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My Neighbor Turned Me Into A Hotwife




Chapter One




Ipeeked out the side of the curtains, trying not to let the light from the bedroom spread out onto the street and give me away.

“They’re having another one of those parties,” I said to my husband, Brandon.

“Uh-huh,” he replied, sounding disinterested as he pulled on his pajamas.

“Yeah,” I said, mainly to myself. “Seems to be around ten couples so far, let me make a note.”

I picked up the notebook I had left on the windowsill. “Hmm, some of them have been here before, the short bald guy and the tall younger woman definitely have.”

“I don’t get why you’re so interested in the new neighbors,” muttered Brandon, climbing into bed and reaching for his book.

I ignored him. “Oh, my god, did you see that. The bald guy just kissed Megan on the lips when she answered the door. That was no peck on the cheek.” I made a note in my notebook.

Brandon sighed.

“I’m going to have to order those binoculars,” I said to myself. “I can’t see for sure, but it looked like Megan slapped the younger woman on the ass as she went in.”

I pressed my face closer to the gap in the curtain. I couldn’t see what was happening inside, but I could imagine. Oh, I had been imagining.

“Look, Alice, they’re probably not swingers, you know,” said Brandon. “They probably just have a lot of friends. Why don’t you stop spying on them?”

“They’re swingers, Brandon. I’m telling you.”

Brandon sighed again.

Another car drew up. I scowled, scribbling again. “Look, there’s that brunette with the red heels. That’s the third time she’s been. Why would she arrive at a party at eleven in the evening if she wasn’t getting dicked?”

“Do you have to use that language?” Brandon muttered, flicking a page.

“Language? Christ, you think I’m the rude one here? They’re across the road stuffing each other’s holes in God knows what combination, and you’re worried about my mouth.”

I let the curtain fall for a moment, turning back to him. He was lying there in his sad striped pajamas, glasses slipping down his nose. The contrast was laughable. I imagined the noise, the moans, the slaps of flesh across the road, while here, my husband looked ready for retirement in his mid-thirties.

“They’ll be naked already,” I whispered, more to myself than him. “Probably passing women around, bending them over the dining table… Jesus, I bet Megan’s gagging on someone right now.”

I was feeling kind of hot, and there was an ache between my legs. My thighs pressed together before I even realized it.

“Come to bed, love,” Brandon said flatly, not lifting his eyes from his book. “And stop worrying about what the neighbors are doing.”

I snorted. “Yeah, sure. Just let me finish my notes.”

The curtain shifted again under my fingers, and I felt my stomach flutter as the door closed across the road and the last couple slipped inside.

The street was quiet. The only clue was the muffled thump of music from behind Megan’s drawn blinds. My pulse was racing.

“You know, I saw Megan at church on Sunday, and she didn’t mention a party.”

“Hah, you want to be invited to her sex party?” Brandon laughed. “Not that it is one.”

“Of course not,” I said. But the more I thought about it, the more I wondered if I did want to. Just to see what it was like, of course. Not to do anything. I licked my lips. My mouth had gone dry, and the only thing I could think about was what was happening across the street.

I turned from the window, staring at Brandon with a heat between my legs that I couldn’t ignore. He still had his damn book in his hands.

“You’re really not curious?” I asked, crawling onto the bed. I didn’t wait for his answer. I tugged the book from his hands and tossed it onto the floor. “You sit there pretending you don’t care while I’m dripping wet thinking about them fucking.”

“Alice, language!” Brandon admonished.

I pulled the blanket back and slid my hand straight into his pajama bottoms.

He was already hard. That made me grin. “See? You do care. You’ve been thinking about them too.”

I yanked the waistband down and wrapped my lips around his cock, taking him deep, my eyes watering as I forced myself lower. The taste of him only made me hungrier, and I bobbed my head fast, making filthy, wet noises that echoed in the quiet bedroom.

“Oh, god,” he murmured, his toes curling.

In my mind, it wasn’t Brandon on his back. It was one of them; the bald bloke, the tall younger guy, the one with the pornstar moustache… anyone across the street with their cocks out and ready. I moaned around his shaft, pulling off with a loud pop.

I couldn’t take the ache in my pussy any longer. I climbed onto his lap, hiked my skirt up, and straddled him. I didn’t bother taking off my panties, just shoved them aside and sank down onto him in one messy thrust that made me gasp as he split me open.

I rode him hard, my dark hair falling in my face, tits bouncing, every movement noisy and obscene. “Mmm… fuck… I bet Megan’s doing this right now,” I moaned, slapping my own ass with one hand as I ground against him.

“What the fuck are you talking about Megan for?” panted Brandon.

The bed creaked under us, our groans filling the room. “Oh god… listen to me,” I gasped, throwing my head back and moaning louder. “They’d hear me screaming over the music if I was there… fuck, yes… take me… take me harder…”

Brandon grabbed my hips, finally meeting my rhythm, but I was gone, lost in the thought of being across the street, spread out for strangers, my voice hoarse from begging for more.

My nails dug into Brandon’s chest as I bounced harder, every slap of skin against skin louder than the last. My pussy clenched around him, so wet his cock almost slipped out, and that only made me grind down harder, chasing my release.

“Oh fuck, yes… just like that,” I cried, half out of control now. One hand went to my clit, frantically rubbing it. My eyes rolled shut, and I saw it all in my head… their hands all over me, cocks sliding into every hole, Megan cheering me on like some filthy host.

I came hard, soaking him, throwing my head back, and clutching at the sheets as the orgasm ripped through me in waves. I felt Brandon’s cock swell inside me, pumping out thick loads of cum, filling my pussy.

I collapsed onto his chest, exhausted and sweating. Neither of us spoke for a while, as his cock softened inside me. When it popped out, I went to the bathroom and cleaned my teeth. We didn’t talk about what had just happened.


Chapter Two




Sunday morning, and my crazy sex session with Brandon had become just a vague memory. Like a dream. Neither of us mentioned it. As we approached the church, the street was lined with shiny cars, families in their Sunday best, and the heavy smell of perfume from the ladies.

Megan glided up the church path like butter wouldn’t melt, her red hair glowing in the sunlight. She wore a floaty summer dress, pale yellow with a tiny floral pattern, the sort of thing meant to look modest. But the neckline dipped just a fraction too far, and her tits… God, they were enormous. They swelled and bounced with every step. It wasn’t indecent, not technically, but I caught myself staring. The cleavage was so heavy, so soft-looking, that it was almost wicked in this setting. I swear, even Father James’s eyes flickered down as he passed.

Her husband was on her arm, though he looked more like a toy boy. He was ten years younger than her, twenty-five at most, with a golden tan and dark hair swept back to look neat but still roguish. His eyes twinkled like he knew all the secrets. I found myself starting to spiral into arousal again, and swallowed hard.

She squeezed his arm as they walked, her nails painted a coy pink. The two of them looked the perfect couple, her lush and overflowing, him sharp and muscular, like something off an advert. But I knew what they were up to behind those blinds.

Megan spotted us straight away, and her face lit up like we were long-lost friends.

“Alice, Brandon,” she sang, gliding over.

Up close, those tits were impossible to ignore, the fabric straining just a little as she leaned in to kiss my cheek. I caught a whiff of her perfume, just a bit too sexy for church.

“And this is Adam,” she added, turning with a little flourish. Her husband, Adam, extended a hand to Brandon, that boyish smile showing off those damn dimples. Brandon shook it, looking slightly awkward next to him. I noticed how Adam’s shirt clung to his chest, and I had to remind myself to breathe.

“Nice to meet you, Adam,” I said as he air-kissed my cheek. “We haven’t seen you at church before.”

“I know,” he replied, turning on the charm. “Megan finally persuaded me to come and see what all the fuss is about, and boy am I glad I came.” When he said the last part, his eyes flicked over me. Was he flirting with me? I fought the urge to check my hair.

There was a pause, and then I blurted it out, trying to sound casual. “So… you had quite the gathering the other night, didn’t you?”

Megan’s eyes flicked to mine, and I swear there was a glimmer there, something knowing. Her lips curved into the smallest smile. “Oh… I hope we didn’t disturb you?”

I swallowed. “Of course not, I… noticed a few cars. Looked lively.”

“Mm.” Megan smiled slyly. “We do like a bit of company.” She adjusted the strap of her dress, deliberately tugging it higher, but all it did was push her cleavage together even more. “It’s nice to let your hair down now and again, don’t you think?”

Brandon gave a little cough, clearly uncomfortable. “Er… yes, well, I suppose.”

Adam smirked, slipping an arm around Megan’s waist, his hand resting just a little low on her hip. “Megan does love to entertain,” he said smoothly.

The way he said entertain made my thighs squeeze together. I realized that my panties were actually soaked through.

Megan’s gaze lingered on me a beat too long before she finally turned towards the church doors. “Anyway, we mustn’t keep the vicar waiting. Perhaps we’ll see you at one of our parties one day, Alice.”

I almost choked. Brandon and I stood frozen on the path as she glided into the church.


Chapter Three




Two nights later, I was bent over, my elbows on the windowsill as I adjusted my new binoculars.

“Nothing much going on yet,” I reported to Brandon, although he couldn’t hear me as he had the water running in the ensuite.

Just then, a car cruised into the road and parked up on Megan’s driveway. “Wait!” I said, excitedly.

The water stopped in the other room, and Brandon came in, wiping his mouth with a towel. “Alice, for fu… for goodness sake, stop spying on the neighbors.”

I ignored him. “They’re getting out of the car,” I said. “Haven’t seen this couple before. They’re both Black… really hot actually… he’s wearing one of those casual suits and she’s… definitely not wearing a bra.”

“Alice,” hissed Brandon. “They’re going to call the police if you keep this up.”

The door opened, and Megan appeared, looking even sluttier than ever in a very short dress. She kissed them both on the lips and closed the door behind them.

“It’s definitely a foursome,” I said, putting the binoculars down and picking up my notebook.

“Come to bed,” sighed Brandon, climbing in and reaching for his book.

The light in the bedroom opposite flicked on. And then I saw through the open curtains… all four of them entered the bedroom. I felt my stomach flip. Adam and the Black woman disappeared from view as they fell onto the bed together. Megan walked to the window and put her hands on the curtains, ready to close them.

“No,” I whispered.

“No, what?” said Brandon.

Did Megan see me watching? She paused and smiled, and then let go of the curtains, leaving them open. The Black guy moved behind her, putting his arms around her waist and kissing her neck.

“I knew it,” I said, my breath coming faster now. “They’re swapping partners.”

His hands slid slowly up her body, cupping those huge tits through the flimsy dress. She arched back against him, but it felt like her eyes were on me.

“Oh my god…” I muttered, pressing the binoculars harder to my face. “Brandon, she knows I’m watching.”

Brandon groaned, throwing his book onto the nightstand. “Alice… Come to bed before she calls the police.”

“Shh!” I hissed. “Look. Just look!”

The Black guy peeled Megan’s dress down, baring her breasts completely. Her nipples were dark and swollen, and he pinched them between his fingers while she moaned, her lips parting, her gaze fixed across the street.

“Fuck…” I whispered, feeling the heat flood between my legs.

The guy hiked up Megan’s dress and slipped a hand into her panties. I couldn’t help it. My hand slid between my own thighs, the binoculars shaking as I started rubbing my clit and moaning.

“Alice!” Brandon hissed again.

“Shut up. Come and watch,” I gasped.

He climbed out of bed and moved behind me, peering through the gap in the curtains, watching with me as Megan got groped and fingered. I felt his cock stiffen against my ass.

“Jesus…” he whispered. “It’s like she’s putting on a show.”

The guy shoved Megan forward against the window. He yanked down her panties and pulled out his cock. Even from here, I could see the thick length of him. He guided his dick into her from behind and gave one firm thrust, making her breasts bounce. Her mouth dropped open in pleasure.

“Brandon,” I gasped, grinding back against him, “take me like that. Right here.”

He froze. “Alice…”

“Do it,” I begged, pressing my palms flat against our own window, arching my back so my ass pushed against his cock. “Fuck me while she watches.”

He shoved my skirt up, dragged my panties aside, and drove himself into me with a groan. I cried out, forehead pressed to the glass, eyes locked on Megan as she was taken from behind across the street.

Every thrust Brandon gave me seemed to sync with the Black guy pounding Megan, our bodies jerking in time. Megan’s huge breasts were bouncing like crazy, slapping together as he fucked her. I pulled down my own top, exposing my tits. They were smaller than Megan’s, but they jiggled and bounced all the same as Brandon took me.

“Christ,” Brandon muttered, gripping my hips hard. “She’s watching us.”

“I know,” I whimpered, pushing back against him. “God, this is so hot.”

Brandon’s rhythm grew rougher, each thrust driving into me hard and deep. Across the street, Megan was wild now, her mouth open, her tits bouncing as she took that thick cock from behind. And all the while, she held my gaze.

“Fuck, Brandon,” I moaned, clawing at the windowsill. “I’m gonna… oh god… I’m gonna come…”

My whole body shook as the orgasm ripped through me, my pussy clenching around him, my voice breaking into shameless moans against the glass. My legs buckled, but Brandon held me up, driving deep until with a loud cry he came too, spilling warm cum inside me.

Across the road, there was movement; Adam and the Black woman rose from the bed and came to the window. They were both naked. I saw the woman’s hand slide between Megan’s thighs, tugging her back, pulling her and the guy onto the bed in a tangle of limbs.

Then, just like that, they disappeared from view, leaving the window empty.

I stayed there trembling, Brandon still inside me, both of us panting heavily.


Chapter Four




The next afternoon, I pulled into the driveway with the groceries. As I slammed the car door, I spotted Megan floating across the road towards me. She was wearing another one of her summer dresses. This one was white, thin enough that you could see the shape of her nipples, the fabric clinging to those impossible tits.

“Alice!” she called brightly, as if nothing were strange about watching each other fuck in the window last night.

“Hi,” I managed, gripping the shopping bag tighter.

She lowered her voice, leaning in just enough that her breasts brushed against my arm. “We were thinking… maybe you and Brandon could pop over for a drink later? Nothing formal. Just the four of us. Get to know each other better.”

My stomach flipped. I nodded too quickly. “Yes. I mean… sure. I’ll ask Brandon.”

“Lovely,” she purred, her eyes sparkling. “About eight?”

And with that, she glided back to her driveway, her hips swaying. I couldn’t help but stare at her round ass. The thin fabric clung to it, and I could see she was wearing a thong underneath.

Inside, I dumped the shopping on the counter and rushed to tell Brandon.

“She’s invited us over,” I said, almost bouncing into his home office. “Just the four of us. Drinks.”

Brandon looked up from his laptop. “Alice… come on. You know what that means.”

“Yes,” I said, my voice breathless. “I do.”

He frowned, chewing his lip. “We can’t just… Alice, we’re not the type.”

“Not the type?” I snapped. “Last night you fucked me up against the window while they watched. We’re exactly the type.”

He flushed.

I slid closer, my hand brushing his shoulder. “Don’t you want to? Don’t you want to see her? To touch her? Christ, Brandon, she’s gorgeous. I’d watch you fuck her all night.”

His eyes widened at that. “You… you’d want that?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my mouth dry. “And Adam… god, Brandon, he’s so hot. I can’t stop thinking about his hands on me. Imagine watching him fuck me.” I was breathing heavily now.

Brandon swallowed hard, his cock already straining under the fabric of his pants. He tried to cover it with his hand, but I pushed it aside and rubbed his dick through the material.

“So,” I said, climbing onto his lap. “Shall I tell Megan yes?”

He hesitated, torn between nerves and the feeling of his bulge rubbing against me. I pressed down harder, rocking my hips so my soaked panties dragged over the ridge of his cock. “Say yes,” I whispered, licking his ear. “Say yes and I’ll ride you right here, right now.”

He nodded, eyes wide. “Yes.”

I grinned, already yanking his zip down and freeing him. My panties were drenched, clinging as I pulled them aside. Without waiting another second, I sank onto him, both of us groaning at once.

“Fuck, Brandon,” I moaned, bouncing in his lap. His hands clutched my ass cheeks. The chair squeaked under us, his cock stretching me, filling me deep. In my mind, all I could see were Megan’s tits in that white dress.

“When we go over there, I want you to take her in front of me. I want to watch her tits bounce while you fuck her. Would you like that?”

“Fuck… yes…” He shuddered, his hips thrusting up to meet mine.

“And Adam…” I gasped, grinding down hard, my pussy clenching around his shaft. “God, I want him to take me while you’re watching. I want you to see his cock in me.”

Brandon groaned, his hands sliding up to squeeze my tits through my blouse. “Alice, Jesus…”

I rode him harder, faster, my wetness soaking his lap, the filthy words spilling out as fast as my moans. The chair thumped against the floor, his breath ragged, my orgasm already building.

“And I want to lick her cunt,” I moaned, “Suck on her clit and make her come,”

“Fuck… Alice… I didn’t know you…”

“Oh god, I’m going to come…”

I came with a cry, my body shaking in his lap, the orgasm ripping through me so hard I nearly toppled backwards. My nails dug into Brandon’s shoulders as my pussy pulsed around his cock, squeezing him in tight waves. He groaned beneath me, his hips jerking up, and I felt the hot rush of him spilling deep inside me.

I slumped against his chest, both of us panting, the office filled with the smell of sex. Brandon held me tight, his cock still buried in me, both of us sticky and breathless. I could feel him still twitching inside me as I rocked lazily, letting the aftershocks ripple through us both.

“Are we really doing this?” Brandon said quietly.

“We’re doing it,” I replied.


Chapter Five




My heart was hammering as Brandon and I stood on Megan’s porch. It felt unreal, like we were about to step over some invisible line. I smoothed my dress down with sweaty palms and gave Brandon a nervous grin. He looked pale, but his cock had been hard as a rock the entire time we got ready, so I knew he was as wound up as I was.

I knocked. The door swung open almost at once. Megan stood there in a deep green dress that clung to her tits and made them look even bigger than before.

“Alice! Brandon!” she beamed, pulling us both in with kisses on the cheek. Her perfume hit me instantly, sweet and sexy. “Come in, come in. Make yourselves at home.”

We followed her through to the living room. Adam offered us drinks, and then went to get them from the kitchen. When he returned, we sat with Brandon and Adam on one sofa, Megan and I on the other. She slid up right next to me, her thigh pressed warm against mine, and I felt a rush between my legs.

We made small talk at first, but Megan’s eyes never left mine. And then, halfway through her drink, she leaned a little closer, her voice dropping.

“So, are you into bird watching?”

I looked at her, confused for a moment.

“The binoculars,” she smirked.

I went bright red. “Megan, look, I’m so sorry…” I began.

She laughed. “It’s fine. I… enjoyed our little bird watching event last night. Tell me, Alice… have you ever been eaten out by a woman?”

I almost choked on my wine. “No. I… no, I haven’t.”

Her smile was slow, knowing. “Would you like to be?”

I froze, glancing at Brandon. He was just staring at me with his mouth open. My thighs pressed together of their own accord. “I… I think I would,” I whispered.

Megan set her glass down, her hand sliding gently onto my knee. Before I could think, she pushed me back against the sofa. She lifted the hem of my dress, her fingers stroking up my thighs and over the damp patch on my panties. I gasped.

Her fingers found the hem, and she tugged on it. I lifted my ass, letting her slide them over my thighs and down to my feet. When they were off, she gently parted my knees with her hands, spreading me open. My hair was dark and trimmed, already damp around the opening. She pulled me to the edge of the sofa and knelt in front of me.

When her mouth touched my clit, I cried out, grabbing the sofa cushions. Her tongue was slow at first, teasing, circling, then pressing harder, sliding between my folds. My hips squirmed helplessly, and she moaned against me, like she was tasting something delicious. I whimpered, my head falling back, my whole body trembling under her mouth.

Her tongue worked over my clit in firm, steady strokes, one hand slipping under my ass to lift me up against her face. I rocked shamelessly, grinding into her mouth, unable to hold still. I glanced at the others. Brandon looked in shock, but I could see his pants tented at the front. Adam met my eyes casually, his lips curling to a smirk.

My fingers tangled in her ginger hair, holding her against me. “Fuck, Megan… oh my god… don’t stop,” I gasped, my thighs trembling around her face.

She didn’t. She buried her mouth deeper, licking me with long, greedy strokes, then sucking my clit until my whole body buzzed with pleasure. Her moans vibrated through me, sending electricity racing up my spine.

“Oh god… I’m gonna… fuck, I’m coming…”

It hit me hard. My whole body shook, thighs clamped tight around her head as I cried out, louder than ever before. My cunt clenched and pulsed against her tongue, wave after filthy wave washing over me. Megan didn’t stop, not until I was twitching and gasping, too sensitive to take any more. Only then did she lift her head, her lips glistening with my release.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and leaned up to kiss me softly, letting me taste myself on her lips.

“See?” she whispered against my mouth. “I knew you’d like it.”

“Wow, I… did,” I said, still sounding breathless. “Where did you learn to do that?”

“Just practice,” she smirked. “Why don’t you have a go?”

“Oh, I’ve never… I might not be very good,” I said, hesitating. But Megan just stood up and slipped her panties off from under her dress. I felt another throb of arousal. She settled back on the sofa, in the corner facing the men, and opened her legs.

Megan’s pussy was completely shaved, with deep pink lips that protruded just enough to glisten with arousal. Her hands reached between her thighs, and she parted her lips with her fingers, letting us all see inside her wet pussy. “Don’t be shy,” she murmured. “Just follow what I did to you. I’ll guide you.”

I leaned over between her legs, my heart hammering in my chest. The sight of her spread open for me, right there in front of Brandon and Adam, was almost too much. I breathed in the scent of her, musky and sweet, and then lowered my mouth.

My first tentative lick made her sigh, her hips shifting closer. “Yes, that’s it. Slow strokes to start… good girl.”

I licked again, longer, tasting her properly this time. She was delicious, salty, and slick, and I moaned against her without meaning to.

“Circle my clit now,” she whispered, “Yes, just like that.”

I obeyed, flicking my tongue in slow circles, feeling her shiver under my mouth. Her hand slid into my hair, guiding me every so slightly.

“That’s perfect, Alice… a little firmer… oh, yes.”

Behind me, I could hear Brandon breathing like he’d run a marathon. Adam laughed quietly, clearly enjoying the show. “They look great together, don’t they?” he said to Brandon.

“Mmm-hmm,” said Brandon, which was probably agreement.

I suddenly realized that, as I was bent over in front of them and I wasn’t wearing panties, they could see my pussy and asshole from behind. The thought sent another rush of desire through me.

Megan gasped when I pressed my tongue flat and dragged it up through her folds. “Good girl. Now suck… lightly, just on my clit.”

I spread her hood with my fingers, so that I could get to her clit. It was pink and swollen, and I wrapped my mouth around it and sucked. She moaned loudly, her hips rising, her thighs trembling against my shoulders.

“That’s it… oh god, yes, you’re going to make me come… don’t stop…”

Her hand gripped my hair tighter now as she squirmed against my mouth. I sucked at her greedily, desperate to push her over. Then she cried out, her whole body stiffening, her cunt pulsing against my tongue. She ground against me through every spasm, until finally she slumped back into the sofa, her breasts quivering, her face and chest flushed and glowing.

Her eyes met mine, and she smiled, still panting. “See? You’re a natural.”


Chapter Six




Ilooked over at the men. Brandon’s cock was straining hard against his pants, and Adam… Christ. His bulge was enormous, curved, thick, and heavy down one leg of his jeans. My mouth went dry. Megan followed my gaze and smirked.

“Poor guys,” she teased. “We’ve been enjoying ourselves while they’ve just sat there.”

Megan licked her lips and stood up. “Shall we take care of them?”

I nodded, my legs trembling, heat flooding between my thighs again.

She drifted over to Brandon, slipping between his knees and stroking his cock through his pants. The sight of another woman stroking my husband’s dick didn’t make me jealous… it made me even more horny.

I turned to Adam. He leaned back on the sofa, his eyes locked on me with that lazy, confident smirk. My hands shook as I reached for his belt, fumbling it open, tugging down his zip.

When I freed him, I gasped. He was huge. Thick, long, and already slick at the tip. My pussy clenched just from looking at it.

“Fuck…” I whispered, wrapping both hands around him because one wasn’t enough.

Adam laughed, his hand brushing through my hair. “Take your time, beautiful.”

Beside me, I could hear Megan’s mouth working wetly on Brandon’s cock, her soft moans mixing with his ragged groans. The sound only made me hungrier.

I leaned down, my lips parting as I took the swollen head of Adam’s cock into my mouth. It stretched me instantly, filling my tongue, and I moaned around it.

“Good girl,” he breathed, his fingers tightening in my hair.

I slid lower, my jaw straining as more of that massive length disappeared between my lips. He was too big to take all the way, but I bobbed my head eagerly, twisting my hands around the rest of his shaft, stroking as I sucked.

Adam groaned. “Fuck, you’re good at that.”

I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the filthy rhythm, drool already running down my chin as I worked his cock with both my mouth and hands.

Brandon was groaning now, his toes curling as Megan bobbed eagerly on his cock. She made filthy wet sounds, sucking him deep, her throat swallowing around him until her lips were pressed right up against his body.

His fingers suddenly dug into the sofa. “Oh fuck… Megan… I can’t…”

He let out a strangled moan, and his whole body stiffened. Megan buried him deep in her mouth and held him there, her throat working as he came, his cock throbbing and his balls twitching.

She pulled back at last, lips shiny, a wicked grin on her face. She turned to me, leaned in, and pressed her mouth to mine. I gasped as the taste of Brandon’s cum flooded my tongue. She kissed me slowly and messily, letting me share the hot, salty load he’d spilled inside her as some of it dripped down our chins.

When she pulled away, she laughed softly. “Mmm. Delicious. Don’t worry,” she said, giving Brandon’s cock a stroke with her hand, “We’ll keep him hard for the main event. Now, I simply can’t wait any longer to watch Adam and Alice fuck.”

My stomach flipped again, and the ache in my pussy went up several more levels.

“Yes, please,” I whispered. I glanced at Brandon, and he didn’t seem to be about to object. His face was flushed, his chest heaving, eyes darting between Adam’s massive cock and me on my knees in front of it.

Adam stood then, towering over me, his cock heavy and glistening with my spit. He held out a hand, and I let him pull me up from the carpet. My legs were unsteady, weak from arousal. He kissed me hard and deep, his tongue pushing into my mouth and taking control of me.

“Let’s get this off,” he murmured, tugging at my dress. I raised my arms, and in one smooth move, he had it over my head, leaving me in just my bra. I reached up and unhooked it, letting it fall away. His eyes ran approvingly over my body. He slid his fingers down over my stomach and between my legs.

“You’re very wet,” he murmured. “Been waiting for this, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, gripping his cock with my hand as his fingers slid through my wet folds. “God, yes.”

Megan settled beside Brandon on the sofa, her arm draped over his shoulder, her hand still lazily stroking his cock. “Go on, Adam,” she purred, her eyes sparkling. “Give her a good, hard fucking while we watch.”

He guided me down onto the sofa opposite. My heart pounded as he pushed my knees apart, positioning himself between them, his huge cock nudging against my opening.

“Ready for me, beautiful?” he asked.

I met Brandon’s eyes for a second, checking he was okay with it. He nodded, his eyes wide.

“Fuck me,” I whispered to Adam.

Adam pushed his cock inside me. The stretch was immediate, overwhelming, and I cried out, gripping the sides of the chair.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped.

Across the room, Megan licked her lips, her gaze fixed on the way Adam’s cock disappeared into me. “That’s it,” she whispered, stroking Brandon harder. “Take him all in, Alice. Show your husband how much you love that big cock.”

Adam pushed deeper and deeper, filling me completely, until every thick inch of him was inside me. I cried out, my back arching, my fingers clawing at his arms. He groaned as he bottomed out. “Brandon, mate, you’ve been keeping this perfect, tight cunt all to yourself?”

Adam started to move, long, hard thrusts that made the sofa creak beneath me. Each time he drove forward, my body jolted, my tits bounced, and the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room.

“Oh god,” I gasped. “He’s so big… he’s stretching me so much.”

Megan’s eyes were locked on my cunt as Adam pounded into me. “She loves it, Brandon. Look at your wife taking that cock. Isn’t she beautiful like this?”

Brandon leaned forward. “She fucking is,” he groaned.

Adam leaned down, his lips brushing my ear. “Tell him how much you love it, Alice. Tell your husband what I’m doing to you.”

“Brandon. Oh fuck… I love it… I love his cock inside me. I’m going to come…”

Adam growled, driving harder, faster, each thrust forcing a scream from my throat. His hand found my clit and started rubbing, rough and insistent, pushing me closer to the edge.

Megan moaned softly, her hand working faster on Brandon. “That’s it, Alice. Show your husband how you come for Adam.”

I couldn’t hold it back any longer. The heat exploded, my body locking tight around Adam’s cock as I screamed out my release. My thighs trembled, my nails dug into his back, my pussy clenching helplessly as waves of pleasure rolled through me.

When he pulled back slightly, I was left shaking, my cunt spasming around his shaft.

Megan clapped her hands softly, delighted. “Poor Brandon,” she teased, giving his cock another squeeze. “You’ve been such a good boy watching your wife get ruined like that. Don’t worry… your turn’s coming.”

Megan shifted, sliding gracefully off the sofa, her summer dress falling to the floor as she tugged it down and let it pool at her feet. My breath caught even through the haze of my afterglow… her tits were enormous, full and heavy, her large nipples already tight with arousal.

Megan straddled Brandon’s lap, lowering herself deliberately, until the weight of those huge breasts pressed against his chest. She held his cock in her hand, rubbing the tip against her wet folds, moaning softly at the contact.

“Relax,” she whispered, kissing his jaw. “You’re going to love this.”

Then, with a slow rock of her hips, she sank down onto him. I watched as her lips parted and stretched around his shaft. Brandon let out a long moan of pleasure as she buried his cock deep inside me.

Megan gasped too, her breasts rubbing against his chest as she ground herself against him. “Oh god… fuck, yes.”

She stayed still for a moment, her pussy swallowing him whole. Then she began to move, slow at first, rocking on him, her huge breasts bouncing with each motion. I couldn’t look away. Seeing my husband being fucked like that was turning me on so much. I cuddled up to Adam and stroked his cock with one hand, while rubbing my clit with the other.

Brandon finally seemed to get the confidence to touch her tits, grabbing them with both hands and squeezing them while she rode him.

“That’s it,” Megan moaned, riding him harder now, her ass slapping against his thighs. “Suck my tits, I know you’ve been dying to.” She arched her back, presenting her tits to his mouth, and he latched onto one greedily, sucking her nipple while she fucked him deep. Watching Brandon inside Megan, his face buried in those huge, bouncing breasts, made me ache all over again.

Megan’s movements grew frantic, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she bounced up and down. “Oh fuck… oh yes… yes…” she cried out, as her orgasm washed over her.

Brandon held her tight, panting into her neck, his cock buried to the hilt inside her while she rode the waves of pleasure. Seeing her come on my husband’s dick pushed me over the edge, too, and I came against my fingers, squirming on the sofa.

Finally, she sagged against him. She kissed him hard, biting at his lip before pulling back with a grin. Then she turned her head, eyes locking onto Adam. Her voice was still shaky with afterglow, but hungry. “Mmm… fuck. I’m greedy tonight.” She licked her lips. “I want you too.”


Chapter Seven




Adam laughed. “You’re always greedy.”

I felt my arousal surge again as he stood and moved behind her. He spread her ass cheeks with his palms and spit on her asshole. Then he guided his cock to her tight rear entrance. I could hardly believe what I was watching. My fingers began to work on my swollen and sore clit once again.

Adam pushed slowly in, her ass stretching to accommodate his thick shaft and gripping him tightly.

“Holy… fuck…” Megan moaned.

Brandon groaned too, caught between her pussy clenching desperately around him and the extra tightness from Adam in her ass.

Megan let out a long, shaky cry as Adam bottomed out, her whole body trembling. “Oh god… oh fuck… yes…” she gasped. She rocked between them, stuffed to the brim, her ass stretched wide, her cunt still locked around my husband. I buried two fingers deep in my cunt, fucking myself and wondering what it would be like to be her.

My hand worked frantically between my thighs as I watched Megan getting fucked by them both, my body sore but greedy for more. My fingers were soaked, slipping easily in and out of my pussy as I moaned at the sheer filth of it.

“Fuck me harder,” she begged, hair sticking to her face. “Fill me… stretch me… oh god, yes!”

Adam’s hands gripped her hips hard, his cock pistoning into her ass, forcing her to grind down onto Brandon’s cock at the same time.

“Come for me, my little anal slut,” Adam growled.

She did as he said, climaxing and thrashing about between them as they held her tight and fucked her through it.

Megan was a wild mess between them now, her body jerking with every brutal thrust as Adam drove into her ass, forcing Brandon’s cock deeper into her dripping cunt. Her tits bounced and slapped against her chest, sweat gleaming across her flushed skin.

The sight was too much. I came hard as I fingered myself furiously. That was it for Brandon, too. He thrust up hard into her, groaning her name as his cock pulsed and spilled deep inside her. And Adam, teeth gritted, let out a savage growl as he slammed deep one last time, his cock driving fully into her ass. His hips locked against her as he emptied inside, his hot release pumping into her tight hole.

Megan gave a hoarse laugh, trembling as she turned her head to glance at me through the mess of her hair. The men pulled out, and cum flowed from both her holes.

“Did you enjoy watching that, Alice?” she panted. “That’s going to be you next time.”


Chapter Eight




The next morning, Brandon and I lay side by side in bed, both of us still buzzing from what had happened at Megan’s. My mind replayed it all, over and over, until I finally blurted it out.

“I want it,” I said.

Brandon turned his head. “Want what?”

I licked my lips, my heart pounding. “To be… like her. To have two dicks at the same time. I want to be fucked in the pussy and the ass. I want to be stuffed full like that.”

He blinked at me, stunned and silent for a second. “Alice… you’ve never even…”

“I know,” I interrupted, almost desperately. “I’ve never even put anything in my ass before. But I want to try. Now. With you.”

His cock stiffened under the sheet. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

He sat up slowly, pulling the drawer open and rummaging until he found a small bottle of lube we’d barely used. He held it up between us, his hand shaking slightly. “We’ll go slow.”

I nodded, rolling onto my front and pushing a pillow under my hips, nerves and excitement tangled in my gut. Brandon straddled behind me, his warm hand rubbing slow circles over my bare ass. He kissed down my spine before pulling my cheeks apart, exposing me.

“Beautiful,” he murmured.

The first cold slick of lube made me gasp. His finger rubbed carefully, teasing my tight hole. “Relax for me, Jules,” he whispered.

I tried, though my body tensed when his fingertip pressed in. The strange stretch made me gasp again, but then he eased it past the tight ring, just a little, and the burn softened into something pleasurable.

“Fuck…” I moaned into the pillow. “Keep going.”

Brandon added more lube, pressing a little deeper. The fullness was bizarre, but it sent sparks through me. Soon, he slipped a second finger in, twisting and working me open. I whimpered, half from the stretch, half from how naughty it felt.

When he finally pulled his fingers free, I almost groaned at the emptiness.

“Ready for me?” he asked softly, lining his cock up.

“Yes.”

I felt the pressure from him pressing against me. I forced myself to exhale, and my body gave way. The head popped past the tight ring and I cried out, trembling, half from pain, half from the obscene thrill of it.

“Jesus Christ…” he groaned. “It feels so fucking tight. But so good.”

He held still, letting me adjust. The stretch was overwhelming, but the longer he stayed there, the more my body learned to take it.

He groaned, and I felt him push a little deeper. Each inch was fire, but my pussy was gushing around nothing, clenching on air. I slid my hand down, rubbing my clit furiously as he worked himself further inside me.

He pulled back, just a little, and slid forward again, and the burn gave way to a pulsing pleasure so intense it stole my breath.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Oh god, yes. Don’t stop. Fuck me.”

He started moving properly then, slow but deep, each stroke making me moan louder. My clit throbbed under my fingers, my pussy fluttering helplessly around nothing as his cock filled my ass. It built faster than I thought possible. I came hard, screaming into the pillow, my whole body convulsing around him.

The tight spasms dragged him with me, and he slammed deep one last time. He groaned loudly as he emptied inside my ass, his body shaking against mine. We collapsed forward together, panting and exhilarated.

“Fuck me…” I mumbled, dizzy and blissed out. “I can’t wait to be fucked by two dicks at the same time now.”

Brandon laughed. “And I can’t wait to watch you take them.”

I giggled too. “And it’s all that Megan’s fault.”

Little did I know, I wouldn’t have to wait long at all.


Chapter Nine




The next day, I was cleaning the kitchen while Brandon was working in his office, when I got a text from Megan. “hey babe. you home?”

I replied that I was. My phone buzzed again. “im sending you a present,” it said.

Two minutes later, the doorbell rang. When I opened the door, I saw Adam, and… another man.

Adam grinned, his usual twinkle in his eyes. The other man was a similar age to Adam, around ten years younger than me, with an easy confidence and a cocky smile that made my stomach flutter.

“Hey, Alice,” Adam said casually. “Hope you don’t mind a little… company. Megan said to come and see you.”

I blinked, trying to process what was happening. “Uh… hi?”

The new guy gave me a slow once-over and then held out his hand. “I’m Tyler. A friend of Adam and Megan’s.” The way he said friend, made it very clear what kind of friend he was.

My pulse started hammering. “I… do you want to come in?”

“You look cute today,” Adam said, stepping inside.

“Beautiful,” agreed Tyler.

I looked down at my clothes. I was wearing a plain, white T-shirt and some old denim shorts. “I do?”

I led them to the living room, my mind spinning with the possibilities. I was about to offer them a drink when I felt Adam’s hands on my waist. He moved behind me, and I felt the warmth of his body as he pressed himself against me. Tyler stepped up in front of me, his hands touching my sides, as his mouth captured mine in a kiss.

I felt a rush of heat between my legs and moaned as his tongue found its way into my mouth. Their hands were all over me now. Tyler grabbed my breasts, squeezing them through the T-shirt. Adam popped the button on my shorts and slipped his hand inside. His fingers grazed over my bush and then found my pussy. I was soaking wet already. He curled his fingers up inside me, and I nearly came right then. I think my knees would have given out if the two men hadn’t been holding me between them.

They led me to the sofa. Tyler tugged off my T-shirt, and Adam pulled down my shorts and panties in one go. I lay back and spread my legs wide for them, showing off how wet and swollen I was for them.

I heard a noise and turned to see Brandon in the doorway. Good; I wanted him to watch. His sweatpants were already tented in the front.

Adam bent down between my legs, his tongue exploring me, licking up my wetness. Tyler flopped out his cock and knelt on the sofa near my head. It was as big as Adams. I was practically drooling as he fed it to me. Adam’s tongue was working me harder, flicking over my clit until I was writhing against his face.

I glanced at Brandon again. He’d come closer, his hand down the front of his sweatpants, stroking himself slowly as he watched me with wide eyes. That made me even wetter; my husband was watching me take two cocks like a greedy slut.

Tyler held my head with one hand, guiding me up and down his shaft. His other hand twisted into my hair, tugging just enough to make me moan. I gagged slightly when he pushed deep, but the ache of it only made me hungrier. I sucked him harder, spit spilling down my chin.

Adam slipped two fingers inside me while his tongue lashed at my clit. I squirmed against him, desperate to come, but then he pulled back suddenly. “Not yet,” he growled, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “You’re not allowed to come yet.”

Tyler laughed. “She’s trembling already. Greedy little thing.” He pulled his cock out of my mouth, smearing spit across my cheek with the tip.

Adam stood, unzipping his jeans. His cock sprang free, thick and hard. “Brandon,” he called over, eyes locked on my husband. “Come here. Sit down. I want you to watch her properly.”

Brandon obeyed without a word, sitting in the armchair, his cock out now, rigid in his hand.

Tyler shifted down the sofa, between my legs now, his cock pressing at my entrance. “She’s dripping for it,” he said, looking back at Adam with a grin.

I was panting, desperate, my hips tilting up to meet him. “Please,” I whispered.

Tyler pushed into me slowly, inch by inch, until I felt stretched and full. I gasped, nails digging into the sofa as he buried himself completely. His cock was thick, filling me in a way that made my whole body tense with need.

He started to move, long, deep strokes that brushed perfectly against that spot inside me. My legs wrapped around his hips instinctively, trying to pull him deeper, but Tyler just smirked down at me.

“Not so fast,” he murmured, his hand closing around my throat, light pressure making my breath catch. “You don’t get to come until I say.”

I whimpered, already trembling, every thrust building me higher. Adam stood over me now, cock in hand, stroking lazily while he watched Tyler fuck me. Tyler fucked me harder, pounding into me so that my tits bounced. My nails clawed at his back as I cried out, my orgasm rushing up fast. Just as I was about to come, he stopped, buried to the hilt inside me.

I screamed with frustration, hips twisting, desperate to grind against him. He held me still, his cock throbbing inside me, his grip firm on my throat. “Not yet, pretty girl,” he said, voice low and wicked.

“No,” I sobbed. “I need to come. Please.”

He started fucking me again, but every time the wave crested, he pulled back, holding me on the edge like it was a game he could play forever. I was clinging to him, sweaty and begging.

Finally, he bent over and whispered in my ear. “Come for me.”

The permission shattered me. My orgasm ripped through me like fire, my body clenching tight around his cock as I screamed. I came so hard I saw stars, my thighs trembling uncontrollably as he kept thrusting, milking every last spasm out of me.

Adam sat next to me, his cock rigid in his hand. I was still a panting mess from my orgasm.

“You liked watching Megan take two cocks at once, didn’t you?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I want it, too.”

Adam pulled me on top of him, and I slid down his cock, grateful to be filled again.

“Brandon, go and get the lube,” Adam ordered.

It gave me a thrill to see my husband hurry out of the room to do as he was told. Adam grabbed my hips and guided me to ride him. His cock filled me, all the way to the base, my pussy stretched tight around his thick shaft.

Brandon came back quickly, bottle of lube in his hand. He looked flustered, cock bobbing as he walked, but he handed it over without a word.

Tyler took it, his gaze locked on me. He flipped the cap and slicked his cock with slow, deliberate strokes, never breaking eye contact. My stomach flipped, the reality of what was about to happen making me shake all over again.

Adam pulled me forward so my tits pressed against his chest. “Relax, Alice,” he murmured.

I buried my face in Adam’s neck as Tyler climbed onto the sofa behind me. His hands spread my ass, and then I felt the cold, wet press of lube, his fingers working me open. I whimpered, clutching Adam’s shoulders.

Then the blunt head of his cock pressed against my rear entrance. I cried out, my nails digging into Adam’s shoulder. When Tyler finally slid inside, I felt impossibly full, stuffed to breaking point with both cocks inside me. My body shook, legs trembling around Adam’s hips.

“Fuck, what a perfect, tight ass,” Tyler groaned, grabbing my waist.

Adam thrust up into me, and Tyler moved with him, their rhythm building until I was bouncing between them, their cocks grinding against each other inside me. The sensation was overwhelming, raw and filthy, and I screamed, lost in it.

Brandon was standing right there, wanking furiously, eyes glued to the sight of his wife being split open by both men.

“Brandon,” I gasped. “Give me your cock.”

Adam laughed, saying something about how greedy I was.

Brandon moved closer, and I grabbed him, pulling him into my mouth. I’d never felt so slutty, so sexy. I had three cocks inside me.

“Look at her,” Tyler laughed, pounding my ass harder. “Fucking cock-drunk.”

Adam smirked up at me, his thrusts sharp and relentless. “Our greedy little slut. Three cocks at once and still begging for more.”

I moaned around Brandon, my throat vibrating on his cock, the sounds muffled as they fucked me from every angle. My body was nothing but pleasure; stretched and used. The way Adam’s cock slammed into my pussy while Tyler’s thick length filled my ass had me trembling on the edge, and Brandon’s dick in my mouth just made it even better.

I pulled back for a second. “Please,” I begged. “Can I come?”

“What do you think, Tyler?” smirked Adam.

I was right on the edge, desperate and needy.

Tyler bent close to my ear. “Don’t you dare come yet. Not until we tell you.”

The denial made me whimper, my whole body shaking. I sucked Brandon harder, desperate, gagging as I shoved him deep in my throat. He groaned, his hips jerking, close already.

“Don’t you fucking come in her mouth,” Tyler snapped, glaring at him. “Not until she’s earned it.”

Brandon froze, panting, his cock twitching against my tongue. I wanted it so badly I nearly cried, spit and drool soaking down my chin as I tried to milk him with my mouth. The other two continued to pound me. The three of them kept me there, bouncing, choking, split wide open, my orgasm clawing at me but held back by their words.

Finally… finally, Tyler gave me permission. “Alright, you little whore… you’ve earned it. Come for us.”

The words broke me. My body convulsed as I screamed around Brandon’s cock, my pussy clenching so hard on Adam that it dragged a groan out of him. Tyler slammed deep in my ass, grinding hard as my orgasm ripped through me like fire, leaving me shaking and ruined. I could feel my holes contracting around the dicks, my whole body shaking.

Brandon cried out, jerking free from my mouth at the last second. Hot streams of come splattered across my face, dripping down my cheeks and lips, mixing with my spit. The filth of it made me moan louder, body still spasming between Adam and Tyler.

Adam’s hands crushed my waist, his cock driving up into me as he lost control. “Fuck…” he groaned, spilling inside me in thick, pulsing waves. I felt every twitch, every hot flood deep in my cunt.

Tyler followed a heartbeat later, shoving deep into my ass. He growled low in my ear as he emptied himself, the heat of it filling me until I was completely full of cum. I collapsed forward, shaking, covered in sweat and cum, my holes dripping. I was wrecked, used, but glowing with the filthy ecstasy of it.

I was still trembling when they finally pulled out of me. Brandon handed me a tissue, his hands shaking, while the other two grabbed their clothes and got dressed.

At the door, Adam glanced back at me, eyes glinting.

“Friday night. Our place. We’re having a… party. You’re both invited.”

“Thank you,” I purred. “We’d love to come,” I remembered the sort of parties I’d seen from my window.

He took a step outside and then paused, looking back at me. “Oh, and… it’s a lingerie party.”

I felt my stomach flip again, and a rush of heat between my legs.


Chapter Ten




When we knocked on the door on Friday evening, my stomach was fluttering with nerves, my thighs damp already just thinking about what might happen.

“You ready?” Brandon asked quietly.

I nodded, even though my hands were trembling. “Yeah. I want this.”

As soon as the door opened, Megan was there; radiant, red hair glowing, dressed in barely-there lingerie that left nothing to the imagination. Her huge breasts were only just contained in the lacy bra, and I could see a hint of nipple through the sheer fabric.

She kissed my cheek, then Brandon’s, and tugged us inside. I took off my long coat and handed it to her to hang up. Underneath, I was just wearing a white lace bodysuit and hold-ups. I’d never been to a party in just my underwear before, and it was both terrifying and exciting.

The house buzzed with heat and noise. Music thumped low, glasses clinked, and everywhere I looked, men and women were gathered in small groups, chatting, laughing. Most looked Adam’s age, mid-twenties, and impossibly handsome, though I spotted a few older ones too, silver at their temples and in their beards, confidence radiating off them.

And the women. My God, the women. They were stunning… dressed in corsets, pantyhose, and lingerie that left nothing to the imagination. Every curve was on display, every smile inviting. Some were curled up on laps, others perched on armrests, fingers playing lazily with the men beside them. Some were even topless, wearing just small thongs. It felt decadent, like stepping into some secret world I’d only ever dreamed about.

Megan whispered in my ear. “Everyone’s been waiting to meet you. Let me introduce you.”

She led us around the room, telling me names I had no hope of remembering. Was I really going to do… sexual things with these gorgeous people? Brandon stayed close at my side, his hand on the small of my back. I could feel his excitement even though his expression was calm, almost businesslike, as he shook hands with the men and kissed the women on the cheek.

I think Megan realized I was feeling a bit overwhelmed, and she led me to the kitchen. Adam and Tyler were there, leaning against the counter with drinks in hand. Both of them smiled when they saw me, and I felt my stomach lurch with nerves and excitement.

“Alice, you’re here,” Adam said, his eyes sliding down my body and back up again. “It was worth the wait.”

Tyler stepped forward and kissed Megan on the cheek, then looked at me. “You look beautiful, Alice.”

Megan handed me a fresh glass of wine and brushed her fingers over my arm. “Why don’t we start here? It’s quieter, just us.”

I nodded gratefully. Adam came closer, his presence filling the space. “Relax,” he said softly, reaching to tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. “We’ll take care of you.”

Megan slipped behind me and unfastened my bodysuit where it joined between my legs. I shivered, my skin prickling as pussy was exposed. She knelt between my legs, lifting one of them to get access to my pussy. I felt her tongue between my folds, licking me. Adam and Tyler moved to either side of me. I could feel their hard cocks against my leg.

I gasped as Megan’s tongue slid over my clit, slow and deliberate, teasing me open. My knees nearly buckled, but Adam and Tyler steadied me. Adam pulled me into a deep kiss, as Tyler slipped his hand into the top of the bodysuit, teasing my nipple. I moaned with pleasure, loving having three people around me.

Brandon watched from across the kitchen, his hand on the firm bulge in his trousers.

“You like watching her, don’t you?” Tyler said to him.

“Yes… She’s so sexy,” he replied. “Especially when she’s being fucked.

Adam unzipped his pants, pulling his cock out, and I wrapped a hand around it. Tyler did the same on the other side. I could only whimper and grip them tightly as Megan’s tongue worked its magic.

Megan’s tongue worked faster, her fingers sliding inside me, one in my pussy and one in my ass. I moaned louder. I was trembling, hips bucking against her mouth. Then her lips wrapped tight around my clit, sucking hard while her fingers fucked me deep.

The orgasm hit me hard, tearing through me in hot waves. My legs went weak, only Adam and Tyler’s strong arms keeping me upright as Megan kept lapping at me until I was sobbing with pleasure.

Megan stood up, wiping her mouth. “Now fuck her,” she ordered Adam and Tyler.

Adam pushed me forward, bending me over the kitchen table. He spread me wide and slid his cock deep inside me with one firm thrust.

“Fuck…” I moaned, my voice breaking as Adam’s cock filled me, stretching me deep. He grabbed my hips tight, holding me steady as he set into a hard rhythm, his thighs smacking against me with every thrust.

I clutched at the edge of the table, my knuckles white, my whole body jolting with each stroke. Oh god… There were other people here now, watching me being taken and used on the kitchen table right in front of everyone. A couple I hadn’t met before approached the table. The man bent the woman over the table next to me, mirroring our position, then he pulled down her panties and entered her from behind.

Adam and the other man thrust into us, our moans filling the kitchen as we both got fucked hard. I saw a younger blonde woman, already naked, with large, fake breasts, kneeling down in front of Brandon. She started sucking his cock enthusiastically, but his eyes were still locked on me.

Adam pulled out, and Tyler took his place, fucking me even harder. Soon, I was climaxing, twisting, and shaking on the table. The other woman being fucked there grabbed my face and put her tongue in my mouth, but I was coming too hard to kiss her back.

Megan’s hands were on my back, steadying me. “I knew you were a slut when I caught you spying on me,” she smirked. I couldn’t answer.

Suddenly, Tyler pulled out and, with a groan, sprayed cum all up my back. I felt it, warm and thick, coating me in long lines. Megan licked it off.

Brandon groaned too, and I watched as he came heavily on the blonde woman’s face. She squealed with delight, trying to lick it up with her tongue.

“Come on,” said Megan. “Let’s go and see what’s happening in the other room.”

I swallowed hard, my body still trembling from everything that had just happened, as Megan led me through the doorway. The other room was a scene of complete chaos. People were fucking everywhere. Couples and groups were tangled together on sofas, chairs, and even the floor. Hands were everywhere, cocks sliding in and out, mouths sucking and licking, women’s hair being tugged as men took them roughly.

Megan guided me to a small group. “Go on,” she said, “Let yourself go.”

I hesitated for a second, feeling Brandon’s eyes burning into me from behind, cock still hard and twitching. Then I let myself move forward, kissing one of the men who was fucking a woman from behind. He pulled out of her and pushed me down onto the sofa, his cock already finding my soaking pussy.

Brandon stayed by my side the whole time, watching, stroking himself slowly. Every time I moved to a new partner, I felt the thrill of him watching, of being his, even while I shared my body with other men. He had his share of action, too, but it felt like the main event for him was watching me.

The party was a blur. I lost count of how many times I came, how many men and women I played with. By the time the music was turned to a lower volume, and people began to gather their things, my body was spent and aching in ways I’d never imagined. My skin was still tingling everywhere I’d been touched. I collapsed against Brandon’s chest, his arms wrapping tight around me.

He kissed my hair softly. “You were incredible,” he murmured. “I loved watching you.”

On the way out, Megan caught my hand, giving me a playful smirk. “You fit in here perfectly,” she whispered, squeezing my fingers before letting go.

The night air was cool against my overheated skin as we stepped outside. Brandon laced his fingers with mine, and I knew we were both already replaying every moment in our minds. And what was even better, I realized that this was only the beginning.

THE END
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Dedicated to Emily Rose


Chapter One




Isat across from Maria at the little coffee shop downtown, my hands wrapped around a cappuccino. I hadn’t seen Maria in ten years, but she looked as beautiful and radiant as ever. Her dark hair was now styled with soft bangs that framed her face, giving her a cute and sexy look. I also couldn’t help but stare at her full breasts, which were practically falling out of her low-cut blouse.

We’d lived together at college, but afterwards, Maria had moved away, and this was her first visit back to town. She’d reached out to me and asked if I wanted to catch up.

“So, are you married?” I asked. At college, Maria had been… very popular with the boys. I had wondered if she’d ever settle down with one man.

She laughed, the same throaty, confident laugh I remembered from the dorms. “I am. Happily married, actually.”

I raised an eyebrow, teasing. “Happily? You? With one man?”

Maria gave me a sly smile. She leaned in across the table, lowering her voice like she was about to share a dirty secret. “Well… one man, yes. But not only one man.”

I blinked at her. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” she said, pausing long enough to stir her latte, “that my husband likes me sleeping with other men. In fact, he loves it.”

I froze, staring at her. My first thought was that she was joking, that this was some outrageous Maria thing I was supposed to laugh at. But she just sipped her drink and looked back at me calmly, waiting for my reaction.

“You’re serious?” I whispered.

“Deadly serious.” Her lips curled into a smile. “It’s called being a hotwife. We both love it, me being desired, and him knowing about it. It’s the best thing we’ve ever done for our marriage. I let him get some action sometimes, too, but he mainly likes to watch me.”

I didn’t know what to say. My face felt like it was burning up. A dozen images flashed through my mind at once. Back in college, I’d heard her through the thin walls of our dorm rooms, getting fucked by a different guy every week. I’d even accidentally walked in on her once, which had turned me on more than I would ever admit. But the thought of being married, and sleeping around… somehow that was even filthier.

“That’s… wild,” I said finally, forcing a laugh. “And he’s really okay with it?”

“He’s more than okay with it.” Maria’s eyes sparkled. “Sometimes he sets it up for me. Sometimes he watches. Sometimes he just enjoys me coming home and telling him every little detail. He especially likes it when I just meet someone unexpectedly and fuck them right then.”

She glanced over at the barista behind the counter. “Like that guy there. I could just go and find out when his shift ends and go home with him.”

“Oh my god,” I whispered. My thighs pressed together under the table before I realized what I was doing. I shifted in my chair, embarrassed by how much her words affected me and how turned on I was. I started fiddling with my long, blonde hair.

Maria smirked, like she could see exactly what was happening in my head. “You look shocked,” she teased.

“I am,” I admitted. “I guess I never imagined…” I trailed off, because the truth was I had imagined things like that before, late at night, when Andrew was asleep beside me. Fantasies I’d never dared put into words.

She eyed me suspiciously. “You’re interested in it too, aren’t you?”

I felt my cheeks flush again. “What? No, I was just… curious.” But my voice betrayed me.

“Emily,” she said softly, “I know that look.”

I laughed nervously and traced the rim of the cup with my finger.

“I mean…” I lowered my voice. “I guess I can see how it might be… exciting.”

“It is. More exciting than you can probably imagine. And the best part is how much closer it makes us. Most women think it would push a husband away, but it does the opposite. He craves me even more because of it.”

My stomach fluttered as I tried to picture Andrew reacting that way. Would he? The thought made me shift in my chair, pressing my thighs together around my soaking wet panties.

Maria sipped her latte like she hadn’t just turned my world upside down. “You should suggest it to your husband.”

My mouth went dry. “Suggest it?” I repeated.

“Of course.” She leaned back in her chair. “Just bring it up casually. See how he reacts. He might surprise you.”

I thought of Andrew, my dependable, loyal Andrew. Would he really get turned on by the idea of me with someone else?

“I wouldn’t even know what to do,” I said.

“Don’t worry,” replied Maria. “I’ll teach you.”

I nodded slowly, my mind already racing. Maria was looking back at the barista. “You know, he is kind of cute.”


Chapter Two




The fluorescent lights buzzed softly overhead as Andrew and I pushed our cart down the produce aisle. It was our usual Saturday routine: grab groceries, argue over brands of cereal, and pretend we’d stick to the budget. I tossed a bunch of bananas into the cart and glanced at him.

Andrew was even sexier these days than when we’d gotten married. His short, brown hair, his blue eyes, and his sharp features. I saw other women looking at him all the time. And our sex life was great, I couldn’t get enough of his lean, muscular body. I wondered if it was about to get even better…

“Guess who I saw yesterday,” I said casually, picking up a bag of apples.

“Who?” he asked.

“Maria. From college.”

He looked around, surprised. “Wow, it’s been years. How’s she doing? God, remember how many men she went through at college. Her bedroom had a revolving door. You know, two of my buddies had her at the same time?”

I hesitated, then dropped the apples into the cart. “She’s married, actually. And… apparently very happy.”

“That’s good,” he said, distracted as he squeezed an avocado to see if it was ripe.

Then, before I could stop myself, I added, “She told me she’s a hotwife.”

Andrew froze, his hand still holding the avocado. He turned to look at me, eyebrows raised. “She told you what?”

“You heard me,” I said quickly, cheeks heating. “Her husband likes it when she sleeps with other men. She was telling me all about it.”

For a moment, I braced for him to laugh or look horrified. Instead, he just studied me, his expression unreadable. Then he smiled.

“Damn,” he said softly. “That’s… kind of hot.”

I blinked. “You think it’s hot?”

He nodded, eyes glittering in a way I’d never seen before. “Yeah. I mean… I’ve thought about it. What it would be like if another man wanted you, if I got to watch or just know about it. It’s… it turns me on just thinking about it.”

My heart thudded, and suddenly the grocery store felt too warm, too bright. “You really… you’d be okay with that?” I whispered.

“More than okay,” he said, leaning closer, his voice low. “The idea of sharing you? Of seeing how much you’re wanted? Emily… I’d love it.”

I gripped the cart to steady myself, a shiver rushing through me. Fuck. Maria had been right.

“Wait, you’d actually let me… sleep with someone else?”

“Of course,” he said, like it was obvious. He decided against the avocado and pushed the cart further down the aisle, leaving me standing there in shock. I hurried to catch up with him and put my hand on his arm. He turned, and I couldn’t resist leaning in. Our lips met in a hard, heated kiss that made my knees weak. My body pressed against his, and I felt the unmistakable hardness of his cock in his jeans.

We paused for a moment, breathing fast, aware of the grocery carts and other shoppers around us. But the tension between us was unbearable.

“Shall we…?” I began.

“Yes,” he said, already sounding out of breath.

We abandoned our cart and headed straight for the restrooms. The door clicked behind us, and we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. He pushed me roughly up against the sink, his hands already groping my tits. My fingers went to his belt, unfastening it as quickly as I could. Then I practically ripped the buttons off, opened them up, and pulled out his cock. It was rock hard.

“Fuck me,” I whispered into his mouth. Then I turned around and yanked down my own jeans, struggling to get them off over my wide hips. My panties were next. I bent over the sink and stuck my bare ass out. His hands went to my cheeks, spreading me open. I could see him staring at my gaping pussy in the mirror.

“Fuck, Emily, you’re so wet,” he growled, running a couple of fingers down my slit and collecting my arousal on them. Then he pushed them into my mouth, making me taste myself. “Are you going to be a slut for me?” he said, pushing his fingers deeper into my mouth.

I sucked on his fingers and murmured “Yes” around them. Andrew wasn’t normally like this, but it was turning me on.

“Do you want to get fucked by a stranger?” He grabbed his cock and pressed it against my folds.

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“You’re a slut,” he groaned as he slid his cock inside me, all the way to his balls. “But you’re my slut.” He started fucking me hard, slamming his hips into my ass as he drove me into the sink in front of me. I watched myself in the mirror, my face flushed, my ass bare as he fucked me from behind. My big tits bounced inside my T-shirt every time he rammed forward.

“Look at you,” he snarled in my ear, his cock slamming deeper. “Getting fucked in a store bathroom.”

“Yes… fuck… don’t stop,” I gasped.

He pulled out suddenly, and I whimpered at the loss, but then he spun me around, lifting me by the thighs and setting me on the counter. My jeans and panties tangled on one ankle as he shoved his cock straight back inside me. My legs were spread wide, and I could see my cunt stretched around his shaft as he penetrated me.

He rubbed my clit with his thumb, making me moan even louder, “You’d let anyone fuck you like this, wouldn’t you? All fucked open, dripping wet.”

I couldn’t speak, just nodded frantically, clinging to him as my body started to shake. I came hard, pleasure rushing through my body as he fucked me through the orgasm. My cunt clenched around him, and he groaned with relief as he pumped load after load of cum into my pussy.

When he pulled out, cum flooded out of me, dripping to the floor. I scooped some out with my fingers and sucked on them.

“Do you really want me to come home with someone else’s cum inside me?” I asked.

Andrew was still panting, his cock softening as he pulled up his underwear and jeans. “I do,” he smirked. “Now, let’s go and finish our shopping.”

We looked around sheepishly as we reclaimed our cart and continued down the aisle, but no one seemed to have noticed. Andrew and I had never done anything like this before. I could feel his cum still leaking into my panties, making them even more soaked than before. Fuck, were we really going to do this? I needed to talk to Maria again.


Chapter Three




We met in the same coffee shop as before. When the barista saw Maria, his eyes lit up and his face flushed. He got our coffees quickly and added some free chocolates to the tray. He was so embarrassed and coy, I knew immediately that something was up.

“Maria, did you hook up with the barista after we were here last time?” I asked when we sat down at a table.

She smirked, looking proud of herself. “Maybe.”

I gave her a stare.

“Okay, yes,” she laughed. “I went back to his and he fucked me in the ass.”

“Maria!” I said, shocked.

Maria was undeterred. “Let me tell you, that young man has some serious stamina, he came three times in a row.”

I nearly choked on my coffee. “Three times? In the ass? Jesus Christ, Maria.”

She just grinned, popping one of the free chocolates in her mouth like it was a badge of honor.

“So?” she pressed. “Andrew? Don’t keep me waiting.”

I hesitated, then lowered my voice. “He thought the idea was hot. So hot that we fucked in the grocery store restroom.”

Maria’s eyes widened, then she burst out laughing so loudly that people at a nearby table turned to look. “You dirty bitch! In the toilet?”

“Shh!” I hissed, but I couldn’t help smiling.

“Oh my god,” she said, still giggling. “Tell me everything. Was he rough? Did you scream?”

I leaned closer across the table. “Let’s just say… he was a lot more passionate than usual.”

Maria whistled, impressed. “That’s what it does to them. This is why you need to be a hotwife.”

“I know,” I sighed. “I really want to try it. But I… I don’t know where to start. How do I even meet someone just for sex?”

“Okay, listen. I can teach you to be a hotwife,” she said, opening her phone and scrolling. “Let me introduce you to… Jose.”

She put her phone on the table and turned it around to show me. There was a photo of a gorgeous man in jeans, with a bare chest. He was fit and muscled, with a Latino look, black hair, and a mustache.

“He’s hot,” I said. “But…”

She swiped her finger across the screen, and the next photo scrolled into view. It was almost the same, except that this time Jose was completely naked. His hard cock stood straight up, and…

“Fucking hell,” I exclaimed. “He’s huge.”

“Oh, I’ve had bigger than that,” she smirked. “But he’s pretty big. And he’s such a sweetheart. He’ll be ideal as your first bull.”

“Bull?” I said, confused.

Maria gave me a look like I was stupid. “Yes, bull. The man who fucks the hotwife.”

I blinked, my face heating. “Jesus, Maria. You make it sound like it’s some kind of organized sport.”

She laughed, nearly spilling her coffee. “Darling, it practically is. There’s a whole scene online for it.”

I chewed my lip, staring at Jose’s cocky grin and giant penis on her phone screen.

“But what if I mess it up?” I whispered. “What if it’s awkward? What if he doesn’t find me attractive?”

Maria leaned in and put her hand on my arm. “Don’t worry. Jose knows exactly what he’s doing. He’s done this plenty of times before.”

“Okay…” I whispered, my stomach twisting into knots.

Maria smirked. “This is only the first part of your training. Trust me. I’ll text him for you.”


Chapter Four




Just as I reached Jose’s apartment door, my phone buzzed. A message from Andrew lit up the screen: Good luck, baby. I can’t wait to hear everything later. My stomach flipped. For a moment, I thought about turning back, but instead I tucked the phone away, smoothed down my sundress, and knocked.

Jose opened the door almost instantly. He was taller than I expected. His smile was warm and polite as he invited me in. His apartment was spotless, everything in its place. But when he led me into the bedroom, I froze for a second. The big white bed gleamed in the bright afternoon light, and two tripods with ring lights stood at the edges.

“You film?” I asked, my voice catching.

“Sometimes,” he said with a shrug. “I have a page for paid users, and I do collabs with other creators. But listen, I won’t be filming you. Nothing happens here unless you want it to. If you tell me to stop, I stop. No questions.”

The reassurance helped, but my pulse still raced.

Then he stepped closer. “Relax,” he said gently. His hand brushed my shoulder, warm against my skin, and he eased one strap of my sundress down. The fabric slipped, baring the lacy strap of my lingerie. He didn’t rush. Every movement was careful and deliberate, like he was unwrapping something fragile.

By the time the dress slid into a pile around my feet, I was trembling. Standing there in my matching lingerie set, I felt turned on in a way I’d never experienced before. His hands held my hips as his lips met mine. I opened my mouth, touching his tongue with mine. He was the first man I’d kissed other than my husband since college.

He guided me backwards until the edge of the mattress touched the backs of my thighs. With a gentle pressure, he lay me down. The bedspread was cool against my skin. He pulled off his T-shirt in one motion, exposing his perfect abs. His hands were firm but unhurried as they slid beneath the straps of my bra. A soft snap of the clasp, and suddenly I was topless, too, my large breasts spreading out across my chest.

Jose murmured in appreciation, kissing my collarbone and then my breast. When he reached my nipple, he flicked it with his tongue. It stiffened instantly, and he sucked it into his mouth. The sensation sent a rush of electricity through my whole body. I arched my back off the bed and let out a loud moan of pleasure. As he sucked that nipple, his fingers teased the other one. Soon, I was squirming on the bed, clenching my thighs, my pussy aching with desire.

He pulled off my nipple with a wet pop and started to kiss lower, over my stomach. When he reached my panties, he kissed me on top of them, exactly where my clit was. The brush of his lips through the fabric made me moan again. Then he hooked his fingers into the waistband and slid them down my thighs.

When my panties were on his bedroom floor, he opened my thighs with his hands and admired my pussy. I had trimmed and sculpted the hair into a delicate triangle, just for him. He parted my lips with his fingers, opening me up. I felt a thrill at this stranger looking at me so intimately. I knew I must be soaking, my arousal pooling in my cunt. His tongue flicked out, exploring my folds and then pushing deep inside me.

“Fuuuck…” I moaned, arching my back again.

He licked up my slit with long, firm strokes of his tongue. Every time he reached my clit, a wave of pleasure flooded my body. Then he started to focus on it, licking it firmly and wrapping his lips around it. I squirmed underneath his grip, hands clawing at the bed sheets. He pushed two fingers into my cunt, curling them up and applying pressure to my front wall.

“Oh… god… I’m coming,” I screamed, and my orgasm flooded my body, making every nerve tingle as the release washed over me. I felt my cunt clench around his fingers, and a wet release as I squirted.

“Oh, fuuuck,” I moaned as he sat up, wiping his face. My pussy was still spasming around his fingers. “You’re going to have to fuck me now,” I told him.

He grinned. His sweatpants were tented at the front. He pulled them down, and his cock sprang free. It was rock-hard, long, uncut, and so thick. I felt my mouth go dry. As he leaned over me, I reached out with both hands, stroking it and feeling how fat and heavy it was.

“Maria said you’ve never had a big cock before,” he smirked.

“I haven’t.”

“I’ll take it slow, baby,” he murmured.

I guided him to my entrance, and he pressed the blunt head against me. My pussy was swollen and soaked from my orgasm. I used my fingers to open myself up as much as possible, and then he was inside me. The stretch felt so good as he slid into me, deeper and deeper until it took my breath away. I could see him going in, and there was still more to go.

He started to fuck me, thrusting slowly but firmly. Every thrust went deeper, making me moan and clutch at his arms with my hands. He was so big, but God, it felt incredible.

“Look at you,” he groaned, gripping my thighs and pinning them back further. “Tight little thing. You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I whimpered.

I looked down between my legs. He was thrusting fully inside me now, his balls slapping against my ass. I didn’t even know I could take that much cock. The pressure was building higher and higher again. I reached down, frantically rubbing my clit. I came hard, squirting again and spraying him. But that only made him pound me harder.

He pulled out and flipped me over onto my knees. I’d barely had time to rest on my elbows before he was inside me again. In this position, he stretched me and filled me even more. He started slamming into me from behind, setting a steady pace. His hands gripped my cheeks, squeezing them and spreading me open.

“Fuck, baby,” he murmured, “Look at that big ass. You’re fucking perfect.”

I spotted my bag where I’d thrown it on the bed. My keys and phone were spilling out.

“Film me,” I gasped. “So I can… show my… husband.”

He stopped pounding me, his cock deep inside, filling and stretching me deliciously. With shaky hands, I unlocked my phone and passed it to him behind me. He started to fuck me again, and I knew he was filming his cock sliding into me, my lips stretched tight around his shaft.

“Oh, baby, your husband’s going to love this,” he murmured. “Look at that tight little asshole.” I felt his fingers brush over my tight ring of muscles, and another rush of pleasure flooded me. He spat on my ass, making it sloppy and wet. His finger glided over my opening, making my muscles relax.

“Why don’t you finger your tight ass while I fuck you?” he suggested.

A rush of heat went through me at the filthy suggestion. But I wanted to do it. I reached behind with one hand, still supporting myself on the other. My fingers found my hole, and I pushed the middle one deep into my ass. He was still fucking my pussy, and as soon as I did it, I climaxed, my cunt and ass contracting as waves of bliss ran through me.

“Another finger,” he said.

I pushed a second finger in and started thrusting in time to his cock. The stretch in my ass was as delicious as the one in my cunt. I could feel his cock inside me through my walls. I came again, even harder, pressing my face into the bed and screaming.

He turned off the phone and threw it on the bed, then he flipped me back over onto my back. “I want to see your face when I come in you,” he growled.

My cunt was soaked and stretched, swollen from the orgasms. He slid back inside me easily and started fucking me even harder than before. I moaned loudly every time he bottomed out. He pinned my legs back to my shoulders and upped the pace even more. My tits were bouncing around like crazy as he took me hard.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned, my eyes rolling back in my head as another orgasm crashed over me.

He didn’t stop, just kept fucking me harder and harder until suddenly his arms started shaking and he groaned with relief. I felt the wet warmth inside me as he flooded my cunt with cum. He kept thrusting as he spilled inside me, until every last drop was done.

He pulled out, and I leaked cum onto his bed. He took a photo of my fucked pussy with my phone.

“Send that to your husband,” he smirked. “And tell him you’re about to get round two.”


Chapter Five




When I got home, my legs were still weak and shaking. My pussy was deliciously sore and leaking the second load of cum Jose had given me. He’d fucked me for over an hour in the end. I could barely believe I’d done it, but it had been amazing.

Andrew was waiting for me on the couch. He didn’t even try to hide it; the bulge in his sweats was obvious, straining, like he’d been playing with it for hours. His eyes lit up the second I walked in.

“Well?” he asked. “How was it? That photo was… so fucking hot.”

“It was fucking amazing,” I replied. I pulled my phone from my bag, unlocked it, and slid into his lap. His breath caught when he saw the thumbnail on the screen. “You filmed?”

“Of course,” I whispered, my lips brushing his ear. “I wanted you to see his big cock in me.”

I hit play. The room filled with the sounds of my moans, of the bed creaking under us. Andrew’s whole body tensed beneath me, his chest rising and falling faster as he watched me being used by another man. I tilted my head back to watch his face as he took it in, as he squirmed, as his cock pressed hard against me.

“God,” he groaned, shifting his hips to rub his dick against me even more. “Fuck, Emily, you’re fingering your ass while he fucks you.”

I leaned in and whispered in his ear. “My cunt is too sore for you to touch, but maybe you could fuck me in the ass?”

“What? We’ve never done that…”

“I know, but now I want it. Come upstairs.”

He followed me up the stairs, giving my ass a squeeze under my dress. In the bedroom, I found some lube in a drawer and stripped down to my underwear. I knelt on the bed, giving my ass a little wiggle. He moved behind me and pulled my panties down a bit..

“Fuck, Emily,” he groaned. “Your panties have got his cum in.”

He put his finger in my pussy, and even more oozed out.

“He came in me twice,” I purred.

“Fuuuck,” he groaned again. “I can’t believe what a slut you’ve been. My filthy, slutty wife, filled with another man’s cum.”

I loved him talking to me like that. “Now, are you going to fuck me in the ass or not?” I giggled.

He squeezed some lube onto his fingers and started to rub it around my tight rear entrance.

“Jesus, Emily, this is so sexy.” He applied a bit more pressure as he circled my asshole, and I moaned with pleasure.

“That feels good,” I purred. “Put some fingers in.”

He pushed one finger past my tight ring, deep into my hole. I could feel my ass gripping him tightly. Then he added another finger, stretching me out, opening me up. The stretch felt so good.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That’s so nice. Give me more.”

“Fuck, Emily, I didn’t know you were such a slut for anal.”

“Nor did I, until Jose made me finger myself there.”

He added a third finger, pushing inside as deep as he could. My hand found my sore and aching clit, rubbing it back and forth as he fingered my ass. That was all it took to make me come, my ass clenching tight around his fingers.

“Now fuck my ass,” I begged. Andrew didn’t need asking twice; he was already lubing his cock.

“I’m not going to last very long,” he warned me.

“I don’t care, I just want to feel you coming in my ass,” I replied.

I was already quite open from his fingers, and his cock slid easily inside me. I moaned with pleasure, the unfamiliar sensation of a dick in my ass sending my arousal rocketing. He let me adjust for a moment, and then started thrusting, working his cock deeper each time. Soon, he was buried to the hilt in my ass, his balls slapping against my pussy.

I moaned with pleasure at every thrust, my hand working my clit again. He was already past the point of no return, slamming into me hard and chasing his climax. I could hardly breathe with how hard and deep he was fucking me. My orgasm came from deep inside, different from usual, and it made my whole body shake.

“God… fuck… I’m coming…” he panted.

My ass clenched around him, and he let out a loud growl of relief as he flooded my ass with the cum he’d been saving for me.

“Oh god, you slut,” he groaned as his cock throbbed inside me.

“Your slut,” I murmured, high on everything that had happened.

We collapsed on the bed, holding each other tight, our sweaty bodies pressed together.

“I love you, slut,” he smirked.

“I love you, too,” I said, snuggling closer into him.


Chapter Six




While Andrew was in the shower, I texted Maria and told her what I’d done. She quickly messaged me back, telling me she was proud of me. “Did you take any photos or video?” she asked.

I hesitated, then replied that I had. “Want to share?” she messaged, with a praying hands emoji.

I hadn’t expected Maria to want to see my explicit video, but… I decided that I was oddly proud of it. I forwarded it to her.

“Fuck! You beautiful slut,” she messaged me, with lots of fire and heart-eye emojis. “Now you’re ready for the next stage of your training.”

“What’s that?” I replied.

“You and Andrew should come over on Friday,” she texted back. “It’s time for your first couple swap.”
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When we pulled up outside Maria and Drew’s place, Andrew sat with the engine idling for a moment. His hands were tight on the steering wheel, and I could see the flicker of nerves on his face.

“Am I really going to sleep with Maria?” he asked. He sounded both terrified and turned on.

I reached over and squeezed his thigh. “Only if you want to,” I said softly.

He gave a shaky laugh, then killed the engine. “Of course I want to, I’ve fancied her since college. All those nights we used to listen to her screwing whatever boy she’d brought home…” The way he said it made my stomach twist. But instead of jealousy, I felt a strange arousal at the thought of him fucking my friend.

Maria opened the door with her usual glow, looking stunning in a low-cut dress. Her husband, Drew, appeared behind her, wearing an apron. The smell of garlic and rosemary hit me instantly, warm and comforting.

Dinner was… normal. Almost too normal. Drew was a fantastic cook and a natural host, pouring wine, fussing over the food. Maria kept us entertained with amusing stories and dirty jokes. The conversation flowed easily, about college days and vacations, like any other dinner party. But under the table, Andrew’s leg was bouncing restlessly, and when Maria leaned forward to refill his glass, I caught the way his eyes lingered on her cleavage.

After we ate, we moved to the sofa with fresh drinks. The lights were low, the room dim enough to make everything feel softer. Maria tucked her legs under herself, curling up beside me. Her hand brushed my knee lightly, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She turned her head and gave me a knowing smile. “I’m proud of you,” she said.

I blushed now that the subject of conversation had turned to my hook-up. “Thanks.”

“You’re not the first hotwife I’ve trained,” she smirked. “But you might be the most eager. Are you ready for your next lesson?”

My cheeks burned even more. “I think so.”

Maria tilted her head, studying me. “Can I kiss you?” she asked.

I swallowed, my whole body buzzing. “Yes.”

She leaned in, and her lips pressed against mine. I could feel the men watching us from the armchairs. Her mouth opened, and mine copied her. Our tongues touched, and she pulled me in closer, filling my mouth. I couldn’t help letting out a little moan.

When we broke apart, I glanced at Andrew and could see that he was struggling to hide his erection in his pants. Maria stayed close, her hand moving to the strap on my dress and pulling it down over my shoulder, along with the bra strap. She peeled the front down, exposing one of my breasts. I knew the others were watching, and it was making me soaking wet.

Maria leaned down and captured my nipple in her mouth. It stiffened instantly, and I let out a little cry as she sucked hard on it. Pleasure flooded my body. She pushed my thighs apart, and her fingers found my clit through the thin fabric of my panties.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” I moaned. She started circling my clit, making me squirm and arch my back.

“Shall we let our husbands watch you come?” Maria purred, sucking on my nipple again.

“Yes…” I gasped, my climax already building quickly.

She pulled my panties to the side and pushed two fingers deep into my cunt. She started pressing them against my G-spot, working her hand up and down with her palm rubbing against my clit.

“Oh… fuck…” I could barely speak. “You’re… going to make… me… squirt…” I said, desperately.

She increased her pace, fingering me harder. My pussy started making a wet, sloppy noise, and then I was coming, a fountain of clear liquid spraying over the leather sofas. I squirmed and twisted, my hips bucking as I squirted over and over again. She dragged it out, her fingers working my G-spot so expertly that just as I thought I’d finished, she’d make me come and squirt again.

Maria carefully pulled her fingers out of my cunt. They were covered in sticky white release, and her hand and wrist were soaked. She pushed them roughly into my mouth.

“Taste yourself, slut,” she smirked.

I sucked her fingers and looked at the others. Andrew and Drew both had their cocks out and were stroking them as they watched.

“Fuck, Emily, that was so hot,” said Andrew.

Maria sat back and opened her legs. She was wearing pale blue panties with an obvious damp patch in the middle.

“I’m fucking soaking, Emily,” she smirked. “I think you owe me an orgasm. Have you ever eaten pussy before?”

I shook my head. “Never, but I’m willing to learn.”


Chapter Seven




Maria peeled her panties off and sat back with her legs wide open. Her pussy and asshole were delightfully hairy, and the dark curly hair was wet and matted around her pink, glistening slit.

My heart pounding, I shifted around so I could get down between her thighs. I could feel the damp heat coming off of her as I gave her a tentative lick. She moaned, and it spurred me on. I licked all the way up her slit, tasting her arousal, and then focused on her clit. Every firm lick made her moan with pleasure. She arched her back, her fingers finding my hair and gripping it to pull me in closer.

“Mmm, Emily… you’re a natural,” she gasped, throwing her head back. “Fuck, you were born to eat pussy… don’t stop…”

I intensified the pressure on her clit, flicking over the swollen tip and then wrapping my mouth around it.

“Why don’t you join us, boys?” she purred.

Drew came and sat on one side of her, his cock hard and throbbing. Andrew settled on the other side. They pulled down her dress, freeing her large breasts. Her nipples were hard and very dark. Drew took one into his mouth, while Andrew sucked the other one. I felt a rush of arousal as I looked up at my husband sucking my friend’s nipple, my tongue buried in her cunt.

Maria’s hand was still on my head, holding me tight against her pussy. When she came, she let out a long howl and thrust her tits out. Her fingers pulled painfully at my hair as she bucked and twisted on my tongue.

When she came down, she finally let go of me. I sat up, gasping for air, wiping my soaked face with the back of my hand. Maria reached for my husband’s cock and wrapped her hand around it.

“You going to fuck me then, big boy?” she purred.

He looked at me. “What are you waiting for?” I giggled. “Fuck her.”

Andrew moved between her legs. He hooked his arms under her knees and lifted her legs up. His cock hovered at her gaping entrance, and then he was inside her. She moaned with pleasure, and I almost came just from watching his shaft slide deep into her cunt.

When he pulled out, his cock was coated in her white essence. Then he thrust hard back in. She moaned again, her fingers digging into his back. Her lips looked fantastic, wet and stretched tight around my husband’s cock.

But I didn’t have long to admire the sight. Drew was already moving on top of me. He kissed me hard, and then his dick was inside me. His cock wasn’t that long, but it was fucking thick. He stretched my pussy all the way until his balls were pressed firmly against me. Then he started fucking me, hard and fast.

I could see Andrew looking over at me getting fucked, even as he was pounding into Maria. Drew was doing the same, watching his wife getting screwed while fucking me.

“They look good on someone else’s cock, don’t they?” groaned Drew.

“They sure do,” panted Andrew, fucking her harder.

“Oh, god, I’m going to come,” I practically screamed. I grabbed Drew’s shoulders, digging my fingers in as my cunt spasmed around his thick cock. I clung to him for the longest time, my body shaking as I let the waves wash over me. When I looked up, Andrew was kneeling behind Maria and fucking her from behind.

I knelt next to her, lining myself up and brushing my hips against hers. Drew stood behind me on the floor and slid his cock back inside me.

“God, she looks so good with your dick in her,” Andrew said to Drew.

“Oh, yeah, she sure does,” Drew groaned, giving my ass a playful slap.

“Yes, spank me, too,” Maria begged.

Andrew slapped her on the ass.

“Harder!” she ordered. “Much harder.” I heard a very loud slap, and she squealed. “Fuck, that’s it,” she moaned.

Drew pulled me up, grabbing my breasts from behind and whispering in my ear. “Do you want me to spank you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Just as hard.”

He pushed me forward again and placed his hand on my ass. His cock was still buried deep in my pussy. Then he lifted his hand and… slap. It was way harder than I expected. It hurt for a second, and then the sting blossomed. And unexpectedly, a rush of pleasure throbbed through my cunt.

“Again,” I begged.

He hit me hard on the other cheek, making my pussy clench around him again. I heard another slap and a scream from Maria.

They spanked and fucked us until we both came undone at the same moment, screaming into the sofa and clawing at the cushions.

Drew pulled out, and I felt his warm cum as it splashed all up my back. Andrew took a few more thrusts, and then he copied Drew, laying thick lines of cum all over Maria’s ass.

Maria sat up, panting heavily. “Fuck, look how red your ass is, Emily,” she laughed.

I twisted around, but I couldn’t see. “You’ll have to take a photo to show me.” Then I looked at hers; it was bright red on both cheeks. “Fuck, yours too,” I giggled.


Chapter Eight




Was that it for lessons from Maria? I wasn’t sure, as I didn’t hear from her for a couple of days. But the following Monday, I got a text from her, asking if I would be home that evening, after 9 pm. I replied that I would be.

“Bringing you a surprise, babe,” she messaged.

“What sort of surprise?” I messaged back, suspiciously.

“It’s your next lesson.”

I was on edge all day, both excited and nervous. At exactly 9 pm, the doorbell rang. I jumped up off the sofa like a startled cat, scaring Andrew, and raced to the door. My heart was hammering as I yanked it open.

Maria stood there, grinning, and behind her loomed two huge Black men who looked like they’d just come straight from the gym. Their shoulders filled the hallway outside, their arms thick with muscle.

“Evening,” Maria said cheerfully, as if she’d just popped by with a bottle of wine. “Told you I had a surprise.”

I couldn’t speak for a second, just stared, my mouth dry.

Andrew appeared at my shoulder, blinking at the sight. “Bloody hell,” he muttered under his breath.

Maria smirked at my expression. “Relax. They’re here for Emily’s education. But you can watch with me, Andrew.”

“You’d better come in then,” I said, my pulse racing.

They squeezed into the hallway, and Maria introduced them. “This is Cal, and this is Micah.”

They each gave me a kiss on the cheek and then shook Andrew’s hand. He winced as they squeezed his hand tightly.

In the living room, Maria guided Andrew to the sofa and put her arm around him. The other men and I were standing awkwardly in the middle of the room.

“Do you want to get fucked hard by these two men, Emily?” Maria asked.

I looked between them. They were both gorgeous. “Yes.”

“They’re not going to be gentle with you, do you understand?”

I nodded. “I want this,” I said.

“Get on your knees,” said Maria.

I knelt on the rug, my heart so loud in my chest I thought they might hear it. The two men towered over me.

“Okay, boys, you know how to train a hotwife.”

They both tugged down their sweats. I could see the huge bulge in their briefs. Cal pulled his cock out first. It was semi-hard, thick, and long, the black skin glistening under the lights. I wrapped my hand around it, feeling how warm and heavy it was. Micah pulled his out, too. He was already hard, and… fuck, it was big. I gave it a long, slow lick up the full length.

I stroked both of them at the same time, taking turns to lick them. They stepped closer to me, Cal grabbing hold of my head and pushing his cock deeper into my mouth. It filled me, and I tried to open my throat for him, but it made me gag. Spit ran down my chin, my eyes watering, but it didn’t stop him fucking my mouth.

When he finally pulled out, Micah slid his cock in to replace it. I glanced at Andrew through my watering eyes. Maria was playing with his cock through his pants, but they were both watching me.

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” Maria purred to him. “Watching your slut of a wife learn how to be a good hotwife with two big, black cocks.”

Micah hauled me up, lifting me like I weighed nothing. He carried me to the armchair and bent me over it. I was wearing denim hotpants, and he yanked them down with my panties in one go. My ass and pussy were exposed for everyone to see. I felt the thick head of his cock as he nestled it between my folds.

“You ready for this, baby?” he grunted.

“Yes… Fuck, yes,” I was panting like I was on heat.

He pushed forward, his cock stretching me open. Fuck, he was so thick. It almost hurt as my lips stretched wide to accommodate him. Inch by inch, he filled me, deeper into my throbbing cunt until I thought there was nowhere left for it to go. Then he pulled almost all the way out and slammed into me again. I cried out, the pain and pleasure mixing together. He started fucking me hard, with long, firm strokes.

Andrew groaned under his breath, and Maria gripped his cock tighter. “See that, babe? She’s doing this for you. You’re the lucky bastard with a front-row seat.”

Cal moved in front of me and fed his cock over my waiting tongue and into my throat. I came so hard that my eyes rolled up in my head. I moaned around Cal’s cock, hardly able to breathe. Micah fucked me through it, his strong hands holding me open. I felt his thumb on my asshole, pushing inside as he fucked me right through one orgasm and into another one.

They swapped, Cal moving behind me and fucking me even harder than Micah had. I licked my own release off Micah’s cock, moaning around it with every thrust. I came again.

“Time to give her a taste of double penetration, boys,” Maria instructed. Looking over, I saw she had Andrew’s dick out now, lazily stroking it as they watched.
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Cal sat in the armchair and pulled me on top of him. My cunt was soaked and swollen, already gaping open as he slid up inside. He held my hips, making me ride him, my clit grinding against his body. He pulled down my vest top and bra, making my tits pop out over the top, and gave them a hard squeeze.

“You’ve got great tits, sweetheart,” he growled.

“Thank,” I managed, his cock filling me so completely I could still hardly speak.

Then I felt Micah behind me, his cock pressing against my asshole and covered in lube. As I rocked back and forth on Cal, he held his cock firmly in one hand until I was starting to impale myself on it. When I opened all the way up for him, he thrust forward, burying his dick deep in my ass.

I cried out, the intense sensations flooding through every nerve in my body. The two big dicks rubbed against each other through my walls, creating the most delicious but overwhelming friction. They started to fuck me at the same time, but slightly out of sync. It was driving me wild, making me scream and moan at the same time, my head flopping about as I fought to maintain control.

But it was no good, I came hard, squirting all over Cal and almost passing out. It was the most intense orgasm of my life, waves of pleasure rushing through me as if they’d never stop. My cunt and ass clenched around their shafts, milking them.

“Fuck, I’m coming,” Micah groaned, as if he hadn’t planned to. He erupted in my ass, and I could feel his cock throb as it unleashed every load.

Cal started thrusting up into me faster. “God, me, too,” he groaned, spilling his cum deep inside my pussy.

When my orgasm started to finally fade, I looked over at Andrew. Maria was still wanking his cock. As he met my fucked-out gaze, his cock pulsed and he started spilling cum all down the shaft and over Maria’s hand.

“Oh, my god, Emily,” he groaned. “You looked fucking amazing. I can’t believe you took those two big dicks.”

Those two big dicks were still inside me, twitching and softening slightly. When they finally pulled out, floods of cum followed.

“I think I love being a hotwife,” I murmured.


Chapter Nine




Imet Maria again for coffee in the same place as before. The moment we walked in, the barista practically tripped over himself rushing to make our drinks. He didn’t even ask what we wanted, just started making our order like before.

“Sit down,” he said. “I’ll bring it over. And I’ve got some coffee cake fresh from the oven. On the house.”

“What have you done to that poor boy?” I laughed as we found a table.

“I’ve got him well trained,” she smirked. “You should join me one afternoon with him. I’m not kidding; he can literally go for hours.”

“I’m not sure I can go for hours. I’m still sore from those two men you brought round the other night.”

She laughed. “And that’s why we need to talk about your final lesson.”

I froze. “Final lesson?”

“Your graduation,” she said, tilting her head conspiratorially. “And it’s going to be… something special.”

My pulse quickened. “Special how?”

She sipped her coffee slowly, eyes sparkling. “Ever been to a club?”

I choked on my sip of coffee. “A club?”

“Not just any club, sweetheart,” she said, leaning closer. “A sex club. A place where you can get fucked by man after man, with everyone watching.”

I swallowed hard, the idea equal parts thrilling and terrifying. “You’re joking,” I said, although I knew she wasn’t.

“Now, usually, it’s couples only, but once a month, they have a night where single men can go too. They outnumber the women ten to one. They’re heavily vetted; it’s basically all the local bulls, which means they’re all experienced and hung. That’s happening this Saturday.”

“And we’re going?”

“We are. Bring Andrew, he’ll want to see this.”
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The taxi pulled up outside an anonymous-looking building with blacked-out windows. From the outside, it could’ve been anything: a warehouse, a studio, or some offices. But as soon as Maria paid the driver and we stepped onto the pavement, I could hear faint music and laughter coming from inside.

My stomach flipped. Andrew squeezed my hand. He looked nervous, too, but I could see that flicker of excitement in his eyes.

Maria, of course, looked like she was born for this. She wore a short black dress that clung to every curve, with heels that made her legs look endless.

“Ready for your graduation, babe?”

“Ready, but nervous,” I admitted.

“You’ll feel better once you’re on your knees,” she said breezily.

The door was opened by a big man in a suit. Suddenly, I recognized it was Micah. He gave us both a nod of recognition and let us through.

Inside, it was dimly lit, with low red lights along the walls and a heavy beat of music humming through the air. Couples milled about, men in sharp suits, women in tiny dresses or lingerie. A bar ran along one wall, already busy. As Maria had promised, there were a lot more men than women.

I clutched Andrew’s arm, wide-eyed. “Oh my god.”

We headed to the bar, and Maria ordered drinks. Before we’d even had the first sip, three guys appeared.

“Maria,” one of them grinned, kissing her on the cheek like they were old friends. “Didn’t expect to see you tonight.”

“You know me,” she purred. “Couldn’t resist.” She tipped her head toward me. “This is Emily. It’s her hotwife graduation.”

Their eyes lit up instantly, scanning me like I was the evening’s entertainment, which, I realized, I kind of was.

The tallest of the three didn’t waste time. He put his hand on Maria’s hip, kissed her, and within seconds, his other hand slid straight up her dress. She moaned, parting her legs eagerly for him.

And then I felt it, strong fingers brushing the back of my thigh. I gasped and turned. It was the tallest of the three men. He leaned down and kissed me, hungry and demanding. His tongue slid into my mouth while his hand pushed my dress higher, fingers finding the lace of my panties.

I broke away for air, my eyes darting to Andrew. He was sitting on a barstool just a few feet away, but I could already see the bulge in his pants.

The man kissing Maria slipped two fingers inside her right there at the bar. She arched her back, moaning loudly, not caring who was watching. The other two were holding me now, four hands on me. One of them pulled my panties to the side, his thick finger sliding over my slit. I whimpered into his mouth, clutching his shirt.

“Good girl,” Maria gasped between moans. “Let them play with you. Show your husband what a little slut you are.”

I shivered, my knees already weak as fingers worked my clit. Hands pulled my dress down, exposing my breasts and squeezing them. Suddenly, I was coming, my legs giving way. I would have fallen to the floor if the two men hadn’t held me tight against them.

And then, with polite kisses on the cheek and murmured excuses, the three men said their goodbyes. One of them gave Andrew a friendly slap on the arm as they disappeared deeper into the club.


Chapter Ten




Maria licked her lips, straightening her dress like nothing had happened. “That was just a warm-up, babe,” she said, eyes glittering. “Now it’s time for the real fun.”

She took my hand and Andrew’s, leading us down a corridor. Drew followed. We passed rooms full of people fucking, until finally she pushed open the door to the one at the end. I was staring into a room that made my jaw drop.

Mattresses covered the floor, scattered cushions, and low lighting, giving it the feel of some decadent den. But what really hit me was the sight of bodies; couples everywhere, fucking in every position imaginable. A woman on her knees sucking two cocks at once, another bent over with a dick in her ass. Moans and gasps filled the air, thick with the smell of sweat and sex.

Andrew froze, wide-eyed, but Maria pulled us inside. The four of us found an empty mattress. Maria pulled Andrew down on top of her. “You can fuck me first,” she told him, already unbuttoning his shirt.

Drew and I knelt down next to them, and he pulled my dress off over my head, so I was left in lingerie. He unclipped my bra and tossed it aside, then bent down to take a nipple in his mouth. I gasped, arching into him, while beside us, Maria was already moaning loudly as she rode my husband.

“Fuck,” Drew muttered against my skin, his hand sliding into my panties, fingers finding how wet I was. He pushed two inside me at once, and I cried out, grabbing his shoulders for balance.

“Go on,” Maria panted, her tits bouncing as she moved up and down on Andrew’s cock. “Fuck each other. Let me see.”

Drew pulled my panties off, tossed them aside, and pushed me back onto the mattress. In one swift movement, he was inside me, filling me deep, his thick cock stretching me wide open. I clung to him, gasping in his ear, the sound of Maria’s cries and Andrew’s grunts right next to us making my whole body throb.

We started like that, with each other’s husbands, but it didn’t take long before others joined us. I turned my head to see a bald man stroking his cock, watching us. Behind him, another one. Maria noticed too. She paused on Andrew’s cock.

“Come on then, boys,” she said. “Don’t be shy.”

The bald one stepped forward, and Maria took his cock into her mouth. One of them knelt by my head, and I reached up to suck him too. I opened eagerly, letting him slide between my lips while Drew kept pounding me.

Within moments, the four of us were surrounded, cocks pressing at our lips, hands roaming over our bodies.

Maria pulled back from the dick in her mouth, laughing breathlessly. “Graduation night, babe. Time to take as many as you can.”

The mattress dipped as more men crowded around. Hands slid over my breasts, my hips, even my hair, tugging me this way and that. Drew was still buried inside me, thrusting hard, but now another cock pressed against my lips. I opened wide, drool spilling down my chin as he pushed deep into my throat.

Beside us, Maria was in her element. She leaned forward over Andrew’s chest, and a Black guy knelt behind her. He pushed his cock deep into her ass, and she rolled her eyes up in her head, moaning happily.

I could hear Andrew’s voice: “Fuck, Maria… fuck…”

Drew grunted, pulling out of me suddenly. “On your hands and knees,” he growled.

I scrambled into position, and within seconds, he was back inside me from behind, slamming into me so hard my tits bounced against the mattress. A hand fisted in my hair, dragging my head up, and another cock was shoved between my lips. I whimpered, stretched from both ends, as spit and sweat dripped onto the sheets.

Maria’s voice rose above the chaos, wild and filthy. “That’s it, baby! Take them all! Show your husband what a slut you really are!”

Drew pulled out and came on my ass, and a different man took his place, fucking me firmly from behind. The new cock filled me even deeper, thicker than Drew, making me cry out around the shaft stuffed in my mouth. My arms trembled, but strong hands held me steady, one gripping my hips, another pulling my hair back.

Beside me, Maria was on her back now, legs spread wide as one of the men fucked her. She moaned, her hands busy stroking whoever was close enough. She looked over at me with a filthy grin. Andrew was watching me too, stroking his cock nearby.

The one behind me groaned, his cock jerking inside me, and suddenly, hot cum filled me. He pulled out, but another man was already waiting to take his place. He didn’t seem to mind that I was full of cum now, he just slid inside and started fucking me.

From there, it turned into a blur of bodies and cocks. One after another, they used me, never giving me a chance to rest. I was flipped onto my back, then dragged onto all fours again, my hair pulled, my tits squeezed, my throat stuffed until I gagged. I loved it.

At one point, they lifted me between them, and I found myself stretched wider than I thought possible, one huge cock buried deep in my pussy, another pressing into my ass. I screamed, my whole body shaking as they filled me, fucking me in rhythm until my vision went black.

All I knew was that I was taken completely, every part of me claimed, while Andrew watched, stroking himself. Maria cheered me on between moans of her own, her body just as overrun as mine, stuffed full of cock from every angle.

At some point, I just couldn’t take any more. My body was trembling, holes aching, sweat slick on my skin. Another cock pressed toward me, and I shook my head, stumbling back. “No more,” I gasped.

I grabbed Andrew and pulled him into a corner, collapsing onto his lap.

“Yours,” I whispered. “I need you. Now.”

He didn’t hesitate. He shoved his cock inside me in one hard thrust, and I cried out, wrapping my arms around his neck. I rode him furiously, desperate, my body still shaking from being used but hungry for his cum, needing him to finish me.

Andrew groaned, grabbing my hips and meeting every slam of my body with his own. “Fuck, Emily… seeing you like that… you’re so fucking dirty.”

“I’m your dirty slut,” I gasped, bouncing harder, my nails raking down his back. “Fill me, please, I need it, I need your cum in me.”

He tensed beneath me, his cock jerking deep inside, and then he spilled, hot and thick, filling me until it leaked down his shaft. I collapsed against his chest, shuddering, still grinding weakly on him to milk every drop.

“I love you,” I whispered in his ear, still clinging to him.

“I love you too,” he murmured, his cock softening inside me.

Maria appeared, collapsing back against the wall next to us, her face flushed, her body shining with sweat. Her hair hung damply against her forehead. She looked utterly fucked.

“How’d you like your first gangbang?” she panted.

“Perfect,” I giggled. “You’re a great teacher. But I think it’s time to go home.”

THE END
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My First Hall Pass




Chapter One




“Do you really have to go?” I asked, staring out the window over the Manhattan skyline. The city sparkled in the daylight, sun glinting off a thousand windows.

Behind me, Michael was buttoning his perfectly pressed shirt, sleeves rolled high enough to show those forearms that still did things to me after twenty years of marriage. He looked every bit the impressive CEO.

“It’s only a week, Grace,” he said, slipping his watch on. “Tokyo’s not exactly optional. This is a big deal, and I have to be there.” I knew he was right. The only reason we had such an amazing apartment and amazing life was because he worked so hard.

“Seven nights on my own,” I murmured, biting my lip petulantly. “You know how long that is for me these days?”

He laughed. “You make it sound like I’m abandoning you.”

I turned, letting my robe slide open just enough to make him pause. The silk clung to my hips, half-revealing the black lace I’d put on that morning. My full, heavy breasts were almost on display, the sheer material of my bra letting my dark nipples show through.

“It feels like you are,” I said. “Since the kids left for college, all I do is think about sex. I need you.”

He smirked. “That’s not exactly a bad problem to have.”

“Not if I could do something about it,” I said, stepping closer, fingers toying with his belt. “But you’re always on a plane, or a call. What am I supposed to do when you’re gone?”

“Grace,” he said quietly, “I’ve actually been thinking lately…”

I suddenly had a weird feeling in my stomach. “What?”

He leaned in, his breath warm against my neck. “Maybe I wouldn’t mind if someone else took care of you while I’m away.”

I pulled back just enough to see if he was joking. His expression was steady, a slight smile on his lips.

“Shut up,” I said. But my heart was racing.

“I’m not joking,” he said. “You’ve been climbing the walls since the kids left. I’m hardly ever home. Maybe it’s not fair to expect you to just sit here, waiting for me.”

I stared at him, my pulse thudding in my ears. “But that’s crazy. You’d really be okay with that? With me… sleeping with someone else?”

“The thought of it actually turns me on,” he said. My hands strayed to the bulge in his pants. He was hard. I gave his cock a squeeze.

“Michael…” I whispered. “God, you saying that is making me wet.”

He reached out and traced a line down my collarbone with his thumb, running it down my chest and over my nipple. It stiffened instantly, and I let out a little moan.

“I’m not giving you permission because I don’t want you,” he murmured. “I want you all the time. But the thought of you… being fucked by a stranger… it would be so hot.”

“And if I did? If I were with someone while you’re gone… you’d want to know?”

His jaw tightened a little. “I’d want you to tell me. Every little detail. Maybe even send me something.”

My breath caught. “Pictures?”

He nodded slowly, eyes dark. “Or video. Something to make me crazy over there. You being my dirty secret while I’m stuck in meetings.”

I let the robe fall off my shoulders completely, standing there in the black lace lingerie. “Jesus,” I breathed. “I don’t even know if I’m brave enough.”

Michael cupped my breast, his thumb still stroking my nipple. He kissed me, his mouth hungrier than usual. I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He was rock-hard and throbbing in my hand.

“You don’t have to decide now. I’m not pushing you. But if you want it… you have my blessing.”

“Michael, you’re a very naughty man.” I pushed him towards the bed, and he lay back on it. I climbed on top of him, feeling his cock press against my mound. I ground on him, rubbing his shaft against my clit through my panties.

“God, Grace,” he murmured, “You’re so hot. How would you like to be a hotwife?”

I reached between my legs. My panties were soaked through. I pulled them to the side and dipped two fingers into my pussy, collecting some of my release on them. “The idea is making me so wet,” I groaned. I pushed my fingers into his mouth. Michael’s tongue curled greedily around them, eyes locked on mine.

I slid down his body, dragging my nails over his chest, then knelt between his legs. His cock jutted up, thick and heavy, veins standing out against the flushed skin. I wrapped my fingers around the base and ran my tongue slowly up the length, tasting him. I sucked him into my mouth until the head nudged the back of my throat. My panties were still pulled to one side, soaked through.

“Imagine you’re doing this to someone else while I watch,” Michael said, his voice thick with lust. “Imagine me sitting in a hotel room in Tokyo, jerking off while you send me videos…”

A shudder went through me. I pulled off him with a wet sound and crawled back up to straddle him again. His cock slid against my entrance, and I lowered myself onto it, inch by inch, until he filled me completely.

“Oh… fuck,” I moaned, rocking my hips slowly. “You want me to be your hotwife… you want me to be your slut.”

He gripped my hips hard, guiding me. “Yes. I want you to be greedy. I want you to take what you need and then come back and tell me everything.”

I rode him harder, my breasts bouncing in the lace bra, his eyes fixed on them. “Would you like me to tell you about every cock? Every dirty thing they do to me?”

“Yes,” he groaned, thrusting up into me. “Every. Single. Detail.”

The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room. I leaned forward, bracing my hands on his chest, dark hair falling around my face. “God, Michael,” I panted. “I don’t even know who I’d start with…”

“Someone,” he growled. “Anyone. Just so long as you let me know. And then… more than one at a time.”

“Fuck…” I whispered, imagining a cock in both my hands, imagining being fucked with another cock in my mouth…

I gasped as my climax built, hips grinding faster. His cock twitched inside me, his hands dragging me down harder. We came almost at the same time, me throwing my head back and screaming, him groaning deep in his chest as he spilled into me.

When I finally collapsed on his chest, trembling, he brushed his fingers through my hair. “Tokyo’s a week,” he whispered. “Plenty of time to be truly dirty.”

“Oh, god,” I whispered, “Am I really going to do this?”


Chapter Two




Ibarely slept that night. Every time I closed my eyes, I started to fantasize about sleeping with a stranger. It was insane, the sort of thing other people did, not me. Yet, Michael was giving me permission to live out my fantasy. And his. I slipped on a silk robe and padded barefoot to the kitchen, staring out over the dark city skyline. Somewhere out there, people were probably doing the very thing Michael had told me to imagine.

The next morning, I needed air. The walls of the apartment felt too close, my head too full. I threw on a knee-length skirt, a blouse, and sunglasses, and took the lift down to the lobby.

“Morning, Mrs Bennett,” said the concierge as I approached the doors. “How are you today?”

He was a tall, black man, and I knew from his name badge that he was called Devon. I’d seen him around many times before, always polite, always with that easy smile. Today I noticed more: the way his shirt stretched across his shoulders, the warmth in his voice, the faint scent of something clean and masculine when he held the door.

“Morning, Devon,” I said, returning his smile. “Actually, I didn’t sleep very well.”

He smiled. “Coffee helps with that. Would you like me to send someone to get you one?”

I couldn’t help but smile back. “That’s very kind, but the walk will do me good. And did you sleep well?” I asked. For some reason, I didn’t want the conversation to end.

“Not at all,” he smirked. “I’ve been working here all night.”

I laughed. “Fair enough. You must be exhausted.”

“I’m used to it. I get off in an hour.”

As I walked to the corner cafe, I found myself thinking about how handsome he was. Did I dare?

When I returned twenty minutes later, coffee in hand, Devon was still at the door. He noticed me and opened it instantly.

“Feel better?” he asked.

“A little,” I said. Then, before I could stop myself, I added, “You’re right about the coffee. But I think what I really need is a distraction.”

The way his smile lingered told me he’d caught the tone. “Careful, Mrs Bennett,” he said softly. “Distractions can be dangerous.”

I smiled back, my heart beating faster than it should have. “Maybe dangerous is what I need.”

“I don’t think Mr Bennett would want you put in any danger.”

“Mr Bennett has given me permission to… enjoy a little danger while he is away,” I said. My heart was so loud now that I was sure he could hear it.

“Then I’d say whoever gets to help you with that is a lucky man.”

For a moment, we just stood there, the hum of traffic coming from outside.

“When do you finish work?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

He glanced at his watch. “Ten minutes. Why?”

I shrugged, pretending it was casual. “I’ve got a couple of plants that need moving. The big ones from the hallway. I was going to ask building maintenance, but they always take days to respond. You look like you know your way around a heavy lift.”

He smiled again, his eyes twinkling. “I can manage that, Mrs Bennett.”

“Please, call me Grace,” I said.

“Grace,” he nodded. I felt a thrill rush through me as he said my name. “I’ll see you shortly.”

As I stepped into the lift, I could feel his eyes on me until the doors closed. The mirror inside caught my reflection, flushed cheeks, and a little smile I couldn’t quite hide. But then, I had a sudden twinge of doubt. What was I doing? I must have been fifteen years older than him. I was carrying a few extra pounds. My breasts were heavy, with a few stretch marks. What made me think he would even be interested? I was almost certain he wouldn’t come. He’d probably report me for sexual harassment.

Barely ten minutes had passed when a firm knock at the door made me jump. My heart skipped a beat. I smoothed my blouse and took a deep breath. I opened the door, and there he was, that same charming grin on his face.

“Didn’t keep you waiting, did I?”

“No,” I said, my voice a little breathier than I’d intended. I stepped aside, trying to seem calm. “That was… quick. Come in...”

He smiled as he stepped inside. “You sounded like you needed help urgently.”

I laughed nervously. “God, this is so stupid,” I said. “I shouldn’t have asked you up here.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because…” I hesitated, feeling heat rise in my chest. “My husband…” I laughed again, shaking my head. “You’ll think I’m insane. He said I could… well, that I could see someone else while he’s away. Like, actually see someone. Sleep with them.” I exhaled, shaking my head. “It’s ridiculous, right? I mean, I know you’d never…”

He stepped closer, eyes never leaving mine. “You’d be surprised what I might do,” he said softly.

I blinked. “What?”

He smiled wider, tilting his head. “Let’s just say… hotwives are kind of my hobby.”

For a second, I thought I’d misheard him. My mouth went dry. “You’re kidding.”

He shook his head slowly. “Not even a little. And you… Grace… are very hot.” He reached up, brushing a stray lock of hair from my face, fingers just grazing my cheek.

“Can you… show me what you do to them?” I whispered.

His lips met mine, slow at first, confident and unhurried. He kissed like a man who knew exactly what he was doing. I melted against him, my fingers gripping the front of his shirt. His hands slid down my sides, making me tremble. His hands reached my ass, pulling me closer to him. His tongue was hot and in my mouth. He kissed so differently from my husband.

I pulled away and took his hand, leading him to the bedroom. But once we were inside, he took control, pushing me gently to the bed. He put his hands on my thighs and slid my skirt up, hooking his fingers into my panties and dragging them down. I felt another stab of anxiety. Oh god, he could see my pussy. I should have shaved it… isn’t that what women do these days?

His large hands opened my thighs wide. I could feel the cool air on my wet slit. “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he murmured. His fingers parted my lips, spreading my cunt. “I love your bush, my god.” He brushed his fingers through it.

And then his tongue was on me. Hot and wet, he licked me all the way up my pussy with one firm stroke, sending a surge of electricity through my whole body. I arched my back, my hands going instinctively to my breasts and holding them through my blouse. He licked me again, and my body responded, pleasure racing through me, making me squirm under his firm grip.

Again and again, he licked me, driving me wild. I could feel myself leaking arousal onto his tongue.

“Fuck, you taste good,” he murmured into my pussy.

And then he started to focus on my clit. New waves of pleasure washed over me, making every nerve in my body tingle. It was so intense that it was almost overwhelming. I squeezed my breasts harder, my body bucking and twisting under his grip. His hands on my thighs held me in place as he worked my clit. When he sucked on it, I came hard. I screamed with pleasure, the release rushing through me and making me shake.

He stood up, wiping his mouth with his hand. He started to unbuckle his belt. “Now you’re going to suck my cock,” he said.

“Yes, please,” I whispered, sitting up and helping him pull down his pants. His cock sprang free, thick, hard, and long. I wrapped my hand around the dark shaft, giving it a firm stroke. It was so much bigger than Michael’s, so much thicker.

I ran my tongue up the whole length, feeling him twitch underneath me. Then I took the head into my mouth, playing with it with my tongue. He groaned, his fingers gripping my hair and gently guiding me back and forth. I moaned around him, sucking him deeper. He felt fantastic in my mouth, hot and hard. I tried to take him even deeper, but he hit the back of my throat, and I gagged, spit running down his shaft.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Suck my cock like a slutty hotwife.”

I thought about Michael. He was probably in the air right now, with no idea that I was already sucking a big, black cock on our marital bed. The thought made my pussy ache.

I pulled back slightly, panting, saliva dripping down my chin. “My phone,” I gasped, fumbling for it. I unlocked it and handed it to Devon. “For my husband,” I said.

He smirked, taking the phone and hitting record. My pulse raced. I leaned back down, lips wrapping around him again, eyes glancing at the camera as I bobbed my head. Every stroke made me shiver, my gagging and moans adding to the filthy video.

But my pussy was aching too much. I need him to fuck me. I pulled Devon’s cock out of my mouth, leaving it glistening and twitching, a wet sheen of spit coating the shaft. My lips were swollen, my throat raw.

I took the phone out of his hand and sent the video to Michael, my fingers trembling as I hit send. Then, I looked up at Devon with heavy-lidded eyes, already unbuttoning my blouse. “I need you to fuck me now.”

We quickly removed the rest of our clothes. Devon grabbed my hips, pulling me up just enough to position himself between my thighs. He teased me for a second, rubbing the fat head of his cock against my swollen and aching pussy. Then he plunged deep inside me in one hard stroke, filling me completely. My back arched, nails digging into the sheets as he stretched me open, my cunt gripping his shaft like a vice. He was so much bigger than I was used to, so much thicker.

He started to fuck me in long, hard strokes. Every thrust sent sparks of pleasure through me, my pussy clenching around him, soaking his cock. I wrapped my legs around him, lifting them up to feel him even deeper. He kissed me, his mouth hungry, his chest against my breasts. He kept fucking me, hard and relentlessly. I felt my climax building quickly.

Every thrust hit me exactly right, grinding against my clit and deep inside my aching pussy. My body shivered, hips bucking against him even as he held me tight. I felt the tension coil tighter and tighter, every nerve screaming for release. My toes curled, nails digging into his back.

Then it hit me, a shattering wave of pleasure that made my body seize. My pussy clenched around his cock as he continued to fuck me through it. He groaned into my mouth, feeling me come around him.

When I finally came down, gasping and weak, Devon didn’t give me a moment to rest before he flipped me over, pressing me flat onto the bed. My stomach hit the mattress, ass in the air, and he grabbed me by the hips, slamming into me from behind. The angle was perfect, hitting every spot inside me, and I cried out, hips lifting to meet him. My hands scrabbled at the sheets as he fucked me harder, deeper, leaving me gasping and dripping beneath him.

I could feel my body building again, my pussy throbbing around him. My moans got louder and more urgent as I rocked back against him. Suddenly, I was coming again. I let out a scream, my body shuddering uncontrollably. Warm liquid squirted out, soaking the sheets, and Devon groaned, holding me tight, thrusting through it.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” he groaned.

“Come in me,” I managed to gasp.

He slammed into me one last time and held himself there as his cock throbbed and pumped load after load of thick, warm cum into my cunt. When he finally pulled out, floods of his release followed, dripping down my thighs and onto the bed.

We collapsed together, sweaty and sticky, my body still trembling.

“I… I can’t believe I just did that,” I whispered.

“You were amazing,” he said softly. “Perfect.” His finger traced the lines down my breast, circling my nipple. I could feel his cum still leaking out of me. His cock against my leg still felt stiff. I wrapped my hand around it.

“You’re still hard,” I said.

“Of course. I’m not done with you yet,” he smirked.

We spent the rest of the morning fucking.


Chapter Three




When Devon finally left, I was sore and aching all over. My legs felt weak, and my pussy throbbed. I finally grabbed my phone and opened it. My inbox was full of messages from Michael, most of them fire emojis and little devil faces. He seemed ecstatic that I had already lived out the fantasy we’d talked about.

He was in a taxi to the hotel, stuck in traffic, and he told me he couldn’t wait to get himself off to my video, just imagining me on my knees, taking a stranger. That thought made me shiver with arousal. When I started texting him more details of what had happened, it turned him on even more. It seemed like this hotwife lifestyle was going to be a lot of fun.

By the following morning, I had barely recovered. But I got dressed and slipped down to the lobby, already thinking about Devon. He was sitting behind the desk, looking impossibly composed in his smart shirt and tie. My pulse quickened.

“Good morning, Mrs Bennett,” he said, his usual polite smile in place, as if he hadn’t given me orgasm after orgasm for several hours yesterday.

“Good morning, Devon,” I said, looking around. There was no one else in the lobby. I got down on my hands and knees and crawled under the desk.

“Er… Grace…” he said, hesitantly. “What are you doing?”

Hidden under the desk, I unzipped his fly, and reached in to pull out his cock. He was already half-hard, and he stiffened quickly in my hand. He moved forward to the edge of the seat, letting me get more length out of his pants. I started to suck him, using my tongue to tease the end.

“Fuck… Grace,” he groaned. Then I felt his body tense. The door to the street had opened.

“Miss Jones,” Devon said, in his usual polite voice. “There’s a letter for you.” He reached into a drawer and passed over the letter. I heard Miss Jones thank him, and the elevator doors open and close. Then she was gone. The whole time, I hadn’t stopped sucking his cock. I picked up the pace, taking him deeper than ever into my throat, fighting the urge to gag.

The door to the street opened again. I heard the sound of heavy boots cross the floor.

“Delivery for apartment seven,” said a deep voice.

Devon took the package and signed for it, without moving from his seat. I licked all the way up his shaft, feeling him tremble slightly as he handed the paper back to the delivery driver. I started to use both hands to stroke his shaft hard, keeping the head in my mouth and sucking on it.

The door closed and we were alone again.

“Fuck… Grace… you’ll make me come down your throat,” he warned.

I moaned around his shaft, only increasing my pace. I felt him twitch, and his balls tighten. He groaned, and then he came in thick, hot loads, right into my mouth. I swallowed it down, not spilling a drop.

When he’d finished, I crawled out from under the desk, wiping my mouth. I straightened my clothes. Devon put his cock away and zipped himself up.

“That was unexpected,” he said, but his eyes were shining.

“I was wondering,” I said, still horny, and struck with an idea. “Do you know other men… like yourself? In the… hotwife scene?”

His smile got bigger. “You horny slut, Mrs Bennett,” he laughed. “Yes, I do.”

He picked up his phone and swiped a few times. Then he showed me the screen. There was a handsome businessman in an expensive suit and tie on the screen. “You like the look of him?”

“Yeah, he’ll do.” I tried to sound casual, but my heart was pounding.

He started typing on his phone. I hung around in the lobby, trying not to look suspicious as one of my neighbors came out of the elevator and went out onto the street. After a few messages back and forth, he wrote an address on a piece of paper and pushed it over the desk to me.

“His name is Tom Sanders, he’s an investment banker working downtown. He’s expecting you right away. This is the address.”

I felt my stomach flip. “That was quick.”

“I’ll call you a cab.”


Chapter Four




The cab dropped me off outside a tall glass tower downtown. The lobby of the bank was all marble and chandeliers. I went up to the front desk.

“I’m here to see Tom Sanders,” I said, trying to sound casual, though my pulse was racing. “He’s expecting me.”

The receptionist gave me a polite smile and a once-over before picking up the phone. “He’ll be right down.”

A few moments later, he appeared from the lift. He was tall, confident, and wearing a dark suit tailored to perfection. His hair was slicked back, and he had a neatly trimmed beard. Was it really this easy to have sex with such a hot man?

“Grace,” he said smoothly. “Devon said you might drop by. Come on up.”

“Enjoy,” called the receptionist as we walked away. She seemed to know exactly why I was here.

The elevator doors slid shut, and we were alone. The hum of the lift filled the space between us. He glanced sideways at me.

“So,” he said quietly, “Devon says you’re new to the lifestyle?”

“That’s right,” I said, my fingers playing with the strap on my bag. “My husband is out of town, and this is the first time I’ve been given a hall pass. How do you know Devon?”

“Oh, we go to the same club,” he replied, his eyes lingering on my cleavage.

“What sort of club?” I asked.

“A sex club,” he said, matter-of-factly, as the doors opened onto the executive floor. I felt a sudden rush of heat and desire low between my thighs. A sex club. This man must be seriously experienced. I wanted him more than ever.

He led me to a corner office and closed the door with a soft, definitive click.

“Can I get you something to drink?” he asked.

“Water’s fine.”

He poured two glasses, then handed one to me, his fingers grazing mine just long enough to send a sharp shiver up my arm. I took a sip, put the glass down, and he cupped my face with one large hand.

“Take your panties off,” he ordered, his eyes never leaving mine.

The command was a physical shock, and my pussy instantly clenched and ached. I reached up under my skirt, sliding my silk panties down over my hips until they pooled at my feet.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now sit on the desk.”

I hiked my skirt up and sat on the cool, polished wood, spreading my legs to give him a full view. I could feel the wet, sticky heat pooling inside me. He stood there, a slight smirk on his face as he admired my open pussy. The obvious, thick bulge in his pants told me he approved.

“Will you film this for my husband?” I asked, pulling my phone from my bag and holding it out.

“If you send me a copy, too,” he grinned, taking it from me.

He took the phone, propping it carefully on a stack of financial binders so it had a clear view. His eyes held mine as he unbuttoned his suit jacket, tossing it onto his leather chair. He loosened his tie, then slowly undid the top two buttons of his tailored shirt, revealing a glimpse of smooth, tanned chest.

He knelt before me, his hands settling on my inner thighs. I instinctively shifted towards him, opening myself further.

He paused, not touching my pussy yet, but running his thumbs lightly along the delicate crease where my leg met my mound. I gasped, the anticipation almost too much.

“You’re already so wet for me, Grace,” he whispered. His dark eyes darted from my face down to my pussy, then back up, making me feel utterly exposed. I watched him lower his head. The first touch of his mouth was soft, yet precise, a slow drag of his tongue right over my clit. I gasped, my entire body arching forward.

He pulled back, watching the visible twitch of my hips. “Relax,” he commanded.

He dove back in, his mouth firm and demanding, sucking and circling with an effortless rhythm that made my head spin. My fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him closer, desperate for more. I was drowning in the pleasure, the thick wetness gathering where his beard met my skin. Every coherent thought evaporated, replaced by the sheer, blinding sensation of his mouth on me.

He continued to work me, his hand holding my thighs open as I bucked and squirmed under his tongue. I knew I was leaking arousal, and he lapped it up eagerly before focusing on my clit. His tongue flicked over it, firm and fast. Suddenly, I was coming.

My body seized, muscles clenching, and then the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. My back arched, my fingers gripping handfuls of his hair, and a loud moan ripped from me. I hoped the office was soundproof. My legs trembled uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure washed through me.

When the last tremors began to subside, he pulled away slowly, leaving my pussy tingling and throbbing.

“Please,” I gasped. My entire body still vibrated with the aftershocks. My pussy was still aching, but now with a deep, empty throb that demanded to be filled. “Please, fuck me.” I glanced at my phone, the lens still pointing at me. My husband was going to see me begging for this man’s cock.

His eyes held mine as he unzipped his pants and pushed them down, freeing the obvious, thick erection. His cock wasn’t as long as Devon’s, but it was very thick and curved upwards. He reached up, grabbing my hips with both hands. He adjusted me on the desk, opening my legs wider and pulling me forward.

His cock brushed my swollen clit, and I gasped. He rubbed the head of his cock against my wet entrance, collecting my release on it. Then he paused, looking down, watching. He slowly pushed his cock into my cunt, inch by inch. The initial pressure stretched me, a momentary tightness that immediately became intense, heavy fullness. The sensation was overpowering and completely perfect. The curve was perfect, too, sliding up into me, rubbing against every sensitive spot inside.

I moaned as he filled me, his balls right up against my ass. He held still for a long moment and then began to fuck me. With each thrust, he pulled almost all the way out before plunging deep back into my soaking cunt.

I felt the pleasure building immediately, every hard thrust making me moan. He pushed me back on the desk. He lifted up my top and bra and squeezed my breasts. Using them to anchor himself as he fucked me harder.

“I’m going to come…” I gasped, right on the edge. Then I went over it. I started to let out a long moan, and he clamped a hand over my mouth to try to keep me quiet. I squirmed under his grip, making the orgasm even more intense.

My body locked down, convulsing violently around him. Wave after wave of intense, silent ecstasy poured through me. My fingers scrambled for purchase on the desk as I came hard.

When the spasms subsided, he slowly removed his hand.

"Good girl," he panted. He pulled completely out, the loss of fullness making me whimper. "Now, turn around."


Chapter Five




Idid as I was told, standing on the floor and bending over the desk. His hands spread my cheeks, making me gape. “So fucking wet,” he murmured, picking up some arousal on his fingers. “And such a cute little asshole.”

I felt my stomach twist again, and another rush of desire in my pussy. His wet fingers pressed against the tight muscles around my rear entrance. “Has Devon fucked you in the ass yet?” he asked.

“No… I’ve never…” I said, breathlessly.

He laughed. “Tell me if you like this.” He pushed his finger into my ass, the muscles resisting before suddenly opening up to him. The sensation was strange, but quickly turned to pleasure. “Relax,” he said, pushing his finger deeper. With his other hand, he started to rub my clit in circles. The combination sent me spiraling with bliss.

He pulled his finger out, and I immediately missed the pressure. He stood, stepping away for a moment. He opened a desk drawer and pulled out a small, clear bottle of lube.

“Preparation is key,” he said. He glanced at my phone, still filming. Was he talking to me, or my husband?

He squirted a generous amount of the thick, cool gel onto his fingers and then thoroughly coated his cock. He then applied the slickness to my tight entrance, working his thumb and then a second finger past the resisting muscles until I felt sufficiently open and stretched.

“Ready to show your husband what he’s been missing?” he murmured, his voice a low growl right near my ear. He grabbed my hips firmly, pulling me back against his length. His now-slick cock pressed against me.

With one decisive push, he drove a few inches into my ass. I let out a moan, and he clamped his hand over my mouth again, pulling me back onto him and impaling me further. The sensation was intense: a full, stretching pain that quickly dissolved into a pleasurable fullness. He was deep, stretching me in a way I had never felt before, my entire body locking up from the shock and the sudden invasion.

“Shh,” he commanded, his breath warm on my neck. “Fuck, you’re so tight, but it will get easier.”

He waited for my body to adjust to the size and depth. My ass gripped him tightly, like a vice. He started to move, slowly at first, then with increasing speed. Each stroke was shallow but hard and focused, working the tight muscles. I felt another wave of intense sensation wash over me, almost like I was about to come.

He started to fuck me harder, his hand still over his mouth. His cock went deeper with every thrust, until finally he was giving me the full length, his balls slapping against my cunt.

“This is how you teach a man to fuck his wife, Grace,” he grunted, slamming deep. "Your husband is going to thank me when he sees this footage."

I was moaning around his hand incoherently, my eyes rolled up in my head as the sensation and pleasure overwhelmed me. God, it felt so good; better than I’d ever imagined that it would. I could only hold on to the desk, my knuckles white, as he took me, fucking my ass hard.

Suddenly, his breath caught, and he pulled back slightly, then buried himself to the hilt. His muscles tensed, and he stiffened behind me.

“Fuck, I’m coming…” he groaned. “I’m coming in your ass…”

The words were my final trigger. My entire body seized as I came even harder than before. My ass clenched around his cock, milking it as he flooded my insides with cum. The wave of climax was so powerful that I almost passed out, thrashing about on his desk in his strong grip.

In the same moment, I felt a sudden, hot gush pour from my pussy, hitting the desktop and running down my inner thighs. I was squirting, completely undone, my cunt contracting in waves of pleasure. He continued to pump, slamming his pulsing cock deep into my ass as he poured his hot, thick load inside me.

A long, exhausted moan escaped him as he collapsed against my back, his chest heaving, his cock still fully buried and twitching inside me. We remained there, fused together over the desk, the silence of the corner office broken only by our labored breathing.

He slowly pulled his cock from my tight hole, and his cum followed, running down my legs.

He grinned, satisfied, then pulled up his underwear and pants. He walked over and retrieved my phone. He checked the display, ensuring the footage was captured.

"Just sending it to myself," he said. “Your husband is going to love it.”

I felt the sudden jolt of reality. I quickly straightened my skirt and top and retrieved my panties from the floor.

“Tom, that was… amazing,” I purred. “I… there’s something I want to ask you.”

“Anything,” he said, straightening his tie.

“I’ve always fantasized about having a threesome. Would you and Devon come over to my apartment and make it a reality?”

His face broke out into a huge grin. “It would be my pleasure. But you should get going," he said, handing me my bag. "I have a meeting scheduled in five minutes."


Chapter Six




Ifound a quiet corner cafe two blocks from his office. I ordered an iced coffee, but the ice barely cooled the heat still pulsing through my veins. The first thing I did was check the time. It was late evening in Tokyo. Michael would likely be finishing a business dinner or just getting back to his hotel room.

I opened our chat thread. I could feel my pulse rate climbing again, a mix of guilt and wild, reckless excitement. I typed a casual message first:

Me: "Hope your presentation went well today, babe. Everything okay in Tokyo?"

I waited five minutes. The little read receipt showed when he saw it.

Michael: "Yep, all done. Just got back. Long day. Missing you. Been up to anything naughty?”

I took a deep breath, fighting a small tremor in my hand. I attached the video Tom and I had made.

Me: "I had a very intense meeting with a new friend today. He recorded a lesson for you. I expect you to watch the full thing."

The video clip and the message flashed over to Japan instantly. I didn't wait for the read receipt. I closed the app, took a huge gulp of my coffee, and sat back, already picturing Michael in his sterile hotel room, watching his wife get fucked in the ass for the first time.

I finished my coffee and walked the few blocks home. I checked my phone. Michael must have watched the video by now. The phone buzzed. It was an incoming video call. My heart hammered. I paused, taking one shaky breath, then accepted the call.

His face filled the screen. He was sitting on the edge of his hotel bed, dressed only in a white t-shirt, his hair damp from a shower.

“Grace,” he said, echoing slightly through the phone speakers.

“Hello, Michael,” I replied.

He leaned closer to his phone. “Fuck, that video was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I want to see you. I want to see the mess you made.”

I propped my phone on the coffee table and sat back on the sofa. I slipped my panties off and moved to the edge of the seat. I spread myself. I could see it in the corner of the screen; my pussy was still wet and swollen, my arousal pooled inside. As I stretched my ass cheeks, a bit of Tom’s cum oozed out and dripped onto the sofa.

“Fuuuck…” moaned Michael. I realized he was stroking his cock just out of view.

“He told me you could learn from the footage,” I whispered, rubbing my clit lightly as I watched his strained face on the screen.

Michael took a shaky breath, his own hand disappearing below the frame of the call. "I'm learning, Grace. When I get home, I’m going to fuck you so hard in the ass you’ll be screaming for more.”

I hiked one leg up onto the arm of the couch, spreading myself wide for the camera. I intensified the pressure of my fingers, letting out a breathy moan.

“I want you in my ass, Michael.”

He moved back slightly in the shot, and I could see his rock-hard cock, throbbing in his hand.

“Tell me what you’re going to do next, Grace. Who are you going to fuck?”

“I’m having Tom and Devon over for a threesome,” I admitted, rubbing my clit faster.

The words hung in the air. Michael's eyes widened. His breathing grew shallow. “A threesome?” he asked. “What are they going to do to you, Grace?

“I want them to double-fuck me, Michael,” I gasped, the friction of my fingers intense and urgent now. “I want Tom’s cock deep in my pussy and Devon’s giant dick in my ass at the same time. I want them to fuck me, one deep in each hole, and pound me until I’m breaking.”

I intensified the pressure until my head swam. I was right on the edge, my legs spread wide for my husband on the screen.

I closed my eyes as the climax seized me. My entire body shuddered violently, the orgasm tearing through me. I squeezed my inner thighs, my pussy convulsing around my hand, and let out a long, desperate cry. The sheer force of the release made me squirm backward on the couch, leaving a wet slick of arousal on the fabric.

I collapsed back, breathless and trembling. I slowly opened my eyes and looked at the screen.

Michael was staring at me, his eyes wide and dark, his jaw clenched tight. He didn't speak. He just moved his hand faster on his thick, straining cock, watching the residue of my pleasure drip onto the sofa.

His body tensed, and he came, too. His cum shot up and spilled onto the white t-shirt. As more throbbed out, it ran down his shaft and over his hand in thick, white streams.

“Fuck, Grace… I can’t believe what a horny slut you are. I love it… I love you…”


Chapter Seven




We couldn’t organize the threesome for a couple of days, but that was a good thing. My body was wrecked and sore from what had happened so far, and it needed a rest. But by Friday evening, I was ready.

I selected my outfit carefully: a black, low-cut silk dress that was meant for cocktails but was too low-cut to contain my breasts properly, and no underwear at all. I wanted them to know I was waiting and ready.

I smoothed down the silk over my thighs, my pussy already wet with anticipation. I took one last look around the living room. The cleaner had just left, and everything was perfect. The large, black leather couch was perfectly positioned for a performance, and I’d already put my phone on a tripod opposite.

Ten minutes later, the chime of the door sounded through the apartment. I felt a nervous tremor; this was it, the fantasy with two men at once. I took a steadying breath, forced a confident smile, and walked across the polished wood floor.

I opened the door. Devon and Tom stood side-by-side, both looking casually handsome. Devon wore dark jeans and a tight black t-shirt that showcased his strong arms. Tom was still in a crisp white shirt, the sleeves rolled up.

“Grace,” Tom said, his eyes scanning my dress and the lack of a visible bra. “Looking even better than you did on my desk.” He kissed me on both cheeks and moved past me into the apartment.

“You look stunning, Mrs Bennett,” said Devon, with a smirk.

“Oh, don’t call me that!” I said, hitting him playfully on the arm.

I closed the door, sealing the three of us in. I could hardly hide my excitement. “Why don’t you both come and join me on the couch?”

They sat next to me, one on each side. I was so turned on being between two gorgeous men that I could hardly breathe. I kissed Devon first, our tongues playing with each other and his breath hot in my mouth. Then I turned and kissed Tom. He cupped my face with his hand and pulled me hard against him. Both of them had their hands on my thighs. I opened my legs shamelessly.

They both stroked my thighs as they took turns kissing me, gradually getting higher. Devon was the first to discover that I wasn’t wearing any panties as his hand brushed across my trimmed bush.

“Fuck,” he said. “She’s not wearing underwear.”

“The little slut,” laughed Tom. “Too eager to get fucked.”

“I know. I’m hard for her already,” replied Devon. He was, I could see. I put my hand on both of their bulges, straining at their pants.

“You’re going to destroy me with those big dicks,” I purred.

Devon began to rub my clit firmly with two fingers. I gasped. “I’m going to make you come first,” he promised.

Tom reached up and grabbed the thin silk dress. He pulled it hard down from my shoulder, exposing both of my full, heavy breasts. He unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it off and tossing it aside. Then he bent his head, and his mouth closed over my dark, stiff nipple. He licked and sucked the aching tip, using his teeth gently to pull on the sensitive peak.

The combination of the two of them pleasuring me made me squirm between them. I moaned with every touch, every suck. And I knew that the camera was capturing everything for Michael. I was spiraling fast, my climax building quickly.

“Look at her,” Tom mumbled against my breast, lifting his head only to look at Devon. “She’s practically coming already.”

Devon only smiled, increasing the speed and pressure of his fingers. A loud, shuddering scream tore from my throat as the climax hit me. My back arched, my fingers squeezing their cocks. My pussy convulsed as Devon plunged two fingers into my soaking wet opening.

He pulled them out, dripping, and forced them into my mouth.

“Taste how fucking wet you are,” he laughed.

When he finally pulled his hand away, I was panting, my pussy still throbbing, but my eyes were locked on their two huge, hard cocks that they had both pulled free of their pants.

"Enough of the foreplay," Tom declared. He grabbed my shoulders, pushing me forward. "Get on your knees, Grace. Let's give your husband the view he’s been waiting for."

I moved immediately, pushing myself onto my hands and knees on the leather sofa, my thighs parted, my ass raised and exposed to both men and the camera tripod across the room. The dress was now hiked up around my waist. My pussy was an open, dripping invitation.

Devon quickly shifted to kneel behind me on the sofa cushion. He grabbed his erection and positioned the thick head against my pussy.

"Your cunt is mine now, Mrs Bennett," he murmured. He didn't wait for an answer, shoving his cock in deep with one powerful thrust. I cried out. The fullness was immediate, stretching the tight muscles of my pussy. God, he was so big. Devon started to fuck me with a steady, deliberate rhythm, his hands gripping my hips as he worked his way deeper with every thrust.

At the same time, Tom moved in front of me. He pushed his own thick, curved cock into my gaping mouth, taking control of my head with one hand. This was my first time with two men: a cock slamming deep into my cunt, and another shoved deep into my throat. The pleasure was immediate and dizzying.

Devon started fucking me harder, driving me forward onto Tom’s cock with every thrust. Soon, my eyes were streaming, and I was almost gagging on his thick shaft.

“Fuck, she feels so good,” groaned Devon. His hands were on my ass cheeks, spreading me wide open. I felt him spit on my asshole, and then his thumb pressed in firmly, stretching my tight muscles. I moaned with even more pleasure as he penetrated me. “Need to get this ass ready,” he said.

The overwhelming sensations quickly caught up with me, and I started coming hard, moaning frantically around Tom’s cock as my cunt clenched around Devon. The pleasure was a physical explosion, my body squirming uncontrollably. I couldn't breathe, the combination of his deep penetration and Tom's cock filling my throat, forcing the air from my lungs. Devon released a low, triumphant groan, his hips driving relentlessly into my convulsing cunt.

Tom pulled his cock out of my mouth, leaving it swollen and sore. “My turn to fuck that beautiful pussy,” he said. He stripped off his pants and sat down on the sofa next to me, and I pulled away from Devon, climbing onto Tom’s lap. I straddled his hips, my wet, throbbing pussy directly over his thick, hard cock. Devon leaned back against the cushions, watching.

I gripped Tom's shoulders and, with a shaky gasp, slid myself down onto his erection. The immediate, stretching fullness was a shock. He was thicker than Devon, and his curve hit a spot high inside me that made me cry out.

“That’s it,” Tom grunted, grabbing my waist. “Ride it, Grace. Show Michael you know how to fuck.”

I began to move, pushing my hips up and down, taking him deep. The angle of the sofa forced me to lean back slightly, arching my spine and pushing my breasts out. I could feel the lens of the camera, focused on my ass and my lips wrapped tight around his shaft.

“Faster, Grace,” Devon commanded.

I obeyed, increasing my speed, slamming my pussy down onto Tom’s cock with short, hard drops. The pleasure was building with a fierce heat, his curve rubbing against that perfect part of my pussy. Tom reached up and squeezed my breasts, twisting the nipples painfully until they were hard, aching peaks.

“You feel so good and tight,” Tom breathed, his own rhythm starting to match mine, pushing up to meet my thrusts. “Come for me, Grace. Come all over my cock,” Tom demanded.

My muscles clenched violently around him. I came again, a desperate, shuddering release. The pleasure was so intense that I squirted hard, and I felt a hot, thick wave gush from me, soaking Tom and the leather cushion beneath us.

I collapsed forward onto Tom’s chest, panting heavily. The wetness was everywhere, but the men were far from done. Tom pushed my body up and forward, pulling his cock out of my pussy with a loud, wet thwack. “Turn around, I want your ass,” he grunted.

I quickly turned on his lap, positioning myself so my back was to him. I was still shaking and wet with my release. Tom grabbed my hips and adjusted my position, lining me up. The head of his cock pressed against my rear entrance. I sat back, slowly and deliberately, stretching the tight muscles of my ass. I cried out, a little pain, before it instantly dissolved into intense pleasure.

“Deep, Grace. Take it all,” Tom demanded, sinking his entire cock into my ass. Once he was fully buried inside my ass, he nodded sharply to Devon, who had already positioned himself. Devon moved in front of me, grabbing his hard cock. He drove it into my now-aching, gaping pussy.

I was now impaled deep in two separate places: Tom’s thick cock in my ass and Devon’s long cock in my cunt. I was stretched, pinned, and completely full, like I had never been before.

“Now,” Devon growled. “Scream for the camera.” He pulled out and slammed back inside me, making me scream.

Devon gripped my hips and pounded my cunt with fast, furious thrusts. Each time he pulled out, I felt the emptiness, only to be immediately slammed full again. Tom, seated beneath me, drove upward into my ass with a slower, heavier rhythm. His thickness was relentless, pushing deep and rubbing against Devon’s cock through my thin walls. Every thrust sent jolts of fire through my entire body.

I moaned frantically, the pleasure from each entrance blurring into a single, overwhelming sensation. My hips rocked, trying to take them both deeper. I could feel every inch of both hard cocks.

“Fuck,” Tom grunted, thrusting hard into my ass. “I’m not going to last long in this tight ass.”

Devon leaned in, squeezing my tits as he fucked me. “That’s what you get for being a good slut.”

“I’m coming!” I screamed, throwing my head back.

My body seized, muscles locking as the violent climax hit. I slammed back onto Tom's lap, my ass clenching tightly around his thick cock as the orgasm tore through me.

Devon let out a loud, rough roar, sensing my release. He pushed in, giving one final, massive pump deep into my convulsing cunt, and then he let go, his body stiffening as he poured his cum into me.

Tom drove hard into my ass three more times, each one an agonizingly deep spike of pleasure, even as I was still climaxing. With a deep groan, he released his own hot, thick load into my ass.

Both men collapsed, spent and breathing heavily, their cocks still deep inside me, pinning me between them, still stretched wide around their shafts. The camera continued to record our silent, sweaty mess.

After a long moment, Devon slowly pulled his cock from my pussy. The suction was loud, leaving my cunt gaping and drenched with his cum. Tom followed, sliding his thick cock out of my ass. I felt a rush of both men's sticky, hot release leak onto the sofa beneath me.

Tom pushed himself up and immediately went to the tripod. He stopped the recording and carefully removed the phone.

“Did it get everything?” I asked, my voice weak.

Tom checked the video file. “Every screaming second. I’m just sharing it with Devon and myself.“

Soon, they were both dressed and ready to leave. I stayed naked on the couch, watching them gather their things and leaking cum.

“We’ll see you soon,” Tom said, a satisfied smirk on his face.

Devon just winked. “Tell Mr Bennett that he can join in next time. Do you think you can take three cocks at the same time?”

“I know I can,” I purred.


Epilogue




Istayed on the sofa for a full ten minutes, staring at the camera tripod. The reality of what I had just done began to sink in. I had screamed and taken two cocks at once, all recorded for my husband. I was sticky, sore, and buzzing with energy.

I finally reached for my phone. I went to my texts. I could send it to Michael now; he’d probably be at the hotel. He’d love it.

But, no. He would be landing back in New York tomorrow. I decided to show him in person, on the TV. I could suck his cock as he watched me getting destroyed. I needed to see his face. I needed to watch his eyes as he saw me taken by both men at once.

And then I was going to take Devon up on his offer. Three cocks at the same time, and one of them would be my husband’s.

THE END
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