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Chapter 1

If one of my students saw me right now, I’d be in so much trouble, I thought as I felt the young man’s hand reach around from behind and tentatively cup one of my breasts.  I didn’t get a great look at him in the haze of strobe lights and sensuous darkness of the club, but he looked to be at least half my age, probably a college student at one of the local universities.  If felt so wrong grinding on someone almost young enough to be one of my students, or even one of my kids, but the taboo of it made it even hotter. 

Hesitantly at first, he started squeezing and kneading my breast with one hand, the other hand firmly grasping my left hip, holding me in place.  When I responded by grinding my ass into his crotch, he got more confident and began groping me with more intensity, causing my nipples to harden immediately. 

This alone was enough to send a bolt of hot electricity through my whole body and straight to my core.  It was such a turn-on being in the middle of a crowded dance floor, surrounded by people and being felt up, on display for anyone to see.  It felt so slutty and improper, but I couldn’t help myself.  I loved being watched and being used by this sexy young stud. 

As he hungrily groped me, I felt the bulge in his pants start to grow.  His hands wandered all over my body, grazing over my toned stomach, lightly pinching my nipples that poked through my revealing dress, then going lower, inching closer and closer to my sweet spot. 

I responded in kind, grinding harder against him and guiding his large, strong hands towards my crotch. 

He slid his fingers under the high slit in my dress, hardly needing to hike it up to be able to get what he was after.  A surge of adrenaline washed over me as I felt the younger man’s fingers on my bare pussy, easy to access since I never wore underwear when I went to the club.  I could tell he was surprised but I eagerly ground myself against his fingers, encouraging him to use me however he saw fit. 

Without a second thought he plunged two fingers into my pussy, which was so soaked with arousal that they went in easily.  He started roughly fingering me, overcome with raw desire.  I could tell he wasn’t that experienced, but that turned me on even more.  Was I one of his first? Maybe he fucked girls all the time but thought his muscles and cock were all he needed to please a woman.  I would have so loved to take him home and teach him all there was to know about really taking care of a woman. 

My gyrations slowed as I got lost in the heat of the moment, and without warning I felt one of the young man’s hands roughly grab my jaw, forcing my mouth open.  He slid his fingers out of my wet slit and shoved them into my wide-open mouth, forcing me to taste my own wetness.  I could feel how strong he was by the way he man-handled me.  Was he an athlete?  The feeling of his young, fit body against mine made me completely melt into him. 

Not missing a beat, I closed my mouth around his fingers and sucked, enjoying the dirtiness of tasting my own pussy in a crowded public place.

I looked around me a bit and noticed we were beginning to get some stares.  Maybe it was time to move things off of the dance floor.  Regardless, I absolutely needed to get a better taste of his body. 

Turning around to face him, I cupped his face in my hands and went in for a deep kiss.  I slipped my tongue in, filling his mouth with the taste of my dripping cunt.  As his tongue started mingling with mine, I felt his large hands reach around and start groping my ass.  I felt him start to hike my dress up so he could cop a feel of my fully exposed ass.  As much as I wanted to fully expose myself in front of everyone in the club, I knew it would be too risky.  Before he got the chance, I pulled away from the kiss, lightly grabbed the corner of his shirt, and gestured for him to follow me, leading him off of the dance floor with me.

As we walked through the club, I noticed guy after guy staring lustfully at me, undressing me with their eyes.  My cheeks flushed as I thought about the naughtiness of the situation, wearing such a skimpy outfit, showing off my toned, sculpted physique that I honed through countless hours at the gym.  I wondered if any of these guys would masturbate to me when they got home that night.  For a moment, I felt guilty at the thought of what my students’ parents or fellow faculty members would think if they saw me like this.  I was generally known as one of the most diligent and disciplined teachers at school, but if someone knew what I did after hours… 

My thought was interrupted when I noticed that we had arrived at a spot I could use – the restrooms.  I grabbed the young man’s hand and pulled him into the small hallway leading up to them.  As we walked by, I noticed a number of couples getting a bit handsier than the average club-goers on the dark couches lining one side of the hallway.  A man fingering a girl sitting on his lap, a few couples making out, a girl with one tit out of her shirt, getting it sucked by another girl. 

Pulling him behind me into the men’s room, I scanned the stalls and urinals for people.  No one.  I pulled him into a stall with me.  Now that the room was lit better, I could actually see some of the young man’s features.  He had a youthful, attractive face, pretty forest-green eyes that were brought into focus by strong cheek bones and a square jaw.  His hair was short and dirty blonde, in a basic short cut.  Despite his young-looking face, he had an imposing form, towering over me and rippling with muscles.  Definitely an athlete. 

I eagerly kneeled down, my bare knees on the cold bathroom tiles, and pulled down his joggers by the waistband, then quickly did the same with his boxers.  Fuck, I’m actually doing this.  I’m gonna suck a random college kid’s dick in the bathroom of a club, I thought, an intoxicating cocktail of guilt and arousal welling up from deep within me.

As I pulled down his boxers I got my first glimpse at his cock, uncut and dripping with precum.  I held it in my hand, feeling its considerable weight despite being mostly soft.  I heard him groan slightly, obviously surprised and excited at his luck. 

In my younger years, I would never have had the guts to do something like this.  In the first place, I wouldn’t have wanted to be seen as a slut.  But as a more mature adult, I became much more comfortable just going after what I wanted. 

Wrapping my hand around his cock, I firmly stroked it until it was at full mast, using my other hand to gently fondle his big swollen balls.  Within seconds he was fully hard, his cock looming over my face, bobbing up and down with lust.  A single drop of precum dripped down onto my face as I looked up at him, his expression intensely focused and ravenous, trained on my lips.  I obliged him and took him into my mouth.  Without any warning, I forced his entire sizable length down my throat until my nose was pressed into his pelvis and my eyes started to water.  I looked up at him and saw his eyes go wide.  His cock spasmed in my throat.  I used my tongue to stimulate the underside of his shaft, then started bobbing my head, feeling his balls slapping against my chin at the end of each thrust.  It didn’t take long for my throat to start to burn slightly from the skull-fucking, but that just meant I’d have a reminder of my debauchery the next day.

Groaning louder than before, he grabbed my head so he could thrust into me at his own pace.  He began brutally punishing my throat, making my makeup run and spit dribble down my chin onto the dirty floor tiles of the bathroom stall.  My knees were getting a bit sore from kneeling for so long but all I cared about was milking a thick load out of this college jock.  The sound of his cock sliding in an out of my throat echoed through the bathroom.  If anyone came in here, they would immediately know what was going on. 

“You’re such a fucking slut,” he snarled at me as I gagged on him.  “How many cocks have you sucked to be able to take this much down your throat?”  I could hear his breath picking up.  He grabbed a handful of my hair right by the base of my scalp and started thrusting into my mouth with even more intensity than before.

I reached down, hiked my dress up to my waist, and slid a finger into my pussy.  I was wet and swollen, aching for more.  I alternated between fingering myself and feverishly stroking my clit while allowing him to fuck my throat. 

Moments later, I felt his whole body go rigid, his shaft growing harder in my mouth. 

“Mmph, I’m gonna cum,” he moaned.  He withdrew his cock from my mouth and started vigorously stroking it, using my spit and his precum as lube.  Within seconds, he exploded onto me, shooting out rope after rope of cum, most landing on my tongue and in my mouth but one or two streaking my face.  I stood up, pulled my dress down so it covered my ass, and winked at him seductively before leaving the stall. 

I walked back out to the main club area, fresh cum painted on my face.  The thought of having a stranger’s cum on my face in public made my swollen pussy pulse. 

Passing the dance floor, I headed to the couches near the bar and found my husband Scott sitting down, sipping on a drink. 

“Hey Tracy, how has your night been?  Have you been having a fun time?” He asked, gesturing for me to sit down with him.

I smiled naughtily at him and opened my mouth wide, showing him the huge load of cum I had been holding there for the past minute or so.  I swallowed it, then opened my mouth once again to show him it was all gone. 

“Ah, I see that you have,” he chuckled and gave me a pat on the head.  “I know I enjoyed the part of the show I got to watch.  You love showing off your sexy body and seducing younger guys, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do,” I replied, blushing a bit but glowing from the hotness of the whole night.  If there was one thing I loved more than being on display and getting used by strangers, it was doing it all for my sexy husband to watch.  He loved seeing me doing slutty things, being his personal porn star. 

He got up out of his seat and put out his hand to help me up.  My legs were a little shaky with the excitement of the night, and I walked out of the club with him, my hand in his, a stranger’s cum still streaking my face.  Once we got outside, Scott called up an uber and we headed home for the night. 


Chapter 2

My workouts were always some of the highlights of my week.  No matter what was going on that day or that week, I knew I always had the stability and consistency of my workouts to wind myself down and let off some steam.  It was nice to know that in a sea of faculty meetings, lesson plans, and tests and essays that needed to be graded, that I could relax into a nice long jog on the treadmill, do some yoga, or do my bodyweight exercises to get away from it all.  It felt good to know that my hobby made me healthier too. 

That said, there are other reasons as well that I like going to the gym, I considered as I jogged on the treadmill after work one day, lost in thought.    

The main one was that I could attract the lusty attention of almost any guy there with my lean, well-kept body.  It always gave me a little thrill seeing men’s heads turn when they noticed my tits bouncing while I ran on a treadmill, a sports bra hugging my chest with my nipples poking through.  I loved seeing men double-take when they looked at my curves, my butt accentuated by high-waisted leggings, my mid-section fully exposed.  Better still, anyone who knew me knew that I was one of the most serious and proper teachers at the local high school, someone who was professional and dedicated at school, yet quiet and reserved personally.  Basically, I was seen as unattainable, especially considering that I had been married to my husband Scott for twelve years. 

While Scott and I had a very respectful, communicative and tender relationship, we also had a darker, kinkier side that most people did not know about.  Our kinks mainly revolved around my exhibitionism and Scott’s voyeurism.  He loved showing me off as his “trophy wife,” though our vanilla relationship was fully egalitarian and balanced. 

It started with Scott picking out my outfit one night when we went to a nice dinner for his work.  He picked out a long red dress for me that was more revealing than what I would ordinarily wear to a formal occasion.  It hugged my curves and showed off my cleavage.  I was initially uncomfortable at the thought of being seen in something so risqué, but when I saw how excited he was about it, I decided to give it a try just for that night.  Surprisingly, I loved being shown off by him.  He loved seeing all the men’s eyes on me, seeing how much they desired me.  From there, we gradually upped the stakes, making sure to go to places where I wouldn’t be recognized, like night clubs in the city.  I loved the release from the normal strictness with which I conducted myself. 

We had never done anything quite as intense as that night a couple weeks ago, though.  I didn’t do much more than just dance with a few guys at the club, maybe make out a bit, while my husband would hang back and watch.  This time was different, as we were both ready to take it up another level.  I could still remember the excitement of the stranger’s cock on my lips and down my throat, his cum filling my mouth.  I wanted more.  And as dirty as I felt about the big age gap, that part was maybe the hottest thing of all.  I pushed the thought quickly out of my mind, but not before a rush of wetness soaked my panties. 

Before I had a chance to fully get my mind back to my run, a familiar voice called my name from a nearby vending machine. 

“Hey, Tracy!  Just wanted to say hi since I’m about to head out.  How is everything?” 

It was my friend Veronica, a woman who lived in the same housing plan as Scott and me.  She had middle-school aged son and was a beautiful, 30-something woman with an alluring, womanly frame.  She had long, wavy hair that was a natural muted red color, soft facial features, and glowing bright blue eyes.  I always admired how naturally beautiful she was, not to mention kind and sweet.  The two of us got to know each other from the gym, but we originally met through an open house from when I used to teach grade 5 a few years ago. 

“Hi Veronica, it’s good to see you!  Things have been good here; I’ve just been preparing study guides and whatnot since finals are around the corner.  How is your family?”

“All is good here.  Steven has been swamped with work, so I haven’t gotten to see him much lately, but he’s good otherwise.  Kyle has made friends in his class and is doing well in school.  You know, we really haven’t hung out much recently.  What are you doing this weekend?”

Come to think of it, I hadn’t spent much time with anyone other than my husband recently.  School tended to keep me fully occupied most of the time, and the few free nights I had were always spent with Scott.  Wait, maybe I could invite Veronica to the party! I realized. 

“I’m busy on Friday and Sunday, but if you’re free Saturday evening, Scott is hosting a party that I’d love for you to come to,” I replied with a warm smile.  Scott had been planning a party the past couple days, which was unusual for him, but I thought it was sweet and would be a nice release from my work.  Maybe Veronica and I could get some nice girl time in, something I was sorely in need of. 

“I’ll be there!  I’ll see if Steven can come too,” she said.  We said our goodbyes and she headed out. 

I got back to my workout and got somewhat lost in thought.  I wondered who my husband was inviting to the party.  He was a bit vague about it, so I assumed it would mainly be his usual friends just coming over to drink beers and watch a game in the living room.  Not necessarily my speed, but maybe it would give me a chance to show off a bit for them, I thought to myself.  The thought made me push even harder in my workout, and before long I forgot all about it and went home, getting focused on preparing for my students’ upcoming finals. 


Chapter 3

“Wait… y-you want me to wear what?” I stammered, realizing what Scott had planned.

“What, I think it’s cute!  I’m sure it’ll be a big hit tonight,” he replied, a devilish look on his face.  He had to have planned this all along. 

I had woken up on the morning of the party relatively unsuspecting.  Not that it was all that normal for Scott to plan a party for no apparent reason and not even include me in the planning or invites, but I must have just assumed it was going to be a glorified guys’ night.  Come to think of it, maybe it really is going to be a glorified guys’ night, just not in the way I initially thought, I mused to myself, fighting the embarrassment that washed over me when I realized what he was planning. 

We had planned for guests to arrive at around 5:00, so I spent the day lounging around, trying to keep my energy up in anticipation of having a long evening of entertaining people.  When the time came to get ready for the party, I decided that I’d put on my sluttiest makeup and outfit.  As I was doing my makeup, Scott came up from behind me. 

“Hey, have you decided on your outfit?  Because I have something in mind that I think will be more fun than anything you might have planned.”

“I don’t know about that,” I winked at him playfully, laying on some seductive charm.  “I think our guests will be well-entertained tonight.”

“Just trust me,” he replied.  “When you finish your makeup, come follow me to the bedroom.  I have your outfit laid out on the bed.” 

My curiosity piqued, I headed across the hallway to the bedroom.  When I looked at the bed, my heart skipped a beat.  I expected a revealing bodycon dress or maybe a low-cut top and short skirt, but all I saw was a pair of red heels and a tag attached that had the words “Tracy’s Outfit” on them in Scott’s handwriting. 

“I can’t just wear those in front of people…  I could lose my job.  Who is even coming to the party tonight?”  My face burned with embarrassment.  What if the neighbors saw me like that?  Even Scott’s friends seeing me like that would be too much.  I had never even been seen in my underwear by anyone I wasn’t at least dating, let alone being seen naked by my husband’s friends.  It would be a huge scandal if word got out that a local high school teacher hosted a party in just a pair of heels. 

Scott wrapped his arms around me from behind, his t-shirt barely concealing the well-defined lines of his muscles.  “Like I said before, I think you’ll be a hit.  I picked out the invite list carefully… you’ll be totally safe.  No one will find out outside of this party.  And besides, I know you enjoyed upping the ante two weeks ago at the club.  I figured this might be just the thing to get you all hot and bothered for me,” he whispered softly into my ear while tracing his fingers over my hips and waist, making my heart flutter a bit. 

“Also, you’re extra cute when you’re beet-red,” he added, which made me blush even harder.  Without another word, he left the room and headed downstairs to continue prepping for the party.

I looked myself up and down in the mirror, examining my naked body, my hair and my makeup.  It was funny to think like this, but even though I was in my 30’s I felt sexier and more beautiful than ever.  It was a long time in the making, involving lots of self-doubt and self-confrontation, but I felt comfortable in my own skin.  And I worked for my looks, too.  You know what, fuck it, I thought.  I trusted Scott and knew he wouldn’t do anything that would put my career in jeopardy.  If I was being truly honest with myself, the idea of being on display, naked, in front of whoever Scott wanted to invite was extremely hot.  I knew that if I wanted to explore new territory, I would need to venture a bit out of my comfort zone.  I stepped into the heels Scott picked out for me and went downstairs to meet him, fully naked.

A large grin spread across Scott’s handsome face when he saw me come down the stairs to meet him. 

“I love those long legs you have, they look great with your new style,” he mused, eyeing me up and down.  It was true; my legs looked much longer with the heels, and they brought out the natural curvature of my butt.  Wearing them like this had to make me look like some kind of porn star. He gave me a light smack on the ass, then grabbed the supple flesh and gave it a firm squeeze.  His strong arms and hands made me feel small and owned by him, reminding me that I was his trophy wife to show off to anyone he pleased, a toy to share as he saw fit.

“Normally, I like to just pick your outfit and let you run wild, but today I have a couple instructions for you,” he said, walking over to the kitchen and setting out some bottles of various alcohols and mixers. 

“The first thing is that you are going to be today’s host.  If any of the guests at the party need anything, you will be the one that takes care of it.  Make sure to be as accommodating as you can, since I’m sure you want our guests to be as comfortable as possible,” a sly gleam flickered in his eye.  “Any snacks, any drinks, or any special requests will be up to you to fulfill.” 

Hearing him say that made my imagination run wild at the thought of what I might be asked to do.  I could feel my body starting to tingle. 

“The second thing is that you will be answering the door, taking the guests’ bags or jackets, and showing them through the house if they are unfamiliar.”  I figured I could handle that pretty well.  After all, I’d have to be naked all night anyways.

“The last thing I wanted to let you know, just so you’re aware, is -” Scott started, but before he could finish his thought, the doorbell rang.  I looked at him to finish, but he just smiled back at me devilishly and made his way back to the kitchen, leaving whoever knocked on the door for me to handle. 

My heart was pounding, wondering who it would be.  I had thought that this instruction would be the easier of the two, since all I had to do was take some coats.  I was wrong.  The uncertainty of who was behind the door was exhilarating and nerve-wracking.  I could feel my legs starting to shake.  What if it was Jeff, our next-door neighbor?  What if it was just a delivery man that wasn’t even associated with the party?  What if a student stopped by to pick up some work from a missed school day?  I trembled and wanted to just run upstairs and escape, but I knew I couldn’t.  Whoever was there was waiting for me to answer, and I couldn’t just keep standing there doing nothing. 

I braced myself and scraped together all the courage I had in me, then walked to the door and opened it up.  When I saw who it was, I felt all the blood rush to my head.  It was Mark, a friend of Scott’s and a neighbor from down the street.  When he saw me his eyes darted straight down to my breasts, but he pulled them back up quickly, training them on my lips, then just looking away awkwardly.

“Oh, hi Mark, welcome to the party,” I squeaked out as I gestured for him to come in.  I could feel the cool, early summer breeze on my bare skin and I nervously shivered, acutely aware that there was nowhere to hide and no way to cover up.  I closed the door behind him and hung his coat in the closet.

“You can feel free to hang out in the living room, kitchen or wherever else.  If you need anything, let me know and I’ll take care of it for you,” I assured him, blushing deeper at the submissive tone.

“O-okay, thanks,” he replied absently.  He seemed a bit nervous too.  As I walked out of the room to bring in some snacks, Scott walked in to greet him and keep him company since he was the first guest to arrive.  As I walked out of the room, I could feel Mark’s eyes on my ass, watching it sway back and forth, put on display even more by the heels. 

A few minutes later, I heard another knock on the door, and my heart started fluttering again.  Opening the door this time, I was greeted by four men, all of whom I recognized.  Daniel and James I knew for years, having been long-time friends of my husband.  The other two, Noah and Jackson, were familiar faces who I didn’t know quite as well, new work friends Scott made after getting his new job.  Maybe they felt a sense of security in numbers, but none of them seemed all that timid or hesitant.  They all comfortably greeted me, none of them afraid to eye my body up and down.

“Hey, nice outfit Trace,” James joked, giving me a playful smack on the butt as he walked past.  I was instantly wet.  I was always drawn to his easy demeanor and attractive features and I couldn’t believe I was naked in front of him like this.  I was still embarrassed, but I felt the first wave of arousal of the afternoon seeing him.  The other guys followed him into the living room, already engrossed in conversation with each other.  

It seemed like everyone had arrived, and the guys all settled into the couch and drinking beer, some of them watching a game on the TV, others mainly catching up, talking with Scott.  I could hardly get a break from “hosting” them; it seemed like every other minute someone was asking me to get him a drink, refill the pretzel bowl, or show him to the bathroom.  Each one of the requests seemed like an excuse just to see my ass as I walked out of the room, or to get a closer glimpse of my tits as I bent down to set a beer on the coffee table.  My confidence was growing as this all went on; it felt kind of good to be the object of desire for all these people I knew.  I loved having their eyes glued to my every move.  I started giving my ass a little extra wiggle when I would get up to do something, or I would squeeze my boobs together with my arms when leaning over to talk to one of the guys.  I started feeling like a real seductress surrounded by these horny men.  This felt good, almost as good as my adventures at the club the other week.  All I need now is some young cock to suck in the bathroom, I mused to myself.  As I fantasized, the doorbell rang again.

I ran over confidently to answer it, excited to see who I’d get to surprise next with my nakedness.  I quickly opened the door and my jaw dropped. 

I forgot I had invited Veronica and her husband to the party.

Without thinking, I slammed the door in the couple’s faces and mentally freaked out.  They definitely saw me… How could I have been such an idiot?  I can’t let Veronica see me like this.  It would be so embarrassing, I thought, trying to stave off my panicky feelings. 

Scott perked up at the sound of the door closing.  “You alright, Honey?  I think there is someone at the door.  Why don’t you show them inside?” he asked.  I realized it was probably too late to do anything about it now since they probably already saw me anyways.  I opened the door back up to greet Veronica and Steven, one hand over my chest to try to cover myself up. 

“Hey Veronica…  I forgot you were coming, haha.  Come on in!  Sorry if this is too weird, it’s just a crazy dare Scott made, you know how he is.  Oh, hi Steven!  Good to see you.  You can put your shoes on the mat…” I stared at the floor as I let them into the house, wishing this wasn’t happening.  As they crossed the threshold, I noticed there had been a third person behind them who had been standing quietly in the doorway.  I looked up to see who it was as he spoke.

“Hello, Mrs. Williams… Mr. Williams told me you were having a get-together so I thought it might be nice to come in.  I’m sorry if I caught you off guard; I can leave if you want.”  The voice belonged to Evan Miller.  He was a former student of mine who had just graduated the previous year.  Scott knew him because he coached baseball and Evan was on the high school team.  This was definitely the worst-case scenario.  I could lose my job if word got out about this, especially with a former student who had only been graduated for a year.  I wanted to scream at Scott, but I had to keep my cool since so many of our friends were here. 

I sheepishly looked at up at him, my ears burning.  Of course, it had to be him, too.  Evan was a strong, good-looking kid, fit and toned from years of sports.  His hair was a light auburn and his skin was always tan from being outside so much.  He had deep brown eyes that pierced into me every time I looked at him.  I always maintained an extremely strict professional demeanor in school, but I couldn’t help but always notice him when he was around, despite how inappropriate it felt.  On more than one occasion I would find my fantasies drifting to him while masturbating before promptly shutting them out, thinking about his strong jawline, his well-defined forearms and biceps, the quiet intensity with which he carried himself through school.  I knew it was wrong, but I just couldn’t help it.

“No, you can feel free to come in.  Help yourself to any snacks and I can get you water or pop if you want,” I said, blushing fiercely.  Evan didn’t look straight at my tits like the other guys did, he looked me right in the eyes, with that same intensity I always noticed during lectures at school. 

As I showed him in, Veronica turned to me.  Fortunately, she didn’t seem too off put by my nudity either.  In fact, she gave off an air of surprised amusement that made me feel more comfortable.  Thank god this didn’t make things weird, I thought. 

“This seems like an interesting party, to say the least,” she smirked, her finger tracing my forearm.  “You said Scott set this all up?  Seems like fun to me.” 

She slipped one arm of her cardigan down over her shoulder and winked at me.  “Do you suppose this party might be able to use a second host?  Maybe it would make things a bit more comfortable for you.”

Her total willingness to get in on the party caught me off guard, but it helped me to loosen up a bit.  Maybe I was taking this all too seriously.  I wanted to take her up on her offer and see where this all went.  I took a deep breath, relaxed my shoulders, and smiled at Veronica.

“I think we could arrange that,” I replied, reaching around her and pulling off her cardigan then tossing it on the floor.  Veronica walked into the living room and addressed all the guys sitting on the couch and chairs.

“Hey all, did someone order a second host?  I’m here if you need anything,” she called out to the room.  The guys looked over with surprise, and as soon as she got their attention, she peeled off the low-cut, forest green t-shirt she had on, exposing a lacy black bra.  She threw it behind her and seductively peeled off her black leggings, eliciting cheers from all over the room. 

“Trace, can you undo my bra for me?” she asked sweetly, as she leaned over to take off her thong.  I unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor, exposing her large, full breasts and pale, puffy nipples.  Her thong dropped around her ankles and she tossed it into the crowd where it fell into Mark’s lap. 

Jackson spoke up over the cheering.  “You said the hosts would do anything we asked right?  Let’s see you two make out a little!”  Veronica and I looked at each other, feeling each other out.  She eyed me with a playful, sultry gaze and turned to face me.

“What do you say?” she whispered to me, cupping my face carefully with her hands.  I smiled at her and leaned in for a kiss.  Her lips were soft and supple, and she kissed me with a gentle passion.  It felt so dirty, my first kiss with a girl and it was in front of a group full of horny men.  I felt her large breasts pressing up against mine and slipped my tongue into her mouth. 

The kiss elicited even more cheers, and Veronica responded by kissing her way down my neck, over my collarbone, down to my smaller, perky breasts.  She took one nipple into her mouth and sucked, squeezing the other breast hungrily. 

After a while, another voice piped up from the audience.  “Why don’t you come here and sit with us a little?  Don’t keep all the fun for yourselves.” I felt a hand grab onto one of mine, pulling me towards the couch.  It was Daniel’s.  When I looked over, I saw that Veronica was heading over to the other side of the big sectional couch in our living room, sitting down between Noah and her husband.  Daniel pulled me onto his lap, so I was right in between him, James and Jackson.  I looked around for my husband, but when I noticed him, he was off in the corner of the room in a chair, talking casually to Evan and just watching everything that was going on.  I looked at him intently and he gave me a thumbs up and a smile.  It seemed like things were going to heat up, and I decided I would give Scott the best show yet.

“Does anyone need anything from me?” I asked, eyeing the three men surrounding me.  I was sitting sideways on Daniel’s lap and he had his arm wrapped around my waist.  I lied back a bit, stretching my arms out, my head resting on Jackson’s lap.  I saw the three men’s eyes glue themselves to my breasts and stomach, on display right in front of their faces. 

“You know, I think I might like a bit of what she had,” Jackson said, lifting up the back of my head in his hands.  I looked at him with my sluttiest expression and pulled him in for an intense, sloppy kiss.  I felt Daniel grow hard, his bulge straining against his pants, just a thin layer of fabric between his cock and my bare ass.  I stretched out my legs towards James, who was staring at me intently, and started rubbing his crotch with my feet.  After so many years of spending time together, seeing each other in bathing suits, bonding over food and drinks, and being almost as close as family, I was stroking his cock over his pants with my feet.  I felt like such a slut and I loved it.

As I made out with Jackson, I felt hands on my breasts, roughly groping them.  I wondered whose they were.  After a few seconds, I could feel a sizable bulge in James’s pants too.  My curiosity about what he was packing was overwhelming. 

“I think I know what you boys need,” I cooed at the three guys.  I stood up, then turned around to face the guys, who looked back at me, equal parts curious and horny.


Chapter 4

“Why don’t you three take your cocks out for me?” I asked, grazing my hands lightly over Jackson’s and James’s thighs, while looking deeply into Daniel’s eyes. 

They all three complied, quickly unbuttoning their pants and dropping them down to their ankles.  Seeing three sexy men with their cocks out in front of me immediately got my pussy soaked.  They all want me and would do anything to get their hands on me, I thought, taking in their hungry expressions as they started stroking their cocks.  Jackson was already fully hard and ready to go, his cock average in length and width but very nice to look at, the tip dripping precum already.  Daniel’s cock was a bit smaller but thicker, and was also fully hard and lightly bobbing, looking like it wasn’t too far from exploding at any second.  My eyes scanned over to James.  His cock was something else.  It was long, but the most noticeable trait was its thickness.  I wondered if I’d even be able to wrap my hand around it.  It wasn’t even really hard and it was already that thick.  My pussy involuntarily clenched and I forced myself to take my eyes off of it.  I felt a bit guilty lusting after my husband’s friend like this, but the guilt also turned me on.  This was already by far the dirtiest thing I had ever done. 

Once they had all taken their cocks out, I went back towards Daniel and straddled his waist, so that my pussy was rubbing against his hard shaft.  Daniel groaned in pleasure and I started grinding against him, not letting his cock enter my pussy, just sliding it back and forth over his shaft.  I was already so wet that I didn’t need to use any spit to lube him up – it just slid effortlessly to and fro.  Realizing what I was doing made my heart skip a beat.  I was grinding on the cock of one of my husband’s best friends, while my husband watched!  I could feel the head of his cock rubbing against my clit, sending shocks of pleasure up my body.  I could feel myself shaking a bit from the nerves of what was going on, but I didn’t care.  This was too hot.

Once I got a rhythm going, I reached my hands out towards Jackson and James, grabbing both of their cocks.  They both pulsed in my hands, warm and throbbing with need.  Both guys moaned at the same time when I wrapped my fingers around them.  The whole room was filled with moans, barely anyone talking.  Hearing multiple men moaning for me at once was a thrill.  I started stroking both Jackson and James.  As James got hard in my hand, my eyes went wide.  I couldn’t wrap my hand the whole way around him.  I wondered what he would be like in my pussy.  The thought both thrilled and scared me.

Shortly into this, I heard Daniel moan louder than before.  I felt his cock grow and his body start to shake and buck, his breathing escalating.  I could tell he was nearing an orgasm.  But before I got a chance to finish him with my hand, he grabbed my hips to steady me and thrust himself into my pussy.  Immediately, I felt him pulsating inside of me, unloading his cum deep into my womb.  I was shocked but equally turned on. 

After thrusting into me for a few more moments, I felt Daniel’s body go slack and he pulled his cock out of me.  I stood up and let him get off the couch to head to the bathroom, and I felt his cum running down my leg. 

Jackson smirked at me.  “Hey Trace, I think I could use some of what he got, too.”  I smiled in response and positioned myself on all fours on the couch, my ass facing Jackson and my face towards James. 

Without missing a beat, Jackson got into position and thrust into me.  I inadvertently locked eyes with James right as Jackson filled me up, and I stared into his eyes while I got fucked.  I took James’s girthy cock into my hand and started sensually stroking him while Jackson pounded away at me.  James stared right back, seeming hesitant at first, but then relaxing into what I was doing.  I felt his pre-cum lube up my hand a bit, making the handjob slick and sloppy. 

“You like my cock in your cummy pussy, you slut?” Jackson growled.  He grabbed my long, blonde hair near the scalp and pulled it, forcing my back to arch and my head to tilt back.  I moaned at the mixture of pleasure and pain and started stroking James’s cock even harder.  The sounds of Jackson’s balls slapping against my clit and the wet sounds of my hand stroking James filled the room, coupled with other moans and noises.  The smell of arousal was heavy in the room. 

Moments later, Jackson pulled out of my pussy, started stroking himself vigorously, and shot a huge load all over my ass and back.  Some of it even went into my hair.  He sat back down, totally spent. 

“Do you want a turn too, James?” I asked, getting up to face him more directly.  Gently sliding my hands up his stomach and chest, I gave him a soft and passionate kiss, causing electricity to course through me.  He leaned gently into my kiss and reached his hands around me, cupping my butt in his hands.  Jackson’s cum was all over me but James didn’t seem to care, just focusing completely on the moment with me.  Doing this with him felt so naughty and filthy, but at the same there was a tenderness to it that must have been the culmination of years of getting closer to each other and developing a deep emotional bond. 

“I’d love to,” he grinned, a look on his face I had never seen before.  He lifted me up by the butt and slid me down onto his cock so that I was sitting on his lap, facing him.  I had never felt anything like his cock before.  My husband’s was a good deal longer and was thick, but James’s sheer girth made me feel like I was getting split in two.  I winced from discomfort for a moment, but I relaxed into it, and the discomfort turned into a feeling of deep fullness. 

“Fuck me, James,” I moaned to him, reaching my arms around him so we were embracing each other.

James thrust deep into me, sometimes even lifting me by the butt as if I were a human fleshlight.  I could feel Daniel’s cum dripping out of my pussy even more, being fucked out by James’s huge member.  I felt like I was being impaled and the pleasure was overwhelming. 

We fucked like that for a while, and eventually, I felt the tell-tale signs that James was getting close to finishing.  He tensed up, his cock expanded even more inside of me, and he leaned in to kiss me again while pumping his seed into me. 

This was more than enough stimulation for me to reach my first orgasm of the night.  After all these years of sexual tension, feeling him cum in me caused a powerful orgasm to rip through me.  I clenched down on James’s cock and moaned loudly.

“Mmmph, I’m cumming, fuck me!” I moaned, breaking off the kiss with James.  I came for a solid minute, reduced to a quivering mess.  I felt James growing soft inside me, and I lifted myself off of him.  His cock flopped out of me and cum gushed out of me, making a small puddle on the leather sectional couch.  I lied down on my back, enjoying the last ripples of my orgasm.

The sound of wet gurgling and slapping roused me from my post-orgasmic stupor.  I looked to my left and saw Veronica on the far end of the sectional couch, a few cushions away from me.  She was sitting back, her legs splayed open, her husband eating her pussy while Noah fucked her face.  With her left hand, she was stroking Evan over his pants.  She looked like a sex goddess, a cock in her mouth, one in her hand, and a mouth on her pussy.  I wanted to join in. 

Veronica noticed me staring.  “You look like you just had some fun.  Why don’t you come over here and play with me?”  I obliged and crawled seductively towards her.  I straddled her, just giving Steven enough space to continue licking her pussy, and started sucking on her voluptuous tits.  With my free hand, I started fondling Noah’s balls.  As I did, I felt that they were slick with Veronica’s spit. 

I stopped sucking on her nipple and looked over at her, admiring how sexy she looked getting her face fucked. 

“Can I help you with that at all, Noah?” I asked.  He nodded and I held Veronica’s head in place, grabbing onto her tight red curls.  Noah thrusted harder into her mouth and I could hear her gagging on each stroke.  I continued to massage his balls.  Moments later, he groaned, pulled out of her mouth, and shot a load all over both of our faces.  I felt rope after rope of hot cum pour out over my face, some of it getting on my lips and tongue.  It was hot and salty, and I loved taking a facial at the same time as Veronica while her husband ate her out.  How dirty. 

“Fuck, you have really been making your rounds tonight, huh?” Veronica said, panting. 

“Yeah, I guess so,” I laughed.  “Then again, so have you.  I had no idea what a slut you are!  In a good way.”  She stuck her tongue out at me playfully and I saw that it was sticky with Noah’s cum. 

“Well, I don’t see any reason to stop now,” she said.  I nodded and leaned in for a kiss.  I tasted Noah’ cum all over her lips and tongue.  We swapped it back and forth while we made out.  At one point, Veronica pulled my head back and spat a mixture of his cum and her spit into my mouth.  As we made out, I could hear her moaning from Steven’s ministrations on her pussy.  She slapped my ass, then brought her hand back up to my face and caressed my cheek, rubbing Jackson’s cum over my already-cum-splattered face. 

Veronica paused.  “I think someone here wants to get in on the action too,” she cooed, and I realized I had hardly been paying attention to the fact that Evan was here this whole time.  Here I was, his high school teacher from barely over a year ago, making out with another woman while covered in four guy’s cum loads. 

Evan looked over at me, a flicker of amusement and curiosity dancing across his eyes. 

“Is it okay if I touch you, Mrs. Williams?” he asked politely but fervently.

I swallowed hard, realizing I was about to cross a line bigger than any I had crossed up to this point. 

My body started quivering with anticipation.  This was the moment of truth.  I thought hard for a second about all the decisions I made up to this point.  You know what, I’ve gone this far, and I said it myself: I need to go out of my comfort zone to adventure.  I can’t be strict and professional all the time.  Maybe what I really need is a no-holds-barred debauchery.  Maybe I should fuck my student. 

“Sure, Evan.  I give you permission to do whatever you like.” 

Veronica smiled deviantly at me and pulled me onto the couch on top of her. 

“Whose cum is that?  I can feel it dripping on me,” she laughed as some cum dripped from my pussy onto hers. 

“Not sure, it could be a couple people’s,” I whispered into her ear, then nibbling on it, causing her to grip tightly onto my arms.  I pressed my breasts into hers and started making out with her again. 

As we made out, I felt a hand run through my hair.  I looked up and it was Veronica’s husband, Steven. 

“You know, ever since I first met you at open house a few years ago, I wanted to see you naked,” he said.  “You don’t know how badly I’ve wanted this to happen.”  Steven had his cock out, and positioned it right in between my mouth and Veronica’s, interrupting out kiss. 

“Suck my cock, you sluts,” he growled, and I saw Veronica grin lasciviously.  My pussy pulsed hungrily and I started licking the head of his cock while Veronica licked the underside, his balls resting on her forehead. 

While I focused on Steven’s cock, I felt a hand grab my ass. 

“Is it okay if I go inside, Mrs. Williams?” I heard Evan say.  My heart started pounding, but I was resolved. 

“Please do, Evan.  My pussy is hot for you,” I replied, arching my back and sticking my butt farther towards him to invite him in. 

Without pause, I felt him force his cock into me.  It was at least as big as James’s, which startled me, but fortunately I was stretched out enough to take it.  Evan started pounding me mercilessly, completely filling up my hole with every stroke, and forcing me to take his entire length.  I was so taken by my former student’s cock that I almost forgot about Steven’s, so I licked and kissed all over Steven’s shaft with Veronica while submitting to the pounding I was getting from Evan.

Just as I started to really get into Evan’s rhythm, he abruptly pulled out.  Within seconds, I heard the tell-tale erotic sounds of a cock entering a pussy, and realized he had starting fucking Veronica, who was lying right underneath me. 

For what felt like hours of raunchy, nasty debauchery, Evan alternated between fucking our pussies while we sucked Veronica’s husband.  After a few minutes, he came, spurting a thick load on both of our faces, making Veronica’s second load of the night and my fifth.  Evan followed suit shortly after, shooting some of his load into my pussy and some into Veronica’s.  The two of them slouched into their seats on the couch and their breath slowed. 

Finally, the action seemed like it was calming down.  I got off of Veronica and lied down on my back, my pussy stretched and cum splattered everywhere.  The room was getting quiet; most of the other guests left after their orgasms, and now it was just me, Veronica, Steven, and… my husband, who had been quietly observing the whole orgy.  I almost forgot he was there, I was so taken with everything that was happening.

“That was a great show, Tracy, but how about we do one more little scene to cap it off?” Scott said as he got out of his seat and walked towards me.  I spread my legs open to show him my gaping, stretched pussy, thoroughly used.  He undid his belt and unzipped his pants, taking his cock out.  God, my husband is sexy, I thought.  It was really fun fucking all these guys but no one could quiet beat my husband.  I immediately felt ready to go again.  Veronica stirred next to me. 

“You know, I think I might be down for a little closing act too,” she purred, running her hand down my body, over my breasts, landing on my pussy.  Scott kneeled onto the couch, his cock hard and glistening with precum, and put the tip up against my entrance.

“I think that could be arranged,” I replied to both of them, reaching my hand up to touch Scott’s face.  I was completely cock-drunk and euphoric from everything that just happened, and I would have been down to do almost anything. 

Scott slid inside of me and I screamed with pleasure. 

He started moving in and out sensuously, patiently, enjoying the wet slurping sounds of the three loads I already had inside me.  I wanted him to fuck me harder and faster, but he must have known that, because he went frustratingly slowly, just enough to make me want more. 

Veronica started slowly rubbing small circles around my clit with her finger, coming oh-so-close to touching it but always stopping short.  She started licking cum off of my forehead, nose, cheeks and chin while she rubbed me.

“Open up, Trace.  We need to clean you up for your husband,” she whispered.  I opened my mouth and she spit all the collected cum into my mouth.  I promptly swallowed, savoring the combined taste of all our party guests. 

Scott began thrusting with more intensity, stopping just short of bottoming out inside me.  He always knew just how to touch me, and especially just how to fuck me to elicit the most pleasure.  Years of marriage with such a considerate and attentive lover as my husband got me addicted to his lovemaking. 

“You were so slutty and sexy tonight, baby,” Scott growled sensually, shifting his hips to hit a deeper angle in my pussy.  I just moaned in response.  Veronica danced her fingers over the hood for a bit, then finally started rubbing my swollen clit directly, causing me to spasm on Scott’s hard shaft.  She kissed me and started rubbing softly but firmly, matching the rhythm of Scott’s thrusts.  I melted underneath both of them and felt the heat in my pussy start to build. 

As Scott fucked me progressively harder, I could feel an orgasm coming, but a much bigger one than before.  Veronica rubbed my clit with more fervor and intensity and started biting and sucking on my breasts.  Scott leaned in and we shared a passionate kiss that made me feel like I was leaving my body.  I started moaning into his mouth, and seconds later, an earth-shaking orgasm took over me, making my mind go blank and my body convulse uncontrollably.  As I came, my contractions elicited an orgasm from him as well, and his body quaked into mine as he shot a final load inside of me.  Veronica moaned with us, taken with the sexual vibes and vicariously enjoying my orgasm.  The next minute, we all collapsed into a tired heap on the couch, all three of us cuddling. 

“Fuck me, that was fun,” Veronica sighed, stretching out and wrapping her arms around both of us.  Scott stroked my arm and I nestled my head into the crook of his armpit. 

“You’re right about that,” I replied. 

Steven got up from the chair he was relaxing in and gestured to Veronica.  “You about ready to go, hun?  It’s getting late.”

Veronica nodded, throwing on her leggings and shirt, the latter of which immediately got soaked through in spots because of all the cum on her body.  She looked at her thong, which had been left on the coffee table.  It had cum stains all over it.

“I guess Mark really had fun with that,” she quipped, picking it up and throwing the discarded thong and bra in her bag. 

I followed the two of them to the door.  “You know, I had no idea this party was going to turn into an orgy when I invited you, but I sure am happy that you came out.”

“Same here,” she laughed, giving me a peck on the cheek.  “I think we should do this more often.  Scott mentioned to me earlier tonight that the two of you had some fun night club adventures the other week…  Do you suppose we could maybe make a double date out of it?” 

I blushed a bit at the thought.  “Sounds like a plan.”


More By Addison Scarlett

If you liked this book, you’ll love “Used By The Group,” a kinky story about a submissive slut-wife who will do anything to please her sadistic, dominant husband, no matter what, or who, he asks her to do. 

Click here to read it.
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