfast he shook Brian’s hand and gave his mum a hug. “You should both come down to London and go see a show. You can stay in my flat. I’ll sleep on the sofa-bed and you can have my room. It’d be lovely to see you.”

They thanked him and he left, pleased that his mum had found someone who made her happy.

As he drove south on the M1, Josh thought about the following weekend. He wasn’t sure what to expect, having no experience of men who encouraged their wives to sleep with other men. Nor did he have any experience of women fifteen years older than himself.

No doubt his next trip to the Cotswolds would be very enlightening.

* * * *

Olivia sent Josh a text on Thursday, suggesting he aim to arrive mid-afternoon on Saturday.

He smiled to himself as he replied: Is formal wear expected? Should I hire a tux?

Her reply was a hand emoji flipping him the bird.

Josh left London late-morning on Saturday, stopping at a garage near Oxford for fuel and a sandwich. By the time he got close to the small village where Olivia and Thomas lived, it was almost two o’clock.

There were several cars parked on the curved gravel drive—all of them more impressive than his three-year-old Audi A3—but Josh had no trouble finding a space. Making his way toward the front door with his holdall over his shoulder, he could hear laughter coming from the garden to the side of the house. He didn’t feel comfortable about walking around unannounced, so he rang the doorbell. When the door opened, he was relieved to see Olivia. She smiled warmly and looked both pretty and informal in a pale green summer dress and flip-flops.

“Hiya.” She stepped back into the hall. “Come on in, and drop your bag by the stairs.”

Josh followed her in.

“Come on, I’ll introduce you to Thomas.”

He must have looked as enthusiastic as he felt because she laughed, took his hand, and pulled him toward the kitchen. There were half a dozen people chatting and laughing by the open patio doors that led out to the herb garden.

The moment they entered the kitchen, everyone stopped talking and looked over. Olivia released his hand and headed towards them. “Everyone, this is my friend, Ben.”

Josh gave her a puzzled look.

She flashed him a smile. “Ben, this is Greta and Saul, our lovely neighbours.”

Saul held out a hand, which Josh shook.

“And this is Suzy, who owns the gift shop in the village.”

“Hi Ben.”

Josh maintained the smile while his mind raced. Both Greta and Suzy were attractive women in their forties. Were these the women Olivia had said were keen to meet him?

“Diana and Ethan are friends from London. And this,” Olivia said, as she came to the last person in the group, “is my husband, Thomas.”

He gave Josh a broad smile and held out his hand. “It’s good to finally meet you, Ben.”

“Likewise.” Josh shook hands with Thomas, who was nothing like he’d imagined. He had a dark complexion and deep-set brown eyes. His black hair was thinning on top and greying a little at the temples. He spoke with a clipped home counties accent, which reminded Josh of some of the officers he’d encountered in the army.

“Come on,” Olivia said, once again pulling him by the hand. “Let’s get you a drink.”

Josh smiled at the people he’d just met, then followed Olivia to the other side of the kitchen, where she fixed him a drink in a tall glass. She added ice cubes, half a strawberry, a slice of cucumber and a mint leaf.

She grinned as she passed him the glass. “Pimms, darling?”

“Chin chin,” he said, holding out his little finger as he took a sip. Then he leaned closer and whispered, “And what the fuck’s all this Ben bullshit?”

“I thought you’d prefer not to use your real name.”

He shook his head in puzzlement. “Why not?”

“Because,” she said, pushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear, “the people you meet here don’t actually want to know the real you.”

Josh paused. “Are you saying I’m not of the right breeding?”

“What? No, you prat. Most of them you’ll never see again, anyway. But the ones you do see again are only interested in your physical attributes.”

Before he could answer, a woman in a long clinging dress and a straw hat swept in through the patio door and made a beeline for them. Her broad smile showed perfect teeth and dimples. Her eyes were an unusually dark shade of blue and, although there were a few lines around them, she was very attractive. Her perfume was almost overpowering.

“Is this who I think it is?” she asked Olivia.

“It certainly is. Ben, meet my very lovely friend, Ria.”

The woman held out her hand. “Pleased to meet you, Ben.”

“Hi.” Josh gave her hand a gentle shake.

“Livvie told me you were a dish, and she was right.” Ria was still holding on to his hand as if reluctant to let it go.

Josh looked at Olivia, struggling to keep his face straight. “Did you say I was a dish, Livvie?”

“I think what I actually said was that there are worse faces to look at while you’re being fucked hard.”

His mouth dropped open, and Ria pushed her leg against his. “Well, I think he’s gorgeous. And that face would look even better with my feet on either side, resting on those broad shoulders.”

Josh blinked. He simply didn’t know how to respond.

Olivia watched him, an amused twinkle in her eyes.

“So,” Ria said, giving his hand another squeeze. “What site do you use, and where can I find your contact details?”

Site? What site? “I…”

“I’ll send them to you,” Olivia said.

“Super.” Ria flashed him a final smile. “I’ll definitely be in touch, and we can sort out a date and the dirty details.” She glanced around the room. “Now, I need the loo and then another drinkie.”

With that, she walked out into the hall. Josh stared after her, then turned to look at Olivia.

“What just happened?”

“You’ve just met a woman who’s desperate for you to take her to bed.”

“Why?”

“Because I recommended you.”

He gave a laugh. “You’re my pimp now?” Was this some sort of apology for dumping him and marrying Thomas?

“Pimp isn’t how I’d describe it, because I won’t be getting paid.”

“Right—”

“And neither will you. But, as in any business, word-of-mouth recommendations are the best way of making new contacts.”

“Recommendations for what? Don’t you think I’m capable of finding a new girlfriend by myself?”

She gave a laugh. “You can find your own girlfriends, no problem. All I’m doing is finding you new fuck-buddies.” She moved closer and whispered in his ear. “And I’m not doing it for you. I’m doing it for Ria, because she’s my friend.”

Suzy and Diana came in to refresh their glasses, and Olivia went out with them to enjoy the sunshine.

As Josh followed, he saw there were at least another dozen people standing in small groups on the lawn. A couple of men in white aprons were now setting up a serving table in one corner of the garden. He pulled Olivia to one side.

“Are they your kitchen staff?” he asked, smirking.

“Sarky twat. They’re outside caterers.”

Josh looked around at the other new guests. One of the men was particularly annoying. He obviously liked the sound of his own voice and was spouting a lot of fancy words, using most of them in the wrong context. He heard the word ‘capricious’ being used three times in one sentence. “Who’s the gob-shite with the charisma bypass?”

“His name’s Chris—a friend of Saul and Greta’s. He’s a teacher, but I think he wants to be a writer.”

“He’s a cunt.”

She giggled. “Don’t you think that’s being a little unfair?”

“Only to vaginas.”

The guy must have noticed they were looking his way, and he raised his glass to them. “To the lovely Olivia, with eyes like a summer meadow and hair like an autumn copse.”

She smiled and raised her glass, then whispered to Josh, “You’re right, he’s a cunt.”

Josh laughed.

“So,” she said. “What have you been up to since the last time you were here?”

“I went to visit my mum.”

“How’s she doing?”

“She’s got herself a fuck-buddy, too.”

Olivia’s eyes went wide. “Are you serious?”

“I’m sure it’s more traditional than that, but she’s started seeing a guy called Brian.”

“Does it bother you?” She seemed concerned.

“Of course not. I’m happy for her, and he seems like a nice guy.”

Olivia nodded. “Good. I’m pleased for her, too.”

The caterers served hot beef rolls, which for Josh kicked off a pleasant afternoon chatting with Olivia, Thomas and their guests. After a couple of hours, he even got used to being called Ben.

Three more people arrived later—Suzy’s husband, who’d been working in their shop, and a couple called Stefan and Angela. While Stefan was talking to Thomas, Olivia led Angela, who was blonde and voluptuous, over to Josh.

“Angela, meet Ben.”

Before he could open his mouth, Angela looked him up and down, then nodded.

“You’ll do. Get your coat, you’ve pulled.”

Josh laughed. “Nice to meet you, too.”

“It will be, I assure you. Are you free on Tuesday?”

“Err…” Flinching at Angela’s carrying voice, Josh looked over at the women’s husbands, chatting just a few feet away.

“Don’t be shy,” Angela said. “If you can’t make Tuesday, we’ll find another day.”

Josh found his voice. “No, Tuesday’s… fine.”

Angela smiled. “Excellent. Do you know The Mountcalm Royal, in Finsbury Square?”

“I’m sure I can find it.”

“Excellent. Say eight-thirty? I’ll have Stefan meet you in the lobby.”

Josh frowned. “Stefan will be in the lobby?”

She nodded. “He’ll escort you up to our room.”

He’s like Thomas. He knows about it.

When Josh looked at Olivia, she was smiling. Clearly she’d known all along that Angela’s husband would be complicit, and she was clearly having fun messing with his head. Ria was probably married, too. He wondered if this was something all rich people did to get their kicks.

Once Angela had rejoined Stefan and Thomas, Olivia stepped close to Josh and squeezed his arm. “We’ll explain things later. Let’s have another drink and enjoy the rest of the party.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 6

The sun dropped low enough to be hidden by some of the trees in the fields beyond the garden. The caterers packed up their table and left, as did most of the guests, including Angela and Stefan, who both gave him a friendly wave. When the evening got chilly, the few stragglers headed back into the kitchen. Ria made a point of saying goodbye to Josh, reminding Olivia to send her his contact details.

Greta and Saul were the last to leave, and they headed back to their house on the other side of the beech hedge just before ten.

Thomas said, “How about a brandy in the snug?”

Olivia nodded, and the men walked through to the room with the bookshelves and the leather armchairs. While Thomas put a match to the pre-laid fire, Josh settled into one of the armchairs and looked around the impressive room. Olivia came in carrying a tray with three glasses and a decanter, which she set on a small table. Thomas settled into the other armchair and Olivia poured the drinks, passing a glass to Josh before she plonked herself down on the rug in front of the fire.

Thomas raised his glass. “Here’s to old lovers and new relationships.”

Josh raised his glass, though a little uncomfortable about the toast.

Olivia took a sip of her brandy, then licked her lips and looked at Josh. “So, I suppose I should explain why we’ve been calling you Ben all day.”

Josh laughed, then shrugged. If Thomas hadn’t been here, he’d have assumed the alias was conceal his identity as her ex-boyfriend.

Thomas took up the explanation. “As I’m sure you’ve already noticed, the relationship Olivia and I have is not what most people would consider normal.”

Josh smiled but didn’t interrupt.

“I’m not sure how familiar you are, Josh, with the sort of things we get up to.”

Josh shook his head. “I’m guessing you have an open relationship.”

Thomas laughed. “Yes, we’re very open. But not in the way most people think—by that, I mean we’re not actually swingers.”

“Oh?” Josh was confused. He’d assumed that since Thomas and Stefan both seemed happy for him to have sex with their wives, then swinging was exactly what they were into.

Olivia spoke up. “Do you know what a hotwife is, Josh?”

“A married woman who has sex with men other than her husband.”

She nodded, then raised her eyebrows. “And?”

“And she does it with her husband’s knowledge and consent.”

She smiled. “Exactly. Her husband wants her to have sex with other men. The reason for this is two-fold. First—and most important—is because he loves her, and he wants her to enjoy herself.” She smiled at Thomas, then looked back at Josh. “But it’s not just for her benefit. Knowing that another man is having sex with his wife gives the husband a huge thrill.”

“The husbands of hotwives are voyeurs,” Thomas said. “But sometimes they have other kinks, too.”

“Some of the husbands are cucks, Josh. Do you know what that means?”

“Short for cuckolds,” he answered. “They’re married to hotwives.”

“Yes, but there’s more to it than that. Cucks get pleasure from not only watching their hotwife being taken by another man, but also from the way she treats him.” She smirked. “Or mistreats him.”

He frowned, unsure what she was getting at.

“Some husbands forego having sex with their wives completely. They’re content to not have sex at all. They even have their erections restricted by wearing a cage for most of the time.” She smiled at her husband. “Fortunately that’s not the case in our relationship, but it’s something you should be aware of.”

“Okay.” In truth, Josh wasn’t sure what any of this had to do with him.

“And the man who’s invited to have sex with the hotwife is called the bull.” She smiled at him. “So, you’re my bull.”

Josh kept his focus on her face, not wanting to look Thomas in the eye.

“And on Tuesday, you’re going to be the bull who services Angela.”

He bit his lip. The idea of having sex with the curvy older woman appealed to him. A lot.

“How do you feel about that?” Olivia’s eyes danced with mischief.

“I’m looking forward to it.”

She laughed. “And so you should. She’s gorgeous, and sexy as fuck.”

Thomas cleared his throat. “Stefan likes to be in the room. Is that going to be a problem?”

Josh thought about Stefan being present while he had sex with Angela. He’d seemed friendly enough. “I don’t think so.”

Olivia caught his gaze and held it. “Even if he’s jerking himself off while he watches you shag his wife?”

“He’ll do that?”

Thomas laughed. “Of course he will. Seeing his wife in the throes of passion with another man is what turns him on the most. He’ll probably masturbate more than once.”

Josh’s mind was stumbling through other details. Ones more relevant to the three of them. “But not all husbands are in the room. I mean…” He looked between them, trying to get his thoughts in order. He met Thomas’ patient eyes. “Well, you weren’t… you know. Last week.”

“I prefer not to be seen. I like to watch, but I’d rather do it from a private place.”

Josh struggled to understand, and Olivia explained it for him.

“The room we used in Kensington is fitted with CCTV cameras. Everything we did was filmed. Thomas watched it all. He saw everything.”

He finally understood Olivia’s behaviour. The slutty talk and running commentary about her impending orgasm—it had all been for Thomas’ benefit.

“And here?” Josh glanced toward the ceiling to indicate the time they’d had sex in the bedroom upstairs.

Olivia held his gaze for a second. “There’s a two-way mirror behind the bed.”

Josh flashed back to her gripping the headboard and staring at his reflection while he fucked her from behind. He remembered her watching herself intently while she rode him. She’d been looking at where Thomas’s camera was filming from. Or was she…?

He looked at Thomas. “You were here?”

“Yes,” Olivia answered for him. “And when we were in Kensington, he was upstairs watching it all on monitors.”

Josh gulped his brandy and stared into the flames. He didn’t want to cause a scene or act like a child, but being watched during something so personal felt invasive.

Olivia knelt up and took his hand. “I’m sorry if you feel like you’ve been deceived.”

He wasn’t ready to contradict her.

“I wanted to tell you earlier, but I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about it. But now you’re getting into the scene—you know, with Angie and Stef—I thought we should come clean.”

He thought he knew her, but this was so… out of character. “I wish you’d told me.” He looked into her eyes and saw the anxiety in her face. “I can see why did you didn’t, though.”

She smiled. “Thank you.”

“I think you’ll be perfect as a bull,” Thomas said.

“Oh?”

Thomas nodded. “You have everything the hotwives want. You’re handsome, very well-hung, and you keep yourself in shape. You can also perform several times in quick succession.”

“He often stays hard after he comes the first time,” Olivia said.

“Very impressive.” Thomas smiled. “But there’s more to it than that. You’re intelligent and polite. Respectful. The hotwives and cucks will appreciate that.”

“A hotwife is a slut,” Olivia explained. “But she’s the most important thing in her husband’s life. As a bull, you’re expected to fuck her senseless while keeping it in mind that you’re there for her pleasure, not the other way around.”

“Your role is to respect her,” Thomas said. “Her husband worships her, and he expects the bulls to be courteous and considerate.”

Olivia grinned. “Unless she specifically asks to be treated otherwise. If she wants you to call her a slut and spank her arse, then do as she asks.”

“She may also say unkind things to her husband,” Thomas said. “At least, they’ll sound unkind to you. But if that’s part of what the husband wants, don’t let it bother you.”

Josh squeezed his eyes shut against the onslaught of information. This was all too much, too fast. “I’m not sure I—”

“That’s kind of why I introduced you as Ben today.” Olivia still had hold of his hand, and she squeezed it. “When you’re with a hotwife, you need to take on a different persona. Your Ben the Bull persona. Don’t let yourself get emotionally involved with these women. They’re only interested in the sex.”

He held her gaze, wondering if she was making a general point, or giving him a gentle hint.

“All they want is for you to make them feel good. They want your cock and they want you to make them come.” She flashed her eyes in a sexy way. “Sure, they want to feel desired and revered, but they don’t want your love. They have their husbands for that. So even if you hear a hotwife tell her cuck that his tiny cock doesn’t make her feel as good as yours does, or if she tells him he’s only allowed to come on her feet while you’re allowed to come in every hole she has, that’s just part of their game, and that’s what he wants. She loves him, and you’ll never take his place in her heart. All you’re doing is sticking your big cock wherever she wants it, and you’re only doing it because that’s what her husband wants, too.”

Josh let it all sink in. “Right. So, on Tuesday night, I’ll be Ben. I’ll meet Stefan in the lobby, he’ll take me up to their room and Angela will ask me to have sex with her while her husband jerks off. And if she calls him names while I’m there, it’s just a game. She loves him and is only having sex with me for his benefit.”

“Oh no, it’s for her benefit, too. All married women fantasise about great sex with well-hung studs, but it’s only the lucky ones who get to live out those fantasies.”

“Lucky because their husbands approve?”

“Yes.”

“And Ria’s husband approves too?”

Olivia turned to Thomas. “I think you should answer that one.”

“Ria’s husband is an old friend of mine. They’ve been doing this for a long time, and I’m pretty sure he’ll want to join in.”

To say that Josh was apprehensive was an understatement. “Join in, as in…?”

“He’ll probably get Ria to suck him off while you’re fucking her. And he’ll also want to perform clean-up.”

“Clean-up?” Josh looked from one to the other.

Olivia’s tongue briefly appeared between her teeth, then she said, “Some cucks like to lick the hotwife’s twat after the bull’s had her.” Her face was serious. “After he’s come inside her.”

Josh’s stomach turned. “And Ria’s husband will want to do that? With my cum?”

She nodded. “It’s all part of the humiliation that he craves. It’s to show that as the alpha male you can deposit your seed into his wife’s body, and he has to clean it out of her. But don’t be fooled, it’s exactly what he wants. She may order him to do it, or a whole list of other degrading things, but they’ll have been agreed to beforehand.”

“Right.” He still wasn’t happy about another man tasting his cum.

“A cuck and hotwife couple are a lot closer than most married couples,” she explained. “They don’t have any need for secrets, because nothing is off the menu when it comes to discussions. If he wants to see one thing and she doesn’t like the idea, that’s not a problem.”

“For example…?”

“For example,” Thomas said, “if I told Olivia I wanted to see a guy piss in her face, I think it’d be understandable if she refused. Equally, if Olivia told me she wanted to be gangbanged by ten black men, I’d probably find that unacceptable.”

“Spoilsport.” She was smirking at him.

He shrugged. “I’d just worry about you. Maybe we could start with five, and see how you cope.”

She turned to Josh. “See, there’s always a compromise.”

Josh drained the last of his brandy as he thought about Olivia being taken by five black guys with huge cocks. Surprisingly, the idea wasn’t as hurtful as he’d expected.

“Right,” she said, standing up. “I think we’ve given you enough background—I’ve set you up an email account, and also registered you on one of the websites we use. I’ll send you the details. Change your password and your username if you like, but I’ve called you Foreverhard, because you seem to be.”

Josh laughed and shook his head. “I’d be worried about being sued for advertising under false pretences.”

“No you wouldn’t. I bet you’re even hard now.”

He frowned and shook his head, even though his cock had been swollen and weeping for the last ten minutes.

Olivia reached down and ran her hand over his crotch. “See?”

Now he was really uncomfortable. He shook his head even more exaggeratedly.

“It’s okay,” she assured him. She dropped to her knees on the rug between his feet and started to unbuckle his belt.

“Liv, I don’t think…” He frowned at Thomas, who simply smiled and took another sip of his brandy.

Olivia released Josh’s cock and smiled at the evidence of his arousal. She smeared the precum around his crown with her thumb. “The idea of being a bull turns you on, I see.”

He stared into her eyes, then nodded.

“Are you excited about fucking Angie and Ria?”

He swallowed, then nodded again.

“Good.” She leaned down and took his dick deep into her warm, wet mouth. An involuntary sigh escaped his lips.

Olivia bobbed her head, and it took her no time at all to get him fully hard. She released him, holding his erection triumphantly, and turned to her husband. “What shall I do with this?”

“You should suck it for a bit longer,” Thomas said. “I think it’s what you both want.”

She took Josh back into her mouth, slowly pushing down further onto his lap, inching him into her throat. He let out a groan and dug his heels into the soft rug.

Olivia sucked and bobbed for another minute or so before releasing him. A strand of precum stretched from his cock to her lower lip. She stuck out her tongue and snapped it. “I know we told you that Thomas prefers to watch from somewhere private, but this isn’t having sex.”

“It’s not?” It felt like sex.

She shook her head. “This is just me preparing you to have sex.”

His stomach tingled in anticipation.

“Foreplay.”

“Foreplay?”

She leaned down and licked the secretions still oozing from him. “I’m just getting you ready and hard for when we go to bed.”

“Bed?”

She chuckled. “Stop repeating everything I say. Yes, bed. Thomas is going to go and sit in his little room behind the mirror, and you and I are going to go to bed.” She squeezed his cock. “And you are going to do something you’ve never done to me before.”

“I am?”

She stood up and nodded toward his crotch. “Put that away. I don’t want you knocking my ornaments over on the way to the bedroom.”

He chuckled and tucked himself in before standing to fasten his belt. Thomas placed a fireguard on the hearth, then left the room without another word. Olivia led Josh out into the hall and up the stairs.

The bedroom was as he remembered it, but this time he gave the mirror behind the headboard a more thorough inspection. It was a couple of feet wider than the bed and reached from the mattress to head height.

Olivia saw him looking. “It cost us a fortune.”

The only other door in the bedroom was on the adjacent wall, but it was at the opposite end, by the bath. “How does he get access?”

“From the next bedroom, which has a dressing room with a hidden door. There are also hidden microphones in here, so he can hear everything. All your grunts and my moans.”

He held his breath, trying to remember what sounds they’d made during last week’s session. “He probably didn’t get a great view of what we did in the bath,” he said with a smile.

Olivia reached out and started to undo his belt again. “There are a couple of cameras in here, too.” She flashed her eyes. “He saw enough.”

Once Josh’s cock was released, she pulled her dress up and off. She was completely naked underneath it. “Clothes,” she said.

Josh quickly kicked off his shoes and stripped, no longer caring that her husband was watching from behind the mirror. All he cared about was getting his dick into Olivia’s ever-welcoming body. If Thomas got off on that too, good for him.

She sat on the bed and spread her legs. “Are you going to stand there posing all night, or are you going to stick that thing inside me?”

He stepped closer, bent his knees and slid inside her. She was wet and tight.

“Ah, yeah. That’s my bull. Come on, stretch me.”

Josh placed his hands on the bed and leaned into her face, forcing her onto her back with her legs hanging off the edge. He pushed himself deeper, grinding against her at the end of each in-stroke. He kept a slow pace for a few minutes.

“Oh God.” Olivia sighed and started to move herself beneath him, wriggling and clenching as he fucked her. “Oh…” Her breathing changed and her eyes fluttered.

Josh knew only too well what that meant, and he decided to save her the trouble of telling Thomas what was happening. “I know you’re about to come. I can see it in your face, and I can feel you shaking.”

She opened her eyes and stared up at him, confused.

“I want to feel you coming on my cock. I want to feel you grip me, and I want feel all your juices running down our thighs.”

“Ahhh…”

She reached up and dug her nails into his shoulders. Josh just kept stroking into her at the same steady pace. She arched her back and the contractions almost forced him out of her, but he kept sliding in and out with slow, long thrusts.

Olivia cried out again, a bewildered expression on her face. She’d either come again, or the strength of the aftershocks had surprised her.

Josh felt the tingle deep in his stomach. “Where do you want me to come?”

“There. Come inside me.”

Josh watched her face and increased his speed a little while pushing as deep as he could.

Olivia wrapped her legs around the backs of his thighs, pulling tighter with each thrust, pulling him deeper. “Come for me. Fill me.”

He let out a sigh and felt the torrent shoot from him and into her.

Olivia groaned and began to buck violently, grinding her body against his. Another spasm shuddered through him as more cum shot out, and then Olivia was crying and mumbling and screaming. This was definitely another orgasm, but even her strongest contractions couldn’t stifle his flow as another jet spurted out.

They eventually stilled.

Josh’s heart banged so loud in his ears that he wondered if the microphones could pick it up and send it to Thomas’s headphones.

Olivia blinked and shook her head. “Jesus, you’re going to blow Angie’s mind if you fuck her like that.”

He laughed and slowly pulled out.

She reached down and gripped his cock. “Don’t think you’re finished.”

He took a deep breath and shook his head. “You’ll have to give me a minute.”

“No I won’t. Stand up.”

Josh pushed himself off the bed and stood on shaky legs. “Liv, I’m not Superman. I’ll need a rest before I can—”

She sat forward and took his dick, wet and slippery, deep into her mouth. He groaned and looked at the mirror. He wondered briefly if Thomas had jerked himself off while watching his wife get fucked.

Olivia started to pump his shaft with her hand while her tongue and lips worked their magic on the head. Josh took a deep breath and looked down at her smiling face as she proudly brandished his hard-on in her hand.

“Right. Wait there.” She stood and quickly walked to the dressing table on the far wall. She returned with a small plastic tube, from which she squeezed a blob of clear goo onto her finger. She started to rub it around the crown of his cock.

“Lube?” His heart raced. He’d had anal with one of his previous girlfriends, but he’d never done it with Olivia. He still remembered her telling him she didn’t like the idea of it.

She placed the tube in his hand and crawled onto the bed, facing the mirror. “You know what to do.”

Josh knelt on the bed behind her. A large glob of his cum dribbled out of her sex and down the back of her thigh. He found the sight arousing as he rubbed the lube in gently and wondered if he should mention it for Thomas’ benefit.

“Okay, now add more and ease your finger in.”

He added a copious dollop to his right index finger, traced a circle around the puckered dark pink skin, then slowly pushed. The hole opened and swallowed his finger like something out of a scene from a sci-fi film.

Olivia wiggled her hips from side to side and let out a long breath. After a while she said, “Okay, add more lube and this time use two fingers.”

Josh followed her instructions, moving carefully as if performing a medical procedure. Once he had two fingers inserted to the second knuckles, Olivia told him to hold his hand still. Then she slowly pushed herself back onto his fingers. In less than a minute, she was pushing back so hard that both fingers were completely buried.

She crawled forward on the bed and his fingers slipped out. He noticed her stretched hole remaining partly open.

“Okay, Ben,” she said, smiling at his reflection. “I want you to shove your dick in there. But keep it slow and gentle until I’m stretched.”

After adding another generous amount of lube to the tip of his cock, Josh got into position and pushed forward. He watched as she slowly opened up more and more. She let out a groan as the knob-end slipped inside her.

Captured in the tightest of grips, he held himself still to allow her body time to stretch and accommodate. He glanced up and saw she was staring at the mirror, no doubt letting Thomas share everything she was experiencing.

Olivia eased herself back, and his cock went a little deeper. She groaned again, panting through her mouth for a few seconds before inching herself further back and onto him. Josh stroked her sides and ran his hands over the swell of her hips, but he didn’t push forward. He let her dictate the time it took to get his full length inside her.

“You’re too fucking big,” she said through deep breaths.

“Stop complaining.”

She laughed, pushed herself back further and let out another groan. Only a couple of inches of his shaft still showed.

“Okay,” she said, looking at his reflection. “I want you to start to move. Fuck me slowly without going too deep.”

Josh pulled out a little then eased himself back in, revelling in the tightness. The lube was working its way further into her, and he felt less and less resistance as he probed a little deeper with each thrust. And then he was all the way in.

His balls collided against the wet folds of her sex as Olivia pushed herself back against his groin. She grunted in time with the slap of their bodies. He watched her face in the mirror, just as Thomas was no doubt watching her from the other side of the glass. Sweat beaded on her forehead, and her jaw was clenched.

Josh reached around and held his fingers either side of her clit, letting her movement provide the friction. Olivia moaned and closed her eyes, then a low growl rumbled from her throat. He fucked her harder, sliding his dick in and out of her well-lubed channel as she sobbed and squealed through her orgasm. He was getting close and had no intention of stopping.

Olivia dropped onto her elbows, her head resting on the bed, and Josh fucked her raised backside with abandon, slamming into her as he chased his own release.

If the hotwife wanted a bull to nail her ass while her cuck watched, he was only too happy to oblige. He plunged into her over and again until he was right on the brink, then dug his fingers into the soft flesh of her hips and held still. His cock pulsed and Olivia moaned as his hot jet splattered her insides. Josh clenched his jaw and fired a second, third and fourth jet into her depths, then recommenced his thrusts. His entire body shook, and his cock eventually softened and slipped out.

He sank back onto his haunches and gulped in air.

Olivia rolled onto her side and looked up at him, her face wet and plastered with strands of hair. She blinked, then gave a beautiful smile. “Well, I thought that went well.”

He laughed and let out a long breath. “I don’t think ‘went well’ does it justice.”

She nodded and squeezed his hand. “Right, time for you to go to your own room so that my husband can take his turn.”

He laughed, impressed at her stamina.

She nodded toward the bedroom door. “Turn right, and it’s the door facing you. Your bag’s already in there, and there’s an ensuite.”

Not bothering to dress, Josh picked up his shoes in one hand and his clothes in the other, then walked naked out onto the landing and into the spare bedroom. He dropped his clothes by his bag on the rug and headed straight for the shower. He stepped gratefully into the powerful, hot jet.

After washing thoroughly, he went to get his toothbrush from his bag. Just as he was walking back into the bathroom, he heard Olivia moan. Thomas was getting his turn, and Josh realised it didn’t bother him.

Olivia was somebody else’s wife, he was nothing more than her bull, and that was absolutely fine.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 7

Josh woke early, as usual. He lay still and listened for any sounds from Olivia and Thomas’ room and ran his hand down to his dick. It was usual for him to be stiff in the mornings, and today was no exception. He slowly stroked himself as he thought about everything that’d happened in the last eighteen hours or so. He’d finally met Olivia’s husband, and had learned about the lifestyle the pair of them were leading.

Soon he’d be participating in the same lifestyle, though playing a different role. As Ben the bull, he’d be having hot sex with women who only wanted a physical connection, which was exactly how Olivia now viewed—

A thought struck him.

Olivia’s a hotwife.

Hotwives don’t just see one bull.

He stopped moving his hand, though he didn’t let go of his cock. The insight had swept in from somewhere deep inside his brain, and he couldn’t believe he hadn’t considered it before. Maybe it’d been niggling in his subconscious all along and had finally found its way through into the prefrontal lobe, or whatever part of the brain is responsible for conscious thought.

Why had he assumed that he was the only other man she had sex with while her husband watched?

He closed his eyes and cursed himself. Olivia must have had other bulls. Strangers she’d used to get herself and her cuck husband off. Maybe one of those bulls had got her into anal.

Without realising, Josh had resumed stroking his cock. A few weeks ago it would’ve been hurtful to imagine Olivia on all fours on her bed with some random bull fucking her from behind while she stared at the mirror. He was no longer in love with her, so why should it bother him? Maybe he could sit next to Thomas in the hidden room and watch through the mirror while Olivia got gangbanged by five hung black guys.

Josh had to stop jerking his cock or he’d soil the nice Egyptian cotton sheets. He climbed out of bed and headed for the shower.

Once dried and dressed in clean t-shirt and jeans, he wandered downstairs. The patio doors of the kitchen were open, and he found Olivia sitting at the table in the herb garden.

She was dressed in a man’s white shirt with the cuffs turned back several times. Her feet were bare. “Good morning,” she said with a beautiful smile.

“Hi.”

“Come sit down, I’ll get you a coffee. Do you want orange juice, too?”

“Great, thanks.”

While Olivia headed back into the kitchen, Josh looked around him. The garden was immaculate. It had probably been professionally landscaped, and it was well-tended. The borders were weed-free and filled with colourful flowers, tall ones at the back, smaller ones at the front. All the bushes were neatly pruned, and the lawn was freshly cut and sculpted at the edges to go around the ivy-covered statues and overhanging acers that dotted the borders. It was a very pleasant place to sit.

“Here you go, babe.” She placed the glass and large mug on the table, then sat next to him. “How did you sleep?”

“Okay, when some randy pair in the next room finally stopped rutting.”

“What can I say? I’m a slut.” Her smile gave way to a concerned expression. “Are you okay with it all? You know, me and Thomas?”

He laughed. “Of course I am. He’s your husband and you’re his wife. Whatever you two do is nothing to do with me.”

She nodded. “Good.”

“Did you wear him out so much that he’s still asleep?”

She looked puzzled, then shook her head. “He’ll be sitting in Bristol airport now, waiting to get on a flight to Porto. Didn’t I tell you yesterday that he was off to Portugal this morning?”

“Don’t think so.” He shrugged. “Or if you did, I didn’t take it in. I had lots to process yesterday.”

Olivia nodded. “And how do you feel about the hotwife-cuck-bull thing we discussed?”

“In what way?”

“All of it.”

“Are you asking how I feel about having sex with women like Angela and Ria, or are you asking how I feel about you having sex with men while your husband watches you through a two-way mirror?”

She held his gaze. “Both.”

“I guess you should ask me after Tuesday about the first question, but I’m pretty sure that it’ll be an experience I’ll enjoy.”

She nodded, a wry smile on her face. “Yeah, I’m sure you will. And the second?”

“The voyeur thing’s not really anything to do with me, except when I’m the one being watched. But I’m curious...”

“Curious about…?”

“Everything.”

Olivia picked up her coffee and smiled. “Okay, go ahead.”

“How did he talk you into it?”

She laughed. “What do you think most women would say if their husband offered them the chance to have sex with any man they found attractive?”

“And that’s how he phrased it?”

“Not exactly. He pointed out that a guy in a bar in Naples couldn’t take his eyes off me. Then he told me that if I found the man attractive, he’d invite him back to our hotel so that I could take him to bed.”

“While he watched?”

She nodded.

“And did you?”

“I was a little drunk, and I thought he was winding me up.”

Josh waited.

“Yes, Thomas went through with it. He watched from the other side of the room.”

“While you did what?”

She sighed. “Do you want me to draw you pictures?”

“I’m just curious. Was he Italian?”

She nodded. “He went down on me, then I sucked him and fitted a condom. He fucked me on the bed, and then he left.”

“And Thomas?”

“He fucked me on the bed several times, and then he proposed.”

“Jeez.” Josh let out a laugh, then regretted it. “I’m sorry. I just…” He shrugged. “I guess I didn’t know you as well as I thought I did.”

“Well, you never proposed.”

“What?” He frowned, trying to work out if she was just messing with him, or if she was serious.

“We were together for years and you never proposed.”

“I never asked you to sleep with a stranger, either.”

“No, you didn’t.”

“Maybe that’s where I went wrong.” He saw her expression and held up a hand. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it to sound like that. I…” He shook his head. “I don’t know what I meant.”

Olivia took a deep breath, then put her cup down. “I don’t want to fight, and I have some really fond memories of our time together. But we didn’t seem to be going anywhere, and I think we’d already moved into our autumn well before I left.”

That hit him like a cold shower. He was momentarily lost for words.

She must have seen his surprise. “Don’t tell me you didn’t feel the same.”

He shook his head, his mind racing back to their last few weeks together. “I had no idea you felt like that.”

“That’s because you weren’t paying attention.” She shook her head. “Let’s not do a post-mortem on our relationship. It was fun and then it wasn’t, so it ended.”

He nodded, silently sifting through the conversation fragments he could remember from their final few weeks, searching for the signs he’d been too stupid to see at the time.

Olivia picked up her cup again. “So, any more questions on my new lifestyle?”

He refocused his mind onto the present. “How long’s Thomas been into it?”

“I think he’s been into the voyeuristic part since he was a teenager. He married young, and he and his first wife got into it about fifteen years ago.”

“What happened to her?”

“They divorced amicably about four years ago. I’ve met her a couple of times. She’s very nice.”

He wanted to know if she’d left him for one of her bulls but hadn’t the nerve to ask. “Kids?”

She shook her head.

“Does it bother you that he’s jacking off while you’re getting nailed by somebody else?”

She laughed and kicked him under the table. “I don’t think he jacks off.”

“Why else would he want to be out of sight?”

She bit her lip as she considered his question. “I think he’s shy. He doesn’t like the idea of the bull seeing him.”

“What about Naples?”

“There was no alternative then.”

“How many bulls have you actually had?” The question came out all by itself and he had to give her credit for not looking pissed off about his clumsiness.

“Does it matter?”

He shook his head. “Probably not, but like I said, I’m curious. I’m new to this, and I don’t know what sort of schedule I’ll need to work to.”

Oliva smiled at him. “Get yourself listed on a couple of websites. You’ll be amazed how many people are into this. I’m pretty sure you could have a different hotwife every night of the week for a few years without having to cover old ground.”

“Really?”

She nodded.

“You still haven’t answered my question, though.”

Olivia laughed and shook her hair back. “Thomas would be able to tell you exactly how many, but I’m not really sure. I think maybe twelve or thirteen?”

The number didn’t hurt him at all. In fact, he was titillated. “About three a month, then?”

“Depends. I took four in that first week in Italy. And I did another three during a long weekend in Spain. Then I go a few weeks and don’t do any.”

“Whose idea was it to do me?”

She looked thoughtful, then shook her head. “I’m not sure. I told Thomas about a couple of things we’d done together—the time we had sex in some park on holiday.”

“Majorca.”

She nodded. “Could have been. I was wearing a short skirt and you bent me over some stone thing and fucked me from behind, but because we’d been drinking it took you ages to come. I thought we’d get caught, for sure.”

He laughed, though the memory of that night was now probably going to be ruined for him. “And what did Thomas make of that?”

“He wondered if you were bull material, and I said you definitely were. And it evolved from there.”

“Have you ever watched him with another woman from the hidden room?”

“It doesn’t work like that. He has no interest whatsoever in other women.”

Josh thought about this, and also about what Thomas had said the previous night regarding cucks worshipping their wives. “What about if you sucked him off while another guy was fucking you?”

She laughed. “We’ve actually done that one, in our villa in Spain. I enjoyed it, but I could tell he was a little uncomfortable. Like I said, he’s shy. Or maybe private is a better way to describe him.”

“So it’s not worth asking if I can sit in his little room and watch the two of you do some horizontal dancing?”

“No chance.” She raised her eyebrows. “But I’m surprised you’d want to.”

“He’s watched me—only fair that I get to do the same.”

“Sorry. Not going to happen.”

He drained his orange juice. “Maybe I could sit next to him behind the mirror the next time you entertain a bull, then I’d know for sure if he jacks off.”

Olivia narrowed her eyes and studied him. “Would you like to do that?”

“What, watch your husband beating his meat?”

She smiled. “You know what I mean.”

“Would I want to see you being fucked hard by another bull?”

She nodded.

“Probably not.”

“You don’t want to watch hot sex?”

“I was stationed in Germany for a while and we went to a couple of live sex shows in Hamburg.” They’d been an eye-opener, but not really arousing. He shrugged. “The thrill men get from watching their wives is a personal thing. I’m guessing Thomas probably wouldn’t find watching someone else’s wife as much of a turn-on as watching you?”

She nodded. “Very good. I knew you’d be perfect for this. You’re right, cucks only want to see their wives. Some cucks don’t want to see at all, they just like to hear about it.”

“Where’s the fun in that?” He was being sarcastic, but Olivia didn’t seem to realise.

“I guess it’s like the difference between watching a film and reading a book. Sometimes your imagination is better than the reality.”

“Oh?”

“I’ll text you some websites to look at. I’d recommend you read a few of the forums and chats in there. Some men watch their wives get all dressed up in sexy clothes, and they even drive them to where they’re meeting their bull. Then they go home and wait, knowing that their wife is engaging in filthy sex with another man. They shiver and shake with anticipation until the wife comes home hours later, sometimes the next morning. When his wife gets home, she tells him about her night. She reveals how big the bull’s dick was, and she describes everything that he’d done to her. More often than not, she’ll be sitting on her cuck’s face while revealing all those dirty details.”

“So he can perform clean-up.”

Another smile. “Exactly. You learn fast.”

“Have you tried that approach?”

“No. Thomas gets the biggest thrill from watching.”

“But you tell him anyway.” He’d heard them talking during their sex the previous night. “The two of you discuss how it felt for you, what it felt like when the bull was pumping his cock in and out of your body.”

She licked her lips and grinned. “Like I said, you’re a natural.”

“And does he do clean-up?”

“He’s private. Anything that goes on after the bull has left the room remains between me and him.”

“Fair enough. Do the other bulls know they’re being watched?”

“Most do. They like it, and try their best to put on a good performance.”

“What about safe sex?”

“Bulls always wear a condom. You’re the only bull who was allowed to go in bareback, and the only one who’s been allowed to come inside me.” She leaned closer. “But I’m afraid once you start servicing other hotwives, the bareback riding stops.”

“Stops?”

“Stops with me. If you’re still interested in meeting me here, then you’re going to have to rubber up.”

He nodded. “Fair enough.”

“It’ll be a shame, because Thomas got a huge thrill from me taking you bare.”

“Why?”

“The taboo of another man’s spunk inside his precious wife’s body. Men get a certain delight in the knowledge that someone else’s semen is being deposited in their hotwife.” She licked her lips. “That’s what makes us hot.”

Josh was still thinking about safe sex. “But you said that a lot of cucks choose to perform clean-up. They can’t do that if the bull used a condom.”

“Trust gets built up over time. Once the hotwife trusts the bull and is sure there are no health issues, then maybe they’ll let them go in bare.”

He waited, knowing that she was going to contradict what she’d said earlier.

She laughed. “Okay, you’re not the only one I’ve had bare. There are a couple of other guys we trust.”

“Should I take condoms when I meet Angela?”

“You should take condoms with you at all times, but I’m sure Angela will have them if you need them.”

“If I need them?”

“I’ve already assured her you have a clean bill of health.”

“You have?”

She smiled. “All women prefer skin on skin, but sometimes it’s not possible. Well, not sensible.”

He nodded and thought about Angela. Should he care if she’d already slept with dozens of men? Maybe hundreds?

“Are you horny now?” Olivia was smiling, and toying with the top button of her shirt.

“Maybe I should save myself for Tuesday.”

“Maybe you should.” She undid the button. “I’m sure Angie will be very demanding.” The second and third buttons quickly followed.

“I’ll try to see to her needs.”

“I’m sure you’ll make her evening very enjoyable.” Olivia wasn’t wearing anything under her shirt, and when the last button was undone it fell open, revealing her perfect body.

“Are there cameras in the garden?”

“Yes, all over the garden, but I don’t think any of them are pointing this way.”

“What’s the point in having sex if we’re not being watched?”

“Because I’m horny.”

“Maybe I’m too tired from jerking myself off listening to you and Thomas.”

She held his gaze, no doubt trying to work out if he was being serious or just awkward. Then she slid her hand over her bare breast and down her stomach. “Well if you’ve sorted yourself out, maybe I should do the same.” As her hand came to rest over her sex, she parted her legs.

Josh watched as she began stroking herself. “Tell me you’re not going to do this.”

“If you refuse to fuck me, then I don’t really have much choice.” She rocked her hand over her mound and opened her mouth.

“Liv.” He shook his head.

She slipped a finger inside her sex and let out a little moan. “You can stop me any time. Just take out your dick and put it where my finger is.”

He didn’t move. The situation was turning him on, and although he desperately wanted to fuck her, he also wanted to watch her masturbate.

Olivia let out another moan, then added a second finger. “You’re going to be too late…”

He could hear the squishing noise they made. “That’s okay.”

She stared into his eyes and frowned. Then her eyelids fluttered, and she let out a long breath. Her nipples were extended, and her legs trembled. Josh’s cock was rock hard inside his trousers.

She took a deep breath and blinked at him. “Well, I feel better for that.”

Without a word, Josh stood up and unzipped. Then he gripped her hair and pulled her head forward, pushing his cock into her open mouth. She moaned and yelped as he fucked her face, yet also wrapped her arms around his thighs to pull him closer.

It took him less than a minute to come. Olivia groaned with his first jet, then she gagged and choked on the subsequent spurts. He felt cum running down his balls; obviously she hadn’t managed to keep it all in her mouth. It turned him on, and he kept thrusting his hips.

Eventually he released her hair and stepped back. She stared up into his face, then opened her mouth. Cum pooled behind her lower lip. She pushed it out with her tongue. It flowed freely, running down her chin and dripping onto her bare chest. It was like something from a porn clip, and Josh felt guilty for using her in that way.

“I’m sorry, I…” He shook his head and smiled. “I was about to say I don’t know what came over me.”

She laughed. “I’m pretty sure what came over me.” She ran her finger through the mess on her chin. “You came over me.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” She left the cum where it was. It had dripped between her boobs and was making its way toward her tummy.

“Shall I get you a tissue?”

She shook her head. “Do you want to lick it off?”

He grimaced, making her laugh.

“I’m going for a shower,” she said, getting to her feet. “You can either make yourself some breakfast or come upstairs and help me get clean.”

As she trotted back inside, Josh tucked himself away and went into the kitchen, where he poured himself another cup from the cafetiere and found some bread to put in the toaster.

Olivia rejoined him at the table in the garden just as he was eating the last slice. She wore a white vest and a pair of cut-offs, her hair still dripping.

“I should be heading back to London,” he said.

She nodded. “Will you tell me how it goes with Angela?”

“No. I’m going to be discreet.”

“Good boy.” She shrugged. “She’ll tell me anyway, but I’d have liked to hear your side.”

Ten minutes later, Josh dropped his holdall into the backseat of his Audi and turned to Olivia. “I had a nice weekend.”

“Me too.”

“I’m glad you told me about… everything. I’d never have guessed. I thought you were just cheating on him.”

She shook her head. “I’ve never cheated on a boyfriend in my life, and I’ll never cheat on my husband.” Another beautiful smile lit up her face. “I’ll never need to, because he likes me to do whatever I want.”

“Will you tell him about what I did to you on the patio?”

“I’ve already sent him a text with a selfie of me covered in your cum.”

Josh shook his head, feeling a little dazed. “I may never understand you guys.”

Olivia moved close and stroked his cock through his jeans. “You already do.” She pulled her hand away and kissed his cheek. “Bye, Ben.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 8

Josh was both nervous and excited as he made his way to Finsbury Square for his first official encounter as Ben.

He’d decided to make himself as presentable as he could and had dressed in a smart, dark blue suit, pale blue shirt and brown leather brogues. He’d not bothered with a tie and had also foregone wearing socks because of how silly they always look after trousers have been removed.

The Mountcalm Royal was a huge, impressive building. Josh arrived a few minutes before the agreed time, but Stefan was already waiting for him in the lobby. Josh wondered how the other man must feel at that moment, knowing this stranger was about to have sex with his wife.

Stefan smiled as he approached Josh, holding out his hand like they were old friends. “Hi Ben, good to see you again.”

Josh smiled and shook his hand. “Hi.”

Stefan nodded towards the lifts. “Come on, Angie’s eager to get started.”

There were so many questions Josh wanted to ask, but he silently followed the husband of the woman he was about to sleep with. They took the lift to the third floor, then walked down the corridor to the room. Neither attempted to make conversation.

Stefan opened the door and stepped back to allow Josh to go in first. The room was spacious and grand, the bed at least eight feet wide. One wall was floor-to-ceiling glass, and standing next to it was Angela, wearing only a black suspender belt with stockings, and black, high-heeled patent leather shoes. Her large breasts were tipped with pale pink nipples, and the mound of her sex was completely hairless.

Josh stared open-mouthed and felt his cock stirring inside his pants.

Angela smiled and walked slowly across the room. She’d pinned her hair up and applied a lot more makeup than at the barbecue. She wore thick mascara and scarlet lip gloss. “Hi, Ben.”

“Hi.” He tried to maintain eye contact but couldn’t resist glancing down her body.

She pushed her chest out a little. “I thought I’d save you some time. Clothes can get in the way, don’t you think?”

“I—”

Before he could answer, Angela dropped to her knees, unzipped his trousers and slipped her hand inside. She frowned up at him. “Next time, don’t bother with underwear.”

He nodded as she pulled his rapidly swelling cock out through the gap in his trousers.

“Hmm.” She smiled, her hand squeezing and relaxing. “I’d heard you were big, but this is better than I’d dared hope for.” She parted her glossy red lips and took the tip into her mouth, her hand still squeezing and releasing the shaft.

Josh wasn’t sure if he should be proactive and reach down to caress her breasts, or even if he should remove his jacket. Stefan stood just inside the hotel door. Josh purposely avoided looking in his direction.

Angela released his cock from her mouth but kept her hand gripped around the base of his shaft. She stood and leaned close, her lips almost touching his. “I’m going to enjoy you,” she whispered.

Josh stared into her blue eyes. He was going to enjoy her, too—he just didn’t yet understand the etiquette.

“Get naked,” she ordered.

Josh slipped off his jacket and dropped it on the floor behind him. As soon as he’d unbuttoned his shirt and pushed it off his shoulders, Angela leaned forward and bit his nipple, making him catch his breath.

She pinned him with her eyes as he kicked off his shoes and pushed the trousers down. She had to release his cock for him to remove his boxers because her hand had gone through the fly, but as soon as his shorts were down to his knees she grabbed it again.

“Remember. Next time, no underwear.”

He nodded.

Angela let go of his cock and walked to the dressing table, returning with a pack of condoms. Josh held out his hand, and she laughed. “These aren’t for you.”

Stefan stepped forward and took them from her. Josh noticed he’d already removed his jacket.

She stepped back in front of Josh and looked up into his face. “I have it on good authority that you’re STD-free, and I’m going to take full advantage of that.”

He nodded, wondering if it would be bad manners to ask if she had any evidence that she was STD-free, too.

“The condoms are to stop my cuck from making a mess all over the carpet.” She leaned close and nibbled Josh’s shoulder. “But you’re going to make a mess all over me.”

He swallowed.

“Would you like to make a mess all over me?”

After holding her gaze for a second, he nodded.

“Where would you like to come?”

Josh wondered if this was a test. “I’ll come wherever you want me to.”

She raised her eyebrows. “What if I want you to choose?”

He looked down at her body. “I’d rather hold off the decision until I’m ready to come. It may depend on our relative positions.”

“Can’t you give me a hint? Thinking about it turns me on and, as you can see, it turns him on, too.” She nodded toward her husband, who was now sitting in the chair next to the desk.

Josh turned and saw Stefan had already rolled on a condom and was slowly stroking his own cock.

He turned back to look at Angela, finding the sight of her husband wanking a bit of a turn off. “I want to come inside you.”

She wrinkled her nose. “Not much of a show for cucky.”

Evidently Stefan wasn’t into clean-up. Josh looked down at her boobs. “Your breasts look great, so I could come on them.”

She nodded. “They look amazing covered in spunk.”

“And since you’ve gone to the trouble of wearing stockings, I’d like to come on your legs, too.”

“Anywhere else?”

He wanted to shock her. “Your face. Your arse. Your hair.”

She shuddered and backed towards the bed, pulling him along by his cock. Sitting on the edge of the mattress, she spread her legs wide but kept her feet on the floor. She pulled at him. “Put this inside me.”

Josh had to bend his knees and rest a hand on the mattress to get into position. After pointing the tip of his cock at the glistening opening of her smooth sex, he stared into her eyes and eased forward.

Angela let out a low moan and brought her hands up to hold either side of his face. “Ooh, that feels so good.”

He pushed all the way in, enjoying the heat and tightness of her. She moved her hands to the back of his head. He pulled out a little, then slid back in.

Her eyelids fluttered and she groaned. Then she raised her knees and locked her feet around his waist.

He fucked her slowly for a couple of minutes. Her breathing became a little ragged, and he reached down to run his fingers over one breast, circling her beaded nipple.

Her mouth dropped open and he felt her clench around him as she came. Josh pinched her nipple and drove his cock deeper.

Angela cried out and dropped her head back. With her legs clamped tight around his waist, she lowered her upper body onto the mattress and arched her back. Josh glanced at Stefan and saw him wanking at a slow pace, as if saving himself.

When her orgasm had passed, she opened her eyes. “Fuck me hard.”

Josh spread his hands on the bed and held himself above her on straight arms, his feet still planted on the thick carpet.

She uncrossed her legs and rested them over his shoulders. “Fuck me hard and come on my tits.”

Sliding his cock slowly in and out of her drenched channel felt so good that he’d have preferred to enjoy it a while longer, but his role as the bull was to do her bidding. He picked up the pace and gave her what she’d asked for.

Angela groaned and writhed, then her eyes opened wide and she gasped. She tightened around him as her second orgasm hit, and he pinched her nipple again. She dropped her legs and dug her heels into the bed to push her groin up to meet his thrusts.

A tingle deep inside announced his own orgasm was close. He pinned her arms to the bed and fucked her harder still, then withdrew, clambered onto the bed, and knelt over her waist. He aimed his cock at her chest and thick white rope arced up and over, hitting her neck and collarbone.

Angela cried out in surprise, but his second gush landed more neatly in the valley between her breasts. She pushed them together and Josh sent another two creamy-white spurts onto her tits. He took a gulp of air and pumped his dick hard. The final shots were weaker and landed on her belly.

Staring up into his face, Angela slowly massaged his cum into her breasts, licking her lips and breathing hard as she did it. Josh knew he’d be able to go again soon, probably immediately if she helped him a little.

He stood up and pulled her into a sitting position, so she was back on the edge of the bed. He held his cock out. “If you suck me now, I’ll stay hard.”

She looked into his face, her eyes wide. “Really?”

He nodded.

She glanced down at his cock, then over at Stefan. Josh saw that his dick was now flaccid and the teat at the end of the condom was filled with cum.

Angela leaned down and took Josh deep into her mouth, making him shudder. She worked her tongue and used her hands to play with his balls.

Josh closed his eyes and enjoyed her mouth. She took her time and started to work him deeper into her throat. He let out a sigh and dropped his head back. Although it’d be wonderful to just let her do this, he remembered he should be giving her pleasure rather than receiving it. He looked down. Her eyes were closed, and she was letting out little moans. He looked over at Stefan and saw he was back to beating his meat, the flooded teat of his condom flapping about as he pumped his cock. Apparently the sight of his hotwife sucking another guy was just as arousing as watching her getting nailed.

Josh stroked the side of her face. “Let me go back inside you.”

She opened her eyes and blinked, then pulled her head back to release his cock. “Don’t you like my blowjobs?”

He laughed. “You give excellent blowjobs, but they won’t make you come.”

“I could make myself come from sucking your cock, believe me.”

Josh liked the idea of that. One of his ex-girlfriends had been able to make herself come without touching herself at all, and it had turned him on immensely.

From reading cuckolding websites and forums, Josh had learned that cucks loved to watch their hotwife’s face while she was taking a bull. Apparently, more men got aroused from their wife’s expressions than they did from watching the bull’s cock going in and out of her sex.

He stepped back. “Kneel on the bed and face your husband.”

Her eyes went wide. She crawled across the bed until she was facing Stefan. Josh positioned himself between her feet, which still wore the heels. He glanced at Stefan; the cuck’s eyes were fixed on his wife’s.

Josh traced the tip of his cock through her outer lips and eased into her opening. Then he gripped her hips and, with a violent lunge, sent his cock bollocks-deep.

Angela let out a squeal and Stefan beat his cock even harder. Josh pulled back and lunged again, then again. Angela moaned and whimpered with each thrust. He reached down and rubbed her clit. She yelped and jerked herself against his hand, coming quickly.

Stefan groaned, presumably adding more jizz to the already flooded teat of his condom. Josh found a rhythm, confident he could go for another ten minutes without coming. Angela shook and groaned under his onslaught, but he never let up.

Reaching beneath, he cupped her cum-splattered tits, which were slippery and heavy, the nipples pebbled. After playing with them for a while, he smoothed his hands down her sides, around her hips and onto the cheeks of her backside. Her figure was smooth, firm and full. It was built for sex.

He slipped a thumb into her backside, and she yelped again. Keeping his thumb where it was, he fucked her a little faster. She came a fourth time. Stefan stripped off the soiled condom and quickly fit a second one. Josh pounded harder, now eager for his own release. Stefan jacked his still-flaccid cock and Angela grunted with each thrust.

“I’m going to come over your arse.”

“No, not there.” She looked over her shoulder at him. “Walk around here and go back in my mouth. Let me suck you off, then come on my face.” She tipped her head in her husband’s direction. “He loves seeing me get a facial.”

Josh nodded but stayed inside her. “I can keep this up for a bit if you can come again.”

She laughed and shook her head. “I’ll come again later. Fuck my mouth.”

He climbed off the bed and, as he walked around, Angela moved so she was sitting on the side of the bed, just a few feet from her husband. Conscious of not blocking her cuck’s view, Josh held his cock out and watched as she took over three-quarters of his length into her throat. He let out a groan as she moved her head on him, slurping him a little deeper with each head-bob.

If cucks got off from watching their wives behave like sluts, Stefan must have been on cloud nine. Angela looked like a porn star. A few strands of hair had worked loose and clung to the sides of her face. Her eyes were closed, and her mouth was stretched around her bull’s fat cock. Her stockinged legs were spread, her shaven cunt gaped open and her tits were covered in drying cum.

Josh started pumping his hips in time with Angela’s head movements. She looked up into his face as if urging him towards the finish line. Her eyes smiled as his balls slapped against her chin. She’d managed to get his entire length into her throat. Josh hadn’t known many women who’d been able to do that.

“Ready for another shower?” he asked, mainly for Stefan’s benefit.

Angela bobbed faster, then placed her hand between her legs and cupped her sex.

Josh closed his eyes and counted down from ten. He didn’t want this to end, but the other two people in the room were desperate for it to.

Eight… Seven...

He felt the vibrations of her moans on his cock. She’d gotten herself close, and from the sound of Stefan’s breathing, so had he.

Five… Four...

Angela’s eyes were fixed on his.

Two… One.

He pulled out and a huge gush splattered her between the eyes. She opened her mouth and gasped, probably as her own orgasm hit. Another spurt laid a thick cord from her left eye, down the cheek, and over her still-parted lips. She uttered a little moan and stuck out her tongue. The third splash shot up onto her forehead and into her hair.

Stefan cried out as he came, and Josh jerked his own cock to get the final few eruptions out. By the time he’d finished, Angela’s face was covered. She licked around her lips, then tried unsuccessfully to open her left eye. It was caked with cum and her mascara was leeching into the sticky mess.

“Stef, do it now ’cause I’m going to have to wash this off.”

Josh glanced round to see Stefan click off several photos of his wife’s cum-splattered face, no doubt something for them to look at later when they were alone.

“Did you get my tits, too?”

“Oh yeah.” He was still taking pictures, including a close-up of Josh’s cock.

She stood up and looked at Josh. “D’you always come this much?”

He shrugged. “I don’t always see where it lands.”

She laughed, then headed to the bathroom.

Josh felt a little awkward being left with the guy who’d jerked off three times while he’d fucked his wife.

Stefan didn’t seem to feel uneasy at all. “Your cock is remarkable.”

“Err… Thanks.” He was worried that Stefan was going to want to touch it.

“But what’s most extraordinary is the sheer amount of semen you ejaculate.”

This was getting very uncomfortable. Josh shrugged and moved around to the bottom of the bed. “I, er, I think it’s pretty normal.”

Stefan shook his head. “No, it’s not. Trust me, I’ve watched a lot of men coming, and I can’t think of many that have produced as much as you just did. The fact that you’d already produced a fair amount earlier makes it doubly impressive.”

This conversation felt surreal. “You’ve seen a lot of men ejaculate?”

Stefan nodded, then tipped his head toward the bathroom door. “Angie gets bulls to come over her when she entertains them. She does it for me. It’s what I like to see, and I… I think she likes it, too.” He smiled sheepishly. “Though probably not as much as me.”

Stefan was quite a strange character, but Josh found himself warming to him. Even so, he wasn’t quite ready to show his ignorance by asking all the questions which were stacking up at the back of his mind.

“Do they always come in her face like that?”

“No, not at all. Most are only allowed to come on her body—usually her boobs or her bum. The fact that Olivia vouched for you meant that a facial was possible. The cum invariably gets in the mouth, you see.”

“But because Olivia said I was…”

Stefan nodded. “You’re the first in a long time who’s gone inside her without a rubber. You can never be too sure. We used to have a guy we trusted, but then he admitted he’d had unprotected anal with a girl in Hamburg while attending a stag weekend, and we sort of lost trust.”

Josh’s curiosity was getting the better of him. “So, how does it usually go?”

“The way it usually goes,” Angela answered, walking out of the bathroom, “is that they put on a condom, fuck me until I come, and then fuck me hard until they’re on the brink.”

She sat down on the bed, her face now clean and her lip gloss reapplied. She smiled at Josh. “Then they peel off their condom and come over me, usually on my tits. I rub it in, and then as soon as they’re ready to go again, I fit them with another condom and make them fuck me a second time. I take their next load on my bum or back and let them rub it in. I’ll fit a third rubber to the more energetic bulls and allow them to come while they’re inside me.” She winked at Stefan. “In truth, there’s hardly ever enough volume to make him happy.”

“I bet Ben can produce a lot in his third helping.” Stefan beamed at Josh in the same way a schoolboy looks at his footballing idol.

Angela laughed and leaned over to stroke Josh’s cock. “Hmm, I bet he can. Right, where shall we have this one?”

Josh watched as the married couple shared a secret look.

Stefan grinned. “You know full well what I want to see next.”

“Mmm hmm.” She leaned closer to her husband and whispered, “But I want to hear you say it.”

“Creampie.”

Angela stood up and walked over to stand immediately in front of Josh. “Do you understand what cucky wants?”

He nodded.

She leaned closer and kissed his chin. “So tell me. He likes to hear us talk about what you’re going to do to me.”

“I’m going to fuck you.”

“You have to give him more details than that.”

This was new territory. Not sure what they wanted to hear, he thought of positions they hadn’t tried yet. “I’m going to lie you on the bed on your back with your head hanging over the edge, right next to Stefan.”

She bit her lip and nodded for him to continue.

“Then I’m going to climb on top of you and feed my cock inside you. I’m going to fuck you nice and slow, and I’ll make it last.”

Angela watched his face, her breathing shallow.

“You’re going to come while I fuck you.” Josh could see her growing excitement, and in his peripheral vision Stefan already stroking himself. “Stefan’s going to have to use another condom. He’ll fill another when he watches you come.”

Angela reached down and started to play with Josh’s cock, which was beginning to swell again.

“And when I’m ready to come, you’re going to stand on the floor and rest your hands on the desk, right next to Stefan.” He placed his hands on her breasts and rolled her thick nipples between thumbs and forefingers, giving himself time to think of what else they’d want to hear.

“I’m going to stand behind you and slide back inside. While I’m fucking you, you’re going to hold Stefan’s hand and stare into his eyes. Then I’m going to come inside you.” He remembered what Stefan had said about the amount of cum he produced. “Third helping or not, there’s going to be a lot. More than enough for him to see it drip out. You’re going to stay bent over the desk while he takes pictures of my cum dripping out of you.”

Angela was actually shaking as she vigorously pumped Josh’s now fully erect cock. “Do me now.”

“Get on the bed.”

She quickly arranged herself as he’d commanded, and he climbed between her spread legs. He gripped her waist and pushed her further over so that her head was hanging completely off the bed, close to Stefan.

“He’s the one who needs to see your face,” Josh reminded her. “I just need to get at your cunt.”

Before she could answer, he entered her again. She let out a long sigh, and he moved slowly inside, taking his time and grinding his pelvic bone against her clit.

“Oh…”

Hotwife and cuck were staring into each other’s eyes as the bull serviced her body. Josh assumed this was how it should be.

“Oh God…”

She was already close, but Josh knew this one could last a long time. He kept the pace slow, sliding in deep and grinding at the end of each stroke. Angela sobbed as she came, her breasts trembling as the orgasm wracked her body.

Without changing rhythm, Ben the Bull ploughed on.

Her juices were soaking her thighs and his balls, driving him to keep going. She came again, this time leaning up to cling to him, raking her nails down his back. He enjoyed the pain. Sweat beaded on his forehead and dripped onto her chest, but still he maintained the slow, steady pace. Angela began to twitch and squirm, then she frowned and gritted her teeth as she came yet again.

Finally, Josh was getting close. He stroked her breasts and flat stomach, marvelling again at her body. “Okay, I’m going to let you up.”

He withdrew and fell back on his haunches, and Angela quickly assumed the expected position, resting her hands on the surface of the desk. He was glad she’d kept her shoes on as he moved behind her; it made their relative heights much closer. He guided himself into Angela as she reached out and gripped Stefan’s hand.

As husband and wife stared into each other’s eyes, she let out little moans. Josh increased the force of his fucking and her moans became grunts. He held her hips, thrusting harder, shaking her entire body.

She started whispering to her husband, and although Josh couldn’t hear what she was saying, he saw Stefan increase the speed of his hand along his cock.

Not wanting to intrude, Josh watched Angela’s face in the mirror over the desk while he fucked her. She said something to her husband and Josh felt her clench around him. She was coming yet again. Stefan let out a grunt as he came, then Josh pushed deep and held still.

Angela stared into his eyes in the mirror. She could no doubt feel his cock twitching as he unloaded.

She ran her fingers through her husband’s hair. “He’s coming inside me, Stef. Filling me up.”

Stefan picked up his phone. Josh slipped out and took a couple of steps back. Stefan dropped to his knees and crawled behind her, aiming the phone at her sex.

Josh moved away, leaving the couple to do whatever they needed. He watched with a weird sense of detachment as Angela clenched and relaxed her inner muscles, and Stefan captured photo after photo as Josh’s cum oozed out and slid down the inside of her thighs.

When the show was finally over, Angela went back into the bathroom and Stefan removed the condom and put his cock back inside his trousers. Evidently, their night had come to an end.

Josh had dressed by the time Angela came out of the bathroom. She’d removed the stockings, suspender belt and shoes, but looked just as sexy completely naked.

She had to stand on tiptoe to kiss Josh on the cheek. “We’ll do this again, yes?”

He nodded.

“Depending on how many women you service between now and then, we might not be able to repeat what we did tonight.”

He smiled. “I last a lot longer when I wear condoms.”

Angela frowned. “God, I don’t think I could take it for any longer.” She stroked his arm. “I had such a great time tonight.” She nodded at Stefan, standing by the door. “And so did he.”

Josh nodded. “Me too. I wasn’t sure how…” He decided to come clean. “You’re my first.”

“What about Olivia?”

“At the time, I didn’t know she was a hotwife. I thought she was just fooling around behind her husband’s back.”

Angela laughed. “We never do that, but being your first makes me very happy.” She grinned mischievously. “How was I?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Amazing.”

“Thank you.” She stroked his dick through his trousers. “And thank you.”

Josh shook Stefan’s hand, Angela kissed his cheek again, and then he was walking alone towards the lifts. He grinned as he waited, feeling that he’d satisfied their needs and had more than satisfied his own.

Maybe this lifestyle was going to suit him more than he’d realised.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 9

The day after his date with Angela and Stefan, Josh edited the profile Olivia had created for him on the cuckolding website to tweak his username from Foreverhard to 4Everhard, hoping it’d be seen more as playfully tongue-in-cheek.

He was contacted by three cucks within the first twenty-four hours. He didn’t know if it was usually the cucks who first communicated with the bulls, or whether his three were just a coincidence.

One cuck seemed quite chatty, emailing several times a day, and had sent a photo of his hotwife which showed only her body. She was slim and had been photographed sitting on a bed wearing only stockings, suspender belt and high heels. Josh wondered if this was the hotwife’s uniform. He’d replied with a selfie taken while he was wearing only boxers, cropped so that his head was missing.

An email from Ria arrived early the following week, asking if he was free on Friday night. He arranged to go to her home in Richmond and looked forward to the ‘dirty details’ she said she’d expand upon closer to the time. The hours spent each night reading the forums and chats on various websites made his imagination run riot. There was clearly a wide range of preferences among the cuckolding fraternity. His mind kept flashing back to Thomas telling him that Ria’s husband liked to join in, and he wondered what Ria’s ‘dirty details’ would entail, exactly.

The chatty cuck, whose username was Cuck-Old-Cuck, sent another email to say his hotwife, Tina, was eager for a meet after seeing Ben’s photo, and that they were both impressed by the bulge in his boxers. They were impressed enough that they’d travel down from Peterborough and book a hotel for Saturday night—if Ben was up for that.

Josh’s fingers hovered over the keyboard of his laptop. He was seeing Ria on the Friday. Would he be up to seeing C-O-C’s hotwife the following night? Could he manage to satisfy two hungry wives on consecutive nights? He remembered how good he’d felt after his night with Angela, and replied that he’d be there, no problem.

He hit ‘send’ and smiled to himself. I’m Ben the fucking bull.

* * * *

Ria’s follow-up email was enlightening:

Hi Ben – Looking forward to tonight. I hope you’ve been saving yourself, because I’m pretty demanding.

My hubby will be in the room for the whole of our time together, and at some stage I’ll either suck him or fuck him (or both).

He enjoys me being nasty but doesn’t like the bull to say hurtful things, so please don’t join in when I’m humiliating him. Please be mindful that it’s just roleplay. I love him dearly, and do not mean any of the things he likes to hear when I’m with a bull.

I’m happy to take you bareback, but if you prefer to wear protection that’s fine with me (though Hubby will be disappointed).

Shall we say 9pm? You’re welcome to stay the night—though if you do, there will be three of us in the bed. Lucky me !!

xxx Ria xxx

He read the email again, glad that he’d opened it while working from home. So, he’d be sharing the hotwife, rather than having her to himself. This would be his first threesome experience, and the idea was quite exciting.

Josh decided to drive to Richmond. The sat-nav directed him to a road with large Victorian houses on either side. Ria’s was an impressive detached property a couple of hundred yards down the road.

He parked on their drive and walked to the front door, gripping the twenty-quid bottle of Malbec he’d splashed out on. He hoped they liked it. As on his previous outing as Ben, he’d dressed in a suit and shirt. He’d also heeded Angela’s advice and dispensed with socks and boxers.

Ria opened the door. The only other time he’d seen her she’d worn a straw hat, but tonight her pale chestnut hair was tied back in a loose French braid. Unlike Angela’s, her makeup was subtle and understated. She looked classy.

She gave him a lovely smile. “Hi Ben, come on in.”

Ben stepped into the entrance porch and passed her the wine.

“Oh, that’s so sweet. Thank you.”

He shrugged. “I wasn’t sure what you drank, or even if it was the done thing to bring a bottle, so…”

“Darling, I drink everything, and probably too much of it. Come through to the kitchen and I’ll get some glasses.”

She was again dressed in a long flowing dress, this one with a side-tied belt which made the sheer fabric cling to her figure. The dress almost brushed the floor, just about revealing her sexy black strappy sandals with four-inch spiked heels. Her toenails were painted dark red. He followed her along the wide hall and into a light, airy kitchen. There was no sign of her husband.

Ria took two glasses from a cupboard and put them on the granite worktop. She held the bottle up. “Want some of this now?”

“Yes, please.”

She poured two glasses, passing one over, and smiled as she caught him ogling her willowy figure. “Cheers.” Her dark blue eyes sparkled.

“Cheers.” He took a sip, looking round the kitchen. “Lovely house.”

“Thank you. Not as impressive as Livvie’s country mansion, but it’s home.”

A house this size in Richmond was probably worth a couple of million. “It’s fabulous.” He looked out towards the hall. “Is your husband not joining us for a drink?”

“He’s already in the bedroom waiting for us.” She smiled wickedly. “He’s quite excited about you.”

“Oh?”

“Mmm. Thomas mentioned how much he’d enjoyed watching you service Liv.”

“He said that?” It seemed odd that two men would chat about watching their wives with another man, but he guessed cuckoldry was what the friends had in common.

“It’s helped me, too.” She leaned closer. She was tall, and with her heels she was about the same height as Josh. “I now know how to keep you hard after you come the first time.”

Josh forced a smile, trying not to show his embarrassment at the thought of people discussing his erection status.

“I’ve had a lot of fun thinking about how that will work for us.”

“O—kay…”

Ria laughed. “Aren’t you flattered that your prowess has earned you a reputation?”

“I…” He laughed and shook his head. “I guess I should be, but now I’m worried I may not live up to expectations.”

Ria’s eyes wandered down his body. “All I need is a hard body and a hard cock. You obviously work out to get your body hard, and I’ll work out how to get your cock hard.” She smiled. “I’m sure we’ll have lots of fun.”

Josh felt his cock start to swell.

“Have you decided if you’re going to wear a rubber?” She’d said it as casually as if she’d asked about the traffic on the A316.

Ria struck him as someone whose level-headed intelligence served her well in every area of life—good sexual health in particular. “I thought I’d go bare, if that’s okay with you.”

She smiled. “Good boy. Why don’t we leave the wine here? We can come down later and have a little drinkie while you’re getting your breath back.”

He held her gaze. “Sounds like a plan.”

Ria brushed her lips over his ear. “Let’s go upstairs, then.”

She led the way, and he watched the dress clinging to her bum and thighs. They entered a bedroom that was huge and tastefully decorated. The curtains were drawn, the room lit by a pair of wall lights over the bed. There was no sign of the husband.

Ria pulled Josh close and kissed him. Her perfume was sexy and her lips tasted of strawberries. She pushed her tongue into his mouth and slid her hands under his jacket, stroking his back. “Mmm, I love your hard body.”

Josh grabbed her waist and pulled her close. She was very slim, her bum and hips firm. His cock was already hard. As their groins met, she sighed.

She pulled her head back. “Ah, I think something is trying to get out to say hello.” She reached down to stroke his cock through his trousers while watching his expression.

Josh breathed through his mouth and tried to stay calm.

Ria stepped back and smiled at him. “Strip.”

Josh slipped his jacket off, dropping it onto a wicker chair near an antique metal fireplace painted pale blue. He undid his shirt and dropped that on top of his jacket. Next he kicked off his shoes, leaving him barefoot and wearing only his trousers.

Ria was biting her lip and looking at his ripped torso. When he unfastened his trousers and let them fall to the floor, his cock sprung out.

She gasped and looked up at his face. “God, I’m going to make a pig of myself tonight.”

He laughed and looked down at her body, which was still covered by the long, clinging dress. Ria licked her lips and unfastened the belt. The front of her dress fell open as she took a step towards him. She was naked beneath it, her breasts small and set high on her chest, her stomach flat and incredibly long. Her pubic hair was trimmed short and waxed into a thin landing-strip.

As she pushed the material back off her shoulders, he saw her legs. They could have been a model’s—slim yet toned, and unbelievably long. Her shoes looked even sexier with her naked; he could now see the ankle strap which had been obscured by the length of her dress.

“Lie on the bed, Ben.”

He did as he was told.

Ria walked to the bottom of the bed and looked at his body, his cock fully erect and pushing against his stomach. “Reach your hands up and grip the headboard.”

He glanced up, making sure there were no handcuffs. Or two-way mirrors. He reached back and gripped the oak frame.

Ria walked to one side of the bed and then crawled onto the mattress. Keeping her back to him, she swung one of her long legs over him so she was kneeling over his head. “Eat me.”

She was already wet and he inhaled her musk. Josh raised his head and stuck his tongue out. He swiped it once along her glistening labia, front to back.

Ria sighed and wiggled her hips.

Josh swiped again but at the end of his stroke pushed further in, probing the opening of her channel. Ria rocked back and forth. On the end of his third stroke, Josh buried his tongue as far inside her as he could. Ria pushed down and bucked her hips, fucking his tongue.

She reached forward and lifted his cock while still thrusting her hips. Josh struggled to breathe but didn’t care. He felt cool fingers stroking the sensitive skin, then the gentle drag of her nails moving up and down the shaft.

She raised herself up and looked down into his face, which was probably already shiny with her juices. “I’m going to suck your dick now.”

He stared at her, wondering if he should even answer. “Okay.”

“And you’re going to go back to eating me. I’m going to come all over your face, but you’re not allowed to come yet. Understand?”

He nodded.

“Good boy.” She smiled. “You’ll come in my mouth later, but not yet.” With that, Ria lowered herself back onto his face as she leaned forward over his stomach.

Josh pressed his face against her sex, his nose slipping between her outer lips as his tongue sought her clit. He heard Ria moan, and then his cock was enveloped in her mouth. She swirled her tongue and took him deep, making him breathless.

She ground herself against his face. Josh tried to ignore the pleasure he was receiving and instead concentrated on getting her off. He lapped at her clit, first running the flat of his tongue over it, and then using the tip to trace circles. When Ria’s moans got more urgent, he gently dragged his front bottom teeth over the pulsing surface.

She released his cock and let out a grunt, and as Josh slid the flat of his tongue back over her clit, she came with a gush. Warm fluid drenched his face, running in his mouth, down his chin and onto the side of his neck.

Though shocked, he didn’t let up with his lapping motions. Ria squealed again, and more juice squirted into his face. He forced his head up, pushed his tongue deep into her cunt and swallowed whatever ran into his mouth.

He could hear her screaming obscenities and she bucked her hips, smearing his face.

“Jesus!” She raised herself up off him, her entire body still trembling. “Fuck!” She let out a breath. “I haven’t come like that for a long time.”

Josh was still getting his breath back.

She swung off him and stood up, then nodded down at his groin. “Get up. It’s time to get that beautiful thing inside me.”

Josh climbed off the bed, then stopped in his tracks. Kneeling on the carpet at the side of the bed was Ria’s husband. Josh hadn’t seen or heard him come into the room, but what made him stop dead was the fact that the guy was completely naked except for a Lone Ranger mask covering the upper half of his face.

Ria glanced down at the man, then at Josh. “That’s Hubby. I told you he’d be here.”

Josh nodded, wondering whether to say ‘hello’.

“He loves your dick and wants to see you sink the whole thing inside me.” She glanced at her husband, smiling. “I think he probably wants you to hurt me with it, because I’m always telling him his is too small.”

Ah, so this is the humiliation she’d mentioned. Josh glanced at the guy’s cock. It was fully erect and a normal, healthy size. This was all roleplay.

Ria lay down on the bed and slowly spread her legs.

Josh moved forward, kneeling between her feet.

She ran her nails down his chest. “Don’t be gentle. I want it to hurt.” She nodded at her husband, whose head was at the same level as the mattress. “And I know he wants it to hurt, too.”

Josh held himself up over her prone body, pointing the tip of his cock between her spread thighs. Ria’s dark blue eyes watched his face, a half-smile playing on her lips.

Without looking at her husband, Josh lowered his groin and pushed in hard. Ria cried out and pushed her head back into the mattress. Josh pulled back then sunk himself in again. And again. And again.

Ria squealed with each thrust while slamming herself up to meet them. “Oh, you’re so fucking big.” She dragged her nails over his back, bit his shoulder and dug her spiked heels into the backs of his calves.

He ploughed on, feeling her taut, lithe body bend and wrap around him. Her arms and legs slid along his limbs, never still. Ria pulled his head down and pushed her tongue into his mouth, still moaning and grunting with every pump of his hips. Then she turned his head and started kissing his ear. It brought up goosebumps across his neck and back.

“Oh, I can’t remember the last time I had a cock feel this good,” she whispered, loud enough for her husband to hear. She pushed her tongue right into Josh’s ear, then nibbled the lobe. “Can’t remember one poking me so deep, or stretching me so wide.”

Josh took a breath and opened his eyes. Ria’s husband was about three feet away, his expression hidden by the mask. Only his head was in view, so Josh had no idea if he was masturbating or not.

“Oh, yeah. That fucking big dick of yours is hitting the spot, it’s hitting—”

Ria’s scream was accompanied by another gush from her sex, this time drenching Josh’s balls and thighs. Her muscles clenched so tight they almost forced his cock out, but he slammed in harder, making her squeal.

“Oh… Fuck me to death.” She scratched his back again and bit his lips. “Fuck me to death and bury me with a smile.”

Ria began riding him from below, wriggling, twisting, clenching. She was bringing him off. Josh stared into her face and fucked her harder and faster.

She smiled. “That’s it, come on.” His breathing grew shallow, and Ria noticed. She slid her hands down his back and dug her nails into his buttocks.

He was close. The muscles in his legs began to twitch and tremble.

Ria licked her lips and then raised her eyebrows. “I think it’s time.” She pushed a finger up his backside and pressed down.

Josh cried out and his legs locked straight as he exploded inside her. She wrapped her legs around his and writhed beneath him. Her greedy cunt absorbed every spurt he fired into her, and still squeezed him for more.

Spasm after spasm shook his body, and still her finger probed, and still her muscles clenched and released.

“Ah…” Josh struggled to get his breath. Finally, his body stopped shaking. He felt like his balls had imploded. He gulped in a breath, then looked down at Ria.

She was smiling up at him. “Can I have my finger back now?”

He laughed shakily. “With pleasure.”

She pulled it out and wiped it on his buttocks. “Right, come and sit on the edge of the bed.”

In a daze, Josh cooperated while Ria arranged them so that Hubby was lying on the floor, his head directly beneath Ria’s sex while she stood at the edge of the bed, between Josh’s spread knees. He had a pretty good idea of what was about to happen, but his orgasm had been so intense he was worried his erection may wither anyway, even with Ria’s expert oral ministrations.

She was smirking down at her husband. “You watch how much cum dribbles out of me. See how much jizz a dick that big can shoot into your slutty little wife.”

Josh tried not to imagine the guy catching whatever dribbled out in his mouth.

When Ria pushed Josh flat and took him into her mouth, he stopped thinking about anything but the wonderful feeling of having this gorgeous woman suck his cock. Her tongue was relentless, her head bobbed and twisted, and saliva ran freely down his shaft. She moved her fingers gently over his balls and around the base of his shaft.

He struggled to keep his eyes open, so intense was the pleasure. He was as hard as he’d ever been, and she didn’t need to do anything else. He could fuck her again right now.

Ria started to move her head further, her neck moving like a swan’s.

“Ria, I’m hard enough.”

Her eyes smiled at him.

“Ria, you don’t need to do it anymore.”

Her head movements became more animated and she took more of him into her throat.

“Ria!” His heart thumped in his chest, and his legs started to shake again. He was on the brink of another orgasm, and she was completely in control.

He let out a long sigh as she dragged her nails lightly over his balls, then held his breath as he blasted off into her mouth. Ria whimpered and bobbed her head faster. Another eruption made her gag and blink in surprise, but she didn’t stop. Josh let out a groan as another gush left him. The pleasure was too extreme. He closed his eyes. It felt as if he was floating, his entire body simultaneously electrified and cocooned in syrup. His limbs ached like after he’d been to the gym.

Finally, Ria released him from her mouth and straightened. He opened his eyes and looked up at her. Her mouth was closed, the cheeks bulging. She hadn’t swallowed.

He sat up and watched in horror as she backed-stepped in her heels until she stood over her husband’s chest. She looked down at him, and so did Josh. The guy’s mask was splattered with cum, and so was the lower part of his chin. He’d taken the creampie in his face. He still had a full erection, and there was no other cum anywhere except on his face, so he obviously hadn’t masturbated, like Stefan.

Ria bent forward a little and slowly allowed the cum to dribble from her mouth into her husband’s face. Josh cringed as he opened his mouth wide to take it. A large glob dangled from Ria’s mouth, and she wriggled her tongue, making it swing like a pendulum. When it finally fell, it landed on her husband’s forehead, just above the mask, and ran down into his hair.

She smacked her lips, showing him she had no more in her mouth. “Right,” she said, placing one of her spike-heeled sandals on the guy’s belly. “Now it’s your time, and I bought these shoes especially for you.”

Her husband reached up and stroked her foot with both hands, his fingers tracing the intricate slats of the black leather, stroking her painted toes through the gap at the end, and caressing the spiked heels. Then, continuing to stroke the shoe and foot with one hand, he used the other to pump his cock.

“That’s right, beat your useless meat and be thankful I’ll let you come on my foot. Real men shoot their cum into my twat and in my mouth, but yours only gets between my toes.”

The guy’s eyes squeezed shut behind the mask. He whimpered and a cord of white shot out and covered Ria’s shoe and foot. She pressed down, the heel surely hurting the guy’s stomach. Another spurt landed further up her instep. He was still pumping his dick but Ria had moved her foot by the time his final eruption arrived, leaving a white creamy film in the dark hair below his belly button.

Ria held her hand out to Josh. “Right, Ben and I are going to have a drink of wine.”

Her husband nodded meekly.

“I’m going to talk dirty to him until he’s hard enough to fuck me again, and if you’re a lucky cucky, we’ll come back here so you can watch.”

With that, Ria led Josh out of the bedroom and down the stairs, him stark-bollock naked, and her naked except for her fuck-me shoes, one of which was splattered with cum.

Josh hoped none of the neighbours called for a cup of sugar.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 10

Ria and Josh sat naked at the kitchen table, sipping wine. She crossed her legs and regarded her cum-soaked shoe. “Hubby enjoyed that. He doesn’t usually come this much.”

Josh didn’t know how to reply. He took a sip of wine and waited for her to continue.

“He loves to see me with bulls, but he’s an introvert. Hence the mask.”

Josh nodded. “At least he’s in the room. Thomas watches from somewhere private.”

“I know. Hubby likes to be present. He tells me he loves the smell.” She smiled. “The smell of my cunt and the smell of the bull’s cum.” His grimace made her laugh. “I think he likes more than the smell. I don’t know if it’s the scent, the taste, or the act itself, but getting the bull’s come turns him on immensely.”

“I’m not judging. Whatever gets him off is fine with me.”

She tilted her head slightly. “Do you mean that?”

He nodded. “Of course I do. I know I’m only here because it’s what you both want. I want to make you both feel good.”

“Shall I tell you what he’d really like?”

A chill of discomfort fluttered in his stomach. “Yes.”

“He’d love to slide you inside me.”

“To…?”

“He likes to hold the bull’s dick, feel its power and thickness, and then guide it into his slutty little wife’s waiting hole.”

Josh’s bum clenched involuntarily. He took a breath, and Ria laughed at his expression.

“The first time we got into this, my first post-marriage other man...”

“Your first bull?”

She shook her head. “He was hardly that. It was a chance encounter years ago, not long after we’d married. We’d had a party in our flat. Most people had left, but one of his friends was staying over. We were sat around in the lounge in the early hours, drinking and shooting the breeze. I noticed his friend couldn’t keep his eyes off my legs.”

“I can understand that.”

Ria laughed. “Thank you. Anyway, Hubby noticed too, and he started steering the conversation towards sex. I realised he liked the idea of his friend lusting after me. It was weird, like he was urging me on.”

Josh could imagine a twenty-something Ria. She must have been stunning. “What did you do?”

“I laughed and flirted. The guy was good-looking, and I was flattered.”

He smiled, encouraging her to continue.

“Hubby suggested some sort of truth or dare, spin-the-bottle kind of game, and within ten minutes we were telling each other all sorts of secrets.” She took another sip, then blinked. “His friend confessed that he’d always wondered what it’d be like to kiss me. Hubby spun the bottle and it was decided that his friend and I should kiss.”

“And did you?”

She laughed. “Yes, with a lot of tongue and saliva.”

“And?”

Ria blushed. “I think Hubby enjoyed it almost as much as his friend and I did. His next truth was that he’d always liked the idea of watching me have sex with another man.”

“Wow. What did you think about that?”

She shrugged. “At the time it was all a big turn-on. It never crossed my mind that it might be because he didn’t love me anymore—those thoughts came later—but that night, I just wondered what it’d be like to have his friend fuck me while Hubby watched.”

Josh swallowed. “Did you spin the bottle?”

A smile lingered around her lips as she sipped at her wine. “It was decided that his friend would fuck me there and then, on our couch, while my husband watched. I was wearing a short skirt without nylons, and Hubby dropped to his knees and pulled my panties off. His friend knelt on the rug between my feet and took his dick out. I stared at it, and so did Hubby. But then I got cold feet.”

“You didn’t want to do it?”

“What? No, I’d been tingling for half an hour, and my twat had been dripping since the kiss. But I was worried about Hubby and didn’t want his recriminations afterwards. So I told him that if he wanted his friend’s dick inside me, then he would have to be the one who put it there.”

Josh frowned. “He had to put his friend’s cock in you?”

She nodded. “That way, he couldn’t complain that I’d just spread my legs for his friend.”

“And he did it?”

“Oh, yes. He knelt next to his friend, wrapped his fist around his cock and pulled him towards me.”

Josh was chuckling. “What did his friend say?”

“I don’t think he cared—he knew he was about to fuck me.”

I don’t blame him. “And Hubby?”

“He held the guy’s dick and manoeuvred it into position, then he steered it inside me.”

Josh’s cock was getting harder. Ria stared at it, apparently distracted. But he wanted to hear more of the story. “And then?”

“Hubby dropped back onto his haunches and watched his friend fuck me.”

“How was it for you?”

She laughed out loud and reached over to rub his hand. “He wasn’t a bull, or particularly big. But it was a taboo thing to do, and I loved it.”

“Did you come?”

She smiled. “I always come, darling.”

“Did he?”

“Who, Hubby or his friend?”

“I meant his friend, but… Both, I suppose.”

She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “His friend came inside me. As soon as he’d pulled out, Hubby just jumped me and added his cream to his friend’s. Then the three of us retired to bed and I was fucked all night long.”

The end of his cock was slick with precum. Ria smiled and reached down to grip his shaft, using her thumb to smear the clear viscous liquid all over the glans.

“And a hotwife was born?”

She raised her glass, then took another drink.

“So now he likes to hold bull’s cocks and put them inside you?”

Her eyes bored into his. “He’s progressed a little. Now he likes to do more than hold them.”

The chill in his stomach became an icy dread. “What does he like to do now?”

“Some bulls let him suck their cocks. A few let him suck them off, but most want to come in me, or my mouth.”

“Yeah, I can understand that.”

She laughed and squeezed his cock, which was now fully hard. “Come on, let’s go back upstairs. Now, you don’t have to let him put your cock inside me if it makes you uncomfortable.”

Josh wondered if he could go through with that for her sake. He liked the idea of making her happy. “If he wants to put it inside you, that’s fine.”

“Thank you.” She smiled. “I’ll also say hurtful things. Just remember I don’t mean any of them, okay? I’m not really the bitch he likes me to act.”

“Okay.”

Taking his hand, she led him back up to the bedroom. Her husband stood by the fireplace, now completely clean and wearing a fresh mask. His cock was flaccid.

Ria walked over to him and ran her hand down his stomach. “Time for me to get another helping of bull sausage, darling.”

He nodded.

“Is that what you want to see?”

He nodded again.

“Good, because it’s what I want to feel. A nice, long, thick dick filling me up like yours never does.”

Her husband lowered his head, as if in apology.

“A real man’s dick that’ll stretch me out until all I can do is cry and scream and come all over it. He’s going to make me squirt my slutty juices again.” She turned to Josh. “Sorry about earlier, but sometimes when I come, stuff comes out—a lot of it.”

“Don’t apologise, I loved it.”

She smiled, then looked back at her husband. “See? My bull makes me squirt and likes it. Your little thing has never made me squirt, has it?” She leaned closer and whispered, “So that’s why I have my bulls.”

Ria walked to the foot of the bed, placed her feet a step apart and bent over, resting her hands on the mattress. She looked over her shoulder at her husband. “Honey, I want you to bring my bull over here and slide his big thick dick inside me.”

Her husband looked quickly at Josh, as if seeking permission, then back at his wife.

“It’s okay,” Ria soothed. “Ben wants you to steer that fat dick of his right into your slutty wife’s hungry twat.”

Her husband stepped forward and paused. Josh’s cock was rock hard and sticking out in front of him. He was about four feet away from Ria. The cuck reached his arm out tentatively.

“Come on,” Josh said, harnessing his new-found inner bull. “Put me inside her so I can fuck her brains out.”

Hubby grabbed Josh’s cock, his grip tight and assured, and pulled him towards Ria’s upraised arse. The men stepped in time as if performing some weird dance. He didn’t look at the cuck’s face, and was glad he was wearing the mask.

Instead, he looked at Ria’s gaping sex, raised to just the perfect level by her four-inch heels. The cuck gave Josh’s cock another squeeze, then slid his hand slowly down to the base and pushed the tip inside. The lips parted easily. Hubby let go and both men watched as the thick cock slid all the way inside her.

Ria let out a groan, then looked over her shoulder at her husband. “Now, watch a master at work.” She wriggled her raised backside from side to side. “Come on, Ben. Show him what a real man can do with a willing slut.”

Josh gripped her hips and slammed his groin forwards, almost knocking her down onto the bed. Ria squealed in shock. He thrust again, holding her hips in place and pulling her back onto him. The tip of his cock bashed against her insides; he was as deep as he could go. He pounded in a steady rhythm, making her cry out.

Josh fucked her hard, pulling out slowly and pushing in fast. His fingers gripped tighter as she started to wail. Her legs shook, and he felt her clench. She screamed, and a small amount of clear liquid ran down her thighs. Remembering her email, he turned to her husband. “Get on the bed and put your cock in her mouth.”

The cuck stared at him for a second, then looked down at his wife, again waiting for her permission.

“You heard him. Come fuck my face.”

He quickly climbed onto the bed and knelt up in front of her. Ria took him into her mouth, and he let out a whimper. Josh maintained his rhythm, pushing as deep as he could go with every thrust. Hubby came quickly, grunting and sobbing. Josh heard Ria moan and swallow, and then his own fireworks arrived.

Digging his fingers into her hips, he held himself still and came.

Ria groaned and rocked her body between them, her husband’s cock still in her mouth and Josh’s buried to the hilt in her cunt. Spit-roasting her turned Josh on. It added to the depravity of their liaison and enhanced Ria’s sluttish roleplay.

Finally depleted of cum and stamina, Josh pulled out. He watched as Ria released her cuck from her mouth and then kissed him on the lips. Evidently, Hubby liked to taste his own cum as much as her bulls’.

After a few seconds, Ria stood upright and turned to Josh. Smiling, she moved over and slipped her arms around his waist. He saw over her shoulder that her husband had slid off the bed and was crawling to kneel between her parted legs to perform clean-up.

Ria stared into Josh’s face as her husband slurped and licked all the cum from her sex. Her eyes fluttered and she sighed, and Josh realised she was coming. He ran his hands over her breasts, grazing her pebbled nipples.

She bit her lip, moaning through her climax, then finally smiled up at him. “Will you stay the night?”

Her question caught him by surprise. He found himself nodding, even though she’d told him in the email that her husband would be sharing the bed.

“Good boy.” She stroked her husband’s hair. “Go and turn the lights off and make sure the doors are locked. Ben’s staying over.”

After her husband had left the bedroom, Ria pulled back the quilt and sat down on the bed to unbuckle her shoes. She then slid across to the middle of the bed and motioned for Josh to join her, which he did.

She leaned close and kissed his cheek. “I’m glad you’re staying.”

“I don’t know if I’ll be any more use to you tonight.”

Ria laughed. “Like I told you earlier, I’ll work out a way of getting you hard.”

Her husband returned and climbed into the opposite side of the bed, still wearing the mask.

The three of them lay in silence for quite a while, and then Ria turned over onto her tummy and pushed herself up onto her knees, facing the men. She leaned down and kissed Josh’s chest, biting and licking his nipples. Then she did the same to her husband. She alternated between them, trailing her tongue and kisses down the stomach, nuzzling and kissing the balls, and running her tongue up the length of the cock to take the head into her mouth.

Josh let out a groan and stroked her hair.

Ria moved over and sucked her husband, and Josh watched her closely. Her husband was already hard, and so was he.

Ria smiled down at the men, an erection in each hand. “I think it’s time for a Ria sandwich.”

Josh gulped. The idea of her taking them both at once made his cock grow even harder.

“I need someone to get Ben’s dick ready first.” She straddled Josh’s waist, raising her eyebrows as if requesting his permission to have her cuck suck his cock. He tried to hide his repulsion—he really liked Ria, and he wanted her evening to be perfect. He nodded.

“Honey, why don’t you feed Ben’s dick into me, but make sure it’s nice and hard first.” She smiled down at Josh and mouthed ‘thank you’.

Josh tried to smile as his cock was lifted. He closed his eyes as Ria’s husband sucked him. It wasn’t horrible, but his stomach still clenched.

“Okay, honey, don’t be greedy.”

A hand pumped his dick two or three times before pointing it up at Ria’s sex. She held Josh’s gaze as she slowly impaled herself and then she lay down, her boobs crushing against his chest and her long legs resting either side of his.

Her husband moved over her.

Josh watched her face. A hand moved against his balls as Hubby guided his own cock towards her backside, then he felt the extra weight as the cuck pushed down.

Ria winced a little and her mouth dropped open. Josh felt Hubby’s cock sliding in, separated from his own by only a thin membrane.

She let out a grunt and dug her nails into Josh’s shoulders, then Hubby started to move. Ria moved too, sliding herself up and down between the two men. Josh couldn’t really do anything except push his hips up, sending himself as deep as possible into her cunt.

The sensation of the other cock moving against his didn’t freak him out like he’d thought it would. It was a very pleasant sensation, and the thought of what the two of them were doing to the hotwife turned him on. He wondered if Ria had taken Hubby and his friend this way on the night she’d described, or if this was something they’d progressed to as more and more men were invited to share their bed.

Suddenly she opened her eyes and stared into Josh’s. She grunted as another hot flush of juice soaked his groin and thighs. He watched her beautiful face as she came, then he felt Hubby’s cock twitch next to his own. Hubby was unloading in her backside. Josh gritted his teeth and flooded her cunt, and Ria moaned and squirmed between the two men. She came again, but without an accompanying squirt.

The three of them writhed and pushed for another minute or so, then finally stilled. Hubby rolled off, but Ria stayed on top of Josh, his cock still inside her.

“Mmm.” She kissed his cheek. “Thank you,” she whispered in his ear.

“Any time.”

She raised her head. “Really?”

The thought of seeing her again was very appealing. “Of course.”

She gave him another beautiful smile. “Good boy. I like the idea of having you as a regular.”

She stayed on top of him and he kept his arms wrapped around her. His cock finally slipped out, and they all fell asleep.

Josh woke in the middle of the night with a hard-on. He eased it back inside her from below, and she roused with a quiet sigh and moan. She kissed all around his face, and she kissed him on the mouth. She rode him slowly, her tongue sliding against his own, her hands holding on to his shoulders. Josh ran his hands over her back and held her close.

He came much sooner than he had earlier in the evening, and she held him tight and kissed him continually as he shook from head to toe.

When he’d finished, Ria slid off him and climbed on top of her husband. This time, he didn’t enjoy watching her ride the other man. Josh chided himself immediately for the pang of jealousy he felt.

Josh woke early, as was his way. He slipped out of bed and quietly dressed, watching the sleeping couple. Ria looked beautiful and very satiated, as she should. Her husband was facing away, still wearing his mask.

Josh carried his shoes as he crept downstairs. He’d left his keys on the kitchen counter. He found them next to the almost empty wine bottle, then bent to tie his laces.

When he looked up, Ria was standing in the doorway, naked. Her French plait had worked almost completely loose. She looked amazing, the sun putting a halo around her willowy frame.

“Sneaking out without saying goodbye?” she said with a smile.

“I thought I’d leave you two to have a morning cuddle in private.”

She stepped closer and smiled up at him, now a few inches shorter without her heels. “Thank you for last night.”

He laughed. “I think I should be the one saying that.”

She slid her fingers beneath the lapels of his jacket and pressed her palms to his chest. “You know what I mean. Letting him… you know.”

“I did it for you.” As soon as he’d said it, he regretted it. “What I mean is, I did it because—”

“Thank you, Ben.” Ria leaned up and kissed him.

Josh smiled. “Right, I should be going.” He wasn’t about to admit he’d be servicing another hotwife in fifteen hours’ time.

Ria ran her hand down his arm and squeezed his hand. “But we can do this again?”

“Definitely.”

“Good.” She gave him a final smile and Josh walked to the front door. She let him out and closed the door behind him.

Josh got in his car and headed home. When he got to his flat, he took a shower then went straight to bed, where he slept until lunchtime.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 11

Josh didn’t bother going for a run but instead did his laundry and ate pizza while watching TV. Then he ironed himself a clean shirt and dressed in the same suit and shoes he’d worn the previous night. The hotwives tended to make him remove his clothes as soon as he arrived, anyway.

Josh decided to drive over to the place Cuck-Old-Cuck had booked near Finchley. The hotel didn’t have catering facilities or a bar, the patrons flocking to the nearby pub instead. He arrived early and went to buy himself a drink, sending a text confirming his arrival as he went. Five minutes later, C-O-C approached him at the bar and introduced himself.

The guy was somewhere in his late fifties with a comb-over. Josh smiled and tried to be friendly, but he got the feeling that tonight’s hotwife would be a considerable step-down from Angela and Ria.

“Is your wife not joining us for a drink?” he asked, looking over the guy’s shoulder.

“Nah, mate. She’s up in the room, all prepped and sexy.” He nodded enthusiastically. “She can’t wait.”

“Right.” Josh put his glass of Coke back on the bar. “I suppose we’d better go up, then.”

C-O-C shook his head. “Not me, mate. I’ll wait here till yer done.”

“You don’t want to be there?” Josh tried to remember if this had been mentioned in their numerous emails.

“Nah. We prefer if you go in and, you know… do your stuff.” He grinned and nodded his head manically. “I’ll stay here and have a few bevvies. She’ll text me after you’ve gone, an’ I’ll go up to her. Then she’ll tell me all about it.”

Josh nodded. “Okay, that’s fine. What room’s she in?”

“Two-eleven.”

“Right, well… I guess I won’t be seeing you later.”

C-O-C smiled and shook his hand. “Good to meet yer, mate. Enjoy yourself, she’s a cracker.”

Josh nodded and left the bar. He didn’t feel as excited as he had on his previous dates, but there was still a tingle of anticipation.

He had to ask the young guy on the reception desk to let him through the security door. He took the stairs and was outside room 211 in less than a minute. He gave a single knock.

The door opened and a woman’s head appeared round the door. “Ben?”

As he nodded, she pulled the door wide, keeping herself behind it. Josh stepped into the room and she closed the door. The woman had short, dark hair and was dressed in a long, see-through negligée, white underwear and white high heels. Her face was pretty, not needing as much makeup as she’d applied. She must have been around twenty-five years younger than her husband.

“It’s Tina, right?”

“Not really, but that’s what I call myself when I see bulls.”

Nodding his understanding, he took a step closer. “So,” he said quietly. “How do you want this to go?”

She smiled sheepishly. “You know, the usual.”

He slipped his arms around her waist. She was quite short, even in her heels. Probably no more than five-three in bare feet. “Is there anything in particular you’d like me to do?”

She looked up into his eyes, and he bent down to kiss her. She yanked her head back. “Kissing’s not allowed.”

“Sorry. I didn’t realise.”

She stepped back. “Why don’t you sit on the bed? Then I’ll strip off for you?”

“Sure.” He hung his jacket on the back of the chair by the desk, kicked off his shoes, then sat at the side of the bed, looking back at her.

Tina gave him a shy smile and undid the top bow of her negligée, then the middle one, and finally the bottom one. She slipped it slowly off her shoulders, but the garment was so see-through, removing it hadn’t exposed anything that couldn’t be seen before.

She stared into his eyes and reached around her back to undo her bra. She held the cups in place for a few seconds, then pulled it away with a flourish. Her breasts were nice, though not as big and impressive as Angela’s, and nothing about her body was in the same class as Ria’s. Tina’s nipples were pink, the areolas quite large. She tucked her fingers into the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs, revealing a mass of dark pubic hair.

Josh forced a smile.

She kept her shoes on and walked slowly towards him, presenting her tits to his face.

He glanced up. “I can kiss these, right?”

She laughed. “Yes, you can kiss me anywhere except my mouth.”

He took a nipple into his mouth and sucked it, and she pulled his head onto her. Then she pushed him back onto the bed and jumped on top of him, her hands scratching at his shirt and trouser buttons. Although more than a little taken aback, Josh lay still as she pulled his shirt open and yanked his trousers down to his thighs.

She stared at his groin, mouth open. He wasn’t sure if her reaction was down to his lack of underwear or his cock size. He reached up and stroked her breast, but she ignored his touch, instead leaping off the bed and heading for the dressing table. She retrieved a pack of condoms from her handbag.

Without taking her eyes from her prize, Tina took a condom out and ripped the foil with her teeth. Then she gripped his shaft, put the rubber on the tip and rolled it down. She struggled to get it over the head and had to push it down the shaft several times. The rubber sheath didn’t reach all the way to the base.

She glanced at Josh, then knelt next to him. “Do me from behind. Like this.” She bent over and raised her bum.

Josh stood, his trousers sliding down and restricting his movements. He kicked them off, now naked except for his unbuttoned shirt. He stepped behind her and gripped his cock. Tina’s hair grew wild, covering the tops of her inner thighs and around her arsehole. All of it was slick with her juices. After nestling himself in place, he leaned forward and entered her.

Tina’s yelp was so loud that he pulled out, worried about being heard by people in the next room.

She turned round, glaring. “What’re you doing?”

“Nothing, I just thought—”

“Put it back in.”

Josh frowned but complied. She yelped again, balling the bedspread in her fists. He moved slowly, waiting for her to stretch and get used to him. Eventually her yelps quietened to grunts.

She started pushing back. “Oh yeah, do me.”

He did as asked. Glancing at the dressing table mirror, he realised he could see the profile of her face. Her eyes were squeezed shut and her jaw was clenched. He honestly couldn’t tell if she was experiencing pleasure or discomfort. After a couple of minutes her mouth dropped open and her breathing changed. Josh gripped her hips and drove in deeper, increasing the pace slightly.

Tina let out a low wail. He reached under and rubbed her clit. The yelps returned and her head snapped up. In the dressing table mirror he saw her eyes open wide in shock as she came. Josh pounded into her, almost bouncing her off the bed. Her screams calmed down to quiet moans. With the condom numbing sensation for him, his own orgasm was still a long way off. He slowed his pace and stroked her back. “You okay?”

She turned to look at him over her shoulder, her eyes half-closed and a little unfocused. “Mm hmm.”

“Want me to carry on like this, or try another position?”

“You haven’t come yet?”

He shook his head. “I’ll carry on like this if you want, but I thought you might like a change.”

“Yeah, let’s change.”

Josh stepped back and out. Tina rolled over onto her back and bent her legs, pulling them up to her chest. “Do me like this. Terry likes to hear about all the positions I’ve been had in.”

“He never wants to watch for himself?” Though he probably shouldn’t pry, the best way to learn about what different couples liked was to ask.

“No. He’s watched a couple of times at home, but he prefers me to tell him about it after. He gets more out of me telling him how I felt than he does from watching me. Do you think that’s strange?”

“No. I think a lot of men like to hear their wife describe it.”

She smiled, as if relieved. “He likes me to take him through it nice and slow. He can make himself come time after time if I describe every little detail.”

“He makes himself come?”

She nodded. “Wanks himself off while I tell him about the bull fucking me.” Her eyes dropped to his cock, still fully erect in its rubber sheath. “Speaking of which.”

Josh smiled and rested his knees on the bed, then leaned down and re-entered her. Tina gritted her teeth and closed her eyes as he fucked her. She moaned with each thrust, and the moans got gradually louder until she came again. She wriggled and bucked below him, but still he didn’t come. After several minutes more, Josh decided to try another position. He pulled out and stood up.

Tina stared down at his cock, seemingly surprised that the teat at the end wasn’t full. “You still haven’t come.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I tend to notice when it happens.”

“So why have you stopped?”

“I want you in another position.”

“Oh. I…” She looked excited. “What do you want to try next?”

He reached down and took her hand, pulling her to her feet. “Turn around.” She did. “Move up towards the wall a bit, right. Now, bend this leg—yep, the one closest to the bed—and put your foot on the mattress.”

Frowning, Tina did as instructed, now positioned half-facing the bed and half-facing the wall behind the pillows, one leg on the floor and the other bent at right-angles. Josh ran his hand down her side and cupped her bum cheek. Then he bent his knees a little and moved closer, penetrating her as he straightened.

“Oh…” She wobbled slightly and Josh held her by the waist to steady her.

Moving slowly at first, he upped the pace gradually and fucked her for a long time, making her tits bounce and her arse cheeks wobble. Finally, he felt the first flutters of an impending orgasm.

“Do you like it like this?” he whispered into her ear.

She nodded, her breathing coming in short gasps.

“Do you think Terry will enjoy hearing about me fucking you like this?”

She nodded again, her face creased in concentration. He knew she was working on a third orgasm of her own.

“Will he like it more if he knows you made me come like this?”

“Ohhhh…”

“You can tell him that fucking you like this made me blow my load. It’s just a shame that it won’t be shooting right up inside your hot cunt.”

Tina screamed as her latest orgasm arrived. Never mind the people in the next room, Josh suspected Terry would have heard that one from the pub on the other side of the carpark.

“Oh, come now. Come now.”

Josh fucked her hard, lifting her a little with every poke of his cock. Then he felt the spasms and he reached round to tease her nipples. “I’m coming.” He all but lifted her off the floor as he thrust with each spasm. Tina grunted, clenching herself around him, adding to his pleasure.

Finally he’d emptied himself. He pulled out, holding the condom in place as he did so. The top half of the rubber hung down, flooded with cum. Josh peeled it off and knotted it.

Tina took it from him. “Terry’ll want to see that.”

“Really?” It might be a little more restrained than clean-up, but he still thought it weird.

She nodded. “He likes to see how much bulls come. Says it shows how much they enjoyed me.”

“You should fill half a dozen of them with shampoo and blow his mind.”

“Heh. But where’s the fun in that for me?” She sat down on the bed, and Josh sat next to her.

“You could get turned on by seeing how turned on he was.” He smiled teasingly. “You could masturbate while you watch him masturbate.”

“I do that anyway.”

Josh blinked. “Seriously?”

“He likes to watch me do that, too.”

“So, you spend the evening getting fucked by a bull, then Terry comes back and listens to you telling him all about it. And while you do that, both of you masturbate?”

“Sometimes. Other times he’ll just wank himself off into my mouth.”

“Don’t the two of you ever make love?”

“Terry hasn’t fucked me in almost three years.”

Josh was momentarily speechless.

Tina shrugged. “He’d rather have a wank. He’s worried he couldn’t satisfy me because of the age difference, so insists I have bulls to give me the sort of sex I deserve. A virile younger man with a big, y’know, manhood.”

“And is that alright with you?”

“What do you think? Can you see Terry being able to fuck me as hard as you did for an hour?” She scoffed. “He’d have a heart attack.”

“It wasn’t an hour.”

“I haven’t finished with you yet.”

He laughed out loud, then turned serious. “What I meant was, don’t you miss the closeness with your husband that usually comes from…” He shrugged. “Him going inside and holding you close?”

“No. I’d rather have young virile men with bigger things. And that’s what he likes, too. He’d rather have bulls doing it. It turns him on more than doing it himself.”

“Has it always been like this?”

“No.”

“But he satisfied you then, when you were first married?”

“I was a virgin when I met him.” She smiled. “But I’ve come a long way since then. Seen a lot of bulls.”

“How many?”

“I usually see one a week, sometimes two if Terry’s horny.”

“And you’ve done this for…?”

“Just over five years.”

A quick calculation told him that was at least two hundred and fifty bulls. Maybe as many as three hundred. This surprised him because Tina didn’t seem to have so much experience as Angela or Ria. Or even Olivia, who was relatively new to the lifestyle. Maybe some aspects of hotwives’ behaviour had more to do with their confidence and intelligence. 

“Well,” he said. “I guess we’d better give Terry something to get excited about.”

She laughed.

He took her hand and put it between his legs, where his cock had already returned to fully-operational mode.

“God, that didn’t take you long.”

“Stop complaining and get another condom.”

Josh eventually left room 211 a little over two hours later. He’d supplied four soiled condoms for Terry to get excited about, and he’d fucked Tina in numerous positions, including her being perched on the desk, bent over the side of the bath, and finally riding him reverse-cowboy while he fingered her backside.

He was back home less than thirty minutes later. After a long shower he crawled into bed, thoroughly fucked. Two hotwives on consecutive nights had probably been too much for a bull still learning the ropes.

* * * *

After his weekend seeing Ria and Tina, Josh spent time building up a rapport with other cucks and hotwives. There seemed to be an endless supply of couples wanting his services. Although it would be unfair to describe Tina as a disappointment, their evening together had made him realise how spoiled he’d been to service Olivia, Angela and Ria as his first three hotwives.

His next outing as Ben was with Sheila and Will. He spent over four hours at their home in Coventry. Sheila was a buxom redhead with freckles on her large breasts and a clean-shaven twat. Will had a black goatee and the hairiest legs Josh had ever seen. Ben wore a rubber and fucked Sheila on the armchair in their living room as Will watched from the couch. Then they all went upstairs and, as Shelia knelt on the bed, Ben donned another condom and fucked her from behind. Will played with himself while he watched, but didn’t climax. By the time Josh left for his 100-mile journey home, Will looked desperate to get his hands on his wife

The following weekend he saw Toni, a thirty-something blonde with a fabulous figure and sexy clothes. He didn’t find her face or personality particularly attractive, though. Nonetheless, they met for a couple of drinks in a south London pub before heading to the house where her cuck was waiting.

Every time Josh checked his email, he hoped to see one from Ria. It’d been over a month since their night together, and he was keen for another meet—even if it meant her hubby would want to suck his cock again.

Olivia sent a text asking how he was enjoying his new lifestyle, informing him that she and Thomas were spending the month at their villa in Spain.

His next date as Ben was with a hotwife called Julie. At only twenty-three, she was the first wife actually younger than him. He was surprised when she revealed she already had two children. When he arrived at the hotel near Brighton, she was alone in the room. Either the cuck preferred to hear the details from his hotwife rather than watching them for himself, or he couldn’t get a babysitter. Ben and Julie spent the whole night together. He left before breakfast and, rather than heading straight back home, drove along the coast and found a deserted beach.

As the sea-breeze blew through his hair, barely an hour after he’d peeled off and knotted the fifth and final condom of their time together, Josh couldn’t say with any degree of certainty what colour Julie’s eyes had been.

Josh’s mum called to ask if she and Brian could take him up on his offer of staying for a weekend. He told her they were welcome any time, and they agreed on a date to coincide with her birthday at the end of September.

He decided to give Ben a well-earned rest. He took a week off work to catch up on some sleep and do a few jobs around his flat, giving his bedroom and the living room a coat of paint to freshen them up before his guests arrived in a couple of weeks’ time.

Even though he’d only been performing as a bull for a couple of months, it suddenly felt weird not to be meeting different women every weekend for rampant sex. One night as he lay in his bed, he allowed his mind to drift back to all the great sex he’d enjoyed recently. It was still difficult to think of his dates with Olivia as bull/hotwife meets, but that’s all they’d been.

Then there’d been Angela, with her built-for-sex chassis that he’d enjoyed riding, and Ria’s long and lithe body in those wonderfully sexy shoes. Tina, Sheila, Toni and Julie tended to blend into an endless collage of raised arses, kicking legs, and flooded condoms.

As Josh reviewed his memories, he realised he’d been unconsciously stroking himself. Deciding it’d help him get to sleep, he kept going.

There was no need for external stimulation; all he had to do was close his eyes and choose a memory. As he slowly pumped his hand, images skittered across the screen of his inner eyelids. Angela rubbing herself off as he covered her face with cum; Ria sitting naked save for her cum-soaked shoes, describing her husband guiding his friend’s cock between her fabulous legs; Tina standing with one foot on the bed and screaming; Sheila massaging his cum into her freckled tits.

Josh’s mind settled on an image of Ria, waking as he slipped inside her. She’d murmured in his ear and ridden him slowly. They kissed and stroked like lovers. They hadn’t fucked, they’d made love.

His eyes snapped open. Staring up at the newly painted ceiling of his bedroom, all he could see was Ria’s dark blue eyes and her beautiful smile. He pushed the quilt down just before he exploded all over his own stomach.

It took him a few minutes to get his breath back. He mopped up the mess with a tissue before going for a shower. As he dried himself and climbed back into bed, he reasoned that it was probably time he serviced another hotwife and her cuck.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 12

Josh had exchanged several emails with a couple calling themselves Samson and Della; the humour in their names appealed to him.

The first contact was made by the husband, and later the wife joined the conversations. It soon become obvious from Samson’s emails that he was well-educated with none of the spelling mistakes, excessive abbreviation (CU L8R!) or non-existent punctuation Josh had seen in other communications. Messages from Samson were like letters from his bank manager, the vocabulary extensive and punctuation faultless. Della’s emails were less formal, but still perfectly written.

Della mentioned that her husband had a stressful job, and a consequence of this was that he liked her to take full control during their evenings with a bull. He liked to be dominated.

They arranged to meet at an address in Notting Hill. Josh arrived in a grey suit, carrying a bottle of chilled champagne. Samson turned out to be a very personable guy in his late forties with short, greying hair and a clean-shaven face. Della looked about five years younger. She had the appearance of a film star from the forties with shoulder-length wavy brown hair, vivid red lipstick and an hour-glass figure.

They thanked him for the booze and, while Samson popped the cork, Della went to find glasses. The men made small talk about London and the weather until she returned. As Samson poured, Josh surreptitiously let his eyes wander over Della’s body. Then he looked around the apartment’s living room, which was a huge square with polished wood floors and leather couches.

As the three of them clinked glasses, Josh nodded at the surroundings. “Fabulous place.”

“Yes. We’ve been here a few times now.”

As he frowned, Samson laughed. “Airbnb. I thought I’d mentioned that in an email.”

“If you did, I didn’t take it in. Sorry.” Josh sat on one of the couches and reassessed the room. “If I owned somewhere like this, I’d be reluctant to rent it out.”

“If you got four hundred and fifty pounds a night for it, I guess you might be persuaded,” Samson said, dropping into the couch opposite Josh.

Josh nodded, watching closely as Della sat next to her husband and slowly crossed her legs. She wore a blue, knee-length knitted dress that hugged her hips and thighs, and dark blue peep-toe heels without nylons.

She smiled. “Do you like what you see, Ben?”

He looked into her eyes. “Very much.”

“Good.” She let her eyes travel downwards briefly. “So do I.”

Samson leaned forward and started to say something, but Della held up her hand, silencing him immediately.

“I’ll take it from here, dear.”

He sat back like a reprimanded child.

Della returned her attention to Josh. “As I mentioned in our emails, Samsy prefers me to take charge when we entertain a bull.”

Josh nodded. She was undeniably attractive, and the steeliness in her expression gave her an old-fashioned schoolmarm demeanour. He looked forward to fucking her.

“Now,” she went on, “while we live in an age where clean sexual health is imperative, I much prefer unprotected sex.”

Josh waited, his stomach tingling at the thought of sliding his unsheathed cock into this woman’s cunt.

“I can give total assurance that Samsy and I are completely healthy. That’s one of the perks of having a hospital manager as a husband. What about you, Ben? Do you have regular check-ups?”

“I always use condoms.” He didn’t mention his unprotected sex with Olivia, Angela and Ria—they’d been as clean as him in any case.

“Is that because you prefer condoms?” Her lips curled up at the corners.

“No.”

“Do you think there’s any chance you may have an STD?”

“None.”

“Would you consider it a risk to have unprotected sex with me?”

He shook his head and stared at the smear of lipstick on the rim of her glass, imagining her leaving marks like that on his cock. “No, I don’t think it’d be a risk.”

“Stand up, Ben.”

He placed his glass on a side table and got to his feet.

“Come closer.”

As he walked the few steps from his couch to theirs, Della uncrossed her legs and sat forward. She rubbed her hand over his groin, then undid the zip of his trousers and fished out his cock, which was already starting to swell.

“This is rather imposing.” She held it gently between her fingertips and glanced sideways at her husband. “Go to the bedroom and sit in the chair. I’m going to familiarise myself with this.”

Without a word, Samson got up and walked to a door on the back wall.

Della turned her gaze back to Josh’s manhood. She pointed it to one side, leaned in and planted a kiss on the side, near the base. She kissed her way along his shaft until she reached the tip, then parted her luscious red lips and took the head into her mouth.

Josh let out a sigh as she slid her head forward, taking more of him in. His cock was growing by the second and was soon a full-blown erection.

Della released it from her mouth but kept her hand wrapped around the shaft, her eyes now on his face. “I’m glad we’ll be skin on skin.”

“Me too.”

“Well, as much as I’d like you to fuck me here on the couch, I suppose we’d better go into the bedroom.”

He would have liked nothing more than to roll her dress up to her waist, spread her legs and fuck her right there with her shoes on.

She stood, her face close to his and her hand still gripping his cock. “Samsy’s a traditional cuck, with all the sissy trimmings.”

Although Josh didn’t understand exactly what this meant, he assumed it was her way of warning him there’d be some humiliation. “Okay.”

In the bedroom, which was as impressive as the living room with the same dark wood floor, Samson sat naked in a hard-back chair, facing the bed. A transparent plastic cover was fitted over his cock. It was the first time Josh had seen one in real life, having read a lot about male chastity devices while researching.

Della led Josh to stand facing her, immediately in front of Samson’s chair. She dropped to her knees and, still gripping Josh’s cock in her fist, looked at her husband. “Have you seen this, Samsy?”

Her husband’s eyes were fixed on Josh’s cock.

“Can you imagine how I’m going to feel when he pushes this into me?”

Samson swallowed, nodded once.

“It’s going to be a tight fit.” Della licked all around the head but kept her eyes on her husband’s. “Just picture this thing forcing its way in, stretching my pretty flower wide open and filling me up.”

She slapped the cock against her cheek several times. “I’m dripping just from the thought of being fucked with this, but I see you’re dripping too, Samsy.”

Josh saw a thread of precum hanging from the end of the device. Della caught it on her finger and pushed it into Samson’s mouth.

“Did I say you could dribble?”

“Sor—”

“Be quiet!”

Samson’s mouth snapped shut and he looked down at the floor.

“That’s better.” Della slowly straightened and stood face to face with Josh. Her expression softened. “Now, I think it’s time for us to resume assessing each other’s bodies.” She pushed his jacket back and off. “But this time we’ll do it without clothes.”

Josh stood motionless as Della removed his shirt and unfastened his belt. As his trousers slid down his legs, he stepped out of his shoes and trousers together, now naked. Della stepped back and appraised his body, then looked at her husband, who had another fine string of precum dangling from his plastic cock-cover.

She shared a grin with Josh. “I can hardly reprimand him—I’m dripping even more than he is.”

Gripping the sides of her springy, knitted dress, she pulled downwards. The neck opened and slid down her body, revealing a firm pair of perfect breasts. As the dress rolled further down, Josh saw her narrow waist and then the swell of her hips. She was completely naked underneath, her dark bush neatly trimmed. As she stepped out of her dress, he admired her smooth, muscular legs.

She stepped close to Josh and grabbed his cock, swiping the head against her belly. “Lie down, Ben. Samsy likes to get a good view of my painted lips going up and down on a nice big cock like yours.”

Josh lay flat on the bed, head on the pillow, and Della crawled between his legs.

She kissed her way up his thighs and nuzzled his balls, then took his cock in her hand and looked at her husband. “Ready for this, Samsy?”

Eyes wide and his knees shaking, he nodded.

Without glancing at Josh, Della lowered her head and took him deep into her mouth. Josh shivered and sighed as Della proceeded to treat him to some of the most intense pleasure he could remember. She sucked, licked, slobbered and nibbled until his legs trembled.

By the time she released him, both men were shaking.

“And now…” She kicked off her shoes and crawled up the bed, straddling Josh’s thighs without taking her gaze from her husband’s face. “I’m going to help myself to what I’ve been desperate for since my last bull.” She trailed her hand over her sex, then held up the wet fingers, rubbing the tips together to show both men how ready she was. “I’m going to have a big bull cock.”

She manoeuvred herself above Josh’s groin and reached down to swipe his cock through her outer lips, coating the head in her juices. She flashed him a smile before glancing at her husband. “Shall I?”

Samson’s entire body trembled as he gave a nod. Della smiled, then slowly impaled herself. Her eyes fluttered and Josh felt her tight heat envelop him. She groaned theatrically as she pushed down onto the entire length, her head dropping back and her mouth hanging open.

“Oh, Samsy,” she whispered, her voice breathless. “This is bliss.” She slowly rocked her hips, letting out moans and whimpers. “I know you want me describe how good it feels, but I’m just going to show you.”

She spread her hands on Josh’s stomach and began to thrust her hips quickly, riding his cock. “I’m going to show you how quickly something this long and thick will bring me off. I’m going to show you just how…”

Josh felt the grip of her climax.

Della grunted and thrust faster, her nails digging painfully into his stomach until she let out a gasp. “Oh, that’s better.” She sighed, shook her head and spoke to her husband, ignoring Josh completely. “I knew it wouldn’t take long to get off with Ben. What shall I do to him now?”

“Fuck him.” Samson’s face was solemn. “Twist and squirm and bounce on his cock.”

She smiled. “But you know what’ll happen if I do that.”

He nodded.

Josh felt like he was watching a well-rehearsed performance. They’d probably played this scene out with many bulls.

“What’ll happen, Samsy?”

“He’ll come.”

She raised her eyebrows, encouraging him to elaborate.

“He’ll come in your pussy. He’ll fill you with his cum.”

She nodded slowly. “That’s right, Samsy. He’ll fill me with his cum.”

Finally, she looked at Josh, rotating her hips on the engorged cock buried inside her. “Is that what you want to do, Ben?”

Josh took a breath and pushed up with his hips.

Della squeezed and relaxed around him, smiling. “Are you going to fill me with cum?”

Josh kept silent, thrusting himself slowly up and down.

“Are you going to shoot your dirty bull spunk into my cheating, married cunt?”

Though her roleplay wasn’t doing much for him, the effect of her words on Samson was profound. He was visibly shaking in the chair, eyes wide and jaw clenched, a constant trickle of precum leaking from the plastic case down onto the seat of the chair. Josh imagined that there must be a little puddle on the polished floor by now.

Della was grinding herself on Josh’s cock. “You heard him, Ben. Samsy wants you to fire your filthy bull jism into his slutty wife’s snatch. He loves to see my twat with a big cock in it. He wants you to drench it. Flood it. Saturate it.”

Josh just watched her face for a moment. For now, he was content to let her ride him and talk her cuck into a frenzy. Later, though, Ben the Bull would give Dirty Della the fucking of her life.

“Samsy’s waiting, Ben.” She started to bounce, slamming herself down on his full length without any sign of discomfort. Della was undoubtedly well-practised at accommodating big bulls.

He reached up to support her breasts, which were bouncing wildly as she fucked him.

She sneered. “Yeah, play with my tits. You can fuck them later, but first you’re going to have to—”

Josh pinched her nipples hard and arched his back, lifting her off the bed as he exploded deep inside her.

Della screamed and opened her eyes wide, then she bucked and ground herself with quick, short jerks of her hips, prompting more and more spurts. She reached down behind her and squeezed his balls as if trying to wring out even more. Finally she stilled, breathing deeply and gently stroking the scratch marks she’d left on his stomach, as if apologising.

She licked her red lips and turned her head toward Samson. “I felt it shuddering like a tommy gun as he unloaded, Samsy. I hope you’re thirsty.”

With that, she rolled off, laid herself down next to Josh and whistled to her husband as if beckoning a dog. Like a faithful puppy, Samson dropped off his chair, crawled around the floor to the foot of the bed and knelt up. Without glancing at their faces, he buried his face between her spread legs and licked and slurped at the mess there.

Della snaked her fingers through his hair. “That’s it, get it all.” She arched slightly, giving him better access. “Oh, Samsy,” she whispered, and her eyelids fluttered.

Josh sat up and watched as Samson gulped and swallowed the combination of his wife’s juices and her bull’s cum. The sight neither repulsed nor excited him. But he loved the way Della whimpered and writhed on the bed. Samson’s tongue was pushing her closer to another orgasm. Josh backed a little further toward the headboard until his groin was next to Della’s head, then gripped her hair and pushed his cock into her mouth.

She gagged, her eyes wide. Josh fucked her mouth. Della’s groans grew higher in pitch as Samson’s tongue took her to the edge. She stared up at Josh’s face as she came, and he smiled, sliding his dick in and out between those shiny red lips.

“That’s it,” he said, gripping her head as he fucked her face. “Now I’m hard enough to fuck you again. Let’s give Samsy seconds, shall we?”

Without a word, Samson returned to the chair, his cheeks and chin coated with a thin film of slime. Josh knelt up and roughly flipped Della over onto her front. He placed his hands under her tummy and pulled her up until she was on all fours. Then he ran the tip of his cock over the wet mess of her outer lips and looked over at her husband.

“Do you like to watch her get fucked from behind?”

Samson nodded.

“I’m not surprised.” Josh ran his free hand over the swell of her perfect arse. She’s not the only one who can put on an act. “This is one of my favourite positions for fucking hot little wives like yours, because I get to push my cock as deep as it’ll go.”

Della wiggled her arse, and Josh smiled. “I think she’s getting a little impatient, don’t you?”

Samson watched his wife’s face as Josh inched the tip into the opening of her channel, clutched her hips and stabbed his cock all the way to the hilt.

Della’s head snapped back and her scream filled the room.

Josh pulled back and pounded her again. She howled, but he didn’t let up. He fucked her hard, pushing in as deep as he could, trying his best to hurt her. Della took it all.

Wanting to push her a little further, Josh cupped one arse cheek and slipped a thumb into her backside. She groaned and wriggled, so he cupped the other and added a second thumb, jabbing them in on his out-stroke. A wail from Della announced another orgasm. She dropped her head to the pillow, her face turned towards her husband. He too was whimpering, as if sharing her pleasure.

Josh pulled his thumbs out and wrapped his hands around the front of her thighs, pulling her back onto his thrusts. Breathing hard through clenched teeth, he slammed into her with such force it shook the entire bed. Then he held still, and a volley of eruptions gushed deep inside her. Della clenched and relaxed around his cock, her head on the pillow, her arse raised in the air. She looked fabulous.

Josh stepped back to give Samson room, and Della kept clenching and relaxing. Before Samson had chance to get in position, her muscles twitched and a huge glob of cum slipped out and slithered down the inside of her thighs.

In an instant, her cuck was on his knees behind her, his face buried in the mess. Josh watched the clean-up process with a weird sense of detachment. Samson’s cock dripped steadily, as swollen as far as the device would allow. The cuck was more turned on than Josh could have ever imagined.

Della whispered encouragement, and then managed to come again as her husband covered her sex with licks and kisses. Finally, she rolled onto her back and pointed to the chair. Samson obediently retreated. She patted the mattress at her side, and Josh joined her on the bed.

Snuggling up to him like they were a married couple, she draped her arm around his waist and kissed his shoulder. “You seemed to get quite aggressive during that one.”

He felt guilty until she smiled.

“I’m not complaining. I love sex like that. I want to be used like that by my bulls.”

“I’m glad.”

“Do you think you’ll be able to fuck me like that again later?”

He glanced down at Della, not sure whether this was a serious question or the start of another performance aimed at teasing her cuck. “I’m sure I will.”

She kissed his shoulder again, then dragged her nails over his abs. “Good. I’m sure Samsy wants to see his slutty little wife fucked like that again.”

Josh glanced at her husband. “When does Samson get his release?”

Della smiled. “You don’t need to worry about him.”

“I’m curious.”

“I usually let him out of his cage after the bull leaves.”

“And what do you do then?” He was eager to learn about the dynamics between different couples.

She gave a throaty laugh. “He gets to relieve all the pressure that’s built up during the evening.”

“Does he fuck you?”

“No, Samsy never fucks me on our nights with a bull.” She licked her lips. “But sometimes I fuck him.”

He waited, hoping she’d expand a little on that.

She sighed, as if she’d made a decision. “For most of the year, we have a very traditional relationship. He doesn’t wear the cage. We love and respect each other, and we make love in a way that satisfies us both. We’re both career-oriented and have never let the fact we can’t have children ruin our lives.”

Josh tried to keep his face neutral, but Della must have seen a question in his eyes.

“Medical issues as a teenager—they caused all sorts of complications, which resulted in me getting a hysterectomy before the two of us met.” She shrugged. “Anyway, as we both have quite demanding jobs—his more so than mine—we decided to have a blow-out every few months to help us relax and reset the counter to zero.”

“Like a safety relief valve.”

“Exactly. Some people go to Vegas and lose themselves in gambling. Some people choose to climb a mountain. We prefer to rent somewhere nice and invite a guy with a big cock to fuck me dizzy for a few hours.”

Josh chuckled. “It probably beats Vegas.”

“Hmm, we think so.”

“And how often do you do it?”

“Does it matter?”

He shook his head. “Sorry, I don’t mean to pry, I’m just trying to learn how different people do this.”

“It’s usually no more than twice a year. Sometimes three when…”

“Work pressure gets too much?”

Another throaty laugh. “No, when I get impatient. Or particularly horny.”

He thought of Tina. “I met one woman recently who’s had at least one bull every week for five years.”

Della’s brows went up. “Wow.”

“Sometimes two a week.”

“Jeez. Lucky girl, I guess.” She called over her shoulder, “And a lucky husband.”

“He never watches her,” Josh said. “He prefers to wait until afterwards, then have her describe her night.”

Della slid her hand down past his navel, towards his groin. “I can understand that. I love talking to Samsy after the bull leaves, telling him how it’d felt. And he likes that, too.”

Josh held his breath as she wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock. He knew he’d soon be ready to go again.

She narrowed her eyes. “Ooh, what have we here?”

“As the old saying goes, why not suck it and see?”

A chuckle rumbled in her throat, then she leaned down and took him into her mouth. He sighed and stroked her head. The fact she was lying between him and her husband’s chair meant Samson wouldn’t be able to see much, but Josh wasn’t going to worry, not while Della was giving him a delicious repeat performance of her skills with her mouth. Josh groaned and pushed his head back into the pillow as she pleasured him. After a few minutes she raised herself up and crawled between his legs, smiling as she pumped his cock with her hand. “I think someone felt like he was missing the show.” Then she dropped her head and angled his shaft so she could stare into her husband’s eyes while she sucked Josh’s cock deep into her throat.

Josh started to sweat. If he hadn’t come twice already, there’s no way his cum would have remained in his balls. When she finally released his cock, Josh’s legs were trembling again.

“Samsy, crawl over to the other side of the bed and wait for me.”

Josh looked down to see the man moving on all fours onto a spot on the dark wood floor a few feet away. Della walked out of the bedroom, returning almost immediately with a large leather handbag. She picked out her purse, and from it a small key, which she threw to her husband.

As Samson removed the cock restraint, Della smiled, reaching into her handbag again. What she produced made Josh’s mouth drop open. Her fist gripped the shaft of a black strap-on.

Without a word, she quickly fitted it to her hips, then mimicked wanking herself as she walked towards Josh. He was a little perturbed when she knelt over his legs, but then she gripped the base of his cock and dropped her head, taking him back into her mouth. While pumping the base, she resumed the tongue swirls and teeth grazes, sucking harder. She was bringing him to the boil.

As his hips started involuntarily thrusting, Della released him and straightened. “I think you should edge for a little while.”

To his dismay, she got off the bed and walked over to her handbag again. This time she took out a tube. Samson was about to get pegged. She returned to stand behind her husband and presented the six-inch phallus to Josh. “Do you like my cock?”

He looked at it and nodded. “It looks good on you.”

“Samsy thinks so, too.” She raised her eyebrows. “We both like black.” She smeared a dollop of lube on the end of the strap-on, spreading it around the dome and down the shaft. Then she dropped to her knees and started rubbing the tip of her plastic cock around his opening. “Come here, Ben.”

After a moment’s hesitation, Josh swung his legs off the bed and stood up. He took the two steps over to Della and stood with his erection pointing at her face. Looking up into his eyes, she opened her mouth wide and stuck her tongue out over her lower lip. Josh pushed in. She bobbed her head, quickly bringing him back to the edge. She released him and smiled at his neediness as he groaned.

Turning her attention back to her husband, she held him tight and pushed her hips forward. Samson let out a rumble as the black synthetic cock opened him up. Della pulled back slightly, then pushed in again, sending it deeper. She soon settled into a steady rhythm. “Fuck my mouth, Ben.”

As she thrust her hips and fucked her husband, Della bobbed her head on Josh until his pulse raged in his ears. He was desperate to blow.

She released him again and looked up at him. “Do you want to take my place here?”

Josh looked down at the black strap-on sliding in and out of Samson’s well-lubed arse. He shook his head.

She nodded her understanding. “Okay, we’ll spit-roast him. Go round the front.”

Josh stared. Though he’d let Ria’s husband suck his cock, this was different. There was no warning. But Della had taken him so close to climax that—

“Ben, go round there and fuck his mouth.” Her steeliness was back, and Josh did as he was told.

He dropped to his knees and held his cock out. Keeping his gaze fixed on Della, Josh moved forward and felt the warm mouth surround his cock. As she resumed the thrusts of her hips, Samson whimpered, moving his head with her rhythm. And then he groaned, sending vibrations through Josh’s cock. He glanced down and realised Della was jacking her husband off.

Della pumped hips and hand even faster. Samson grunted, and Josh felt a warm splash on his legs as the guy came.

As Josh and Della stared into each other’s eyes, he erupted into her husband’s mouth. Samson moaned and gagged and gulped. Josh took a deep breath and gushed again. Della straightened, the strap-on still buried inside her husband, but her hand no longer holding his now-spent cock.

The three of them were silent as Josh eased back and out of Samson’s mouth. In the briefest moment of eye-contact, Josh saw gratitude in the cuck’s eyes. He wondered what expression his own eyes had shown.

Della pulled out with a plop and dropped the strap-on to the floor. “Stand up, Samsy.”

He obeyed immediately, though on very shaky legs. Della quickly refitted the restraint and pointed at the chair. “Playtime’s over for you. Ben and I are going to have a little rest.”

Once her husband was back on his chair, Della got into bed and held the sheet back for Josh to join her. He slid in and she cuddled up to him again. The pair of them lay in silence for a while before Della cleared her throat.

“How did you become a bull?”

“An ex-girlfriend suggested I do it.”

“That was nice of her.”

“Yeah. How did you become a hotwife?”

She was silent for a few seconds. “I slept with a guy I worked with. Eventually I confessed to Samsy, and after some harsh words, he forgave me. During our make-up sex, I think we both realised he actually liked the idea of me sleeping with another man. And, hey-ho, our new life began.”

“Would you have been as understanding if he’d been the one to cheat?”

Della looked into his eyes, then shook her head. “Probably not. I can’t say this is true for all couples like us, but I suspect the husbands tend to be more generous, and the wives more selfish.”

Josh thought about the couples he’d met and wasn’t sure he agreed with her.

Della pushed the sheet down and knelt on the bed. “It’s getting late.”

“In that case, I’d better get busy.”

“Yes, you had.”

Josh reached for her waist and pulled her down, making her laugh. He rolled on top of her, caressing her breasts. As she spread her legs, smiling, he leaned down and kissed her gently. She moaned into his mouth. He kissed harder, tonguing as he tweaked and twisted her nipples. She writhed and wrapped her legs around his calves, kissing him back.

His cock swelled and he moved his body against hers, enjoying the softness of her curvaceous figure. As soon as he was hard enough, he reached down and slid inside her. She let out a delicious groan and they undulated slowly on the bed. Their movements were slow and sensual, and probably not what Samson wanted to see. But Josh was enjoying the closeness.

When Della came, she hugged him to her, gripped him between her thighs and kissed his face. But after the orgasm had passed, she whispered in his ear, “Time to go back to being the bull.”

Josh pulled out, lifted her legs onto his shoulders and re-entered her. He jack-hammered his hips, bouncing her wildly on the bed. Della came again, screaming through the onslaught. Josh had another idea, pulled out and flipped her over onto all fours. He slid into her again, pushing as deep as he could. She pushed back, offering encouragement.

Glancing down at the far side of the bed, he saw the tube of lube where she’d dropped it after slicking up the strap-on. She’d easily taken his thumbs, and he saw how much of her own juices had soaked around her backside. He probably didn’t even need the lube.

Josh pulled out, repositioned his cock a little higher and pushed slowly in. Della yelped and clenched, but then he felt her relax. He pushed again, sliding easily inside.

“Oh, you dirty bastard.”

He smiled, pulled back a little and went deeper.

“Oh fuck.” She dropped her head down and sucked in a lungful of air.

Josh continued to slide in and out, enjoying the tightness.

“Samsy, can you see where he’s shoving his cock?” Her voice was quieter. A little hoarse.

In his peripheral vision, Josh saw Samson half-crouching to get a better view.

“He’s in your hole,” Della rasped. “He’s fucking me in your hole.”

Josh wondered if anal was usually off the menu for bulls. Maybe this was something she only allowed her husband to do. “Do you want me to stop, Della?”

Her breathing was ragged, coming in short gasps. “Ask him.”

Josh pushed in again, making her groan, and looked right at Samson, who was shaking again. “Do you want me to stop?”

Samson was staring right where Della was spread wide around the thick base of her bull’s cock. He opened his mouth, but no words came out.

“If you want me to stop—”

“No.” Samson licked his lips. “Don’t stop. Fuck her there and fuck her hard.”

Gripping her hips, Josh banged into her over and again, though he resisted the urge to slam in as hard as he had when fucking her vaginally. Della yelped and cried, and soon he was on the precipice.

Josh wondered if they’d prefer to keep this as their special, personal thing. “If you want me to withdraw before I come, you’re going to have to tell me soon.”

Della’s voice was a whisper. “Samsy?”

“I’d prefer to hear you tell Ben what to do.”

“Okay,” she rasped. “Come where you are, Ben. Let me have it.”

Holding his breath, Josh slid in and out of her the few more times he needed to get over the last hurdle, then buried himself deep and held still. As soon as the first spurt left him, Della groaned. She groaned again with the second shot.

“He’s coming, Samsy. His big cock’s spitting its load. I can feel it soaking my insides.”

Josh held still as Della moved herself back and forth, making him shudder until the last spasms of his orgasm had ebbed away.

Finally, he pulled out.

Samson watched—and thankfully only watched—as Josh’s cum flooded out of Della’s backside and ran freely down into the slit of her sex, and from there down the insides of her legs.

Josh stepped back and walked over to his clothes. As he dressed, he watched Samson rubbing the cum in her bum and sex. Della’s eyes were closed as she allowed her husband the intimacy he craved. His cock was swelling again within the device, and Samson would undoubtedly need to come again before their night was through.

Josh walked to the bedroom door and stopped. “I had a great time tonight.”

Della looked back at him, her arse still raised and her boobs hanging down. “So did we.” She looked at Samson. “Get the key from my purse and unlock yourself.”

Josh smiled. “Enjoy yourselves. I’ll let myself out.”

He walked across the polished wood floor and left the couple to enjoy several more months of monogamy until Della decided it was time to become a slut again.
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Chapter 13

When Josh returned to work after the week’s holiday, line manager Andy called him into his office.

“How was the week off?”

“It was good. Did a few bits of decorating during the days, then watched porn in the evenings.”

“Oh, to be young and single again, though I’d probably pay someone else to do the decorating and watch porn twenty-four seven.” Andy pointed to the seat opposite. “Take a pew, I’ve got something to run by you.”

Josh sat down. Though he wasn’t particularly concerned, it was unusual to be called in without there being some sort of appraisal or catch-up planned. “Has Kelly accused me of eating all her biscuits?”

“No, but you’re probably doing her a favour.” Andy smiled, then turned serious. “I heard last week that we’ve secured the Gly-Po contract. It’s initially a two hundred grand project, but there’s a chance the job could grow significantly if they’re happy with our services.”

“Sounds great for the business.”

“It is—that’s why I’d like to put you in charge of the project.”

“Me?”

“You’ve proved yourself to be very capable, and I think you’ll do a great job.” Andy sat back, smiling. “It’ll be a good opportunity for you to prove to my manager what you’ve already proved to me.”

“Wow. Thanks.”

“I think three people will be enough for now, but if you need someone else later, let me know.”

Josh’s head was spinning. He was thrilled, but then again, he’d never led a project before; the idea was a bit daunting. “Decided who else’ll be on the team?”

“I was thinking you could have Laura and Conor.”

Laura. Carla’s sister. The Oxford graduate with high ambitions who’d been with the company way longer than him. He frowned. “Will Laura be okay with me heading the project?”

“See? You’re already showing concern for the people on your team. You’re a born leader.” Andy smiled. “Yes, Laura will be fine. She has the same opinion of you as I do.”

Josh raised his eyebrows, then remembered Carla saying something about Laura considering him one of the leading lights at work. “Great. She’ll be a real asset. She’s hard-working and bright. As is Conor,” he added as an afterthought.

Andy laughed and tapped some keys on his laptop. “Conor is keen to please. I don’t think you’ll have a problem with him. I’ll send you some stuff to read to bring you up to speed on what Gly-Po has at the moment, and what they’re hoping our system will give them.”

“Great, thanks.” Josh got up and headed back to his own desk, a broad smile on his face.

* * * *

Andy had sent him about eight large files. Eight. Trying not to feel too intimidated, Josh arranged a new filing system on his laptop and started downloading them. Not his usual activity for a Monday night. He’d have to ease back on the time spent on the forums this week; he only had a few days before his mum and Brian came to stay and wanted to assimilate as much of the information before then as possible.

Of the several hotwives and cucks he’d been emailing, the only one he was particularly keen to meet was a lady who called herself Alice. She’d confessed that this was her first foray into the lifestyle, and that she knew very little about what was expected of her. She even admitted that she’d probably lose her nerve and not go through with it at all. Writing as Ben, Josh had tried to convince her that they should at least meet for a drink. He assured her that if she then decided not to go through with it, he would understand completely—but at least they’d be able to enjoy the drink and chat. Alice said she’d discuss it with her husband and email him back. That had been four days ago.

Josh quickly checked his messages—still nothing from Alice—and then spent three hours reading up on Gly-Po’s existing communications system. He was familiar with the company who’d supplied it and was also aware of the system’s limitations. In fairness, it’d been designed almost fifteen years ago; communications technology had advanced a long way since then. Having read the first report, he skim-read a second time and made notes.

His mum gave him a welcome break from work by calling to confirm their time of arrival on Friday at Euston. After making himself a bowl of cereal, he struggled to concentrate on the second report and took his laptop to the couch to watch TV while checking his messages.

Nothing yet from Alice, but Ria had emailed him. His heart beat a little faster.

Hi Ben – Hope you’re well.

Hubby’s been working in Ecuador for the last month, but is now back and ready for us all to play again. I trust you’ll have plenty of energy ��

We were thinking either this weekend or next – let me know if either is possible for you.

xxx Ria xxx

He smiled to himself, his cock already twitching in anticipation. He suggested the following weekend, closed down his laptop, turned off the TV and went to bed.

* * * *

Josh met Laura in the foyer on his way into work.

“Morning,” she said with a broad smile.

“Hi.” They headed up the stairs together. “I was going to come see you today to ask if you’ll have time for a chat about—”

“Yeah, ’course.”

He stopped and turned to face her. “Laura, I want you to know that I didn’t ask for this. I mean, I never thought—”

“Josh, don’t be silly. You deserve it, and I’m sure you’ll do a great job.”

He searched her eyes for signs of resentment but couldn’t see any. “Thanks. Really.”

“I’m looking forward to the project, and working with you and Conor will be good, too. He seems like a nice lad.” She continued climbing the stairs, and he followed, relieved she’d taken it so well.

At his desk, Josh booked a meeting room for eleven, and then worked rapidly on clearing his desk of current projects. He was in a light-hearted mood by the time he was finished, and headed down to the small cafeteria on the ground floor to buy cakes and coffees.

Laura smiled when she saw the welcome bounty. “You can’t do this for every meeting, Josh. You’d end up broke, and I’d end up the same size as Kelly.”

He laughed, connected his laptop to the smartboard and opened the reports Andy had sent him. He looked at his new team. “First off, I think I should point out the obvious. This is the first time I’ve led a project, and there’s a good chance I’ll make mistakes along the way. If you think things could be done differently or better, please don’t hesitate to speak up.”

Laura gave him a reassuring smile.

“Another thing I want to avoid is the ‘us and them’ culture that some of our managers seem to like. Andy’s not like that, and I don’t want to be like that, either.” He nodded at the list of files on the smartboard screen. “This is everything I’ve been sent so far. I’ve uploaded them to SharePoint and given you access.” He saw Conor pale slightly and hid a grin. “I know it looks like a lot, but I made a start on it last night. It’s clear and easy to read, at least. Which is a good job, because I intend writing updates on where we’re at weekly. I’ll need input from you two.”

Both nodded.

Josh looked at Conor. “I know you’re fairly new to all this, but I think you’ve been lucky to get on this project. Laura could just as easily been chosen to lead this one and, to be honest, I wouldn’t have been surprised if she had. So listen to her and learn.”

Her eyes went wide, but she didn’t comment.

He clicked on the first file. “Right, this is the system Gly-Po is using at the moment.” He explained the advantages and disadvantages as he saw them, encouraging both questions and observations from the others. The meeting lasted an hour and a half, and by the end they’d agreed what each was to do next.

“I’m not sure where you’re at with your current work, but if you could aim to get it off your desk in the next week or two, that’d be great.”

The others nodded, and as Conor headed back to his desk, Laura hung back.

“Thank you,” she said.

“What for?”

“The nice things you said about me, and for not being a knob. This would have been a nightmare for me if they’d given the project to someone like Stuart.”

He gave a mock shudder at the thought of having to work with that slimy, disparaging tosser. “It’s a two-way thing. Imagine how Stuart would have reacted if he’d been put in the team instead of you.”

She thought about that, then nodded. “Yeah, I guess he’d have made life as difficult as he could for you.”

“Exactly. So, thanks for not being a knob, either.”

She laughed and turned to the door. There was a long moment where she looked as if she was deciding whether or not to ask him something, and then she turned to face him. “I also wanted to thank you for not taking advantage of my sister.”

“What?”

Laura smiled. “Carla told me she’d propositioned you, but you turned her down because she had a boyfriend.”

“It seemed the right thing to do at the time.” Best not mention the number of times he’d since wished he’d taken her back to his flat and fucked her brains out.

“Yeah, but not many men would have done it. Stuart wouldn’t have been so chivalrous.”

“God, don’t put that image in my head.”

She laughed and headed back to her desk.

* * * *

When his mum stepped off the train with Brian, Josh couldn’t believe the change in her. She wore a smart pair of black trousers and a fitted leather jacket. Her hair had been cut into a bob and she’d applied a little makeup. She looked fantastic.

He gave her a hug and shook Brian’s hand. As they headed out of the station, she babbled about how excited she was coming to London and seeing a show. They went straight to Josh’s flat and had a cuppa, then later Josh ordered a takeaway meal for them all. His mum and Brian headed off to bed just before midnight, and Josh settled down on the couch with his laptop. Ria had confirmed details of their next date, and Alice had replied to say that her husband thought the idea of meeting for a drink was a good one.

Josh sent off his replies, shut down his laptop, closed his eyes and thought about Ria.

The next morning, he woke early and went for a run. It was a bright and sunny, which would be perfect for a bit of sightseeing later on. After four miles he was starting to hurt but pushed himself to up the pace for the final mile.

There was no sign that his visitors were awake when he returned, so he headed into the shower and then dressed in jeans and a t-shirt from the pile of clothes he’d rescued from the wardrobe before giving up his bedroom. He’d just made a coffee when his mother emerged, wearing her own dressing gown and rubbing her eyes.

“Morning, love.”

“Hiya. Sleep okay?”

“Yes, thank you.” She blinked at the sun coming through the window. “Looks a nice day.”

“I thought we’d do a bit of sightseeing and grab breakfast while we’re out.”

“That’d be nice. Are you not busy? I don’t want to spoil your plans.”

“I kept the weekend free, but if you two want to be alone—?”

“No, I’d love to spend the day with you both.”

“Great. The kettle’s boiled if you want a brew.”

She nodded and whistled to herself as she made tea. After taking Brian a cup of tea in bed, she sat with Josh and they caught up with each other’s news. Josh couldn’t help smiling at how happy she looked; apparently even her neighbours had taken really well to the new man in her life.

“What about finding yourself a new girlfriend?” she asked. “How are you getting on with that?”

He laughed. “I’ve seen several very nice ladies, but there’s nothing serious to report.”

“Oh well. What about Olivia, have you seen anything of her?”

“No. She spent the latter part of the summer at their villa in Spain.”

“Very nice if you can afford it.” She took a sip of tea.

Her comment gave him an idea, and he quickly finished his coffee. “I’ve got a couple of errands to run but I’ll be back in under an hour.”

It took him less than that to return home with flowers, booking confirmations for a weekend for two in Paris, a brochure, and a birthday card. Back in the kitchen, he wrote in the card and had just sealed it up when his mum and Brian came through, now showered and dressed.

Josh gave her the flowers and card, kissing her cheek. “Happy Birthday.”

She laughed and looked at the flowers. “They’re lovely, thank you. Have you got a vase?”

“Er…no. Sorry, I never thought of that. Put them in the loo, and we’ll buy one later.”

She slapped his arm. “I’ll put them in the sink, like any normal person.” She opened the birthday card and turned the brochure over in her hands. “What’s this for?”

“It’s a weekend trip for two.”

“Where to?” The cover had a picture of the Eiffel Tower.

“Well, it’s not Blackpool.”

She gave one of her smiles that showed she hadn’t yet caught the gist. “Are you taking me to Paris?”

“What? No. I thought it’d be more fun for you if you went with Brian.”

Her eyes widened and she glanced in his direction, then back at Josh. “You can’t pay for us to go to Paris, it’ll cost a fortune.”

He laughed. “Stop worrying. You can either fly or go on the Eurostar, and you can choose the date you go. The sooner you decide, the wider the choice of places to stay.”

“Oh, Josh.” She gave him another hug. “I don’t know what to say.”

He smiled. “Come on, let’s catch the tube into the city. I’m starving.”

After eating a cooked breakfast at a small café near Piccadilly Circus, the three of them spent several hours seeing the famous tourist attractions of London. They had coffee and cake instead of lunch, then headed back to the flat mid-afternoon. Josh advised them to get some rest, and said he’d made reservations for an early dinner close to the theatre on Shaftsbury Avenue.

When his mum and Brian emerged from his bedroom, ready for their night out, Josh let out a whistle. “Wow, what a handsome couple.”

His mum wore a fitted burgundy dress with black nylons and heels, and Brian a suit and tie.

She looked at Josh, still wearing the jeans and jumper he’d worn all day. “Do you need to get to your wardrobe?”

He laughed. “No, I’m staying like this.” When he saw her frown, he confessed that he’d booked dinner for two.

“Josh, we have dinner together all the time—”

“Yeah, but not in a nice restaurant dressed in your finery, surrounded by the theatre crowd. Come on, let’s get you pair out into the bright lights. I’ll come and pick you up after the show.”

His mum picked up a large wrap-around shawl and the three of them headed down to Josh’s car. He dropped them off at the restaurant, making a discreet arrangement with the Maitre D’ that he’d pay over the phone when they were finished.

Back home, and finally alone with his laptop, he saw six new messages from couples wanting his services. He scanned through and fired off quick replies to each. Having extra work to do was fine, but his libido still needed quenching. He was hoping Ria would do just that in a week’s time.

When he picked up his mum and Brian later, her face glowed. She talked about the show all the way home, saying how much she’d loved the music, their dresses and the lighting.

“It was just…magical,” she said.

Brian looked over at Josh from the front passenger seat and winked. Josh peeked in the rear-view mirror at his mum, loving the way her eyes sparkled. This was the happiest he’d seen her in a long time. His dad’s illness had dragged on for the best part of two years before his body finally gave up and surrendered to the cancer. She’d actually been in mourning since the initial diagnosis, which was almost five years ago.

“I’ve spent the evening playing video-games with a neighbour,” Josh lied as they pulled in. “I said I’d go back and finish things off once I’d collected you.” What he meant was, he didn’t want to put them in the position of not finishing off their perfect night, which they might hesitate to do with him being just the other side of their bedroom door. He let them into his flat. “Don’t wait up.”

“Alright, love.”

He headed down the stairs and over to the nearby all-night café. Having ordered a hot chocolate and slice of rhubarb pie, he killed a fair bit of time replying to website couples on his phone. By the time he returned home, the flat was completely silent. He stripped to his boxers, used the bathroom and settled down on his couch for a second night.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 14

For his second date with Ria and her husband, Josh wore a different suit and bought champagne instead of red wine. Standing at their front door, he realised he was more excited than he’d been for any other date he’d attended as Ben. It wasn’t just the thought of having sex with the gorgeous woman; he was anxious simply to see her.

When she opened the door, his heart skipped a beat.

“Hello again,” she said as she flashed him her beautiful smile and stood back to let him into the porch.

“Hi.” He stared into her dark blue eyes and passed her the bottle.

She kissed his cheek. “You’re spoiling me, darling. Come on through.”

Josh followed, inhaling her perfume and admiring her body. Tonight she wore a halter-neck dress the same colour as her eyes, and silver sandals with a spiked heel. Her mid-brown hair hung loose and was incredibly shiny.

“Do you want a drinkie now, or would you prefer we save it ’til a little later?”

He stepped close and slipped his arms around her waist. “Whichever you want.”

She raised her eyebrows and pushed her body against his. He was already starting to get hard. “It feels like you’d prefer to go upstairs now.”

“I’d be just as happy to lift you onto the worktop and have the first one here.”

She pulled away. “That’s not how it works, darling. You should know that.” She put the bubbly into the fridge and, flashing him an admonishing smile, took his hand and led him upstairs.

Josh cursed himself for suggesting they fuck in the kitchen when he knew her husband was waiting upstairs. Like last time, the bedroom was empty. No doubt the Lone Ranger was hiding in the ensuite until Ria and her bull were naked on the bed.

Ria stepped close and kissed along his jawline. “So, have you missed me?”

His stomach fluttered as he ran his hands over her bare shoulders and down her back. “Of course I have. Have you missed me?”

She slipped a hand inside his jacket and traced her fingers around his nipple. “Mm-hmm.” Kissing around his mouth, she sucked his lower lip between her teeth and nibbled it gently. “But I suppose you’ve been busy with all those other hotwives…”

He looked into her eyes, wondering if he should lie.

Ria pushed her tongue into his mouth and pushed her groin into his hard-on. “Haven’t you?”

He nodded. “What about you? Have you seen other bulls?”

“Oh yeah. You know me, I’m a slut.” She pushed his jacket off.

Josh regretted asking. It wasn’t any of his business, of course, but he’d hoped she hadn’t enjoyed another bull since their last time. After all, she’d said he’d be her regular.

She quickly removed his shirt and dropped it on top of his jacket, but then she stepped back and studied him. “You look good.”

“Thanks. So do you.”

She reached her hands up to unfasten the halter neck, then pulled her dress down to reveal her perfect body. Some men might consider her breasts too small, but to Josh they were just right—perfect, firm domes with small nipples. The lighting showed off her toned belly, and the gentle swell of her hips led to those fantastic legs, enhanced even more by the heeled sandals.

“Lie down, Ben.”

Smiling, he kicked his shoes off and lay down in the middle of the bed. Ria straddled him. “I’m going to make a mess of your trousers.”

“Are you?”

She lowered her crotch onto his groin and nodded. “Mm hmm.” Grinding against the swell of his cock, she used friction from the material to stimulate herself. “Would you be awfully disappointed if I made myself come like this?”

“Only if you sent me home immediately afterwards.”

She laughed. “I’d never send you home frustrated.”

Without his boxers, he could feel the heat of her crotch through his trousers. His cock was painfully hard and pointing north, the tip close to the waistband. If she kept this up, he’d be able to come like this, too.

Ria sighed. Her cheeks were pink, her neck also a little flushed. She was already close. Josh took her hands in his, entwining their fingers as she ground against him. She gasped, and warmth flushed over his groin.

Her eyes fluttered and she dropped her head back, her chest rising and falling as she breathed deeply. She looked magnificent.

Finally, she smiled down at him. “Sorry, but I’ve wanted to do that ever since Livvie’s party.”

“You could have done it last time.”

“I was too eager to get you naked last time. But now…” She looked down at his sodden trousers. “Now you can get naked.”

As she climbed off, Josh saw her masked husband kneeling by the foot of the bed. He must have been lying under the bed when they’d entered the room.

Once Josh was naked, Ria lay down on her back and spread her legs. “Come here and fuck me.” She pointed at her chest. “Then come here.”

He stared into her face for a second, admiring the halo of her hair on the pillow, then slid into her. He closed his eyes as her heat enveloped him.

She moaned and slid her arms around his waist, riding him from below. “Oh yeah.”

He moved in her and she rolled her hips in time with his thrusts.

“Oh god, yeah.” She opened her eyes and held his head between her hands as he fucked her slowly. “That feels good. That feels so… fucking… good.”

Breathing through his mouth, he wished he wasn’t quite so close, wished this could go on forever.

“I’m going to come again. Don’t you dare pull out yet.” She worked her hips, bringing herself off.

Josh took a breath, desperate not to spoil it for her. She wanted him to come over her tits, and he was determined to oblige. But he needed her to come sooner rather than later.

She opened her eyes wide and frowned, then another smattering of wetness soaked his balls. Ria pushed her head back into the pillow and closed her eyes. Josh fucked her deep and steady, ploughing through her contractions and spasms as her entire body trembled. His balls felt like they were about to burst.

He pulled out and held himself above her. She pushed her boobs together and watched his cock as he fired a thick rope of cum up over her stomach and chest. As Ria writhed on the bed, Josh added another three heavy splashes onto her boobs, then a couple of lighter ones onto her cleavage and stomach.

Looking down at her husband, she slapped the mattress. “You, get up here.”

Josh knelt back between her legs and Hubby slinked up onto the bed, looking down at her.

“Have you seen how much cum a dick like that spits out? When have you ever managed to cover my body like this?” She glanced down at Josh and smiled. He was still hard. “My bull’s ready for seconds, so you can lick his cum off my tits while he fucks me again. If you’re lucky, I’ll get him to pump his next load inside me for you to tease out with your tongue.”

Hubby dropped his masked face onto her chest, and Ria raised her hips off the bed. Josh guided himself back inside her and, staying in his kneeling position to avoid leaning on her husband, he fucked her again. Ria wrapped her long legs around his waist.

She stroked Hubby’s hair. “Give me some. Share it.”

Josh watched as the married couple French kissed, a dollop of his cum sliding over their tongues.

Ria moaned theatrically, then broke the kiss. “More. Get me more.”

Hubby dragged his tongue through the cum on her chest and resumed kissing her. As Josh listened to their kisses, he increased the speed of his thrusts. He didn’t want them to kiss, didn’t want her husband near her. Pounding her hard, he gripped her hips and pulled her onto his cock.

She finally looked up at him, now ignoring her husband, who went back to lapping the jizz from her nipples. She clenched her jaw and rocked her hips, as if urging Josh to come.

With a grunt, he buried himself deep and let go. Her body heaved and rippled, making him shudder as she drained him. When he’d finally stopped shaking, she placed a heeled foot against his chest and pushed him back and out, then smiled at her husband. “Come and get it, tiger.”

As Hubby dropped his face between her legs, Ria leaned over and took his cock into her mouth.

Josh felt a coldness grip him as he watched them 69. Both moaned, and he clearly heard them both swallowing. Ria made sounds like she’d come again on her husband’s tongue, but Josh had no way of knowing if she had. Jealousy washed through him.

Ria finally released her husband’s now-flaccid cock and laid her head back on the pillow. She smiled at Josh, who tried hard to keep his face neutral. Then she stroked her husband’s thigh. “I think Ben and I deserve a little drinkie now.”

Hubby nodded, got off the bed and walked into the ensuite.

Ria held her hand out to Josh and, just like last time—with him naked and her wearing only fuck-me-shoes—they walked downstairs and into the kitchen.

Sitting at the same table as before, Ria passed him the bottle and placed the glasses in front of him. Josh released the cork and poured.

“Cheers.” Ria was smiling, but he got the impression there was something on her mind.

He touched his glass to hers, took a sip and waited.

“I’m starting to feel guilty about your trousers.”

He laughed and shook his head. “Don’t.”

“But what will the lady at the dry-cleaners think?”

“It’s actually a very friendly Chinese gentleman, and he’ll assume I’ve either spilled soup in my lap, or I’ve peed myself.”

She laughed.

He looked down at her foot. “Doesn’t seem the same without there being cum on your shoe.”

“Hmm. I decided to give him a bit more this time, so now I’ve got the taste of his cum in my mouth.” She stared into his eyes. “Does it bother you?”

He swallowed. “What?”

“That I’ve got remnants of Hubby’s cum in my mouth.”

He shook his head, desperately trying to hide his feelings. “He’s your husband.”

“Some bulls don’t like it.”

“Really?”

“They get jealous.”

He took a hasty swallow of his drink. It was almost as if she was reading his mind. “But he’s your husband.”

“They think that when they’re here, I should be swallowing only their cum.”

The thought of Ria swallowing the cum of the other bulls didn’t rest easy with him. The thought of her just seeing other bulls bothered him. He shrugged, not sure what to say.

“I’m glad you don’t mind Hubby getting some fun.”

He didn’t know if she was referring to the fact he hadn’t complained when she sucked hubby’s cock, or that he’d allowed Hubby to suck his cock the last time he was here. “I understand that I’m here for both of you. If Hubby didn’t enjoy it, I wouldn’t be here.”

Her beautiful face lit up. “That’s exactly right. I’m so glad we’ve found you.”

“Me too.”

She studied him for so long that he grew worried about what her next announcement might be.

“What is it?”

She took a breath, then shook her head. “It’s nothing.”

He tilted his head, not liking being kept in suspense.

“Hubby got a big thrill from handling your cock the other week.”

“Oh.”

“He’s impressed by your size. Especially the girth.” She cleared her throat. “I’m pretty sure he’d like to do more.”

And there it is. He tried to keep his face from falling. “More?”

She smiled. “Do you think you could let him do more?”

His throat was dry. The gulp of champagne sent bubbles right up into his nose, making him cough. “What sort of more?”

She looked down at her foot and twisted her ankle. His eyes followed her gaze. Her legs were breath-taking.

“I think he’d like to play with your cock for a while.”

Josh watched her foot, the toenails expertly painted in the same shade of blue as her dress: the same blue as her eyes, which he forced himself to look into. “He wants to play with my cock?”

She leaned close and kissed him gently on the cheek. “Would you let him do that? For me?”

He knew he was being manipulated, but wasn’t sure how to deal with it. He remembered Della asking if he’d wanted to sodomise Samson; that hadn’t been a problem—he’d had no compunction in saying no. With Ria, things were a little different. “Would I have to do anything to him?”

She shook her head. “No, but I’d like it if you kissed me.”

“Kissed you?” Hubby had come in her mouth just a few minutes earlier.

She nodded. “I like that you kiss me. It’s nice.”

“Don’t most bulls kiss you?” Maybe he was hoping she was like Tina and usually refused to kiss bulls.

“No, they usually just fill my mouth with their cocks.”

“Oh.” He felt foolish. Childish.

“But I like that you kiss me.” She leaned close and kissed his lips gently.

He was sure it was a test, seeing if he’d let her put her cum-smeared tongue in his mouth. Josh would have refused outright, but tonight he was Ben the Bull. As Ben, he did as instructed, pushing his tongue deep into her mouth.

Ria groaned and gripped the back of his head, sliding her tongue against his. He’d kissed enough women who’d just sucked him to recognise the taste of cock, but he couldn’t tell if she actually tasted of cum. He concentrated on the smell of her perfume and the taste of her lipstick.

She pulled back and looked into his eyes. “So, we’ll go back upstairs, and we’ll lie together on the bed, okay?”

He nodded. Waited.

“We’ll kiss, and you can touch me…”

He swallowed.

“And while we’re doing that, Hubby will give your cock a little squeeze.” She smiled. “And maybe a little suck.”

He held his breath as images of coming in Samson’s mouth flashed through his mind.

She leaned close and gently kissed him again. “Is that okay, Ben?”

He hesitated for a second, then nodded.

Another beautiful smile, then she stood and held out her hand. She led him back upstairs to the bedroom where Hubby was waiting by the fireplace. Josh saw her give him a subtle nod.

Ria climbed onto the bed, patted the mattress at her side, and Josh joined her, lying on his back. Ria reclined onto her side, facing him. She leaned close and kissed him. He returned the kiss, and within a matter of seconds they were indulging in extremely heavy petting. He reached over and caressed her side, running his hand down over her hip.

Without breaking the kiss, Ria rolled onto her back and spread her legs. Josh twisted his upper body to face her. His hand skated over her mound and he slipped two fingers inside her, making her moan. Just as he placed his thumb over her clit, Hubby’s fingers wrapped around the base of his dick.

Concentrating purely on kissing and fingering Ria, Josh blocked out what was happening below his waist. Ria put her hand on the back of his head and fucked his mouth with her tongue, and he responded by finger-fucking her faster.

Josh felt his dick being licked, and then it was taken into a mouth. It was warm. He tried not to think about any other aspect of that sensation. He heard Ria groan. He pushed his fingers deeper, curled them forward until she moaned again.

Much to Josh’s dismay, his dick was soon fully hard. Hubby bobbed his head on it while pumping the base with his hand. Josh fingered Ria harder, and she arched off the bed and screamed. He didn’t let up and was rewarded with a powerful squirt that drenched his wrist. As Ria pulled her head back and groaned again, Josh realised he too was about to come.

He opened his eyes and stared into hers. She smiled, stroking his face. Josh then let out a sigh and flooded Hubby’s mouth. The guy gulped, gagged and gulped again. Josh spurted two or three more times, and Hubby kept swallowing.

When it was over, Josh lay back and closed his eyes. Ria slid her arm around his waist and kissed his neck. He felt Hubby’s weight release from the bed, and then the door to the ensuite opened and closed. The two of them lay in silence for several minutes.

Ria leaned up on one elbow and grimaced apologetically at him. “I’m afraid we’ve got an early start tomorrow, so you can’t stay over.”

“Oh, okay.” He tried not to show his disappointment. Serves you right for expecting more middle-of-the-night coupling.

He swung his legs off the bed and pulled on his damp trousers, stepped into his shoes then stood to retrieve his shirt.

Ria got off the bed—still wearing her sandals—and stood in front of him as he fastened his shirt and bent for his jacket. She ran her hand over the wetness at his groin. “I’m really sorry about that.”

He forced a laugh and turned toward the door. He trotted down the stairs, Ria following in silence. He grabbed his keys from the kitchen while she waited by the inner front door.

She smiled as he approached. “Thank you.”

Josh leaned in and kissed her. She kissed him back. He pulled her close and pushed his wet groin against hers. Ria laughed. He ran his hands over her body, pinching her nipples and pushing his now-hard cock against her.

“Ben…”

Pushing her against the wall, he unzipped and took his cock out. She frowned, but he didn’t care. With her heels, they were almost the same height. He bent his knees slightly and guided his cock between her legs. As he straightened, he entered her.

“No, Ben.” Ria let out a groan and slid her hands around his waist. Her hands moved up inside his jacket, stroking his back. He fucked her hard, banging into her again and again. He felt her clench, and she bit into his shoulder to stifle her moans. As he banged harder, she wrapped one of her legs around his.

Then he held still and fired deep inside her as they stared into each other’s eyes. Letting out a long sigh, he withdrew and zipped himself up. He’d fantasised about making her come like that, but the reality put his daydreams into the shade.

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw movement at the top of the stairs. Hubby must have seen them. Josh frowned. “I’m sorry, I just wanted—”

“It doesn’t matter.” She forced a smile. “It’s okay.”

He nodded. There was so much he wanted to say, but instead he opened the inner door and walked into the entrance porch. Ria stepped round him and opened the front door. The night was dark, and there was a fine drizzle of rain.

He tried to smile, but he knew he’d just overstepped the mark. “Ria…”

“Goodnight, Ben.” She gave a sad smile and closed the door.

Josh stalked across to his car, furious with himself. After pulling off their drive, he stopped a few hundred yards down the road and closed his eyes. He’d fucked up badly. He’d pushed Ria into sex while her cuckold wasn’t present, which would undoubtedly put her in a difficult position with Hubby. But he’d also done something much worse than that.

He’d fallen in love with her.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 15

Over the next few weeks, Josh threw himself into his work and indulged himself with hotwives. They became an endless stream of nameless bodies which, as Ben, he used to try to erase the memory of Ria’s sad smile as she’d closed her front door on him. He’d emailed an apology as soon as he got home but still hadn’t received a reply.

None of the other women had seemed to mind his aggression, probably mistaking it for passion. In the first three weeks following his night with Ria, Josh fucked eleven hotwives. He’d travelled as far north as Bradford and as far west as Truro, sometimes sleeping with the women all night long, and sometimes driving the long trek home. On one occasion he slept in his car after being asked to leave.

The project at work was progressing well, and the people at Gly-Po had invited him to their office in Loughborough to discuss some minor changes to their order. He asked Andy if the whole team could go, saying he wanted to make the others feel included and valued. Andy nodded his understanding but explained since it was an overnighter, the budget would only stretch to two of them going. He suggested taking Laura.

They travelled together in a hire car, which Laura drove. The Gly-Po people were very welcoming, and also very pleased when Josh confirmed that they could have what they wanted without significant impact on the deadline or price.

In the evening, four members of staff took Laura and Josh to an Italian restaurant for dinner. The taxi dropped them back at their hotel around eleven-thirty.

Josh saw the hotel bar was still open. “Fancy a nightcap? I’ll put it on my expenses.”

“I’ll find a table. Brandy for me, please.”

“So, how do you think today went?” he asked, once he’d returned with two glasses of Remy Martin.

“I think they’re happy—they seemed pleasantly surprised when you said the extras wouldn’t present a problem.”

He nodded. “I’ll probably get bollocked by Andy for that. Someone with more experience would’ve wangled it to our advantage.”

Laura laughed. “Stop worrying, you’re doing fine.”

“Thanks. I’m just never sure. Things feel okay, and Andy seems happy enough.” He let out a breath. “But I never know if you and Conor feel it’s–”

“Josh! Stop worrying.”

“Sorry.” He decided to stop talking shop. “I never realised until I went for a drink with Carla that we grew up in neighbouring counties.”

“Oh?”

He nodded. “I’m from Lincoln.”

“I didn’t know that.” She sipped her drink, then grinned. “She still asks about you, you know.”

“Carla?”

“I think she was quite smitten.”

He laughed. “She’s probably just being polite.”

“Yeah, maybe.” Laura smiled. “She’s three years younger than me. When I left home to go to uni, she was a goofy little teenager. By the time I’d graduated she’d blossomed and every boy in the village had the hots for her.”

Josh smiled. Laura was a good-looking woman, but Carla was spectacular. “Were you jealous?”

Laura studied him for a few seconds. “Do you really want the truth?”

He leaned back a little, worried that he’d upset her in some way.

“I never liked any of the boys in our village, even though one of them took my virginity, and another couple got lucky as well over the years. But I haven’t slept with a guy since my second year at Oxford, and nowadays the only things that go inside me are my wand and my girlfriend’s strap-on.”

Josh felt his jaw drop.

Chuckling, Laura reached over and propped his chin back up. “Surprised, are we?”

“I suppose so.” In truth, he’d never thought about Laura’s sexuality. “I’d never noticed if you brought a guy to the Christmas parties or not.”

“If I looked like Carla, you’d have been a lot more curious.”

Josh knew she was probably right. He decided to show he appreciated her sharing something so private with him. “Well, since it’s confession time, I haven’t actually had a girlfriend for the best part of a year. I spend my time shagging married women—and more often than not, their husbands wank themselves off in the corner while I do it.”

Josh reciprocated the hand under-the-chin routine.

“Fuck, Josh. Really?”

He nodded.

“Wow.” She blinked, shaking her head. “I thought those people only existed in chatrooms and dirty films.”

“We’re just ordinary people.”

“And the husbands and wives?”

“Happy loving couples, normal in every way except they occasionally spice up their love-life by inviting someone else into their bed.”

“And what about you? Do you enjoy it?”

“What, shagging gorgeous, dirty women who’re only interested in sex?”

“Okay,” she said with a laugh. “Of course you enjoy it.”

He thought about Ria, and how he’d felt when they’d made love in the middle of the night during their first date. “Sometimes it’s hard—”

“I thought that was part of the job description.”

Josh glared at her. “Shut up, you dyke!”

She laughed out loud and shook her head. “Sorry, go on.”

“Sometimes it’d be nice to just…”

Laura leaned forward. “Just what?”

He ran his finger around the edge of the glass, trying not to let Ria burst back into his thoughts again. “Just to wake up and cuddle, I suppose. Share more than body fluids.”

She sat back, looking thoughtful. “So why do it?”

“It has its advantages.” He grinned. “Did I mention the part about gorgeous dirty women who’re only interested in sex?”

She raised an eyebrow at him.

“It’s fun at the moment. I don’t think I’ll be doing it forever, but for now it’s a blast.”

“Hmm, a blast of testosterone. How did you get into it?”

“It’s a long story, and we need to be up early tomorrow.”

She finished her drink and followed him to the lift lobby. She pressed 3, and he pressed 4.

When the lift stopped on the third floor, she smiled at him. “Thanks for confiding in me.”

He nodded. “You too. Shall we say breakfast at half seven?”

“Yep, good plan.”

As he rode up to his floor, a great weight rolled off his shoulders. He liked Laura, probably even more now that they’d shared their secrets.

* * * *

Josh got to the bar at the Swansea hotel a few minutes early for his meeting with Alice, and at exactly 8.30 a solitary lady walked in. She looked apprehensive. She was also considerably older than he’d expected.

Josh walked across to meet her. “Hi, is it Alice?”

She looked at him. “You’re Ben?”

“That’s me. Can I get you a drink?”

“Oh. Er… yes. Could I have a glass of port, please?”

Josh got her drink and led her back to his table, studying her from the corner of his eye. She was probably a similar age to his mum, with a pleasant face and a trim but full figure. Her black dress ended a couple of inches above the knees and the plunging neckline revealed a generous cleavage. She tottered slightly in mules with heels higher than she was probably used to walking in and wore no nylons. He got the impression she had more skin on show than she was comfortable with.

It quickly became clear that she was so nervous that it was up to him to break the ice. “It’s nice to meet face-to-face at last.”

She gave him an embarrassed smile. “I think it’s probably a lot nicer for me. You’re… You’re much...” She shook her head. “I hate to think what you thought when you first saw me.”

“I thought I hope that’s Alice, so I don’t have to sit on my own all night.”

“You know what I mean. You’re young and look like a film star.”

He laughed out loud. “That’s very kind of you. I’m not sure what I was expecting, but I’m certainly not disappointed.”

She blushed and took a large gulp of port.

Josh looked around the bar. “Is your husband joining us for a drink?”

“No. He thought I’d be able to relax more if he wasn’t here.”

“Okay. And are you relaxed?”

She took another gulp.

Obviously not.

As they made small talk about Swansea and Wales, she began to relax a little.

“So you’re from London?” she asked.

“I live there now, but I’m originally from Lincoln.” He smiled. “I love your dress.”

She blushed and glanced down at herself. “My husband made me wear it, and these shoes. I feel a bit—”

“You look lovely.”

She lowered her voice, looking around almost fearfully. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

He decided to tease her a little to lighten her mood. “What is it you’ve never done before?”

“You know.” She nodded in his direction. “What… you do.”

He leaned closer, enjoying the view of her boobs. “You’ve never had sex before?”

She laughed nervously. “Of course I have. But never with a…” She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, then looked at him again. “Never with a stranger. And certainly never with anyone who looks like you.”

He smiled, flattered. “Thank you. Well, I know you only agreed to meet for a drink, but I’m genuinely hoping you won’t lose your nerve and back out.”

She cleared her throat and met his eyes properly for the first time. “You mean you’d still want to…you know?”

He nodded. “Definitely.”

She rubbed at the lines to one side of her mouth. “Even though I’m… Well, even though—”

“Alice, you’re much more than I’d dared hope for.”

Another embarrassed smile crossed her face, and she looked down into her lap.

Josh waited.

“Can I tell you something?”

“Of course you can.” He reached over the table and squeezed her hand. “And stop looking so worried.”

She sighed. “Where to start…? Our two children are both grown up and have places of their own, and over the years I suppose Joe and me—Joe’s my husband—well, I guess we’ve drifted apart. I lost interest in things…” She frowned again. “Sex things, I mean. I drank more than I should, and my lifestyle was... I think it’s fair to say I let myself go.”

“I find that hard to believe. You’re in great shape.”

“This is the result of a lot of hard work and willpower. I’m too embarrassed to tell you how much weight I’ve lost, but if you’d seen a photo of me from a couple of years ago, you wouldn’t be sitting here now.”

He gave her hand another small squeeze.

“I knew things were getting Joe down—the drinking and my lack of sex-drive. It all came to a head in a big argument, and he said if I didn’t want to have sex with him, then maybe I should find someone I did want to have sex with. I thought he was telling me he’d found somebody else.”

This wasn’t really the conversation Josh wanted to be having, but she clearly needed to get a few things off her chest.

Alice took another slug of port. “I tried to explain that it wasn’t him, and that I just didn’t feel sexy because I’d allowed myself to get into such a state, physically. Joe challenged me to do something about it. He said something about me rewarding myself if I got myself into a position where I felt sexy again. I honestly thought it was just his way of inspiring me to get my figure back. But he kept saying that if I got myself back to how I wanted to be, then I’d have his blessing to find a handsome stud to make all my effort worthwhile.”

“Well, you’ve certainly gotten yourself into looking sexy.”

“Thank you.” She took a deep breath. “So, I watched what I ate, cut back on drinking and did a lot of walking. I started to feel sexy for Joe again, and our sex-life got better. But Joe wouldn’t let the ‘stud’ thing drop.”

So, Joe was the one with the agenda. Maybe he’d read a few stories or visited some wife-sharing sites. “He likes the idea of you sleeping with another man?”

She looked down. “Yes.”

“It’s a fantasy for more married men than you’d imagine.”

“And women.”

He laughed. “Yes. A brief encounter with a stranger is probably quite high on a lot of married women’s list of fantasies. But not all couples are brave enough to take it from fantasy to reality.”

Alice took a deep breath, then finished the last of her port. Josh signalled to the barman and another round was delivered.

She picked up the fresh glass and clinked it against his. “Dutch courage.”

“We’re just having a drink and a chat,” he reminded her, hoping she’d no longer feel the need to rely on the port to get a buzz. “It doesn’t have to go any further than this.”

She nodded. “Thanks, but I know Joe would be disappointed if I got cold feet now.”

He took her hand back. It was shaking. “Alice, I understand that you want to please Joe, but this has to be what you both want.”

She smiled sheepishly. “I’d probably never forgive myself if I didn’t go through with it, either.”

“Okay.” That was a bit more promising. “Tell me why you picked me from the website.”

“I…” She sighed. “Joe had spent weeks, maybe months, looking at various sites. He kept suggesting this one or that one, and at the time I was certain it’d never happen at all, so I went along with it. When I started looking at the website by myself, I started reading the reviews and feedback the other wives had written.” She grinned shyly. “You have some of the nicest comments, and a couple said you were nice, easy to talk to.”

This was a surprise.

“I actually wrote to three or four…” She looked down at the table and leaned closer. “Bulls.” She looked up again and shivered.

Josh laughed. “I’m not sure where the term comes from, but we’re just regular guys.”

“I’m sure they’re all nice men, but you sounded particularly friendly. You were less pushy, somehow. I decided that you’d be the one I’d…you know.” She shrugged. “Want.”

“And what about Joe?”

“What about him?”

“Was he happy with your choice?”

“He’d have been happy with anyone.”

“So why isn’t he here now?”

“He’s upstairs in his room.”

“His room?”

Alice nodded. “We booked two. One for him, and one for me to…you know. Use.”

It was refreshing to meet a woman who wasn’t in full-on slut mode. “But doesn’t Joe want to be there? To watch it?”

“What?” Her eyes were like saucers.

“Well… Husbands who like the idea of wife-sharing usually like to see it for themselves. Has he not asked if he could be in the room, watching?”

Her expression of horror eased down as she twisted her glass between her palms. She started to answer, but then hesitated and looked thoughtful. “I think he might have made some comment a while back, but...” She took a sharp breath. “I can’t remember what I said when he mentioned seeing me in the throes of…”

“Would you mind him watching you?”

She looked at her drink while she thought about it. “I don’t know. Wouldn’t you mind?”

He didn’t think it appropriate to tell her how many husbands had jerked off while watching, let alone how many had licked up his cum. Or sucked his cock. “No, I wouldn’t mind. I’m only here because it’s something you both want.”

She bit her lip. “I don’t know what to do.”

“Why not phone him and give him the option? He could either come down and join us for a drink, or he can meet us in your hotel room, or he can stay in his own room and ask you questions later.”

Alice stared at him.

Josh got to his feet. “Look, I’m going to ask at reception what time the gym and pool open in the morning. You can either phone Joe or not. It’s up to you if you want him there, or if you think he’d want to be there. But it has to be your decision.”

When Josh returned five minute later, Alice was thanking the barman for delivering another round. Josh sat down, noticing that there were only two drinks.

“Joe’s going to meet us in the room in fifteen minutes,” she said with a nervous smile.

“Good. I suspect it’s what he wants.”

She nodded and picked up her glass. Her cheeks were slightly pink.

Josh watched her taking long swigs. “Is the Dutch courage helping?”

“I’m not sure. I’m still shaking, but now it’s only on the inside.”

“Aren’t you feeling anything other than nervous?”

She blushed deeper, looking down at the table.

“Alice, can we talk about what you’d like to happen when we get to your room?”

“Well I was hoping that you’d know what to do.”

He laughed. “Yeah, good point.” He held her hand on the table again. “What I meant was, I need to know what you’d like to do.”

“I hadn’t really thought about it.”

He raised his eyebrows but didn’t comment.

She snorted. “Who am I kidding? I’ve thought of nothing else for months.”

“Good. So, tell me what you’ve imagined us doing together?”

She stared up to the ceiling and blew out a long breath. She looked as if she was going to say something, then shook her head. “What do you usually do?”

Describing some of the things he’d done probably wasn’t the best way to prepare her. “How about I ask you questions regarding what you might like?”

“That sounds like a good idea.”

“First off, I should ask about safe sex. Would you like me to wear a condom?”

“You can if you want, but I’m post-menopausal so you won’t be getting me pregnant.”

He smiled at her innocence. That wasn’t the only thing to worry about, though he wasn’t worried for himself at all, having started a pattern of regular check-ups. “Right. Well, I can assure you that I don’t have an STD, so if it’s okay with you, I’d like for us to go skin on skin.”

She smiled and nodded. “Good. I prefer that. I like the idea of…you know.” Alice shook her head as if ashamed of her own inability to speak about such things. “Your stuff.”

“You want me to come inside you?”

“Yes. I like that. It’s intimate. I think if you didn’t, I’d regret it afterwards.”

“Okay. So, your dress looks great. What am I going to find when I take it off?”

She frowned. “What do you mean?”

“You look really sexy in the dress, but it’ll turn me on now to think about what you’re wearing underneath it. Describe your underwear.”

“I’m wearing a one-piece with a built-in bra. Nothing else.”

“No panties?”

“It buttons under the crotch.”

“Can I undo those buttons, or would you prefer to undo them yourself?”

“You could.” She swallowed hard. “If you wanted to.”

He grinned. “I might actually undo them with my teeth.”

“Do you always talk like this to the women you—” she shrugged “—see?”

“Always. When I take your dress off, will you keep your shoes on for me?”

“If you like, but they’ll probably fall off the second my feet leave the ground.”

“How many times am I allowed to have you?”

Alice laughed. “As many times as you want.”

“Good to know. It’ll be at least three times.”

Her eyebrows disappeared into her hairline.

“Possibly four.”

“That’s a month’s worth!”

Josh laughed. “Am I allowed to kiss you?”

She nodded enthusiastically.

“I had to ask. Joe might not like us kissing.”

“Considering what else we’ll be doing, I’m sure he won’t care about kisses.”

He nodded. “Speaking of Joe, some husbands are disappointed if I come inside their wife every time. They often like to see me come over their wives.”

Her nostrils flared slightly. “He used to like to do it on my breasts, when we were younger.”

“I can understand that. You’ve got great tits.”

She giggled and looked around, making sure nobody could hear them.

“I’m going to come over your tits the second time. The first time will be inside you.”

“Okay.” Her breathing was a little ragged, and he suspected the pinkness in her cheeks was no longer due to the port or the embarrassment.

He decided to risk pushing her a little more. “I’m also going to want to put my cock in your mouth.”

Her mouth dropped open wide enough for him to put it in there and then.

“Would that be okay?” For a second, he thought he’d gone too far.

But then she nodded. “Yes, I’d like that.”

He smiled. “Good.”

“You could come in my mouth, if you wanted to.”

This was a surprise. “Are you sure?”

“We’ve not done it for a long time, but…” She shrugged. “Joe used to love it, and I enjoyed the way it made him shudder.”

“What about him seeing you do it to me if it’s something you haven’t done to him for so long?”

“When I phoned him, I didn’t ask if he wanted to watch. I said I wanted him to. I also told him that anything I do with you tonight, I’ll do with him when we get back home.”

He glanced at his watch. “It must be more than fifteen minutes since you called him, and I’m getting impatient about taking your dress off.”

Once she’d drained her glass, Josh stopped at the bar to sign for the bill, and then led her to the lift.

Alice was a little unsteady on her feet—possibly down to the port, her nerves, or the height of her heels. As soon as the lift door closed, Josh bent and kissed her. She kissed him back, resting her hand on his arm.

Josh broke the kiss and gently moved her hand down to his groin. When she felt his cock, half-swollen down his left leg, her eyebrows headed up to her hairline again.

He smiled and ran his hand over her breast. “I’m going to enjoy you, Alice.”

“Patricia. My real name’s Patricia.”

“Okay, but I’m going to keep calling you Alice.”

She nodded. “I chose it because doing this has all been such an adventure. It’s like my Wonderland.”

He ran his hand down her tummy and pushed her dress between her legs, making her shiver. “Curiouser and curiouser.”

───Ξ───


Ψ

───Ξ───

Chapter 16

The lift stopped, the doors slid open and they walked along the corridor to her room.

Joe was sitting on an easy chair by the window. He stood up as soon as they walked in but didn’t speak or come to greet them. He looked older than Alice, his greying black hair combed back and tucked behind his ears. He was clean-shaven and had a bit of a paunch.

“Hi Joe,” Josh said, nodding towards the chair Alice’s husband had just got up from. “Please, make yourself comfortable.”

As Joe sat slowly, Josh turned his attention back to Alice. He could see through her smile that she was nervous. He leaned down and kissed her, and she returned his kiss with much more fervour than she had in the lift. Her hands slid inside his jacket to explore his body.

He pulled her close, crushing her breasts against him as he dropped his hands to cup her backside. Their kissing was heated—tongues, groans, her fingers running through his hair.

Breaking the kiss, he turned her around. They were about eight feet from where Joe was sitting. Josh put one arm around her waist and pushed her gently forward until she rested her hands on the mattress. He stepped close and pushed his groin against her arse, then reached under to stroke her breasts.

Alice moaned, and Josh glanced to his side. Joe’s eyes were fixed on his wife’s face. Josh squeezed her breasts and teased the nipples through the dress. Slowly, he dragged his hands along her sides and over her hips, then traced his fingers down until they reached the hem. The skin of her legs was soft and warm. He slowly moved his hands upwards, dragging her dress up and revealing the tops of her thighs. They were slightly mottled with cellulite but had good muscle-tone. Her feet were planted a step apart, her shoes still on. He thought she looked sexy and felt sure Joe would agree.

Josh flipped her dress up to her waist, revealing her backside and the ivory lace of her one-piece. He dropped to his knees and placed a kiss on the back of her thigh. She shivered. He kissed her again, this time a little higher. His third kiss was just to the side of the buttoned gusset, and it made Alice moan.

He stroked his palms over the cheeks of her bum. Little stretchmarks scarred the slightly dimpled flesh, reminding him of her confession about the significant weight loss.

“You have a wonderful body,” he whispered.

Slowly, he moved his fingers over her crotch. The material at the gusset was soaked, making the small pearl buttons slippery. But he opened them without too much hassle, eased the back flap of the lace up, and bunched it with her dress at her waist.

Her pubic hair glistened with moisture and her swollen outer lips were coated with a thin film of clear juices. He inhaled her scent. Leaning closer, he ran his tongue around the opening of her backside.

Alice whimpered. He pushed the tip into the tight hole, making her cry out. He moved his mouth lower, licking and kissing at the oh-so-soft flesh until he reached her sex. He dragged his tongue up through the outer lips and she groaned, her legs shaking slightly. Gripping her firmly, Josh pushed his tongue deep into her channel, fucking her with it, holding her still as she sobbed and moaned. He withdrew and bent lower, pushing his head a little further between her parted thighs. He extended his tongue and lapped her clit.

“Ohhh…”

He repeated his action until her legs shuddered, then eased back and pushed his tongue back into her cunt. It was tempting to take her all the way like this, but Josh suspected both she and Joe would prefer he used his cock.

He stood and slipped off his jacket, dropping it onto the floor at the side of the bed. With Alice still bent over, he unfastened his belt, button and zip, and let his trousers slide down to his knees.

As his cock sprung out, he heard Joe take a sharp breath. He slowly stroked the tip between Alice’s slick outer lips, then eased in very slowly. She opened around him like a flower.

“Ahh.”

He glanced at Joe, whose wide eyes were fixed on the sight of this huge cock invading his wife’s body. Pushing himself a little deeper, Josh felt the tightness of her channel. He held her hips and gave her another inch.

“Oh gosh. Oh… My… Gosh.”

Josh was two-thirds of the way in. He pulled back until the tip almost came out, then slid slowly back in, going a little deeper.

“Oh… Fuck!”

He repeated the motion until he was fully buried in her, then switched rhythm to fuck her slowly with long, deep strokes. Alice’s sobs and moans were now interspersed with curses, but she still pushed back to meet each thrust of his hips.

Josh started to push harder. He could hear her taking short gasps, could see her fingers gripping the top sheet of the bed. Then he felt the grasp of her orgasm.

“Oh!”

He drove deep. She cried out but still pushed back onto him. Josh was getting close, and he wanted Joe to know it. Letting out a loud sigh, he gripped her hips tight, pumped quickly for a few seconds then held still. He grunted as he unloaded inside her. Alice sobbed and rolled her hips, and Joe sat forward on his chair, either to see better or to make his erection less painful in his trousers.

Josh stayed inside her for another minute or so, moving slowly and enjoying the sensation of his cock in her flooded insides. When he withdrew, a large glob of cum dribbled out. Samson and Ria’s hubby would have been like sharks in a feeding frenzy, but Joe sat in his chair, shell-shocked.

Joe, however, was the last thing on Josh’s mind.

He pulled Alice upright, turning her around to face him. She looked dazed, as if a little drunk. He lifted her dress up her body and off over her head.

She stood in front of the two men in her lace underwear and pushed her chest out a little. She had every reason to be proud of her figure. Josh placed his hands on her shoulders and pushed downwards.

Her eyes opened a little wider as she held his gaze, but there was a smile on her face as she dropped to her knees in front of him. She wrapped her hand around his shaft and wanked it a couple of times, then she glanced at her husband before closing her eyes and taking it into her mouth.

He groaned to let Joe know he was enjoying it. Alice sucked slowly and gently. She didn’t do the things that Ria or Della had done to him, but she felt good, and she kept him fully hard. After a couple of minutes, Josh eased her head back and encouraged her to stand. He kissed her again, pushing his tongue into her mouth. Then he reached down, gripped the bottom of her bodysuit and peeled it up and off her. Her full breasts hung heavy on her chest, the areolas pink and large, the nipples taut and long.

He looked down at her body and smiled. “Sit on the edge of the bed.”

She did so, her shoes still touching the floor.

“Open your legs, Alice. Let me see your beautiful cunt.”

Both she and Joe gasped, but she did as he asked. The insides of both her thighs were smeared with cum. “Lie back.”

He stepped between her thighs. Then he gripped his cock, pointed it down and slid all the way inside her.

Alice lifted both legs up, bending at the knees. Josh fucked her hard, making her tits shake with each thrust. She wailed and moaned and screamed. Her left shoe fell off and landed on the bed. The right came off soon after.

Alice came again, crying out and gripping him with her thighs, pulling his back with her hands. Josh kept pounding her and Alice continued to sob and hold him. She came again, this time with fewer screams but the clench was tighter. He held himself up over her and pumped his hips.

Alice tried to smile but his thrusts kept making her mouth drop open.

He licked his lips. “I’m getting close.”

She nodded.

“Tell me where you want it, Alice.”

“Over me.” She’d said it loud enough for her husband to hear.

“Tell me where.”

“My tits. I want you to come on my tits.” She pushed her boobs together, pulling and stretching her nipples as she watched his face. “Come all over my tits, Ben.”

He pulled out, pumped his cock and shot a long arc of cum up over her tummy and onto her boobs. Alice slid her fingers through the mess. He leaned over her and his next shots splattered her tits and the backs of her hands. She looked down at her chest and continued to massage the mess into her ample bosom as if surprised by how much cum there was.

Alice seemed lost in thought as she recovered. Josh watched her, wondering if the reality had lived up to her fantasy. Joe remained upright in his chair, still looking dazed. Finally, she looked at the palms of her hands and then at Josh. “I’m going to have to shower this off.”

“I’ll help you, come on.”

He led her into the bathroom, which was identical to the one in his room with a shower over the bath. Once she’d stepped in, he used some toilet roll to wipe off the worst of the mess, then turned on the water. He aimed the showerhead at her chest, making sure not to wet her makeup or hair.

He picked up the small complementary bottle of shower gel and squirted some onto her chest.

“I preferred the earlier one,” she said with a wicked smile.

He laughed. “Me too.”

As Josh aimed the waterjet, Alice washed her boobs and stomach. Cheekily, he lowered the showerhead and aimed the jets between her thighs. “I think I made a mess there, too.”

“Yes, you did.” She opened her legs for him, smiling beatifically.

“So, was it like you’d imagined?”

“Oh, gosh.” She laughed and blew out her cheeks. “I never imagined it would be so…. That was unlike anything I’ve ever had before.”

“In a good way?”

“God, yes. Yes, yes, yes.”

He smiled, relieved. “Good.” He turned the shower off and towelled her dry. “What about Joe? Do you think he was okay with it?”

She shrugged. “I think so. I’m sure I’ll find out how much he’s enjoyed it tomorrow, but tonight I’m going to concentrate on me.”

He nodded. “Good, because we’re not finished yet.”

“Oh, I know. You’ve promised me four.”

Josh laughed and nodded. “I remember.”

She leaned closer. “And I promised you something.”

He smiled. “I remember that, too.”

“This time, I want to ride it. Ride you. Of course I realise I’ll have to wait until—”

“No, it’s fine. I’m ready to go again now.”

Her eyes went wide again. “Really?”

“Like I told you earlier, you’re sexy.”

Blushing, she nodded toward the door. “Come on, he’ll think we’re having a sneaky one in here.”

They walked back out into the bedroom. Joe didn’t appear to have moved, but Alice’s shoes had been taken off the bed and placed side by side on the floor.

Josh climbed onto the bed and lay on his back.

Alice walked over to her husband. “We’re not finished yet.”

Joe glanced at the bed, then looked up into his wife’s face and nodded. She stepped to the foot of the bed, crawling up between Josh’s legs. She gripped his cock and gave him a shy smile, then lowered her head and took him into her mouth.

He let out a sigh and noticed Joe lean a little to the right to get a better view. Josh held Alice’s hair back so her husband could see her sucking his cock. She bobbed and twisted her head, soon getting him fully hard.

After releasing him from her mouth, she scrambled further up the bed and knelt above his groin. Josh held his cock upright and Alice impaled herself, sliding down slowly until he was completely buried. She kept her eyes closed and held still for several seconds. Josh could feel her inner muscles squeezing and relaxing. Then she opened her eyes and stared into his as she slowly rode his cock.

It felt wonderful, and he let out a groan. She placed her hands on his chest and fucked him. He reached up and caressed her breasts, then sat forward and sucked her nipples as she bounced on his cock.

Alice dropped her head back and let out a loud moan. Josh lowered himself onto the pillow and resumed fondling her tits. She moaned again, gripping him tight. He pushed his hips up, forcing his cock deeper as her orgasm hit. He pinched her nipples, making her cry out.

When she looked back down, her eyes were unfocused. Josh pumped his hips, lifting her body with each thrust.

“Mmm.” She leaned over him, resting her hands on his chest again, and bounced on his cock. “Is that nice?”

He nodded, sighing.

“Do I feel good?”

He nodded again, his breath now coming in short gasps.

“Tell me when.”

He looked up at her with admiration. She wasn’t the embarrassed, timid lady he’d assumed when they’d met in the bar, but a sensual, sexually confident woman happy in her own body. He let out a groan.

“Tell me when, Ben.” She bounced harder, sliding up and down on the cock slick with her juices, her body slapping against his.

He closed his eyes and counted down from twenty. It felt so good, he’d probably prefer to carry on until he hosed her insides, but that wasn’t what she wanted.

“Tell me—”

“Now!”

She lifted herself off and scooted backwards, quickly getting her lips around the end of his cock. Josh thumped his head back into the pillow and erupted with a long sigh.

Alice yelped, gagged and swallowed. Another spurt, and she gagged again. He felt warmth running down his shaft. She bobbed her head a few more times and then locked eyes with him, her mouth stretched wide around his girth.

He reached down and stroked her hair. “Come here.”

She released his cock and came to lie next to him.

“Thank you.”

“Was that alright?”

“It was much better than alright.”

They both looked at Joe, who was sitting at the edge of the chair with his mouth agape. “You’re a very lucky man,” Josh told him.

Joe nodded absently but smiled broadly at his wife.

“How much rest do you need before the last one?”

Josh laughed. “After what you just did, it could take a while.”

She smiled, then turned to her husband. “Go back to your room while we catch our breath. Come back in an hour.”

Joe got up and left without a word.

Josh frowned. “Don’t you think he’d prefer to stay?”

“No, I think he wants a little private time.” She gave a shy smile. “I could see the need in his eyes.”

“Why didn’t you invite him to join us on the bed?”

“What?”

“I’m pretty sure he’d rather have relieved himself with you.”

“But you’re here.”

“And?”

She scoffed. “I couldn’t possibly do that in front of you.”

“Of course you could. You’ve just fucked my brains out in front of him.” He took a breath. “Phone Joe. Tell him to come back to this room. Tell him you want to share his pleasure.”

She shook her head. “What would I do?”

“Anything or everything you want.”

She shook her head faster, looking horrified at the thought.

“We’re all going to just talk for a while.” He tried to think. “We’re going to discuss how you both feel about what just happened.”

She laughed. “I’m pretty sure he knows how I feel about it.”

“Phone him.”

Alice stepped off the bed and retrieved her mobile. She dialled, then said quietly, “Don’t do anything yet. Come back to the room.” She listened for a second, then smiled. “Yes please.”

She cut the call and looked at Josh; her embarrassed expression had returned.

He held his hand out to her, and she climbed back on the bed. Josh pulled the sheet over them, thinking it’d be easier for Joe to talk if he wasn’t looking at two naked people.

The door opened and Joe walked in.

“Hi Joe. Please, sit down.” Josh tried to make himself sound calmer than he actually was. He’d never instigated a tête-a-tête with a cuck before, and he didn’t really know what he’d say if Joe refused to admit he’d enjoyed sharing his wife, let alone consented to jacking off with an audience. He waited until Joe was back in the easy chair. “I think in situations like this, it’s important to talk about what happened, and how you deal with it.”

Joe glanced at his wife, then looked back at Josh and nodded.

“I know a little bit about how tonight came to happen, and I’ve been involved in a lot of nights like this. With a lot of other couples.”

Joe looked a bit puzzled.

“What I mean is that it’s common for husbands to fantasise about sharing their wife. A lot of people live out their fantasy, but I suspect even more never get the chance to.”

Looking at his wife, Joe nodded again. “I know I’m lucky.”

Josh smiled, relieved. This was going to be okay. “Yes, you are. You have a beautiful, sensual wife who agreed to make your fantasy a reality.”

Another nod.

Josh smiled. “I kind of got the impression she enjoyed herself a little bit, too.”

Alice and Joe laughed.

More confident now, he decided to try to get Joe to talk. “Are you glad that you watched, or would you have preferred to stay in your room and just imagine what was going on in here?”

“No, I’m glad I was here. I always wanted to, but I didn’t think Pat— Er, Alice wanted me here.”

“I think that’s a natural first response. She didn’t want you to be hurt. It can be a little difficult to relax when you think what you’re doing might upset the man you love. She didn’t understand how much of a thrill a husband can get from watching his wife with someone else until we spoke about it in the bar.”

Joe nodded.

“Was it as exciting as you’d imagined?”

“Better. Better than I’d thought possible.”

“Maybe the two of you will do this again.”

His eyes went wide, and Josh felt Alice stiffen next to him.

“I’m not saying you should, but I think in a few weeks’ time you might want to talk about the possibility of repeating it.”

Joe shrugged and looked at Alice.

“I hadn’t thought of doing it again,” she admitted. “And now I’d be worried it wouldn’t be as good as this, and then I’d regret it.”

Josh laughed. “I’m sure any other bull would be wonderful, and you’ll also be a lot more confident. Remember, the bulls are there to do what you want.” He inclined his head towards her husband. “What both of you want. This is as much about Joe’s wishes as it is yours.”

“I don’t think…” Alice shook her head and shrugged.

“All I’m saying is, the two of you should talk about it.” He smiled. “You can have a lot of fun just pretending. But if you do repeat it, decide between you what you want to happen beforehand, and tell your bull. All he wants to do is please you.”

The pair of them looked at each other in silence.

“Well,” Josh said, pushing the sheet down. “All this talk about sex is getting me going again. Alice, get on all fours on the bed, and face Joe.”

She briefly hesitated, then got into position. Josh knelt behind her and ran his hand down between her legs, pleased that she was nicely wet.

“Joe, is it okay with you if I take her like this? You won’t be able to see much from there, but you’ll get to see her face, which a lot of men find sexier.”

Joe nodded enthusiastically.

Josh pumped his cock a few times, dragging the tip against her wetness. He was soon hard and, as he slid it back inside her, she moaned. He gripped her hips and fucked her slowly.

“I’m not sure if I’ll be able to make her come like—”

“Yes, you will.” She giggled. “Just keep doing that, and you will.”

He smiled and looked at her husband. “She’s incredible.”

Joe nodded.

“The mood she’s in now, I’m guessing that just one man may not be enough.”

Joe looked both puzzled and wary.

“What I’m saying is, I think Alice is so aroused right now, she could satisfy us both at the same time.”

Joe’s expression lost its suspicion, but he still looked very unsure of himself. Josh decided to take control.

“Stand up, Joe. Take your cock out and put it in her mouth.”

Joe met his wife’s gaze, waiting.

“Do it,” she told him. “Let me suck you while Ben does me from behind.”

Joe stood, unzipped and fished out his cock.

“Put it in my mouth,” she whispered.

Josh watched Joe’s face as Alice enveloped his dick. He knew the guy wouldn’t last long, so tried to speed things up for himself and Alice. He fucked her harder, then reached under and played with her clit.

Alice screamed and shuddered.

Joe grunted and then Alice was gulping and groaning. Josh banged harder and came inside her. The three of them rocked and twitched for another minute or so, and then both men pulled out at the same time.

Alice rolled over and lay flat on her back, panting.

Josh reached down and stroked her leg. “Did you enjoy that?”

She laughed. “What did I just do?”

“You just satisfied two men at once, you sexy minx. You’ve just had a threesome.”

She looked up at Joe, who was busy zipping himself up. “Do you mind that your wife has had a threesome?”

He grinned. “Not at all.”

“Thank you, Ben.” She nodded towards her husband. “For getting him involved.”

He got off the bed and started to dress. “This kink is about pleasing both of you.”

Alice giggled. “Is that what it is? Are we kinky?”

“Oh yeah. Especially you.” Josh buttoned his shirt, stepped into his shoes and slipped on his jacket.

She got up and slipped her arms around his waist. “Thank you for being so patient with me downstairs. I know I was a bit…”

He kissed her forehead. “You were lovely, and sexy, and I had a really great time.”

She blushed and looked at her husband, who was beaming at her.

Josh walked to the door. “I’m sure you two will have a lot of fun together, no matter what you decide to do in the future.” He stepped out into the corridor and closed the door behind him.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 17

It rained for the entire drive back to London, but Josh didn’t let the weather dampen his spirits. As far as he was concerned, last night had been a great success. Alice had been such a revelation. Over the course of a couple of hours she’d gone from timid housewife to wanton hotwife. He suspected that she and Joe would experience a whole new world of fun over the coming months, maybe years.

Once home, beer in hand, he put his feet up on the couch and booted up his laptop. No emails from Ria, still. Feeling cold in the gut, he sent her another message, begging her to reply, and then logged into the forums. He had queries from a couple calling themselves Duke and Duchess, and another from a hotwife called Jade. He sent a short reply to each, then got going on his update for work. By the time he’d finished, Jade had replied. He accepted her offer to join her for a play date next Saturday so they could put on a show for her husband Kenny.

Settling down for an early night, Josh smiled to himself, wondering if Alice and Joe would be doing the same.

* * * *

On the morning of his date with Jade, Josh received a text from Olivia saying they were now back in the UK. Apparently, it would soon be Thomas’ forty-fifth, and she intended giving him a birthday treat by taking two bulls at the same time. She asked if ‘Ben’ would be available.

He asked for dates but made no promises. He wasn’t really interested in fucking Olivia again, especially when another bull would be doing her at the same time. He considered asking for Ria’s phone number but dismissed the idea immediately. He didn’t want Olivia to know he’d fucked up with her friend.

Thankfully it didn’t take long to get to Jade’s house, which was an old semi-detached on a quiet street in an East London suburb. Josh parked on the road nearby, walked to the door with a bottle of champagne and rang the bell. The door was opened by a black guy who seemed to fill the entire doorframe.

Josh floundered, his mind racing back to Olivia’s text about taking two bulls at once. Did Jade have the same thing in mind?

The guy gave him a big smile. “You Ben?”

Josh nodded, unable to speak.

He held out a huge hand. “Welcome. I’m Kenny.”

Kenny. The husband.

“Come on in, man.” Kenny stepped back and Josh followed.

The house may have been built in the 1930s, but inside the décor was ultra-modern. There were open stairs with LEDs under each tread, a chrome and glass bannister, and plain white walls with brightly coloured prints of impressionist art. The living room was huge—probably the two original reception rooms knocked into one—with subdued lighting, herringbone oak flooring and low couches in off-white leather.

On one of the couches was a very attractive black woman. Her huge brown eyes were gorgeous, accentuated by her super-short hair which had been clipped to a half-inch fuzz. She stood up and walked to Josh, her voluptuous hips swaying. “Alright, Ben? I’m Jade. Good to meet you.”

He held out his offering. “Hi. I brought—”

“Ooh, cheers.” She gave him a big smile. “And already chilled. Get some glasses, hon.”

Kenny left, but Josh was still in a bit of a daze. Apparently, it showed.

“Everythin’ okay, Ben?”

He nodded but knew he wasn’t being convincing.

“What’s the problem?” Jade frowned.

“I…”

Kenny returned with glasses but stopped just inside the door, evidently sensing his wife’s tense demeanour.

Josh looked at him, then back at Jade.

She stepped closer. “Is it because I’m black?”

“What?” Josh shook his head vehemently. “No, of course not.” He gave her a genuine smile. “You’re gorgeous.”

Her expression softened. “Thanks. So, how come I get the impression you’re uncomfortable?”

Laughing nervously, he glanced towards Kenny. “I’ve never met a hotwife whose husband was so…”

“Intimidatin’?” she offered.

“I was going to say ‘impressive’.” He sighed. “When Kenny answered the door, I thought maybe your idea of a play-date was more than one bull at a time. I was a little taken aback.”

Jade laughed and beckoned to her husband. “Come pour the drinks, hon.”

Kenny stepped next to them. Josh was a shade over six-foot, but Kenny’s bulk dwarfed him. He was at least four inches taller and much broader.

Jade and Josh sat on one couch, and Kenny took up almost as much space on the other. She touched her glass to Josh’s, then crossed her legs.

He couldn’t resist glancing down at them.

The twinkle in her eyes told him she’d seen him checking out her body. “I don’t actually consider myself a hotwife. What’s more…” She nodded at her husband. “Nobody sees him as a cuck. Tell you what—there ain’t a bloke alive who could humiliate him.”

Both men smiled.

“What I am is a vixen.”

Josh frowned. “Is that a foxy lady?”

“Oh, I’m foxy alright.” She chuckled, the motion shaking her generous breasts. “No, what I mean is, I don’t go putting down my man to make the bull feel good—Kenny’s more alpha than any other. To me, anyways.”

Josh nodded. “So a vixen is…?”

“A lady who likes to share her body with others while her man watches.” She inclined her head toward Kenny. “Which makes him my stag.”

“Stag?”

“Not all men who like to share their wives have small penises.” Her eyes sparkled with amusement. “Some just get a thrill from watching their woman gettin’ all hot and heavy with a stranger.”

“So… a stag gets a bull to entertain his vixen?”

She laughed. “Don’t blame me for the animal terms—I didn’t think none of ’em up.”

Kenny leaned forward. “Is this not something you’ve seen before, Ben?”

Though reluctant to appear ignorant, Josh was completely honest. “Not yet, no, but then I’m relatively new to this lifestyle.”

“Really?” Jade sounded surprised.

“I’ve only been doing it for about six months.”

“You got a lot of good reviews in that short time, love. It’s why you’re here.”

“Well, I’m glad I am.” He turned back to Kenny. “But to answer your question, during the dates I’ve had with hotwives, the husbands’ interactions have ranged from not wanting to be there at all to sharing the bed with us. And a lot of things in between.”

Jade grinned. “What types of in-betweens?”

“While some men prefer to save their release until after I’ve left, others don’t wait. I’ve had guys jerking off in the corner, and I’ve had guys jerking off over me and their wife. I’ve also had guys join me in pleasuring their wives.”

She leaned towards him slightly. “Details, Ben. In what way did you both pleasure the wife?”

“Usually while one man fucks her, the other goes in her mouth.”

“Mmm. Gotta love a spit-roast.”

“I also did DP with one couple.”

Her eyes shone. “You do anal?”

“Yeah, but only the giving part. Not the taking.”

She laughed and slapped his thigh. “I never suspected you of doin’ no taking.”

He smiled at her. After the shaky start, he was beginning to relax.

“So, here’s how it is—my man’s a stag. He likes to see me with another man, and sometimes he likes joining in. Are you saying you don’t mind that bit? Some bulls do. Big time.”

“I don’t mind at all.” While he couldn’t imagine Kenny going for him in the same way as Samson or Ria’s hubby, he decided to take himself off the menu. “Providing he only wants to pleasure his vixen.”

She laughed and slapped his thigh again. “Ben, you’re cute as a button, but you’re not his type. My man’s only got eyes for me.”

“It’s not his eyes I was worried about.” He received another hefty slap.

“Ooh, I like you already, and you’ve not even made me come yet.”

Josh laughed out loud. Jade was proving to be quite a character. “Can I ask a question?”

“Yeah, go on.”

He glanced at Kenny, then looked back at Jade. She had a pretty face: almond-shaped eyes, high cheekbones, luscious lips and really long eyelashes. “I know a lot of white hotwives like black bulls…” He shrugged. “You know, the BBC fetish.”

She nodded encouragingly.

“I was just wondering, why would you want a white bull?”

“I like small penises.” She burst out laughing and slapped his arm, just as he was getting feeling back in his leg. “I’m joking. I have black bulls over here to play, and I have white. Penis size ain’t everything, ’specially when I can have his big one any time I choose.”

“Right.”

“Besides, I like the way white men look. Not as handsome as black men, maybe, but often they’re very cute. You’re way cuter than I was expectin’. You should put a photo on your profile page.”

“I prefer to be a bit more anonymous.”

She shrugged. “From all the reviews, having no photo don’t seem to be holdin’ you back none. Now, the next thing—I’ve gotta ask about your health.”

“You think I might have a heart attack?”

This time her laughter almost shook her tits out of her low-cut top.

Josh couldn’t help smiling. “Sorry, I knew what you meant. I have regular check-ups, but usually use condoms.”

“That’s good to hear. When was your last check-up?”

“A couple of weeks ago. The one time I’ve gone bareback since was with a lady whose only partner for over thirty years was her husband.”

“Ooh, I bet that was a hot night for her. So you’re clean?”

He nodded.

“Well I promise I am, too. Can we agree that you leave your condoms in your pocket?”

“Okay.”

“Good. Well, I intend polishing off another glass of this lovely stuff, then I’m gonna start peeling that suit off you.”

Kenny topped up their glasses and they all drank in relative silence. Josh let his gaze wander over the tight-fitting clothes that emphasised Jade’s curves.

She was the first to finish, and she glared impatiently at Josh’s glass. “Maybe I’ll turn the fire on, help evaporate that alcohol.”

He laughed so hard he wasn’t able to drink.

“C’mon, Ben, I’m gettin’ itchy. There’ll be no five-star review from me if I have to wait any longer.”

He drained his glass and put it on the chrome-and-glass side table. “Okay, lead me to your boudoir.”

“We can adjourn to my boudoir later. Here’s fine for now. Why d’you think we bought jizz-coloured couches?”

He grinned down at the off-white leather. “Fine. Do me here. Use me and abuse me.”

“Oh, I’m gonna do exactly that, but you’ve got to get your kit off first.” She pointed at his jacket. “Stand up and get rid.”

He obeyed.

“Now the shirt.” As he complied, Jade gave an appreciative nod. “Liking what I see, Ben. A bit skinny, but nice anyways.”

“Well you can see a lot more than I can.” He gave her a challenging look.

“Oh, we can’t have that. After all, you’re the guest.” Jade stood, kicked off her sandals and pulled her top over her head. A white lacy bra held her boobs in place but didn’t entirely cover the large, almost-black nipples. After opening the zip of her knee-length skirt, she pushed it down her legs to reveal matching white panties. Standing before him, she turned slowly all the way round.

Josh stared. Her arse stuck out in a way that seemed to defy gravity. There was no sag at all to her peach-like cheeks.

She smirked at her husband. “I think he likes my big black booty.”

Kenny’s entire face beamed with pride. “You should see her dance, man.”

Jade stepped close to Josh, looking up into his face with her big doe eyes. “You like?”

“Very much.”

“Good.” Jade dropped to her knees, unzipped him and pulled out his hardening cock. She gave it a squeeze. “Ooh, this is a nice surprise.” After a few pumps of her hand, he was fully hard. “Maybe there’s some African blood in your ancestry after all.”

He laughed and was just about to reply when she took his entire length down her throat.

His riposte dissolved into a sigh. Josh watched her plump lips sliding deliciously back and forth, exposing the thick pink base of his shaft every couple of seconds.

He placed his hands on her head, marvelling at the feel of her soft buzz-cut. “Jade, I don’t think you should spend too long doing that.”

She released him, moved to the couch and slumped down against the backrest. Looking up at Josh, she opened her legs and raised her eyebrows.

After removing his shoes and trousers, he dropped to his knees, leaned forward and placed his mouth against the soft gusset of her panties. Using his tongue, he pushed the material into her wet cleft.

Jade let out little murmurs.

Josh kept pushing with his tongue and the material soon became slippery with her juices. He moved up a little, pushing his tongue against the swollen mound of her clit.

She gave another soft whisper and rocked her hips.

Josh pulled the gusset aside and inhaled. He slid his tongue between her dark folds, making her moan, pushed deeper. When he moved up to circle her clit, she gripped the back of his head. After a few moments, he pushed back into her depths once more.

“Mmm, that’s good,” she said, closing her legs. “That’s good, but now it’s time to peel my panties off and give me some cock.” Jade raised her bum enough for him to slide them down and off. Then she spread her legs again and stroked her sex, slowly dragging a finger through her folds.

He got himself into position, looked into her eyes and slid into her heat.

“Ooh, that’s good. That’s really… fuckin’… good.”

Josh agreed. She felt wonderful. He ran a hand down her stomach and onto her mons and slid his thumb towards her clit.

Jade slapped his hand away. “You just drive the cock and let me handle this.” She placed her second and third fingers on either side of her clit.

Josh thrust slow and deep, relishing the warm, wet silkiness of her inner walls and admiring her body rolling on the couch, her full tits lifting and falling as her breathing became more laboured.

She looked at him. “I want us to come together.”

“Okay.”

“How you doin’ so far?”

“I’m holding out.”

“Good for you.” She raised her hips and clenched.

It felt as if his cock was in a liquid vice.

She smiled. “Still holdin’ out?”

Josh gasped. “Maybe not… as long as I thought.”

“No, you won’t.” She clenched again, rubbing her clit faster.

He sucked in a deep breath, then, when she clenched a third time, he exploded. He let out a grunt, gritted his teeth and gushed again. She swirled her fingers and he felt her tightest clench as she came. She wailed and bucked her hips, and Josh kept coming, beginning to feel vaguely dizzy.

Eventually, they both stilled.

She opened her eyes and took a deep breath. “Ooh, that was good.” She flashed her eyes. “You may get five stars after all.”

Josh pulled out and stood up. “If you keep me hard we can go again straight away.”

“For real?”

“Well I usually can, but… after what you’ve just put it through, a rest might be called for.”

Sitting forward, Jade gripped his cock and guided it into her mouth.

He let out a gasp and closed his eyes. He was rock-hard almost instantly.

Jade released him and gripped it in her fist. “I like this. Ready to go again, like a semi-automatic.”

She dropped onto all fours between the couches and looked up at Kenny. “Ready to join us, hon? Gonna help Ben give me a spit-roasting?”

Kenny got up off the couch and pulled his jumper over his head. His chest was broad and hairless, his shoulders powerful. He pushed his sweatpants and shorts down together, revealing a big, thick cock that was already hard.

“Ben’s already left some juice in the oven to baste your meat with, so you just slide right in whenever.”

Kenny dropped to his knees behind his wife, pointed his massive cock and pushed in.

Jade groaned and wiggled her hips, then took Josh back into her mouth. There was no more talking. Kenny groped her arse cheeks while he fucked her, and Josh stroked her head. Jade kept her eyes closed throughout, her body rocking to and fro between the men. She came first, whimpering and grunting without ever letting Josh’s cock slip from her mouth. Then she was gulping and moaning as he unloaded down her throat.

This seemed to spur Kenny on; he banged her harder and came with a growl shortly afterwards. He pulled out and sank back onto his haunches, but Jade kept Josh in her mouth and started bobbing her head again.

Kenny tutted. “God, woman, give the man a break.”

She released him for her mouth but kept wanking the base. “This cock’s a self-loader.”

“He’s unloaded twice, so stop treating it like a pump-action shotgun. Let him rest.”

“Fine.” Jade stood up, pouting, but then gave Josh a sly wink. “Only jokin’, sugar.”

Josh couldn’t help chuckling.

She dropped onto the couch, obviously not worrying about leaking juices on the leather, patted the cushion next to her, and Josh sat down. Kenny sat on the other side of Jade and immediately started groping her chest.

She smiled at him, then turned to look at Josh, a serious expression on her face. “You got ten minutes, then you’re upstairs. Boudoir, bed and back door.” As his jaw dropped, she laughed. “Stop looking so worried, I’ll be gentle.”

Josh’s heart banged in his chest. She’d already had him come in her cunt and her mouth, and she’d just told him she wanted anal next.

Kenny and Jade kissed and petted. He paid a lot of attention to her nipples, and she stroked and teased his cock until he was sporting another erection.

Jade looked down at Josh’s cock, which was also beginning to swell again. She smiled. “Gentlemen, take me to bed.”

The men stood and pulled her to her feet, then she led them out into the hall and up the staircase. Josh couldn’t keep his eyes off her backside as it swayed and rolled with each tread.

The bedroom had stripped floorboards and white walls. Above the bed was a huge painting. It was all straight lines, and it took Josh a few seconds to realise it was an impression of a nude black woman lying on her back with her legs spread. There was a pink horizontal line for her mouth, and a vertical one for her cunt.

Jade noticed him looking at it. “A friend of ours painted that.”

“Did you pose for him?”

“I posed, but the artist’s a woman.” She bobbed her eyebrows. “Otherwise, there’d be a creamy white line between my legs, if you get my drift. Now, stop yakking and come stand close behind me.”

Kenny was standing near the foot of the bed. Jade faced him and stepped close, crushing her breasts against him. He was almost a foot taller and his erection must have been pressed against her stomach, the tip probably reaching her cleavage.

She turned to look over her shoulder. “C’mon, Ben—you’re no stranger now. Stand close and let me give you a massage.” Before he’d had a chance to move, she did something with her muscles that set her arse cheeks jiggling.

Josh stepped close behind. His cock was hard and pointing up at the small of her back, but by bending his knees slightly he could get it between those wonderful cheeks. Jade jiggled again, and a fantasy flitted through his mind: Jade in high heels to make her four inches taller, baby oil to lube her arse cheeks, her jiggling like this until he ejaculated up her back.

The three of them stood, Jade writhing and shaking her body as the men stroked and groped her. The fact the men were face to face above her head didn’t bother Josh because Kenny kept his eyes closed for the whole time.

“Okay,” she said, breaking the clinch. She put her hands against Kenny’s chest and pushed him toward the bed. “You, take up your position.”

Kenny lay on his back in the middle of the bed, and Jade crawled onto all fours over him, her tits hanging down and her arse facing Josh.

“Ben, you up here behind me.”

He did as instructed, careful not to kneel on Kenny’s legs.

Jade looked over her shoulder at him. “Go back inside and get your cock nice and slippery. There’s three people’s juices in there—all the lube you’ll need.”

Josh slid his cock into her, forcing out a little of those juices and making them run down her inner thigh. He moved slowly for just a few seconds then pulled back out.

Jade knelt up, positioned herself over Kenny’s huge black cock, then impaled herself. “Mmm. Daddy’s home.” She rocked on him a few times and laid herself down on his chest. “Okay Ben, give me a full house.”

Looking down at the way she was stretched around the massive girth of her husband, Josh wondered if what she was suggesting would be possible. He held his slick tip against her opening and pushed. She opened around him and he sank slowly inside. Josh kept pushing until his full length was buried in her backside.

Jade let out a low groan and moved slowly, wriggling on the two cocks. “Oh, fuck, yeah. There’s enough meat in there to feed a family of four.”

She slowly rocked between the men. Josh could feel Kenny’s huge cock sliding against his. A tight, hot hole was always a good place to be, but the extra pressure he felt against his dick added immeasurably to the pleasure. With Ria and Hubby, Josh had felt Hubby’s cock move against his, but comparing that to Kenny’s was like comparing a grass snake to a python. This was so much more—

“Oh, yeah...” Jade’s arms and legs trembled. “Oh, fuck yeah. That’s real…”

Josh felt Kenny push in deeper, and she grunted. He pushed in, too, making her grunt even louder. He and Kenny thrust harder still and Jade shook, her muscles squeezing tight as spasms racked her body. As both men fucked her hard, Jade screamed and writhed between them.

Kenny grunted, and Josh felt the huge cock twitch and pulse. He moved faster to come at the same time, but this’d be his third, and his body didn’t seem ready to let go yet.

Jade was whispering to Kenny, kissing his jaw as he came inside her.

Josh felt like an outsider—even though he was buried in her backside and separated from her husband’s still-unloading cock by only the wall of membrane. Jade was moaning again. He heard her tell Kenny she was going to come again, and that did it for Josh. He pounded her hard, sliding in and out of her snug, wonderfully slick hole. As soon as he felt the spasm of her orgasm, he shot his load into the dark depths of her body.

“Oh, there he goes.” Jade covered her husband’s face in kisses, whispering about the bull firing his muck into her back door, making it three out of three.

Josh pulled out and sat back on his haunches, watching Jade and Kenny cuddle in the afterglow. Now the sex was over, he was excluded from that closeness. Isolated.

Jade finally rolled off her husband and looked up at Josh. She stroked his chest. “Five stars, no doubt about it.”

He smiled. “I had a great time.” Looking at Kenny, he added, “You’re a lucky man. She’s something else.”

Kenny chuckled. “Yes she is.”

Jade patted his leg. “You can stay the night if you want. You’ll need to shower, though—it’s through there.”

He shook his head. “No, I need to get back.” Truth was, he knew he’d be in the way. They’d used him to get their kicks, and now they probably wanted to be alone to enjoy each other.

She knelt up on the bed and pulled Josh close, kissing him gently on the lips. This was the first kiss he’d had from her. “Thank you, Ben. I loved everything we did.”

“Me too.” He squeezed her hand, then climbed off the bed and headed back downstairs. As he was pulling on his clothes, Kenny came down wearing a t-shirt and shorts. The men shook hands, and then Josh was outside in the damp night air, feeling sated yet completely alone.

After driving home, he showered and fell exhausted into bed. He dreamt he was enjoying a threesome, but it wasn’t the voluptuous and substantial Jade who was trapped between him and Kenny. It was the leggy and lithe Ria with Kenny’s big thick cock filling her cunt and Ben’s angry cock pounding her beautiful arse until she cried and wept.

Josh jerked awake, startled by the clarity of his dream, and a little shocked at the intensity of his anger. Checking his phone, he saw it was a little after four in the morning. He lay in the dark for fifteen minutes, then decided he wouldn’t be able to get back to sleep.

He grabbed his dressing gown, then padded through to the living room and fired up his laptop. Duke and Duchess wanted to see him, suggesting Wednesday night. They’d attached a photo. Both were somewhere in their forties and dressed up nice, him in a tux and her in a long gown. She had a great figure, short-cropped blonde hair and large dangly earrings.

Josh accepted their invite without really thinking about it, staring at the photo of the next woman he was going to fuck.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 18

Josh looked up, surprised, as Andy appeared at his desk. His boss was smiling, though, which was good news.

“Hey, I’ve just been told by the tech guys that we’re in a position to give Gly-Po a quick demo of what we’ve done so far. Want to invite them down?”

Josh grinned. “That was quick.”

“It’s only early stages, but it’d be better to give them an idea of what they’ll be getting now so that any issues can be sorted out early doors.”

He nodded. “Great, I’ll phone them today.”

Andy gave him a thumbs up as he walked away.

Ian, Josh’s opposite number at Gly-Po, was also pleasantly surprised by how quickly things were moving, and suggested meeting on Thursday morning. In a rush of enthusiasm, Josh confirmed the visit with Andy, Conor and Laura, and then talked things through with the tech guys so he fully understood how the product demo was going to work.

Since things were moving along nicely, Josh decided to treat himself to a nice coffee from the café downstairs.

* * * *

On Wednesday evening, Josh entered the Twickenham address for Duke and Duchess into his sat-nav and headed off in his car, a bottle of chilled champagne in a cool-bag on the passenger seat. It wasn’t until he’d been driving for half an hour that he realised how close the route would take him to Richmond, where Ria lived.

He pushed her out of his mind, deciding instead to concentrate on the hotwives who still wanted his services. His dates with Alice and Jade had been a lot more enjoyable than those immediately after his faux pas at Ria’s house, and he was hoping the one with Duchess would be just as successful.

After parking on the road outside their large detached house, Josh walked up the drive. The door opened just as he was about to ring the bell.

“Ben, isn’t it?” asked the tall, distinguished man who’d been in the photo.

Josh held out his hand. “Yeah, good to meet you.”

“Please, come in.”

Duke led him through a hall with a mosaic-tiled floor and into a large living room, then through a set of French doors into a small room overlooking a garden illuminated by lights. Josh noted the quarry tile floor, several huge terracotta pots filled with ferns, and two wicker couches. It was probably a lovely place to sit on a summer’s day, but a little less impressive on a cold December evening.

Duchess rose from her couch, holding out her hand and flashing a very nice smile. “Hi, Ben.”

She was tall and slim, dressed all in black—knee-length dress, nylons and patent leather high heels. Like in the photo, she wore long dangly earrings.

“Hi.” He shook her hand and offered her the bottle.

“Thank you.” She passed it to her husband and settled her big hazel eyes back on Josh. “I’m sorry for insisting we meet on a school night, but Duke and I have other commitments on weekends.”

“It’s not a problem.”

“Good. How about a drink?”

“Sure.”

“I’m happy to drink your bubbly, but we have most things if you’d prefer something else.”

“Bubbly’s fine.”

As Duke went to fix the drinks, Duchess stepped close and pressed her body up against Josh’s. In her heels, she was almost as tall as him. She smiled seductively. “You’re younger than I imagined.”

“Is that a problem?”

She laughed. “When a woman hits forty, younger men are never a problem. Are older woman a problem for you?”

“Definitely not.”

“Good.”

Duke returned with three glasses of champagne. Josh sat down first and Duke sat next to him. Duchess sat on the opposite couch. They drank and made small talk about the miserable weather and their Christmas plans. Apparently Duke and Duchess had a teenage daughter in boarding school who’d soon be returning for the holidays, and a skiing trip was planned for early in the New Year. Josh wondered if visiting their daughter was the reason they couldn’t meet on weekends.

Once the drinks were finished, Duchess put her glass down and sat back.

“We usually like to start our evenings with Duke getting me ready for the bull. Is that okay with you, Ben?”

“No problem.”

“Good.” She uncrossed her legs and placed her feet wide apart, then moved so she was sitting at the front edge of the cushion. Slowly, she hitched up her dress to reveal lace stockings-tops and suspenders. There were no panties; Josh could see a neatly trimmed landing strip. After dragging her fingertip slowly through her folds, she looked expectantly at her husband.

Duke dropped to his knees and crawled across the tiled floor, settling himself between her feet. As he kissed and lapped between her legs, Duchess held eye contact with Josh. After just a couple of minutes her eyelids fluttered, and she opened her mouth wide to let out a sigh.

“That’s enough!” She smiled at Josh as Duke backed away. “He’s not allowed to make me come. That’s your treat.”

“I’ll try my best.”

“Good. Follow me.” Rising from the couch, she smoothed down her dress and walked inside through the French doors. Both men followed.

Duchess was waiting in the centre of the living room. “Duke doesn’t do clean-up, so I always insist on bulls using a rubber.”

“That’s fine.”

“Out of interest, do you always use condoms?”

“Usually, but not always. I have regular check-ups, but it depends on the circumstances.”

She held up a packet. “I like ribbed ones.”

He chuckled. “Okay.”

“I also like being fucked standing up.”

“Works for me.”

“And I’d like you to keep your suit on for now. You look very dashing. I, on the other hand…” She slipped the dress off her shoulders and allowed it to slide past her bare breasts and down her stockinged legs. “Like to look like the slut that I am.”

As she stepped towards Josh, Duke picked up the dress and draped it over an arm of the couch.

Duchess had smallish breasts, a flat tummy and long, shapely legs. She glanced at Duke, who quickly retrieved a tall stool from by the window and placed it in the middle of the room, then retreated to his armchair.

She stepped close to Josh and dropped to her knees, holding a condom already released from the pack. She unzipped his trousers. He was already hard and she gave an appreciative smile as she pulled him out. Gripping the base with one hand, she rolled the condom down as far as it would reach.

Duchess stood and, facing her husband, placed her feet a wide step apart and bent forward to rest her hands on the stool. Josh moved behind and ran a hand down over her hip. Her height in the heels meant there was no need for him to bend. He dragged the tip of his cock through her outer lips to get the condom coated with the wetness Duke’s attentions had induced, then eased the end inside. Gripping her hips, he sank deep.

Duchess let out a loud groan. Josh pulled back and pushed in again. Soon she was rocking back onto his thrusts, setting her earrings swinging. Her moans got louder until she screamed her release.

He didn’t let up and fucked her hard, exploring her breasts and teasing her nipples with his hands. Condoms dulled the sensation, so he lasted a lot longer than he had with Jade. While Duke sat in silence, Duchess moaned throughout and squealed as she came again.

Josh felt the first tingles of his own orgasm. He increased the speed and force of his thrusts, gasping as he came. Duchess sobbed and wriggled her hips.

When he pulled out, he removed the flooded condom and tied a knot in it, then rolled on a second straightaway.

“What are you doing?” she asked, looking over her shoulder.

“I can go again whenever you’re ready.”

Her eyebrows went up. “That’s why I enjoy younger bulls so much.” She stepped over to the side of her husband’s chair and turned so they were both facing Josh. Then she bent a leg and rested a heeled foot on the arm. “Come and get it.”

Josh moved close and entered her without preamble. Duchess groaned and slipped her arms around his neck. Holding her body close, he performed his task while the husband and wife stared into each other’s faces. This time lasted even longer, though Duchess didn’t achieve her third orgasm until just before Josh came.

Afterwards, they sat down to get their breaths back. Duke replenished their glasses and Duchess seemed perfectly comfortable to be practically naked while sipping champagne with the fully dressed men.

She looked at Josh. “I enjoyed your staying power.”

He smiled but didn’t reply in case Duke had any problems in that department.

“Are you able to stay the night? We have a lovely spare bedroom.” She grinned. “Duke doesn’t mind sleeping in there.”

Although he hadn’t planned on staying, a full night in bed with Duchess was appealing. “I can stay if you want.”

“Super. Perhaps, when you’ve recharged your batteries, we could let Duke watch in the bedroom before we send him off to his own room with a box of tissues.”

Duke chuckled, apparently not offended at all.

After chatting a little longer, Duchess led them upstairs to the master bedroom. Josh stood in the middle while she removed his jacket and unbuttoned the shirt. She kissed and stroked his chest as she pushed it off. Then she dropped to her knees and undid his trousers, kissing and nuzzling his balls while pumping his cock, which was soon fully hard and ready to go again.

Another pack of condoms was retrieved from the bedside cabinet. She rolled onto the bed, opened her legs and dropped the condoms between her knees.

He fitted the condom, climbed on top and fucked her in missionary until she came, then doggie style until he came.

After Duke had left for his own room—and presumably his own release—Duchess removed her shoes, stockings and suspender belt and she and Josh slipped between the sheets. They lay in silence, her arm around his waist, his around her shoulders.

Although Duchess was physically his type—he was into legs more than boobs—Josh had found Alice and Jade much more enjoyable. He’d felt a connection with them that was completely absent with Duchess. It felt like there was a barrier between them, like an emotional condom.

Josh must have fallen asleep; he was woken by Duchess sucking his cock. The room was darker, with only a trace of light coming through the open door. He lay still and enjoyed the physical pleasure. Once he grew hard, she moved up the bed and straddled him. Kissing his jawline, she reached down and guided him inside her. There was no condom and the warm wetness of her sex felt so much sweeter.

He sighed at the sensation but worried she may have forgotten. “I thought you always insisted—”

“Duke insists they always wear them.” She ground herself on him. “I prefer to feel flesh.”

“Isn’t that being deceitful?”

“I may be a cheating slut, but I’m not deceitful. I’ll tell him I took you bare, and I know he’ll get all excited by the thought if it.”

Josh didn’t really understand their mentality but decided to stop worrying about it and enjoy the ride.

“Don’t you prefer to be inside me without the condom?”

“Oh yeah.” He tried not to think about the health of the other bulls she’d sneakily taken bare.

“Well then.” She slid her knees up and rocked faster. When she came, she screamed loud enough for Duke to hear.

By the time he drove out of Twickenham, his opinion of Duchess had changed. He got the impression she enjoyed being a hotwife much more when Duke wasn’t there. In the living room it’d been like fucking a robot; later, in the privacy of the bed, she’d given much more.

The traffic was a nightmare, and he’d probably be late for work. As he approached the A316, he suddenly made the turn to drive through St Margarets, which went over Richmond Bridge. Without understanding why, he decided to drive past Ria’s house. He knew he was being childish, as if being close would make her log onto the website and reply to his emails.

As he turned into the road where she lived, his heart began to race. He drove slowly past her house and saw only a Mini in the drive. He tried to remember what cars were there on the nights he’d visited, but couldn’t. Was Ria in and Hubby at work?

At the first side road after her house, he turned around and parked at the kerb a few yards before her drive on the opposite side of the road. He was torn between ringing her bell and explaining why he’d behaved as he had in the hallway that night, or getting the hell out of her road before she reported him for stalking. But he couldn’t move just yet. Josh imagined her walking around inside, her long legs striding between the large, airy rooms as she went about her normal day.

To his dismay, the front door opened and Ria stepped out. His heart ached as he watched her walk to her car. She wore jeans, ankle boots and a leather jacket, her hair pulled back into a ponytail. Having taken just a few steps towards her Mini, she saw him. The shock was evident in her face.

Josh got out of his car as she walked towards him.

“Hi.” He flashed a smile but resisted the urge to reach out for her.

“What the fuck are you doing here?”

The venom in her voice made him lose track of what he’d wanted to say. “I…er...”

“Coming to our house uninvited is not acceptable.”

He tried another smile. “I’m know, and I’m sorry. I was just passing and—”

“I don’t believe you, and I can’t believe you’d come here, to my home.”

“I just wondered why you hadn’t replied to my emails.”

“Why d’you think?” She snorted. “You pretended to understand, saying you were there for both of us. It was all going so well, and I really enjoyed what we did together.”

“So why won’t you answer my—?”

“You know why. What you did… What we did went against everything agreed between Hubby and I. It was tantamount to me cheating on him.”

He shook his head. “I’m sorry, but I just wanted you so badly. I was overcome with… And you didn’t stop me. You enjoyed it.”

“Yes, but I should have stopped it immediately. I’m sorry, Ben.”

“Josh.”

She frowned. “Sorry?”

“Josh. My real name’s—”

“I don’t care. Jesus!” She took a deep breath. “Hubby doesn’t want us to use your services anymore. That’s why I haven’t replied to your emails.”

“I let him suck me off.”

“You kept telling me you were there for both of us.”

“Yeah, but—”

“I’m sorry.” She shook her head.

Josh’s phone started to ring. He slipped his hand in his pocket and refused the call. “Ria, please. I think about you all the time. I can’t stop—”

“No! Don’t say anymore, please.” She shook her head slowly. “I love my husband. I want other men for sex, nothing more. I wanted you for sex, but I didn’t want you. I thought you understood all that.”

Josh looked down and nodded. He took a deep breath, then looked back into her beautiful eyes. “I’m sorry, Ria. I really am. If I could take it back, I would.”

She gave him a sad smile. “I’m sorry, too. What we did was fun, but I’m afraid it’ll never happen again.” She gave a shrug, then turned and walked over to her car.

He knew he’d never see her again. The coldness in his stomach now genuinely hurt. His phone started ringing again. He took it out, saw it was Laura. He accepted the call.

“Hi.”

“Josh, where are you?”

He checked his watch; it was only 9.20, and the company operated a flexible hours system. “I’m stuck in traf—”

“The Gly-Po guys have been here for half an hour.”

Fuck! “Shit. Sorry, I’ve had car trouble. Can you get Andy to—?”

“He’s already started.”

“Right.” He struggled to think as his pulse shot up through the roof. “Look, it’ll take me another twenty-five minutes or so to get there, then I’ll need to find somewhere to park and—”

“Where are you now?”

“Richmond.”

“What are you doing out there, or shouldn’t I ask?”

He sighed. “I had car trouble.”

“Get here as soon as you can, okay?”

“Yeah. Can you apologise to Ian on my behalf?”

“It’s not him you need to worry about. Andy looks really pissed off.”

“Fuck. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

By the time he arrived at work, it was just after ten. The meeting room was empty, and Laura wasn’t at her desk. He went straight to Andy’s office.

“Ah, the wanderer returns. Nice of you to pop in.”

“I’m sorry, Andy. I had car trouble.”

His manager frowned, then nodded at his suit. “Do you always tart yourself up for fixing the car?”

“What? No.” He laughed, trying to make light of the fact he was wearing a suit, which he never did for work. “I stayed with friends last night in Twickenham. On the way back I broke down and had to wait for the AA. I thought I’d have time to go home and change before the meeting.”

“Is it sorted now?”

“What?”

“Your car.”

“Oh. Yeah.”

“Laura’s taken the Gly-Po guys downstairs for a coffee, I suggest you go join them.”

“Right, yeah. Cheers. And sorry again.” He opened the office door.

“Josh.”

“Yeah?”

“Laura did really well earlier. She’d guessed all the things they’d ask about and had prepared some good slides.”

He nodded, wondering if Andy regretted not choosing her to lead the project. “Yeah, she’s good.”

“Agreed. But she was only able to do that because you’d kept her informed with everything that’s happened, and everything you want to happen. So, well done. Call it your saving grace.”

Josh let out a sigh. “Thanks.”

Andy nodded down at his feet. “You’ll catch cold, walking around without socks in this weather.”

Josh laughed and headed downstairs. Laura waved from their table and got him a coffee while he made his apologies. After Ian and his colleague had left to catch the train back to Loughborough, Josh offered to buy Laura lunch to thank her for saving his bacon.

They headed back down to where they’d had coffee less than two hours earlier and sat at a quiet table overlooking the foyer.

“So,” she said, smirking, “are those your shagging clothes?”

Josh took a breath. “Sometimes I wonder if it’s all worth it.”

“I thought it was all gorgeous dirty women who’re only interested in sex?”

“Oh yeah. After the morning I’ve just had, that’d slipped my mind.”
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Chapter 19

It normally took Josh fifteen minutes to get home from work on the Underground. On Thursday evening, while sitting in rush-hour traffic, he cursed himself again for not leaving Duke and Duchess’s house earlier, and for not avoiding Richmond altogether.

Ria’s tirade still hurt. Almost nine hours later, he still felt hollow inside. It had been foolish to fall for her in the first place, but downright idiotic to go to her house. The angry, contemptuous woman from this morning seemed so far removed from the relaxed, gorgeous socialite who’d sipped champagne in the kitchen wearing nothing but her cum-splattered shoes.

Fatigue was setting in by the time he finally arrived home. He’d had hardly any sleep during his night with Duchess, and then his spat with Ria and the missed meeting had left him emotionally drained. With no appetite, he watched the news for a bit and went to bed before eight.

Lying in the dark, he could see Ria’s smile, hear her moans, and even smell the perfume she’d worn. Fucking her downstairs had been a gaffe, but nothing compared to the complete and utter fuck-up he’d made by falling in love with her.

He thought of all the other hotwives he’d seen and wondered why she’d been ‘the one’. Some of the others had been just as attractive, just as sexy, and maybe even more thrilling sexually. He still got a tingle at the memory of Angela jilling herself off as she urged him to come in her face. He’d get aroused remembering Della’s oral skills, and he had some really fond memories of Alice. And then there’d been Jade, who’d taken sexy to an entirely new level.

But despite all the great sex he’d had, the time that stuck in his mind more than any other was with Ria in the middle of the night. There’d been no slutty behaviour or dirty-talk, just tenderness under the covers. It had been the only time during the last six months when he felt like he’d mattered, rather than just his cock. In his mind, Ria hadn’t fucked Ben on that occasion; she’d made love to Josh.

Maybe that had been where it all started to go wrong. Though he’d told Laura that life as a bull was all about gorgeous women who’re only interested in sex, he’d failed to admit—even to himself—that most people needed more than that.

He eventually fell asleep and didn’t wake until his alarm went off almost ten hours later.

After an early morning run, he showered and travelled to work in his usual clothes by the usual means and had a much more relaxing day. He and Laura updated the details on SharePoint to include everything discussed with Ian the day before.

Andy called him into his office after lunch. “I’ve just had a meeting with Brendan, and he wanted me to tell you he’s very impressed with the way you’re handling your current project.”

“Wow. Thanks.” Josh sat in the seat opposite, relieved.

“We’ve had another enquiry from a Dutch company about updating their communications network.”

“Cool.”

Andy nodded. “And what they’re after has a lot in common with the system we’re providing for Gly-Po. Brendan thought it’d be logical for your team to handle this project, too.”

“Wow again.”

“The three of you seem to work well together but, like I said before, if you find you’re getting swamped, I can move someone else across to lend a hand.”

Josh nodded but didn’t think it’d be necessary. Conor was a great worker, and Laura was… “Andy?”

“Problem?”

“No. But would it be okay with you if I asked Laura to lead this one?”

“Do you think it’d too much for you to lead both?”

“Not at all. But I think it’d be good for Laura. I also think she’d do a brilliant job.”

Andy sat back and stared at him, then smiled. “I’ll see what she thinks.”

An hour later, Laura walked over with large latte and a cream cake, which she placed on Josh’s desk. “Thank you, but why?”

“Why what?”

“Why would you pass up the chance to shine yet again and increase your chances of promotion?”

“I’m hoping we can both shine.”

Laura nodded, then looked around the office to make sure nobody else could hear them. “Sometimes, I wish you had a vagina.”

He laughed out loud. “Thanks, I think.”

* * * *

Josh decided to have a quiet weekend away from the cuckolding website. He watched a movie, did some overdue DIY and watched the match in the pub with a nice meal and a few pints. On Sunday afternoon he lay on his sofa with a new book, and his mother called in the evening to tell him about her weekend in Paris. She spent twenty minutes describing every building and area they’d visited. Josh listened with a little sadness; his only trip to Paris had been with Olivia in the days when she’d only wanted one man in her life.

“…Champs-Élysées, the Arc de Triomphe and the Louvre. Did you know Paris even has its own Statue of Liberty?”

“Yes, Mum. It sounds like you had a great time.”

“Oh, we did. It was wonderful, so thank you.”

“You’re welcome. It’s not every day that you’re fifty-four.”

“Fifty-three, and you know it.”

He chuckled.

“Anyway,” she said, “I have something to tell you.”

“Oh?”

“Me and Brian have been seeing a lot of each other and, well, it seems silly us both having a house.”

He grinned. “Did you get married in Paris?”

“What? No, of course not. Do you remember Jean Butler?”

“Yeah, I used to walk her dog when I was a teenager.”

“Oh yes, I’d forgotten that. Well, she’s moving into a care home. She’s selling her house and knows I’ve always liked it—the garden’s lovely. She told me she wouldn’t bother with an estate agent if I wanted it.”

“So you and Brian are selling up and moving in together?”

“Would that be alright with you?”

“Of course. I can see that he makes you happy, and I’m really pleased you’ve found him.”

“It’s nice to have someone there all the time, just to share the little things with.”

“Yeah, I’m sure it is.” Josh glanced around his empty flat.

“Brian’s suggested we see Barcelona in the spring.”

“That sounds like a great idea. Who are they playing?”

“The city, you fool, not the football team.” She chuckled. “Anyway, you’ll have better things to do with your evening than listen to me drone on. I just wanted to thank you again for the trip.”

“You’re welcome. Bye, Mum.”

“Night, love.”

After he’d cut the call, Josh sighed. He stared aimlessly at the muted TV for a while, then bolted forward to look closer at the screen. Either his mind was playing tricks on him, or he’d just caught a glimpse of Ria in the audience of some sort of awards ceremony. He grabbed the remote, turned on the sound, then hit rewind. The MC was announcing the award for an investigative documentary about corruption in South America. The camera panned to a table of about ten people, where Ria, wearing a shiny halter-necked gown, smiled broadly as she applauded. The five men at the table stood and made their way onto the stage. They all had dark hair, so Josh couldn’t tell which one had sucked him off.

The fact that Hubby was an award-winning TV journalist made Josh feel even more childish and naïve for thinking she’d be interested in someone just because of the size of his dick.

He turned off the TV and picked up his book, deciding to lose himself in another world for a while.

* * * *

As he had no meetings planned during the following week, Josh arranged to work from home for a couple of days to write up a report on the current system the Dutch company was using. He had a productive first day, which lifted his spirits enough to order the next two novels in the series he’d enjoyed at the weekend.

He clicked the icon for the cuckolding website—more out of habit than anything else—and skimmed through his messages. None of them grabbed his attention. If he couldn’t get interested in any of the gorgeous selfies on display, it was probably time to call an end to his life as a bull.

He was about to close his laptop when he received a private message from a guy asking if he’d be ‘good enough to discuss the possibility of a meeting’.

Josh laughed; the dynamics of the cuckolding lifestyle were definitely weird. Where else would men be this polite when asking someone to fuck their wife?

He sent a quick reply: Sure, fire away. Then he shut down his laptop and headed off to bed.

* * * *

Josh had started work early and had just stopped for brunch when he received another message from the polite guy. Apparently he had enjoyed sharing his beautiful wife with numerous bulls and was now looking for someone to take charge in the bedroom.

Though not sure whether he still wanted to carry on offering his services, Josh felt he owed this guy a reply. He decided to try and find out just what sort of thing he and his wife were into.

Hello

Every husband thinks his wife is beautiful, which is exactly as it should be.

I always take control in the bedroom.

Tell me about your arrangement, and what each of you want out of a meet.

Travel not an issue for me.

He gave brief details of himself and asked a host of questions like what he should call them, how old the hotwife was, why they’d started wife-sharing, what sorts of things they’d enjoyed in the past, and how she liked to be controlled in the bedroom. He was probably being too intrusive, but they lived in the north-west and he wasn’t prepared to make a 400-mile round trip if the husband wanted to suck him off.

After finishing work for the day and enjoying a quick gym session, he returned to his laptop and a new reply from the polite guy, who was apparently called Harry.

Harry had answered all of Josh’s questions. In detail. The couple used their real names. Michelle was a 29-year-old petite brunette who liked to be used as a fuck-toy, and Harry didn’t want to be humiliated or have any contact with the bull. They sounded perfect—until Josh read Harry’s answer to his question about how she liked to be controlled:

She told me her regular bull was too polite and too considerate. Then he fell for her. She wants a ‘bad-boy’ to use her in any way he wishes without wanting any emotional connection.

Josh chewed his lip. He didn’t see himself as a bad boy and the situation had disturbing echoes of his mistake with Ria. Although it made him feel better that he wasn’t the only bull to make that error, he decided a date with Harry and Michelle would be best avoided. He wasn’t anything like the type of bull they were looking for. It was a shame because Harry sounded like a nice guy.

But then he saw the three images attached to the email. When he clicked the first one, his jaw dropped. A woman wearing only cream underwear looked over her shoulder at the camera, her expression suggesting she hadn’t known she was going to be photographed.

She had a body to die for and her face was unbelievably pretty.

Josh checked the email again; the photo had been taken today. He opened the other two pictures. They showed Michelle in smart blouse and trousers. One was a full body shot, showing her amazing figure, and the other a close-up of her face. She had long brown hair, big brown eyes and a sexy mouth. She was stunning.

Just looking at her made his cock twitch; the thought of fucking her made him tingle all over. If she wanted a bad boy, then he’d have to pretend to be one.

He was wearing a t-shirt and pyjama bottoms but decided to take a selfie anyway. He took three, chose one and attached it to his reply, confirming that he was happy to travel and that they discuss what should happen on the date.

* * * *

Josh read Harry’s reply while eating his breakfast:

Hi Ben

Michelle liked your picture and would be very happy for us to arrange a date. If you don’t mind travelling, we’re happy to host.

You mentioned that we should discuss what happens. Am I allowed to make requests? I ask because I’ve never done this before. Michelle has arranged everything.

Harry

Ps Michelle also wanted a photo of your cock. She says she doesn’t want to get all excited if you don’t measure up ��

Josh smiled at the postscript but had no intention of sending a dick-pic. Ever.

He wondered about the dynamics within Harry and Michelle’s relationship. Most of the couples he’d serviced had agreed their own agendas for the date before he arrived. If Harry was still asking if he could make requests, then that suggested that while Michelle was at least trying to satisfy Harry, she might have been concentrating on her own needs first.

He tapped out a reply:

Harry

Of course you can make requests — the date is for both of you.

What usually happens is the husband and wife decide what they both want, and then tell me.

However, since Michelle has asked you to arrange the next date, perhaps she’d prefer if you and I sort out the details. By all means, tell me what you want.

Regards, Ben

PS I have never taken a picture of my penis, and I don’t intend starting now. You can assure Michelle that she won’t be disappointed.

Josh sent the message and then left for work. He had a catch-up meeting with Laura and Conor, then went back to his desk.

Though he had plenty to be getting on with, his mind kept drifting back to the photographs of Michelle. The thought of servicing her was a little too distracting. At lunchtime he went for a walk and checked his messages from his phone.

Hi Ben

Thanks for not sending a photo of your cock ��

When we first got into this, Michelle would pick up a guy who was willing to fuck her while I watched. It’s ironic that you’re ex-military, because for the first few times we’d book a room in a town with a barracks and she’d go out and come back with a soldier eager to fuck her.

Later she signed up to cuckolding websites and picked bulls from there. While reading forums she learned about denial and humiliation, and assumed I’d enjoy it.

I was made to wear a chastity device and denied sex for long periods. I also performed some acts because I knew she wanted me to. I wanked one bull off in her face, performed clean-up more than once, and let a bull come in my mouth after he’d fucked Michelle. I didn’t enjoy any of these.

I’ve also allowed her to fuck me up the backside with a strap-on while her bull took her anally. Again, this wasn’t something I enjoyed, but it was something I knew she wanted.

I enjoy watching her, but I also liked when she stroked me while with a bull.

Harry

Josh blinked. The guy had made a lot of sacrifices for his wife. He felt a strange obligation to give Harry a night he could enjoy fully. He replied to say that in the past, husbands had helped him to pleasure their wives, and asked if Michelle would object to taking two men at the same time.

And then he returned to the office to do the job he was being paid to do.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 20

Harry’s reply was already in Josh’s inbox by the time he got home. The email was short but enlightening:

Taking two guys at the same time would not be problem for Michelle. She once took on five bulls in a two-hour gangbang.

My only worry is that she doesn’t see me as bull material.

After the initial shock, Josh imagined the gorgeous woman in the photo being gangbanged by five bulls, and his cock twitched inside his pants. He put the kettle on and went to get changed while thinking about how to respond.

He’d become disillusioned with life as a bull. It wasn’t just about Ria, though she’d played a big part in his decision. In truth, he wished he hadn’t had the date with Duke and Duchess, because his night with Jade and Kenny would have been the perfect swansong. But now he found himself wanting to help Harry as much as he wanted to fuck Michelle. Josh decided that she’d be his final hotwife.

Hi Harry

I don’t think you need to worry about being bull material, you’re much more important than that. You’re her husband.

For our date, I want Michelle to wear black—dress, underwear and high heels. She should also wear stockings with a suspender-belt. Tell her to wear her hair down and to apply makeup like in the photo you took.

Are you free this weekend? I could drive up Saturday if convenient…

Regards, Ben

After he’d sent the message, he opened the three photos of Michelle again. As he stared at her big brown eyes and fabulous figure, he knew he’d be going out with a bang.

* * * *

As Josh waited on their doorstep, bottle of red in hand, he kept reminding himself that Michelle wanted a bad boy. He’d have to slip into that role once he’d handed over his gift.

The door opened and he shook hands with Harry.

The guy took the bottle with a surprised grin. “Thanks. Come and meet Michelle.”

She was standing in the middle of the living room, all in black as requested. She looked fabulous.

Harry offered a drink, and Josh nodded at the wine. While her husband was out of the room, Michelle motioned toward the couch. “Shall we?”

Josh sat down and she settled next to him. Her perfume was strong and intoxicating, but he tried not to let it bother him. He was still wondering how to generate a little attitude, as if he were used to taking charge in the bedroom.

Harry returned with their drinks and sat in the armchair opposite. He looked nervous.

Josh sat back. “Harry, maybe you could give me an idea of how much you’ve done since you started sharing your wife?”

“Sure.”

“How many bulls has Michelle seen?”

He frowned and glanced at his wife. “Twenty?”

“Twenty-four.” She looked into Josh’s eyes. “That’s how many different men I’ve had inside me since we started this eleven months ago. And there were two more who I sucked off but didn’t fuck.”

Josh tried not to look startled by her bluntness. “And how many times have you been fucked in total?”

Michelle laughed. “Now that I don’t know. But it’s a lot. Easily over a hundred, maybe even two hundred. Most of the guys did me two or three times a night, and one bull I saw a lot of had me six times a night on three different occasions.”

Jeez. “You sound pretty hard to please.”

She pushed his arm and flashed a stunning smile. “No, that’s not true. I’m fairly easy to please, I promise. And if the bull’s up for more, I don’t turn him away. That would be rude on my part.”

“So you’re not insatiable?”

“Definitely not. I’ve been satiated many, many times.”

“Good.” Time to show her who’s in charge. “Okay, I’d like you to walk across the room and stand by Harry’s chair.”

Michelle frowned. “Why?”

“Because I want to look at you. Oh, and Michelle?”

“Yes?”

“Please don’t question any more of my requests.” He kept his voice quiet but firm.

Her eyes seemed to go cold for a second, but she stood and walked over to stand by her husband.

Josh took a sip of wine and admired her body. “Now I think it’s time I saw a little more of you. Would you take off your dress, please?”

Josh’s cock twitched when he saw her in only black underwear and stockings. Her body was flawless. Michelle could be a model, no doubt about it. He decided to push a little harder. Michelle was a bit too sure of herself, and if she wanted a bad boy, who was he to argue? “I’d like to see you walk around the room, please.” While she glared at him, he asked Harry to close the curtains.

She didn’t move.

“Michelle, I’m not asking you to parade around in your underwear as if this were a cattle market. I’m asking you because I love the female form.” He smiled, trying to appear as if he were relenting a little. “Over the course of the next few hours I’m going to grow very familiar with your body, but, as of this moment, it’s unfamiliar. My opportunity to look at you and wonder what you’ll be like to touch is a passing experience and I want to make the most of it.”

She nodded, then slowly paced around the room with a panther’s grace.

“Harry, come sit next to me.”

Michelle stood facing the men.

Josh nodded toward the armchair. “Please, sit down.” He watched as she obeyed, slowly crossing her legs. She was rightfully confident in her own body. “Now, I’d like you to tell me about one of your favourite experiences with a bull.”

She looked thoughtful, then smiled. “We were in Portugal with Lucas. He was my BBC. Great body and ten-inch cock. It was a sunny day and we were outside by the pool. I got Harry to cover me in oil and then told Lucas to fuck me. I knew it’d probably be our last time and I wanted him to fuck me hard.”

“Why the last time?”

She looked slightly wistful. “He was great, but he’d started breaking the rules, wanting things a bull shouldn’t want.”

Ah, the bull who fell for her. Josh could understand why. “So, how was the sex that last time?”

“Intense. I think he’d sensed it was our last time as well.”

“Describe it. And while you’re telling me about it, I want you to touch yourself—but only through your panties. And don’t make yourself come. You’re not allowed to come yet.”

She opened her legs and started to run a finger over the gusset of her black panties. “I suppose ‘hard and long’ is the best way to describe it. His cock was hard and long, and the sex itself hard and long. I told him to be rough, to hurt me. He didn’t disappoint. He battered me with his cock, plunging as deep as he could, over and over.” She smiled distantly. “I lost count of the number of times I came. At the end I made him withdraw. I wanted to see him come, to feel his hot jizz splatter on my body.”

“I thought you preferred bulls to come inside you?”

“Yes, usually. But that time I wanted to see it, feel it. And I wanted Harry to see it, too. He was filming it and taking photos, so I wanted it to look as good as it felt.”

“Okay, you can stop touching yourself now.”

She smirked. “Was that the sort of thing you wanted to hear?”

She’d gained confidence, but Josh wasn’t going to admit how much he’d enjoyed her performance. It was time to reassert himself. “I’d like you to remove your stockings but leave your suspender belt on.”

He watched with anticipation as she frowned but rolled the sheer nylon down her perfect legs. “Put your shoes back on, please.” He pointed to the far wall. “Then go and stand over there.”

Michelle did so, and as Josh got up, he asked Harry to return to the armchair. He went to stand next to Michelle, and placed a hand on her waist. Her skin was soft and warm. “I want you to look at your husband.”

She glanced over Josh’s shoulder and smiled at Harry.

“Now, I want you to run your hand over my crotch.”

After a moment’s hesitation, he felt the warmth of her hand through the material. She traced the outline of his cock with her fingers.

“Tell Harry if you think what you can feel will be enough for you.”

She looked up into Josh’s eyes. “I’m sure this will be perfect.”

He walked back to the sofa and reclined a little, placing one foot up on the cushion, then invited Michelle to join him. “I want to get acquainted with your body.”

She knelt on the seat between his legs.

Slowly, he traced his fingers up her arms, over her shoulders and down her sides. She was exquisite. “Tell Harry what you think is going to happen next.”

She held his gaze for a second, then turned to look at Harry. “I think Ben’s going to tell me to take his cock out of his pants, and he’s going to ask me to suck it. Then he’s going to pull me down onto it and fuck me right here on the couch while you watch.”

Josh stared at the wide-eyed face of her husband. “Does that sound like the sort of thing you’d like to watch, Harry?”

He gave a silent nod.

Josh focused on Michelle. “Please remove your bra and panties.”

The corners of her mouth curled up as she smoothly unclasped her bra to reveal perfect breasts, then slid her panties down and discarded them.

“Okay. Now, what did you say was going to happen first?” He held his breath as she unzipped his trousers and fished out his cock. He was fully erect.

She wrapped her tiny hands around his shaft and smeared the precum that had leaked out over the head. Then she slid off the couch and knelt on the floor, parted her sexy lips, and took the entire length of him into her throat.

Josh let out a sigh and tried to keep his cool. Michelle played her tongue against the underside as she bobbed and twisted her head. He let out another sigh. Michelle made Della’s oral skills seem average. She took him deep again, her nose buried in his pubic hair and her chin resting against his balls. Although it was the last thing he wanted, he eased her off him. It’d be embarrassing to blow his load this soon.

She gave him a satisfied smile.

He needed to regain the upper hand. “Turn around and face Harry, then lower yourself down.” As she got in position, he couldn’t help admiring the perfect curve of her backside and the small dimple just above it. He positioned the thick dome of his cock at her entrance and pulled her down onto him, shuddering as her tight channel sheathed him, pleased to hear her sharp intake of breath.

Bracing her feet on the floor, she moved herself up and down on him. He thrust upwards as he pulled her down, forcing his full length inside her. She moaned but kept her eyes fixed on her husband’s. Her thighs were shaking; Josh knew she was already close.

He slid his hands up her side and reached round to caress her tits. “Ride my dick.” He thrust up into her again, and Harry leaned forward in the armchair, his eyes fixed on Michelle’s.

Josh pulled at her nipples and sank his face into her hair, inhaling her perfume and the overpowering musk of her sex. He put his mouth next to her ear. “Tell him how it feels.”

“Good. It feels good.” She was breathing heavily. “Big, and thick. It’s going… Harry, I’m going to come. I’m… Oh fuck!”

As she clenched, Josh dropped his hand and pinched her clit. She screamed and rocked, digging her nails into his thighs. Her head dropped back onto his shoulder and he felt her clench again as another orgasm wracked her body.

Time for the next part of the plan. “Michelle, tell Harry to stand up and get his dick out.”

She turned and shook her head. She was still breathless. “But Harry doesn’t like—”

“Don’t tell me what he likes. He’s not your cuckold.”

“Yes he—”

“No, Michelle, he’s not. He’s not anybody’s cuckold. He’s a stag.” Josh silently thanked Jade for this knowledge.

Before Michelle could protest, he pulled her down and pushed his cock as deep as it’d go. “Harry likes to watch you receive pleasure. It turns him on. But he doesn’t enjoy any of the humiliation or degradation that true cuckolds crave.”

“Yeah, I know. But—”

“Just listen. Though he doesn’t want any contact with me, he craves contact with you. He adores you. Worships you. He puts your pleasure above everything else.”

“I know. He loves me.”

“Right, so tell him to stand up and get his dick out.”

She nodded her head.

“He needs to hear you say it, Michelle. He likes to hear you talk dirty.”

“Harry, stand up.”

That’s better. “Tell him what you want.”

“Put your dick in my mouth.”

Josh saw Harry get up and fumble his cock out. He continued to whisper in her ear. “Michelle, you’re his vixen. Your purpose during sex is to turn your stag on. You do it by letting him watch you with other men like me, and you do it by giving him pleasure. Do you think he’s turned on now?”

“Oh yes.”

Harry’s cock was dripping precum. “So do I.” Josh winked at Harry. This was what the guy had craved all along. “Now, I don’t want to watch an oral romance between husband and wife, so I want you to tell him to fuck your face.”

He heard her take a breath, then she looked at Harry. “You heard him. Use my mouth, and don’t stop until you’ve come.”

As Harry guided himself into place, Josh pinched Michelle’s nipples and bounced her on his cock. She moaned, then suddenly gagged and gulped. Looking up, he saw Harry’s eyes squeezed shut. He was panting through clenched teeth, coming already.

She held him close and bobbed her head. Harry let out another sigh, then finally stepped back. Josh bounced Michelle harder, feeling the first tingles of his own release deep inside. She rocked and squeezed, milking his cock. He came with a grunt just as her second orgasm gripped him. His entire body trembled as he fired more spurts into her hot, ravenous body.

Eventually they stilled, both breathing hard. Josh saw Harry tuck himself back into his trousers and sit back down in the armchair.

“Uh-oh.” Michelle looked down. “Ben, I’m leaking all over your trousers.”

He remembered Ria squirting on them not long ago. “Yeah, well. What goes up must come down. They can be cleaned. Don’t move, I’ll get hard again in a minute.”

“You’re allowed a rest.”

He wrestled his jacket off. “I’ll rest after the second one. I always get hard a few minutes after the first.”

“Really?” She reached down and stroked his cock.

He could feel himself swelling already. “This time you’re going to sit on the couch.” As he got up and lowered her on the couch, he noticed the creampie slither out of her onto the cushion, relieved that Harry had no interest in lapping it up. He smiled at the guy. “What should I do to her now?”

“Fuck her hard, then come in her mouth.”

Josh smiled. Harry was enjoying himself.

Michelle seemed to be enjoying her husband’s input, too. She went straight into slut-mode, opening her legs and spreading her still-oozing sex with her fingers. “Come on, Ben. You heard the man.”

Josh rammed his cock in with a squelch. She stared up at him and he fucked her hard, bouncing her off the couch. She was squeezing and releasing with her inner muscles, bringing him off a lot sooner than he’d expected.

She’d obviously noticed. “Don’t wait until you’re on the edge. Put it in my mouth now and let me bring you off.”

He wasn’t about to refuse an offer like that. She moved so she could cup his balls in her hand, then took his full length deep into her throat again. Josh let out a grateful sigh. Her head slid back and forward on his length, her fingers squeezing and massaging his balls, coaxing them to release their load.

Josh felt the first spasm and Michelle decided to treat her husband to the spectacle. With her eyes fixed on Harry’s, she released Josh’s cock from her throat. She held her mouth wide open and her tongue out, and he fired the first powerful spurt between her lips.

She hummed in encouragement, and he shot another dollop into her mouth, then a third, over-filling her. Cum dribbled down from her lips onto her chin, then she pushed forward and took him back into her throat, making him shudder. She sucked and worked him with her tongue, and Josh closed his eyes. That had been one of the best orgasms he could remember having.

When she finally released him, he was breathing as heavily as he did after a five-mile run.

His cum had dripped from her chin onto neck and chest. She stood and looked down at herself. “I need a shower.”

Josh held her arm to stop her from leaving the room. “No, you don’t. I like you like that.”

“It’s going to cool, and go hard and flaky.”

He smiled and picked up his wine. “I know. I need to rest for a few minutes, but I reckon Harry’s ready to go again. Right, Harry?”

He saw the couple exchange a look.

Michelle looked up at Josh. “How?”

“Don’t ask me, I’m just a guest.”

“I want you from behind,” Harry said immediately. “Kneel on the floor and lean on the couch.”

Josh watched as Michelle dropped into position. She still wore her shoes and suspender belt. As she presented her fine rear end to Harry, he dropped to his knees and entered her. He fucked her hard for a good couple of minutes before pulling out and coming all over her back.

After she’d gone upstairs for a shower, Josh asked Harry for a refill and followed him into the kitchen. “So, how do you think that went?”

Harry grinned. “Great.”

“Did you enjoy joining in as much as you’d hoped?”

“It was… incredible.”

“Good.” Josh watched him closely. Harry had admitted in an email that he knew Michelle had done anal with a couple of her previous boyfriends, and he’d watched several bulls take her that way. “Still up for the other thing we discussed?”

Harry nodded. “Maybe give me another couple of hours, though. I’m not like you bulls.” He topped up Michelle’s glass and when he disappeared upstairs, Josh wandered back into the living room, which smelled of Michelle’s perfume and sex.

Harry came down a couple of minutes later, still grinning like a Cheshire cat. “Do you want to change?”

Josh looked down at his stained trousers. “Probably not worth it. As soon as your wife gets back, I expect I’ll be getting naked.”

Harry nodded, then looked thoughtful. “Is this how it usually goes when you see hotwives? Do many join in, like I did?”

“It varies a lot, depending on what the couple want. Some men like to watch, some like to listen from another room and have their wife tell them about it later, after I’ve left. There’ve been a few who lie on the bed and masturbate while I’m fucking their wife right next to them. Everybody has his own preference. What about you, then? Your email said you usually watch?”

“Yeah, I did, but it’s taken us a while to work out what we both want.”

“Is being involved better?”

“Much, much better.” He stood up and nodded at Josh’s glass. “Do you want a top-up?”

“I’m okay for now, thanks.”

Michelle came back downstairs wearing a pale blue dress and nothing on her feet. Her hair was wet, her makeup gone, and she looked sweetly stunning. She smiled at her husband and passed her empty glass. She’d drank the last one quickly. As she crossed the room, Josh could see her nipples pushing against the dress. He was sure she was naked underneath. Harry returned with a beer for himself and a fresh glass of white wine for his wife.

She sat on the couch next to Josh. “I wish we’d met you earlier. It could have saved Harry a lot of grief.”

“He doesn’t seem to be any worse off for his experiences.”

“No, I think we’ve both come a long way.” She smiled at Harry, crossed her legs and looked back at Josh. “So, what are you two going to do to me next?”

He smiled, not bothering to fabricate the bad boy persona any longer. “I’m going to take you to bed, but Harry will just be a spectator for this one.”

She flashed her fabulous brown eyes. “Sounds good to me.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 21

In the bedroom, Harry sat on a chair and Michelle looked up into Josh’s eyes, an expectant smile on her face.

“Lie on the bed,” he ordered.

Michelle settled herself onto the middle of the mattress and Josh undressed while watching her face. She smiled as he removed his shirt and smiled even wider when he dropped his trousers to reveal his hard-on. He climbed onto the bed between her legs and held himself above her.

With her gaze fixed on his, Michelle slowly pulled her dress up her legs, revealing first her smooth, toned thighs, then her bare sex. Josh slid his cock through her folds then pushed in deep, making her groan. He took her wrists and pinned them to the mattress above her head, then fucked her with long, steady thrusts.

Michelle came after only a couple of minutes, groaning and thrashing her head from side to side. Having come twice already, he’d be able to make this one last. He thrust harder, knowing both she and Harry liked it when she was used as a fuck-toy.

Josh reamed her gorgeous little body. She came again, grunting as she struggled to catch her breath. Josh was beginning to tire by the time he felt the early signs of his own release. He summoned the strength to increase the force of his final few thrusts, then pushed in deep and held still.

Michelle clenched as he flooded her, his entire body quivering. When his spasms had finally stopped, she flashed him a beautiful smile.

They lay side by side and got their breaths back, his heart thumping hard in his chest.

Michelle asked how he’d become a bull. Without going into all the details, he admitted he’d met an ex-girlfriend for coffee, and they’d ended up having sex—even though she’d married someone else. Later he’d discovered her husband had encouraged her to do it because he liked to watch, and that it had been the two of them who’d recommended he become a bull.

He already knew how Michelle had become a hotwife and didn’t think it’d be something Harry wanted to discuss, so he didn’t say any more.

Eventually, Michelle told Harry he couldn’t spend all night on the chair and the three of them settled down beneath the quilt. They lay in relaxed silence for a while, and when Michelle started to rub her leg against his, Josh got the feeling she was ready for more fun. It had been well over an hour since Harry had come over her back, so presumably he’d had enough rest.

Josh pushed the quilt down and lowered his head to her chest, sucking a nipple between his lips. As he’d expected, Harry did the same on the other side. Soon Michelle was writhing and letting out quiet little moans as they kissed and caressed her body. Josh was happy to let Harry take the lead, and he saw him run his hand down her stomach.

Michelle opened her legs and, as Harry pushed his fingers in, she took a sharp breath. Josh saw the pair of them share a look, then Michelle pushed Harry onto his back and straddled his legs. Reaching down to stroke Josh’s cock, she smiled at him and wiggled her raised backside. He didn’t need any more invitation.

As she lowered her head and took Harry into her mouth, Josh positioned himself behind her and pushed into the molten slit of her sex. He fucked her slowly as she sucked Harry’s cock.

All too quickly, Michelle ordered Josh onto his back. She straddled him and impaled herself on his cock, then reached over to her husband.

As Michelle lay down, pressing herself against Josh, Harry clambered behind her. Josh sensed the extra weight and, as Michelle let out a muted sob, he felt Harry’s cock slide into her body and move against his own through the thin membrane.

Josh pushed up and Harry responded by slowly thrusting, too. Michelle came almost immediately, squealing and crying. Neither man stopped, trapping Michelle between them as they sought their own release. When Josh finally came it was intense, wave after wave of spasms flowing through him. Harry let out a long groan, and Josh could feel his cock twitching. For a minute, their three bodies writhed and melded together. Finally, they separated and lay in a breathless silence.

Josh looked over at the pair of them. The hotwife looked exhausted and radiant; her husband looked shocked and ecstatic. Satisfied that he’d performed his duties as their bull, Josh closed his eyes and fell asleep almost immediately.

He woke later with the room in darkness. Michelle was kissing his neck and stroking his cock, which was already hard. She got on top of him and kissed his mouth. He guided his cock inside her, immediately aware that this was a similar situation to the intimate, middle-of-the-night sex he’d had with Ria. Slipping his arms around Michelle’s tiny waist, Josh held her close as she rode him. He kissed her face, smelled her hair, caressed her back and bum, losing himself in the closeness.

She moved faster, her breathing coming in short gasps. He held her tight, pushing down on her hips. She moaned into his ear as her spasm gripped him. Josh pushed up and came with her, sighing with the release of energy. They stayed where they were as they came down, and Michelle fell asleep with his cock still inside her.

He lay awake for a while, his arms wrapped around her as her heart beat against his chest. He wasn’t surprised that her previous bull had fallen for her.

* * * *

Josh woke at first light. Michelle was now lying beside him, her arm around his waist. Harry was still fast asleep.

Deciding he should let them have a private morning, Josh slipped out of bed and took his clothes onto the landing, where he quickly dressed. He crept downstairs and pulled on his jacket, then heard the stairs creak.

Michelle walked into the living room wearing a robe. “Good morning,” she said with a beautiful smile.

“Hi.”

“You don’t have to sneak out, you know. You can have a shower and breakfast.”

“I thought the two of you might prefer your morning together.”

She held his gaze for a second. “Thank you.”

“I think I’m the one who should be saying that.”

She laughed and raked her fingers through her tangled hair. “I’m so glad Harry found you. I’ve handled things badly. At least, badly for him.”

He could see her anguish. “From what he’s told me, there have been a lot of things he’s loved.”

“I hope so, but I think last night was the one he’s enjoyed the most. I’ve never seen him so…” She shook her head and smiled.

“He should offer his services as a bull.”

Michelle laughed. “I’m too selfish to share him.” She frowned when she realised what she’d said. “God, that shows how self-centred I am.”

“I honestly don’t think he’d want anybody else.”

“I know. I’m lucky to have him. He’s been so…” She shook her head yet again. “I’ve been a bitch. Lucas, my previous bull, didn’t like to share me—even with Harry. And I just went along with it.”

“Well, now you know how much he likes joining in, you’ll be able to involve him a lot more in the future.”

“Yeah, about that…” She stepped close and looked up into his eyes. “Could we arrange another meeting?”

“I’m afraid I’m…” He wondered how to phrase it. Hanging up my cock? “My time as a bull is coming to an end. I’ve had a lot of fun, especially last night. But I think it’s time I started looking for a girlfriend of my own, rather than sharing other men’s wives.”

“Oh. Please, just one more night?” She slipped her arms around his waist. “I promise to make it worth your while.”

He laughed, flattered that she wanted a repeat performance. “I really—”

She ran a hand down over his crotch and gripped his cock. “Maybe if I sucked you off here and now, I could persuade you…”

Flashbacks of taking Ria in her hallway swept through his mind. He shook his head. “No, that wouldn’t be fair to Harry.”

She blinked. “Sorry, I just thought…” She closed her eyes for a couple of seconds then looked up at him. “I told you I was selfish.”

He laughed.

“The thing is,” she said, “now I’ve finally learned how to make it good for Harry, I was hoping for one more night. I’ve never heard the terms stag and vixen before, and you’re the first bull I’ve seen who’s suggested Harry join in.”

“From now on, you can tell all your bulls that Harry’s a stag and likes to join in.”

She shook her head. “No, it’s coming to an end for us, too. I’m not interested in finding another bull.”

“Why stop now?”

“My age.”

He laughed. “Michelle, most of the women I’ve seen were a lot older than you.”

“My biological clock.”

The penny dropped. “Ah.”

“My best friend’s having a baby, and I don’t want to be an old mother.”

“Can I tell you a secret?”

She laughed. “You’ve fucked me all night long. We’ve shared body fluids, so I think we’re close enough to share secrets.”

“I’m lonely.”

She opened her eyes wide, obviously shocked.

“Dirty sex with beautiful women is wonderful, but it’s not everything. You know our last time, in the middle of the night? With you on top?”

She nodded.

“That was my favourite, and that’s what I miss the most. Closeness.”

“I’ll do that again, I promise. How about we travel to London and book a nice hotel? You won’t have to spend hours driving. Just turn up at the hotel, help Harry to fuck me senseless for a few hours, and I’ll give you a nice tender one as well. Then we can all turn our backs on being hotwives, bulls, cucks, stags, vixens or whatever else we are.”

The thought of spending another night with her was appealing. “One night?”

She gave another brilliant smile. “Yes please.”

He sighed. “Okay.”

She pulled him close and kissed him again. “You promise?”

“I promise.”

“Thank you. How about next weekend?”

He laughed. “Tell Harry I’ll email him. He can tell me the hotel, and we can sort out what else we do to you.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Can I have some input into that?”

“Definitely. Chat to Harry about what you’d both like, then tell me. I’ll do anything you want.”

She nodded. “Okay.”

“Bye, Michelle.”

“Bye, Ben.”

Josh left their house, got in his car, and headed back towards the motorway.

The date couldn’t have gone any better, and he was glad he’d get another chance to enjoy himself with Michelle. She was just about everything a hotwife should be—gorgeous, sexy, and completely uninhibited in the bedroom. She may well have moved straight to the top of the list of all the hotwives he’d serviced.

And Harry was definitely his favourite cuck. Well, stag.

* * * *

Josh was finalising some last-minute Gly-Po project details with Ian over the phone when Laura came to his desk on Wednesday afternoon. She retreated when she saw he was busy, and her expression worried him. After he’d finished his call, he wandered through to her desk.

“Is everything okay?”

She shook her head. “No. I’m really sorry, but I need to take a couple of days off. I know it’s a bad time—”

“Don’t worry about it. Anything I can do?”

She shook her head. “I’ll tell you about it later, but for now I just need to—”

“Go home.”

“What? No, I can stay for the rest—”

“Conor and I will be able to get things finished here. You go and do whatever you need to. I’ll sort it with Andy.”

“Thanks, Josh.” She closed down her workstation, grabbed her bag and coat, gave him a forced smile, then headed out.

Maybe she’d had a fallout with her girlfriend, but he’d tell Andy she wasn’t feeling well. That way she could take the time off as sick leave rather than waste her holiday entitlement.

He and Conor stayed late on Wednesday. Both put in long days Thursday and Friday to make sure everything went smoothly.

Andy came through to the office late on Friday evening. “Well done, guys,” he said with a smile. “Brendan just told me the CEO of Gly-Po phoned to thank him for the excellent service we’ve provided. You’re now officially the A-Team.” He glanced at Josh. “Any update on Laura?”

“She emailed to say she’s over the worst and should be better by Monday.” It was a lie; he’d had no contact.

“Good. Tell her well done, too.” He looked around the office. Everyone else had already left. “Right, piss off home and have a great weekend.”

Josh and Conor headed down the stairs together. “Anything planned for the weekend?” he asked the younger man.

“I’m driving over to Bristol to bring my brother back from uni for the Christmas break.”

“Can’t he catch a train?”

“He’s having a party tomorrow night, and quite a few of his student friends are good-looking women.” Conor grinned. “You got anything planned?”

“A couple of friends from up north are coming down for the weekend, so I’ll meet up for a drink with them tomorrow night.”

“Sounds good.”

It’ll be better than good.

* * * *

He headed to the hotel Harry had booked, his stomach already tingling with anticipation. Harry greeted him at the bar like an old friend, and Michelle gave him a chaste kiss on the cheek. She looked fabulous. Her hair was pinned up, and she wore a pale blue silk top with a hip-hugging long black skirt, and black sandals with no nylons.

Their conversation was relaxed and friendly. Apparently neither of them had spent much time in London, and they were looking forward to seeing the sights.

“Maybe you could give us a guided tour?” Michelle suggested.

Josh wasn’t sure if she was serious, but he shrugged. “I can do, if you want.”

Harry and Michelle both looked pleased at his offer.

“So,” she said, looking at him over her glass. “Are you really going to stop being a bull?”

He nodded. “It’s time to move on. What about you two? Still thinking of stopping?”

Harry and Michelle glanced at each other and smiled. “Yes,” she said. “We have lots of great memories, but it’s time for us to move on, too.”

“Do you think you’ll revisit, later in life?”

Michelle laughed. “I’m not sure bulls will be interested in servicing me after I’ve had kids. My boobs will sag, and I hate to think what’ll happen to my minge.”

Josh chuckled. “I really don’t think you need to worry about anything.”

She glanced back at her husband. “We’re not saying never, but it’d have to be something we both wanted. We’ll see.”

He nodded, confident Harry was now in a position to say exactly what he wanted from any future arrangements they made. “So, do you two have anything specific in mind for tonight?”

“Oh yes.” Michelle licked her lips seductively, then leaned over the table to whisper to him. “Have you ever been filmed?”

He thought back to his first couple 0f times with Olivia in the Kensington house. “Not knowingly, but yes.”

“Would you object to being filmed again?”

“I’m not sure.”

Michelle leaned closer. “I can assure you that it’d be only for our own viewing pleasure. We’ve taped a few things, and I’d like to add tonight’s exploits to them.”

“And to be honest,” Harry said, “I won’t be filming your face.”

Josh thought about Hubby. “I should have brought a mask.”

Michelle stroked his hand. “We’ve bought a camera and practiced with the lighting.”

“And what exactly do you want to film?”

“Everything. It’s going to be our last night of debauchery, so I want you to do everything you did to me last week. More, if you can manage it.”

“I’m sure that between the two of us, we should be able to keep you happy for a while.”

“That’s what I’m hoping.” She looked around the bar, which was relatively busy. “What I’d really like is to slide under the table and suck both your cocks here and now.”

Josh shook his head. “We’d get arrested. That’s the sort of thing you do late at night in a dark sleazy bar, not in a posh hotel bar in the early evening.”

“I know, but I’m a slut.”

“Tell him about that night in Manchester,” Harry encouraged.

Michelle looked confused, then smiled. “My night as a hooker?”

Harry looked at Josh. “She’d accompanied her boss to a court case, and I drove over to meet her so we could go out in the city afterwards. Michelle decided she wanted an adventure, so we left the nice bars and drove to a really rough area and found a backstreet pub.”

She laughed. “It was a horrible night, pouring with rain.”

Harry nodded. “It was a small pub, just two poky rooms and a bar. When we walked in, the conversation stopped. Everyone stared at us—well, Michelle. She was dressed up for court—two-piece suit, smart blouse, high heels and bare legs.” He shook his head at the memory. “I think she was the only woman in there under sixty.”

Josh was intrigued. “What happened?”

“We found a table and had a couple of drinks. The men at the bar actually turned their stools round so they could gawp at her. Then she decided to up the stakes. She went to the loo, and when she returned she handed me her knickers.”

Josh looked at Michelle, who just shrugged.

“Then she went to the bar and got talking to the locals, who all had tattoos on their arms and necks. She explained she was celebrating because she hadn’t been sent to prison. They thought she was a call-girl and I was her pimp.”

“I suppose, technically,” Josh said, “she didn’t lie when she said she’d been to court.”

“Exactly,” Michelle said with a smile.

Harry tutted. “But then she offered one of the guys a lift home.”

“It was awful weather,” Michelle added, a wide smile on her face.

Harry continued. “I drove, she sat with the guy… What was his name?”

“Ralph.”

“She sat with Ralph in the back. I had to concentrate on the road, never seen rain like it, but I heard them groaning. I saw him pass her something, and assumed it was a condom. She sucked him off and he groped her while I drove through the flooded streets. After he’d got out of the car, she showed me the money. She’d charged him sixty quid.”

Josh gasped. “Really?”

She nodded. “He asked how much for a blowjob, so I said fifty. He said if he made it sixty could he finger me as well? It seemed like a good deal—I got an extra tenner and an orgasm.”

Josh laughed and shook his head.

Michelle leaned closer. “Think how much he’d have paid to do everything you did to me last week.”

Harry added, “I was mad because if he’d been an undercover copper, she really would have appeared in court for soliciting.”

She smiled and took another sip of her drink, then seemed to have another thought. “What about the night you gave me to the guy at the art gallery?”

Harry’s cheeks began to glow. “It’s true, I did. We were wandering round and this guy couldn’t keep his eyes off her. He kept following us from room to room, so in the end I asked if he wanted to paint her or fuck her? He said he didn’t paint.”

“Wow. I see what you mean about having a lot of good memories.”

“Hmm.” Michelle licked her lips. “All this talk of sex is making me wet, and I’m not wearing any panties.”

Josh’s cock twitched in his trousers. He glanced at Harry, then without another word, all three stood and walked out of the bar.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 22

In the hotel room, Josh saw a tripod set up close to the bed and a video camera sitting on the desk. The only lamps switched on were the ones over the bed, putting the edges of the room in shadow. Michelle nodded at Harry, who picked up the camera and pointed it at her.

“And so begins my last night as a hotwife,” she said, slowly undoing the buttons of her blouse and slipping it off. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her nipples were already puckered. She reached round to undo her skirt and let that fall to the floor, leaving her in just a pair of stiletto-heeled black sandals with ankle straps.

She looked fantastic.

“Now, Harry’s going to sit on the bed while my handsome bull makes me come with his mouth. He didn’t do that to me last week, so I think he needs to make amends.”

Harry quickly stripped and climbed onto the bed, camera in hand.

Michelle looked at Josh. “Lie there,” she said, pointing at the carpet next to the foot of the bed. After he’d done as requested, she placed a foot either side of his head and bent her knees, resting her hands on the mattress.

He could smell her sex. As she slowly lowered herself down, he slid his tongue through her glistening folds.

She resumed her narration. “And now I have his tongue exactly where I want it.”

Josh pushed it deep into her channel for a few seconds, then moved up to her clit.

“Ooh, correction. Now his tongue is exactly where I want it.”

Josh sucked and teased her clit with his tongue and lips, listening as Michelle struggled to keep her narration going. After another quick dip into her cunt, he concentrated his attention back on her clit, brushing the flat of his tongue over it in a steady rhythm.

“Oh yeah, that’s… Oh!”

Josh didn’t alter the rhythm or the pressure of his lapping, savouring the juices his ministrations produced. Michelle trembled and groaned, and he imagined Harry focusing the camera on her expression as she came.

Michelle eventually lifted herself off his face, turned, and sat at the foot of the bed. “Harry, come and film me getting reacquainted with Ben’s cock.”

As Josh stood, Harry knelt at the corner of the bed, the camera aimed at Michelle’s face. Josh stepped close enough for Michelle to unfasten the zipper and take out his cock.

She pumped her hand, getting him fully hard in a matter of seconds, then turned her eyes to the camera as she parted her lips and took him deep into her throat, making him shudder. Bobbing her head while pumping the base with a twisting motion, Michelle let out a low moan that vibrated through his cock.

Josh was just getting used to that when she released him from her mouth and smiled at the camera.

“Time to use the tripod because I’m about to make Harry’s hands shake. I’m going to suck his cock while my bull fucks me from behind.”

Harry quickly attached the camera to the tripod and checked the viewfinder, then climbed back onto the bed.

Michelle stood and licked her juices from around Josh’s mouth, then kissed him. “Keep your clothes on and don’t be gentle,” she whispered. “Fuck me hard and come inside me.”

He nodded.

She knelt on the bed with her heels sticking out behind her, then lowered her head onto her husband’s cock.

Josh pushed in deep, marvelling once again at the sensation of being sheathed in her hot, tight channel. He gripped her hips and gave her exactly what she’d requested.

Michelle grunted with each thrust, her juices seeping out and soaking his balls. As Harry groaned, she stopped bobbing and turned to look at the camera. Josh assumed she was showing the contents of her mouth, but he was too focused on the way her inner muscles were gripping his cock to care about a film he’d never see.

When she swallowed and lowered her head back onto Harry’s cock, Josh increased the force of his thrusts. She rocked and squeezed around him, and he felt the first tingles of his impending release. Michelle said something to Harry, who quickly climbed off the bed and released the camera from its tripod. Kneeling down on the floor at the foot of the bed, he recorded Josh slamming into her then holding still as he fired all he had into her ravenous hole.

Michelle groaned and wiggled her hips. When Josh withdrew, Harry moved closer to capture the spectacle as she squeezed out the creampie.

“Get it?” she asked, looking over her shoulder.

“Oh yeah.” Harry glanced up at Josh. “I’m sure I never make that much when I come.”

Michelle turned and sat on the edge of the bed, smiling at her husband. “Your balls aren’t big enough to produce that much cum, but I love you anyway.” She gripped Josh’s slick cock and pumped her hand, looking up into his eyes. “But yours are, and I know you’ll be able to come again for me.”

Josh bit his lip and trembled, still sensitive from his climax.

She deep-throated him until his breathing grew loud and fast, then pulled away, looking back up into his face. “You can come again straight away, right?”

“Yeah, I can come again.”

She took him deep, bobbing her head and using her tongue caressing the underside of his shaft. She pulled back, keeping only the head in her mouth, running her tongue around the sensitive glans. Releasing him, she looked back at the camera. “I’ve decided that this is my favourite cock of all the ones I’ve tried. It’s as long as my BBC’s, and probably a bit thicker, too. Girth does it for me every time. But what I like most of all is that it stays hard after the first shot.”

Josh held his breath. All the hairs on the backs of his legs seemed to stand to attention under Michelle’s spell. He watched her gorgeous face as she fellated him, wondering what her husband must be feeling at this minute.

She released him again. “This time, I want it on my face.”

He was more than happy to oblige. “Okay.”

Michelle took him back deep into her throat. Josh remembered what Angela had done, and thought that’d look good on camera.

He eased Michelle’s head back off him and she looked up, confused. He smiled and took his cock in his own hand. “Play with yourself, and tell me when you’re about to come.”

She smiled and spread her legs, her high heels on the floor enhancing the sexiness of her calves. Harry adjusted his camera view, presumably panning to capture more of her body and her hand on her sex.

Josh slowly pumped his cock.

Michelle rocked her hand. “Is this what you want?”

He nodded.

She flashed a teasing smile. “Two eager men in the room, and yet I have to bring myself off?”

“Yeah. And after I’ve come all over your face, I’ll film Harry doing the same.”

“I like that idea.” She looked at her husband. “Will you be able to do that, babe?”

Harry nodded. “Oh yeah.”

She smiled at Josh. “You’re having a good influence on him.”

“I’m pretty sure you’re the one who’s turning him on.”

Her breath caught, then she sighed. “I’m not going to take long.”

Josh pumped faster. “That’s fine.”

She closed her eyes and rocked her hand. “I’m going to… I’m coming.”

“Harry, zoom in on her face.” Josh pumped his hand a few more times and then sighed as he sent a thick rope of milky-white high onto her forehead.

Michelle screamed as she came, and Josh aimed his second spurt into her open mouth. She pushed some out with her tongue till it dribbled down her chin, and his third shot landed on her cheek. His final, less forceful jets landed on her neck and chest.

Finally, she stilled her hand and looked at him, her chest rising and falling with her breaths. Blinking her big eyes, she gave him a beautiful smile.

He stepped back and put his cock back in his trousers, then held his hand out for the camera. Harry passed it over and stood in front of Michelle, his cock starting to swell.

As Josh located the zoom button, she took Harry into her mouth and soon got him fully hard. Then Harry masturbated as she looked up into his eyes.

“Come on, babe,” she teased. “Add your cream to the picture.”

Harry pumped faster, and Michelle reached out to cup his balls.

“Whenever you’re ready…” She opened her mouth and held her tongue out like she’d done the previous week for Josh.

Harry’s hand was a blur, then he dropped his head back and came in her eye. Michelle gasped, and his next shot went into her mouth. His third and final one oozed onto her outstretched tongue, and then she pushed forward and took his cock into her mouth. Harry groaned and Josh caught his satisfied smile on film before refocusing on Michelle’s cum-splattered face.

She smiled for the camera, forcing open the eye Harry had almost sealed shut with his cum. “Well, that’s four lots I’ve had, and we’ve only just started.” She flashed another beautiful smile. “I’m such a cum-slut.”

Josh paused the recording.

“I think I’d better go wash my face.” She strutted into the bathroom, returning a couple of minutes later with her face clean and lipstick reapplied. Her hair was still pinned up and, wearing nothing but her shoes, she looked as sexy as hell.

Stepping next to Josh, she slipped her arms around his waist and kissed his cheek. “Now, I know Harry’s going to need a rest, but I’m guessing you’ll probably be able to go again fairly soon.”

She slipped his jacket off, then started to unbutton his shirt. As each one was undone, she kissed the newly exposed skin, sending goosebumps down the backs of his legs. She worked her way down from his neck to stomach.

After removing his shirt, she stepped behind him, kissing his shoulders while running her hands over his chest and abs. “You’ve got a great body,” she whispered in his ear. “I love how it feels on top of me, and I love how it feels below me.” She lowered her hands to stroke over the crotch of his trousers. “But what I love most of all is when this part—” she gripped his cock through the material “—is pushed deep inside me.”

She unfastened his belt and let his trousers fall to his ankles. Wrapping her fingers around his slightly swollen cock, she nuzzled the nape of his neck. “Lie on the bed, face down.”

Josh remembered Harry mentioning in an email that she’d once pegged him. He didn’t move.

She kissed his shoulder. “Ben, lie on the bed. You said you wanted gentle. I’m going to kiss you all over.”

He kicked off his shoes, stepped out of his trousers and moved to the bed, where he lay face down. She eased his legs apart, then he felt her warm breath on the sole of his foot. Soft lips kissed it, then moved up to his ankle and calf. She moved higher, kissing and licking behind his knee, then continued up the back of his thigh. His goosebumps were back.

She planted a single kiss on his inner thigh by his balls, then headed down the other leg and kissed all the way to his foot. As she trailed her kisses back up, she used a hand to stroke his other leg. Josh exhaled, languid, as a warmth spread through him.

When she reached the top of his thighs, she held open his cheeks and pushed her tongue against his bum-hole. Fuck! Although it felt wonderful, he clenched instinctively. She pushed her tongue harder, wiggling it, and Josh’s toes curled. He’d just started to relax when she removed her tongue and trailed kisses up over his bum cheeks to the small of his back.

She adjusted her position so that her legs rested on his. Now he could feel her breasts against his body, the hard nipples grazing gently against his back as she kissed his shoulders and neck. She pushed her tongue into his ear, then whispered, “Turn over.”

Michelle held herself up as he twisted onto his back. Josh saw Harry sitting on a chair by the bed, capturing it all on film.

Smiling, she crawled backwards until she was sitting on Josh’s feet. Michelle removed her hair clips, shaking it loose, then lowered her head and dragged the soft curtain slowly up his legs, dipping to plant occasional kisses on his knees and thighs.

As her silky-soft hair trailed over his balls and cock, Josh realised he was already hard enough to enter her. He slowly thrust his hips on the bed, but Michelle was taking her time.

She moved up to his chest, teasing, kissing and sucking his nipples while grazing her own over his now throbbing erection. Her kisses continued on his neck and jaw, then on his cheeks and mouth. Finally, she sat up and reached down to guide his cock inside her.

Josh couldn’t help letting out a grateful groan. As she slowly rode him, he ran his fingertips over her back and sides.

It was only a matter of minutes before Michelle came, sobbing and sighing. He pushed up into the tightness of her spasm and she cried out, her eyes never leaving his. Then she started to move faster, bringing him closer to his own release.

She stroked his chest. “I want to make it look good on film, so tell me when you’re about to come.”

He nodded.

“And I want to make it feel good for you,” she added.

Josh moved with her, pushing up to meet her downward movements. He was getting close and would have liked to come inside her, but this was Michelle’s night. “Now.”

She quickly moved down till she straddled his knees, then pumped the base of his cock while running her tongue up and down the side of his shaft.

The first spasm hit like an electric shock, and he pushed his head back into the pillow as a rope of cum arced over his tummy and landed high on his chest. Michelle pumped faster and he shot another rope, then she put her lips around the head of his cock, sending a further jolt of pleasure through him. He fired another two spurts into her mouth.

She groaned, then let his cum trickle out of her mouth onto his stomach.

When he’d finally stopped shaking, Michelle used both hands to smear his cum over his torso. She smiled at him. “Was that tender enough for you?”

“That was very tender, and very nice. Thank you.”

“You need a shower.” She licked her lips. “Do you want me to come and wash you?”

“I think I’ll manage, thanks.” Josh went to shower, his body still tingling all over from his exertions.

When he returned, he saw her shoes discarded on the floor and Harry and Michelle under the covers. He climbed in next to Michelle. It was too early for them to sleep, but he definitely needed a rest.

The three of them chatted about their time as hotwife, bull and cuckold, and agreed they’d all enjoyed the ride. Michelle admitted that she’d loved the attention of the bulls, and one of her biggest turn-ons was knowing that Harry got excited just by watching her receive pleasure.

Josh told them about Tina, whose husband didn’t want to watch but got a big thrill from seeing all the condoms the men filled while fucking her. He also revealed she’d had somewhere between 250 and 300 bulls.

Michelle blinked. “Wow.”

Then he told them about Alice, whose husband had talked her into entertaining a bull after thirty-odd years of marriage.

Michelle frowned. “How old was she?”

“A gentleman doesn’t ask, but probably mid-fifties.”

Michelle looked horrified. “And how was it?”

“It was lovely, and so was she. I had a really good time.”

She turned to Harry. “Maybe there’s hope for us yet, if we decide to get back into it.”

“Hmm. You just want to get your bull-count up to two-fifty.”

Michelle sighed. “Well, all this talk of sex is making me randy.”

Harry looked at her. “Put your shoes back on, and the bronze dress you brought with you, that bodycon thingy. We’ll all go down to the bar for a couple of drinks, then come back here and start again.”

Michelle smiled and climbed over him and out of bed. She picked up her shoes and took them to the chair by the desk, quickly strapping them back on, then walked to the wardrobe and took out a shimmery-bronze sleeveless dress.

Josh watched as she pulled it over her naked body and smoothed it down. It showed off her perfect figure, and she looked incredibly sexy.

Both men quickly dressed and the three of them headed back down to the bar. Several men cast admiring glances at Michelle as she walked past. They ordered their drinks and found a table.

Harry took a sip. “Michelle wore that dress when we went out in Liverpool. The plan was she’d pick up a guy and we’d take him back to our room for a night of passion. We went to a place on the waterfront and a guy there couldn’t keep his eyes off her.”

Michelle smiled. “Just like tonight, I was made to go without underwear.”

Harry smiled. “And I told him as much in the lift of the hotel.”

“You did a lot more than that,” she countered. “You held my arms behind my back and told him to check if I was wet enough for him.”

“Oh yeah, I’d forgotten about that.”

“I hadn’t.”

Josh grinned. “What happened?”

“The guy groped and fingered me in the lift, and I was all hot to trot. But it didn’t work out the way we’d hoped.”

Harry chuckled. “As soon as we got inside our room, Michelle dropped to her knees and sucked his cock. The guy came almost immediately, then couldn’t get another erection.”

“I kicked him out after half an hour.”

“He must have been gutted.”

She scoffed. “Not half as disappointed as I was.”

The three of them stayed in the bar for a little over an hour, Josh giving brief descriptions of some of the sex he’d had, and Michelle giving very detailed descriptions of some of the bulls she’d seen and the gangbang she’d enjoyed.

After they’d finished their third round, Josh checked his watch. It was just after eleven. “So, is it time to go back to your room?”

Michelle stood up immediately, and both men laughed.

In the lift, she moved close to Josh and looked up into his eyes. “Aren’t you going to finger me like the other guy did?”

“The lift will have CCTV. Do you want to have the security guy jacking off all night?”

She smiled. “If he wants to jack off, I’d be happy to lend him a hand.”

Once they got back in their room, Josh slipped his jacket off and looked at Michelle. “Tell us what you want.”

“I want the same as last week, but this time I want you two to swap places.”

Another DP, but with me in her backside. “Fine by me. You want to film it?”

She grinned. “Harry, move the tripod to by the bottom corner of the bed.”

“Okay, but keep the dress and shoes on.”

The men quickly stripped, and Harry lay on the bed.

Michelle fetched lube from the bathroom and squirted a generous amount onto her fingers, then smeared it over the dome of Josh’s erection, smiling up at him as she used her slippery hand to pump his cock.

He’d have been happy for her to give him a slippery hand-job for longer, but Michelle had other plans. Josh stepped behind the camera so he could watch the first part and make sure the angle was right. “Okay, climb on top of Harry, slowly pull your dress up to your waist, then mount him.”

“Yes sir, mister director.” Michelle got on the bed and slowly inched the dress up her legs until it was above the perfect semi-sphere of her arse. Then she guided Harry’s cock into her sex and rode him for a few seconds before lying on his chest.

Josh climbed on the bed, held the glistening tip of his lube-coated cock against her puckered anus and pushed. She opened around him and he sank slowly into the warm tightness of her.

Michelle let out a long groan, and the two men started to move slowly.

A light shone into Josh’s eyes; Harry was using his mobile to get a good shot of Michelle’s expressions. He thrust a little harder, enjoying the thrill of fucking her up the backside, and this seemed to spur Harry on to do the same. Michelle groaned. They sustained their rhythm until she screamed her release, and kept going until she came again a few minutes later. Their bodies grew slick with sweat.

Harry’s breathing changed, and his cock twitched as he came. Increasing the force of his thrusts, Josh came soon afterwards. Michelle sobbed and grunted and wriggled between them.

Josh eventually pulled out and stood out of the way of the camera. His cum slid out of her backside and ran down onto Harry’s cock, which was still inside her. Leaving them on the bed to enjoy their closeness, Josh headed back to the bathroom to take another shower.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 23

Josh woke early and looked over at Michelle and Harry, who were snuggled up together and still asleep. He dressed quietly and left them a note to say that he’d gone home to change and that he’d meet them in the hotel restaurant at 8.30 for breakfast.

Freshly showered and dressed in jeans and jumper, Josh returned to find Harry waiting for him in the lobby. They made small talk over breakfast, Harry asking about Josh’s time in the army. They left the hotel and made for the nearest underground station.

Josh showed them Tower Bridge, the Tower of London and St Paul’s cathedral, though they didn’t go into any of the buildings. As they walked west along the side of the Thames, Michelle mentioned Canary Wharf.

“That’s back the other way,” he said. “We can take the tube there later, if you like?”

“We’ve got the whole weekend, so let’s see how time goes.”

“You’re staying another night?”

She nodded, then raised her eyebrows. “Fancy joining us again?”

He laughed. “No, I think what I need is a nice quiet night in.”

She pouted. “Spoilsport.”

They bought coffee from a street vendor and chatted until they came to Westminster Bridge, by the Houses of Parliament and Big Ben.

Harry shook his head. “I never realised what a fabulous building this is.”

“Yeah,” Josh said with a grin. “Shame the people working inside aren’t as impressive.”

They continued their tour, passing Westminster Abbey and Buckingham Palace before walking through St James’s Park and into Trafalgar Square.

“I don’t know about you two,” Michelle announced, “but I haven’t done this much walking for a long time. I’m getting tired. And hungry.”

Josh felt the same. “How about we catch the tube to Canary Wharf and grab something to eat there?”

Harry and Michelle nodded, and he led them to Green Park station. Fifteen minutes later, they emerged from the darkness of the underground and went into the first bar they came to. After a couple of drinks and some hot food, they headed back outside and walked along by the docks.

“Josh?”

Shocked at hearing his real name, Josh turned. He came face to face with Carla, Laura, and another woman. “Carla?”

She gave a broad smile and seemed about to hug him when she noticed Michelle. Her smile disappeared, and she turned her questioning gaze to Josh.

“Carla, this is my friend Michelle”—the women gave each other an almost friendly nod—“and this is her husband, Harry. They’re here for the weekend, visiting from their home near Manchester.”

Carla’s pretty smile was back to full wattage. “Hi, nice to meet you.”

Josh turned to Michelle and Harry. “I work with Carla’s sister, Laura.”

His colleague said hello and introduced her friend, Lucy. The six of them stood in a circle to one side of the pavement.

“So, you’re showing them the posh bits?” Carla asked, her eyes and smile just as great he remembered.

“Yeah. We’ve done the usual bits this morning.” He glanced at Michelle, who was smirking at his discomfort. “Carla lives up north, too. She’s based in Newcastle.”

“Not anymore,” she said. “Long story, but I’m staying with Laura and applying for jobs in hospitals down here.”

Josh’s heartbeat kicked up a notch. “Oh? I didn’t know that.”

Laura shrugged. “That’s why I needed to disappear this week. I had to drive up and pick up all her stuff.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” he lied.

Michelle elbowed him in the ribs. “If you’re sorry, why are you smiling?”

As everyone laughed, Josh felt embarrassed for being so transparent.

“Hey,” Carla said, almost bouncing with enthusiasm. “We were just about to go over to Greenwich and see the O2 thing…” She looked at Harry and Michelle with an almost pleading expression, then at Josh. “You really should show them that on your tour.”

“Er…” He turned to Harry and Michelle, who both nodded.

He glanced at Laura. “Is that okay with you?”

“Of course.” She looked highly amused.

They all made their way towards the Underground station. Michelle leaned close and whispered, “Josh?”

“That’s my real name.”

She narrowed her eyes, then shook her head. “My best friend’s husband’s called Josh, so I’m going to remember you as Ben.”

“Okay.”

“She’s pretty.”

He tried to look noncommittal. “Who?”

Michelle laughed. “And she’s also very interested in you.”

He glanced at Carla, who was flashing him broad smiles, then back at Michelle. “Yeah, she’s pretty, but I’m not sure if she—”

“I am. Trust me.” Michelle raised her eyebrows. “Maybe she’s moving to London at the perfect time for you.”

Josh thought about it. He looked over at Carla again and couldn’t help smiling.

As they made their way down the steps at the station, it was Laura’s turn to swoop in and conspire. She nodded towards Michelle, further down the escalator. “Do all your hotwives look like her?”

He considered denying everything but knew Laura would see through his lie. “No, she’s the best looking one I’ve seen.”

Laura blew out her cheeks. “She’s gorgeous. Now I can see why you do it.”

“I don’t. I mean, I’ve stopped.” He nodded vigorously as she gave him a doubtful look. “No, really, she was my last. She’s stopping, too. They’re going to start a family.”

“Wow.” A smile creased her face. “You know Carla’s going to expect you to take her out, right?”

“Would that be okay with you?”

“I think you’re exactly what she needs right now. Her boyfriend’s been a twat.” Laura leaned closer. “And if she stays at your flat once in a while, me and Lucy can be as noisy as we want.”

“Too much information.”

“What are you two talking about?” Carla demanded, a broad smile on her face.

Josh grinned. “I’m passing on our boss’s congratulations. We’ve just finished a project and received a pat on the back.”

A train arrived and they all got on. After the doors slid closed, Carla looked at Michelle and Harry with a friendly smile. “So, how do you guys know Josh?”

Josh’s smile froze as he stared from husband to wife, but Harry came to his rescue.

“We served in the army together.”

“Oh, right.” She smiled broadly again at Josh. “Maybe you could dress up in your uniform for me, sometime?”

“Definitely make him do it,” Michelle said. “I often get Harry to wear his combat gear for me.”

They came out of North Greenwich station and fell into three distinct pairs, Carla staying close to Josh as they wandered around the huge complex of the O2. Josh had only been once before, as a teenager, when it was still called the Millennium Dome. Laura suggested a drink, and they made their way to the bars on Entertainment Avenue.

Harry started taking their orders. Laura and Lucy ordered white wine, and Carla asked for a beer. He looked at Josh. “Ben?”

There was a brief silence, then Carla looked at Josh. “Ben?”

“It’s a nickname from the army days,” he said.

“As in, Ben Dover?” Laura suggested, making everyone laugh.

Harry returned with their drinks, and they spent the next half hour talking and laughing like a group of old friends.

Michelle announced she and Harry were going to head back to their hotel. She stroked Josh’s arm. “Well, we’re going to have a quiet night in.” She gave him a knowing smile. “It was great to see you again.”

He nodded. “You too.”

They gave each other a hug, and she kissed his cheek. “Thanks for the weekend, and thanks for being such a good friend to Harry.”

“You’re welcome.” He gave Harry a manly hug, like old army buddies do. “You two look after each other, okay?”

Harry nodded, and then Josh watched the two of them walk out of the bar and out of his life.

“They’re a really nice couple,” Carla said.

“Yeah, they are.” Josh looked around at the three women. “Fancy another drink?”

Laura shook her head. “I was thinking that Lucy and I might go catch a film at Cineworld, and let you two catch up with each other’s news.”

He glanced at Carla, whose smile told him she liked that idea as much as he did. “Okay.”

When Laura and Lucy started toward the door, Carla said, “See you later.” She grinned. “Maybe.”

Laura laughed. “Text me, so I don’t wait up.”

Carla looked at Josh, then back at her sister. “Don’t wait up.”

After the other two had left, Josh stared at Carla and raised his eyebrows.

“What?” she said. “It’s our second date, so that means I’m not too easy.”

His cock was beginning to swell at the thought of getting her naked. “So, what happened to the boyfriend in Newcastle?”

She looked around the bar and nodded toward a free table. “You go sit there, I’ll get us another drink and give you the dirty details.”

Josh grabbed their seats and then studied Carla’s body as she came over with two more bottles of beer. She put them down and slipped off her leather jacket, showing a similar figure to Michelle’s—slim, with small boobs and a great bum.

“So,” she said, dropping into the chair. “It turned out that my darling boyfriend had been seeing a girl he worked with for almost a year.”

“Wow. I’m sorry.”

She shrugged. “Although I was hurt, I can’t complain too much. I’m hardly in a position to look down on him from the moral high ground.”

“You mean you cheated on him?”

“What? No!” She shook her head. “I didn’t, but I was prepared to cheat when I met you.” She smiled at him. “As I remember, you turned me down.”

“Yeah, and I’m not going to admit how many times I’ve regretted that decision.”

She reached across and stroked his hand. “Don’t. It said a lot about your character. And even though I was disappointed and frustrated, I liked you all the more for it.”

He held her gaze for a second. “Good.”

“It also meant that when I stormed out, I could call him a twat and his bit on the side a cheating slut, and say they deserved each other.”

He nodded, trying not to think about how many cheating sluts he’d serviced over the past few months.

“Laura likes you, which is a novelty for her.”

“Oh?” Josh wondered whether he should admit that he knew about her sister’s sexuality.

“She never liked Ronny, my ex, but she says you’re a nice guy. Didn’t you turn down the chance to lead a project so she could do it?”

He smiled. “She deserved to lead, but I only did it because I fancy her sister.”

Carla laughed. “I hear her sister’s filthy in bed.”

“Ooh, I hope so.”

She turned serious. “How far away is your house?”

“I live in a flat, and it’s on the other side of the city. We’ll need to change trains three times at least.”

“Oh.” She looked thoughtful and sipped beer from her bottle. “Let’s book into a hotel.”

He laughed. “I love your eagerness, but we could be in my flat in about half an hour.”

She just smiled.

Taking the hint, he stood up. Carla grabbed her jacket and they left their drinks unfinished.

Five minutes later, Josh paid a small fortune for one night in a small Greenwich hotel. Carla tried to pay, but he pointed out she was temporarily unemployed, and that she could return the favour after she’d found another job.

They held hands as they walked up the single flight of stairs. When they reached the door to their room, Carla pressed her body close and kissed him. Josh bent, picked her up in his arms and carried her over the threshold. He took her to the bed and gently lowered her onto the mattress.

Carla knelt up and kissed him, pushing his jumper up and off, then stroked his chest. Josh helped her take off her leather jacket and t-shirt, exposing a flat stomach and small boobs in a white bra.

She unbuckled his belt and undid the button of his jeans, then pushed the zip down. She frowned at the bulge in his underwear, then pulled the waistband back and peered inside. “You’re not putting that inside me.”

He tried to hide his disappointment. “Okay.”

She looked again, then shook her head. “Jesus, Josh, what is that?”

“It’s…” He shrugged. “I think it’s pretty normal.”

“Is it fuck normal.” Slowly, she pushed his jeans and shorts down his hips. When his cock sprung free, she jumped back a little on the mattress, then looked up at him and laughed. “I’m actually scared of it.”

“You’re going to give me a complex.”

“You’re going to give me a heart attack. Or a prolapse.” She leaned closer and ran her finger down it, making it twitch.

Josh held his breath, unsure what to do.

Carla tentatively wrapped her fingers around his shaft and squeezed gently. Then she moved her head closer, sticking out her tongue and licking around the crown.

Josh sighed and watched as she parted her lips and took the tip into her mouth.

After a few moments of making his knees weak, she released him from her mouth but kept her hand around the base. “You’re not putting all of it inside me.”

He smiled, relieved, then lifted her chin with his finger and bent to kiss her, cradling the back of her head with his other hand. After stepping out of his shoes and jeans, he eased her back on the bed and pulled off her trainers. Next he undid the button of her jeans and tugged them down her legs and off.

Left on the bed wearing only her bra, panties and socks, Carla scurried under the quilt and smiled at him mischievously. She bent down for a second and then held up a sock, waving it in the air before dropping it on the floor. She repeated it with the other. Next, she wriggled then held up her bra, and finally her panties.

Once completely naked under the covers, she cast another worried look at Josh’s cock, which was sticking out like a gun. “Get into bed,” she said.

He did so, and she moved close and kissed him. “It still scares me,” she confided. “It probably weighs as much as one of my arms.”

“I’ll be happy to just cuddle.”

She shook her head. “I won’t. Lie on your back.”

“We can do other things—”

“What, like play Scrabble?”

“No. I want to kiss you all over—”

“You can do that as often as you like, but not first. Not before we’ve…” She shrugged. “I’ve wanted to fuck you since I met you on the night out with your company.”

He smiled at her. “Don’t you want me to get you ready?”

“I’ve been ready since I saw you at the docks with your friends.”

“Okay, so abuse me.”

She laughed and climbed on top of him, giving him his first proper look at her naked breasts. They were small, pert and perfect with dark pink nipples. Carla looked down and gripped his cock, then held it upright. She knelt over it, and he saw her pubes were trimmed short.

As she swiped the tip through her folds, Josh felt her wetness and her heat. She did it again, then lowered herself slowly until the head pushed her lips open. She stopped and closed her eyes, took a breath, and then pushed down onto it a little.

Josh stroked her thighs, which were smooth and firm, and ran his hands up to her hips and bum. She felt as good as she looked.

She opened her eyes. “Don’t push up, okay?”

He nodded.

“Just… give me a minute get used to it.” Carla slowly inched herself down, taking more of his cock inside her while biting her lower lip.

Josh studied her beautiful face and her slight, perfect body. The heat of her was delicious and the urge to slam himself balls deep was almost unbearable. He resisted, but this was hardly the romantic consummation he’d been expecting.

Once she had about half of him inside her, she began to rock her hips. Her eyes were closed, her expression one of concentration. Next, she started to move up and down, and he could feel her walls clinging to him. Taking short breaths through her mouth, she rocked faster.

Never taking his eyes off her face, he watched her swallow, then lick her lips.

Suddenly, she opened her big blue eyes. “I’m going to come.”

He nodded and stroked her cheek. “Good.”

“Oh God, Josh.” Her legs trembled and she sank lower, taking more of his cock. She let out a sob and dropped her head forward.

When he felt her clench, he pinched her nipples gently, making her moan. Then he cradled her head in his hands and lifted it back up so he could watch her face.

She blinked and tried to hold his gaze, but her eyelids fluttered and then she squeezed them shut and let out another moan. When her orgasm had passed, Carla stopped moving, opened her eyes and lay down on his chest. She kissed his neck. “If I let you go on top, do you promise to be gentle?”

He smiled. “No.”

She giggled. “Bastard.”

As Josh rolled her off him and onto her back, he pulled out. Carla spread her legs. “Are you going to make me your bitch?”

He chuckled and shook his head. “Not yet.”

Her expression turned serious, and she leaned up and kissed him.

Josh guided himself inside her, pushing slowly until he felt resistance. When he began to slowly thrust, Carla wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his thighs. Keeping his strokes slow and gentle, he enjoyed the feeling of her small body rolling beneath him.

She moaned into his mouth, then broke the kiss and pulled his hair. “Oh Josh, that’s…” She kissed his cheek and reached down between their bodies.

He felt her hand on the base of his cock.

“You’re not all in,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“Give me more.”

He pushed deeper.

Carla groaned and wriggled, then kissed his ear. “If you keep doing that, I’ll come again.”

She kept her word, pulling him close as her orgasm made her entire body shudder beneath him. By now, Josh was fully sheathed inside her. He smiled down at her. “Does that feel okay?”

She frowned and nodded. “It feels a lot better than okay.”

“I’m pretty sure it’s all in.”

“I never thought it’d fit.”

“I knew it would.” He pushed his hips, making her groan. “I can stop, if you want me to…”

She smiled and shook her head. “No, you couldn’t.”

He pushed again, relishing the feeling of her, and enjoying the smile in her eyes. “I think I could.”

She began to writhe, riding his cock from beneath him. “I don’t think you could stop now.”

He took a breath as she wriggled and rocked her hips, squeezing her muscles around his engorged cock. “No, I probably couldn’t.”

“So don’t stop.” She kissed his cheeks. “And don’t hold back.” She kissed his eyes. “And, whatever you do, don’t pull out.” Then she kissed his mouth and sucked the breath from his lungs.

Josh thrust slowly and Carla continued to undulate beneath him. When his breathing became ragged, she kissed his face with more fervour. His body trembled with the need for release. With a final surge, he pushed in as deep as he could and erupted.

Carla cried out and clung to him, running her tiny hands all over his back and shoulders.

A second spasm shook his body and he fired another spurt inside her, then a third and fourth, flooding her. She whimpered and kissed his face throughout. When his body finally stopped shaking, he opened his eyes.

She smiled at him. “Well, that was worth the wait.”

He laughed and nodded, breathless. “Definitely.”

“I was going to phone you this week and ask for a date.”

“Now you don’t need to.”

She nodded. “Does that mean we’re an item?”

He laughed. “Considering our relative positions, that seems a strange question.”

“I’ve thought about you so many times.” She shook her head. “I should have left Ronny months ago. We’d grown apart, and I’m not really surprised he found someone else.”

“I am.”

She smiled. “It hurt me, though.”

He nodded, remembering how he’d felt when his friend told him Olivia was seeing someone else. “I know how that feels.”

“I couldn’t take—”

“I won’t cheat on you.”

She smiled and shook her head. “You don’t have to—”

“No, I know. And I don’t know what’ll happen, or if you’ll even still like me tomorrow…”

Carla kissed him. “I’m pretty sure I’ll still like you, even if I can’t walk properly.”

He laughed. “What I’m saying is, I promise I won’t go behind your back. If a time ever comes where I’d rather see someone else, I’ll tell you first.”

She nodded. “That’s fair enough. Same here.”

He pushed into her again, and she frowned.

She clenched around him. “Did you fake it?”

He shook his head. “I can go again.”

“What?” Carla looked distraught.

“I usually stay hard after the first time, and can go again straight away.”

“Do you come again?”

He nodded.

“Jeez.” She shook her head. “Just remember that I’m used to a guy whose dick’s shorter and a lot thinner than yours is.”

“I don’t need to hear about your past sex life.”

“I’m just pointing out that I’m petite, and this” —she clenched again— “isn’t normal.”

“Stop whining.”

“I should be regarded as a delicate flower.”

“Stop talking.”

“I’m just saying, you shouldn’t bludgeon something as tiny and sensitive as—”

Josh pushed deep, the tip of his cock prodding against something.

“Ow!”

He smiled. “Have you stopped talking yet?” He pushed in again.

“Ahh!” She slipped her arms around his neck. “How long does the second one last?”

“Usually longer than the first.”

“Oh.” She bit her lip. “Am I allowed to come again?”

“I guess that’d be okay, providing it stops you talking.”

“Bastard.”

He looked at her for a second, then leaned down and kissed her gently on the lips.

Carla placed her palms on his cheeks. “Fuck me.”

Josh slipped his hands down and gripped her waist, holding her close. “No. I’ll fuck you later. I’ll fuck you in the shower, and after we’ve called room service and had something to eat, I’ll fuck you again on the bed—maybe doggie style so I can enjoy the sight of your beautiful bum. But now, I’m going to make love to you. It’ll be slow, and it’ll be gentle because you’re my delicate flower.”

When she blinked, he saw her eyes were sparkling with tears. “Okay. But later…?”

He leaned down and kissed her gently? “Later?”

“Later, I want you to make me your bitch.”

“My bitch?”

She nodded. “I want you to bend me into any shape you want and fuck me senseless. I don’t care if I have to attend interviews in a wheelchair.”

“That sounds like a good deal.”

Carla pulled his head down and pushed her tongue into his mouth.

There was no more talking, just the breathless gasps of her two orgasms and the grateful groans Josh made when he came inside her for the second time.

THE END
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A Hotwife’s Journey

Her key in the door made his heart race. He listened as she came up the stairs, then held his breath when she walked into the bedroom. He couldn’t help staring. Her clothes were twisted, her makeup was smudged, and her hair was dishevelled.

She’s fucked someone.

Karen walked to the foot of the bed and looked into his face. “I did it.”

He swallowed.

She pulled her top over her head and dropped it on the floor, then pushed her skirt down over her hips and kicked it away. Slowly, she unclipped her bra at the front. As the cups came away, he saw a love bite on one of her breasts. Karen held his gaze as she pushed her thong down her legs and then bent to pick it up, holding it open so he could see the gooey mess soaked into the crotch.

It was another man’s cum, and it’d dribbled out of her during the drive home. The guy had deposited it deep in her cunt, and she’d returned home to her pervert husband to show him the evidence.

Nigel ached for her.
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A Hotwife’s Journey

After her husband’s open invitation to become a hotwife, Karen enjoys a variety of surprises and adventures that are hotter than any wife could wish for.

This collection covers her entire journey…

Karen’s Open Invitation

Nigel is a lucky man. He has everything a man could want: a successful and beautiful wife, a happy marriage, two wonderful daughters, a nice home and his own business.

So why risk it all just to satisfy his dirty fantasy?

When Karen’s throwaway comment about a hot colleague in the Sweden office unlocks the door to his secret desires, he offers her the chance to have a little fun; to mix business with pleasure.

Nigel has fantasised about sharing his wife for a long time. And from the way Karen’s been behaving lately, he suspects the idea appeals to her, too.

But there’s a big difference between fantasy and reality.

Will she take up his suggestion and have a passionate tryst with a virtual stranger while attending an overseas meeting? Neither know the answer when she leaves for the airport, but she doesn’t have to make her decision straight away. She can see how the meeting pans out. After all, it’s an open invitation…

Karen’s Party Surprise

Nigel is amazed by how Karen’s taken to her new role as a hotwife. Not only does she give herself freely to strangers, but she also thrills her husband by giving him all the juicy details he craves when she gets home.

Their sex-life is better than ever.

Nigel realises that an upcoming company get together will mean that they’ll be staying in the same hotel as Sean, the first man he ever shared her with. He offers Karen the chance to enjoy another night of passion, and they hatch a plan that could work. But Sean comes up with a counteroffer that’s just too good to refuse.

For a wife-sharing couple like Nigel and Karen, it’s the ultimate party surprise…

Karen’s Holiday Adventures

Life keeps getting better and better for Nigel. His long-held wife-sharing fantasy is now his reality, and he couldn’t be happier.

Or at least that's what he thinks until his wife reveals her plans for a break.

Their daughters are going away with their cousin’s family, so Karen books a holiday for the two of them—on a Caribbean island. What’s more, she promises to make it a fun-filled week where nothing is off-limits.

Under the hot tropical sun of St Lucia, Nigel learns just how hot his hotwife can be.

He’s shocked by the diversity of her sexual appetite, but then she did promise him an ‘anything goes’ holiday adventure…

A Hotwife’s Journey is available from Amazon
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Take My Wife

After about fifteen minutes, Sophie leaned up on her elbow and started to kiss Joel, ready to continue with her night of passion. As she pushed the quilt down the bed with her foot, Jim saw that her hand was gripping Joel’s dick, slowly masturbating him. Joel was already hard. Evidently, he was ready for more, too. Jim wondered how long Sophie had been playing with him. Sophie climbed on top of him, feeding his thick dick inside her.

Jim knelt on the bed next to their legs and watched as his wife slowly made love to the other man. Her head was buried against Joel’s shoulder, her long tousled hair a dark fan over the pillow, hiding both their faces. Their bodies moved together in a slow, sensual dance. From his position on the bed, Jim had a perfect view of their union. With each slow, upward movement of Sophie’s hips he could see Joel’s slippery hardness, partially exposed for a second or two before it disappeared again inside the dark pinkness. Joel was holding Sophie’s hips in his hands, moving her on him. Jim stretched his hand out and gently stroked the back of Sophie’s leg, aroused to feel her thigh muscles working as she rode his friend.

There was a layer of perspiration on Sophie’s back, giving her a sultry, exotic look in the dim yellow light. Their lovemaking seemed to go on for a long time before Sophie reached her climax. She was very vocal as she came – muffled moans and sighs as the current built up, urgent grunts as the waves swelled inside her, then screams and shouts as the waves broke into an explosion of pleasure. Finally, she let out grateful cries and whimpers as she rode the final
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The epic saga of how a really dirty fantasy becomes a fantastically dirty reality. All three books under one sweaty cover.

Bon Voyeur

Another man in their bed? Madness! Sophie and Jim had never done it before—heck, it was only supposed to be a fantasy to get them in the mood for each other. What if Sophie likes it too much? What if Jim has second thoughts when he sees his beautiful wife taken by another man? What if she enjoys the other man more because he has more to offer?

When the perfect opportunity presents, though, they both jump at the chance.

Joel is tall, handsome, and so much bigger than even Sophie expected! Best of all, he’s moving to the other side of the world, so they need never see him again. If Jim plays this right, Joel won’t even suspect the stranger they’re sharing is his loving wife.

Watching his beautiful Sophie—so vulnerable, so unprotected, so utterly owned—Jim experiences a powerful revelation. It’s sure been fun having a gorgeous wife all to himself, but it’s much more fun to share.

Abuse of Power

Jim’s learning things about himself that he never knew. Surprising things. Like how much he enjoys watching his wife lose herself with another man. Sophie’s learning as well, like how when it comes to male attention, for her it’s a case of the more the merrier.

And Sophie loves getting merry. You might say she’s becoming addicted. Sometimes she needs it so bad she’ll take the initiative herself, even when Jim is not around. For most men, that might be a problem, but Jim is not most men. Just knowing what his loving wife is doing without him, giving herself to those men, letting them have her in every way they can… Yes, he gets jealous, but if Sophie tells him everything, how she becomes so needy that she simply relinquishes her will, it can be almost as good as being there.

Drunk on the seemingly inexhaustible depth of his wife’s libido, Jim oversteps at a swinging party and starts directing Sophie’s lovers, telling them where they should finish. Finally, Sophie cracks. Sticky, degraded, angry, she strikes back and gives her cuckold husband a taste of his own medicine… or at least, her lovers’ medicine.

Global Playground

Jim is a simple man with simple needs. He's lives in a nice house on a nice street, he's got a good job, and he plays tennis to wind down. And on weekends he kisses his wife Sophie goodbye when she goes off to swingers' parties to service her ever-escalating needs. Billionaires, porn stars, dancers—one at a time or all at once, it doesn't matter to Sophie. She'll take it every way she can get it and relay all the juicy details to Jim when she gets home.

Life is good. Too good, you might say. For a voyeur like Jim, his open marriage is damn near perfect. Little bit of wife-watching, little bit of playing around... what more could a man want? Well there's only one answer to the eternal question, and that's the eternal truth. He want's what he can't have—romantic dates, curling up in front of a fire, sweet togetherness—and while Sophie is off jet-setting with wealthy men to service her needs, Jim falls into a comfortable friendship with Naomi, a stunning older woman and self-described cougar.

For a man who's known nothing but chocolate-chip, where's the harm in trying vanilla for once? Just a little taste... maybe a scoop...

Take My Wife is available from Amazon
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Rolled

She took a sip of wine. “Can I ask you something?”

He sat forward “Yeah.”

“It’s about me being with Bromley…”

“Oh.” He looked deflated, as if resigned to the fact he wouldn’t be getting any after all.

“I’m just curious about your feelings. What goes through your mind when you’re out here and I’m in the bedroom with Bromley?”

He cast his eyes to the floor. “I try not to think—”

“Come on, don’t hold back. For the first time in ages, we’re actually talking to each other like we used to. We’ve had a lovely evening.” She adjusted herself in her chair, moving her legs to reveal more of her thighs. “I’ve even dressed up for you…”

He glanced at her legs, then held her gaze. “I think about how you must look on the bed.”

“How do you mean?”

“You know, your face, your body.”

Janine was puzzled. “I’m not sure I—”

“I think about your expressions, your body language. I imagine you lying down on the bed and looking up at him.” He shrugged, embarrassed.

“You mean when I’m lying on the bed and watching him undress?”

Adam nodded.

“What about when I pass him the condom and watch him roll the rubber down onto his cock?”

“Do you help get him hard?” His voice was little more than a whisper.

She shook her head. “No. By the time he unzips his trousers, he’s got a hard-on.” She saw him swallow, bite his lip.

“And what about you? Does he need to…?” He pushed a shoulder forward in a childish shrug, as if ashamed to use the word foreplay.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I’m always wet enough.”

He nodded, took a gulp of wine.

Janine was enjoying herself. She was wet now, just talking about it. “He dribbles, too. I can see precum all over the head of his cock. It glistens until he rolls the condom on.”

Adam was silent, his eyes a little glazed.

Janine uncrossed her legs, placing both feet on the floor. “When he kneels on the bed, I open my legs for him, like this.” She allowed her knees to fall open. “Do you like me opening my legs for another man?”

He frowned, nodded his head slightly.

She smiled. “At last, you’re being honest. Good.”

Adam put his wine down and slid off the sofa, crawled on his hands and knees across the rug until he was by her feet.

She raised her bum high enough off the chair for him to remove her panties. “Can you imagine my expression when he runs the head of his cock through the wetness of my slit?”
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When Janine allows Adam to talk her into visiting a casino to celebrate five years together, she never imagines that a night that starts with so much fun and flirting could end in such despair and debt. Adam doesn't just lose all the money they’d saved, he takes out credit they cannot afford to pay back.

They work extra hours and struggle for a month to save up enough for the first payment. Then, it appears, the casino manager has another way the struggling couple could make the interest payments.

Outraged, Janine immediately rejects the indecent proposal. But, despite the sleaziness of the suggestion, she’s flattered someone would be prepared to consider giving up that sort of money just for…her, and the thought of allowing a complete stranger to use her body pushes buttons she didn’t know she had. 

And why does Adam seem so keen she should do it…?

Rolled is available from Amazon
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