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Chapter One
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Brandon:

As I enter the house through the garage, the sound of my wife’s laughter rings through the air. I smile to myself, wondering what’s made her so happy. I swear, I’m just as in love with her as I was the day we got married fifteen years ago. The sound of her joy draws me closer to the kitchen, where the noise is coming from, and I stop in the doorway for a moment to admire her before she notices I’m home.

She’s dressed in her workout gear, and judging by the damp look of her dark hair as it’s scraped back into a long ponytail, I have to assume she’s not long returned home from the gym. The tight yoga pants and sports bra show off her toned body to perfection, and I’m not the only one who is having difficulty controlling the urge to stare at her.

Dan, our lodger of three months, is sitting at the kitchen table, his eyes roaming over my wife’s curves. His easy, confident smile highlights the smooth warmth of his brown skin, and there’s an intensity in his gaze that’s hard to ignore. The yoga top is doing a good job of squeezing her generous breasts together and pushing them outwards, creating a tempting display of cleavage, while the yoga pants cling to her like a second skin, making her peach of an ass look almost edible.

“Maybe I should come to the gym with you tomorrow,” Dan says, leaning back in his chair and grinning at Angelina. His gaze is locked on her cleavage as he speaks. “Just to make sure nobody tries hitting on you. I bet all the muscle-heads love it when you walk in.”

Angelina laughs again, her face turning an adorable shade of pink.

“Hardly,” she says, dismissing his compliment with a wave of her hand. “They are all about your age, in their mid-twenties, and I’m forty. I’m only surprised they don’t start laughing when I walk in.”

Dan lets out a little huff, his eyes moving to her pert little ass as she turns around to fill her water bottle from the tap.

A little voice in the back of my head asks why I’m not jealous of the way he’s staring at her. After all, he’s younger than I am, and no doubt in better shape. I still go to the gym a couple of times a week, and it’s not that I’m in bad shape, but there is no way I’m fitter than a man who’s only twenty-four.

I’m not jealous though. In fact, watching the way she reacts to his flirting and seeing the way it makes her light up makes me happy. And if I’m completely honest, it’s causing a little twitch of excitement in my pants. But I know Angelina would never cheat on me. Who wouldn’t be flattered when someone half their age flirts with them?

Angelina turns around while screwing the lid back on her water bottle, and her face lights up when she spots me standing in the doorway. See, if she was considering doing something with Dan, she wouldn’t be so happy to see me. But why is there a heaviness in my chest when I realize that?

I push that feeling aside quickly, grinning at my wife as she rushes to me. She wraps her arms around my waist, nuzzling her face against my chest as she smiles up at me.

“How was your day, Brandon?” she asks.

“It was great, Angel,” I tell her, before pressing a kiss to her forehead. “But busy. I’m happy to be home. How about your day?”

“It was fine,” she says, disentangling herself from my arms so she can go grab her water bottle again and take a drink. “I just got back from the gym. I bumped into Elena while I was there and she was telling me all about her first date with her new guy. She was so excited!”

My head jerks up in surprise. Elena has been Angelina’s best friend for years, ever since they met at a spin class, and she’s been happily married to Brad the whole time I’ve known her. Hell, I even consider him a good friend now after spending so much time with him.

“What are you talking about?” I ask. “I didn’t know Elena and Brad had split up.”

Angelina blinks up at me in confusion. “They haven’t. I thought I already told you about their special arrangement.”

I shake my head, feeling just as perplexed as she looks.

“It was me you told,” Dan says with a chuckle. “I thought it sounded like a fun arrangement.”

He grins at me, giving his eyebrows a suggestive wiggle, and I wonder what on earth either of them are talking about.

“Ohhhh,” Angelina exclaims. “That explains it. I must have got confused.”

My wife turns back to me before she starts talking again. “They decided to spice up their relationship a bit, and now she is Brad’s hotwife.”

I frown at her. It’s a word I’ve heard tossed around a bit, but I’ve never really paid enough attention to find out what it actually means.

“Hotwife?”

Angelina giggles and nods, apparently enjoying my confusion. “Yes. It means that Elena can have sex with other men, so long as Brad gives his approval. I think he’s even hoping that he’ll be able to watch!”

I stare at her for a moment, trying to process what my wife is telling me. Surely she can’t be serious. I’ve known Brad a long time, and I can’t imagine him letting other men touch Elena.

“So, Brad is okay with Elena fucking other guys?”

Dan laughs, and Angelina shakes her head.

“No, Brandon, he is more than okay with it. He wants her to do it, and apparently the thought of her with other men really turns him on. At first, Elena was hesitant, but now she’s really enjoying herself. She’s been out on a couple of dates with a guy, and I think she’s decided he will be her first bull.”

“Bull?” I repeat, feeling like a bit of an idiot right now.

It’s just so damn hard to believe that people do things like that. Never mind people who I consider to be friends. Not that there’s anything wrong with experimenting so long as everyone is consenting. But the hotwife thing seems like something only the most adventurous couples would get into. Not our married friends.

“Careful, Brandon,” Dan says, a playful expression on his lips. “If Elena keeps telling Angelina how much fun it is to be a hotwife, Angelina might want to try it too.” 

He flashes us both a wink, and I turn to look at my wife, who is even more red and flustered now. Surprisingly, the idea doesn’t seem completely abhorrent to me.

“Don’t be silly, Dan. I’m perfectly happy with how things are between Brandon and I. I don’t need another guy in my life.”

As I watch Dan, I’m almost certain a look of disappointment flickers over his face.

I find myself wondering what’s going through his mind. He’s had a crush on my wife since the day he moved in with us. He doesn’t hide it well, and I can’t say I blame him. She is a total knockout. I was a lucky son of a bitch to score a woman like her.

I’ve never seen Dan as a threat, though. Not because I don’t think he’d make a move, but because I trust Angelina with every fiber of my being. She’s been loyal throughout our whole marriage and has never given me any indication that she’s unhappy.

But does he want to be her bull, as it’s apparently called? Does he want to fuck my wife?

An image of Angelina in his arms enters my mind, and I am suddenly uncomfortably hard, with my dick straining against the front of my pants like it’s trying to break free.

“I need a shower,“ Angelina says, pulling me out of my thoughts. “Want to come with me, honey?” she asks, taking hold of my hand.

“Sure,” I say, and follow along behind her as she tugs on my arm.

Dan is watching us go, a small smile on his lips as he stares at Angelina’s ass. I feel a little thrill at the way his eyes linger on her curves, but I shake my head and force myself to put those thoughts out of my mind. Surely I’m not the kind of guy who could ever get off on the idea of sharing my wife with another man.

Now, if only my dick would get that message, I’d feel a lot happier.
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Chapter Two
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Angelina:

As soon as I close the bathroom door behind us, Brandon has got me pinned back against it, his mouth on mine in a frantic kiss. I’m not sure what’s got him so worked up, but I like it.

I wrap my arms around his neck, pressing my body against his, while parting my lips and allowing him to claim my mouth with his tongue. His hands slip between us, pushing my sports bra up enough that my tits fall free, then he’s grabbing them roughly, pinching the stiff little peaks between his fingers.

“Did you see the way Dan looks at you?” he asks, when he finally breaks the kiss. “It’s so damn obvious he wants you, Angel.”

My face turns hot as a blush races across my cheeks. “Don’t be silly, Brandon,” I say, my breath catching in my throat as he begins trailing kisses down the side of my neck. “Of course he doesn’t. He’s twenty-four, and he could get someone much younger and hotter than me.”

But despite my words, I have caught Dan looking at me plenty of times, and it always creates a flutter of excitement between my thighs. It’s flattering to have a younger guy looking at me like that, even if there is no way anything could ever happen between us. I’m a happily married woman. I’ve been crazy about Brandon ever since we met at college, and I don’t see that changing anytime soon.

He huffs while kissing in a line down to one of my exposed breasts. “Younger, maybe. But he’d have trouble finding anyone hotter than you.”

Brandon lifts his eyes to mine while taking a nipple between his teeth, gently tugging on the hard little bud until I’m moaning softly. His free hand moves lower, his fingers sliding beneath the waistband of my yoga pants, and into my panties. When his fingers slip between my folds, I gasp at the sudden jolt of pleasure.

“You’re already soaking wet,” he groans. “I bet he’s sitting at the kitchen table right now, jerking off to the idea of you.”

“Brandon!” I gasp, feeling a thrill run through me at his words. “That’s so wrong.”

But my pussy has other ideas. It pulses with need as Brandon continues to work his magic with his fingers, his thumb moving in slow, lazy circles around my clit.

“I think you like the idea of a younger man jacking his dick while thinking of you, Angel. Your needy little pussy is dripping wet.”

My whole body is trembling as his fingers plunge deep inside me, and I can’t help the loud moan that slips past my lips. Brandon chuckles and covers my mouth with his, swallowing the sound and silencing me.

When he breaks the kiss, he gives me a sly grin and pushes his fingers deeper, making my eyes roll back in my head. Pleasure is radiating outwards from my core, and I’m so damn close to the edge. But he pulls his fingers out and brings them to his lips, licking the evidence of my arousal from the digits.

I’m panting hard, frustrated at being left on the brink like that. Perhaps it’s time for me to do a little teasing of my own.

I sink down onto my knees in front of him, working his pants open to reveal his cock. He’s so hard, the length curving upwards, the head an angry shade of red, and I can see a drop of precum leaking out.

Without breaking eye contact, I lean forward and swipe my tongue across the head, and Brandon groans. The salty flavor bursts across my taste buds, making me moan as I lick my lips.

“You seem awfully excited about the idea of Brandon wanting me,” I purr, looking up at him from my position on my knees. “Maybe you and Brad are more similar than we realized. Perhaps you want to watch me get fucked by another man, too.”

Before he can respond, I part my lips and take the tip into my mouth, suckling on the spongy head. Brandon lets out a groan and reaches down to grip my ponytail in his fist, holding me in place while he begins to thrust slowly in and out.

“I don’t know,” he answers, his voice ragged. “I admit I’m curious. But I’ve got no idea if I could actually go through with it. It seems like such a wild idea.”

I’m shocked by his confession. I’d only meant to tease him. It had never occurred to me he might actually feel that way. I pull back a bit, letting his cock fall from my lips.

“Surely you don’t think about me getting fucked by other men?” I ask, looking up at him through my lashes, flashing him a teasing smile. “Do you imagine watching another man pounding into my wet little pussy while you jerk off?”

“Fuck, Angel,” Brandon growls. “You’re going to make me come if you keep talking like that.”

I giggle and wrap my hand around his thick shaft, resting my head against his thigh while I stroke my hand up and down his throbbing length. I’m not sure I’ve ever seen him this worked up, and it’s making my pussy tingle with excitement.

“Is it wrong that it excites me this much to think about you with Dan?” he asks, and when I look up at him, his face is a bright shade of red.

I rise to my feet, keeping his cock in my hand as I stand up on tiptoes and brush my lips against his. “No, not at all,” I reply. “I’ve seen how happy it’s making Elena and Brad, so I know it can work for some couples. But it’s not something I’ve ever considered doing before.”

Brandon nods and turns me around to face the mirror over the sink. I grip the edge of the basin while he stands behind me and tugs my yoga pants and underwear down my legs, leaving them pooled around my ankles while he lines the head of his cock up against my entrance.

A gasp escapes me as he pushes inside me, slowly stretching me with his thick rod. When he’s balls deep, his hands are on my hips, and his fingers dig into my flesh as he holds himself there, filling me completely with every thick, hard inch of his manhood.

I meet his gaze in the mirror, and he leans forward and places a soft kiss on my shoulder. “Maybe we should give it a go,” he says.

I can’t believe what I’m hearing, and I’m pretty sure he can see the shock on my face.

“You really mean it, don’t you?”

He nods and begins to pull back slowly. As he does, I feel every inch of him dragging against the sensitive walls of my pussy. A moan slips past my lips and his movements stutter for a moment.

“Yes,” he replies, and I can hear the desire in his voice. “Part of me thinks it would be so fucking hot to watch you. But another part is nervous that it might make me jealous.”

“Then maybe we should just forget about it,” I say, not wanting to cause tension between us.

“No, let’s not,” he tells me, before giving a firm thrust of his hips and burying himself inside me again.

I moan and push my hips back, grinding against his cock and wishing he would just fuck me already. Things have become kind of stale in the bedroom over the last few years, and the new lease of life that this conversation has given him is making me miss the good old days when he’d bend me over and fuck me whenever he wanted.

“I wouldn’t want to do it unless you’re totally on board. But maybe we could try it, just once, to see how we like it. I can already tell you like the idea by how needy you are right now, my dirty little Angel.”

I nod, knowing there is no denying it. The way he’s talking is turning me on even more, and my pussy is soaking wet as he starts pounding into me, giving me exactly what I need. I look at our reflection in the mirror, watching the way my tits bounce with each hard thrust of his hips for a moment before meeting his gaze once more. There is something feral in his expression now. Something that takes my breath away.

Oh god, I’ve never felt so desired before in all our years of marriage. Brandon has always been loving and attentive, but this is different. This is an animalistic need that has been missing, and it’s driving me wild to see him like this.

If things feel this good between us when we’re just talking about me fucking another man, how much better could things be if we actually went through with it?

“That’s it, baby,” he growls, leaning over me and wrapping an arm around my waist, his hand slipping down between my thighs. “You love the idea of a younger man pounding your sweet little pussy, don’t you?”

His fingers are moving in time with his thrusts, circling around my clit and sending sparks of pleasure through me. I’m panting and moaning, no longer caring if Dan hears us, or even if he walks in on us. All I can focus on is the need to come, and the sensation of my husband’s thick cock plunging in and out of me.

“Yes!” I cry out, no longer caring how desperate I must seem. “Oh god, Brandon. I’m going to come!”

Brandon’s fingers are still working their magic, and his hips are pumping frantically, his cock pounding into me over and over. The orgasm slams into me, and I can feel my muscles fluttering around him as my pussy clamps down on his length.

He lets out a roar and his hips stutter for a moment before I feel him pulsing deep inside me, his cock filling me with his seed. We’re both panting and shaking, and he rests his forehead on the back of my shoulder while we come down from the high.

I’ve never seen Brandon quite so excited before. And the fact it’s the thought of me with another man that’s brought out this side of him is surprising. I’m not sure what to make of his admission, and the fact he’s willing to experiment.

But I’ve got to admit, the idea is definitely appealing.
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Chapter Three
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Brandon:

“Why don’t you wear that little black dress you hardly ever wear down to dinner,” I suggest helpfully, as I sit on our bed, wearing nothing but a towel.

Angelina is butt naked, looking through the wardrobe for something to wear after our shower. She turns slowly, her jaw practically on the floor.

“You know why I hardly wear that dress, don’t you? Because it’s the sluttiest item of clothing I’ve ever bought. In fact, I don’t know why I let Elena talk me into buying it. It shows off half my ass and barely covers my tits. It’s scandalous. Besides, we’re only having dinner in our kitchen. Don’t you think it’s a little overkill?“

It’s true that the dress is incredibly slutty, and Angelina has only ever worn it around the house for me. And whenever she does wear it, I find it hard to keep my hands off her. But the idea of her dressed like that around Dan has got me rock hard again already.

I shrug. “Imagine how much Dan would be staring at you if you wore it.”

Her eyes grow wide. “Is that why you want me to wear it, Brandon?” she asks, her voice suddenly breathless. “Because you want Dan to see me in it?”

I nod. “I just want to show him how damn sexy you are when you dress up. Is there anything wrong with that?”

Her face is flushed, and she captures her lower lip between her teeth and gnaws at it in the adorable way she always does when she’s nervous but excited.

“I guess not,” she says quietly, although the words are little more than a whimper.

Oh, yes. She’s turned on by the idea of wearing that tiny little dress in front of our lodger. It’s written all over her face. And her excitement over this causes my dick to throb.

Angelina reaches into the wardrobe and starts looking through the items until she finds the dress in question. She pulls it out, nibbling her lip again as she looks at it.

Fuck, she always looks so damn hot when she wears it, and I already know Dan is going to love it.

I stand from the bed and walk over to her, running a hand over her stomach before sliding it down between her thighs. As I suspect, she’s soaking wet and her breath catches in her throat as I begin caressing her soft pussy lips.

“And I don’t think you should wear underwear tonight, Angel,” I tell her. “Just wear this dress. If you accidentally flash us with the sight of your pretty little pussy, then it will just make Dan want you even more.”

She whimpers and grabs hold of my arms, leaning against me. “Oh, god, Brandon, you’re so dirty,” she whispers.

But she doesn’t say no. In fact, her hips are moving now, grinding against my hand while her breathing grows shallow. I love seeing her like this, all hot and bothered, and so damn excited. I’ve never seen her this responsive to me before, and it’s making my head spin with lust.

When I pull my hand away, her lips turn downwards into a little pout. “You’re such a tease for stopping like that.”

“Get dressed, baby,” I tell her, grinning wickedly as I place a soft kiss on her cheek. “I want you so needy that Dan will be able to smell your arousal any time you go near him.”

Angelina nods, her eyes half-lidded and glazed over with need, and I take a step back, watching her as she pulls the dress on. It fits her like a second skin and shows off her gorgeous curves perfectly. It’s so short that I can see the bottom of her ass cheeks whenever she turns around.

She looks up at me and gives a hesitant smile. “Will I do?”

“You’ll more than do,” I tell her. “Now why don’t you go downstairs and start making dinner while I get dressed, then I’ll come down to help.”

Angelina nods and leaves the room, closing the door behind her.

I let out a long breath, and begin pulling on a clean shirt and pair of jeans, while my mind races with all the possibilities for tonight. I don’t expect Angelina to fuck Dan, but I am excited to see how he reacts to my wife in that sexy little dress. And even more so to see how Angelina responds to his attention. I have a feeling that I’ll be dragging her back to bed after dinner, judging by how hard I am right now.

It only takes me a couple of minutes to get dressed, then I rush down the stairs. I slow down as I approach, walking quietly towards the kitchen. For the second time today, I find myself in the doorway, watching my wife and our lodger. But this time, Angelina is standing in front of the fridge, holding the door open while she examines the contents, and Dan is leaning back against the counter top on the other side of the room. His mouth is open while his gaze remains locked on her ass cheeks.

“I was thinking about making grilled chicken with potatoes and asparagus. How does that sound, Dan?”

He snaps his jaw shut and clears his throat. “I think that sounds perfect,” he replies.

“Me too,” I say, leaning casually against the door frame and enjoying the way they both jump at the sound of my voice.

But then a wide smile spreads across Angelina’s face. “Great. I’ll get started on it then.”

With slow and deliberate movements, she bends over at the waist, keeping her spine straight and pushing her hips back while she takes her time selecting the items she wants from the fridge.

Fuck.

Even from here, I can see the wetness that clings to her puffy lower lips as her dress rides up even higher, and I have to fight between the urge to rush over there and cover her up, and the urge to just pull her down onto her hands and knees so I can claim that needy little hole right in the middle of the kitchen while Dan watches. My dick is so fucking hard it hurts, and it takes all my willpower to tear my eyes away from her so I can take in Dan’s reaction.

But when I do, the tent in the front of his pants tells me he’s just as turned on by my wife’s sexy display as I am. It looks like he’s holding his breath while staring at Angelina’s dripping pussy, and the desire he feels for her is written all over his face.

An image of Dan walking over to her and filling her pussy enters my mind, and I can only imagine how much she would moan and beg him to fuck her harder. My dick is throbbing in my pants while I picture it, and I have to bite back a groan.

As if he can feel my eyes on him, Dan turns his head towards me before quickly mouthing the word ‘sorry’ and dropping his gaze to the floor in front of him. But it’s not long before he’s watching Angelina again. He can’t help himself, and a surge of pride fills my chest as I realize just how badly he wants my beautiful wife.

I have a feeling that the sexual tension will be running high during dinner tonight, and it’s going to be a lot of fun.
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Chapter Four
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Angelina:

By the time I sit down to eat, there is an undeniable ache in my pussy, and I can feel the wetness on my thighs. As the three of us worked together almost silently to cook dinner, Dan had brushed past me several times, despite the fact that the kitchen is plenty big enough for all of us. I’d felt his hard cock pressing against my ass cheeks, and I’d had to bite back a moan every time. Today I learned that it’s true what they say about black men. Dan is big, and it’s getting more and more difficult not to wonder what it would be like to be stretched by the beast in his pants.

And Brandon has been all too aware of these little touches. Lust sparks in his eyes every time he sees me and Dan standing close. The air in the kitchen is sizzling with tension, and I’m not sure I’ve ever been so turned on in my life. It’s a huge ego boost to have both men so focused on me, knowing that they are both just as aroused as I am. It makes me feel really desirable for the first time in years.

As we take our seats, Brandon gives a subtle nod of his head to indicate that I should take the seat beside Dan, and I do so. Even though the food smells amazing, the excited butterflies in my stomach have stolen my appetite away. So instead of eating, I turn in my seat towards Dan and break the silence.

“So how come you don’t have a girlfriend, Dan? I would have thought a man as handsome as you would have ladies lining up at the door.”

I place an elbow on the table and lean towards him, letting him get a good view of my breasts in this plunging neckline if he wants to. And to my delight, he does. His eyes drift down to my cleavage, and his tongue darts out to lick his thick, pink lips. 

He leans back in his chair, apparently also having little interest in eating. That seems to be the case for all three of us tonight.

“I was dating a woman for a couple of years, but we broke up just before I moved in here. In fact, that was why I needed a place to stay. When I found out she’d been screwing her boss behind my back, I’d left her and the house we’d been living in.”

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,” I say, feeling bold enough to place a hand gently on his thigh.

One quick glance over at my husband tells me he noticed the movement, even if the table blocks it from his view. He’s breathing heavily, and I suspect the table is also hiding his erection. I already know that regardless of what happens between Dan and me tonight, Brandon is going to be like a wild animal by the time we get to bed later.

“It’s fine,” Dan says. “If that’s what she’s really like, I’m glad to be rid of her. I deserve better than that.”

“You do,” I agree, as I begin gently stroking his thigh. The heat of his body almost sears my skin even through his jeans, and I notice the bulge twitching slightly. The knowledge that he’s hard and throbbing has my pussy quivering in response.

Even though I’d never looked at Dan this way before tonight, before my husband began putting filthy ideas in my head, I am suddenly eager to get closer to our lodger. A whole lot closer. As close as it’s possible to get.

“Are you looking for a new girlfriend?” Brandon asks. His voice has got that deep, husky tone that tells me his arousal is spiking.

“No,” he answers. “I don’t want to open myself up to that kind of heartbreak again so soon after my last relationship. But if something casual came up, something with no strings attached, I’d jump at the chance if it was with the right kind of woman.”

The two men are staring at each other across the table, but not in a combative way. It’s as if there is an undercurrent of unspoken words between them. A silent understanding.

“And what kind of woman are you looking for?” Brandon asks.

One corner of Dan’s mouth curls up into a small smirk before he looks at me once more, his eyes trailing over every inch of my body as if he’s drinking me in.

“I prefer older women,” he says, making my heart flutter. “Ones with experience who aren’t afraid to go after what they want. I find that sexy as hell. Of course, it helps when they have a smoking hot body, too.”

He looks at me again, his gaze settling on my tits. It’s a look of pure, raw hunger. And his desire only increases my own.

“In case you hadn’t already worked it out on your own,” Brandon says, “Angel and I were talking just now, and we are curious about this hotwife thing. But we’re looking for someone we can trust who would be willing to give it a try just once, so we can decide if it really is the right thing for us.”

Dan drags his gaze away from me with a visible reluctance and looks at Brandon once more across the table.

“I had a feeling that’s what was going on,” he says with a small chuckle. “And if you’re asking me to be the lucky bastard who gets to fuck your beautiful wife, I’ve only got one small question.”

“What is it?” I ask, feeling excitement rushing through me.

Oh my god, this might actually happen.

Dan turns to look at me with an intense expression on his face that takes my breath away.

“When can I start?”

A small whimper escapes me, and I turn to look at Brandon, seeking his permission.

His eyes search mine, and I know it’s his silent way of asking me if I’m certain I want this too. So I give a small nod of my head.

“Any time you want,” Brandon answers after a long pause. “Whenever you are both ready for it to happen.”

“Are you ready, Angelina?” Dan asks, drawing my attention back to him.

“Yes,” I breathe, hoping the lack of hesitation doesn’t make me seem too eager to either of the men at the table.

He grins at me, the confidence oozing from every pore in a way that suddenly seems so very sexy.

“Then come sit on my lap, baby. I’ve been waiting far too long for a chance to get my hands on you.”
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Chapter Five
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Angelina:

I climb to my feet, feeling dizzy as the blood rushes from my head and down to my pussy. I feel hot and flushed, and the room seems to be spinning around me. I can’t believe this is actually happening. It’s crazy and so unlike me, but the desire coursing through me is too strong to ignore.

I’ve never cheated on Brandon, even in the early years when we had some rough patches. And although I know this isn’t cheating, it still feels naughty. Like the kind of thing a slutty woman would do, not a devoted housewife. But at the same time, it’s turning me on in a way I’ve never experienced before.

I want this.

As soon as I’ve taken a step towards Dan, he slides an arm around my waist and pulls me into his lap, positioning me so that I’m straddling his muscular thighs. He’s so tall that even when I’m in his lap, I have to tilt my head back a little to look up at him.

His hands come to rest on my ass cheeks, his long fingers squeezing gently. He’s not being rough or forceful. Instead, it feels almost tender. He’s taking his time and giving me a chance to change my mind.

But there is no way I’m stopping things now. Not when the heat from his body is sending a pleasant tingling sensation all the way through mine. The only thing that can stop me is if Brandon gets upset about what is happening.

My husband moves around the table and takes the seat I’ve just vacated, pulling it back towards the wall and turning it to face us.

I turn to look at him, feeling the need for his reassurance before I do anything that either of us might regret in the morning.

Brandon smiles at me. “You have my blessing to do whatever you want with him, Angel. I want to see you let go and let another man give you all the pleasure you deserve.”

I whimper and nod before turning back to Dan. My breath stalls as I lean in closer to him, brushing my lips gently against his. All it takes is that small touch for our sexy younger lodger to step up and take control. He grabs a handful of my hair so he can tilt my head to the perfect angle, then his mouth is on mine.

A rush of need surges through me, and I moan into his mouth, pressing my breasts against his chest as his tongue slips past my lips. He’s a demanding kisser, taking the lead and exploring my mouth in a way that shows just how confident he is.

His other hand is on my breast, cupping it and squeezing it roughly. It’s been a couple of decades since I had sex with anyone other than Brandon, who has always been a gentle lover, and Dan’s rough touches are surprising. But his fingers are so skilled, and the way he strokes and pinches my nipple has me writhing against him, trying to ease the ache between my thighs.

When he pulls his mouth away, he moves down to my neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin there. “Fuck, you’re a sexy woman,” he murmurs, his voice muffled against my throat. “I’ve wanted to touch you like this for so long.”

“Oh, god,” I whisper, unable to form any coherent thoughts.

He chuckles, and the vibrations send a thrill through my whole body. Then he releases his grip on my hair, sliding his hand down the length of my spine until his hands are on my ass cheeks, pulling me closer. A gasp catches in my throat as I feel the thick, hard length of his cock pressing against my center, and with his guidance, I begin grinding myself against him in a way that’s absolutely shameless.

My dress has ridden up around my hips, leaving my pussy completely bare as I dry hump against him, feeling the heat radiating outwards from my core to consume my entire body.

“Pull the top of your dress down,” Dan commands. “Show me those sexy tits properly. You’ve been teasing me with little glimpses all night, but now I want more.”

I do as he says, my hands trembling with nerves and excitement. With slow, deliberate movements, I peel the fabric down to my waist, and his eyes grow wide.

“So fucking sexy,” he growls.

He wastes no time grabbing my exposed tits in his large hands, kneading them and pinching the nipples roughly. His ebony skin is such a contrast to my pale flesh as it seeps out between his fingers, and I can’t help but stare. My head is swimming with the sensations.

This is so unlike any other sexual encounter I’ve ever had, and I’m amazed at how quickly I’m falling apart under his skilled touches.

He pushes the two mounds together, then dips his head to suck a nipple into his mouth, teasing and tugging on it. My breath hitches and my pussy floods with wetness as a bolt of pleasure shoots straight down between my legs.

“Do you have any idea how sexy you look right now, Angelina?” Brandon’s voice is low and gravelly, and I look over at him to see him palming his erection through his jeans.

It’s clear that he’s enjoying watching me with Dan, and the thought makes me giddy. I love knowing that my husband is turned on by seeing another man play with me like this. It makes it all so much hotter.

I turn back to Dan, leaning in for another kiss. He doesn’t waste a second, claiming my mouth with his own, while his fingers continue their assault on my tits. His tongue strokes mine in time with the way he is pinching and rolling the hard buds between his fingers.

My hands move on their own, reaching down to stroke his muscular arms, and I moan into his mouth.

God, his body is incredible.

“I’ve always wanted to fuck a sexy, older woman like you,” he tells me, breaking the kiss so he can trail his lips down my neck.

“Is that right?” I whisper, my voice hoarse and raspy.

“Yeah. Ever since I first saw you, I’ve had fantasies of spreading your legs wide open and fucking you hard, watching the way your gorgeous body shakes when I make you come.”

I groan, and my pussy spasms in response.

He pulls back so he can look at me, and I see the fire in his dark brown eyes. He’s not lying, and his honesty is incredibly sexy.

“Do you like the sound of that, Angelina?” he asks, his voice barely more than a whisper.

I swallow hard and nod. “Yes. But there is something else I’d like to do first.”

“Oh, really? And what would that be?”

“I’d like to taste you,” I tell him, looking down at the massive bulge straining the front of his pants.

A low rumble emanates from his chest. “Well, if you insist.”

I move off his lap and sink to the floor in front of him, while Dan unbuckles his belt and slides the zipper down, letting his cock spring free. Beside us, Brandon lets out a moan; but right now, I’m completely focused on my new lover.

Holy fuck.

My eyes grow wide, and I lick my lips as I stare at the long, thick shaft pointing up towards the ceiling. The head is swollen and dark, and precum beads at the tip, begging for me to lean forward and lap it up.

I glance up at Dan, and his expression is one of hunger and lust. His eyes are full of dark promise, and he doesn’t even try to hide the way his gaze travels up and down my half naked body, taking in every inch of me.

“Go ahead, baby,” he says. “Take a taste. But make it quick, because I’m dying to find out how good your wet little pussy feels when it’s gripping my dick.”

Oh, god.

He doesn’t have to ask twice.

I reach out and take hold of his cock, wrapping my fingers around the base and enjoying the heavy weight of it in my hand. My fingers barely reach around it, and I wonder for a moment whether he will even fit inside me. But that doesn’t matter right now. What matters is the way he hisses as I take the first lick, savoring the salty taste of his precum.

“Fuck,” he growls.

I wrap my lips around the swollen head, and begin sliding his length deeper into my mouth, slowly working more and more of him past my lips until it’s stretching the corners of my mouth and the back of my throat. He’s so damn big, but he feels so good in my mouth that I can’t resist trying to swallow as much of him as I can.

“Jesus Christ, you’re a little tease,” he groans, and he slides his hands into my hair, guiding my head as I start bobbing up and down, sucking and licking him like he’s a delicious popsicle on a hot summer’s day.

“Look at how greedy you are for that big black cock, Angel,” Brandon says, and the approval in his voice sends a shiver through me. “You’re so sexy.”

The sound of him unzipping his pants has my pulse racing, and I wonder if he’s touching himself while he watches me suck Dan’s dick. My pussy is dripping, and I’m positive there will be a wet patch on the floor beneath me when I get up.

“That’s it, baby,” Dan murmurs, stroking my hair as I keep my pace steady. “Suck that cock. I want to be so fucking hard when I finally fill that pussy up with every inch of my meat.”

My clit throbs and aches as I listen to him talk. He’s got a filthy mouth, and I love it.

I keep going, alternating between swirling my tongue around the head and sucking him deeper, but after a few minutes, he wraps his hands in my hair again and pulls me away.

“Fuck, Angelina. If you keep that up, you’re gonna make me come, and I’m not ready for that yet. Not until I bury my dick inside your tight, wet hole.”

I release him with a pop, and he takes hold of my hands, helping me to my feet. When I’m standing in front of him, he turns his attention to my dress, and I know what’s coming next.

He lifts the garment up over my head and tosses it to the floor, leaving me standing in only a pair of black heels.

Dan groans, his gaze trailing up and down the length of my body, his eyes drinking me in.

“Jesus,” he mutters, reaching out to trace his fingers over my curves, exploring my skin. “Your husband is a lucky man.”

“Thank you,” I say.

Then he leans down to kiss me again, his hands roaming all over my body, and the intensity has me dizzy and breathless.

As we kiss, Dan’s hand trails down over my hips and between my legs, and I moan as his fingers brush lightly over my clit.

“You’re so wet, baby,” he murmurs, kissing along the column of my throat. “Does that mean you’re ready for me to fuck you?”

“God, yes,” I pant, and his fingers slide deeper, sinking into my wet heat.

I arch my back, pressing against his hand and crying out with pleasure. He feels so good inside me, his long, thick digits stretching and filling me. But I can’t help imagining how much better his cock will feel.

He fucks me with his fingers for a minute, and I’m panting and moaning, barely able to keep myself upright.

Then, just as quickly as he started, he pulls his fingers away. I whimper, feeling empty without him, but I don’t have to wait long.

Dan picks me up for a second before placing me down gently on the table, pushing my thighs wide apart so he can gaze down at my exposed sex.

“You have no idea how many times I’ve pictured doing this,” he tells me, his voice husky.

I reach out to him, pulling his head down so I can kiss him again. Our mouths move together in perfect synchronization, and his tongue delves between my lips. As we kiss, he slides the length of his cock against the wet folds of my pussy, teasing and taunting me, and it takes everything I have not to beg him to stop messing around and just fuck me already.

“Tell me what you want, Angelina,” he whispers, his voice ragged with need.

“I want you to fuck me,” I whimper.

He looks down at me with a wicked grin on his lips, then turns to look at Brandon. “Are you ready for this, too?”

When I glance over at my husband, I see him sitting there with his hard cock in his hands, stroking himself slowly. It looks like he’s fighting hard to keep his self-control, and his breathing is heavy and labored.

“Yes, I’m ready,” he tells us. “Fuck my wife, Dan. Make her come for you. And I’m going to watch the whole thing.”

“Good,” Dan says, his voice a low growl. “Then let’s do this.”
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Chapter Six
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Brandon:

My heart pounds wildly as I watch the younger man grab hold of his cock and guide it to Angelina’s slick opening. She whimpers and her legs quiver as he begins pushing the head into her tight hole, and she lets out a low, guttural moan.

Fuck.

She looks so beautiful as she gives herself to Dan, letting him sink his huge cock into her tight little pussy. The sight of her pink puffy folds stretching so wide around his dark meat is one of the hottest sights I’ve ever seen, and I have to stop stroking my cock because I’m so fucking close to the edge and I don’t want to come too soon.

I’d half expected jealousy to rear up inside me at this moment, but it doesn’t. Not much, anyway. Not when her moans of pleasure fill my ears. I love my wife, and more than anything else in the world, I want her to be happy. She deserves the adoring attention of another man, and when he’s finished with her, I’m going to take her upstairs and show her just how much I love her.

My gaze trails up her gorgeous, curvaceous body, and the sight of her hard nipples sends a wave of lust rushing through me. Her breasts are heaving as she draws in ragged breaths, and the sound is like a symphony to my ears. It’s a beautiful thing, watching her give herself so freely.

“Fuck, your pussy feels so good, baby,” Dan tells her.

She closes her eyes, and her lips part as he slides his cock in and out of her, slowly and deliberately. He’s taking his time, but judging by the tension in his jaw and the sweat beading on his forehead, it’s clear how hard he’s working to restrain himself.

“Do you like that, Angel?” I ask, unable to keep the words from tumbling out. “Does his cock feel good?”

Her eyes flutter open and she gazes at me, her eyelids heavy with desire. She’s so turned on, and the knowledge has my cock twitching and swelling.

“Yes,” she breathes, and a smile crosses her lips. “It feels amazing.”

Dan starts thrusting harder, his balls slapping against her ass cheeks.

“Oh, god. Yes, please.”

She spreads her legs wider, giving him full access, and the way her pussy swallows up his cock is such a fucking turn on. It’s so hot watching her with another man, and the sounds that fill the room are intoxicating.

Unable to resist, I take hold of my dick again, stroking it ever so slowly. I can’t tear my eyes away from the erotic sight in front of me, and my balls ache with the need to come. But I hold back, determined to wait until this show’s climax.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so tight,” Dan tells her. “Do you want it harder? Faster?”

“Yes,” she whispers. “God, yes. Please, I need it. So bad.”

With a grunt, Dan leans down, pressing his body flush against her and kissing her deeply, his tongue sweeping inside her mouth. Then he straightens up, grabs her hips, and starts thrusting in and out of her hard and fast.

Angelina cries out, and her hands move to her tits, squeezing and kneading the full mounds.

“You’re so beautiful, Angel,” I tell her, my voice sounding like a growl.

The table beneath her creaks and groans as Dan slams his hips into her again and again, his movements rough and urgent. Her tits bounce up and down, and her cries become louder and higher pitched.

I keep my strokes slow and gentle, not wanting to get carried away, and the whole time I can’t help but wish it was my dick making her scream like this.

But that will have to wait until later. Right now, all I want is to enjoy the show.

Dan reaches between their bodies, finding her clit and rubbing it. He moves his thumb in slow circles, teasing her, and her hips jerk, thrusting against him.

“You like that, Angelina?”

“Oh, fuck. Yes.”

She arches her back and closes her eyes, losing herself in the sensations. Dan keeps pounding her pussy, his movements growing more and more erratic. His balls slap against her ass and his groans mingle with her moans and gasps, the sounds echoing around the room.

I stroke my dick faster, my eyes locked on her face. She looks so beautiful and so vulnerable, and the look on her face is one of pure bliss.

“God, yes. Oh, please. Yes.”

Her cries are desperate, pleading, and her entire body quivers with each thrust. Her skin glistens with a light sheen of sweat, and her long, dark hair is wild and disheveled. She’s the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen, and it takes everything in me not to lose control and shoot my load.

“Come for him, Angel,” I urge. “Come on his cock.”

She doesn’t need any further encouragement. She grips the table, and her back bows up off the hard surface. Her screams fill the room, and her entire body shudders as her pussy spasms and convulses.

“Oh, fuck,” Dan hisses through gritted teeth. “Oh, shit, baby.”

With a loud groan, he rams his dick into her and grinds his hips against her, his whole body tense and his eyes screwed shut.

They stay like that for a long moment, and I keep stroking myself, trying to prolong the delicious ache in my balls. But it’s no use. Knowing another man is filling my wife with his cum is too much, and I can’t hold back any longer.

I close my eyes, and the sound of their combined cries of pleasure fills my ears as the tension building up inside me reaches its breaking point.

“Holy fuck!”

My entire body stiffens and I throw my head back as pleasure rushes through me, and a moment later, ropes of sticky, white cum burst from the tip of my cock and cover my hands and belly. My orgasm is more intense than anything I’ve ever felt before, and it seems to last forever, my muscles tensing and relaxing in time with the waves of ecstasy that crash over me.

When it finally subsides, I open my eyes and look at Angel and Dan. They’re both panting and gasping, their chests heaving. Dan’s dark skin is slick with sweat, and Angelina’s whole body is trembling, her pale skin flushed and pink.

She glances at me, her eyes shining, and a contented smile plays across her lips.

“Was that okay, Brandon?” she asks.

“Are you kidding? That was incredible. You were so sexy.”

A look of relief washes over her face, and I know that deep down, she was worried I would feel threatened by another man touching her. But that couldn’t be further from the truth. Seeing her come undone at the hands of a younger man has made me feel a kind of euphoria I’ve never known.

I’m looking forward to spending the rest of the evening showing her just how much I loved every second of her performance.

As Dan slides out of her, I watch as a river of cum leaks from her used little hole. God, it’s so fucking sexy seeing her like this. She looks completely debauched and utterly perfect.

“You were incredible,” he tells her.

Then he leans down and kisses her deeply. His tongue swirls around hers, and she wraps her arms around his neck, pulling him closer. The sight makes me groan. I’m already thinking about the next time we can do this, and have a feeling it might become an addiction to watch her like this. She’s hotter than any porn star I’ve ever seen, and she’s all mine.

“Thank you,” she says, once the kiss has ended. “That was incredible.”

He smiles and strokes her hair. “Anytime, Angel.”

Then he turns and walks away, leaving us alone together.

As soon as he’s out of the room, I move to her side and take her in my arms, cradling her against me. She sighs and leans into my touch, and the two of us stay like that for a long while, not speaking, simply enjoying being close.

The whole time, images from the night fill my mind. I reach down and gently caress her pussy, feeling the sticky cum coating her swollen lips.

“What are you thinking?” she asks.

“About how amazing you were,” I tell her, and I can’t hide the lust in my voice. “And how badly I want to take you upstairs and have you all to myself for the rest of the night.”

“Sounds good to me,” she purrs, and presses a soft kiss to my lips.

I lift her into my arms and carry her upstairs.
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Chapter Seven
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Angelina:

As soon as we get upstairs, Brandon lays me down on our bed and crawls on top of me, claiming my mouth with his. I moan, letting the passion flow through me, and wrap my arms around his neck.

“I love you so much,” he whispers, kissing along my jawline. “And I am so incredibly lucky to have a woman like you.”

I smile. “You’re pretty amazing, too.”

His lips move down to my throat, and he presses hot, open-mouthed kisses against my skin, working his way lower.

“Seeing you with him... Jesus, it was so hot, Angel. The sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

He sucks a nipple into his mouth, and my back arches, pushing my chest against his face. His words send a shiver of arousal through me, and my pussy pulses, aching for more.

“Yeah?” I say.

“God, yes. Watching another man touch you, knowing that he’s going to make you come, and knowing I’m going to be the one who gets to take care of you afterwards...” He groans and rolls his hips, his cock sliding against my leg.

His words are driving me wild, and I love knowing that he enjoyed it so much. I’d loved every second of being stretched wide and being fucked by such a virile younger man, but there is one worry that hasn’t left my mind since Dan left us alone together in the kitchen. If I don’t mention it, I know it will continue playing on my mind, so I take a deep breath.

“You do know that you’re the only man I love, don’t you, Brandon?” I ask, my voice shaky. “It was fun, and I enjoyed it a lot, but I need you to know that my feelings for you haven’t changed.”

“Angelina, I know.”

His response is immediate and certain. He cups my face, his gaze burning into mine.

“I would never, ever doubt your feelings for me. What we shared downstairs was a fantasy, and I wouldn’t want anything like that to come between us. It was hot, and it was something we both wanted. And hopefully, we can do it again soon, if you want that. But you and I are forever. That’s the important thing.”

His words have tears springing to my eyes, and I nod, unable to speak.

“I love you,” he whispers, and then kisses me deeply, his tongue delving between my lips.

His fingers trail down my body, and he slips them between my thighs. I’m still wet and sticky, and when his thumb brushes over my clit, I whimper and buck my hips.

“God, you’re so ready for me, aren’t you?”

I nod, and he slides a finger inside me, crooking it slightly and hitting that spot inside that drives me crazy.

“Oh, god. Please, Brandon.”

“I know, Angel. I’ve got you. I’m gonna take care of you.”

His words are a promise, and when he slides a second finger into me, my back arches and my body quivers.

“Yes. Please.”

He keeps fingering me, working his digits in and out, and rubbing the heel of his hand against my clit. I roll my hips, working myself desperately against his hand. Despite the fact that I’ve already been fucked twice tonight, apparently my body is still eager for more. The events with Dan have unlocked something inside me - a deep appetite for sensual pleasure that wasn’t there before.

“Do you want my cock, Angel?”

“God, yes. Please, Brandon. Give it to me.”

Without hesitation, he withdraws his fingers and grips his shaft, guiding the swollen head to my slick opening. When he begins sliding it up and down, coating himself in the wetness of my pussy and our lodger’s cum, my breath catches in my throat and I dig my fingers into the bedsheets.

“Please, Brandon. I need you.”

At last, he relents. He pushes into me, and I moan, savoring the stretch of my tight, wet walls around his hard shaft. His thickness is perfect, filling me just the right amount.

“Yes,” I pant, and he bottoms out inside me, grinding his hips against mine.

“Fuck, Angel. You feel so good.”

His lips find mine, and we kiss hungrily, our tongues swirling and exploring. He starts moving, slowly at first, and I moan as the familiar sensations start building.

“Yes. More.”

He picks up the pace, thrusting into me faster and harder, his balls slapping against my ass. His movements are rough and urgent, and I know that he’s as turned on by what happened earlier as I am.

I close my eyes and wrap my legs around his waist, letting the sensations overwhelm me. It feels so good, having him inside me after everything that’s happened.

His hands are everywhere, stroking and caressing, and I lose myself in the pleasure.

“Yes, yes, yes. Fuck me.”

He grunts, pumping his hips, and my body responds. My pussy throbs, and the familiar tension begins building deep inside.

“I’m close, Angel,” he whispers, his voice husky.

“Me, too. Come for me, Brandon. I want to feel you come.”

He growls, and his thrusts become erratic and uneven. His movements are rough and primal, and the sounds he makes are animalistic.

“Oh, god,” he cries out, and his whole body goes rigid.

The feel of him pulsing and jerking inside me is too much, and I let out a high, keening cry. My muscles contract, squeezing and pulsating around his cock, and I lose myself in the ecstasy of it.

It takes several minutes for our bodies to relax, and the two of us lie there, tangled up together, panting and gasping.

“God, that was amazing,” Brandon whispers, brushing a strand of hair from my forehead.

“Yes, it was,” I agree.

He slides his softening cock out of me and rolls onto his back, pulling me close. I snuggle against him, breathing in his familiar scent and feeling completely content.

“Are you okay, Angel?” he asks, pressing a gentle kiss to the top of my head.

“I’m more than okay,” I reply. “Tonight was incredible. You’re an amazing husband, Brandon, and I am so lucky to have you.”

“Right back at ya, babe.”

I smile and lean up to kiss him softly. “I love you.”

“I love you, too, Angel.”

I rest my head on his chest, and the two of us lie there, basking in the afterglow.

“Do you think we’ll do this again?” I ask after a long silence. “With Dan, I mean.”

“Do you want to?”

I shrug, worried a confession that I’d love to do this again would hurt him.

Brandon chuckles and grips my chin, tilting my head up so he can look into my eyes. “It’s okay if you do,” he says softly. “In fact, I’m hoping you will, because I’d love to watch him fucking you again, Angel. But if you were happy with it just being a one-time thing, then that’s okay, too. I’m not going to force you to do anything that makes you unhappy.”

“I’d love to do it again,” I admit, blushing.

“Then we will,” he tells me. “Maybe tomorrow, even. But right now, I just want to hold you.”

He kisses the top of my head, and the two of us lie there in comfortable silence, enjoying each other’s company.

The night’s adventures have left me exhausted, and the feel of Brandon’s arms around me is the most comforting thing in the world. Within minutes, I’m drifting off to sleep, completely satisfied and utterly content.

______________________________

Thank you for reading my book, and please consider leaving a review, or even just a star rating on Amazon. It really does help us indie authors out so much.

Also, don’t forget to follow my author page on Amazon so you can get notifications of new releases!
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The Hotwife’s Decision (Book 1 in the Suburban Hotwife series)

Who knew that moving into a new neighborhood would send my husband and I on a journey of sexual awakening?

I certainly didn't.

At least, not until I met our new neighbor. Connor was tall, dark and handsome, and it was impossible not to stare at him from our front porch.

Gary noticed my budding crush straight away, and when Connor seemed just as interested in me as I was in him, my husband reminded me about a fantasy he'd confessed to one night on our honeymoon.

He longed to watch me in the throes of passion with another man.

____________________

Hotwife at the Club (Book 1 in the Willing Wives series)

An invitation to a new swingers club opens up a whole new world of opportunity and sexual adventure for Leah and Dylan..

When my husband told me his best friend had invited us to the opening night of his swinger's club, I had my doubts. After all, we were monogamous, and I wouldn't want the other patrons thinking we were looking for something more. But I relented, knowing it was important to support our friend in his new business venture.

However, I'd had no idea we would meet a man at the club who would send us crashing towards a whole new lifestyle.

A lifestyle that was not at all monogamous.

____________________

First Time at the Hotwife Hideaway (Book 1 of the Hotwife Hideaway series)

I love Toby with all my heart, but we got married young and he's the only man I've ever been intimate with. Until we hear about a place called The Hotwife Hideaway and we decide to take a visit...

I'm nervous about the thought of getting close to another guy. But then I see the lifeguard - a handsome older man who is jaw-droppingly sexy - and all of a sudden, those nerves melt away.

Once I'm in Finn's arms, I realise that there was no need to be worried. He has more than enough experience for the both of us, and helps me experience a wild kind of pleasure I had only ever dreamed of.
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