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Chapter 1
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As soon as I step through the front door, my body is on fire with pent-up desire. My husband, Edward, is at work, and I’m back from my girls’ trip with my best friend January. On the trip January fucked someone else with her husband’s permission, and now I’m envious as all fuck.

I’ve been buzzing with sexual energy all weekend, and if Edward was here right now, he’d find himself on the couch with me riding him hard. My body pulses with pleasure at the thought. Hell, that’s what I’m doing as soon as he gets home. I just have to get out of my head and stop daydreaming about having all my holes stuffed at once...or at least understand it’s a pleasant fantasy but not reality.

Sighing, I wheel my luggage to my bedroom and unpack. It was a great weekend, but nothing seems fair in life. January is my second friend now with an open marriage. Our other friend, Marilyn, recently became a hotwife. I’m the one who never wanted to be monogamous in the first place when they were both were ecstatic to pledge their entire sexual lives to their husbands.

Edward knew from the beginning that I had my doubts about monogamy, and he had to convince me...with lots and lots of orgasms. We’ve had a wonderful marriage, so I’ve never regretted marrying him, but I’d be lying if I didn’t say that January and Marilyn are making me wonder what I’m missing. I’m so totally in love with Eddie and I’d never cheat on him, but this dumb green-eyed monster is my constant companion since January told me she fucked some dude on the beach.

I guess I should just be glad it was one guy and not three since she didn’t get my ultimate fantasy. I joke around about having a cock in every hole, but I’m only a slut in my head. That’s all it will ever be since Eddie made it clear he wasn’t interested in an open marriage from the beginning, and he’s worth it.

With my suitcase emptied and the dirty clothes in a pile for me to take to the laundry room, I lie back on the bed and close my eyes. It was a great trip, I just wish I felt refreshed and relaxed instead of keyed up and horny for multiple cocks. I might explode as soon as I get Eddie’s cock inside me tonight with how turned on I am.

When my phone trills with a text message, I smile, assuming it’s from Eddie.

DEBRA: I can’t believe you sat there while January cheated on her husband. If you had invited me along, I could have kept her in line. She’s such a loose cannon.

The text shocks me, and my stomach churns with unease. I’m not sure how to reply or if I even should. Debra, the wife of my husband’s friend, isn’t someone I trust or confide in easily. She’s known for her sharp tongue and love for gossip, and this message proves it.

I knew January was texting Debra earlier today, but I didn’t realize how much January had told her about our trip. Debra needs to calm down and stop with the slut-shaming. This is exactly why she’s never invited along.

Oooh, wait. I know exactly what to say. I snicker as I type my reply.

FELICITY: Sorry, I was too busy flirting with a bellhop to stop her. I offered to give him an extra tip if he slipped me his tip. Sadly, he declined.

As soon as I hit send, I turn the sound off on my phone and lay it facedown next to me. After her nasty comment about January, she can chew on that all night. My phone suddenly rings, meaning whoever is calling dialed twice in a row to break through my phone’s silence feature.

If that’s Debra...

After four rings, I look at the screen to see who‘s calling. It’s Debra. Of course.

I send her to voice mail and haul myself off the bed. I’m going to make sure I’m showered and clean when Eddie gets home, so I can entice him to fuck me. Despite being disgruntled over the lack of multiple cocks inside me, I still desperately want my husband. After an orgasm or two, I’ll forget all this nonsense about fucking other guys.

***
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“Where’s my baby at?”

Eddie calls his customary greeting when he gets home, and I don’t reply. He doesn’t realize it yet, but he’s on a treasure hunt with me as the prize. I’m in the living room, draped lengthwise on my side, in my sexiest black teddy with a garter belt and thigh-high stockings. My brown hair is in a ponytail, and I’m hoping the sight of me puts him in the mood.

I listen to the floor creak as he hunts for me, and I try to hide my smile when he walks into the living room.

“Hey, there you—”

He stops short, his eyes widening with lust as he becomes transfixed on my body. Eddie works out at the gym regularly, and he’s my handsome, sexy man. Knowing that, after eight years of marriage, he still wants me as much as I want him makes my body hum with desire.

I trail my fingertips from my thigh up to the peak of my breast and toy with the nipple poking through the delicate fabric of my sheer lingerie. I trace circles around the sensitive flesh, giving him an enticing smile.

“Did you miss me?” I purr, my voice low and seductive.

His eyes hungrily devour every inch of me, lingering on my breasts for a few seconds before roaming down to my legs. The thin fabric of my lingerie leaves nothing to the imagination as it hugs my curves in all the right places.

I pull on my nipple and moan softly. “See something you like?”

Edward draws a ragged breath. “Very much.”

“Excellent,” I say with a satisfied grin as I swing my legs off the couch and sit upright. “Take off your clothes and get over here. We need to fuck.”

The eagerness in his eyes is palpable as he starts stripping, revealing his toned chest and tiny love handles that endear him to me. All I can think about is how badly I want him to dominate me tonight. My submissive heart thrills at the thought of being completely at his mercy. My husband may not be a hard dom, but he knows exactly how to satisfy me.

Within seconds he’s naked, and he stands in front of me, stroking his hard cock. I resist the urge to praise him and call him a good boy, knowing that it might lead to me being across his knees for a playful spanking. I can’t risk him edging me tonight and prolonging my delicious torture. All I want is for him to fuck me until I forget about all the imaginary cocks I’ll never have.

He clears his throat, and he sounds slightly amused. “Is this all because you missed me?”

Giving him my sweetest smile, I point to the cushion next to me. “Maybe...now sit here. I want to ride you tonight.”

The best thing about this teddy is that it’s crotchless, and when he sits, I straddle his lap. The anticipation builds as his cock slides between my folds and presses against my clit. With one hand on his shoulder for support, I use the other to guide him inside me.

As I sink down the length of his shaft, I moan in pleasure as his cock’s broad mushroom-shaped head massages every inch of me. His cock throbs as I grind against him, and my inner muscles clench tightly. I’m ready to fuck him hard, but it’s time to tease him a little first.

January told me I could tell Eddie what she did on the trip, so I brush my lips over his before murmuring, “Guess what? January fucked a guy on the trip with her husband’s permission.” I exaggerate my next words in the hopes it will make him feel bad for me. “She left me all alone.”

When I roll my hips and lean in to nibble on his collarbone, he grunts. It almost sounds pained when he rasps, “Yeah? Did that make you want to fuck another guy?”

Mmm, oh yeah...but there’s no freaking way I’m admitting that. The thought makes me bounce on his cock harder as bliss swirls in my core.

“Nope, you’re all the man I need.”

He groans and holds onto my hips, pistoning upwards so he can fuck me. “Admit it, Felicity...admit you’re desperate to fuck someone else. You want some guy with a massive cock splitting you open.”

The growl in his voice makes me quiver around his shaft, and my head spins. Damn it, he’s pushing all my buttons. I bite down on his collarbone before dragging my teeth to the base of his throat, tasting the salt on his skin and feeling the vibration of his next moan. I roll my hips again as his fingers dig into my waist and he pulls me roughly against him.

I can’t stop playing with fire. “Maybe you married a slut who wants you to watch her get all her holes filled.”

“God,” he groans as my words send him into a frenzy.

He thrusts his hips up, forcing the head of his cock to nudge repeatedly against the pleasure point deep inside me. I claw at his shoulders while I circle my hips, grinding against him as ripples of pleasure run up my back. Fuck, this is wild tonight. I should go on a girl’s trip more often.

He pulls me close and kisses me deeply, our tongues tangling as my body responds to his every thrust. I edge closer and closer to my orgasm as the pleasure builds.

“Baby...” he moans, and I can feel him swelling inside me. “I want to watch someone else fuck you.”

His words send me over the edge, and I cry out in ecstasy, my body writhing and trembling.

His words send a jolt of pleasure through me, and I explode. I cry out as I climax, my inner muscles convulsing and throbbing. My orgasm triggers his, and he groans as he unloads deep inside me. My pleasure seems never-ending as I continue to ride him through the waves of bliss.

When I finally come down, the pained look on his face tells me he’s sensitive. Oops.

I slump against him, and he whispers, “That’s a good girl.”

Giggling, I kiss his neck, and he strokes my back gently. There’s no way he really meant he wants to watch someone fuck me, but it was a nice fantasy in the moment. I rest my head against his shoulders and revel in the feel of being wrapped in his arms. I have my guy, and I’d never really want to act on those fantasies, right?

Right.

I run my hands through his silky chest hair and breathe a happy sigh. One guy is all I want...for real.

“So,” he says thoughtfully, interrupting my post-orgasmic haze. “I take it you and January found out that Marilyn is a hotwife?”

His words make me laugh. I shouldn’t be surprised that he knows. January’s husband, Henry, probably told him. Our friend’s group is large, and it’s a bunch of guys who were in the same frat together in college, and they probably gossip together just as much as the wives do.

“Yeah. That’s what prompted January’s fun on the trip. I guess the idea turned Henry on.”

My husband tucks a loose strand of hair behind my ear and caresses my face with a gentle touch before he pushes me upright so we’re looking at each other.

“What are your thoughts, baby? Would you want to fuck another guy if I was there with you?”

He searches my eyes for an answer as my cheeks flush and my head spins. Is this really happening? I keep my tone light so he doesn’t know how interested I am. “If you want me to be a slut for you, just say the word.”

“How does Saturday sound?”

I jerk my head back, uncertain of what to say. Holy shit, is he for real? His spent cock twitches, and I can feel it growing hard inside me again. My eyes snap up to his as a pulse of desire makes me slowly grind against him. I need to make sure we’re talking about the same thing before I get too excited.

“As in, I fuck someone this weekend...while you’re watching?”

He chuckles. “Yes.”

My entire body grows hot and my heart pounds as I think of fucking someone else while Eddie watches. I want this. The prospect of becoming a slut excites me more than it probably should, but this is an offer I can’t refuse.

I continue to ride his cock as pings of delight make my nipples harden.

“Who would I fuck?”

That makes him laugh again. “Why don’t you leave that to me? I have an idea.”

My pulse speeds up, and I speak in a soft voice. “Okay. I trust you.”

“Good,” he growls, and tips me over on the couch so he can fuck me roughly.

By the time we both orgasm again, my brain is mush from pleasure and I don’t think to ask him again who he wants me to fuck.
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Chapter 2
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Eddie makes me wait in suspense for a couple of days until he comes home on Thursday and tells me he wants me to fuck two guys he knows from the gym. My inner slut wants to dance around the room at the thought of two guys. This is better than I imagined. Eddie has talked about Russell and Lance before, but I’ve never met them. My dear husband claims Russell and Lance are going to be perfect for me, which causes me to raise an eyebrow, but I don’t question why. I like the mystery of it all.

When Saturday rolls around, I’m a wet mess all day just thinking about tonight, and I spend extra time in the shower making sure everything is neat and tidy. It’s been years since another guy has seen my pussy, and it’s going to be two extra pairs of eyes. Oh god, is this nuts?

Shit, I need someone to tell me it's okay to be a hotwife. I briefly consider calling January, but I already know what she would say. January would tell me to hop on board the train to pound town. I need a neutral opinion, so I give my friend Mia a call.

She answers on the first ring. "Hey, I was just thinking of you. How was your trip?"

We chat for a few minutes about the trip last weekend, and I leave out anything about January fucking another guy. Mia's husband was on the Aspen trip with my husband, so she might have heard the hotwife news, but I’m not going to tell her January’s personal business.

When there's a natural lull in the conversation, I bring up the burning topic. "Did you hear Marilyn is now a hotwife?"

"Oh my God! I know, isn't that crazy?"

Ugh, she's going to think I'm an idiot. I'm about to laugh and agree when she continues. "I told Larry I'd fuck other guys for him, but he didn't seem impressed." She sighs dramatically. "Too bad."

Her response makes me laugh and I can feel my anxiety easing. "Eddie liked the idea, and I'm actually fucking two guys tonight."

She squeals so loudly I have to pull the phone away from my ear before she demands. "Tell me everything!"

We spend a few minutes discussing the upcoming night, and by the time I get off the phone, I’m calmer. She was the perfect person to call.

I daydream the rest of the afternoon, and my mental thoughts swing between thinking this is a horrible idea to being so turned on I’m ready to stalk my husband down and fuck him just for arranging this for me. Eddie knows I won’t share him, and he said he’s not asking for that, but that doesn’t mean he shouldn’t get a week’s worth of imaginary blowjob tokens. I might actually let him cash them in this time, too.

When the guys get here, I’m in the bedroom getting ready and my head is spinning with everything that’s about to happen. Eddie is in the living room talking with Russell and Lance like they’re all hanging out after a workout. Knowing they’re out there and waiting for me makes me shiver. If everything goes right, I’m about to have an amazing workout while Eddie watches.

Studying my lingerie options, I try to decide what to wear. I’m not sure why I didn’t think about this before now, but excitement has been scattering my brain. I want to feel sexy while Eddie enjoys the show. What’s going to say “I’m a slut who wants to be stuffed in two holes at once?”

Eventually, I pick what seems like just the right thing. The lingerie set has a sheer red bra that laces up the back and a matching thong. I bought this lingerie set last month because I knew Eddie would like it, but I haven’t had the time to model it for him. Now whenever I wear it in the future, we’ll both remember tonight. It will be the gift that keeps on giving.

I’m almost ready. Butterflies swirl in my stomach, and I press on it to calm my nerves as I slip into my red heels. When I check myself out in the mirror, I get a pleasant jolt from how sexy I am. Damn, I’m smoking hot. My nipples are barely covered, and the thong offers plenty of access to my pussy and my ass. My clit pulses in pleasure as I imagine taking both men at once—which holes will they use? I hope they at least spit roast me. What’s the fun of two guys if I don’t get two cocks at once? Of course, the ultimate dream is having all three holes filled like a greedy slut, but there’s no way I am going to protest about only having two. Like...poor me, I only get TWO holes filled!

I spend a few extra moments on my hair, leaving it long and curly, and I make sure my eyeliner and lipstick are perfect. It’s all probably getting completely destroyed, but they’ll get a few minutes to enjoy the sexy presentation.

I really wonder how they’re going to use me. One of them better take the lead. I won’t know what to do with myself, and I’ll end up standing around like an idiot if they don’t. The logistics of taking two men at once will be awkward if I have to direct the show.

The thought of two cocks sliding inside me makes my pussy flutter, and I shiver in pleasure. My mind flits again to the chance to have all three holes stuffed—maybe after tonight, Edward will consider doing it again with a third guy? Oh god, this is going to turn me into an insatiable slut. It’s amazing.

This whole thing’s happened so fast. Five days ago, Eddie told me he wanted to watch, and now there are two men in the living room ready to make it happen. My husband loves me and always tells me he’ll do anything for me. I’ve never doubted him, but now I believe him even more.

But the most important thing is that Eddie is here with me. I couldn’t do this without him. Knowing he’ll be watching me with these two men is both nerve-wracking and so much hotter...and it’s time to see how many times two men can make me come tonight.
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Chapter 3
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I gather my courage and strut out to the living room, where I find three sexy men. Eddie works hard at the gym, so I shouldn’t be surprised that his two friends are buff. They probably all hang out in the free-weight section, grunting and being manly together. My nipples harden as I imagine their sweaty, hard bodies. Yeah, okay, I need to focus.

We have an L-shaped couch, and Eddie is on one side while the two visitors sit on the longer section. I can easily guess which guy is Russell based on Eddie previously mentioning that Russell was over 50. He’s what I’d call a silver fox. His hair is dark brown but threaded with just enough gray at the temples to make my knees go a little weak. He has broad shoulders and biceps that make my toes curl. I know he could hold me down and make me never want to get up again. That’s definitely Russell.

Lance, the younger man, looks like he’s in his mid-20s. He’s just as muscular as Russell, but with a leaner look. He probably logs more hours on the treadmill than lifting weights. His sandy-blond hair is long enough for me to tangle my fingers in, and he’s just as good looking as Russell. Both men are wearing t-shirts and jeans—as if they’ve come over to watch a movie and relax.

As I stand in front of the men, my confidence wavers for a split second. My revealing lingerie and towering heels suddenly feel out of place in this room filled with powerful men. Then I look at Eddie, and everything falls into place because he’s grinning, clearly enjoying himself already.

All three men eye me hungrily while I shiver from pleasure. Russell lifts his eyebrows as he appraises me and I can tell he appreciates my lingerie, while Lance lets out a low wolf whistle.

“Hi, guys,” I say in my best seductive tone, trying to mask my nervousness.

I can feel my pussy getting wetter from the way they’re staring at me, and it’s like a switch gets flipped in my brain as all my fear drains away and is replaced with excitement. “Thanks for coming over.”

Lance chuckles, and Russell's voice is a sexy rumble that punches me in the gut with lust and makes me tremble as he says, “That’s quite the outfit.”

I’m so turned on I’m practically vibrating, and I give him a coy smile. “I wanted to look pretty.”

Russell’s deep laugh gives him a dominant aura, and my pussy clenches in response. Oh yeah, we like Russell.

He appraises me with a smirk and asks, “Is pretty really the look you were going for?”

I bite my lip, uncertain how to answer. Should I tell him I wanted to be a gorgeous slut? He’s looking at me like I’m a treat he’s going to devour, and my core tightens as my body responds.

Before I say anything, he continues. “Because you look like a slut who wants both her holes used. Isn’t that right?”

I gasp, and my eyes fly to Eddie. He’s got a tiny grin on his face, and I can tell he told Russell what to say to me. The submissive part of my brain kicks in from the double dose of control from Eddie pulling the strings, and it turns me into the sluttiest version of myself. The world gets fuzzy around the edges, and I can feel all my mental reservations dropping before I finally respond.

“Yes. I want you to fuck any of my holes. Whatever you want. I’m yours to use.”

My answer seems to please Russell. His eyes sparkle as he growls, “Good girl. Now come over here so we can use you.”

I instinctively reply, “Yes, sir,” and put a little extra sway in my hips as I walk to him. I’m ready to be an obedient toy and do whatever they say.

Russell takes my hand and pulls me into his arms so he can kiss me. He starts out soft as his lips brush against mine before groaning and nipping at my lower lip. When I open my mouth for him, he claims what I’m offering, sweeping his tongue inside to dance with mine. Heat spirals through my body, and I sigh into him.

When he lets go of me, Lance is there, pulling me into his lap. I straddle him, and there’s nothing soft about Lance’s kiss, not even for a second. He forces my mouth open with his tongue and groans into me. He palms my breast and teases at my nipple, making me moan.

He grinds me against his hard cock through his jeans as he grabs a handful of my ass. “Your husband said you were our toy for tonight. We’re going to enjoy using you.”

My head spins, and I think I fall more in love with my husband in that second. How did Eddie know how much I’d want them to treat me like a toy?

“I’m your toy,” I agree and look over at Eddie.

Eddie is relaxed against the couch cushions, and his hard cock is creating a tent in his pants. I flash him a grin, and when he smiles back at me, I can tell he’s dazed from lust. Knowing Eddie likes this relaxes me. The most important thing tonight is that we both have fun, and he’s clearly enjoying me being a slut.

Russell takes my attention as he stands up and strips, and Lance tips me off of his lap and onto the couch so he can get up and remove his clothes as well. I stop worrying about anything other than the two cocks I’m about to have inside me.

Their cocks are both completely gorgeous. Russell’s is just like him; thick and long, with veins bulging along the length of it. He’s not fully hard yet, and I have a moment of doubt as I watch it growing before my eyes. Am I going to be able to take all of him? The thought sends a lightning bolt of pleasure to my clit. Who knows, but I’m up for the challenge.

Lance is also impressive. His cock is longer than Russell’s, but not as thick. It’s still more than enough to make me whimper and squirm with need. He’s fully hard, and the bulbous head is already glistening with pre-cum.

I’ve always loved Eddie’s cock, and he’s got nothing to worry about in that department. But seeing these men and knowing I’m about to have two of my holes stuffed while my husband watches makes me even more wet. Neediness shoots through me, and I whimper a little. I’m really about to become a hotwife.

I don’t know where to even start. Do they want me to suck on them—and if so, which one?

I don’t have to debate long. Russell hauls me off the couch, pushes me to my knees, and steps back. “Open wide, slut.”

Yep, I know which hole is getting used first. Lance steps into my line of sight as I open my mouth for him. I reach for his legs to steady myself as he slides his cock between my lips. I expected him to give me time to adjust, so I’m surprised when he slides straight down into my throat.

“You’re just holes for us to use,” Lance says, and I moan around his cock. “A fucktoy desperate to be covered in cum.”

Oooooh. I am just a desperate fucktoy who wants their cum everywhere I can get it. I try to mumble yes around his cock as he pushes in further. He’s stretching out my mouth, and he’s so long that he’s pushing at my gag reflex. He’s going slow and not being rough, but it’s still work to take him all the way in. I’m loving every moment.

Russell doesn’t seem satisfied with Lance’s slow pace. He places his hand on the back of my head and guides me, forcing me to take Lance’s cock deeper as Lance’s hips touch my face. I think for just a moment about that lipstick I carefully applied. It’s going to be smeared all around my mouth after this. If my mouth wasn’t full of cock, I’d laugh.

And we’re just getting started.

Lust pings through my brain, and I moan loudly as I bob my head eagerly with Russell’s hand guiding me. Each time Lance is buried to the hilt, it makes me crave even more debasement. This right here is what Eddie never gives me. He can’t use me like this, and I don’t even know how he knew I needed it.

Lance groans, and for a second, I think he’s going to come down my throat. I’m eager for it, desperate for his cum, but he pulls out, panting. Dammit!

Before I have a chance to catch my breath, Russell kneels in front of me, his massive cock in my face. I lean forward on my hands and knees as he slides between my lips. Lance felt big in my mouth, but Russell is a whole new world. It’s a tight fit, and he’s not being gentle.

As he fucks my face, he’s the perfect amount of roughness that I thought would only happen in my dreams. I can barely keep up, but I do my best, sucking and taking him as he threads his hands in my hair and holds onto my head to hold me right where he wants me.

I feel Lance move in behind me, his cock hard against my ass cheek.

“Good toys get what they want,” Lance murmurs as he caresses my ass.

I moan around Russell’s cock, and the vibrations make Russell murmur, “Fuuuck,” as I throw myself on his cock more eagerly.

Russell groans, “Is our fucktoy ready to get it in two holes?”

I manage to nod as Russell continues to fuck my face. Lance responds by sliding his hands around me, one hand pulling on a nipple while the other hand moves between my legs. He slides my thong to the side and plays with my clit. He sets up a rhythm, brushing circles around my clit seemingly in tempo with Russell fucking my mouth.

My brain shuts off. All I can do is let these men use me, and I feel an orgasm building in a wave. I peep out tiny moans as the pleasure builds in layers, and when my climax hits, I come fast and hard, screaming around Russell’s cock.

Russell swears and keeps thrusting into my mouth while Lance doesn’t let up on my clit, drawing out the pleasure until I sag between them.

“Oh god,” I whimper when Russell finally pulls out of my mouth.

Lance snickers and Russell reaches down to tilt up my chin. “Our fucktoy better not be tired. That’s only one hole. We’ve got more to use.”

My head spins as I breathe out, “Yes...more.”

“Good girl,” he says as he stands up. “Come here.”

I stumble to my feet, and Russell pulls my panties down my legs. I go to step out of my heels, but he stops me.

“Keep those on,” he says as he sits down on the middle cushion of the couch and pulls me into his lap. I’m kneeling over his enormous cock, red stilettos on my feet, and I’m not sure I’ve ever felt filthier...or sexier.

I take a quick second to glance over and make sure Eddie is okay. My eyes go wide, and I giggle. He’s more than okay; he’s rock hard. He hasn’t taken his cock out, but he’s palming himself lightly through his pants.

I whimper with delight as Russell plunges a thick finger into my pussy. I’m wet enough that I know my juices are coating his hand. My body is eager for more, and I buck my hips against him, trying to grind down a little.

He slaps my tit hard enough to sting, and I gasp from the pleasurable pain.

“Dirty little slut,” he growls. “Be a good girl and don’t move. I decide when you get pleasure.”

He punctuates the end of the sentence with a second finger pressed into me, and I groan. My leg muscles shake as he starts to finger fuck me, stretching his fingers wide part. I cry out from the sting as I imagine his fingers are his cock. I’m practically in a frenzy, and I can’t stop my hips from moving, but this time he doesn’t try to stop me.

When he removes his fingers, I cry out, frustrated at the sudden emptiness. I must be pouting because he laughs at me and tweaks my nipple. “Poor greedy slut just wants cock. How about we both give it to you?”

My pussy clenches with eagerness, and I moan, “Yes, please.”

This is all I’ve been wanting since my husband offered me two men. I want them to fuck two holes at once until I’m mindless from pleasure and can’t even speak.

Russell’s eyes narrow, and he presses his wet fingers against my mouth. I know what he wants. I open my mouth, and he slips them in. I suck on his fingers, cleaning my own juices off him. The saltiness of his skin mixed with my unique taste is delicious, and I moan, gripping his wrist and sucking his fingers as if he’s offered me the finest ambrosia. I’m such a slut.

“Good girl.”

He pulls his fingers free of my mouth and lines his cock up with my pussy. I have barely a moment to adjust before he pulls me down, spearing me on his gigantic cock.

“Ohhhh, god!” I cry out.

The stretch is incredible and overwhelming. I feel myself soaking him as he bottoms out. I’m so tight around him I can feel every single inch of him. He flexes his hips, forcing me to fuck him and barely giving me time to adjust to his size. I whimper and moan as I work to meet his thrusts. He holds onto my hips and rocks me against him.

He’s so thick he almost hurts, but when Lance comes behind me and wraps his hand around me and moves it between my legs to play with my clit, everything suddenly feels amazing. I’ve never felt this full. My body feels invaded, but in the most amazing way.

Heat builds in my core, and I moan as it spirals through me. I rotate my hips harder, my tits bouncing. The cups on my bra are already so low that they slip down, exposing my nipples. Russell groans and reaches forward, pulling one into his mouth as he continues to pound into me. At the same time, Lance pinches my clit and I scream as a sudden orgasm hits me. White-hot pleasure ripples through me, and stars sparkle along the corners of my vision. They fuck me through it, drawing out the pleasure as my pussy clenches on Russell’s cock.

Russell slows down, rocking against me gently and in my post-orgasmic haze, I hear the flip-top of a bottle from behind me a second before I feel Lance’s fingers between my ass cheeks. The lube on his fingers is cold, and I tense up for a moment as I feel him press at my hole there.

“Relax,” he says in my ear. His voice is firm but not commanding the way Russell’s is. “You want this, don’t you?”

“Mmm hmm.” I’m not sure I can form words, but I’m able to say, “Mmm hmm.”

“Then let me in.”

His finger probes at my ass, and I force myself to relax. Russell keeps rocking in me slowly, just enough to keep a low hum of pleasure rippling through me. There is a disorienting moment when Lance’s finger presses past my rim, and then the sensation of fullness overwhelms me. I whimper and fight my instinct to push back against the feeling.

“Oh, good girl,” Lance says, his voice full of praise that makes me want to wiggle and whimper with happiness. “But there’s a lot more. You’re going to take more like a good little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I moan.

I need this. Oh god, how I need this.

He doesn’t respond as he removes his finger. I hear him add more lube, and then a second finger is pressing into me. I cry out, craving this more and more as he strokes his fingers in me.

“Give me more,” I whimper. “Fuck me. Fill me with your cock. Please, please, please, fuck my ass.”

I hear Eddie moan, and I focus enough to look at him. Eddie has his cock out now, and he’s stroking. His eyes are wide, and the expression of bliss on his face matches how I feel.

Then Lance grants me my wish. There’s a cold sensation of more lube before I feel his cock pressing my ass open. It’s so much bigger than his fingers, and I’m already stretched full by Russell’s massive cock.

I cry out, whimpering, trying to take his cock in my ass. I want to be a good fucktoy for them, but I’m so full. This is even more than I expected.

“Breathe,.” he says, stroking his hand down my back.

I exhale shakily, and I can hear him smile as I loosen up around him. “Good girl, taking everything we give you.”

He pushes into me farther, and I can feel the stretch, but it’s bearable now. He drills into me slowly until he’s buried all the way in my ass.

Holy fuck. This is amazing. I’m so grateful that they did it this way because if I had to manage Russell’s extra-large girth in my ass, I don’t know how it would have gone.

“Does this feel good?” Russell groans as both men move in me.

I’m so stuffed and aching that the room spins. “Can’t think,” I whimper.

“You don’t have to think,” he chuckles. “Dirty sluts just have to get fucked.”

His words make me moan. He’s right. I don’t have to think. I just have to let them fill me.

The men move together and find their rhythm. They pace their strokes so I’m caught between them, always full as they press in and out of me. The pleasure is so intense I can’t do anything but cry out as I race towards another orgasm. This one is going to be big.

I can feel my pussy and my ass gripping at them, eager for them, desperate for more. I hold on to Russell’s shoulders so they can stroke into me faster. With my body so stretched, they’re both hitting spots deep inside of me that are sparking waves of pleasure. I’m crying out gibberish, begging for release but knowing that they aren’t stopping me from coming. I don’t know what else I need, but I’m desperate to come.

I sense movement by my side, and when I look, Eddie’s right next to me. He’s stripped, and his thick cock is out, aimed towards me. I’ve never seen him so hard.

Letting go of Russell’s shoulders, I lean over and cry out as he grips the back of my head and pulls my mouth onto his cock. Both Russell and Lance groan in unison, and Eddie curses as he pushes my mouth down the length of his shaft, farther than I usually take him.

This is everything I wanted. I’m stuffed in all of my holes, and I’ve never been so full. My husband, my wonderful husband, is here, filling the last hole and making my dream come true. This is what was missing.

Russell’s thrusts get sharper and shorter, and I know he’s close to coming. Lance has an iron grip on my hips, and I think he’s holding on by a thread. And Eddie has never fucked my mouth like this, this urgent, this needy, this fucking hard.

I feel like the biggest slut ever as Eddie comes in a surge, firing down my throat. I can barely keep up. Some of his cum dribbles down my chin and chest as I try to gulp it all down. The men in my other holes move faster, making it even more difficult.

The feeling of being coated with his cum is the last thing I need. The orgasm slams into me like a ton of bricks, and I turn into a wild woman, riding the cocks inside me, chasing the pleasure as it spikes and recedes. I’m moaning and crying out, unable to think of anything as the rapture overtakes me.

My husband’s cock is still in my mouth, and I barely hear Russell groan out a curse as he slams into me and explodes. He paints my cave walls with his warm cum, which sets off another full-blow orgasm as Lance empties ropes of sticky cum deep into my ass.

The three men fuck me through my orgasm and theirs until we collapse into a slow heap. There’s cum leaking out of me from everywhere. I have no way to know whose is where, and I giggle deliriously from pleasure. I’ve never been happier.

Eddie settles down next to me, and Lance and Russell slowly pull out as cum drips and coats my thighs. I whimper at the emptiness, painfully sore and already wanting more of everything.

Russell and Lance get up from the couch and slump down onto the cushions while Eddie strokes my hair. When the men are cleaned up and dressed, they take turns bending down to kiss me. I have no energy to even lift my head, and I let them come to me.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” Russell says. “Thank you.”

I murmur my thanks, and when he moves away, Lance is there, kissing me just as fiercely as that first time. “Thanks,” he says. “That was fantastic.”

Eddie tells me he’ll be right back, and he ushers them out of the living room.

When they’re gone, I lie on the couch grinning and completely at peace. I’m coated with cum, sore, and blissfully in love with my husband. I close my eyes and drift while I listen to him say goodbye to the men at the front door.

***
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I don’t know how long I’m out of it before Eddie comes back and lifts me into his arms. He carries me into the bathroom and sets me on my feet, removing the last of my lingerie. He’s naked, and I barely have time to think before he’s lowering me into his lap into a warm bath. Oh wow, I was so out of it I didn’t even hear him running the water.

We soak together, and he cleans me gently with a wash cloth.

“How do you feel, baby?”

“Wonderful,” I say with a smile, knowing he can’t see it.

God, tonight rivals any sexual experience I’ve ever had, but it was only this amazing because of Eddie.

When he laughs, he sounds so delighted that it makes me giggle with him. After he quiets, he asks, “Do you really mean that?”

I turn in the tub so I’m looking at him, and I can see he honestly needs to know. I get goosebumps realizing just how thoughtful my husband is. Smiling at him, I wrap my arms around his neck as the words come from my soul.

“I’m more than wonderful, and tonight was absolutely perfect.”

His eyes twinkle. I can tell he’s happy as he beams at me with love. “It really was, wasn’t it? I can’t believe we just did that. It was...”

When he trails off, I ask, “What?”

His grin widens, and I swear he’s blushing a little. “Wild.”

“Wasn’t it?” I ask him as I settle against his chest again. “We’re both filthy. What does that say about us?”

“That we’re incredibly lucky and perfect for each other.”

He kisses my head, and we let the steam and warmth of the bath soak in and ease our bodies. I don’t want to move. I feel safe and loved.

He kisses my head again and whispers, “Are you going to want to do this again?”

A zing of delight runs through me as I reply. “How about just one extra cock next time? Three at once should only be for special occasions.”

He laughs. “Deal.”

Oh God, in the morning I’m calling Mia. She’ll never believe I took a guy in each hole. 

The thought makes me giggle, and Eddie asks, “What you thinking about?”

I laugh again. “I’ve decided I really like being your slut, and I have the best husband ever.”

“Good.” He gives a contented hum that I can feel through his chest.

Yep, I really do have the most amazing husband. 

The End
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