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Chapter 1


I scan the crowded dance floor, looking for my absent husband. Dammit, where did Gary go? He was here before I went to the restroom, but now I don’t see him anywhere. I wasn’t gone that long. 
Today is not going how I wanted it to... at all. This is the second wedding we’ve attended this weekend. Normally I adore weddings, but this is eating up all my free time after several busy weeks. It’s been twenty-one — no, now it’s twenty-two days since Gary and I’ve had sex, and he promised me a weekend of pleasure. Fucking weekend of pleasure, my ass. We’ve been on the go non-stop since Friday afternoon. What in the hell does a woman have to do around here to get boned by her husband? 
Sighing, I slowly circle the room, searching for Gary. It’s not entirely his fault that it’s been so long since we’ve had sex. I was sick one weekend, then he caught my cold and was sick the following one. Being an adult sucks sometimes, but not always in the good way, and this has been ridiculous. Gary swore he’d make it up to me this weekend. As the night continues, it’s looking increasingly unlikely.
Last night I was a bridesmaid in my friend Vanessa’s wedding, so I couldn’t exactly ditch the wedding early. I couldn’t even duck into a quiet corner for some well-deserved attention, since I had duties and shit to take care of. I was hoping for some aggressive cuddling once we got home, but we were both exhausted. The night ended in a soft snuggle pile with our two dogs in our king-size bed, which was good, but not what I wanted. I’m only a guest at the wedding tonight, which meant no responsibilities at the ceremony or before, but the day was eaten up by one monotonous chore after another until it was time to get ready.
I picked my dress carefully. Dammit, I was gonna get laid today, and I knew exactly what would get Gary going. I’m wearing a silky red halter-style dress that hugs my curves in all the right ways, a dress which he’s nearly torn off me a time or five before. 
My body’s been expecting sex all day, and I got desperate enough to try and wheedle five minutes from Gary to just shove it in me and fuck me — anything to ease the ache between my legs. He said he wanted to wait until we had time for a proper fucking. That’s my romantic husband for you. I’m not complaining about it, no way. I mean, like, oh no, my husband wants to wait until he can make me come. Poor me. 
But Christ, can be it be this century please? 
The wedding venue is beautiful, and the ceremony brought back memories of our nuptials. Gary squeezed my hand during the vows, which told me he was thinking of our wedding as well. Everything would have been perfect... if I wasn’t so horny.
Once the ceremony ended, I excused myself to use the restroom and ran into my friend Jasmine. She’s gorgeous, smart, and the type of woman I’d be insecure around if I didn’t know her so well. She’s down to earth and a hoot to hang out with, and I consider her my closest friend. When Jasmine told me her husband was using her on a freeuse day and he’d already used her multiple times that day, I couldn’t stop the stab of jealousy. I tried to play it off like I wouldn’t want to be used without coming. Yet I was the thirsty slut who tried to get my husband to do exactly that before the wedding. 
Where is that man, anyway? 
The wedding band ends the song they’re playing, and the singer announces they are taking a break. As people clear the dance floor in search of refreshments, I finally spot Gary across the room. He’s standing off to the side of the stage, talking to the singer. I should have figured he’d be with the band since the singer is his best friend, TJ. 
What my loving husband doesn’t know is I had a date with TJ. before I met him. All we shared was a single kiss at the end of the evening, but it was memorable. TJ was young and idealistic and heading out on tour, hoping the band would hit it big. They never quite did, but the band is still together after all these years, though marriages, kids, and divorces. They mostly play weddings, but TJ is at our house often and he said he’s happy with his life. And that’s really all that matters, right? 
He’s still incredibly sexy — all sleek muscle on a powerful build. Better yet, both arms have full sleeve tattoos. This makes me wonder what other body art his clothes hide? In my daydreams I play find the tattoos, but it’s his hands that rev my engine the most. He has long, thick fingers, and it’s easy to imagine them stroking my most sensitive spots. 
Yeah, this dude always set my panties on fire. Occasionally I still touch myself and fantasize about our date ending differently. What would have happened if I had invited him in for a nightcap? It’s a harmless flight of fancy, and I’d never do anything with TJ. It doesn’t stop me from rolling my hips and pushing my chest out as I approach the guys. When TJ catches my eye, the appreciative glint in his warms me. Yeah, I’ve still got it. 
Gary’s back is to me so he doesn’t see me approach. When I sidle up to him and slide my arm around his waist, the conversation abruptly ends. I only caught a few sentences, but it sounds like they are making plans to do something together. Huh. I wonder what those two are up to? Focus. Gary. Bed. Soon. 
Gary leans over to kiss my cheek. “Hey, hot stuff,” he says, while TJ murmurs, “Hi Millie.”
I give TJ a smile and a soft, “Hi,” before playfully punching Gary on the arm and giving him a mock pout.
“I was looking for you everywhere. I thought you hooked up with some floozy and abandoned me.”
I didn’t really think that, but it’s a game we play. 
He winks at me, playing along. “You know I’ve only got eyes for you, babe.”
“Damn straight. You’re addicted to all of this.”
When I run a hand down my hip, Gary laughs and pulls me closer to him. The corners of TJ’s mouth quirk as he observes our banter. I’ve noticed TJ’s usually watching me out of the corner of his eye when I’m around him. He’s subtle about it, and it’s flattering. It might be mean, but I hope he regrets not going for me all those years ago.
The guys pick up their conversation about an old buddy, and I listen for a few minutes before TJ excuses himself to take a break before the next set. Gary has a speculative look on his face as TJ leaves. I’m about to offer him a penny for his thoughts, but he speaks before I have a chance.
“TJ thinks I should take you home and fuck your brains out.”
TJ is a good man. My opinion of him rises and I mentally take back my wishes of regret.
“I think you should listen to your best friend. He’s obviously smart.”
Gary faces me, pulls me against him and smirks. “He also thinks I’m crazy for not tapping your ass every chance I get.”
Oh, fuck. That’s filthy... and hot. My pussy buzzes and my panties grow damp. Were the guys drinking? There are no empty wineglasses anywhere and I didn’t leave Gary alone long enough for him to get tipsy. Do they stand around objectifying me often? 
Hell, maybe they do. 
My nipples pebble, and I doubt the thin silky layers of my bra and dress hide it. Fuck, why can’t I be more like Jasmine? I bet she’d look her husband straight in the face and tell him to use her whenever he wants. I can’t get past the idea that getting turned on by my husband and his best friend talking about me like I’m a piece of ass to be used should be wrong. Yeah... I shouldn’t like this, right? 
My body has other ideas. I fight the urge to rub my thighs together. I don’t want Gary to know this is turning me on. But that doesn’t mean I can’t have a little fun with this. He’ll back down at some point. 
I walk my fingers up his chest and neck. When I continue past his chin, he pretends to nip at my fingers. Yeah, my hubby is all talk and no action. He’s my lovable teddy bear. 
I keep my voice light. “So why aren’t you? You had the chance earlier, and you didn’t take it.”
Gary shrugs casually. “I told him I’d rather watch him fuck you.”
Oh jeez, as if. I don’t bother to hold in my snort. “Why just TJ? Why don’t I fuck the entire band?” 
Hell, if we’re going to play this game, let’s play big.
He purses his lips, as if he’s considering it. “I don’t know. Is five guys too many in one night?”
“Five? There’s only four in the band.”
When he doesn’t answer and captures my mouth for a panty-searing kiss, I melt into him. 
Mmm, now this is more like it. 
Our tongues twine together, and I press against him. Heh, he’s hard. Someone’s got a dirty mind and likes the thought of me fucking a bunch of guys. A pulse between my legs reminds me... 
Oh yeah, it’s me. 
The longer the kiss lasts, the more I daydream about four guys kissing up and down my body at the same time. I’ve never admitted this to Gary, but it’s one of my biggest fantasies. I’d love to be fucked by a bunch of guys at once. 
I break off the kiss and push against his chest. “Hey, wait!”
“Hmmm?” He nibbles along the column of my neck, and I tip my head to give him better access. A shiver of delight almost distracts me and I lose my train of thought for a moment. What was I going to say? Oh, yeah!
“You never said...” I break off and moan as he sucks gently on my neck. Fuuuck, he’s driving me crazy. All I want to do is straddle his leg and grind against his thigh until I explode. It’s been so long since I’ve had an orgasm, it’ll probably only take a couple of minutes.
He nips his way up to my ear and gently tugs on my earlobe with his lips. “What were you saying?”
Another shiver runs through me as his breath tickles the sensitive hairs on my ear. More wetness hits my panties. I shift from foot to foot, wishing we were alone. I’m close to not caring. I need to pull it together before he makes me so mindless that I beg him to fuck me in front of the entire reception.
“The band only has four people. Who’s the fifth?”
He stops sucking on my earlobe and chuckles. “I’m the fifth.”
Oh Jesus. He’s so full of horseshit. He’d never watch me fuck the band, but I’m having fun with the fantasy. When he moves his hands behind me and cups my ass, pulling me closer to him, I sigh in pleasure. He seems to like our crazy talk as well.
“I could fuck them and take notes. Audition them.”
He kneads my ass. “Yeah, keep a score sheet. Pass or fail.”
“Mmm hmm,” I moan. “I could be your freeuse slut that you’re sharing for the night.”
Gary’s hand stills. Oh god, did I really say that?
He cups my ass again and his lips crush against mine. His tongue invades my mouth, setting off a sharp wild need deep in my core. Lust burns in my brain. If he screwed me on the stage right now, I’d ignore the crowd and beg for more. We need to go home... right fucking now.
We’re both panting when the kiss ends, and he leans his forehead against mine. “Millie, what if I really want it?”
Holy shit balls, he’s serious? 
My body buzzes and I try to not squeal out a yes. I didn’t dream this was a possibility. I never imagined he’d want to share me. My mind whirls with the implications, and I wish I could shut my brain off. For once in my life, can’t I just go with the flow and enjoy it? Do I have to analyze everything? 
I catch a whiff of his cologne and inhale deeply. He smells so damn good. It’s a familiar scent that can relax or turn me on depending on my mood. Today it does both. I wrap my arms around his neck and squeeze him, enjoying our closeness after so many weeks of not feeling connected.
“Do you really want it?”
“Yes.”
That simple response sends a thrill through me. Hot damn. A little voice in my head tries to tell me to slow down and think this through. I shove it aside. Not tonight, bitch.
I’m going to take what he’s offering.
I give him a slow smile. “Today is a good day for me.”
He studies my face for a moment before a lightness settles over his features. “I’ll see what I can arrange.”




Chapter 2


The rest of the wedding reception is a blur. When the band stops for the night, Gary leaves me sitting at a table while he talks to them. Knowing that he’s asking them if they want to fuck me is vulgar... and awesome. I’m quivering thinking of it. 
When he returns, he smiles mysteriously. “Everything is set.”
What the fuck does that mean?
“So it’s happening?”
His mouth pulls up at the corners again and for a second I think he won’t answer me. 
“Yes. My freeuse slut is getting shared tonight.”
Ohhh, yes. My mind spins away into fantasies.
I know I’m not really a freeuse slut since this isn’t how it works, but it’s filthy to imagine I am. Gary could fuck me wherever he wanted, whether that was behind a potted plant in the lobby or underneath the emergency stairs. Heck, the entire band could rail me in the stairway and fill all my holes. 
Are they all going to come in me? 
I want one of them to blow their load on my face. I’ve never actually had that done before. Gary prefers my ass or pussy, though occasionally he fucks my tits and glazes my breasts. But never on my face...
I’m not sure how long I daydream about getting all my holes stuffed before Gary tips as head at me like he asked me something. My head spins and I stumble over my words.
“Sorry... what?”
He leans over and kisses my nose. “I asked if you were ready to be used.”
“What, now?”
My eyes grow round. Um, where is this happening? I might fantasize about public sex, but I’m not actually into doing it. 
“Yes, now. Do you trust me?”
His eyes glow with love and lust. Knowing he really wants this erases any remaining concern. 
“Of course I do.”
He kisses me softly. “Good girl. Now let’s go get you ready. I want to see what you look like being spit-roasted.”
Whoa, how long has he been thinking about this? 
I try to visualize a guy in my mouth and one behind me, but I can’t decide whether I want to suck on TJ or whether I’d rather he be the one fucking my pussy. Then again, maybe I can have both.
Shit, I need to focus. It takes a few moments for me to regain my composure.
“I’m ready.”
We both rise. He takes my hand and pulls me towards a side door, walking fast in his eagerness. I rush to keep up. Where in the hell is he taking me?
The side door leads to an alley behind the venue. TJ’s van, which they use to haul equipment, is parked close to the exit. As we approach, the back door swings open, revealing the four guys. My lips part and I suck in a breath. 
I’m getting fucked in the van?
I’ve never seen the inside, so I peer closely. The walls are bare with angled brackets that would be good for gripping. A punch of lust hits me when I realize there’s a thin mattress on the floor. They covered it with a red plaid blanket. 
Uh, do they do this often? Is the blanket hiding a bunch of stains?
TJ must have noticed my expression. “We use it to protect the equipment, and if one of us wants to take a nap.”
Uh-huh, likely story. Maybe they take horny MILFS to their van all the time after a wedding. Not that I’m one to judge. I mean, I’m here with them. 
Their equipment is nowhere to be seen. Who’s watching over the instruments? 
Better yet, is this happening with the van doors open or closed? 
Where is Gary going to be? 
God, this is filthy. Jasmine isn’t going to believe the night I’m having. I bet it rivals hers.
My swirling thoughts consume me and I almost don’t hear TJ speak.
“Glad you could join us, Millie.”
He’s formal for how dirty this all is, and I hold in a giggle. The rest of the guys in the band all grin at me and I toss them a soft smile and a tiny wave. I’ve met them once before, but it was a couple of years ago and I don’t remember their names. I don’t want to admit I forgot, so I don’t ask for an introduction. This makes it more vulgar anyway — getting fucked in a van in a dark alley by strangers.
Gary slides his hand in mine and gives it a light squeeze. “Are you sure you want this, Millie?”
I study him for a second, gauging how serious he is. His expression tells me he needs reassurance that I’m not doing this just for him. God, I love him with all my heart. This is a crazy, amazing step we’re taking tonight, but I’m ready. 
“Absolutely.”
He glances at TJ and nods. “Go ahead.”
TJ waves me in. “Let’s get this party started.”
I hesitate for a second before moving to the opening. Gary steps away and I climb into the cramped space. As soon as I’m inside, I abandon my shoes. I don’t need them in here. The van is crowded with the mattress, me, and three other guys, so I kneel on the cold, hard floor. Yeah, the mattress is a good idea. My knees are going to be fucked up quickly without it. 
The guitarist and bass player are sitting cross-legged, leaning against a bench-style passenger seat. The third band member, the drummer, is sitting sideways on the bench so he can watch the action. Every few seconds, his hand moves to his lips and I see him pop something bright orange into his mouth. I couldn’t believe what I saw.
What the hell? Is he eating mellowcream pumpkin candy? Halloween was weeks ago. What sick fuck still has Halloween candy? 
Gary opens the side door and climbs in to sit on the bench seat next to the candy-eating drummer. The guy offers Gary the bag. My husband doesn’t even like that type of candy, yet he takes a piece. My mouth waters as I watch my husband chew for a moment. Those damn pumpkins are oddly addicting. Whenever I buy a bag, I can’t put it down. But where’s my offer of candy? I’m the one about to be fucked by multiple men. I need my strength.
Jesus. They just need some popcorn and then they’ll be ready for the show. 
I shift to ease the pressure on my knees, and I notice the floor of the van isn’t that clean. Okay, maybe this wasn’t the best idea. My dress is going to be a mess when we’re finished.
TJ grins at me as he shuts the door, shrouding the car in semi-darkness. “We promised your husband you’ll get multiple orgasms tonight. I hope you’re ready for it.”
Wow, Gary told them to make me come more than once? I glance at him and his eyes sparkle in the dim lighting. The floodlights in the alley illuminate the inside of the van so it’s bright enough to see everyone, but the details are lost. The darkness makes me feel less like I’m on stage, more anonymous... and yet it also feels far more intimate than I expected. 
TJ moves to the mattress and sits on it, then reaches his hand out to me. I take it and squeak when he pulls me into his lap. My ass nestles against the hardness in his pants, and he wraps his arms around me before giving me a quick kiss.
“This is what you wanted, right?”
Um... I dart a glance towards Gary and he’s focused on us with a soft smile. Since Gary is still good, so am I. When I nod at TJ, his lips find mine again. I moan against his mouth as his hand moves to my chest, squeezing my breasts. My nipples tighten in response and a pleasant buzz fills my mind. Mmm, I’m so ready for this.
TJ rubs his thumbs across my hard nipple through the fabric of my dress, and I shiver. His body heat seeps into me, flooding me and bringing my passion to a boil. I wrap my arms around his neck, throwing myself deeper into the kiss. As our tongues war with one another, I wriggle in his lap, trying to get some relief for my aching pussy. The longer we kiss, the more difficult it gets to think. 
I want to get lost in this moment.
When he breaks off the kiss, I blink several times to clear the lust haze. I peek over at the guys watching. All of them stare at me with hungry expressions, but Gary is the one I care about the most. The lines of his face are hard, and if I didn’t know him so well, I would believe he wasn’t happy. 
But I do know him that well, and I smile inwardly. I’m looking into the face of my husband, who is so turned on that he’s fighting for control.
My pulse accelerates. I’m going to get such a hard fucking when this is over.




Chapter 3


TJ kisses me again. This time, he slides a hand under my dress and between my legs. I spread them open as much as I can as he caresses the skin of my inner thigh. He keeps his other hand around me, holding me still while he explores. His touch is gentle, and I whimper when he reaches the damp fabric of my panties. The pair I’m wearing are just a wisp of lace and cover nothing.  
Why did I even put them on? It would have been fun to tease Gary about not wearing any, and also have easy access for when I... get fucked in vans in seedy alleys. 
His searching fingers push aside the fabric and slide into my folds. I moan as he lightly grazes my clit with two fingers. Oh god, his fingers are wonderful. He circles my clit with the perfect amount of pressure, and I buck into his hand, wanting more. Somehow, he knows exactly what I need. 
TJ chuckles at my reaction and shifts his weight, putting more pressure against my ass with his hardness. My pussy clenches and I whimper louder. He slides his fingers into my pussy and I almost cry out from the pleasure.
TJ’s voice is low and husky. “You’re so wet.”
Fuck. I need his cock inside me.
“Mmm,” I moan as his fingers work magic inside me.
“I bet Gary’s going to enjoy watching you come over and over again.”
That’s hot and I feel my need climb. Gary’s nodding when I glance at him. I have zero problem with this plan, and I’m ready for him to watch me get fucked by all the guys. 
I’m ready to be used.
TJ kisses me again, and I grab onto his shoulders. He alternates between stroking my clit and slipping his fingers inside me, curling them and stroking in an irresistible rhythm. I shudder and whimper, unable to stay quiet. He kisses me until I’m writhing in his lap and moaning so loud I’m afraid anyone walking past will hear me. 
When it seems like TJ isn’t going to go any further, I take matters into my hand.
Reaching behind my neck, I undo the halter straps on my dress and pull the top down, exposing my strapless bra. Since I’m sitting in his lap, it’s difficult to maneuver. Instead of removing my bra, I push it down so my tits bounce free. TJ gives a low hum of satisfaction before taking over and moving his palm to cup my breast and tweak my nipple. 
I glance at Gary to see how he’s enjoying the show. He’s smiling and watching intently. His eyes flicker to mine and I blow him a kiss that makes him smile. I think he approves of my exhibitionist tendencies.
TJ abruptly pushes me off his lap and I land on the mattress with a grunted “oomph.” Since I’m on my back, chances are he’s going to fuck me, and I gulp. My heart pounds. When he slides the bottom edge of my dress up to my waist, exposing my panties, I can tell shit’s about to get real. 
“So Millie, you husband told me earlier that you enjoy being called a dirty slut.” 
Whaaa... Gary told him that? My head spins when Gary laughs.
“Oh yeah, she loves it. The filthier, the better.”
I look at Gary again, and he’s grinning at me. This is the dirtiest thing I’ve ever done. Sharing it with Gary makes it better than anything I could have imagined. By comparison, a bit of dirty talk seems positively tame.
All of my attention is on Gary, so I jolt in surprise when TJ rips my panties off. 
My brain freezes and I’m sucked into my deepest, darkest fantasy. I’ve never admitted it to anyone... the van... a dark alley... half clothed... a bunch of men... 
Ohhh. Fuck. 
My entire body lights up and I become hyperaware of every brush against my skin. My nipples pebble into hard diamonds, and I gasp when TJ tugs on them. I whimper in pleasure, and he continues until I’m biting my lip and squirming.
“Gary, you didn’t tell me she likes it rough.”
He slaps my tit hard and I moan.
“I didn’t know.” My husband’s voice holds a hint of surprise.
I close my eyes, not wanting to look at him. I never told him because I knew he couldn’t do rough. I married a cuddle bear who can fuck me hard, but he’d never get close to hurting me. My secret desires were too obscene to share with him.
TJ grabs my hips and rolls me onto my stomach as he kneels on the mattress beside me. He slips both hands under my stomach and lifts me up, pulling me onto my knees. I’m staring straight at the other band members and a zing of forbidden pleasure courses through me.
TJ slaps my ass hard enough to sting. “Spread your legs, Millie.”
My pussy clenches and I gasp as wetness runs down my inner thigh. I position my knees apart, spreading my pussy wide open. I’m never this brazen, especially with someone I’ve never fucked before, let alone a van full of men, but fuck it. I’m way past caring about anything but getting a cock inside me.
His fingers run across the soft skin of my ass. Then his palm smacks my ass again, and I groan.
“Now, that’s a dirty slut.”
I clench my jaw to keep from crying out as TJ spanks me over and over. He smacks my ass harder each time before finally sliding his palm over my cheeks. He squeezes my globe firmly and I whimper, unable to stop myself.
I can barely think straight when TJ spreads my ass cheeks wide. His finger traces the crack of my ass down to my pussy, and I throw my head back in ecstasy when he thrust two fingers into me.
“Oh yeah, your slutty wife likes it rough,” TJ says, and I mewl in response. “Can you handle it, Millie?”
Oh god. I’m going to come so fast when he fucks me, and I’m going to beg him to fuck me hard. This might be my only chance to fuck someone who can give me the roughness I crave  and I want a taste of it.
“Yes, please, fuck me hard.”
“Good slut.” 
His fingers move faster and I buck my hips into his hand, desperate to get his fingers as deep as they can go. I grip the mattress, panting for air. My pussy is sopping wet, and his fingers aren’t enough. I sigh in relief when he removes his fingers. 
Thank god. I’m finally going to get his cock.
As TJ moves behind me, I look at the other band members. Two men sit with their backs against the seat and both have bulging erections. One of them strokes himself through his pants. Everyone is staying silent, and I meet the gaze of each man briefly. Only the drummer smiles. The other two intensely focus on the action.
Oh god, this is so damn slutty. 
TJ wrestles with his clothes for a moment, and when he grasps my hips, I lock onto Gary’s gaze. As TJ teases my folds with the tip of his cock and coats himself with my wetness, I fight the urge to close my eyes. I need to be sure Gary is enjoying this.
Gary’s face tells me tells me everything. The wild look in his eyes says he’s overcome with lust and just as excited as I am.
TJ cock is larger than Gary’s and I can feel him stretching me open as he penetrates me slowly. I moan when he bottoms out and holds still. 
Fuuuck. Of course he’d have an enormous cock. I was already fantasizing about him, and this is going to make it worse. 
He’s not moving fast enough for me. The tension builds until I can’t hold back any longer. I rotate my hips, forcing him to knock against me deep inside. Pings of pleasure radiate from my core. My toes curl as the bliss builds without him even moving. 
TJ’s laugh breaks the silence. “Seems your filthy slut is getting desperate.”
“Please.” I mewl in distress as he gives a couple of tiny thrusts. 
“Please what?”
I need him to fuck me hard. I can get a soft fucking from my husband. My head spins and I close my eyes, sinking down into the depths of depravity.
“Fuck me... Fuck me rough. I need to be your filthy little fuckdoll that you use however you want.”
I hear the other band members murmur as if my words surprise them. They probably didn’t realize I’d debase myself if it led to a rough pounding. 
I don’t care what they think. The only person who matters is Gary. 
I peek at him. Both his hands are on the back of the seat, gripping it tightly. I bet his cock is aching right now, and I smile softly at the thought. 
TJ moves, pushing his hips forward and pulling back. 
Oh, thank god. 
I grind my ass towards him, moaning loudly as pleasure pulses through my veins. He plunges inside me and I lean down onto my elbows, opening so he can go deeper. 
I lose all control when he slams into me, pistoning hard and fast. He’s fucking me raw, and knowing that he’s going to fill my pussy with his cum is nasty... yet I crave it. I want all the cum in me, no matter where I take it. They can fill all my holes and send me home with Gary a wet, dripping mess, and I’ll love it.
TJ pulls out suddenly and I whimper in protest, but then he slams balls-deep inside me again. I cry out and arch my back, pushing against him as he fucks me hard.
“You’re a good fuckdoll, taking what I give you.”
I squeal in delight as the pleasure mounts. “Yes.”
“Do you like knowing your husband is watching his slut get used?”
“God... yes.”
And I really do. Gary and I never talked about me fucking anyone else, and I wouldn’t agree to him doing the same thing. He’s all mine. But this experience is only good because he’s the one who asked for it. 
“Gary, tell your slut you want her to come for you.” He slows his movements and I whimper.
TJ slaps my ass, and I cry out. “Yes! Please let me come.”
TJ slams his cock in and out of me, driving me closer and closer to the edge. He reaches around me to pinch my nipple hard and I howl from the intense, painful pleasure. 
“Please, Gary. I need to come. Please!”
TJ grunts and his cock throbs inside me. I can tell his orgasm is building, and I desperately try to hold back my own. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to stave off my release until Gary says I can come. 
“Please, Gary?” I sob, crazed and desperate. 
I latch onto Gary’s eyes, and he looks almost as lost as I am. Why isn’t he saying anything? 
TJ grunts as he hammers into me. “Tell your slut she can come.”
The corners of Gary’s mouth lift. “Come for me, Millie.”
My body goes rigid at his words, and I scream as my climax tears through me. “Ohhhh, fuck!” 
Convulsive waves grip me as TJ fucks me through my orgasm. When he comes, he grabs my hips, pulling me hard against him in a last thrust. He shouts out as he explodes, coating my cave walls with his warm cum. He spasms against me, unloading every drop before pulling out and collapsing onto his side. 
TJ pants and I close my eyes, sinking further until my head is resting on my hands while his cum runs out of me. It’s been years since I’ve had another guy inside me. 
TJ’s voice is hoarse. “Who’s next?”
Two guys both say “me” at the same time. I keep my eyes closed, not caring who it is. 
“Looks like you can fight over our slut.” TJ moves away from me. 
“We can share. I want to use her mouth.” The guitar player has a deeper voice than the rest of them, so I know it’s him speaking.
There it is. My husband’s fantasy. He wanted to see me spit-roasted. I open my eyes as the bass player moves behind me, and the guitar player kneels in front of me, his cock already out.
“I hope you swallow. I’m going to fuck your mouth real good, and I’ve been told I’m quite a mouthful.” 
Oh, fuck. I thought I wanted a guy to come on my face, but now all I want to do is swallow a mouthful of cum. 
He better taste good. 
He’s holding his cock in his hand, moving it towards my mouth. Dang, he’s actually impressive. His cock isn’t huge, but it’s straight with prominent veins that I want to lick. He’s going to go be able to fuck my mouth easily. 
This is going to be fun. 
I almost forget the guy behind me until he seizes my hips and slams into me. The bliss spirals and I cry out. 
“Ohhhh!”
The guitar player takes advantage of my open mouth and slides between my lips, cutting off my cries. I gurgle around his cock as he slides it all the way in. Every thrust from the guy behind me shoves me further on the cock in my mouth and it knocks against my throat. I’ve never done this before, and now I can’t understand why not. 
Goddamn, this is hot. 
As I suck him, licking around his shaft, I taste his pre-cum and his musky male scent. I’m so worked up. Nothing bugs me, not even the full bush of hair at the base of his cock that tickles my nose. I just want them both to fuck me and fill me.
They continue like this, ping-ponging me between them. Delight ripples through my body. The guy fucking me hard from behind pushes into me with a smooth rhythm. I moan and whimper around the cock in my mouth, unable to keep quiet. The guitar player is blocking my view of Gary, and Gary better be able to see this. I want to hear how he felt while watching.
“Spank her.” TJ calls out. “She likes it rough.”
Oh, fuck. A sharp smack on my ass makes me moan. My pussy clenches around his cock. 
The guitar player fucking my mouth slides his hands into my hair. He holds my head steady while he face fucks me a little rougher. He doesn’t pull out, but keeps sliding in and out of my mouth. Damn, this is intense. I can feel myself getting close to coming again.
“Keep sucking, beautiful. You’ll get your reward soon.”
The impersonal nature of how they are using me and the dirty talk hits a kink I didn’t know I had. I really feel like a fuckdoll. 
Yeah, this is fucked up, and yet oh-so-wonderful. 
A sharp spike of pleasure ripples down to my toes. I’m getting close. So very close. I wiggle my hips and push back into the guy fucking me while trying to take more of the guitarist’s cock down my throat. The guitarist groans as my tongue swirls around his shaft and I suck him in deeper. I feel my core pulsing and relish the sensation for a moment before panic seizes me.
Oh no. No, no, this can’t happen. I’m going to come. No one said I could! 
Then all thought is erased. Bliss shoots through me, making me squirm, and I give a muffled cry as the ecstasy grips me a second time.
“Ohhh fuck!” 
I buck and tremble as I’m assaulted by waves of pleasure. The guy in my mouth still holds my head as his thrusts turn short and quick. He pauses for a second before coming with a groan. The hot spray of his seed coats my throat and it seems never ending. 
Damn, he wasn’t lying. My throat works around him as I struggle to swallow, knowing it’s futile.
The guy behind me howls as he bursts. For a blissful moment, I have two guys blowing their load inside me at the same time. My mind melts under the intensity of the pleasure. I can hardly breathe from the force of it. 
When they’re both done unloading, they pull out of me. Saliva and cum run down my chin and I wipe it off with my hand before collapsing onto the mattress. This is absolutely filthy.
I love it.
I close my eyes and drift, enjoying the intense relaxation from two orgasms as the guys move around the bus. I’m not paying attention until the drummer whispers close to my ear.
“Get up. We’re not done with you.”
Ohhhh, I forgot about him. I have one more band member to fuck. 
I crack my eyes open and scramble onto my hands and knees as he gets behind me. Instead of slamming into me, as I’m expecting him to, he caresses my sore ass. 
“Oh, you poor thing, you’re all red.”
I melt against him. This is nice. He can keep doing that as long as he wants. 
“Now, be a good slut and move over to your husband and give him a little kiss like a good fucktoy.” 
What’s this? 
My eyes fly to Gary’s. Oh shit, I haven’t looked at him in a while. His glazed expression tells me he’s so turned on he can hardly think.
The guys move out of my way as I crawl over to Gary. Leaning my arms on the bench, I’m face to face with him.
I give him a cutesy grin. “Hi, love.”
He leans forward and brushes his lips against mine. “I love you, Millie.”
“That’s goooooood.” My ‘good’ turns into a long moan as the drummer slides into my pussy. 
My vision tilts and I grip the back of the seat as he jackhammers into me. Gary slides his hands to the sides of my face and kisses me deeply, swirling his tongue with mine as bliss zings straight to my fingers and toes. 
I whimper into Gary’s mouth as the drummer fucks me vigorously. I’m reeling with each thrust. Kissing Gary while another guy fucks me amps up the pleasure. Gary ravishes my mouth as we suck and taste each other. I’m beyond thinking of anything except coming again, and I’m spiraling higher and higher.
Gary pulls back from the kiss, and his eyes bore into mine. 
“Come for me.”
I nod frantically. “Yessss.”
His eyes widen. I arch my back and scream as I come. My pussy clenches around the guy buried inside me, making him blow his load. He grunts as more cum floods me. He gives a few more thrusts as he empties his balls deep inside me.
When he pulls out, I collapse against my husband, gasping for air. Gary kisses me softly.
“You okay?”
I nod. “Yes.”
Gary takes a corner of his shirt and wipes my face clean. I’m covered in sweat and cum, and I’m sure I look a mess. Gary and I exchange dopey grins as he moves his hand away from my face. 
“There, all better.”
One guy pulls my dress down and I glance over my shoulder. All the band members are smiling at me and I laugh at how satisfied they all look. Damn, I made a bunch of people happy tonight.
“Thank you guys. This was... an experience I won’t forget.”
A simple thanks doesn’t seem adequate, but my head is too fuzzy to say more. Sitting back on my knees, I pull my bra up and adjust the top of my dress, tying it around my neck. TJ moves closer to me.
“Are you sure this was okay? I wasn’t too rough?”
TJ’s concern warms me. He’s a good guy. 
“Tonight was fabulous. It wasn’t too rough.”
“Good.” He flashes a wicked grin. “Now tell Gary he better fuck you all you want, or else I’ll come and take care of your needs instead.”
I give a startled giggle as my pussy clenches. Oh, no. That’s hot. 
Gary just laughs, as if it’s a big joke. “In your dreams, buddy.”
TJ snickers with him. “A guy can hope.”
The guys talk in low voices as I find my shoes, and TJ helps me out of the van. He squeezes my hand as Gary comes around the side to claim me. 
“Thank you, Millie. Crazy night, huh?”
I murmur “Yeah” as Gary says his goodbyes and leads me to our car. 
Oh Jesus. What did I just do?




Chapter 4


My thoughts whirl and I’m silent the entire car ride home. Is Gary really okay with this? I’m covered in four guys’ cum. What if this ruins our marriage?  
Gary keeps stealing glances at me, but doesn’t speak. When we pull into the garage, he turns off the car and faces me. 
“Are you really okay?”
I want to look away, but force myself to meet his eyes. “Yes. Are you?”
He cups my face and brushes my cheek with his thumb. 
“I love you more than ever. You’re my gorgeous goddess.”
The love in his eyes soothes me, and I raise an eyebrow. 
“You mean I’m a filthy slut who needs a shower?”
He laughs and kisses me. 
“Yeah, but you’re MY filthy slut.”
I blow him a kiss as I get out of the car. He’s behind me as we walk towards the door leading into the house. We’re almost there when he grabs me and presses me against the wall of the garage.
“I think you forgot something.”
Rubbing my body against his, I can tell his cock is rock hard. I decide to play dumb.
“Oh, yeah... I’d rate the band a 10 out of 10. Would do again!”
He barks out a laugh. “No, not that. But it’s good to know.”
I tease him some more. “Hmm... I don’t think I forgot anything. Boy, am I tired.”
I give a fake yawn that turns into a yelp as he uses a knee to spread my legs open. He yanks up my dress and fumbles with his pants, freeing his cock. 
“You still have to fuck the fifth man.”
I left my ruined panties in the van as a souvenir for the guys, so he’s got free access to my pussy. 
Gary bites my lip and kisses me deeply. He lifts my leg to wrap around his waist. “Time to remind you who you belong to.”
He slams into me, making me cry out from pleasure. I clutch onto his shoulders as he pounds into me.
“Fuck, yes!” 
He’s like a madman, not caring about me coming. Shit, he must have been holding this in until he found out I was fine.
His hands dig into my hips as he bucks into me, fast and hard. I can hear the wet slap of skin on skin. He’s fucking me so hard. I know I’ll be sore tomorrow, especially after how many cocks I had tonight. He’s knocking me against the wall with every thrust. Dang, he’s never been this rough with me before. 
It’s awesome. 
I hold on tight, enjoying the ride as my body quivers. Layers of pleasure build and tension coils low in my belly as every part of my body buzzes. Gary’s flushed and puffing as he jackhammers into me. 
Seeing his pleasure tips me over the edge. I catapult into a soul-shattering orgasm and I scream out his name as pleasure rockets me to a higher plane. 
I’m so far gone, I don’t know how much longer he fucks me. The waves of pleasure carry me until he groans and convulses, burying himself deep inside me. His ropes of warm cum bathe my insides as I come back to Earth. He slows his thrusts and leans against me, letting my leg slide down so I can stand on my own. He stands still, trying to catch his breath. 
“Oh god, Millie. I love you.”
Wrapping my arms around him, I snuggle as close as I can get. “I love you too.”
A cough from the end of the garage startles us both. Oh fuck, he forgot to close the garage door. No one is visible, but the manly voice of our neighbor calls out from the side of the house.
“I saw you guys get home and wanted to return your casserole dish. I’m leaving it out here. You guys have a good night!”
Gary looks at me with round eyes, and I feel the heat of a blush creep up my face. My stomach clenches. 
Oh, my God. How am I going to face the neighbor ever again? How much did he hear? And why didn’t he wait until morning to return our dish? Dammit! 
Gary’s loud laugh brings me out of my panic. “Come on, love. Let’s get cleaned up and go to bed. You know he’s walking home and wishing he could fuck Jennifer against the garage wall.”
I grin back at him. Jennifer is a good friend of mine. Maybe I should ask her later if she got unexpectedly railed tonight. If so, I’ll tell her she can thank me. 
I slide my hand into Gary’s. “Let’s go. If you’re lucky, I’ll let you soap me up in the shower.”
“Hah, if I’m lucky?”
I give him a saucy grin. “Yeah, I heard you have to do anything I want, or else TJ is going to come over and service me.”
Gary grumbles behind me, “He said I had to fuck you, not do anything.” I hold back my laugh.
Oh yeah, this is going to be fun. 
My pussy hums to life, and I try to push back any thoughts about TJ really coming over to service me. 
Yeah... I’m such a slut. 
And it’s glorious. 
The End
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Get the erotica short,
My Amazing Husband Tells His Best Friend to Fuck Me in Our Bed
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A Hotwife Helper Excerpt


I wrote a cute holiday story about a hotwife who gets a special treat at her husband’s holiday party. Here’s a small taste for you. 
[image: image-placeholder]
My wonderful husband disappeared shortly after we arrived, off to do something or other. My heart pounds as I watch the clock creep toward five o’clock, the official start of the party. I glance around the room again. I’m the only Santa’s helper, but I see plenty of people in outfits more revealing than mine, so I’m in good company. Everyone is in high spirits and the anticipation in the air holds the promise of a night of laughter and inappropriate behavior.  
Once the party starts, one of his coworkers approaches me with two glasses of wine. The guy is massive and fit, with yummy salt and pepper hair at his temples and gorgeous blue eyes. I’d estimate him in his early fifties, but he obviously works out and is blessed in the genes department. 
“Joey asked me to bring you a drink. Do you want one?”
He holds out a glass and I gladly accept, taking a sip.
“Thanks. I’m not sure where Joey went...”
I hope he’ll fill in the details since he saw Joey last.
“He’s doing last-minute work on the presents. He asked me to entertain you. I’m Caleb, by the way.”
His eyes twinkle and I notice his eyes sweep over my cleavage. My pussy revs to life and I resist the urge to sway towards him and flirt. This is exactly the type of guy I’d want a dirty encounter with at a Christmas party. 
I’ve always had a thing for sexy older men.
“I’m Miri, but I’m guessing you knew that.”
He nods and I catch him taking a peek at my top again. Not that I blame him. This bustier is incredibly flattering, and it’s such brief glances, it’s obvious he’s trying not to stare. I press my chest forward, hoping my womanly charms will addle his brain and I can pump him for information. 
“Do you know what gifts Santa is giving out?” If he knows, maybe he’ll tell me.
His grin blossoms slowly. “Something naughty.”
I wasn’t expecting his response and I can’t hold in my giggle. “Naughty gifts make the best presents.” I take another sip of wine. “So... how about you show me around the party, huh?”
I don’t really need him to show me around, but when he offers me his arm, I take it. The strength of his body gives me a pleasant thrill and my nipples harden. 
Oh fuck, I haven’t reacted to a guy like this in several months... not since my first hotwife experience with Zane, my high school crush, when we were vacationing on the Oregon coast. 
Joey and I have talked about me fucking someone else again, and this time with him watching, but we haven’t found the right person yet. We’re not rushing; we want it to feel right for both of us. The way my body is reacting, Caleb feels very right to me, but I’m not here to fuck someone else. I need my husband so I can drive him wild.
We walk around and chat with other couples. Every time my body brushes against Caleb’s, a neediness builds in my core. It’s silly to be feeling this way around a virtual stranger, but he’s so damn sexy. 
I notice several other women eying him, but he seems oblivious and is attentive to me. My body is bursting with energy, and I’m flushed and extra giggly. After a bit, it seems like I’m on a date with him, which is odd. When I imagine this hunk taking me to a secluded corner and grinding against me, I know I’m in trouble.
Dammit, where is Joey? He needs to save me from these insane thoughts.
If you want to read more, find it here:
https://mybook.to/ahotwifehelper
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