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Chapter One




“Oh, wow,” I gasped as we pulled into the driveway and the house came into view.

It rose out of the dunes like something deliberately designed to make people feel small. It had weathered gray shingles on the roof and white walls that caught the sun. Railings wrapped around broad balconies, their clean lines framing a view that spilled straight out to the ocean beyond. Floor-to-ceiling windows reflected the sky and sea. It was the Hamptons vacation house of my dreams.

Alongside the house, I caught a glimpse of perfectly arranged loungers overlooking a huge, glassy pool. It was set in perfectly manicured gardens, tended to by gardeners in white uniforms. And beyond, I could see private tennis courts. I swallowed, suddenly aware of how out of place I was going to feel here. I might have been the finance director of a Fortune 500 company, with a salary and stock options to match, but this place screamed old money. And a lot more money than I would ever see.

The car pulled to a halt outside the imposing front steps. The driver hurried to open the doors for Julian and me. We stood there for a moment in the sun, admiring the house. Rosalind’s house. As beautiful and powerful as she was. Even the car Rosalind had sent to New York for us was sleek and expensive.

The front door opened before either of us could take a step, and Rosalind appeared. I felt the same rush of heat I always felt when I saw her. Even dressed down for the weekend, she radiated the same effortless authority that ruled boardrooms and earnings calls as CEO of the company.

Today, though, that power had been poured into something more casual. A short white tennis skirt skimmed her long, toned legs. The hem was high enough to make me think about her underwear. Above it, a tight yellow high-neck top clung to her like it had been designed specifically for her body, stretching shamelessly over the full, heavy swell of her breasts. The fabric didn’t so much conceal them as draw attention to them.

Her long blonde hair was loose, sunlit, and falling around her shoulders instead of pulled back into its usual severe ponytail. Sunglasses rested on her head, and when she smiled at me, I felt like I was the center of the universe. I found myself straightening my sun hat and patting the loose, soft waves of my bob to make sure it was in place.

“Natalie,” she said warmly as her eyes met mine. “You made it. And Julian! Welcome to my humble holiday home.”

She came down the steps with easy confidence, each movement unhurried, her hips swaying.

“This place is…” I started, then laughed softly. “It’s incredible.”

Her smile widened as she reached me and pulled me in for a hug that made her breasts squash against my much smaller ones. “I’m glad you like it,” she said. “I thought it would be a nice change of scenery. Somewhere we could all… relax. Instead of talking about work all the time.”

She leaned in to kiss my cheek, and when she straightened, her hand remained on my arm, just enough to make my skin tingle.

Finally, she turned her attention to my husband. “Welcome, Julian. It’s wonderful to see you again. I hope you’re ready to be spoiled.”

Julian went to shake her hand, but she pulled him into a bear hug. “Thank you for the invitation, Rosalind,” he managed to gasp.

Rosalind let him go. “Come on. Alistair is in the sunroom. I’ll get the servants to bring in some tea. And then, I must show you the pool. I hope you brought your swimming costumes?”

The sunroom was all glass and couches, with light spilling in from three sides. Beyond the wide panes, the pool lay stretched and shimmering, leading the eye straight to the beach and the open sea. Alistair sat in one of the low armchairs near the windows with his legs crossed and the Financial Times folded neatly in his hands. He was a good-looking man for his age, with silver hair, and wearing a linen shirt open at the collar.

“Ah,” he said, standing to greet us. “You’ve arrived. How was the traffic?”

We took our seats, with Julian opposite Alistair, and Rosalind and me on the long cream sofa. She was close enough to feel the warmth of her thigh through the thin fabric of her skirt. Close enough that when she crossed her legs, her skirt rode up so high I thought I might catch a glimpse of her panties. Her perfume smelled amazing.

The doors opened silently, and two servants entered, carrying silver trays set with porcelain teacups, fresh pastries, and a small vase of flowers. They were both tall and broad-shouldered men, skin deeply tanned, shirts crisp and rolled up at the forearms. They had shoulder-length blond hair, which framed their strong, clean-shaven jaws. They were so beautiful, I nearly forgot to breathe.

I realized I’d been staring when one of them met my eyes and gave the faintest hint of a smile. Heat crept up my neck.

Beside me, Rosalind smirked. “I see you’ve noticed the help. I’m very particular about the kind of servants I have around the place. These two have more skills than you can possibly imagine.“

I swallowed hard, wondering what skills she was talking about. It almost sounded like she was talking about sexual skills, but she couldn’t be, not in front of her husband. I glanced at Julian, hoping that he hadn’t noticed me fawning over the handsome men who were far too young for me. But he was already engrossed in a conversation with Alistair about fishing.


Chapter Two




The pool was warm, sunlight scattering across the water’s surface and over the pale stone around the edge. On the loungers, the men sprawled with drinks, laughing as their voices carried across the terrace. It seemed like Julian was getting on well with Alistair, which should make the weekend go nice and smoothly.

Rosalind cut through the water ahead of me, long and effortless, her body perfectly aligned as she reached the end and turned. The bikini she wore was so tiny it was barely there, the rear thong disappearing between her ass cheeks. As her ass came out of the water on the turn, I told myself not to look. I failed almost immediately.

When Rosalind stopped, resting her elbows on the side, I did the same. Her ample chest rose and fell as she caught her breath, her nipples hard points showing through the fabric.

“I love swimming,” she said casually, tilting her head back to the sun.

I nodded in agreement, still slightly out of breath.

She turned her head toward me, eyes bright. “Although, honestly,” she went on, “I usually swim naked. It’s so sensual. You feel every inch of the water moving over you.”

“Wow… er… I have to admit, I’ve never tried it,” I said, although in my mind I was already picturing her swimming nude.

“You should!” she giggled. “In fact, why don’t we do it now?”

“What?”

Before I could process the words, her hands went behind her neck. The knot came loose with a small, decisive tug. The top slipped down, her huge breasts suddenly free in the water and buoying up. She placed the top on the pool’s edge.

“The water feels incredible,” she said softly, pushing away from the wall and gliding backward so that she was floating on her back with her breasts out of the water. Her nipples were large and pale, already puckered to stiff points.

“Mmm,” she purred. “No fabric clinging. Just… sensation.”

The men had gone quiet on the poolside. But she ignored them. She rolled onto her front and looked at me. Then she reached down, fingers hooking into the thin straps at her hips. A brief pause, and then the bottoms slid free, too. She threw them to the side. Through the refracted surface of the water, I could see a dark triangle between her thighs.

“Oh, God… it feels wonderful,” she said, striking out for the edge again, her bare bottom visible on the surface. She reached for the side next to me. “You don’t have to,” she added lightly, naked and unbothered, “but you might like it.”

I hesitated, painfully aware of our husbands' eyes on us. The men were talking again, deliberately casual, but I could feel their attention like heat on my skin. My heart was hammering with a frantic rhythm against my chest. The air felt thick, charged with a sudden, heavy electricity. Watching her float there, her body pale and defiant against the turquoise water, I felt a deep, throbbing heat between my legs. I wanted to be that brave. I wanted to be the kind of woman who could just strip off naked whenever she wanted.

My fingers brushed the hem of my swim top. "I... I've never done anything like this before," I managed to say, my voice sounding breathier than I intended.

“Let me help,” she said.

Rosalind reached out, her fingers lifting my top up over my small, firm breasts. I lifted my arms up, and she peeled it off over my head. The shock of the water against my bare skin was electric, a cool, sliding caress that made me gasp out loud. I felt my breasts buoyed by the water, the tips of my nipples instantly tightening under Rosalind’s gaze.

Rosalind’s smile widened, a flash of triumph in her eyes. "There," she whispered. "Better, isn't it?" She moved closer, her hands going to my little swim shorts. She tugged them down over my hips. The touch of her fingers on my bare skin, in such an intimate area, sent my arousal rocketing. I helped the shorts off the rest of the way, kicking them up on one foot so I could place them on the edge of the pool.

Under the surface, I was completely exposed. I could feel the water swirling around my labia and the soft blonde hair between my legs. It felt electric. I looked back at Julian, my heart in my throat, and saw him set his drink down. Alistair leaned in to whisper something that made him laugh.

Rosalind giggled, splashing me before swimming away with a fast, front crawl stroke. Her ass lifted up out of the water, glistening in the sun. I pushed off from the wall, mimicking Rosalind’s glide, feeling the water rush over every inch of me, smooth and uninhibited.

We swam up and down a few times until Rosalind stopped at the edge again, panting heavily with exertion.

"You look incredible, Natalie," she breathed, her eyes raking over me in a way that made my knees weak. She glanced toward the terrace, where Julian and Alistair watched. "Look at them," Rosalind whispered, leaning closer. "They can’t take their eyes off us. It’s turning me on, knowing they’re watching every move we make."

"I can feel them staring," I admitted. "It's... it's more enjoyable than I thought."

Rosalind’s hand moved under the water, her fingers trailing lightly, agonizingly, along my waist. “Why don’t we give them something else to stare at?”


Chapter Three




She moved in closer, the water between us swirling. I felt her hard nipples press against my skin. When our lips met, it wasn’t a polite, tentative kiss; it was desperate and hungry. Her tongue forced its way into my mouth, twisting with mine. She took my right hand in hers and guided it beneath the surface to her chest. Her breasts were enormous, floating suspended there in the water, soft and heavy. My thumb found her plump nipple, brushing against it and feeling her moan into my mouth.

Before I could catch my breath, she shifted. One of her legs hooked around my hip, pulling me flush against her, while her hand dived deep between us. I gasped into her mouth as her fingers found my pussy. She knew exactly what I desperately needed. Her middle two fingers parted my folds and pressed firmly against my clit.

The water made every stroke feel amplified as she moved her fingers in circles. Pleasure rushed through my body, spreading out from my pussy to every nerve in my body. My fingers tightened around her nipple, teasing and pulling on it. We both moaned into each other's mouths, our tongues moving frantically.

“Rosalind…” I panted, pulling back slightly and glancing at the men. Julian had leaned forward, watching intently. I didn’t know if I should be doing this. Would Julian be angry?

"Don't look away from your husband," she commanded softly, her fingers picking up the pace. I felt my climax building rapidly. “Let him see how much you enjoy it. Let him watch you come.”

My muscles coiled tight, my toes curling against the pool floor as a wave of pure, white-hot pleasure crashed over me. I let out an involuntary cry that carried over the water. I clung to her, one hand gripping her ass, the other on her breast. Wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me as Rosalind prolonged the orgasm, stroking my clit until it was swollen and aching.

She didn't stop until I went limp in her arms, floating in the quiet aftermath. She pulled away slightly, a triumphant, wicked smirk on her face as she glanced toward our husbands.

"I think they enjoyed it," she whispered.

Julian looked flushed, and I could see a large bulge in his white pants, his cock straining at the fabric. Rosalind laughed suddenly, splashed me, and set off breaststroke to the other side of the pool.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go and get changed for dinner.”

When she reached the edge of the pool, she lifted herself out. She was still completely naked. I caught a glimpse of her pussy and asshole from behind. She stood up, dripping water right in front of Julian, completely unashamed. I saw his eyes flick to her dark bush, which contrasted with the golden blonde hair on her head.

She paused for a long moment. “Can you pass me that robe?” she asked him.

Julian flushed a deeper red and did as she asked. I caught Alistair hiding a smirk behind his hand at Julian’s embarrassment. She wrapped the white, toweling robe around her, hiding her curves. I followed her out of the water, covering my breasts with my arm and grabbing another robe from the pile. Feeling shy, I turned away to wrap it around me.


Chapter Four




Julian and I went to our room to dress for dinner. It was huge, with an enormous bed and floor-to-ceiling windows that looked over the beach. I took a shower in the ensuite bathroom. When I came out, wrapped in a towel, Julian was doing up his tailored pants. He hadn't put on his shirt yet, and the sight of his bare chest stirred something inside me.

“Um… we should probably talk about what happened in the pool,” I said, rubbing my shoulder-length hair with a smaller towel. “I… don’t know what came over me.”

Julian shrugged. “I don’t mind, if that’s what you’re asking,” he turned to me, and I could see a fire in his eyes. “It was hot. Did you enjoy it?”

“God, yes, but… I guess I should have discussed it with you first before I kissed my boss,” I laughed at the absurdity of the situation. “What did Alistair make of it?”

Julian grinned. “Oh, Alistair told me a few things about Rosalind.”

“Oh?” I walked over and sat on the edge of the bed. “Spill.”

He hesitated, like he was enjoying making me wait for the gossip. “Okay, well… he told me that they’re in the lifestyle.”

“Lifestyle? What lifestyle?” I said, frowning in confusion.

“The hotwife lifestyle,” he smirked. “She fucks other men. He watches… sometimes. Sometimes she does it alone and tells him about it afterwards.”

I felt my stomach flip, and I put my hand over my mouth. “Oh my God,” I gasped.

"Alistair has his own fun, too," Julian added. He stepped closer. "He says they’ve been doing it for years. It’s how they stay so... energized."

I sat frozen on the edge of the silk-covered mattress, my heart hammering against my ribs. "So, that's why he was just... sitting there? Watching her touch me? Watching me come?"

Julian sat next to me on the bed.

I looked at him. “And what about you? Did you enjoy it?”

“Very much,” he whispered, leaning in and touching his lips on mine. As soon as we touched, it was like a bomb went off. A very horny bomb. He yanked open my towel, his hand going to my breast and squeezing it hard. My hand slid up his thigh, finding his cock already stiff in his pants. I fumbled with the fastening and then the zipper.

I pulled out his cock, rock-hard and throbbing. Then I sank to my knees, naked in front of him. I wrapped my lips around his dick, taking him into my mouth. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking hard as I bobbed my head to take him deeper. It was frantic and desperate, fueled by what had happened in the pool.

"God, Natalie," he groaned, his head falling back. “That feels so good. And… the thought of her touching you.” He moaned again as I took him deeper into my mouth, my tongue licking at the bottom of his shaft as the head hit the back of my throat. He reached down, threading his fingers through my damp hair and guiding me up and down his cock.

Suddenly, he hauled me to my feet, spinning me around and pushing me backwards onto the bed. He grabbed my thighs, pulling me to the edge. I opened my legs wide; my aching cunt was soaked and swollen with arousal. I reached down between my legs and spread my folds, making myself gape open.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. He held his throbbing cock and guided it to my opening. With a hard thrust, he slid it deep inside me, making me cry out with pleasure. He lifted my legs, placing them against his shoulders as he stood on the floor. Then he set about fucking me, hard and fast.

He looked down at me, my breasts bouncing as he pounded into me. “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he grunted between hard thrusts. “Imagine how you’d look being fucked by someone else.”

My stomach flipped again. I felt an even deeper rush of arousal that made my skin tingle all over. What if I were being fucked by someone else? What if Julian watched me screw another man? The filthy thoughts were driving me wild. My hand slipped over my stomach and between my legs. I started to rub my clit as Julian fucked me, faster and faster, side-to-side, my fingers flicking lightly over the swollen nub.

“Oh God,” I moaned. “I’m going to come.”

I wrapped my free arm across my face, biting my arm to stop from screaming as a powerful orgasm washed over me. It was so intense that my thighs shook, my back arched, and I squirmed in Julian’s grip.

When I’d finished thrashing about, Julian pulled out. His cock was soaked with my release.

“Turn over,” he grunted.

I got on my hands and knees, presenting myself to him. He climbed on the bed, kneeling behind me and pushing his cock deep into my cunt. I felt his thick shaft rub hard against every perfect spot inside me until he bottomed out. He pushed my face into the pillows.

“Don’t look at me,” he growled. “Imagine I’m someone else.”

I felt another rush of arousal. The thought of being fucked by someone else, some nameless stranger, was thrilling. Julian began the slam hard into me, grunting with exertion. I moaned with every hard thrust, my cries muffled by the bedding. In my head, it wasn’t Julian’s dick buried in me, it was someone else. Faces flashed through my brain: Alistair, the blond servants, a hot guy at work.

Suddenly, I was coming, squirming on the bed, still being rammed by the cock behind me. Waves of pleasure washed over me, and my cunt clenched around his shaft. Julian groaned, his fingers digging into my hips as his cock throbbed and filled me with thick, warm cum.

We collapsed into each other’s arms, sweaty and panting.

“I’m going to need another shower,” I gasped.

Julian hesitated. “Natalie…”

“What?”

“Do you really want to… you know… be a hotwife?”

It was my turn to hesitate. “Maybe,” I replied. “If the opportunity arose.”


Chapter Five




Dinner was spectacular. The dining room was bathed in the glow of a dozen silver candelabras. Two impeccably dressed waiters served us; the golden-haired men from before who looked more like runway models than staff. They presented a multi-course menu of seared scallops and truffle-infused risotto, fresh fish from the bay, and chocolate torte for dessert.

Julian and Alistair looked sharp in tailored suits. Rosalind commanded the head of the table in an emerald-green cocktail dress that showed off her impressive cleavage, while I had opted for a more understated little black dress. The conversation stayed on safe topics, about work and friends.

Afterwards, we retired to a drawing room, where an open fire crackled in the hearth, and sexual tension crackled in the air. Somehow, I ended up on one couch with Alistair. Rosalind and Julian sat opposite us, sipping their cocktails. Rosalind kicked off her heels and tucked her legs under her, just a bit too close to Julian. My feet were throbbing, too, the sky-high Louboutins I’d chosen for dinner now feeling like medieval torture devices.

“God, these shoes,” I muttered, reaching down to unbuckle the slender straps. “I think my feet might actually fall off.”

Rosalind smirked. “Oh, Natalie, don’t suffer. Alistair gives a legendary foot massage. Don’t you, darling?”

Alistair didn't hesitate. “It’s a specialty of mine,” he said. He didn't wait for my permission. He reached over and took my ankle, lifting my leg onto his lap. I gasped as his large, warm hand wrapped around my arch. He began to knead the sore muscles with a firm, practiced pressure that made my toes curl. The relief was instant, but the intimacy made my heart race.

“See?” Rosalind purred, watching us. “He knows exactly where the tension is.” She looked at Julian, then back to me, her voice dropping. “Alistair, she’s still too tense. Move higher.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. Alistair’s hands slid up my calf, his thumbs tracing the line of my bone until he reached my knee. He slowly began to bunch up the hem of my black dress, exposing my thighs to the firelight.

I looked at Julian to see what he thought about what was happening. He smiled and nodded.

“Higher, Alistair,” Rosalind commanded, her eyes never leaving mine.

Alistair obeyed. His hands moved higher, lifting the fabric of my dress until he reached the top of my stockings. His fingers felt hot against my inner thighs, every touch sending sparks of electricity through me. I felt my legs fall open instinctively, and I knew he could see my black, lace panties. My pussy started to ache with the need to be touched, and I knew I was getting wet.

“Your skin is so soft,” Alistair murmured. I could see him looking right between my legs.

Rosalind leaned forward, her emerald dress dipping dangerously low, her breasts almost falling out as she breathed. “Take off her panties,” she whispered.

Alistair’s fingers hooked into the silk of my underwear. I felt a moment of sheer, terrifying vulnerability that quickly became a rush of arousal. He gave a slow, deliberate tug, and I lifted my ass to let them slide over. He slid the lace down my legs and then tossed them onto the rug.

My pussy felt swollen and wet, hyper-sensitive even to the tiny breeze in the room. I opened my legs more, feeling my pussy gape open in front of Alistair’s eyes. My bush was soft and blonde, framing my pink butterfly-shaped lips. From the look in his eyes, he approved of what he saw.

“Now,” Rosalind said. “Touch her. Make her come.”

Alistair’s hand returned, his fingers finding me instantly. I let out a broken moan, my head falling back against the sofa cushions as he parted my folds and began to stroke my clit. He ran his fingers around my opening, collecting up the arousal that was already leaking out, and then went back to rubbing my swollen clit.

I looked across the room through a haze of pleasure and saw that Rosalind had her hand inside Julian’s pants, moving it rhythmically as they both watched us. Alistair moved over me, pushing his fingers up inside me and curling them. I looked up at him, my eyes glazed as he began to work his fingers, pressing and then releasing on my G-spot.

I could see the bulge in his pants, and I couldn’t resist reaching out to grab his cock. It was hard, straining at the material, and he groaned as I squeezed it. His fingers increased their pace, making me moan continuously as I felt my climax building. His palm ground against my clit, as he fingered me harder and harder. My back arched off the couch, my eyes rolling up in my head.

“Oh… fuck!” I cried.

And then I came hard. A sudden rush of release, and I gushed liquid all over his hand and up his arm. He kept fingering me through it, the pleasure washing over me in waves. Every time I thought I was done, he worked me anew, and I squirted again. Soon, the black leather sofa was soaked, my release pooling around my ass.

Eventually, it was over, my breath coming heavy and fast. “Oh my God,” I gasped. “I’m sorry… look at your couch.”

“Never mind about that,” said Rosalind, sounding out of breath, too. I saw that she had Julian’s hard cock out now, stroking it up and down with one hand. Her other hand was between her own legs, inside her panties. “I want to watch you fuck him.”

Alistair sat back on the couch, unfastening his pants and pulling them down to his ankles. His cock stood up, hard and straight. He was uncut and thicker than Julian. I straddled him, reaching down to stroke his big erection. He felt warm and hard in my hand, somehow different from my husband. The sensation sent another rush of arousal through me.

“What are you waiting for?” said Rosalind. “Ride his fat cock.”


Chapter Six




Ishifted, the soaked leather of the sofa squeaking beneath my thighs. I guided Alistair’s thick, uncut cock to my entrance. As I slowly lowered myself down, the sensation of being stretched and filled by him was overwhelming. I let out a long, shaky exhale, my muscles clenching around him instinctively.

“Oh, God,” Alistair groaned, his hands reaching up to grip my waist, his thumbs digging into my hips to steady me. “Your cunt feels amazing, Natalie.”

I sank down until our bodies met. His hands clasped my ass cheeks and spread them wide. Fuck, Rosalind can see my asshole, I thought. I leaned forward. I could feel how tight my lips were wrapped around his thick shaft, and I wanted the others to see every detail.

Alistair pulled down the front of my dress, making my tits spill over the front of my bra. He captured one nipple in his mouth and sucked hard, sending more sensations through my body. I began to move, lifting and dropping, impaling myself on his cock. I was so turned on, knowing that Julian was watching every move.

“Faster,” Rosalind urged. She was stroking Julian faster now, her eyes locked onto the point where Alistair and I joined. I increased the pace, my hair flying wild around my face. Alistair’s hands moved from my ass to my breasts, squeezing them and sucking on each nipple in turn. The friction of his cock inside me was incredible. I was right on the edge, my climax close. It was the thought of Julian watching that pushed me over the edge.

“Oh, God…” I screamed, my fingernails digging into Alistair’s shoulders as my body bucked. I was drowning in the sensation, my cunt pulsing rhythmically around him, milking him with every contraction as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

Before I could even catch my breath from the first wave of my orgasm, Alistair growled and gripped my waist. He lifted me and flipped me back onto the sofa, his cock still inside me. He pinned my legs back with his arms and thrust so deep inside me that my brain turned off. Chasing his own orgasm, he started to fuck me harder than I had ever been fucked before.

Across the room, Rosalind sounded close to her own climax as she touched herself. “Yes,” she whispered. “Take her, Alistair. Fill her up.”

Alistair reached down, grabbing my knees and pinning them back toward my chest to go even deeper. He slammed into me, every thrust making me cry out. He didn't pull out. He didn't even slow down; he fucked me straight through his own climax as I felt him fill my cunt with his release. The sounds became wet and messy as it overflowed and ran down my ass. The filthy sensation made me come again, twisting and squirming in his strong grip.

Finally, he was done. He slumped forward, his forehead resting against mine, his chest heaving as his cock still pulsed inside me. I could hear Rosalind climaxing, too, her desperate gasps as she rode her fingers and stroked my husband’s cock with her other hand.

Alistair pulled out, and floods of cum followed. We leaned back on the couch, panting and sweaty.

“Mmm,” Rosalind smirked. “That was beautiful. You’re going to make such a good hotwife, Natalie. Now show me your cunt.”

I opened my legs, exposing myself to her. My cunt was pink and swollen, my clit oversensitive from the climaxes. I could feel Alistair’s cum still leaking out.

Rosalind stood and slipped off her dress, letting it pool at her feet. She was wearing matching green lingerie. She tossed her blonde hair behind her shoulder and then knelt between my legs. I felt her warm tongue on my pussy as she licked a drip of cum from my lips. Then she plunged her tongue inside my opening, sucking out every drop she could reach. I moaned with pleasure at the sensation of her mouth on me.

She moved lower, her tongue licking up the cum that oozed from my cunt. Lower still, it flicked against the tight muscle around my asshole, sending different sensations through my body. Finally, she was done, sitting up and licking her lips.

“I never like to waste any,” she grinned.

Then she unhooked her bra, letting her huge breasts fall out, heavy and full. Her nipples were pale and hard. She dropped her panties to the floor, exposing her dark bush. She knelt on the sofa next to me.

“Now I want you to watch your husband fill me with cum,” she whispered.

He looked at me, his hard cock still sticking out of his pants.

I nodded. “Fuck her,” I agreed.

Julian stood and hastily stripped off his shirt and pants. He knelt behind her on the sofa, holding his cock as he guided it to her glistening cunt. With one hard thrust, he was inside her. Her mouth opened, and she moaned with pleasure, holding my gaze the whole time.

He began to fuck her, his hips slapping loudly against her ass. But her eyes remained locked with mine, letting me see every bit of pleasure that my husband was giving her. I leaned back against the cool leather, my legs still trembling and spread wide, unable to look away. There was something profoundly erotic about seeing my husband fuck her.

As Julian’s hips began to move in a heavy, rhythmic blur, her massive breasts swung with every impact. The sound was hypnotic, the wet, slapping noise of skin meeting skin, echoing off the high ceilings of the drawing room.

"Your husband’s fucking me, Natalie," Rosalind hissed through clenched teeth. “His cock is deep inside my cunt.”

A fresh wave of arousal surged through me.

“I love it,” I whispered. My fingers strayed to my clit. It was still swollen and sore, but I stroked it anyway.

He reached around her, his hands cupping those heavy, swinging breasts, squeezing them until the pale flesh spilled between his fingers. I let out a low, involuntary whimper. Rosalind’s eyes stayed fixed on me, right up until she let out a long groan and they rolled up into her head. She came hard, her body shaking as Julian fucked her through it.

"Now, Julian!" she gasped. "Come in me! Give it to me!"

Julian let out a final grunt, his body locking up as he gave one last hard thrust. I watched the muscles in his legs tighten. I imagine his cock throbbing inside her as he emptied himself. He stayed buried deep inside her, his chest heaving against her back, while Rosalind’s body shuddered with the aftershocks.

The room was silent except for the crackle of the fire and our heavy breathing, the air thick with the scent of sex.


Chapter Seven




The next morning, we had breakfast by the pool, and it was almost as if nothing happened. The sun was blindingly bright, reflecting off the turquoise water in a way that felt in contrast to the depravity of the night before. We sat at the glass-topped table, the same golden-haired staff from the previous day moving silently among us with carafes of fresh-pressed orange juice and plates of eggs Benedict.

Rosalind looked surprisingly refreshed. She was wearing a crisp white linen sundress with a delicate floral pattern, her blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail. I was wearing my denim shorts and a simple ribbed vest top that showed plenty of skin.

Julian and Alistair were already in their tennis whites, looking like a pair of traditional Ivy League athletes.

"The clay courts should be perfect this time of morning," Alistair said, before standing and leaning down to kiss Rosalind’s cheek.

"Don't exert yourselves too much, boys," Rosalind teased. "We have a long day ahead."

As soon as the men disappeared down the stone path toward the tennis courts, their laughter fading into the distance, the atmosphere changed instantly. The "normalcy" evaporated. Rosalind set her fork down with a deliberate clink and turned her chair toward me.

"They'll be gone for at least two hours," she said, her eyes raking over my vest top, lingering on the way my nipples poked through the thin fabric in the morning breeze. "Which is perfect. We have a lot of work to do."

"Work?" I asked, my voice slightly unsteady.

"Training, Natalie," she corrected, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Last night was a graduation from your old life. Today is the first day of your new one.”

“I… I don’t follow,” I said, but I felt the familiar rush of heat between my legs.

“Have you ever had anal sex?” she said.

My mouth dropped open. “What? No!”

A wicked grin spread over her face. “Then let me introduce you to someone.”

From the shade of the stone archway, a man stepped out. He was tall, perhaps in his late twenties, with the lean muscle of a professional athlete. His skin was a deep, Mediterranean bronze, glowing against the stark white of his tennis polo.

"Natalie, this is Marco," Rosalind said, her voice dripping with casual amusement. "He’s from Italy. He’s the resident tennis pro here. But as it turns out, he’s also an expert in other things, too.”

Marco smiled at me.

"Marco," Rosalind said, standing up and smoothing her sundress. "Show Natalie what she’ll be working with today."

Without a word, Marco reached for the drawstring of his white shorts. He slid them down his muscular legs and stepped out of them, standing completely naked from the waist down in the bright morning sun. My breath caught. His cock was beautiful; long and dark, heavy even in its flaccid state, hanging down between the dark hair of his thighs.

"He's beautiful, isn't he?" Rosalind whispered. "Get on your knees, Natalie. I want you to help me get him ready for your lesson."

I slid off the chair and onto the warm stone tiles. The heat of the ground seeped into my knees as the two of us crawled toward him.

"Hands behind your back," Rosalind commanded. "Use only your mouth.”

I obeyed, locking my fingers behind me. Up close, the sight of him was even more intimidating. I leaned in, my heart thumping, and flicked my tongue against the tip of his long dick. He let out a low hum of approval.

"Use your mouth, Natalie," Rosalind prompted, her voice tight with rising arousal. "Swallow him. Make him grow."

I took the head of his dark cock into my mouth and began to suck. Rosalind joined me, her tongue licking at his heavy balls. Marco groaned, his hands reaching down to touch our heads and guide our movements. Under our combined attention, his cock began to throb and expand, lengthening until it was a hard and upright.

Rosalind pulled back. “He’s ready,” she breathed. “Now let me demonstrate.”

She reached into her handbag and pulled out a small tub of expensive-looking lube. She tossed it to Marco, who caught it with a practiced hand. Rosalind walked over to a nearby sun lounger, the white linen of her sundress fluttering in the breeze. She knelt on the cushion, bracing her elbows on the headrest and arching her back. Her bottom was thrust high into the air, and we could see her panties cupping her mound.

Marco approached and peeled down her white silk panties, tossing them onto the stone. Her pussy was already wet and glistening along her slit.

"The first rule, Natalie, is preparation," she said, her voice calm as Marco unscrewed the tub.

Marco scooped out a generous amount of the clear gel. I watched, mesmerized, as his dark fingers began to massage the lube into the tight, puckered skin of her asshole. He was slow and methodical, his thumb circling the opening before he pushed a single finger inside. Rosalind let out a breathless cry, her fingers digging into the lounger's padding.

"You have to relax the muscle," she explained, looking back at me over her shoulder. "If you fight it, it hurts. If you welcome it... it’s the most intense, pleasurable fullness you’ll ever feel. It forces you to give up every bit of control."

Marco added a second finger, scissoring them slowly to stretch her. I could see her opening beginning to yield, the darker skin around her rear entrance glistening under the bright morning sun. She moaned and whimpered with pleasure.

"Now, Marco," she commanded softly.

He moved behind her, his heavy cock poised at her entrance. He didn't rush. He pressed the head against her, waiting for her to breathe out. As she let out a long sigh, he pushed. I watched in a trance as the dark length began to disappear into her ass, the skin stretching taut around his shaft.

"Oh... God," Rosalind gasped, her head falling forward. "Do you see, Natalie? It feels so good. So full.”

Marco began to move, a slow, rhythmic sliding that made the lounger creak. Rosalind’s huge breasts swung beneath her dress with every thrust, and she looked back at me with a dazed, hungry expression. Harder and harder he fucked her, getting deeper with each thrust until his balls slapped against her pussy.

Rosalind’s body went rigid, her fingers clawing at the lounger’s fabric as Marco delivered several heavy, driving thrusts. She cried out, her thighs beginning to shake.

"Yes! Right... right there!" she cried out. Her entire frame shuddered as she came, her entrance clenching so hard around his dark length that Marco let out a strained groan of his own. After a few more surging thrusts, he slowly withdrew with a wet sound as it slid free.

Rosalind collapsed forward for a second, catching her breath, before she pushed herself up and looked at me.

"Now," she breathed, wiping a bead of sweat from her forehead. "It’s time for you to get fucked in the ass. Get on the lounger, Natalie. On your back."


Chapter Eight




My legs felt shaky as I obeyed, the heat of the sun-warmed cushion pressing through my vest top as I followed her instruction to lie on my back.

"It’s easier the first time this way," she said, nodding to Marco.

Marco moved to the foot of the lounger. His large, calloused hands found the buttons of my denim shorts. He made short work of them, sliding the heavy fabric down my legs and tossing them onto the grass. Then, his fingers hooked into the elastic of my plain black panties. He pulled them off with a slow, deliberate motion, leaving me completely bare to the open air and the morning sun.

"Lift your legs and spread for him, Natalie," Rosalind commanded.

I reached down, my hands trembling as I grasped my own knees and pulled them back toward my chest. The exposure felt filthy. Between my legs, I was already a mess; my pussy was soaked, my arousal glistening and dripping down toward my asshole, leaving my pussy gaping and pink.

Marco reached for the tub of lube, scooping some out. I gasped as his dark fingers met my sensitive skin. He began to massage the gel around my asshole, his touch firm and relentless.

"Relax, Natalie," he murmured, his Italian accent thick. "Breathe for me."

He pushed his first finger in. It was a sharp, stretching sensation that made my breath catch in my throat. It felt intrusive and massive, even though it was just a finger. He began to work it in and out, the slick sound of the lube filling the quiet air between us.

Rosalind leaned down so her face was inches from mine. She kissed me, her tongue filling my mouth. She reached out and pinched one of my nipples through my vest top, twisting it sharply. Marco added a second finger, stretching the tight muscle until I felt a deep pleasure.

"She's ready," Marco growled.

Rosalind broke our kiss. She ran her hand over my pussy, making me gasp. Then she spread my ass cheeks even wider. As she held me open, Marco pressed the fat head of his cock against my entrance.

My breath came in short, sharp breaths, and I felt my entire body tensing instinctively.

"Don't fight it, Natalie," Rosalind whispered, still stroking my clit. “This is what you were made for. Just relax.”

Marco didn't rush. He leaned his weight forward, and I felt the head of his cock begin to notch inside. It was a slow, relentless invasion. I let out a low, whimpering moan, my head thrashing against the lounger. The stretching sensation was incredible, a feeling of being filled so completely that there was no room for anything else, not even a thought.

"Breathe, piccola," Marco murmured.

With a steady, powerful shove, he pushed past the resistance. I cried out as pleasure rushed through my body, setting every nerve alight. I felt him sliding deep as he claimed every inch of me. The fullness was staggering; it felt like he was reaching right up into my core. He began to fuck me, slowly at first, letting me adjust to the massive cock in my ass.

Once he was buried to the hilt, I threw my head back and moaned. Rosalind’s hand was on my clit, my pussy clenching and leaking arousal.

“Good girl,” Rosalind breathed. “You’re doing so well. You’re taking all of him.”

Then, Marco began to move faster. He pulled back almost to the tip before driving back in, a slow, heavy rhythm that made the entire lounger rock. Every time he bottomed out, I felt his heavy balls slap against me. I gripped the sides of the lounger until my knuckles went white. The pleasure was so intense that I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. The sensation was beyond anything I had ever imagined.

I could feel it, the deep rush of my climax rising like a tidal wave. My breasts were heaving, my nipples straining against my top. Rosalind worked my clit, as Marco fucked me hard in the ass. My internal muscles began to seize in frantic, uncontrollable pulses. Every time Marco drove his cock back into me, I let out a shattered, high-pitched wail.

“I’m… I’m going to…” I couldn't even finish the sentence before the world exploded into white light.

My back arched hard, my cunt spasming around emptiness as my ass clenched around his shaft. I felt the liquid heat of my pussy gush over Rosalind’s hand, a desperate, soaking release as waves of ecstasy washed through me.

Marco let out a loud groan, his dark skin slick with sweat as he lost his own battle for control. He gripped my thighs so hard I knew there would be finger-shaped bruises, and he delivered three final, devastating thrusts all the way in.

“Sì... Natalie!” he roared.

I felt him pumping cum into my ass, a thick, heavy flood that felt like it was filling me to the brim. He stayed buried there, his body shuddering with the force of his ejaculation, pinning me to the lounger as he released every last drop inside me.

I collapsed back, my limbs heavy and useless. Rosalind pulled her hand back, looking at her glistening fingers with a look of pure, satisfied triumph. She leaned over and kissed my forehead, her blonde hair shielding me for a moment from the bright sky.

“There,” she whispered, her voice full of pride. “This morning’s lesson is complete. You’re a natural, Natalie. You’re ready for what I have planned after lunch.”

As Marco slowly, wetly withdrew, leaving me gaping and leaking his cum onto the cushion, I could hear the distant, rhythmic thwack of tennis balls.

I couldn’t wait to tell Julian about this.


Chapter Nine




When the men returned from their tennis, they found Rosalind and me sitting on the edge of the pool, enjoying the cool water on our feet. She stood up when they approached.

“I’ll leave you and Julian to talk,” she said, taking Alistair by the hand and leading him inside.

Julian looked at my flushed face. “What happened?” he asked.

I got to my feet and went to him, holding his hands. I stood on my tiptoes and kissed him on the lips.

"Rosalind gave me my first lesson in being a hotwife," I whispered. “Or rather, her tennis coach did.”

He looked confused. “Tennis coach?”

I took a deep breath. "While you were playing tennis, I was on that lounger. Marco, the coach... he was here. Rosalind made me watch her take him, and then..." I swallowed hard, watching him as he processed my words. "And then she made me take him, Julian. In my ass.”

“Fuuuck…” he whispered.

"He came in my ass, Julian. It… I came so hard that I practically passed out.”

I looked down and saw the unmistakable bulge in his shorts, tented sharply at the front. He looked at me with awe.

“My God, Natalie. You’re… fucking filthy.” He was breathing heavily now. “But I love it.”

I dropped to my knees right there on the warm stone tiles by the pool’s edge. I fumbled with the drawstring of his shorts, pulling them down along with his underwear to reveal his cock, already rock-hard and throbbing.

I took him into my mouth with a sudden, desperate hunger. I sucked him hard, my cheeks hollowing as I bobbed my head, taking him as deep as I could, covering his shaft with saliva. Julian groaned, his hands finding my hair and gripping it tightly.

I worked my tongue around the head of his dick, my hand stroking the base in a fast, relentless rhythm.

"Natalie... fuck, I’m going to come…”

I pulled back and let go, leaving him twitching, close to the edge.

“No,” I said, standing up and dropping my panties and shorts to the floor. “Come in my ass.”

I didn't wait for him to answer. I turned around and gripped the back of the sun lounger, bending forward until my chest was pressed against the warm cushion. I pushed my hips back, offering myself to him completely. I could feel the cool breeze on my wet skin and the heat of his gaze on my asshole.

Julian stepped up behind me, his hands trembling as he gripped my hips. His fingers sank into my flesh. He pressed the head of his cock against me, and I felt a sharp, electric thrill as it nestled into my rear entrance, his cock still slick with my spit.

He didn't hold back. With a growl, he drove himself inside. I let out a sharp gasp, my fingers digging into the cushions.

“God… you’re so tight,” he groaned.

He began to fuck me with a frantic, desperate energy, his hips slapping against me. I moaned loudly, not caring if the others heard me from the house. The sensation of being fucked in the ass for the second time that morning was overwhelming.

Julian sounded right on the edge. "I’m going to come in your ass.”

"Yes!" I cried out, my head tossing from side to side. "Fill me up, Julian! Come in me."

He increased his speed, his movements becoming erratic as he reached his limit. I felt my own climax building again, and when he grunted and filled me, it pushed me over the edge. I felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release, the second load I’d taken this morning. Waves of pleasure rushed over me, my ass clenching tight around him and milking every last drop.

We stayed like that for a long moment, the sun beating down on our joined bodies. When I looked up, I saw Rosalind watching from the doorway. She smirked at me and went inside.


Chapter Ten




After lunch, we all went for a walk along the beach. The sand was still warm beneath our feet, and the rhythmic sound of the waves felt almost hypnotic, relaxing me after the excitement of the morning. Julian walked beside me, hand in hand. I’d never felt closer to him.

When we returned to the house, Alistair checked his watch and turned to us with a polite smile.

“I have a few hours of calls with the London office,” he said. “Boring stuff. I’m sure you three can find a way to occupy yourselves.”

“Oh, I have a very specific plan,” Rosalind said, her eyes flashing. “I think it’s time for another lesson.”

Alistair leaned in and kissed her deeply before disappearing toward his study. As soon as the door clicked shut, Rosalind turned to us. “The beach was lovely, but it’s time for your next lesson, Natalie. And Julian, you’re going to want to see this.”

She led us to her bedroom. When she pushed open the heavy oak doors, I stopped short. The two blond servants were already there. They weren't wearing their waistcoats or ties anymore. They stood near the massive king bed, stripped down to identical pairs of tight white boxer briefs that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. I gasped; both of them had huge bulges, their soft cocks curving to one side, stretching the fabric.

“Sit,” Rosalind commanded, gesturing to the velvet chaise lounge for Julian. He obeyed, looking slightly stunned.

She turned to me, speaking with an authoritative tone that made my knees weak. “This morning was about pleasure, Natalie. This afternoon is about opening yourself up. A true hotwife must learn the most important skill of all: total submission. I felt my stomach flip and a rush of heat between my thighs.

She walked toward the two men, running a hand over the shoulder of the one on the left.

“These men are here to take their pleasure. You will beg them. You will thank them. You will do everything they tell you to.”

She looked at me, her smile sharpening. “Strip, Natalie. I want you to show these men, and your husband, exactly how submissive you can be. I want you on your knees with your hands behind your back.”

I felt the cool air of the air-conditioned suite hit my bare skin as I shed my vest and shorts, leaving them in a heap on the polished floor. My heart was thundering in my chest as I stepped out of my panties, standing completely exposed before the two golden-haired men. With a shaky breath, I lowered myself to my knees on the thick rug, interlocking my arms behind my back.

Rosalind had joined Julian on the chaise lounge. "Good girl," she purred. "Stefan, Lars, she's all yours. Use her however you wish.”

The men didn't hesitate. They stepped forward simultaneously, their white briefs hitting the floor. Their cocks were identical masterpieces, thick and veiny, standing proud and heavy in the afternoon light as they stiffened instantly. I’d never seen such big cocks before.

Stefan, the one on the left, stepped to my side, while Lars stood directly in front of my face.

Suddenly, Lars gripped my hair, tilting my head back. Without a word of warning, he shoved his thick length into my mouth. I let out a muffled cry, my throat tightening as the sheer size of him hit the back of my tonsils.

"Hands stay back, Natalie," Rosalind barked.

Lars began to thrust, a slow, deep rhythm that forced me to open as wide as I possibly could. Thick saliva coated his cock, running out of my mouth and down my chin. Just as I started to find a rhythm, I felt Stefan move closer, pressing his own rigid cock against my cheek until I was forced to tilt my head.

They began to tag-team my mouth. Lars would pull out almost entirely, and Stefan would shove his way in from the side, the two of them competing for space, sometimes both cocks in my mouth at once. I was gagging constantly, the involuntary reflex making my eyes stream with tears that tracked down my flushed cheeks. My makeup smeared as they used my face like a toy. They both reached down to my breasts, each of them pulling and twisting one of my nipples, mixing pleasure with delicious pain.

Lars pulled out for a brief second, his cock glistening with my saliva.

"Thank them, Natalie," Rosalind commanded.

"Th… thank you," I gasped, my voice hoarse, my mascara-stained tears dripping onto my chest. "Thank you for... fucking my mouth.."

Before I could finish, Stefan was back inside me, his thrusts more aggressive now, pushing past my gag reflex until I felt the blunt heat of him deep in my throat. He was grunting now; they both were.

"They're close, Natalie," Rosalind’s voice sounded clinical and satisfied. "Get ready to receive your reward. Keep those hands behind your back. Don't you dare move."

Lars pulled his length out of my mouth with a wet pop, but he didn't step away. He gripped my chin firmly, tilting my tear-streaked face upward toward the ceiling. Simultaneously, Stefan moved to my side, his hand heavy on the back of my neck to keep me steady.

I watched through a haze of streaming eyes as Lars began to stroke himself rapidly. A second later, the first thick, hot jet hit my cheek, splashing up toward my eye. I flinched, but Stefan’s grip held me fast as his own release followed. Heavy, white lines of cum began to pelt my face, landing on my forehead, my nose, and matting into my eyelashes and hair.

I sat there on my knees, my face coated with their release. It felt heavy and sticky as it began to drip down my chin and onto my bare chest.

"What do you say, Natalie?" Rosalind prompted.

I looked over at Julian. He looked shocked, but his hand was in his shorts, stroking his cock with long, slow strokes.

"Thank... thank you," I whispered. I tasted the cum on my lips as I spoke. "Thank you for the lesson. Thank you for... using me."

Stefan and Lars stepped back, their cocks still rock-hard and dripping with cum. But they weren’t finished.

Rosalind smirked. "Lars, Stefan… on the bed. I want to see how much of a stretch she can actually handle. Double penetrate her."


Chapter Eleven




The men gripped my arms and hoisted me up. My legs felt weak as they marched me to the massive king-sized bed. I was tossed onto the silk duvet, still covered in cum.

Lars stretched out across the center of the bed. His cock was rigid and pulsing, standing straight up, so long and thick.

"Mount him, Natalie," Rosalind whispered, moving to the edge of the bed so she could watch every detail.

I straddled Lars, my knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his hips. I reached down, my fingers trembling as I guided his thick head to my entrance. I lowered myself slowly, my breath catching as he filled my pussy, stretching me wide. His cock was thicker than anything I’d taken inside me before, and it felt delicious. I sank down until our bodies were touching, every inch stretching me perfectly. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, and my face and chest were flushed pink. I was a mess, tears and cum staining my face and dripping onto my breasts.

Rosalind saw me looking at myself. “You’re beautiful, Natalie,” she purred. I felt it, too.

Stefan moved behind me. I felt his large, warm hands cup my ass cheeks, pulling them apart. I let out a whimper as I felt the cool, slick slide of lube being applied to my puckered rear entrance. He began to work two fingers inside me, stretching my ass open as he prepared me for his massive cock.

"Now, Stefan," Rosalind breathed.

Stefan withdrew his fingers and replaced them with his heavy, blunt cock. He pushed in with a slow, relentless force. I let out a scream, throwing my head back as I was stretched around two thick shafts. My eyes rolled back as the sensation of being double-penetrated from both sides took hold. The two men began to move in a hard, synchronized rhythm, Lars thrusting upward into my cunt while Stefan hammered into my ass from behind.

Every impact sent jolts of electricity through my nervous system, the friction between the two men inside me creating a pleasure that felt like it would consume me. My breasts swung wildly with every thrust, still stained with cum.

"Look at her," Rosalind urged Julian, her voice thick with arousal. “She still has one hole left. Get over here. I want her mouth occupied. I don't want to hear anything but the sound of her choking on you.”

Julian stepped up to the head of the bed. I leaned forward, my hair cascading over Lars’s chest, and took my husband’s cock into my mouth. I was being penetrated by three cocks now, and I fucking loved it.

Julian’s pace in my mouth was frantic, his hands gripping my hair to guide me as he watched the two blond men fucking me as hard as they could. The internal friction of Lars and Stefan sliding against each other, with only my thin walls between them, created a sensory overload that pushed me straight into an intense orgasm.

A wave of pleasure washed over me as my internal muscles clamped down hard on Lars and Stefan. I started shaking and moaning around Julian’s cock in my mouth. My body bucked and arched, and a sudden, uncontrollable rush of liquid erupted from me, soaking Lars’s stomach and the silk sheets beneath us.

“God… yes…” Rosalind groaned, and I sensed her climaxing with me, her fingers buried deep in her own cunt.

The men fucked me through it. As soon as my orgasm finished, I launched straight into another one, so powerful that my vision went black and I squirted again. The sight of me totally unraveling was the final straw for Julian. I felt his cock throb and swell inside my mouth. He came hard, a hot and heavy flood that filled my throat, forcing me to swallow as he emptied himself into me.

Stefan and Lars weren't far behind. With a few more punishing lunges that nearly lifted me off the bed, they both stiffened, their bodies locking up as they filled my pussy and my ass with cum. I collapsed forward onto Lars’s chest, my breath coming in jagged, broken sobs of pure exhaustion and pleasure.

“Thank you…” I gasped. “Thank you!”

The room fell into a heavy, weighted silence, the only sound the frantic breathing of the five of us. I was a wreck, covered and filled with the cum of three men, stretched wide, and utterly satisfied.

Rosalind stepped forward, her hand trailing over my sweat-covered shoulder. “Good girl,” she purred. “You’ve been my best student yet. Now get cleaned up. This evening we are having a dinner party.”


Chapter Twelve




That evening, we dressed up in our best evening clothes. I wore a floor-length silk gown in a deep midnight blue. On Rosalind’s orders, I was not wearing any underwear. Julian looked especially handsome in his charcoal, tailored suit, and it was with a mix of nerves and excitement that we descended the huge staircase to the dining room.

The first thing I saw was Lars and Stefan. They moved around the table with a cold, mechanical grace. Seeing them in their formal black waistcoats and white gloves was a jarring contrast to the memories of them completely destroying me earlier.

"Natalie, darling, you look positively glowing," Rosalind said from the head of the table. She was a vision in a dress covered in gold sequins that, as usual, showed off her ample cleavage. "I assume the afternoon air agreed with you?"

She had invited four other couples to dinner with us. They were a mixture of Rosalind’s and Alistair’s rich friends. Andrew and Sofia were neighbours. Then there was David, whom I recognised from business meetings, and his Asian wife, May. Placed next to me at the table was Richard, one of Alistair’s oldest friends. He was married to a very chatty blonde woman called Gloria, whose cleavage rivalled Rosalind’s. The final couple, sitting opposite, were both Black. They were called Jon and Denise. It wasn’t quite clear how Rosalind knew them, but they all seemed very friendly.

"Alistair tells me you've been taking lessons," Richard said as he poured me more wine. "Tennis, is it?"

I felt my face heat up, a deep crimson flush spreading down to the plunging neckline of my dress. “Er… Yes, I did have a lesson with the tennis coach this morning,” I managed.

“Oh, lovely. Was it Marco?” he replied, peering at me over his glasses. “He does fuck well, or so Gloria tells me.”

I almost choked on my wine. His wife, Gloria, leaned over him and put her hand on mine. “Doesn’t he have a magnificent cock? I’m so glad you’ve had a go on it.”

I stared at Gloria, my mouth hanging slightly open.

On my other side, Julian was deep in conversation with Sofia. Suddenly, I saw that her hand was on his thigh, under the table. She whispered something in his ear that made him smirk. I could see that he had an erection.

"Don't be shy, Natalie," Alistair boomed from the other end of the table. “We’re all friends with shared interests, here.”

"Exactly," David added, leaning forward. He had a posh British accent. "There’s nothing quite like the sight of your wife being thoroughly rogered by another man. Especially if he’s got a massive knob. It keeps the marriage... vibrant.”

Julian cleared his throat, his face flushed. Sofia gave his hard cock a squeeze in his pants. "I’m beginning to see the appeal," he said.

The meal was exquisite. By the time the dessert plates were being cleared away, the sexual tension was through the roof.

"That pudding was divine," May said, her voice cutting through the clinking of silverware. She pushed back her chair and leaned back playfully on the edge of the table. She hiked her short dress up over her hips to her waist. Like me, she was wearing nothing underneath. Her skin was a beautiful olive tone, and as she spread her legs, she revealed a thick, black bush that framed her glistening, pink slit.

"But, I think I’d much rather be the dessert tonight," she teased, leaning back on her elbows and arching her spine. "Who's hungry?”

David, her husband, just laughed and leaned back, watching with a look of pride as his wife spread herself open on the table.

Alistair stood up, his eyes fixed on the damp, dark curls between May's thighs. He walked over to her, his movements slow and deliberate. Without a word, he knelt on the carpet between her legs. He lifted one leg in his hands and kissed all the way up her inner thigh. When he reached the top, he buried his face in her bush. She let out a loud moan of pleasure, throwing back her long black hair.

“Oh… yes… eat me,” she moaned.

David reached out a hand to me, and I took it. “Shall we?” he said, smoothly.

I didn't even have time to look at Julian for permission before David pulled me to my feet and kissed me. The others were already standing and pairing up. Next to me, Alistair was still buried in May’s pussy, his hands lifting her hips slightly to lick her deeper as she writhed among the crystal glasses.

David turned me gently, pushing me forward so that I leaned over the table. I felt the hard wood against my breasts as I leaned forward. Slowly, David bunched the silk of my gown in his hands, hiking it up over my waist until the cool air hit my bare skin. He teased my slit with one finger.

“Mmm, you’re already dripping, my dear.”

I heard the clink of his belt. I felt the blunt pressure of his cock as he pressed himself against my soaked opening. With one powerful, steady thrust, he drove himself inside me. My head fell forward as the table creaked under the weight of us. The sensation was incredible; he had a thick, curved cock that dragged across my G-spot and made me moan with pleasure.

The dining room had become a scene of total hedonism. To my left, Alistair had moved from eating May to fucking her, her legs hooked over his shoulders as his pounded away with his pants around his ankles. On my other side, I saw Julian. He had pushed his chair back, and Sofia was on his lap, riding his cock as she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately.

David was relentless. He gripped my hair, pulling my head back so I had to watch the scenes of fucking around me.

"You’re a filthy slut, aren’t you, Natalie?" David hissed in my ear as he thrust deep inside me. He spun me sideways. Alistair was standing there, his erect cock coated with May’s sticky, white release. I pulled it into my mouth, tasting her on him as I hollowed my cheeks and sucked it, all the while being fucked from behind by David. It was too much, and I came hard, my legs giving out underneath me. David followed me down and just fucked me on my back on the carpet.

After David reached his climax deep inside me, Richard stepped in to take his place. My cunt made wet, squelching noises as he fucked the cum out of me. I lost track of how many times I climaxed as the men rotated, each taking their turn to fuck me.

At some point, Rosalind led the twelve of us to her bedroom. There we began fucking again in more comfort, some on the bed, some on the chaise longue, and some even on the rug. Even the two blond servants, Lars and Stefan, were brought back into the fray with their massive cocks. I saw Rosalind taking both of them at the same time on the floor.

Just as I thought I couldn't possibly take any more, Jon stepped away from a spent Sofia and caught my eye. My gaze dropped down to his impressively large, black cock. I nodded. He grabbed a heavy, high-backed velvet chair and dragged it to the center of the room. He sat down and pulled me onto his lap, facing him. I straddled his thick thighs, reaching down and guiding his big dick to my opening. As I lowered myself, I felt a deep stretch that made me hold my breath. He was huge, filling me with a solid, unyielding heat that seemed to reach all the way to my core.

I began to ride him, my breasts bouncing with every frantic upward thrust. Jon gripped my waist, his large hands holding me firmly as I speared myself on his cock. I threw my head back, my hair damp with sweat, as I lost myself in the pleasure.

Julian stepped away from the bed where he had been fucking May. He came to me, his hands stroking my back, his lips kissing my neck.

“You look so beautiful like this,” he murmured.

I was moaning loudly every time I bounced on Jon’s cock, but I managed to get a few words out. “Fuck my ass,” I begged my husband.

He grinned and crouched behind me, pressing his slick cock against my rear entrance. As I bounced up and down, he held it firmly, and it slipped inside. My eyes rolled back in my head at the extra intrusion. The friction between their two shafts was delicious, sending me into a haze of ecstasy.

I was a mess of sensory overload. The feeling of two cocks inside me, the sounds of fucking all around me, and the smell of sweat and sex. Every time I slammed down on Jon, Julian drove deeper into my ass, sending me higher and higher.

"I'm coming! I'm coming!" I screamed, my voice echoing off the high, ornate ceiling.

My cunt and ass clenched around the cocks inside me. Jon let out a growl, and I felt him throb as he flooded my cunt. At that same moment, Julian’s hands dug into my hips, his fingers bruising my skin as he reached his own release. Load after load of cum filled me as they groaned and fucked me through it.

I managed to stagger to the bed on weak legs. Julian wrapped his arms around me. The others were finishing, too, and soon the room was quiet except for heavy breathing and satisfied sighs.


Epilogue




The sun was just beginning to peek over the Atlantic, casting long, golden fingers of light across the breakfast terrace. The air was crisp and cool this early in the morning. I sat at the wrought-iron table, nursing a cup of black coffee, my body feeling strangely light despite the deep ache everywhere.

Lars, now back in his pristine uniform, silently placed a plate of pastries in front of me. Alistair and Rosalind sat across from us, looking as refreshed as if they’d spent the weekend at a spa rather than orchestrating a marathon orgy. Julian sat beside me, his hand resting firmly on my thigh under the table.

“It’s a shame you have to head back so early,” Alistair said, checking his watch. “But I suppose the city waits for no one.”

“We’ve got a lot on at the office this morning,” Rosalind said. “The car should be here any moment. Natalie and I have a nine o’clock with the bank.”

She turned her gaze to me, her eyes sparkling. “Think of how much more fun the office is going to be, Natalie. I can share some delicious secrets with you now that you’ve graduated from your training.”

I felt a flutter in my stomach. “The office?”

“Of course,” Rosalind purred. “There’s all sorts of mischief we can get up to. I know which businessmen to introduce you to. I know which of your colleagues are filthy sluts and worth playing with. I know all the hotels and exclusive clubs in New York. We’re going to have a lot of fun.”

Julian’s grip on my leg tightened, and I felt a flush of heat between my legs. “And I can’t wait to hear all about it,” he grinned.

THE END
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Holly’s always been the perfect wife, sweet, loyal, and enthusiastic in the bedroom. When her husband, Travis, tells her that one of his friends has started swinging, everything changes. Suddenly, Holly can’t think about anything other than being used by as many men as possible… while Travis watches.

So when three of his buddies come over to watch the game, she decides to put on her slutty waitress outfit and live out her fantasies for real.
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I never thought my first time would be like this. My friends and I were tired of waiting for the "right guy" to come along, so we decided to take matters into our own hands. We found a college guy who was willing to help us all lose our virginities... at the same time.

This is the story of how I gave up my V-card in the filthiest, most unforgettable way possible.

Free Use At The Fire Station (Free Use Temp - Book 1)

https://books.cleocarnell.com/giqk2kp7ko

Molly knew exactly what she was signing up for when she joined the fire station as cover for the admin girl’s maternity leave… A team of strong, filthy men ready to share her whenever and however they wanted. With her husband’s blessing, Molly throws herself into her new role as the station’s favorite free-use distraction, proving she can handle them individually, and all at once.
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Lauren is frustrated that her rich husband seems to have no sexual interest in her. She finally resolves to take matters into her own hands and cheat for the first time. But working part-time in the local library means she doesn’t meet many men…

Until the professor from the university walks in, that is. Is she brave enough to make a move? And is this older man the one to give her the pounding that she so desperately desires?
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