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Zoe’s First Bull

After Zoe spent the night with a younger man she met in a pub, Stuart is desperate for her to have another encounter so he can see it for himself. He’s yearned to be her cuckold for almost twenty years and now that his secret is out, there’s no reason to deny it. 

They take things slowly and weigh up all the pros and cons of wife-sharing. During their many discussions, it soon becomes apparent that Zoe had far more sexual partners than Stuart did before they met. He finds this detail yet another turn-on.

When she suggests that he should browse the website and choose her first bull, he’s thrilled. He knows she’s had bigger men, so he needs to find her someone special. 

Once he clicks on Calvin’s profile, the search is over. The man is everything a cuck could want for his hotwife. Handsome, hung, and with a body that looks like it’s been chiselled from ebony. 

Stuart can’t wait to see what Zoe’s first bull will do to her...



Contents



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Zoe’s First Bull


[image: ]


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

ALSO BY DELORES SWALLOWS



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Chapter 1
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Stuart tingled with anticipation about their upcoming date night as he stepped out of the shower. There were things they needed to discuss. 

He and Zoe were closer than they’d ever been during their twenty-seven-year marriage. Blessed with two wonderful children, he and his wife had proudly watched them grow into fine adults, praising and celebrating all their achievements along the way. And now the kids had finally flown the nest, he and Zoe had rekindled their own relationship by introducing date nights into their routine. 

After washing his buzzed-short brown hair and closely trimmed beard, he lathered his body and dropped his head back to enjoy the powerful spray on his face. Once clean and rinsed, he stepped out of the shower. He smiled to himself as he towelled off, acknowledging that rekindled was quite an understatement.  When he considered what had occurred after last week’s date night, even ‘reignited’ didn’t do it justice. It’d be more accurate to say that Zoe had taken a flamethrower to their wedding vows, and Stuart couldn’t have been happier.

It had all started innocently enough several weeks earlier. With both of them in their early fifties, he was determined to avoid sinking into a mundane co-existence of reality TV and pottering around the garden, so he’d suggested date nights. She’d liked the idea, and on their first evening they went to the cinema. The following week they had supper in one of the neighbouring towns, and that night had been pivotal to their newfound closeness.

A knock on the bathroom door startled him from his reverie. “It’s open,” he called, wrapping the towel around his waist.

Zoe poked her head around the door. “Sorry, can I just get my mascara?”

He smiled and stepped back so she could get to the tall cabinet of their vanity unit where she kept her makeup. As she opened the door and searched the shelves, Stuart let his eyes wander down her robe-clad body to the soft skin of her legs.

“Have you decided what lingerie you’re going to wear tonight?” he asked.

“I intended wearing the teddy I wore last weekend, but I’ll need to wash it again.” Mascara in hand, she closed the cabinet door and leaned closer as if to whisper. “Some stains can be difficult to remove.” She laughed at his expression, which was probably a mix of shock and lust, and left him to finish getting dried.

When he returned to the bedroom, Zoe was sitting at her dressing table. He dropped the towel and pulled on a pair of boxers, then he sat on the bed. 

She frowned at his reflection in the mirror. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m waiting to see what you’re going to wear before I get dressed.” He smiled. “Every time we go out, I get ready first and then you walk downstairs looking much better-dressed than I do. So this time, I decided to wait.”

She turned around and gave him a warm smile. “Put on a nice pair of trousers and a dress shirt. I’ll be wearing a skirt and top, so I don’t intend going to a bar with you dressed in a tuxedo.”

He walked to his wardrobe, chose a pair of charcoal chinos and a pale blue shirt. Once ready, he carried his shoes downstairs to wait. Fifteen minutes later, Zoe joined him wearing a knee-length black pencil skirt and a cream blouse. Her legs were bare, and she wore heeled black sandals that showed her red-painted toenails. She stood in front of his chair as if waiting for him to comment on her outfit.

Stuart nodded approvingly. “You look lovely.”

“Thank you. How about I drive tonight?” It had become a standing joke that every time they went out Stuart always drove, and Zoe drank more than she should. 

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“Yes. I’m happy to stay sober, and I think it might do you good to have a few drinks and loosen up.”

He frowned. “Am I not loose enough already?”

“You know what I mean. When we talk about...” She raised one shoulder and looked slightly embarrassed. “When we discuss things that have happened in the past, and what might happen in the future, you seem to get kind of uptight and anxious.”

“I don’t get anxious, I get horny.”

She laughed out loud. “Well, I expect there’ll be quite a bit of discussion about the things that make you horny later, so I think it’d be nice for you to have a few drinks and relax.”

He narrowed his eyes. “Is it to make me last longer when we get home?”

She laughed again, shaking her head. “I don’t think you have any problems in that department nowadays. So, what would you like to drink?”

“A beer would be lovely.”

After Zoe had gone to fix the drinks, Stuart smiled. Before they’d started their date nights, sex had dwindled to maybe once every two or three weeks. The result of this was that Stuart usually came sooner than they’d both have liked. Lately, however, they were having sex much more frequently. They’d actually had sex every single day since Zoe spent the night with a guy she’d met in the pub last Saturday.

She returned, passed him his beer and sat on the couch opposite. 

He watched closely as she crossed her legs, then looked up into her eyes and raised his bottle. “Cheers.”

She smiled and raised her glass, which seemed to contain sparkling water. “To date nights, and dirty talk.”

“Is that all tonight’s going to entail?” 

“Mostly that, though you might get lucky when we arrive home.”

He watched her face closely. If she wanted to pick up another man tonight, she knew he’d go along with it. But her offering to drive had removed that possibility. “So what are we going to talk about?”

“Things I’ve done in the past.” 

Zoe had an affair eighteen years earlier, which had been the catalyst for what had happened last week. “The recent past or the distant past?” he asked, his balls tingling in expectation.

“Both.” She held his gaze for a second before continuing. “I think there are things that happened in the past that you might find titillating.”

“And you’re happy to share them?”

“It’s the least I can do, now that you’ve showed you’re happy to share me.” She raised her eyebrows. “You were happy to share me, weren’t you?”

“Haven’t I shown that every night since then?”

“Hmm. You’re like a new man.” She recrossed her legs. “Speaking of new men, I spent about half an hour this afternoon skimming through the bulls on the website.”

The tingling in his balls increased and his cock began to thicken. “I thought we were going to look at them together.”

“We will. I was just having a quick look to see what’s available.” She grinned. “A little window shopping while I was waiting for the dryer to finish.”

“And did you see anything you liked?”

“I saw dozens of things I liked.” Her tongue appeared briefly between her painted lips. “I guess I’m going to have to prioritise them.” 

Stuart shrugged. “Or just make a list and pick them out at random. That way, you don’t start with the best and work down to the least favourite.”

“I see you’ve given this some thought, too.”

He smiled, then finished his beer. Zoe’s glass was still three-quarters full. “Shall I have another drink here?”

She put her glass down and stood up. “No, let’s go out. You seem to enjoy talking dirty more when there are other people around.”

“That’s not true. I just get inspired to talk dirty when I see the way men look at you.”

“Hmm.” Zoe put on a fitted suede coat and took her keys from her bag. 

Stuart’s car was parked behind Zoe’s on the driveway, so they went in that one. She drove them to a large country pub about five miles away. It had a beer garden with a huge children’s play area, and when the kids were younger they’d spent many afternoons here. This time they sat inside, where Stuart had a pint of beer and Zoe drank orange juice. The pub was busy, with many of the tables occupied by family groups having dinner. Stuart and Zoe chose a small table in a quiet corner.

He took a sip of his beer, put his glass down and raised his eyebrows. “So, what are we going to discuss first, recent history or ancient history?”

“While I’d rather you didn’t use words like ancient, it was something regarding my past misdemeanour I wanted to talk about.”

He smiled at her phrasing. “Your past misdemeanour?”

She nodded. “That’s what it was. I committed adultery, which is a wrong-doing. In some countries, it’s a criminal offence.”

“But not here and, as you’ve since learned, your husband didn’t think what you were doing was actually wrong.”

She took a sip of her drink and watched his eyes, then put her glass down. “Since that’s the case, I thought I might tell you a few of the things I did that I would otherwise have kept to myself.”

“Other things you did in the past?”

She nodded.

Stuart’s heart rate sped up. “Things you did with Jamie, or with other men?”

“With Jamie.” She frowned. “He was the only one, but there might have been another if I’d known then what I know now.”

“What do you know now?”

“That you approved of my behaviour.”

“You had other offers?”

She laughed and looked around the room. “I’d put money on the fact that every single woman here has been approached at some point in her life by a man. But that’s not what I’m talking about.”

“So what are you talking about?”

“You know I told you Jamie liked to do certain dirty things.”

Stuart’s cock swelled. “You mean he liked to finger you then make you lick your own juices off his hands?”

She held his gaze.

“And he liked to kiss you after he’d come in your mouth?”

“He also liked to come on my boobs and then lick it off.”

He grimaced. “Ugh. Really?”

She nodded. “And then he’d push his tongue into my mouth so I could taste his cum. It only happened a few times, and it was always at the height of passion, so I found it quite...” She shrugged. “At the time it felt erotic but, looking back, it now seems kind of dirty.”

Stuart thought about what he’d been told, then shook his head. “I guess a lot of the things that happen at the height of passion could look dirty with hindsight.” He remembered jacking off after watching his wife give her lover a blowjob in a car. “If it turned you both on at the time, I don’t see anything wrong with it.”

Zoe seemed to think about it. “Yeah, I guess.”

There was a low-level hum of excitement running through him. He loved these kinds of conversations, so he gave what he hoped was an encouraging smile. “What other things did you two get up to?”

“When we first started seeing each other, he asked a lot of questions about my sexual history and told me a lot about his.” She smiled, making Stuart think it was a fond memory. “I think we both got off on telling each other what we’d done in our pasts.”

“He asked about us?”

“Yeah, but not just you. He wanted to know about the guys I’d known before I got married. He asked about when I’d lost my virginity, if I’d had many one-night stands when I was single, what was the dirtiest thing I’d done with anyone who wasn’t a steady boyfriend, if I’d ever had a crush on one of my friends’ boyfriends, if I found girls sexually attractive.”

“Wow.” Stuart chewed his lip. “I wouldn’t know your answers to most of those questions.”

“That’s because you never asked.”

He opened his mouth then closed it again, too embarrassed to admit he wanted to know the answers now.

“Everyone has their history,” she continued, as if oblivious to the effect her words were having on him. “It’s part of the growing-up process. But Jamie was the first person to ask about mine. It wasn’t something you and I had ever discussed.”

“I didn’t realise then how...” He frowned. “Up until when you started seeing Jamie, I’d had no idea that the thought of you with other men would turn me on.”

“You never thought about my previous boyfriends?”

“Not really. I mean, I knew you’d had past relationships, obviously. Neither of us were virgins when we met. I just never thought to ask you the details.”

Zoe nodded. “I never asked about yours either. It was all water under the bridge, so I didn’t see the point.”

“But Jamie did.”

She laughed and nodded. “Yeah. Like I said, he was a dirty bugger.”

“Did you answer his questions?” 

She nodded. “I also got him to answer the questions as well, which was enlightening.”

Stuart downed the rest of his pint, then smiled. “How about I get us another drink, then I’ll start asking you questions?”

Zoe stood up. “I’ll go to the bar while you make a list of what you want to know.” 

Stuart watched his wife walk across the pub. Most of the men present were with their families and eating, so she didn’t get the same amount of attention as she had in the places they’d visited on previous date nights. But as he watched her legs and bum, a warmth spread through him at the thought of getting her home later and working off all the tension that would build up during the next hour of questioning.

Zoe returned with his beer. She hadn’t bought herself another drink as her glass was still almost full. “So,” she said, lowering herself back into her chair, “what’s your first question?”

“Tell me about the night you lost your virginity.”

She laughed and took a sip of her drink. “My parents were out for the evening, so me and my boyfriend had the house to ourselves. We used my single bed.”

“How far had you gone on previous occasions?”

“With him or with other guys?”

“What do you mean?”

“The young man I lost my virginity to wasn’t the first to get past first base.”

Stuart shook his head. “I’ve only ever heard that phrase in movies, and I never really understood what the bases actually—”

“Yeah, I think it’s more of an American thing. First base is kissing. Second base is touching above the waist, and third base is touching below the waist.”

He didn’t know much about baseball, but he could guess the rest. “So a home run is—”

“Going all the way,” she confirmed. “Sexual intercourse.”

“And you’re telling me the night of the home run wasn’t your first game of baseball.”

She laughed. “Of course it wasn’t. I don’t expect your first delve into a girl’s panties was the night you lost your cherry.”

Images of a girl called Pamela Baldwin filled his mind’s eye. During a cold winter night at a bus stop, he’d managed to undo the button of her jeans and slide his hand down inside her panties. He’d been amazed how soft her skin was just above her pubic hair, and then he’d pushed his hand further down and had his first ever contact with a vagina. She hadn’t touched him, but he’d inserted his middle finger inside her and the thrill of hearing her moan was the sexiest thing he’d experienced up until that moment. 

“Well?” Zoe asked, bringing him back to the present.

“No, it wasn’t.”

“Well then.” She shrugged. “I’d done quite a bit of experimenting before I let anyone go all the way.”

“With others, or the one who—?”

“Both.”

“And what sort of experimenting did you do?”

She gave a quiet chuckle and leaned over the table. “Does the idea of a younger me letting people play with my boobs and slip their hand inside my panties turn you on?”

He nodded. “Does the memory of it turn you on?”

She took her lower lip between her teeth, then gave a half-nod, half-shrug. “Yeah, I suppose so. Like I said, it’s all part of growing up.”

“Do you remember the first one who got to second base?”

“There were a couple who had a good feel through clothes during snogging sessions, but the first to remove my bra and see my boobs was someone called Michael...” She frowned. “I can’t remember his last name, now.”

“Slut!”

She laughed and shook her head. “I remember his face, though. His eyes were so wide, then he lowered his head and sucked my nipples.” She let out a breathy sigh.

“What did you do to him?”

“Nothing. I think letting him play with my tits and suck my nipples was enough for both of us.”

“Was he the first to make third base?”

“No, that was somebody else.”

“Who?”

“Nathan, whose family lived next door. We’d known each other for years, but he was Catholic, so he went to a different school. I’d always liked him, and we started going out. One afternoon when we were kissing in his dad’s garden shed, I felt his hand on my leg. I was leaning against the side wall, I didn’t stop him when he moved it up under my skirt.”

“Did you touch him?”

“Not at the time, but I did later that week.”

“What happened in the shed?”

“He stroked me through my panties as we kissed. It felt...” She looked embarrassed. “It felt so nice. I’d been touching myself for a couple of years, but that was the first time anyone else had touched me there.”

“And he just touched you through your panties?”

She shook her head. “After a while he slipped his hand beyond the cotton. I was so wet, then he pushed his finger in and rocked his hand.” She smiled. “He was the first person other than myself to make me come.”

“Did you come quietly?”

“God no,” she said, giggling. “I gasped and moaned, and I couldn’t stop my body from jerking under his touch because he kept going after I’d come.”

Stuart stared into his wife’s eyes, trying to imagine her as a teenager writhing in ecstasy. He grinned.

“What?” Zoe asked.

“We don’t have a garden shed, but we do have a garage.”

She laughed out loud. “What are you suggesting?”

“That when we get home, I take you in there and finger you until you come.”

Her expression suggested she liked the idea. “We can do that if you like.”

“And how will you pay me back?”

“Want me to do what I did for Nathan a couple of days after we’d been in the shed?”

He raised his eyebrows. “Did you give him a handjob?”

She shook her head. “I made him come with my boobs.”

Stuart’s breath caught in his throat. “Where did you do that?”

“In my parents living room while they were both at work.”

“How?”

“He removed his trousers and sat on the couch. I knelt on the floor, took my top off and...” She placed her hands on the sides of her boobs and moved them up and down slightly, checking that nobody else in the pub had noticed her actions.

“Where did his cum go?”

She laughed again. “Everywhere. All over my chest and neck, and it ran down my tummy. It was a good job the couch was leather, because I had to wipe the cushion after he stood up.”

Zoe watched him with a sparkle in her hazel eyes. “Do you want to go home yet?”

“It’s too early, and I have more questions.”

“You can ask them in bed, after you’ve fingered me in the garage and come on my tits in the living room.”

Stuart took a large gulp of his fresh pint, then stood up. “We’re wasting a lot of money on drinks we’re not finishing.”

Zoe stood and stepped close. “It’s only money. Come on, let’s go home and act like horny teenagers.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 2
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Stuart lay on his back in their bed, his arm around Zoe’s shoulders and her arm resting on his stomach. “How did that compare to what you did with Nathan?”

“On the downside, there were more cobwebs in the garage than I noticed in his garden shed.” She leaned up on one elbow to look at him. “But on the upside...”

“Yes?”

She smiled. “Nathan didn’t use the pad of his thumb on my clit like you did.”

“That sort of technique takes practice. But I’m guessing he produced a lot more cum than I did in the living room.”

“Probably, and he certainly produced it far quicker than you did.” She laid her head back on his chest.

He stroked her hair, remembering her expression as he’d glazed her chest and neck with cum. “Did you have boobs like that as a teenager?”

“Not as big as they are now, but I was an early developer. I was a B-cup before my fifteenth birthday.”

“And did you tell Jamie the story?”

“Mm hmm.”

His heartbeat sped up. “And what did he think about it?”

“Well, he didn’t want to finger me standing up in a shed...”

“But he wanted the tit wank?”

She nodded.

“And by then your tits would have been the size they are now.”

Zoe sat up, straddled his thighs and gripped his flaccid cock in her hand. “I suppose they were, but I don’t want to talk about Jamie. I was enjoying you asking about my earlier conquests.”

“Why?”

“I’ll tell you everything, but let’s keep it chronological.” She narrowed her eyes. “It’s a two-way street, though. Tell me about your first venture to third base.” She squeezed the base of his shaft and began to pump her hand.

“It was a girl called Pamela, and it happened one cold wet night in a bus shelter.”

“Did you make her come?”

“I don’t think so, but she moaned when I pushed my finger in.”

“Did she touch you?”

He shook his head.

“Did you jerk off when you got home?”

“Several times, probably, though I don’t actually remember.” He looked into her eyes. “So, how often did Nathan get to touch you?”

“Quite a few over the next few months. But he went to a different school, so he wasn’t really part of our crowd.”

“You saw other guys behind his back?” 

“We weren’t a couple.” She shrugged. “We were both young and carefree.”

Stuart’s cock was now hard again, and Zoe moved up his body and impaled herself. She closed her eyes and let out a long breath, then opened them again and started to slowly rock her hips forward and back.

“So who was next?” he asked

“I can’t remember the order. There was one called Liam at a school disco. We went to the very back of the cloakroom and he pushed my bra up and mauled my boobs, then slid his hand down my leggings and fingered me.”

“What did you do in return?”

“I rubbed his hard-on through his jeans.” She smirked. “He came, but I didn’t.”

“He came in his pants?”

She nodded.

“How do you know?”

“He cried out and shuddered, and there was a slimy patch showing through the pale blue denim.”

“Wow.”

Zoe began to move her hips a little faster. “Then I saw Nathan again. This time we had his parents’ house to ourselves, and I got my first experience of oral sex.”

“Really? Giving or receiving?”

“Both.”

Stuart was a little peeved because he didn’t experience oral sex until after he’d lost his virginity. “As in a sixty-nine?”

She shook her head. “He performed on me first, then—”

“Did you come?”

“Oh yeah.” She smiled. “And afterwards, I returned the favour.”

“You made him come?”

“Hmm, but he warned me just before, so I released it and finished him with my hand.”

Stuart was getting the early tingles of an impending orgasm. “Was it Nathan who eventually took your virginity?”

“Yes.” She smiled. “I suppose it had to be him.”

“How was it?”

She scrunched her nose up. “The Earth didn’t exactly move, but I was glad to get it out of the way.”

“Did you come?”

“No, but I did during the second time.”

“Same night?”

“Yes.”

“That was better?”

She smiled. “Yes, and it lasted longer.”

“Where did he come?”

“Inside me, but he was wearing a condom.”

Stuart placed his hands on her hips and began thrusting up into her. “How long was it before you let a different player get a home run?”

Zoe placed her hands on his chest. “I’ll tell you that after you’ve told me about your first time, but I think we should stop talking now.” She began to bounce harder on his cock. “Let’s just enjoy the present.”

Stuart clenched his teeth and pumped his hips up and down. “It’s the future I’m looking forward to the most.”

Zoe looked into his eyes, then her mouth dropped open and her eyelids fluttered. The grip of her orgasm tipped him over the edge, and he erupted inside her. He rolled her off until they both lay on their sides, then jackhammered his hips and drained his balls dry.

He eventually stopped thrusting and withdrew. Zoe smiled and snuggled into his chest, pulling the quilt over them. “I really like our date nights.”

“Me too.” He kissed her forehead, picturing the teenage version of his wife losing her virginity, then making the young man fuck her again as soon he got another erection.

* * * *
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After a lazy morning and a late breakfast, Stuart heard Zoe laughing and chatting on the phone. Then she walked into the living room with a smile on her face.

“Eva’s calling in to see us,” she said, dropping onto the couch. 

“Cool.” It’d been almost a month since they’d seen their daughter.

“She came up for Louise Belton’s twenty-first birthday party last night and wants to see us before she drives back south.”

Stuart was still uncomfortable about his daughter renting a house in Watford with two people he hadn’t met, but she was an adult and could make her own decisions. 

Eva came through the back door and called hello. Stuart and Zoe both hugged her in turn. She looked happy. Zoe made coffee as they asked about Eva’s job and living arrangements. She assured them the job was going well and that the girls she was sharing the house with were very nice. Coffee in hand, they wandered through to the living room. Eva took an armchair, so Stuart and Zoe sat together on the couch.

Eva looked from one to the other. “Have you two been on holiday?”

Zoe shook her head. “No, though we did talk about going to The Lakes a few weeks back. Why, are we looking tanned?”

“No, you both just look...” Eva shrugged. “You look like you do when you get back from holiday. All chilled and at ease with life.”

“Well,” Stuart said, “that’s probably because we’re no longer tidying up after you all the time.”

Zoe slapped his leg. “Pay no attention to him. I know he misses you as much as I do.”

Eva smiled. “It’s nice to see you both so happy.”

“How was Louise’s party?” Zoe asked.

“It was lovely. Loads of people I haven’t seen for ages were there.” She frowned. “Did you know her dad’s remarried?”

“Lucky bugger,” Stuart joked.

Zoe gave her husband another slap on the leg, this one considerably harder than the first. “Shut it, you.” She raised her eyebrows at Eva. “And was his new wife at the party?”

“Yeah, they all seem to get on fine. Louise likes her, and her mum doesn’t care so there were no problems.”

They chatted for another half-hour. Eva refused the offer of lunch, explaining she needed to get back and sort stuff out for the following day. 

As they all walked out to her car, Eva said, “Please explain to Noah that I’ll call to see him and Lucy the next time I’m up.”

“He’s probably forgotten he even has a sister,” Stuart said.

Zoe slapped his arm. “Don’t listen to him. Noah will understand.”

They each gave their daughter a final hug before waving her off and going back into the house.

“I wonder what Ian’s new wife’s like,” Stuart said, smirking.

“Not as dirty as me, so shut up or we’ll go to nookie once a month.”

He pulled her close. “It’s nice that Eva noticed there’s a difference in us.”

“Yeah, but I’d die of shame if she ever found out exactly what’s put the spring in our step.”

“Agreed. Nobody wants to hear their mother has developed a fondness for fresh cock.”

Zoe squealed and slapped his arm. “Don’t say it like that.” She dropped into the armchair Eva had sat on, folded her arms over her boobs and crossed her legs. “Mind you, finding out your mother likes fresh cock would be far less embarrassing than finding out your dad’s a cuckold.”

Stuart couldn’t think of a witty comeback, so instead brought up something Zoe had mentioned to Eva. “I’d forgotten we talked about a weekend in The Lake District.”

“You mentioned it on one of the early date nights, but then the subject became how to upgrade our sex life.”

“Do you still fancy it?”

“What, upgrading our sex life?”

“Going to The Lakes.”

She smiled. “Yes, I think it’d be lovely.”

“Shall I try and book a hotel for next weekend?”

She nodded. “Maybe we can take the laptop and browse for bulls one afternoon.”

Stuart felt the familiar buzz of excitement kick in yet again.

* * * *
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They both took Friday afternoon off work and set off up the M6 as soon as they’d finished lunch. Stuart had booked a hotel in Bowness-on-Windermere, and he was excited about their trip. It took less than two hours to reach the large stone-built hotel, and their room was at the very top, the ceiling sloping as it followed the roofline. It had leaded windows with a view across Lake Windermere, and a huge bed.

They quickly unpacked and headed out to explore the town. Most of the shops sold either gifts or outdoor clothing, all aimed at the tourist market. The sky was overcast but it was still fairly warm. Stuart and Zoe wandered along the pavements and eventually stopped at a café overlooking the harbour, where small boats bobbed on the water. They made small talk about trivial things, but Stuart had no intention of keeping the conversation so dull when they went to dinner later. There were numerous questions he intended to ask. Coffee finished, they continued their tour of the town. Zoe bought herself a scarf and a pair of gloves, then they made their way back to the hotel.

Zoe dressed in a green fitted dress and black heels. She’d pinned her hair up and applied a dark red lipstick. Stuart nodded his approval, and they walked down and had a drink in the hotel bar before going through to the dining room. He let Zoe choose the wine, and once they’d been served their starters, he decided to ask his first question.

“So, who was the next young man to get lucky after Nathan?”

She paused with her fork to her mouth. “Nathan got lucky several times before I moved on to the next. But before we get into that, you need to tell me about your first time.”

“It was with a girl called Amelia.”

“Where were you?”

“In her room at the university halls of residence.”

Zoe’s eyes went wide. “You didn’t lose your virginity until you were at uni?”

He shook his head. “I went to an all-boys school, and I lived in a small village. I had to catch a bus or scrounge lifts from my parents to any social gatherings, so my teenage years were pretty dull.” He narrowed his eyes. “How old were you?”

“A lot younger than that. So, tell me about Amelia.”

“She was pretty, with thick black hair and big brown eyes. I’d gone to see a band in the student union bar, and she was there as well. We shared a few looks while the band were on, and after they’d finished I asked if I could buy her a drink. We seemed to hit it off, and she invited me back to her room.” He smiled at the memory.

“You fucked her on your first date?”

“I fucked her on our only date.” He laughed and shrugged. “What can I say? I was easy.”

“So how was it?”

“I thought it was wonderful, though she might not agree.”

“Did you come too early?”

“I didn’t come until after she had, but it was fairly brief.”

“Where did you come?”

“Inside her, but I had no choice. She was on top, so I couldn’t have pulled out if I’d tried. She’d already told me she was on the pill, so I just...” He sighed. “Enjoyed the moment.”

Zoe seemed to think about it, then nodded. “Did she kick you out after she’d abused you?”

“No, I stayed the night. By the time I left next morning, we’d done it three more times.”

“You pair of dirty dogs.”

He chuckled. “Right, my turn. Who was your next lover?”

“Someone called Charlie from my school.”

“Where did you do it?”

“At his house. We bunked off school while his parents were at work and did it in his bed, which was a double.”

“How was it?”

“Short and sweet. It was his first time, and he almost came when I rolled the condom on. He probably gave me about six thrusts before he came.” She smiled. “But it was nice, and I enjoyed the feeling of being the more experienced partner. I took his cherry, so he’ll always remember me.”

“I’ve never slept with a virgin,” Stuart admitted. “By the time I got off the mark, all the girls had more experience than I did.”

The waiter collected their empty plates, and Zoe topped up their glasses. “Who gave you your first blowjob?”

Stuart tried to think back. “There was a girl I dated for a while in my first year at uni. She sucked me a few times but never took me all the way. I suppose the first real blowjob was from a girl called Maria who I saw for most of my second year.”

“And how was it?” Zoe asked, smiling.

“How do you think? I was floating on air for about a week afterwards.” He took a sip of his wine. “I know you’d already sucked Nathan but finished him by hand, so who was the first you let come in your mouth?”

“It was Nathan.” She smiled and leaned closer. “We’d learned about sex together, so when I was ready to do the whole swallowing bit, I did it to him.”

Stuart had known about only two of Zoe’s previous boyfriends before they’d started these discussions. When they first met, she’d recently split from a guy called Evan, and he also knew that when she was nineteen, she’d seen a guy about ten years older who her parents disapproved of. “How come you’ve never mentioned Nathan to me before?”

She shrugged. “I never thought it relevant. I don’t think Nathan and I considered each other as boyfriend or girlfriend. We hardly ever went out together. He had his crowd, and I had mine.”

“And when did you stop seeing him?”

“When we went to university, I guess. He did a sports-based degree, and the course included a year in the States. He loved it over there and when his course finished, he moved there permanently.”

“So by the time you went to uni, you’d done pretty much everything in the sexual handbook.” It was in stark contrast to him being a virgin in his fresher year.

“Not everything.” 

The waiter returned with their main course. During the brief interruption, Stuart’s mind raced as to what new forms of kinkiness she might have learned at university.

“What else did you learn?” he asked, once the waiter had gone.

“I think that’s enough of a history lesson for now. Let’s enjoy our food.” She looked down at her Sheet Pan Gnocchi, then at his sea bass. “I wish I’d had the same as you.”

He laughed because this was something Zoe often said. “You should let me choose your dinner tomorrow night.”

“Maybe I should.” She raised her eyebrows. “Maybe I should let you choose my first bull, too.”

Butterflies took flight in his stomach. “I like that idea.”

She nodded. “It’s settled then. You can pick my first bull.” She took a mouthful of her gnocchi and nodded approvingly. “This is actually very good. So, what should we do tomorrow?"

“I thought we could see a few more places. How about we head up to Keswick, calling at Grasmere on the way back?”

She smiled. “That sounds perfect. If the weather’s good we can do a bit of hillwalking, but if it’s wet we can stay in the towns and shelter in the shops and cafés.

Neither of them wanted dessert, though both had a brandy with their coffee, which they drank by a roaring fire in the hotel lounge. Back in their room they stripped and got into bed naked. Zoe leaned in and kissed him, and when he tried to talk she placed her finger on his lips.

“Shh. No more questions. Tonight is about just us.”

Stuart nodded, cradled her left boob in his right hand and ran his thumb over her taut nipple. “That works for me.”

“You can keep the light on.”

“Do you want to watch my come-face?”

She shook her head. “No, but I’m worried I might drop off before you finish.”

Stuart gasped, rolled on top of her and stabbed his cock in. She groaned, then smiled and wrapped her arms around his back. “Fuck me,” she whispered. “And don’t worry about being gentle.”

He did exactly as she asked.

───Ξ───
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Stuart and Zoe left the hotel immediately after breakfast on Saturday morning. It was a warm day with a clear blue sky, so both were dressed in t-shirts, jeans and walking boots, though each had a jumper and waterproof jacket in their rucksack. Previous visits had taught them how quickly the weather could change in the area. They drove up along the east shore of Lake Windermere and continued north, through the stunning scenery and the picturesque town of Ambleside. Before starting a family, Stuart and Zoe had spent many weekends camping in the area, when they’d do hours of hiking or cycling, then find a cozy pub for dinner before wandering back to their tent. 

On reaching Keswick, they wandered through the streets packed with tourists, most dressed in brightly coloured outdoor wear. After a while they decided to call for a coffee before heading back south to do one of their favourite walks near Grasmere. When Stuart returned from the counter with two coffees and a flapjack, he found Zoe deep in conversation with a table of four men in walking gear. The men greeted Stuart warmly, revealing they’d just finished a hike up Skiddaw, one of the local peaks.

The four guys eventually went back to their own conversation and Stuart gave Zoe a knowing look. 

“Four at once?” he asked, raising his eyebrows.

“Get your mind out of the gutter.” She scowled, then frowned at his flapjack. “Wasn’t the mountain of breakfast you ate a couple of hours ago enough for you?”

“I’ll need the energy. I’m expecting a strenuous day followed by an even more strenuous night.”

Zoe scoffed. “In your dreams.”

“It’s a seven-mile hike,” he said, then lowered his voice. “And when we get back to our hotel, I’m going to browse that website you’ve signed up to and find your first bull. That’s bound to get us both excited.”

Zoe held his gaze for a moment, then picked up her coffee. They drank in relative silence, each lost in their own thoughts. While Zoe may have been thinking about the hike they were about to do, Stuart was thinking about choosing the man to give his wife the biggest cock she’d had since her affair with Jamie.

On their way back to the car they bought bottles of water and energy bars to carry in their backpacks, then headed south on the road they’d driven up on. They took the turn for Grasmere, which was once home of the poet William Wordsworth of Daffodils fame. Having already decided to walk the Helm Crag Trail, they left the car and headed up the once-familiar route. The weather was perfect, and they were soon striding through the fell and enjoying the magnificent views. As they ascended, the wind picked up and began to blow Zoe’s hair around her face. She tied it back, and Stuart gripped her hand as they walked along the stony path. After about half an hour, they stopped for a drink of water. Zoe removed her rucksack, then turned her back on her husband as she looked out over the spectacular view. Stuart took out his phone and snapped a couple of photos of her, tied-back red hair blowing in the wind and the faded blue denim of her tight jeans making her bum look irresistible.

“We should do more of these trips,” she said. “We had a lot of fun on our hiking weekends.”

“I agree, though I may be too old to go back to sleeping in a tent.”

Zoe laughed and nodded. “Camping’s for youngsters. I want a hot bath and a comfortable bed at the end of a walk like this.”

By the time they returned to the car park more than three hours later, Stuart had the pleasant ache he always got after hiking. His muscles tingled, and his chest felt clear from breathing in all the pure, Cumbrian air. They put their bags in the car boot, left the car where it was and headed into the village. Their first stop was at a pub, where they both drank a pint of cask ale. Then they did a token wander through the village centre and gift shops before returning to their car and driving back to their hotel.

Once in their room, Zoe immediately began to draw a bath. Stuart stripped off his walking gear, pulled on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, then picked up the laptop. 

Zoe smiled as she slowly undressed. “Are you going window shopping for me?”

He shrugged. “I’m just going to acquaint myself with the website.”

“I’ve already registered, but we’ll need to set up a profile.”

“Want to show me?”

Zoe dropped her jeans onto the carpet and walked across the room wearing just her shirt and panties. She took the laptop, tapped a few keys and brought up the landing page. He watched over her shoulder as she filled in the name and password.

“You registered as Zoe H?”

She nodded.

“What does the H stand for?”

“Hotwife.”

When she’d entered the password, it had only shown as asterisks. “And what’s your password?”

“Dirty old maid, with underscores between each word and capital D, O and M.”

He grinned. “Zoe Hotwife, the dirty old maid.”

“Hmm.” She handed him back the laptop, then removed her shirt. “I’m going for a bath. If you get bored with bull-hunting, come in and join me.”

A shiver ran through him. “I might just do that.”

As soon as Zoe was in the bathroom, he turned his attention to the website. There were several information pages, and each one increased the delicious anticipation he felt. With every mention of playdates, it felt as if a spring inside him was being wound ever-tighter. There were some paragraphs covering basic rules regarding etiquette and politeness, and then there were the options to either ‘Complete Your Profile’ or ‘Take The Tour’. Stuart chose the latter. As soon as he hit return, the page changed to a close-up view of a busty blonde with a muscular man. She was wearing black lingerie and stockings, he was wearing only his jeans. She had false eyelashes, and her cosmetically enhanced pouty lips were a glossy cherry-red. He had designer stubble, and his body glistened with oil. Stuart suspected they might be professional models, but they were undeniably sexy. Anyone browsing this site would love to hook up with a woman like the voluptuous blonde or a guy like the ripped stud.

At the end of the tour, he was given another option of what he wanted to see next: ‘Built Bulls’ or ‘Horny Hotwives’. Without giving it much thought, he clicked the latter and was presented with a list of names and thumbnail images. The names seemed to be a mix of what might be the women’s real names (Maria, Jeannie, Nicola) and ones that obviously weren’t (Handcuffs Minx, Wet and Willing, Maid of Dishonour). Stuart clicked on one at random, choosing Vikki V, and the view switched to a series of photographs of a woman in a variety of poses. Each picture had her face greyed out, but Stuart could guess that the woman was probably in her late twenties or early thirties. She had long brown hair and a great figure. Some photos showed her formally dressed—one of her in a dark blue satin dress and matching mules was particularly sexy—while others were of her wearing just her underwear. Stuart’s favourite was of her in a black thong and bra, on her hands and knees and facing away from the camera. 

He went back to the list and clicked on Here4Fun. This hotwife was blonde and, from the fullness of her figure, he guessed she was older than Vikki V, maybe in her mid-forties. One photo was of her completely naked, though she’d preserved some modesty by holding a glass of champagne in front of her pussy while the guy standing behind her was covering her nipples with his hands. 

Stuart spent almost fifteen minutes browsing through the hotwives, and he realised his cock had thickened and was damp inside his boxers. It wasn’t that he lusted after any of the women, but simply knowing they were hotwives turned him on. The fact all these women opened their bedroom doors and their legs for men who weren’t their husband gave Stuart a huge thrill. Some of the photographs in the profiles were incredibly sexy, though as luck would have it, he’d probably picked one of the best first. None of the other women he’d browsed since had a figure as good as that of Vikki V. And Stuart knew once he uploaded photos of Zoe, she’d look as good as any of the other hotwives offering themselves up for sex.

He returned to the list titled Horny Hotwives, then hit the back arrow once more. This time he clicked on ‘Built Bulls’. The new list was in the same format, with names and thumbnail images. He clicked on one calling himself Goliath and was taken aback by the photo of a huge guy with long black hair and a full beard. Maybe the amount of facial hair meant he didn’t feel the need to grey out his face, but this guy would be easily recognisable to anyone who knew him. He was shirtless, and his chest was matted with thick black hair. Stuart found it hard to believe any woman would choose this guy for a night of passion, but what did he know? 

He clicked the ‘back’ icon and chose another at random. This one seemed more like he’d been expecting, and this guy hadn’t hidden his face, either. He looked foreign, possibly Mediterranean, with a swarthy complexion and slicked-back black hair tied in a short ponytail. He was what Stuart thought of as traditionally good looking, with a square jaw and deep brown eyes. In his mind’s eye, Stuart could see Zoe looking up into this guy’s handsome face as he positioned himself between her spread thighs...

He chose the next one without even bothering to look at the thumbnail. When the page opened up, Stuart stared wide-eyed. The main photo was of a guy with a perfect body wearing just a white pair of jockey-shorts. His body looked like it’d been sculpted from marble, the musculature in his arms and torso clearly defined, as was the more-than-impressive bulge in the white cotton of his shorts. Stuart liked the fact that there was a self-conscious smile on the guy’s handsome face. Even though he must be aware of how amazing his physique was, he seemed embarrassed about showing it off. In the accompanying smaller photos, whether he was dressed in a tight-fitting woollen sweater, a leather jacket or a tuxedo, there was no hint of arrogance in his expression. In some he looked serious, in others he was laughing, but in all of them he looked like a nice guy. But the thing about him that sealed the deal and made Stuart positive that this should be Zoe’s first bull was the fact that the guy was black.

Stuart checked the name on his profile, Calvin G88, and made a mental note so he’d be able to find him again. Then he exited the website and closed down the laptop. He wandered through to the bathroom and stood just inside the door. 

Zoe’s face was beaded with perspiration from the hot water, and she smiled at him. “Did you find me a man?”

He nodded.

She ran her eyes down his body then frowned. “You have a hard-on. I hope you’re not getting excited about performing clean-up after my bull.”

“What?” Stuart hadn’t realised his swollen cock would be visible through the sweatpants, and although he wasn’t exactly sure what ‘clean-up’ meant, he had a pretty good idea. “No!” He shuddered. “It’s the thought of him with you that’s—”

“I’m just kidding,” she said, sitting up. Foam from the bubble-bath clung to her body. “Come closer.”

Stuart walked to the side of the bath, and Zoe reached up and pulled his sweatpants and shorts down. She stared at his cock, the entire tip of which was slick with precum, then looked up into his eyes.

“I...” He shook his head, not sure how to explain his excitement. He was just about to admit to also looking at some of the hotwives when Zoe parted her lips and took his cock into her mouth. He let out a sigh as she bobbed her head, getting him fully hard in less than ten seconds.

She released it from her mouth and pumped it with her hand while looking up into his face. “What do you want me to do?”

He assumed she meant with the bull he’d chosen. “Whatever you want to do to him.”

“Not him. You.” She pumped his cock harder. “What do you want me to do now?”

Stuart opened his mouth, but his brain failed to form the words. Browsing the website had turned him on more than he realised. “If you keep doing that, you won’t need to do anything else.”

Zoe blinked, glanced at his cock, then looked back into his eyes. “That’s a tempting offer.”

Before he could say anything, she manoeuvred herself in the bath until she was kneeling up, her head level with his crotch. Pointing his cock directly at her face, she pumped her hand faster. Stuart let out a long exhale, then eased his pants down a little to stop the elasticated waistband cutting into his balls.

“Is that nice?” she asked.

He nodded.

“If you’d rather come in my mouth you can, but I like the idea of getting a facial.”

“You do?”

“Hmm.” She continued to jerk him off.

“It’ll make a mess.”

“I guess I’m in the right place then.” She shook her hair back from her face. “Besides, I’ll need to get into the shower to wash my hair after my bath anyway.”

Stuart decided to stop worrying and just enjoy what his wife was doing to him. 

Her gaze was focused on his cock, but then she looked up into his eyes. “Are you going to tell me about my bull?”

He smiled and shook his head. “I think you should concentrate on the job in hand.”

She laughed at his pun, then leaned slightly closer and cupped his balls with her free hand. “Are you going to warn me, or just splooge on my face?”

“No warnings will be given. I’m not Nathan.”

She smiled, then turned her gaze back to his cock and pumped it faster still. He felt the telltale tingle of his impending climax, but rather than shooting his load – as he would have done if he were inside her – he seemed to reach a plateau on the very brink of orgasm, not quite able to get over the final hurdle. It was getting to be almost unbearable when, suddenly, the floodgates opened.

A shuddering spasm ripped through him, and a thick cord of cum blasted onto Zoe’s right cheek. She cried out and kept pumping her hand. A second spurt hit her left eye, making her squeal but she didn’t stop. The third and fourth spurts hit her mouth and chin, and the last couple disappeared into the foamy suds on her tits.

Stuart was breathing heavily. His entire body shook as endorphins flooded his system. Zoe leaned in and took his softening cock into her mouth, making him groan. When she finally released him, he stepped back and stared at her face. She looked like a porn star. He found it incredible that their sex-life was the best it had ever been now they were both in their fifties.

Zoe stood up, blinking her eye open despite the cum on her lashes. “I need a shower.”

“I need a nap.”

She laughed, then held onto his hand as she stepped out of the bath before walking across to turn on the shower. Wiping the cum from her face with a hand towel, she smiled at him. “I guess we could both have a rest before dinner. Wait for me in bed.”

Stuart returned to the bedroom, stripped naked and got into bed. His body was still thrumming. Zoe came through five minutes later, her face and body clean, her hair wrapped in a towel. She smiled as she pulled the covers back, then removed the towel and shook her hair out. As she slid in beside him, Stuart marvelled at how soft her legs felt.

“So,” she said, snuggling close, “tell me about the bull you’ve chosen.”

“I thought I’d keep the details secret until a playdate’s been arranged.” He shrugged. “I want to swap a few messages before I make a decision.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want to get someone you might not like.”

She scoffed. “I don’t need to like him, I just need to fancy him.”

This was a surprise. “I assumed you’d have to feel some sort of connection to get the most out of—”

“The only connection I need is with his big dick.” She saw Stuart’s expression and raised her eyebrows. “What?”

“I just...” He shrugged. “I didn’t think you’d want a guy who was arrogant.”

“It’ll be just for one night.” She grinned. “I’ll put up with a cocky personality for a cocky body.”

Stuart was a little disappointed, though he wasn’t sure why. “You’d fuck a guy you didn’t like?”

“Of course. I’ve done it before.”

“Really?” He sat up on one elbow. “When have you fucked someone you didn’t like?”

Zoe sat up too, letting out a sigh of resignation that suggested she expected yet another interrogation about her past. “I’ve already told you that Jamie had started to get clingy towards the end. And I’ve admitted that if the sex hadn’t been so good, I’d have probably ended it earlier.”

Stuart nodded. He remembered only too well that Zoe had continued to see a guy who annoyed her and criticised her sharing a bed with her own husband simply because he had a big dick. “Was he the only one?”

She held his gaze, then frowned. “No. At uni, we’d go out as a group of girls and end up with guys. On one occasion I realised the guy I’d ended up with was a bit of a prat. I wouldn’t have given him the time of day if we’d met anywhere but in a club, but I still went back to his flat and slept with him.”

Stuart was shocked and yet turned on by her revelation. “Was it worth it?”

She shrugged. “I remember you telling me recently that all my life-experiences made me the woman I am today.”

“I remember that too, and I still go along with it. But that’s not what I asked. I asked if it was worth it.”

“Do you mean was the sex better than the conversation?”

He nodded.

“I guess we both got what we needed.”

“I see. Any others?”

“None that spring to mind, but I’ve regretted some after the fact. I liked them enough to fuck them but didn’t like what I heard about them later. I think everybody probably feels that at some time.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

Zoe pushed into him with her shoulder. “But now isn’t the time for talking about the past. I want to talk about the future, or more specifically, my future bull.”

He laughed, though a little part of him wanted to know what she’d done in bed with the guy she didn’t like. Had she sucked his cock? Had she taken him bareback and let him flood her pussy?

“Lie on your back,” she instructed. 

Stuart did so, and she knelt up on her side of the bed. “Now it’s your turn to get a facial.”

He blinked, not sure exactly what she meant. He’d seen porno clips where women squirt, but Zoe wasn’t a squirter. “And how are you going to do that?”

She straddled his head and smiled down at him between her boobs. “I’m going to make myself come on your face.”

“You’re going to do it?” He raised his eyebrows. “I have a tongue that’s more than willing to help.”

“I’ll bear that in mind, but you’ll need to use it for talking about my bull while I get myself off.” Before Stuart could answer, Zoe reached down and began to slide her hand over her pussy, letting her clit glide between her second and third fingers. “So, what’s my bull’s name?”

He watched her hand for a moment, then looked up between her boobs to her face. “If his personality isn’t important, why is his name?”

“Good point. What does he look like?”

“Tall, dark and handsome.”

“Mm, just my type. How handsome?”

“Very, though I actually chose him because he didn’t look arrogant.”

Zoe continued rubbing herself. He could smell her arousal and hear the squelching sound her fingers made sliding through her slick folds. “Were there any pictures of him naked?”

Stuart smiled. “No, but there was one of him in just a pair of briefs.”

She was now bucking her hips as well as moving her hand faster. “And?”

“I think you’ll be impressed. Ripped body, bulging muscles, and a noticeable package inside his shorts.”

“Hmm. I can’t wait.”

Stuart could tell she was on the edge. He reached up and grabbed her wrist. “Neither can I.”

As he pulled her hand away from her sex, he raised his head and clamped his lips around her clit. Zoe squealed, then shuddered as she came. She ground herself against him, crushing his nose and making his eyes water, but he didn’t care. He brought his hand up from behind her and slipped three fingers into her sex while sucking her clit. Zoe screamed and came a second time, then she bucked her hips and rode his face before lifting herself off and pushing his hand away. As she dropped onto the bed beside him, he saw her legs trembling.

He ran his hand down her arm. “Better now?”

She sucked in huge gulps of air and looked at him with wide eyes. Then she shook her head and forced a smile. “God, that was intense.”

“In a good way?”

“I’ll tell you when my heart starts beating again.”

He laughed and pulled her close. She draped her arm around his waist and kissed his neck. “Is he really tall, dark and handsome.”

“Well, it’s hard to tell just how tall he is from photos of him on his own. And I guess handsome is subjective...” He kissed her hair and lowered his voice. “But I can confirm that he’s very dark.”

Zoe pulled her head away and looked up at him with big eyes. “He’s black?”

Stuart nodded. “Is that okay with you?”

Her jaw dropped but no words came out. 

“Have you ever dated a black guy?”

She shook her head, then frowned. “I thought I might need to build up to a black bull.”

He laughed. “That’s funny, because I thought you should jump in at the deep end.”

Zoe closed her eyes, then let out a long breath. 

Stuart kissed her forehead. “You’ll be fine, and I’ll be there to watch you.”

───Ξ───
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Chapter 4
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As they cuddled in bed before getting dressed for dinner, Stuart considered the practicalities of arranging Zoe’s playdate. The first thing they’d need to do was complete her profile and then send a DM to Calvin G88 to see if he’d be interested in a hook-up. Then they’d have to settle on a mutually agreeable place for it to take place. He had no idea where the bull lived, or indeed how far men would be prepared to travel in order to satisfy a hotwife.

“What are you thinking about?” Zoe asked.

He’d assumed she was sleeping. After placing a soft kiss on her forehead, he said, “I was thinking about where we should hold your date.”

“Not at home.” She looked serious. “I wouldn’t be able to relax there. What if Noah called to see us and—”

“Yeah, I agree. A hotel, then?”

“Yes. Or maybe we could rent a house.”

“An Airbnb?” He thought about it and nodded. “That’s actually a good alternative. You wouldn’t need to worry about stifling your screams of ecstasy.”

She laughed. “I suppose we’d better get dressed and go out, otherwise we’ll end up staying here all night and you’ll complain about being hungry.”

He nodded. “Do you want to eat at the hotel, or should we go out and find a restaurant?”

“We ate here last night. Let’s find somewhere else. How about we drive up to Windermere?”

“Good idea.” He slipped out of bed. “I’ll have a quick shower.”

By the time Stuart returned to the bedroom, Zoe had almost finished her makeup. She’d pinned her hair up and was wearing a hotel robe. As he dressed, she slid off the robe and put on the black teddy she’d bought a few weeks earlier. Stuart took out his phone and opened the camera app. He snapped a couple of photos of her because her nipples showed through the lace in a sexy way. Then she put on a dark blue dress and stepped into black heels.

“You look good,” he said, moving over to stand next to her. He breathed in. “And you smell sexy.”

“Thank you.”

“Stand facing the mirror and turn your head towards the far wall.” He took several more photos, capturing her from behind and also from the front in the mirror, but her face was hidden. “Okay, let’s go eat.”

Barely ten minutes later, they parked in Windermere and walked hand-in-hand down the street looking for somewhere to eat. The temperature was still pleasant, though Stuart noticed goosebumps on his wife’s arms. He slipped his arm around her and pulled her close. “You should have put on a cardigan.”

“I forgot to pack one.” She stopped walking and pointed to a small eatery over the road. “How about there?”

“Looks good, let’s see if they have a table.”

The waitress suggested they have a drink in the bar area while waiting for a free table and were eventually shown to a small table in the dimly lit restaurant. After they’d ordered, Stuart glanced around at the other guests. Most were couples or family groups. 

“Hardly the best place for you to pick up a man,” he said, smiling.

She looked surprised at his suggestion. “I have no intention of picking up men in bars.”

“Oh?”

“No. I’d like to think the days of me picking up random men and hoping for satisfying sex are behind me.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “I spent my late teens and early twenties doing that. I’ve matured and will be moving on to better things.”

“Better and bigger things?”

“Hmm, I hope so.”

He smiled. “And yet I seem to recall you picking up a random guy for sex quite recently.”

She nodded. “That was a trial run.”

He laughed. “Just to make sure you could still—”

“It wasn’t a trial for me, silly.” She smiled. “That was to see if your cuck fetish held true. Knowing I’ve taken other men in the past is one thing, but knowing I was doing it there and then...” She pursed her lips, then shrugged. “I needed to know you could accept the reality of being my cuckold.”

Stuart chewed his lip, taken aback by his wife’s revelation. “And did I pass?”

“Oh yes.” She pushed her foot against his under the table. “You’ve fucked me every which way since then. Whether or not you’ll feel the same way actually watching it happen is another story, but we’ll only find that out by trying it.”

“I’ve already told you how I felt about watching you giving Jamie a blowjob in his car all those years ago.”

Zoe nodded. “I know, and that’s why I’m hoping you’ll enjoy watching me with a bull from a chair in the corner of the room.”

“Is that how we’re going to do it?” Stuart hadn’t thought about the specifics of the playdate.

She nodded. “According to what I’ve read, that’s the most common way.” She smiled. “Apparently, some husbands sit naked except for a chastity cage, but I don’t think your kink stretches to that extreme, does it?”

“God, no.” He shook his head and grimaced, then offered a smile. “According to what I’ve read, I’m probably more of a stag.”

Zoe laughed. “Yes, I read that too. I think I’m happier about you being a stag than a submissive cuck.”

The waitress arrived with their food. While they ate, the subject of their conversation moved back to regular things. They agreed that after checking out of the hotel in the morning they’d drive west and visit Hawkshead and Coniston before heading home in the afternoon.

Dinner finished, they drove back to Bowness-on-Windermere and had a couple of drinks in the hotel bar before retiring to their room. They made love gently, then Zoe fell asleep. Stuart lay in the dark thinking about what she’d said earlier. It had never occurred to him that she’d take a lover just to see how he reacted to it, but the very idea of her doing so turned him on. 

* * * *
[image: ]


Over the next few days, Stuart populated Zoe’s profile page with a series of photos. By Thursday evening he’d got all the images done, and Zoe seemed happy with how she looked on the page. When it came down to adding some text in the ‘About Zoe H’ section of the profile, she suggested they brainstorm it together and brought in a bottle of red wine. The two of them sat on the couch with the open laptop placed on the coffee table in front of them.

Stuart scratched his chin. “Maybe something like, Zoe is a sexy cougar who’s gagging for young cock.”

She elbowed him in the ribs. “It’ll be something less tacky and horrible. And anyway, I don’t see myself as a cougar. If a bull your age or older looked good, I’d be more than happy to go with him.”

“I was just trying to think of a polite way of saying you’re no spring chicken.”

“Ah, thanks babe.” She scowled at him, took another sip of wine and put her glass down. Then she leaned forward and started typing: Zoe is a mature hotwife who is late to the party. Having only recently discovered her husband’s previously hidden desire to share her, she aims to make up for lost time. She leaned back to allow Stuart to read what she’d written.

“Wow, that’s... I like it.” He glanced at her, impressed. “I also like the fact you didn’t refer to me as your cuckold.”

She re-read her own words, then chewed her lower lip. “How about I replace ‘hidden desire’ with ‘suppressed craving’? Would that work better?”

He frowned. “Doesn’t ‘craving’ make me sound a bit desperate?”

“No more desperate than your version about me gagging for young cock.” She rested her wrists on the end of the table and wiggled her fingers. “Since I’ve said, ‘recently discovered’, I suppose the ‘previously’ part is redundant.” She turned to him. “Do you like ‘yearning’ better than ‘craving’?”

Stuart thought about it and nodded.

She typed for a few moments then sat back, picking up her wine glass while he read the changes she’d made.

Zoe is a mature hotwife who’s a little late to the party. Having only recently discovered her husband’s suppressed yearning to share her, she aims to make up for wasted opportunities. 

She would love to hear from any men who would be interested in showing her exactly what she’s been missing!

“That’s good,” he said. “None of the other hotwives’ pages that I saw gave their age or the area where they live, so I think what you’ve written along with the photos will be fine.”

“I suppose the age isn’t that important yet. Maybe once we have an interested bull, he’ll want to check out a photo of my face to count the wrinkles before he decides if he actually wants a playdate.”

Stuart shook his head. “His decision will already have been made after seeing those photos, trust me.”

Zoe held his gaze for a moment, and he could see the excitement in her eyes. “So, shall we publish my profile now?”

He nodded. “And then I think we should send a DM to the bull I chose to see if he’d be interested in a playdate.”

She took a large gulp of wine, then gave a dramatic sigh. “Okay, do it.”

Stuart put his glass down and lifted the laptop onto his knee. He hit a few keys, then smiled at her. “Your profile is now live.” He hit a few more keys, then frowned. “It seems that while we can browse the website by registering as a member, we need to subscribe to interact with other members.”

“Yeah, I remember reading that. There’s a small monthly fee we have to pay.”

He passed her the laptop and went to get his bank card. Five minutes later, he’d completed the subscription form and also sent a DM to Calvin G88. With a flourish, he closed the laptop lid and put it back on the coffee table. Then he picked up his glass and clinked it against hers. “Here’s to you spreading your hotwife wings and me embracing my inner cuck.”

She laughed. “I’ll drink to that.” She took a sip, then said, “Do you think the 88 in his name is his birth year?”

“I hadn’t considered that, but yeah, maybe. If G is the initial of his surname, 88 could be the year he was born. That’d make him thirty-seven this year.” He grinned. “Older than your last stud.”

“If he’s thirty-seven, he’s older than every other guy I’ve ever been with except you.” She looked around the room as if bored. “What shall we do now?”

“Since we’ve started the ball rolling on fulfilling my cuck yearning. I won’t complain if you want to watch reality TV.” He wondered if she actually remembered his ‘there must be more to life than watching reality TV’ rant that had triggered the whole date-night ritual. 

“Let’s have a midweek date night,” she said, putting her glass down and taking his from him. “We’ll finish these when we get home, but let’s walk to the pub where you can tell me all about the other hotwives you looked at on the website.”

It took a few minutes to get their shoes and coats on, then they were walking down the road towards the cluster of pubs in the centre of their small town. Rather than stopping at the closest, which had a group of smokers standing on the pavement outside, they went into the one they sometimes called at for a drink if they were shopping. Eva had actually worked as a barmaid there during summers when she was home from university.

Stuart bought the drinks while Zoe found a table. Once they were settled, she took a sip of her drink and then leaned closer. 

“So, tell me about the other hotwives you ogled.”

“I wasn’t ogling them, I was just curious as to—”

“They gave you a hard-on.”

“I wasn’t hard because of the way they looked.”

“No?”

“No. It’s the fact they’re all living the hotwife lifestyle that turned me on.”

“Why?”

“Because it shows they’re...” He shrugged. “It shows they’re up for sex with strangers. Or at least with men who aren’t their husbands, and I approve of that.”

“There are probably a lot of women who are up for sex with men who aren’t their husbands that you shouldn’t approve of. I know, because I was one of them eighteen years ago. They’re cheating wives. Adulteresses.”

Stuart laughed and nodded. “Yeah, I get that. But the women on the website aren’t cheating. They’re involving their husbands. Some probably started doing it for their husbands. I bet a high proportion of the hotwives on the website are there because their husbands asked to be cuckolded.”

“Like you asked to be cuckolded?”

He nodded. “Yes.”

“Were the other hotwives sexy?”

His mind flashed immediately to Vikki V. “Yeah, the first I saw was. Although her face didn’t show in any of her photos, her body was amazing. She looked like a model.”

“That’s not what I wanted to hear.”

He laughed. “Like I said, hers was the first profile I saw. The photos looked professional, her poses choreographed and sexy. Her hair and lingerie were always perfect. Like I said, she could be a model. But when I clicked on some of the others, they looked more like real people.”

“Fat people?”

He laughed and shook his head. “They were women with sexy bodies, but their poses weren’t graceful. Their hair wasn’t always perfectly coiffed. Their underwear didn’t seem to fit quite as snugly. So while they didn’t look like models, they looked like attractive women who might work in a bank, or a bar, or a supermarket. They looked like real people who like to have sex with a well-hung guy while their husband watches, and that’s why they gave me a hard-on.”

Zoe licked her lips. “Did any of them look as old as I am?”

“I didn’t see any faces, but your body is better than most. Believe me, you will be getting a lot of interest.”

“Did you read any of their ‘About Me’ sections?”

“Not really. I only did a quick skim through the women’s profiles to get an idea of how they presented their photographs.” He bobbed his eyebrows. “Then I went bull-hunting.”

“Tell me about those. How many did you see before you picked Calvin as your number one target?”

“I actually only saw three. The first was big and hairy.”

“Not really my type.”

“That’s what I thought. The second guy was, though. He looked like a Greek God. Square jaw, dark, piercing eyes and slicked-back hair tied in a ponytail. The third was Calvin, and when I thought about your tiny hands exploring his big, muscular body, I knew that he’d be a perfect way to pop my cuckolding cherry.”

She laughed. “Your cuckolding cherry?”

“Hmm.” He took a sip of beer, then decided to come clean. “You remember I told you part of the reason I chose Calvin was because he didn’t look arrogant?”

She nodded. “And I told you I didn’t care about his personality.”

“Yeah. Well that’s as may be, but I care. If I’m going to sit and watch a complete stranger be intimate with my wife, I think it’s important that I like him. Or at least that I don’t dislike him.” 

Zoe’s eyes went wide. For a moment, he regretted telling her, but then she reached across the table. 

“I never thought about...” She squeezed his hand. “I’m sorry, I never considered that part of the playdate, and now I feel awful.”

“There’s no need to feel bad. I want this to happen, but I think not hating the guy will minimise the chance of me having any negative feelings.”

“I see what you mean, and you’re right. And I should feel bad, because I was being totally selfish.” She sighed. “And since we’re being honest with each other, I didn’t really mean I don’t care about his personality.”

Stuart was confused. “So, why did you say it?”

“Because I wanted to make it obvious that it was just sex. I didn’t want you thinking the guy would mean anything to me emotionally.”

He smiled. “In most of the research I did, it kept emphasising how important it was for couples to communicate.”

She laughed and nodded. “I read that too. And here we are, keeping secrets.”

“I don’t think this was us keeping secrets, it was more a case of walking on eggshells. I didn’t want to resent the guy, and you didn’t want to hurt my feelings.”

“So, are there any other things we’re not communicating about?” she asked.

“I don’t think so.”

“I’m sure there must be. We need to talk about what happens on the night.”

Stuart glanced around the pub. It was relatively quiet, with none of the nearby tables occupied. “If we talk about it here, I’m going to get a hard-on.”

“That’s fine. If you can stay hard ’til we get home, I promise to find a pleasurable way of deflating it.”

“That sounds like a good deal. So, what do we need to talk about?”

“Who’s going to do the messaging with the bulls, you, me or both of us together?”

“I assumed we’d do it together, but if you want to do it alone, that’s fine.”

She smiled. “Thank you. I’ll try on my own first, then ask if I need your help.  Okay, where and when?”

“I like the idea of renting a house, so the where and when depends on the bull. We don’t have other bookings, but he might have. We don’t know where he lives or how far he’s prepared to travel, but we could arrange a weekend trip around the playdate.”

“That’s a good idea.” She took another sip of her wine. “How long would we expect the playdate to last? I mean, do we kick him out after I’ve been sated, or do we invite him to spend the whole night?”

An uneasiness crept over him. “I hadn’t thought of that. I sort of assumed...” He shook his head, embarrassed.

“Remember what we agreed about two minutes ago regarding communication?”

He smiled. “In my ideal scenario, we’d reconnect afterwards.”

“We will. I’ve read all about how important the reclamation is for both the husband and wife. But if he’s travelled miles, we can’t just kick him out after he’s served his purpose.”

“Would you want to spend the whole night with him?” He saw her trying to suppress a smile. “Okay,” he conceded, “that was probably a dumb question. Of course you would.”

“Stu, I don’t know how these things work any better than you do. The bulls may prefer to leave once their job is done. But we need to talk about what’s acceptable to us before discussing options with him.”

“Would I have to sit on the chair all night long?”

She laughed and shook her head. “I assume there’ll be at least two bedrooms. Maybe we can leave the door open and you’ll be free to come and go as you please.”

Stuart thought about being woken in the night by his wife’s moans, then sneaking back into the bedroom to watch. “Or I could just listen to the middle-of-the-night sessions from my bed.”

She nodded. “That might be sexier for you, but I think it’s important that we tell him you might come back in to watch.”

He let out a sigh, then nodded. “Okay. What else do we need to discuss?”

She drained her glass and stood up. “Same again?”

He smiled and nodded. “I could go to the bar, you know. I’m not at full mast yet.”

“I bet you will be by the time I get back.” She bent to whisper in his ear. “The next thing we need to agree on is if he can go in bareback.” With that, she picked up her glass and walked over to the bar.

Stuart followed her progress across the room, though he wasn’t actually watching her. His mind was already conjuring up images of her writhing on the bed as the bull sprayed his load deep inside her hungry pussy. 

Zoe returned with fresh drinks, placing them on the table before sitting back in her chair. She slowly crossed her legs, then picked up her glass and looked at him. “Well?”

“I suspect he might have rules about that.”

She nodded. “I know. He could insist on using a rubber, or might ask for proof that I don’t have an STD. But like we did earlier, I want us to discuss our options before I raise it with him.”

He nodded, his stomach tight with anticipation. “What would your preference be?”

She took her lower lip between her teeth for a second, then smiled. “Using your words from earlier, my ideal scenario would be to take him bare.”

His cock throbbed painfully in the confines of his jeans. “Like you did with Jamie.”

“What?” The mention of her lover from almost twenty years ago had obviously surprised her. “Why would you bring him up now?”

Stuart immediately regretted his comment. “I just meant—”

“This isn’t the same thing, and I don’t understand why you’d—”

“Because knowing you took Jamie bare turns me on.”

Zoe’s jaw dropped.

“Because...” He frowned, feeling more self-conscious than he’d ever felt before. “Because thinking about him coming inside you is so much sexier than thinking about him flooding a condom.”

Although she didn’t say anything, he could see her brain working behind her wide, hazel eyes.

He gave a resigned shrug. “I guess it’s all part of my cuck persona. 

“What is?”

“I sometimes think about you going back to work after your lunchtime dates at Jamie’s house, and I imagine you chatting to your colleagues while Jamie’s cum seeps out of you into your panties.”

Zoe stared at him, as if aghast. “Jeez, Stu. That’s a horrible thing to think about.”

“No it isn’t.” He frowned and gave an embarrassed half-smile. “I probably shouldn’t have admitted that, but with all the talk about us communicating better...”

She seemed lost for words, picked up her glass and gulped almost half of it down.

“So,” he said, trying to lighten the mood, “I guess I’m saying if you want to take the bull bareback, that’s fine with me.”

After holding his gaze for a long moment, she gave a little smile. “Okay. Last question, and I’m almost afraid to ask it, but... What is he allowed to do to me?”

“That’s entirely up to you.”

“Really?”

He nodded. “As far as I’m concerned, it’s your body and you choose what you do with it. I’m just a spectator, and I’ll be grateful for whatever I get to watch.”

“You wouldn’t mind, no matter what I did?”

“Nope.”

Zoe seemed to consider this, then downed the rest of her drink. “Are you still hard?”

He laughed. “Yeah, but I have a full beer.”

“Leave it. We have wine open at home, and I need your cock.”

Without another word, she got up and put her coat on. Stuart stood and carried his jacket in front of his bulging crotch as he walked out of the pub for the short walk home.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 5
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Zoe led Stuart to the couch where they’d completed her profile just an hour or so earlier. She slipped off her coat, then slid her panties down her legs and off.

“Get your dick out and sit down,” she ordered.

“Can I at least take my jacket off?”

“I don’t need what’s inside your jacket, so that’s up to you.”

Smiling, he removed his jacket and unbuckled his belt. After opening the buttoned fly of his jeans, he pushed them and his sodden boxers down to below his knees then dropped onto the couch. “Okay, use me.”

Zoe hitched up her skirt and straddled him. “That’s exactly what I intend to do.” She gripped his cock and swiped it through the slick crease of her sex, then positioned it at her opening and slowly slid down onto it. Both of them let out a long breath.

Stuart watched his wife’s face as she rode him. “What are you thinking about?”

“My bull.” She bounced harder. “You know I’m going to want him to fuck me in all sorts of positions, right?”

“I hoped you would.”

“Really?”

“Mm hmm.”

She rocked her hips faster and her eyes fluttered. “What would you want to see?”

He could tell she was already close. “Everything. Him on top. You on top. Him fucking you from behind while I watch your face.”

“Oh fuck...”

“And I’d want to see you suck his dick...”

Zoe’s eyes snapped open, then he felt the clench of her orgasm.

He groped her boobs through her blouse, pinching her nipples. “And swallow his load.”

She screamed as her orgasm shook her entire body. Dropping his hands to grip her by the waist, he bounced her up and down on his cock until he exploded inside her. They groaned and writhed for over a minute as she scratched his shoulders, and he pulled her hair. When she leaned back, he thought she looked a little embarrassed by her reaction to his words.

He smiled and pointed at their wine. “I’m sure that’s had long enough to breathe.”

She laughed as she got off him. Picking up her panties, she headed upstairs. When she returned with her panties on a minute later, she sat next to him and picked up her own glass, which he’d topped up. “Is your cuck persona thinking about the cum seeping out of me now?”

He winced. “I already regret admitting that’s how my dirty mind works.”

She took a sip of wine, then shrugged. “I don’t mind if that sort of thing gives you a buzz. I mean, I’m in favour of having him come inside me, so maybe there’s some sort of primeval aspect to it.”

“Primeval?”

She nodded. “Some basic instinct embedded in our psyche that tells us the best sex involves the woman getting creamed.”

Stuart stared wide-eyed at his wife. He’d never heard anyone say that sort of thing before, and he found it incredibly sexy. “Embedded in our psyche?”

She laughed and slapped him. “Stop it! I’m trying to find a way to justify your dirty little cum-fetish, so don’t tease me.”

“Do you think the best sex involves the exchange of body fluids?” he asked.

She nodded. “It’s more intimate.”

“And I guess if you’re going to be sucking him as well, it makes it more practical.”

Zoe nodded, then frowned. “Were you serious about wanting to see me suck his cock?”

He hesitated, worried that he’d overstepped somehow. “I told you it was your decision what you do with—”

“But you just said you wanted me to suck his cock.”

He chewed the inside of his cheek for a moment, then nodded. “I know it’d turn me on, but that doesn’t mean you have to do—”

“You also said you wanted to see me swallow his load.”

“Yeah, I remember.”

“Did you mean it?”

“I wouldn’t want you to do anything you’re not comfortable—”

She smiled. “You’ve stopped communicating again.”

Stuart laughed. “Sorry.”

“Be honest with me, Stu.”

He took a breath, nodded, then let out a long exhale. “Okay. We both want it to be fulfilling sex done in numerous positions. As a spectator, I’m excited about watching the way your body reacts to what he does to you. And we’d both prefer it to be unprotected sex. You because it makes it more intimate, me because I like the idea of the guy spraying his cum all over your insides.” 

“This is good. Keep talking.”

He licked his lips, then shrugged. “As I’ve already admitted, I got a huge thrill out of watching your head bob up and down in Jamie’s car all those years ago. It’s a scenario I’ve thought about many times since, and so the prospect of being able to watch you do it without the car door hiding the best bits turns me on.” He frowned. “It turns me on more than it probably should.”

Zoe nodded. “See, that wasn’t too hard, was it?”

He shook his head.

“Good. Let’s keep communicating. And in the meantime...” She put her glass down and opened the laptop. “Shall we see if Calvin has replied?”

Without waiting for an answer, she picked up the laptop and logged onto the website then looked at Stuart. “I have four new messages.”

His heart raced as she checked her inbox.

She twisted the laptop on her knee so that he could see the screen. “There’s no reply from Calvin, but...” She clicked on the first message.

Stuart read the opening line of the message aloud. “‘Wow, you are hot. I’d love to get me some of that.’ Hardly a romantic pick up,” he said, smiling.

“Neither of us wants romance. There’s a link to his profile.” She clicked it and a new page opened. 

The main photo of the bull was a bare-chested pose. He looked about forty. He was tall, broad and white, with numerous tattoos on his arms and upper torso. His hair was clipped short, and he had stubble. Stuart could imagine the guy working on the roads or a building site.

“What do you think?” he asked.

Zoe pursed her lips, then nodded. “He’d do.”

“Really?”

She kept her eyes on the screen as she clicked through more photos of him. “Yeah.” She turned to look into her husband’s eyes. “I’d definitely fuck him.”

A trickle of excitement hummed deep inside his groin. “So are you going to reply?”

“Yes, but not now. I’m happy to wait for Calvin’s reply before arranging to see anyone else. She checked the name on the profile. “But I think Lenny is a definite contender for a future playdate.”

“Okay.”

She smiled, then clicked onto the next message.  The message was a couple of paragraphs. Stuart thought the guy sounded polite, but before he’d got past the first couple of lines Zoe had clicked on his profile. In the photos he was dressed like a bank manager. She shook her head. “Sorry, not my type.” 

She moved onto the third. The only words in this message were, ‘I have what you need!’ Zoe followed the link and another profile opened. This one had unkempt, sandy blond hair and a crooked smile. He was probably mid-thirties and had an earring. 

Stuart watched her face as she viewed more photos. “Well?”

She turned to look at him. “I think I’m going to like this website.”

He laughed. “You like this one, too?”

She nodded, then clicked on the fourth and final message. It was a welcoming note from the site admin, which she didn’t bother reading. After closing the laptop, she picked up her wine and sat back against the couch. When she turned towards Stuart, he could see the excitement in her eyes.

“So, what are you going to do?”

“I’ll give Calvin a few days to reply, but tomorrow I’ll write to the two I like and try to arrange playdates over the next couple of months.”

“Couple of months?”

She nodded. “I’m going to limit myself to one bull per month.”

Stuart didn’t reply, but a little voice in his head whispered that by this time next year, his wife would have been fucked by a dozen bulls.

* * * *
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When Stuart got home from work on Friday evening, Zoe was sitting in the living room with a glass in her hand. She only worked a half-day on Fridays, but it was unusual for her to be drinking this early.

“Bad day at the office?” he asked, slipping off his jacket.

“Not at all.” She raised her hand, and he realised that although it was a wine glass, there were bubbles in the pale liquid. “I’m celebrating.”

“What’s the celebration?”

“I’ve arranged three playdates.”

“What?”

She smiled. “I’ve arranged to meet up with Lenny at the end of next month. We’ll need to find an Airbnb somewhere in Derbyshire.”

His mouth was suddenly dry. “Okay.”

“And I’m going to see Paul E four weeks later.”

“He’s the other guy you liked?”

She nodded. “We’ll need somewhere in the Bristol area for that one.”

“And that’s why you’re celebrating?”

“No.” She smiled. “I’m celebrating because I’m meeting Calvin next Saturday night.”

Stuart felt his mouth drop open.

Zoe laughed at his expression. “He replied first thing, and we’ve been swapping messages all afternoon.” She nodded towards the kitchen. “Go get yourself a drink, then I’ll fill you in.”

As Stuart dropped into the armchair with a cold beer, Zoe sat forward.

“So, when I got home at lunchtime I logged onto the website.” She raised her eyebrows. “I had six new messages, including Calvin’s reply to my DM.”

“Six other bulls?”

“Five more, but I’ll tell you about them later. Calvin said he’d love to meet, so I asked him where he’s based and when he’s available. While I was waiting for him to write back, I sent DM’s to Lenny and Paul thanking them for their interest. I told them I’d love to arrange playdates and asked where they were based. Then I looked at the other five guys, and two of them I like.”

“What’s up with the other three?”

She shrugged. “They just didn’t appeal as much as the others, and since there seems to be no shortage of interest, I think I can be choosy.”

Stuart nodded, his cock already thickening. Zoe’s profile had been live for less than 24 hours, and she’d already found five bulls she wanted to have sex with.

“By the time I’d replied to Lenny and Paul, Calvin had written to suggest next Saturday. He’s based in Brighton but is prepared to travel. I checked a map and it’s about 260 miles away. I told him where we’re based and said we could travel to London. He said that’d be unfair on us and offered to meet us halfway. When I checked the map again, I saw the halfway point was the town of Banbury.” She smiled. “Do you remember the kid’s nursery rhyme?”

“Ride a cock-horse to Banbury Cross.”

She smiled. “Exactly.”

“Will you be wearing rings on your fingers and bells on your toes?”

“I’ll definitely keep my wedding rings on, if that’s what you mean.”

“So I need to find a house in Banbury?”

“I’ve already booked one. I got it for two nights, Friday and Saturday.”

The anticipation made him warm all over. “Wow, you’ve had a busy afternoon.”

She nodded. “There’s more.”

“I pointed out that Banbury would be too far for him to travel home afterwards, and he said he’d get a hotel.”

“Really? That’s pretty—”

“I told him he could stay all night.”

“Oh.” A coldness seeped its way into Stuart’s stomach, but the fire below burned even hotter.

“I also asked about safe sex.”

Stuart felt precum leak into his shorts. “And what did he say?”

“Apparently, Calvin always uses condoms.”

He tried to hide his disappointment.

Zoe smiled. “But then I told him that my husband was the only man I’d had unprotected sex with in twenty years.”

Stuart held his breath.

“And I also told him that he would be my first-ever bull.”

“What did he say.”

“He asked what my preference would be regarding safe sex.”

More precum seeped out. “What did you say?”

“I told him that while I agreed that condoms were probably a wise choice going forward, I saw my first time as a unique opportunity, providing he could assure me it’d be safe for me to take him bare.”

Stuart raised his eyebrows. “And?”

“He agreed and assured me he was infection-free.”

“So you’ll be taking him bare?”

“Yes. He knows you’ll be watching everything that goes on, and he promised to make it as enjoyable for both of us as he could.” She smiled. “What do you think?”

“I think I’m going to explode.”

She laughed. “Are you horny?”

“What do you think?”

“Does it turn you on knowing that I’m going to get fucked by a different bull every month?”

“Yeah, but probably not as much as it turns you on.”

She blew out her cheeks and nodded. “I can’t believe this is where we are now, at this time of our lives.”

“Would you rather be watching reality TV and having brief missionary sex with me every few weeks?”

She frowned. “It was never like—”

“That’s how it felt.” He shook his head. “I’m not saying it was anybody’s fault, but we’d both fallen into the habit of not putting enough into the physical side of our relationship.”

Zoe chewed her lip, then sighed. “You’re right, and I’m sorry.”

“Like I said, it wasn’t anybody’s fault. I’m sure a lot of couples go through the same thing when they hit our age.”

She nodded. “Or they spice things up by getting divorced and finding someone new.” 

“We have friends who did that. And in some cases, they did it in a different order. They found someone else and then got divorced.” He grinned. “But I like our solution better.”

“Hmm.” Zoe stood up and walked to the sideboard, where she put her glass down. Then she returned and sat on the coffee table directly in front of him. “I also remembered something else I’d read when I was doing my research.”

“Oh?” His balls tingled with anticipation.

“I read that it’s quite common for the hotwife to restrict her husband from sex for a week before each playdate.”

Stuart frowned but, for some strange reason, his heart raced. “That’s a thing?”

“Mm hmm. Apparently it has two advantages. Firstly, it makes the cuck hyper-horny for when he gets to reclaim his hotwife.”

“Yeah, I can see that.”

“And secondly, it makes the hotwife hyper-sensitive because she hasn’t been touched for a week.”

“I’m pretty sure you’ll be hyper-sensitive anyway.”

“You might be right, but I’m going to restrict you anyway.” 

Zoe inched the hem of her skirt up her legs. When she got to the top of her thighs, he could see she wasn’t wearing any panties. Her outer folds were already engorged and glistening with her arousal.

He stared at it for a moment, then he looked into her eyes. “Are you going to restrict yourself, too?”

“Of course. But I thought we could enjoy one final play before the deadline.”

“If the playdate’s not until next Saturday, then I should be allowed to have sex with you tomorrow.”

She smiled and shook her head. “Nope. Friday is the last day, and you’re not allowed to have sex with me.”

“What?”

“All we’re allowed to do today is masturbate.”

“Huh?” He didn’t like the way this was turning out. “I think we should have discussed these rules before you shut up shop.” Stuart knew his voice sounded whiny, but he didn’t care. “Remember all the talk we had about us communicating?”

She shrugged. “Sorry, but that’s how it’s going to be.” She raised her bum and slid her skirt all the way up, bunching it around her waist. “If you don’t need release, that’s fine. But I’ve been wet all afternoon while exchanging messages, so I really need to get off.”

Without waiting for an answer, Zoe leaned back on the coffee table and ran her hand over her sex. She let out a quiet sigh, then watched her husband’s face as she began to slide her fingers on either side of her clit.

“Zoe, this isn’t fair.”

“You’ll love me for it next Sunday morning.”

“I don’t want a wank.”

“Suit yourself.” She rubbed a little faster and then slid the tips of her second and third finger between her folds with each downward movement of her hand.

Stuart watched her fingers dipping into her pussy and coming out wet. He could smell the musk of her sex, and his cock felt ready to burst. He sighed, then looked pleadingly into her face. “If I do the same as you, I’ll make a mess on the rug.”

Zoe was now breathing through her mouth, her lips parted in a sexy way. “No you won’t. Get your dick out.”

Stuart leaned back and quickly unzipped. His cock was rock-hard, the tip coated with precum. He could see her gaze was fixed on his cock as he began to beat his meat. “Are we going to have a race?” he asked, smiling for the first time since she’d told him he couldn’t have sex.

Zoe looked like she was about to answer, then she closed her eyes and let out a long sigh as she came.

“Bitch.”

She frowned and chewed her lip as she rammed two fingers in and out of her sodden pussy, then she let out a final sigh and smiled at him. “That’s better.”

He pumped his cock faster. “I’m going to make a mess pretty soon.”

“Put the tip inside me while you finish yourself off.”

“Why don’t I just slide the full length in?”

She smiled and shook her head. “It’s just the tip or nothing, Stu. Your decision.”

He dropped off the chair and knelt by the side of the coffee table. Zoe spread her legs as he slipped just his cockhead between her swollen labia, then he pumped his hand at double speed. He grunted as he came, and Zoe stroked his face, muttering encouragement. Stuart kept pumping his hand and fired more spurts between his wife’s slick folds. 

Glancing down, he saw his cum was already leaking out of her, running between her buttocks and pooling on the coffee table. She didn’t seem to care, and neither did he. He gave his cock a final squeeze to wring out the last drops, then pulled out. A steady flow of white oozed from her.

He got to his feet, zipped up and dropped back into his armchair.

Zoe looked down between her legs. “Will you get me some tissues, please?” 

He grabbed the box from the sideboard and passed them to her. “If you’d let me go all the way inside, you’d have had time to get to the bathroom before it started running out.”

After mopping up the mess, she looked up at him. “If how far inside you shoot it determines how long it takes to run out, Calvin’s cum might take until Tuesday to finally work its way from my depths.”

Stuart couldn’t think of an answer. The thrum of anticipation started up again, even though his balls were completely spent.

* * * *
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They drove down to the rented house on the following Friday evening. Stuart had found the week of abstinence difficult, especially as he’d spent so much of his free time thinking about what was going to happen between Zoe and Calvin.

Banbury was an historic market town in the north of Oxfordshire. Many of the buildings were hundreds of years old, but their Airbnb was on a relatively new estate on the outskirts of town. Downstairs seemed to be mostly open plan, with a lounge area, dining table and kitchen all in the same large space. One panelled door led to a downstairs cloakroom and toilet, and another to the utility room. Upstairs were two good-sized bedrooms, both with king-size beds, and a large bathroom with a claw-footed bath and walk-in shower. Zoe suggested they sleep in the room that would be Stuart’s the following night, so that the sheets in the master bedroom were clean ready for Calvin’s stay.

Once unpacked, Stuart ran a hand down Zoe’s back. “So, what do you want to do?”

“Let’s wander around the town and find a nice pub to have dinner.”

He liked that idea. “Cool. I may have some questions for you after—”

“God, Stuart,” she said with an exasperated sigh. “I think we’ve talked enough, don’t you?”

Momentary flummoxed, he shrugged his shoulders. “I just thought we—”

“No!” She finally smiled. “I know it’s on your mind, and it’s on mine too. But I don’t want to talk about it again until afterwards, okay?”

He felt like she’d pulled the rug from under him.

She gripped his hand, interlacing her fingers with his. “Tonight’s about us, not anyone else. Let’s just go out and enjoy each other’s company. We can talk about work, the house, any movies you fancy seeing, but not tomorrow night.”

“Okay.” He frowned. “Have I been overdoing the questions?”

“Let’s just say I think we’ve done a thorough job of communicating before taking this step.”

“Fair enough.” He glanced through the window. “It’s a nice evening, so if you don’t mind a bit of a walk, we can leave the car here and I can have a couple of pints.”

“That’s fine.” She glanced down at herself. “Am I okay like this?”

Stuart ran his eyes down her pale blue lambswool jumper, stone-washed grey jeans and low-heeled black ankle boots. “Yeah, you look great. Maybe bring a coat for the walk back.”

They held hands and chatted about the buildings they passed on their way into the town centre and stopped for a drink at the first one they came to though they decided against eating there. Thirty minutes later they wandered along the street and called at another place, where they found a table by an open fire. They had dinner and two more drinks, then headed back to the house. It was a challenge not to bring up what was going to happen the following night, but Stuart was determined to exercise some willpower. He used the bathroom first and was in bed when Zoe came into the bedroom wearing a vest and a pair of sleep-shorts. She climbed in beside him and, as she snuggled into his chest, he put his arm around her shoulder.

She kissed his chest. “Thank you.”

His only reply was to kiss the top of her head, then he turned off the bedside lamp and lay still. Sleep didn’t come for a long time—at least an hour—and Zoe’s breathing suggested she wasn’t sleeping either, but neither broke the silence. 

It was after eight when Stuart woke the following morning. Zoe had turned in the night and now faced away from him. He slipped out of bed, pulled on a pair of pyjama bottoms and a t-shirt, then headed downstairs. After making himself a coffee, he sat on the couch to read the news on his phone. Zoe wandered downstairs a little after nine-thirty. She was dressed in black leggings and an over-sized lime green sweatshirt.

“Morning,” he said, holding up his empty cup. “Want one of these?”

She smiled and nodded, then wandered to the patio doors and looked out at the back garden. “It’s a nice house.”

“Yeah. I like the open-plan style.” He made the coffees then went to stand next to her and passed her one of the cups. “The back garden’s a bit small though, so the neighbours behind feel kind of too close.”

“Do you think we should consider moving?”

He blinked, surprised by the question. “Don’t you like our house?”

“Of course I do, but it’s big. Now the kids have moved out, we could think about downsizing and getting somewhere different.” She glanced around the large, open space. “Somewhere like this.”

“I hadn’t even thought about moving.”

She smiled. “That’s because your mind has been occupied elsewhere for the last couple of months.”

He grinned, hoping this was the start of another sexy conversation about tonight. “Yeah, and whose fault is that?”

“Well, that’s all going to stop.”

“What?” Panic curled his stomach into knots.

She laughed. “I’m saying that I don’t intend letting this hotwife thing define who I am, or who we are. While I’ll be very happy to see a bull once a month, I certainly don’t intend spending the two weeks before and the two weeks after discussing it.”

He kept quiet. Evidently, she thought he’d already said too much.

“All I’m saying is,” she continued, “I want us to go back to having regular conversations during our down time.”

“Down time?”

“Hmm. Tonight I’m seeing Calvin, and tomorrow we’ll talk about it. But after that, I don’t want the subject to come up again until after I’ve seen my next bull.”

This wasn’t how he hoped their new lifestyle would be. “So you’re saying—”

“I’m saying that tonight I’ll give myself to another man, and tomorrow I’ll tell you how much I enjoyed it while you reclaim me. But from then on, we go back to being just Zoe and Stuart. We’ll talk about us, our work and our family. We’ll socialise with friends. And maybe we’ll discuss the pros and cons of moving house.” She smiled. “We’ll still have our date nights, but maybe we could take in more movies or more suppers. We won’t talk about bulls or my past indiscretions. We’ll have regular sex—sometimes we’ll make love, and sometimes we’ll fuck—but it’ll be all about the two of us.”

Stuart didn’t know what to say.

Zoe finished her coffee then pointed to his attire. “If you want to get some clothes on, we can wander back into town and get some breakfast.”

He nodded and headed upstairs, feeling a little deflated. He showered, brushed his teeth and got dressed. When he returned downstairs, Zoe had put on a pair of trainers and a jacket. In Banbury they wandered through the crowded streets before finding a café they liked the look of, where both had a cooked breakfast before returning to the rented house. 

They relaxed in the afternoon with a glass of wine while watching a movie on cable. Stuart couldn’t concentrate on the movie because of what would happen later, and he found it extremely hard not to bring the subject up.

When the movie finished Zoe topped up her glass and headed upstairs for a bath. Stuart sat in the living room feeling a little crestfallen. He’d looked forward to tonight for so long, but now the wind had been taken from his sails.

His phone buzzed. It was a text from Zoe:


Do you want to bring the wine upstairs and watch me get ready for my bull?


In that instant, his mood changed and his heart raced. He grabbed the bottle and his own glass and headed up to the bedroom. 

Zoe was sitting at the dressing table wearing her robe. She’d already dried her hair and pinned it up, leaving small tendrils hanging either side of her face. He walked across the room to her.

She smiled at his reflection as he topped up her glass “Thanks, babe.”

Stuart sat on the bed and watched her fix her makeup. She spent a long time doing her eyes, applying shadow, liner and mascara. Then she did her lips, first drawing an outline with a pencil and then filling in with a dark red lip gloss. Finally, she fitted drop-down silver earrings. She regarded herself in the mirror, then looked at Stuart’s reflection and raised her eyebrows.

“You look great,” he said.

She smiled, stood up and removed her robe. Beneath she wore a black lace bra and matching hipster panties. She walked over to the wardrobe and took out a black dress he didn’t recognise.

“Is that new?” he asked.

“Hmm.” She smiled as she stepped into it and pulled it up her body. The dress was made from some sort of stretchy material because there was no zip. It fit like a second skin, hugging the curves of her hips and boobs and emphasising her narrow waist. Then she stepped into black patent leather high heels.

She checked herself in the mirrored doors of the wardrobe, then turned to look at her husband. “How do I look?”

“Fabulous.”

“Do you think my bull will want to fuck me?”

He smiled. “He wouldn’t drive a hundred and thirty miles if he didn’t.”

“Hmm.” She pointed at the small stool by the dressing table. “That’s not very comfortable, so I suggest you bring one of the dining chairs up to sit on.” With that, she walked out of the bedroom.

Left alone, he sat on the bed, shaking with excitement.

───Ξ───
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Chapter 6

[image: ]


Stuart carried one of the dining chairs up to the bedroom and placed it just to the right of the window. From that position he’d be able to get a clear view from one side of the bed, and he’d also be able to see the action from the other side using the reflection in the mirrors of the wardrobe doors. He closed the curtains and experimented with the lighting, finally settling for the wall light over the bed and none of the others. He hoped that once it was dark outside, his chair would be mostly in shadow. He went downstairs and found Zoe sitting on the couch with a bottle of wine and three glasses on the coffee table in front of her. He thought she looked a little nervous.

“You okay?” he asked.

She smiled, then gave a one-shouldered shrug. “I feel like I’m going for an audition.”

He chuckled and shook his head. “You’re not auditioning, you’re going for a drive in a high-performance sports car.”

“Is that supposed to make me feel better?”

“It should.” He sat on the couch on the opposite side of the table from her. “You’ll be the passenger, so just sit back and enjoy the ride of your life.”

She took her lower lip between her teeth, then glanced at her watch. “Aren’t you nervous?”

“No, I’m excited for both of us.” He forced a smile, hoping his answer was more reassuring than admitting he was worried that after tonight, he’d never be able to satisfy her again.

Zoe’s phone vibrated on the coffee table, and she picked it up. She tapped the screen then looked up at him nervously. “He’s early. Traffic was lighter than expected, but he’s happy to drive around for another twenty minutes if we’re not ready yet.”

Stuart glanced around the room and shrugged. “I think we’re ready.”

Zoe tapped out a reply, put her phone down and looked out of the front window. He followed her gaze and saw a grey SUV pull up at the kerb outside. 

When she took a deep breath, he smiled. “Shall I let him in?”

“Yes please.”

He got up and made his way to the front door, opening it before their visitor had a chance to ring the bell. 

The bull gave him a wide smile and held out his hand. “Hi, I’m Calvin. You must be Stuart.” His handshake was firm and confident.

“Yep, hi. Come on in.”

Calvin was tall and broad, and his face was every bit as handsome as in his profile photos. His hair was buzzed short, his face clean-shaven, and he had a friendly manner. He wore black jeans and a grey, round-necked sweater. There was a brown leather hold-all slung over one shoulder, which he slipped off and placed on the floor of the hall before going through to the main part of the house.

Zoe waited in the middle of the room. Smiling, she stepped forward to greet the man she’d already invited to spend the night with her.

“Hi Zoe, great to meet you.” Calvin gave her a warm smile and shook her hand, which Stuart found a little formal considering what was about to happen between them.

“Nice to meet you, too.” Zoe’s cheeks were a little pink.

Stuart could see the tension in his wife’s eyes, but there was an obvious excitement there, too. She sat down on her couch, and Stuart sat on the other one. Much to Stuart’s surprise, Calvin sat next to him. The three of them made polite small talk about their respective journeys and Banbury. 

Zoe held up the bottle of malbec. Calvin smiled and nodded, so she poured three glasses. After a few more minutes of polite conversation, she asked Calvin how long he’d been a bull.

“Just over four years,” he said. “And you guys have just got into it, right?”

Zoe smiled. “Like it says on my profile, we’re a little late to the party.”

Calvin chewed his lip. “Can I ask you how it all started?”

“I cheated on him almost twenty years ago,” Zoe said. “At the time it was exciting, but I’ve spent many years hating myself since. When I finally built up the courage to admit what I’d done, Stuart told me he’d known about it all along.”

Calvin’s eyebrows went up, and he slowly turned toward Stuart.

Stuart shrugged. “I guess I should have said something, but I...” He frowned, a little embarrassed.

“That was when he found out he liked the idea of me seeing other men,” Zoe explained.

“Ah, right.” Calvin nodded. “I’m sure you’re not the first couple to get into this lifestyle by that route.” 

“He followed me one night,” Zoe said.

“When you were meeting the other man?” Calvin asked.

She nodded. “He saw me get into his car, then followed us to where we parked up.”

Stuart’s throat constricted. He wasn’t proud of being a Peeping Tom, and he certainly didn’t want her to tell Calvin that after watching his wife give her lover a blowjob, he’d gone home and had a wank.

Calvin glanced at Stuart, then looked back at Zoe. “You stayed in his car?”

She nodded. “We usually went to his house, but his flatmate was ill and hadn’t gone out. So that night we parked in a multistorey car park and...” She pursed her lips, then shrugged. “I performed oral sex on him, and Stuart saw what I was doing.”

“Wow.”

“Well, he couldn’t see everything,” Zoe said. “He just saw my head moving up and down through the misted-up window of the car door. So... I thought we could start tonight in a way that will give him a better view.”

Calvin’s eyes went wide. He looked as surprised as Stuart felt. “Sorry?”

She smiled. “I’d like to start our playdate by giving you a blowjob.”

Calvin blinked several times, glanced briefly at Stuart, then looked back at Zoe and shrugged. “I don’t think many men would refuse an offer like that, and I certainly won’t.”

Zoe turned to her husband. “Would you drag the coffee table a little that way, Stu?” 

After Stuart had pulled the table aside, Zoe got up. She stood directly in front of Calvin, who ran his gaze from her feet up to her face, then leaned back on the couch and smiled. Zoe slowly lowered herself to her knees and reached forward to unfasten his buckle. Stuart sat at the other end of the same couch, less than three feet away from where his wife was slipping her hand inside the bull’s jeans and boxers.

When she fished out Calvin’s dick, Stuart stared at it in awe. Even flaccid, it was impressive. Zoe stroked it reverently, her lower lip held between her teeth as it began to grow in her hands.

She looked up into Calvin’s eyes, then back at his cock. “This is beautiful,” she said, her voice a breathy whisper.

He smiled. “Thanks, though I’m not sure ‘beautiful’ is the right way to describe any man’s genitals.” 

The tip of her tongue appeared between her lips for a brief moment. She glanced at Stuart, then looked back into Calvin’s eyes and lowered her head. Stuart watched his wife’s painted lips part and the tip of Calvin’s dark brown cock disappear into her mouth.

Calvin let out a quiet sigh as Zoe slowly bobbed her head. She took over half of it into her mouth, twisted her neck and hummed. She raised her head slightly, and Stuart could see the cock had thickened considerably. When she pushed down again, she could only get a third of it into her mouth. Zoe’s eyes were still fixed on Calvin’s. Stuart had a perfect view, and he wondered if Zoe had pinned her hair up for this very reason. By the time Zoe released his cock, Calvin had a full erection. It was bigger than any cock Stuart had seen in porn clips. Her hand looked tiny around the base, which was wider than the upper half. 

“Push your jeans down,” she whispered. “I want access to your balls.”

Calvin raised his bum off the couch and pushed his jeans and boxers down his knees. Zoe held his cock upright with one hand as she licked up the shaft, around the huge glans and back down the full length again. Then she pushed his cock against his belly as she dipped her head lower and took one of his huge balls into her mouth. Calvin gave another mumble of pleasure as Zoe worked her magic. She took one ball into her mouth and sucked it for a few seconds before doing the same to the other. Then she went back to the first and repeated the action, this time sucking for longer. After a couple of minutes of this, she kissed her way back up the underside of his cock and took it back into her mouth. 

Now Zoe knelt a little higher, sliding her mouth up and down with a steady rhythm. Stuart could see her tongue was resting against the underside of the shaft, and he was amazed by how much of the bull’s length she was taking into her mouth and throat.

Calvin let out another sigh, then stroked Zoe’s head. “That feels so good.”

Stuart’s cock seeped precum into his underwear, his heart swelling with pride at his wife’s performance. Zoe was slowly pumping and twisting the base of Calvin’s cock with one hand and gently massaging his balls with the other. She slid her mouth up and down the top half with her eyes fixed on his.

“Oh man, that’s going to do the job.” He glanced at Stuart, his eyes wide. “You’re a lucky guy.”

Stuart’s throat was too tight to reply, so he nodded instead.

The bull turned his eyes back to Zoe’s and he let out more mumbles of pleasure. Zoe increased the speed of her head bobs, and Stuart was transported back to the time he’d seen her do this in Jamie’s car. Like then, his own cock was rigid inside his jeans, but never once did he wish it was his own cock she was sucking. He was glad it was someone else’s. The thrill he got from knowing how good his wife could make another man feel was almost unrivalled. 

Calvin’s breath caught in his throat. He closed his eyes, dropped his head back and let out a low groan. Zoe turned her eyes to Stuart and held his gaze as she gulped and swallowed the bull’s load. Stuart’s heart crashed in his chest as his cock dripped freely into his boxers. Zoe slowed her head-bobs but continued to suck Calvin’s cock, her gaze now back on her bull. He reached out and stroked her head, then let out a long sigh. She released his cock and knelt up, having never spilled a drop.

“Whew,” Calvin said, breathlessly. “I’ve never started a playdate this way before.”

Zoe moved back to her couch and smiled. “I hope it didn’t spoil it for you.”

The bull chuckled and shook his head. “No, ma’am.” He glanced at Stuart. “Did that make up for only getting a limited view last time?”

Stuart nodded. “It was...” He blew out his cheeks and smiled.

“Good, because Zoe’s not the only person here who I need to satisfy.” Stuart’s startled expression made the bull laugh. “Don’t worry,” he said, pulling up his jeans and zipping up. “What I mean is, I’m not just here for Zoe. The date is for both of you, so it’s up to me to make sure you get as much as possible from watching the action.”

“Okay.” Stuart passed the other two their glasses, then moved the coffee table back into position.

“Remember that for your other bulls,” Calvin said, now looking at Zoe. “Make sure they know what you both want from the playdate before they arrive.”

“How often do you see hotwives?” she asked.

“That depends. Sometimes it’s one a month, sometimes it’s two or three a week. I just go with the flow.”

“Do you search the websites and seek out hotwives?” Stuart asked, thinking about the guys who’d already approached Zoe.

“Not so much now, but I have done in the past.” He looked over at Zoe. “Why, are you getting a lot of guys from the site approaching you?”

She laughed and shrugged. “I’m not sure it’s a lot, but the attention is flattering.”

Calvin nodded. “The photos on your profile are good, so I’m not surprised.”

“I was a little shocked that I got any at all.”

“The admin sends out notifications of all new members,” he explained. “The guys get a list of the new hotwives, and the ladies get a list of new bulls.”

“Ah, right.” Zoe nodded. “I’d assumed men just perused the site constantly.”

“Some might do that, but if you got several in the same day, the chances are they were browsing through the new profiles.” He took a sip of his wine, then smiled. “So, apart from what just happened, do you guys have a list of things you want to do?”

Zoe gave a smile. “I want you to fuck me every which way, and I think it’s safe to say Stu will be happy to watch that.”

Calvin turned to Stuart. “Any special requests?”

“I’d like to watch her go on top, and when you fuck her doggy-style I’d like to see her face.”

Calvin nodded. “Sounds good.” He gave a smile. “I’m ready whenever you are.”

Zoe got to her feet immediately, and Calvin chuckled. The three of them headed upstairs, and Stuart went straight to his chair.

Zoe stopped in the middle of the room. Calvin moved in close and pulled her against him. He was twice as wide as her across the shoulders, and even in high heels she was still about four inches shorter. He dipped his head and kissed her, and Stuart immediately wondered if he’d be able to taste his own cock and cum. It didn’t seem to bother the bull.

Calvin pulled back and looked into her eyes. “I believe I owe you an orgasm.”

She smiled. “I’m hoping for several.”

He gave a deep chuckle. “And you shall have them, but I want your first one to be similar to mine.”

Zoe took a step back, gripped the waist of her dress in her hands and pulled downwards. The material stretched as it slowly exposed her full boobs in the black lace bra. She pushed her dress lower still to show off her matching hipster panties. As it slid to the floor, she stepped out of it but kept her shoes on.

Calvin raked his gaze over her body, then walked her backwards until her legs touched the foot of the bed. “Sit down, Zoe.”

She did as he asked, and he towered above her, stroking her hair. 

“Now lie back and look at your husband.”

As Zoe fell back on the mattress and turned her head towards Stuart, Calvin dropped to his knees and ran his big hands up her calves. When he got to her knees, he eased them apart and then continued upwards, stroking and caressing her legs. He leaned in and kissed her inner thighs, and Zoe let out a sigh.

Over the next few minutes, Calvin slowly kissed and sucked at Zoe’s sex through the material of her panties. She was breathing heavily and undulating under his attention. A single finger from Calvin slipping beneath the waistband was all it took to raise her bum in an offer to have him remove them. He slid the flimsy material down her legs and off over her shoes. When he leaned back in and used his mouth on her bare sex, she let out a long whimper. Stuart watched as the bull licked around the soft folds of Zoe’s sex, sucked the outer lips into his mouth, and pushed his tongue into her channel. She writhed on the bed, pushing her crotch up against Calvin’s mouth. When the bull moved his attention to her clit, Stuart watched her face. 

Zoe frowned at him, her expression almost apologetic, and then she closed her eyes and screamed her release. Her legs twitched and her hips bucked as Calvin continued to suck her clit. She screamed again, head thrashing from side to side as a second orgasm surged through her, leaving her entire body trembling. 

Calvin eased back and smiled up at her. “You taste as good as you look.”

Zoe was too breathless to speak. She glanced at Stuart, then pushed herself up off the bed. Calvin stepped back, reached around her back and unclipped her bra. As he slid it off her arms, he stared hungrily at her body, completely naked except for her shoes. She gripped the hem of his sweater and pulled it up and off over his head, exposing the muscular torso that had impressed Stuart when he’d first browsed the bulls’ profiles. Zoe was busy undoing Calvin’s belt and the buttons of his jeans. He let her push his jeans and boxers down in one, then stepped out of his shoes and bent to remove his jeans, shorts and socks. He stood before her, his eyes watching her face as hers took in his magnificent physique.

She walked slowly around him like a potential buyer at a horse market inspecting a prized stallion. Then she stepped close and reached around him, running her hands over his powerful chest. In the mirror, Stuart could see her boobs were crushed against Calvin’s back and she was planting soft kisses on his shoulder blades. Keeping her left hand on his abdominal muscles, Zoe lowered her right hand and found his cock. Gripping it in her tiny white hand, she began to pump it. The cock grew thick and long. Calvin closed his eyes, dropped his head back and let out a sigh.

Zoe walked around from behind him without letting go of his cock. “I think what we all want now is for you to put this inside me.” She released his cock and climbed onto the bed. Still wearing her shoes, she lay in the middle with her knees bent, then let them fall open.

Calvin knelt on the foot of the bed and ran his eyes down her body, his focus settling on the glistening opening of her sex. He moved over her, the difference in their relative sizes never more apparent as he held his upper body over hers on one powerful arm while he swiped the tip of his cock through the slick crease of her outer lips.

Zoe tilted her pelvis up slightly, her eyes fixed on Calvin’s as he pushed his hips slowly forward. The huge cock slid inside his wife, and Stuart watched her mouth drop open and her eyes flutter. Calvin paused with just half of his cock inside her, pulled back slightly, then slid in again, this time going a couple of inches deeper. Zoe let out a long moan, then began to rock her body beneath his, sliding her pussy up and down on his cock as Calvin held himself still.

“You’re so fucking big,” she rasped. “I want it all, but you’ll have to let me stretch.”

He smiled down at her, both his hands flat on the mattress as he held himself up. “I can wait until you’re ready.”

Zoe dug the heels of her shoes into the bed, pumping her hips up and down and fucking him from below. Stuart could see she was now taking nearly all of Calvin’s cock on each upstroke, the shaft glistening with her juices.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Fuck me.”

Calvin pushed down, pinning Zoe’s bum to the mattress as his cock sank all the way inside her. She squealed in surprise, her eyes and mouth wide. He pulled back slightly, then pushed in again.

“Fuck!” Zoe clenched her teeth, placed her palms on his hips and regulated the speed of his thrusts, evidently wanting them slow. “Oh, that feels so good.” Her eyes were closed, her lips parted slightly as she let out little whimpers each time Calvin’s cock buried to the hilt. “So fucking good.”

Stuart watched his wife being fucked. It was sexier than he ever could have imagined — the sounds of her breathing, the tremble of her limbs, the smell of her arousal — they all added to the cocktail of eroticism filling his senses. His cock was rock hard inside his jeans, his boxers drenched from his own excitement.

Zoe slid her hands up to Calvin’s back and pulled him down until her boobs were flattened by his chest. She moved with him, pushing her hips up to meet his thrusts, taking his full length inside her. Her breathing was becoming more laboured, her moans rising in pitch. She was inching closer to orgasm, and everyone in the room knew it. Calvin kept ploughing into her at the same pace, letting her pleasure gradually build. Zoe was kissing his chest and running her hands over his muscular back and shoulders. When her orgasm finally arrived, she opened her eyes wide and grunted. Calvin raised his upper body and slammed into her, sending his cock as deep at it would go. Zoe screamed and arched off the bed, shuddering and jerking in a way Stuart had never seen before. Her eyes were squeezed shut, lips drawn back over her teeth. Her expression was almost feral. Then she seemed to go limp, her arms and legs falling to the mattress on either side of her body. Calvin stilled, his cock still buried inside her, and caressed her boobs. Zoe opened her eyes and looked up at him. He smiled and tugged gently at her nipples.

Zoe licked her lips. “You haven’t come yet?”

Calvin smiled and shook his head. “You mentioned something about letting Stuart watch me fuck you every which way.”

She gave him a dazed smile. “Did I?”

“Uh huh.” He reached down and lifted her leg up, placing it over his shoulder. Then he proceeded to fuck her like that. Zoe let out grunts with every thrust. Calvin eventually pulled out and rolled Zoe onto her right side, so she was facing her husband. Then he lay behind her and encouraged her to bend her left leg. Stuart watched from just a few feet away as Zoe placed her foot, still in the high-heeled shoe, on the mattress so her knee pointed at the ceiling. It was a sexy pose. Calvin positioned his cock at the entrance of her pussy and pushed it back inside. This was the perfect view to see his wife’s expressions and the way her body reacted to having the biggest cock he’d ever seen slide in and out of her body. Calvin reached around and played with her boobs while he fucked her, his large dark hands a sharp contract to her slight, pale body.

Zoe stared directly at Stuart. “How do you like seeing it for yourself?”

He was a little shocked to be included, and he had to lick his lips and swallow before he could answer. “It’s hot.”

She smiled. “It’s hot for me, too.” Her eyes fluttered as the big cock continued to slide in and out. “He’s going to make me come again.”

Stuart nodded. “Good.”

“And then he’s going to come inside me.” She narrowed her eyes. “Tell me that’s what you want.”

He frowned, a little embarrassed about admitting his fantasy in front of Calvin. “It’s what I want.”

“Say it.”

He sighed, reminding himself that the bull would have heard it all before. “I want him to fuck you until you come again, then I want him to shoot his load and flood your pussy with cum.”

Calvin increased the speed and force of his thrusts in response to their conversation. Zoe’s tits shook with each thrust, then she clenched her teeth and came yet again. Calvin banged her harder, the bed creaking beneath them. Zoe’s bent leg swung back and forwards like a conductor’s baton, and then Calvin pushed deep and grunted.

Stuart watched his wife’s face as another man pumped his seed into her depths. Zoe’s eyes were closed, and her mouth was a perfect O. He thought she’d never looked more beautiful. Zoe opened her eyes and smiled at her husband as she and her bull lay spooned on the bed. 

Stuart went downstairs and used what was left in the bottle to top up the three glasses. Not wanting to risk spilling red wine in the rented house, he carried two glasses upstairs and placed them on a bedside cabinet, then went back for his own glass. By the time he returned to his chair in the bedroom, Zoe and Calvin were sitting up on the bed, leaning back on pillows propped up against the headboard. 

Zoe passed Calvin his glass, then raised her own to make a toast. “To making our fantasies reality.”

Calvin chuckled and touched his glass to hers. Then she held her glass out towards Stuart, who sat forward in his chair to clink his glass to hers.

After they’d all drank to her toast, Zoe smiled at her husband. “Was it how you thought it’d be?”

“It was better. You looked...” He glanced at Calvin. “You both looked so good. It was really sexy to watch. And hear.” He omitted the part about also liking the smell of her sex.

They spent about twenty minutes sipping their wine and making small talk, with Zoe and Stuart asking some background questions about playdates.

“Do you know any of the other bulls?” she asked.

Calvin smiled and shook his head. “We don’t have annual Christmas parties, if that’s what you’re asking.”

Even when nobody spoke, it was a comfortable silence. Stuart felt a contentment he hadn’t expected. Having just seen his wife experience something he could never give her, he didn’t feel inadequate. Instead, he felt proud of himself for letting her appreciate sex with someone like Calvin. In the past, Zoe had enjoyed sex with a big-cocked guy, but her guilt ruined the memory of it. As a hotwife, there’d be no need for guilt to ruin the memories she was making.

Zoe drained her glass and put it on the bedside cabinet. 

Calvin smiled, finished his own wine and passed her his glass. He smiled up at her. “Didn’t your husband say he wanted to see you go on top?”

She smiled, crawling down the bed and straddling his legs. “Hmm, I remember him saying that.” Wrapping her hand around Calvin’s flaccid cock, she turned toward Stuart on his chair. “You want to watch me ride this, right Stu?”

“Yeah, but you may need to help him get hard again.”

Zoe looked at Calvin and raised her eyebrows. “Do I need to get you hard?”

He grinned. “You don’t need to, but I won’t complain if you want to speed things along.”

“And how can I do that?” Without waiting for an answer, she leaned down and dragged her boobs over his cock. “Do you think this might help?”

Calvin let out a quiet chuckle. “Yeah, that’ll definitely work.”

She moved her upper body left and right, dragging her boobs across the thickening cock, raising herself up a little to trace one nipple down his shaft.

Calvin raised his head to watch. “Looks like both of us are getting a little stiffer.”

“Hmm.” She sat up and licked her lips. “Anything else I can do that might help?”

“You can unpin your hair.”

She blinked. “You don’t like it this way?”

“I love it, but I’d also like to see it down, swinging free.”

Zoe reached up and removed the pins, shook her hair out, then placed the pins on the bedside cabinet. “Better?”

Calvin ran his fingers through her hair. “Yeah, it’s a beautiful colour and really soft.”

Zoe gripped his cock in her hand and slowly pumped it. “Well, this is beautiful, but it’s not soft now.”

“No it isn’t.”

When Zoe lowered her head, Stuart couldn’t see anything for the curtain of dark red hair. But from the way Calvin sighed, he knew she’d got his cock in her mouth. 

She bobbed her head a couple of times, then sat up and smiled at her bull. “You taste of me.”

“Really? I wonder why that is...”

Zoe smiled and crawled further up his body. Raising herself up on her knees, she positioned the tip of his cock at her entrance then slowly sank down. She dropped her head back and let out a long sigh, staying still for a moment. Then she leaned forward, resting her hands on Calvin’s broad chest, and began to rock her hips. Stuart watched, his gaze flicking between her face to where their bodies met.

“It feels even bigger in this position,” she whispered.

Calvin’s only response was to lift his hands to hold her breasts as she rode him. Zoe continued to ride him, occasionally glancing in Stuart’s direction, but for most of the time she had her eyes fixed on Calvin’s. Her breathing became a little more laboured, and Calvin suggested a change of positions.

When Zoe raised up, Calvin quickly spun his body through ninety degrees, so that his legs hung off the bed nearest to Stuart’s side, his feet planted on the floor.

“Ride me reverse cowgirl,” Calvin instructed. “That way, Stuart will be able to see your face when you come.”

Zoe straddled her bull’s hips and got his cock back inside her. Then she looked into Stuart’s eyes and slowly gyrated her body, moving her hips forwards and back. From his chair, Stuart had the perfect view of her sex stretched wide around the huge cock. Her movements allowed him brief glimpses of the fat base, which looked far too big to fit inside her slender body, but Zoe had no problem taking it. She rocked faster, then let out a sigh.

Stuart looked deep into her eyes as she brought herself closer and closer. Suddenly her brow creased, her eyes fluttered closed and her mouth dropped open. She let out a whimper. Then she opened her eyes and stared at her husband as she clenched her teeth and jerked her hips back and forth, grunting while riding out her pleasure. By the time she slowed down, Stuart’s cock was hard and dripping again.

Calvin patted her leg. “Okay, let’s change again.”

When Zoe lifted herself off him, Calvin stood up, his huge, glistening cock sticking out in front of him. He looked at Stuart. “I know you want to see her face, but most husbands like to see the action from behind, too.” He nodded towards the mirrored wardrobes. “I think they’ll help you see both.”

Stuart shrugged. “Okay.”

Calvin encouraged Zoe to kneel on all fours with her feet sticking off the nearest side of the bed, her head facing away from Stuart. He angled her slightly to give Stuart an unhindered view, then stepped close and re-entered her. Stuart was so close he could see everything, and he could actually hear the squelches of her wet sex as Calvin’s cock slid in and out. He glanced at the mirror, saw Zoe had her eyes closed, then switched his gaze back to where Calvin was spearing her body. 

The bull gripped Zoe’s hips and fucked her hard and fast. Zoe cried out and raised her head. For a brief moment she opened her eyes and stared at her husband’s reflection, but then she closed them again. Stuart watched in awe as Calvin ploughed into her over and over. Zoe yelped with each thrust. After what felt like a long time, Calvin turned to Stuart.

“Want to see me come in her?” he asked, breathless.

Stuart nodded.

Calvin banged her a few more times then pulled out and held his cock. Zoe’s sex gaped open, and Stuart saw a thick gush of white fly from Calvin’s cock into Zoe’s open sex. She sobbed, suggesting she’d felt it. A second gush shot out, and then Calvin slid his cock back inside and resumed his thrusts. Stuart watched, mesmerised, as cum seeped from Zoe’s sex while Calvin emptied his balls.

Calvin eventually stopped and pulled out. Zoe rolled onto her side and stared up at Stuart with unfocused eyes. Her face was bathed in sweat, her hair sticking to her cheeks and forehead. She squeezed her legs together and frowned.

“Would you get me some tissues, please?” she asked.

Stuart went into the bathroom and came back with a box of them. 

Zoe folded several into a wad and pushed it between her legs, then pulled the quilt up over herself. “I guess Calvin will need a rest now,” she said. “So do you want to go get settled in your own room? Leave the door open, and you’re welcome to come back and watch, or just listen.”

Stuart nodded and got up. He gave them both a smile, then walked out and headed back downstairs. He got himself a beer and sat on one of the couches to drink it. It was a little after ten when he turned out the lights and headed upstairs. He could hear Zoe and Calvin talking quietly when he came out of the bathroom and went into the spare bedroom. He stripped naked and slid into bed. He knew he’d never get to sleep in his current state, so he laid his t-shirt on his stomach and masturbated. He came in under a minute, lights flashing behind his eyelids as his cum soaked into the cotton. Panting, he squeezed the last drops out and wiped his cock, then dropped the t-shirt at the side of the bed, suspecting he’d need it again later. He pulled on a clean pair of boxer shorts and turned out the light.

A dull glow on the landing suggested Zoe had left the wall light on in the bedroom, but Stuart had already decided that he’d listen to any activity in the night from his own room. He lay back on the pillow, closed his eyes and relived everything he’d watched his wife do in the last three hours.

He must have fallen asleep because he was roused by the sounds of Zoe’s moans. The landing was now dark, so they must have turned their bedroom light off. Stuart pushed down the quilt and stroked his cock. He was fully hard within seconds.

It was obvious Calvin was fucking Zoe again, and from the pitch of her voice he’d been doing it long enough to get her to fever pitch. She was talking dirty, and Stuart wondered if she’d said these things to Jamie during her affair.

He closed his eyes and pumped his cock in time to the creaks of the bed his wife was being fucked in, letting her filthy words wash over him.

Fuck me with your big cock. 

Yeah, use my pussy and stretch it. 

Oh god, you’re going to make me come again. 

I’m going to cream all over your fucking dick.

Ohh... Fuck you’re so big.

Ah, ah ahh...

Now give me your load.

That’s it. Blow baby, fill me up!

Stuart erupted onto his own chest. He kept pumping his hand, and he just kept coming. In the other bedroom, Calvin was depositing yet another helping of cum into his wife’s eager body. He grabbed his soiled t-shirt and mopped up the latest mess, then lay back and waited for his breathing to return to normal. Eventually, his racing heart slowed, and the house fell silent. Stuart closed his eyes and fell asleep with a smile on his face.

* * * *
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It was daylight when Stuart awoke. Momentarily disoriented, he soon remembered where he was and sat up. Just then, Zoe walked into his room wearing her robe.

“Good morning,” she said.

“Hi.” He glanced over her shoulder, then looked into her eyes. “Where’s our guest?”

“He’s just left.” She slipped into bed beside him still wearing the robe. “Apparently, this is the time we reconnect.”

“Oh.”

She pressed her bare leg against his. “That doesn’t mean you have to jump me straight away, but I think it’d be nice if you held me close and reassured me that you still love me.”

Stuart smiled and pulled her close. “Of course I still love you.” He kissed her gently on the forehead. “I don’t think I’ve ever loved you more. Or desired you more.”

She chewed her lower lip, then let out a breath. “Thank you. I was scared that the reality might—”

“It was perfect. Better than I could have hoped.”

“Did you make yourself come?”

He nodded. “Twice.”

“Could you come again?”

His cock was already hard. “Oh yeah.”

She opened her robe and lay on her back. “This isn’t you reclaiming me, we’ll do that later. This is you just marking your territory.”

“Okay.”

“Slide it inside me and don’t move.”

Stuart removed his boxers and climbed between her spread legs. “Is his cum still inside you?”

She nodded. “Is that a problem?”

“No.”

She smiled. “Good.”

Stuart slid into her hot, well-used channel. He’d been worried that there’d be a looseness, but there wasn’t. She gripped him as tight as ever.

Zoe placed her hands on his hips. “Remember, don’t move.” She stared into his face and began to clench and release her inner muscles.

He let out a quiet moan.

“Is that nice?”

“Yeah.”

“Will it get you off?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Good.” She kissed his lips. “Because I’m a dirty hotwife who’s had her bull’s cum, and now she wants her husband’s.”

“I heard you talking dirty to him in the night.”

She smiled. “You were meant to. Everything I said was for your benefit.”

“Thank you.”

“Want me to say them to you?”

“There’s no need.”

“I know, but I’m going to say them anyway.” She kissed him again, this time pushing her tongue into his mouth. “Give me your cum. Blow your load and fill—”

Stuart’s legs locked straight, and he exploded inside her. Zoe cried out and hugged him, kissing his face and stroking his back. He shuddered and trembled his way through the spasms, then lay motionless on top of her. 

They were silent for over a minute, then he raised his head. “You didn’t come.”

“No, but this wasn’t about me. I’ll come when you reclaim me later.”

Stuart smiled and nodded. He’d never been so happy.
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Want to see how their story ends?

The final book in the series is available for pre-order:
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Following Zoe’s immensely successful playdate with Calvin, Stuart is eager for her to enjoy more bulls. They may have been late to the party but—to her husband’s delight—Zoe is determined to make up for lost time. And there’s no shortage of virile bulls eager to get their hands on an attractive, mature hotwife.

While friends and family see our empty nesters downsizing their home and taking regular weekend trips, none would ever guess that the middle-aged couple are now enjoying the most fulfilling sexual experiences of their lives.

Stuart loves seeing his wife being pleasured in every way imaginable, so as their twenty-eighth wedding anniversary approaches, he decides to give her something extra-special. He browses the contact website with only a vague idea of what he’s looking for and finds a pair of bulls who perform as a tag-team. When he learns they’re both called William, Stuart knows he’s found the perfect solution. 

The entertainment for Zoe’s anniversary night will feature a Double Bill...

Double Bill is available from your favourite bookstore.
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───Ξ───

Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen.

His stories often feature petite brunettes, high-heeled shoes and voyeurism. He claims he didn’t realise these were obsessions until someone pointed out how often they appear in his work. 

Find out more about Delores on his web site. He loves to hear from his readers by email, and also has a Patreon account where you can get early access to - and interact with him about - his latest books, plus other goodies as well.

And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.
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One Hot Year
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The complete story of the whirlwind year that takes Harriet from faithful wife to licentious hotwife, eager to do anything to please her lovers and her watching husband.

It starts when Harriet’s friend is deserted by her husband. The girls have a few nights out, and when Harriet reveals how many men are hitting on them, Luke realises he likes the idea. With his encouragement, she progresses from slow dances to heavy petting, and more. Luke knows he won’t be content until she allows another man to go all the way.

They take a Christmas break in Norway. After enjoying the stunning sights of snow-capped mountains, crystal blue fjords and the Northern Lights, Luke craves the ultimate display: to see his beautiful Harriet become a hotwife.

After securing a new contract for their business and finding their perfect new home, they decide to celebrate in the sunnier climes of the Canary Islands. While there, Luke offers his wife the chance to enjoy the ultimate Valentine’s Day treat. Will two men at once be too much of a good thing, even for Harriet?

A chance encounter with a bull while in the Canary Islands leads the couple to join a contact site so Harriet can sample some more alpha bulls. This elicits an invitation to attend an exclusive party in California. Harriet and Luke know it’s a once in-a-lifetime opportunity to enjoy a truly hedonistic experience, and eagerly accept. Located in Malibu and overlooking the Pacific Ocean, Casa Del Grande Toro is the most stunning house they’ve ever seen. At the party, surrounded by a collection of beautiful hotwives and their adoring husbands, Harriet is immersed in a sexual tryst beyond anything she envisaged in even her wildest fantasies. 

After attending the Key Party, Luke and Harriet delay their return to the UK and drive south on the Pacific Coast Highway. In San Diego they come across a volleyball tournament. Glowing with a golden tan, Harriet soon becomes the centre of attention for one of the men’s teams. The young, tall college guys just won’t leave her alone. Luke’s a little concerned because, even though Harriet’s a hotwife, she’s just had a very busy weekend. He points out that this break is so she can take it easy, but Harriet had other plans. 

One Hot Year is available from your favourite bookstore
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A Hotwife’s Journey
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Karen’s throwaway comment about a hot colleague in the Sweden office unlocks the door to Nigel’s secret desires, so he offers her the chance to have a little fun and mix business with pleasure. He’s fantasised about sharing his wife for a long time, but there’s a big difference between fantasy and reality.

Nigel is amazed by how Karen’s taken to her new role as a hotwife, and when he realises an upcoming company get together will mean that he’ll meet 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 the guy surprises them with a counteroffer that’s just too good to refuse. 

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 where nothing is off-limits.

Under the hot tropical sun of St Lucia, Nigel is shocked by the diversity of her sexual appetite, but then she did promise him an ‘anything goes’ holiday adventure, and he learns just how hot his hotwife can be.

A Hotwife’s Journey is available from your favourite bookstore
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	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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