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HOTWIFE PARTY CHEERLEADER


GIVE ME A one! Give me a two! Give me a three hot men at the same time!

My husband is running late to his own Halloween party, and he tells me to have a little extra fun with his three best friends—as long as I give him every delicious detail afterwards!

Dressed up in my old uniform, I’m cheering in positions I’ve only dreamed of. With my pom-poms, a mini-skirt, and three hulking men, I’m flipped, lifted, and tumbled into a night of pleasure.
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I look ridiculous. Like, what in the world am I thinking going out like this kind of ridiculous. I twirl in the mirror, and my circle skirt billows out to reveal my upper thighs. The top is snug, emphasizing my curves just right and the pom-poms might be silly, but they graze against my legs whenever I strike a pose.

Ridiculous, but... hot.

I bite my lip and twist to make sure I’m seeing everything correctly. It’s been over a decade since I’ve worn this old cheerleading outfit. Not since I cheered in college and met my husband on the football team. I might have more curves now, but they’re accentuated perfectly in this costume.

Yup. My husband, Josh, isn’t going to be able to keep his hands off me in this! I bite the inside of my cheek, heat already rising through me. I can’t even keep my hands off myself in this.

Only a couple hours until my husband gets here and hopefully peels me out of this himself.

Tonight, we’re going to his work’s private Halloween party. If he had any other job, I probably wouldn’t be so bold with my costume. But, as a former star athlete, he’s now head of a big PR firm. Representing all sorts of artists, athletes, and business people, his parties aren’t just a stiff-upper lip, buttoned up shirts kind of thing.

Tonight isn’t for the public. It’s for his clients. And, his clients demand something more sultry. Especially on a night like Halloween, where inhibitions loosen and hemlines shorten.

In the mirror, I strike a pose I know my husband will like—popping out my hip, parting my lips, and laying a pom-pom right at mid-thigh. The skirt slit rides up just enough to show off the lacy trim of my thong. And that’s the only underwear I’m wearing. It’s not like I’ll actually be tumbling around in this, so I don’t need to strap down the girls. My costume isn’t up to cheerleader regulation, but it’s easy access I’m going for.

With a quick click, I take the photo and send it off to my husband. He’ll meet me at the party, but I can give him a little teaser, right? Just something to keep him going through awful wait times at the airport so he can look forward to the night.

Barely a minute after I hit send, a video call comes in.

I'm too excited when I pick up.

“Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes,” he says, licking his lips. “Tryin’ to get me kicked off my flight for being too horny?”

I grin wide. “You’re still there, so I guess it’s not working.”

My husband hums in thought and I get to drink him in. Even when he’s been working around the clock—traveling all over the world—he’s still the picture of perfection. Sharp blue eyes, dirty blond hair, chiseled jaw. Just looking at him sends signals of need between my legs.

It’s not like it was always this way.

In college, sure. We’d rush off the field and fuck behind the bleachers, or in the locker room, or in the storage room. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. But the first few years after marriage weren’t as…hands on.

It wasn’t that we didn’t love each other. It was just that life always seemed to crop up. New business woes, in-laws, buying a house. All those things that just made us forget about our base needs.

We had to put in active effort in rekindling the heat between us. Any moment we could get, we’d send each other sexy pictures. Sometimes, I’d record my fingers on my clit, pinching my nipples, fucking my pussy. In return, I’d get ones of my husband, gasping my name as thick ropes spilled onto his abs.

“It’s not working…yet.” My husband moves around so he’s seated against a wall and puts in headphones. “The problem is that cheerleading is about movement. I might’ve been the star player, but I couldn’t fucking keep my eyes off you. A photo isn’t going to do that justice. I think you’ll have to show me just how you’d move in that costume if I were there, waiting to rip it off you.”

I take in a deep breath as my pussy clenches. This is what I mean by grabbing any opportunity for a little fun. I shake off one of the pom-poms and lay back against the chair in front of the full-length mirror. My phone points to my reflection, showcasing my whole body.

Flushed cheeks, legs parted, and hooded eyes. I look positively fuckable.

“Wider,” he growls.

I roll my eyes but part my legs. Knees falling apart, my husband gets a full view of the damp patch on the thin triangle that covers my pussy.

“So wet, you couldn’t wait for me to get there, could you?”

“It’s your fault for taking the last possible flight back!”

My husband chuckles. “Show me how eager you are. Show me what you want when I show up to that damn party tonight.”

Josh has always been a commanding presence. Maybe it’s because he’s been great at basically anything he’s set out to accomplish. He’s cocky, he’s firm, and he’s perfectly dominating in the way that sends my pussy fluttering.

My free hand slides under my skirt, toying at the seams of the thong. “Remember our first time—behind the bleachers?” I stare right into the mirror instead of my phone screen. “You showed me how those fingers were capable of more than just throwing a ball.”

I push aside the thin strip of fabric and tilt my hips to exaggerate the parts of me I want him to focus on. Wet hot need already glistens, clinging to my thighs and slowly peeking out from between my slit. With my index and ring finger, I part myself. The diamond on my ring glints against the evening light streaming in through the window. My middle finger slides through my folds and I gasp.

“That’s it,” my husband mutters with a hitch, “pretend those fingers are mine.” His voice drops to a whisper. “You’re so fucking wet, I can practically smell how needy you are through the phone.”

My walls clench and a new gush of wetness seeps out. My husband loves talking through sex, but phone sex is a whole different game. Without each other’s heated touch, all I have to focus on is my pleasure and his voice.

I gather my wetness and give my clit a tentative swirl. “Fuck,” I moan, pushing down the urge to throw my head back and close my eyes. “I wish these were your fingers.” Mine can do the trick, but there’s something about a man’s hands—a man’s whole body really. Big. Strong. Solid. The weight, the scent, the masculinity. “Can’t wait till you get here tonight.”

My finger swirls a little faster and my nipples peak. I angle the phone so my husband can see my excitement in 4K.

“Keep yourself warm for me until I get there.”

My tits bounce when my chest heaves at the next jolt of pleasure. I’m already squirming against the couch, dripping my wetness on the cushion as proof of my eagerness. It’s not the first time I’ve left a stain, and it won’t be the last. My husband loves seeing every drop of my arousal.

My toes curl and my thighs tighten. Thinking about the first time with my husband has me so close, but I’m not done yet. If I’m to tease my husband with this video, I’m going to give him a real show.

With a gasp, my finger comes off my clit.

My husband’s breath hitches. “That’s it. Push right into that hot cunt. You’re so needy—don’t let your pussy go hungry.”

My hand slides lower and my ring finger traces my entrance. In the mirror, my walls visibly squeeze, coating my fingers in slick. My heart thumps wildly when I push two fingers deep into my pussy.

It hasn’t even been that long since the last time I got to fuck my husband, but my body is too needy. I add in my ring finger, letting the diamond glisten, sliding in and imprinting my husband’s intentions into me. The diamond is hard but not sharp, and the added circumference stretches my walls almost like a cock would. The cool gold band is the perfect contrast to my heating body.

“Push those fingers against that tight pussy. Stretch yourself out.”

Wetness keeps seeping past my lips and coating my fingers. I pick up pace, pushing against my walls as my moans and whines increase. Pressure starts to build, coiling in my core and blurring my vision. I grab for my tits, roughly kneading and squeezing them even through the pom-pom in my other hand.

“Fuck, you look so good. Even better than when we first started dating. Even better than the first time I had you bent over and giving those pom-poms a new choreography.”

My husband’s words are spurring me on, tightening my core and my thighs. Through the haze of my spinning mind and half-mast lids, I can see what my husband gets to see. I’m a complete mess. I’m coming undone on my fingers—hard. Stray hairs come out of my high ponytail, dusty blonde tickling my red cheeks and sticking to my glossy lips. The top has rolled up, revealing sweet trails of sweat down my lithe stomach. Even flipped up and around my waist, the skirt flutters with my moving hips. Lewd, wet sounds come from my pussy where my fingers are curling—wedding ring pressing against my g-spot.

“I can’t wait,” I pant, “to be fucked tonight. Used. Filled.” My lips purse into a tight line when I can’t stop the low moan. “In costume when you get to the party. I wanna be fucked right there—let your clients hear how committed you are.” I’m babbling now, starting to lose control.

“I’ll have you screaming on my cock,” my husband moans, unable to keep his words low. “Now come for me.”

No matter how hard I try, I can’t keep my eyes open. My legs start to twitch and then it happens. In an instant, my palm hits my clit and my finger tips press deep against the sensitive patch inside. I’m coming undone, writhing and wriggling like it’s my cheer choreography. My walls are clenching tight to the point where my thrusts are made to slow. The pleasure is hot, coursing through every inch of me.

It takes me a solid couple minutes to come down from the heady high of my orgasm. If I thought I was a mess before, I’m nothing short of wrecked now. When my fingers withdraw, my pussy clenches—even after an orgasm, its still begging for more.

The sheen of my arousal glitters on my fingers and I grin. Licking my lips, I lock eyes with my phone camera. My tongue darts out, lapping at my wetness before taking my fingers fully into my mouth. My lips close and I hollow my cheeks with a delighted hum. The salty sweetness only whets my appetite more.

My husband lets out a stuttering breath. “Think that’ll hold you over for a couple hours?”

“Hurry back so you can find out.” I blow my husband a kiss when an announcement on the other line has my husband rushing off to his gate.

Patience, I tell my pussy. Only a few hours until my husband gets back.

Until then, there’s a party I need to finish getting ready for!
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I’ve put on a new thong and fixed up my hair when I get to my husband’s Halloween party. The chilly October air makes goosebumps raise across my skin, but it’s more of a relief because my head is still spinning from the euphoria of getting off on video.

The elevator chimes open and I look around the space. It’s so clear why my husband’s firm is paid the big bucks. As if a rooftop venue wasn’t good enough, they’ve booked out the whole top floor—the 69th floor of course—and private rooms that overlook the city below. The lights are dim, the cocktail tables are draped in shimmering black, and velvet seating lines the room with guests floating through the space.

I know he didn’t set all this up personally, but I can’t help the well of pride filling in me anyways. This party is sexy, chic, and the perfect place for his closest clients and friends to get a little loose. After all, what’s better networking than seeing people at their sexiest and most daring on Halloween night. What happens at this party definitely doesn’t stay at this party, but that’s what good PR is for, right?

I can’t even believe some of these guests. Three-time gold medal winner, Maddi West and her coach-husband. She’s dressed like liquid gold was poured over her—a shining trophy. My husband’s firm has been handling her PR after her big win at the summer games.

Another woman is dressed in a gorgeous, Grecian gown. An arm band in gold lines up with her chest, drawing attention to her peaked nipples. With long dark hair flowing in rivulets down her open back, she looks more like an art piece than a person! A strong arm wraps around her waist with a boisterous laugh.

“Marissa and Dean.” My best friend, Gemma, appears beside me. She’s in a sexy elf costume—green hat and all. “He owns like half the city.” She points to another corner where a woman is dressed in a skin-tight suit with a superhero logo I don’t recognize. “Cady and Dan Stiles. Word on the street is that he just made a big business deal for a sex toy company.”

My eyes widen, half trying to take in the costumes, and half in awe of what my husband has built up. “Some big hitters here, huh?”

Gemma’s eyes narrow. “And where’s your big hitter?” Gemma and I have known each other since college. In those years, I’ve seen her get married, have kids, and send those kids to college. Now, her husband runs an ad agency, working closely with my husband.

The husband who still isn’t here!

I pout and check my phone. No messages. My husband should be landing any minute now and taking a cab over to this party. “I dunno, maybe he got held up in baggage claim?”

“Damn, hope he gets here soon. He wouldn’t wanna miss all this”—she gestures around the room—“and all this”—she gestures to me. “Can’t believe you still fit into your old cheer outfit.”

I flush and shake my pom-poms, spelling out her name and exaggerating every letter. “Trust me, it wasn’t easy, but it’s already paid off.”

Gemma snorts. “You guys are animals!” She pauses for a thoughtful second. “Actually, I kinda wish Vik and I were animals too.”

I shrug. “Starts sending naughty pics to each other and see where it goes.”

Gemma snaps her fingers like I’ve just solved world hunger. “Think I just might.” She looks over my shoulder and waves. “Oop, I see the target of my naughty pics already. Time to go seduce my husband.”

She scurries away to Viktor when a new figure takes her spot. A big, hulking figure…accompanied by two more behind him.

“That takes me back,” Theo’s low voice rumbles through me. An easy arm slides around my waist as he looks me up and down. “Josh is a lucky man—havin’ a wife like you dress up to cheer him on.”

I roll my eyes, but I can’t help the flush that creeps up my face. Theo is the flirty type. If there’s tits and bits involved, he’s bound to be nearby. He knows exactly how to command a room, and damn if he isn’t pulling it off right now.

His face is partly obscured by his football helmet—looks like I wasn’t the only one to dig deep into my time machine of a closet for a costume. Unlike me, though, he’s decided to forgo parts of his costume. Like a shirt. The tight football pants accentuate his muscles—something he never lost in all these years. My mouth runs dry when I trace his V-taper down and the snap back up to his face. He grins and through the protective metal grates, he looks positively feral.

“Speaking of, where’s Josh tonight? I thought he was supposed to come in an hour ago?” Another large man crowds us.

I don’t play favorites with my husband’s friends, but if I had to, Mark might be it. He looks like a brick house, but he’s the type who’d offer to carry a stranger’s groceries, cook them a meal with those groceries, and then help clean up. Tonight, however, he’s showing off his body instead of his kindness. He’s also shirtless and in his old football tights, but instead of a helmet, he’s tossing a football between his hands. His broad shoulders and strong arms ripple with the movement.

I gulp as my thigh muscles twitch. I just took the edge off on a video call with my husband! I can’t be thirsting over his friends!

“Flight’s canceled,” a husky voice chimes in from behind me.

Where there’s Theo and Mark, there’s also Drake. Like the other two, for some reason, he’s also his in old football gear. Also shirtless. The three of them are my husband’s oldest friends. They started out on their college football team together—the source of all of their costumes—and now they’re all in this business together. They know what it’s like being thrust in the public eye just for being good at something, and now they try to help others navigate the same.

Drake holds up his phone screen, showing my husband’s flight number and the status in big red letters. Drake is normally a private person. Measured. Intentional. He’s not as jacked as the other two, but there’s still a lean strength to fill out his tight pants.

Theo’s hand slides off my waist when he zooms in on Drake’s phone screen. The sliver of skin between my short skirt and tight top already misses his heat.

Damnit, I need my husband to come back already! Why does his flight have to be canceled on the night when I’m overflowing with arousal? It must be the atmosphere and the costumes, but that doesn’t mean I can just tamp down my needs!

“Shit,” Theo mutters, “Josh is gonna miss his own Halloween party.”

“Technically, it’s his firm’s party,” Drake corrects.

“Then Josh is gonna miss seeing Maci here in her old cheer squad uniform.” Theo gestures to me, gaze lingering around my chest.

“He’s already gotten a glimpse,” I reply with a smirk, my heart pounding out of my chest. “But I wish he were here for a taste.”

Before the guys can respond to my half-teasing remark, my phone rings. Like my college days, it’s tucked between my tits—unlike my college days, phones today are bigger. The screen sticks to my damp skin, and I fumble, trying to get it with my hands stuck in the pom-poms.

“I got you,” Theo growls, sliding his rough hands between my tits and curling them around my phone. There’s a beat where none of us are breathing. His hot touch sears my sensitive, plush flesh.

Mark rolls his eyes and Drake cocks a brow. None of us are new to Theo’s antics, but it’s the first time he’s been so…forward with me.

Halloween night brings out the devil in all of us.

I clear my throat when the phone is out and Theo connects the call.

“You’re on speaker,” Mark says, reading my husband’s name on the screen. “Saw your flight’s canceled. Doesn’t look like you’re going to make it to your own party.”

My husband sighs on the other end. “Freak storm rolled in right as I got settled in my seat. All flights got fucked. I’m on the first one out tomorrow morning.”

My heart sinks. I had plans to show off this costume in person! I had plans to cheer him on without any panties on! I had plans of shaking these pom-poms to the beat of my ass!

“Ahh shit, you sure you can’t figure somethin’ out?” Theo looks between me and the phone. “Maci’s in her old cheerleader outfit.”

My husband snorts. “I know. Think I didn’t get a preview?”

Theo whistles that low, eager sound again. “Like I said, lucky fucker.”

There’s a beat of silence before my husband speaks again. “I am…but it’s Halloween. My gorgeous wife deserves to be cheered on too.”

“I can always put the costume back on tomorrow,” I offer. “Halloween is just a date on the calendar.”

My husband knows that to me, it’s not that simple. See, I love Halloween. I love the idea of dressing up, giving into this role play of myself, giving up the control I usually crave. Halloween is a night of change. A night where whatever happens, stays behind the shadows.

“I saw how excited you were,” my husband says, voice dropping in a way that makes my thighs clench. “Even if I can’t be there to take care of you tonight, I bet I know three guys who’d love to try.”

My breath catches in my throat. Is my husband suggesting what I think he’s suggesting?

“Spell it out for us, Josh,” Drake says.

My husband clears his throat. “Maci deserves to be fucked in costume tonight. If I can’t do it, I don’t trust anyone more than you three.”

My jaw drops, and from the silent exchanges, the guys are taking in the news in the same way that I am.

“Uhh everyone still there or did the storm get the connection too?”

“We’re here,” I blurt, clearing my throat. “You…you really want other men to fuck me?”

My husband lets out a boisterous laugh. “As long as you give me every little detail, abso-fucking-lutely.”

“Excuse you, my detail isn’t little.” Theo chimes in.

I smack his chest, teasing. “Hardly the point right now. You’re…you’re sure about this, Josh?” My heart feels like it’s going to pound out of my chest while my pussy squeezes, reminding me of its needs.

“I’ve been thinkin’ about it for a while, Baby. I was going to bring it up when I saw you tonight. Just ‘cause my flight fucked all that up doesn’t mean it needs to fuck up your night.” He takes a deep breath. “Plus, thinkin’ about how you’re going to be fucked and filled when I’m not there…fuck, somethin’ about that gets me so hard.” His voice has dropped to a low rumble. “My needy, slutty wife. Can’t go a night without being fucked. Shit, I’m getting hard thinking about it right now and I’m still at the airport. But, if you don’t want to, I’m not going to make you sleep with anyone.”

“I want to,” I blurt before my mind catches up to my mouth.

My husband laughs. “That’s my girl. I can’t fucking wait to hear everything tomorrow. I want you freshly fucked, dripping in as much cum as your holes can hold. Don’t let me down, guys.”

“Oh we won’t,” Drake says, eying me with a newfound hunger.

“We’ll take such good care of your wife, you’re going to have to work twice as hard to make it up to her pussy.” Mark smirks, his laid back mask slipping.

“You want her holes filled? We can do that.” Theo drags a finger down my spine. “This costume isn’t going to waste.”

My husband says a few more things to the guys, but all I can focus on is the desperate throb in my pussy. There’s a part of me that can’t believe my husband wants to share me, but another part has suspected that something like this would happen someday. I’ve seen how my husband reacts when men check me out.

It’s not jealousy.

It’s arousal.

Something about knowing that I’m wanted by other guys turns my husband on. Letting other guys fuck me is just the next step. And he’s right. Who better to take care of me than the three guys he trusts the most?

“So, you want us to fuck you right here—in the middle of the party—or do you wanna check out one of the private rooms?” Theo’s eyes glint with mischief. “I’m happy either way.”

My nerves are eased with his joke as arousal takes over.

“Easy there,” Mark teases, “this is still a work party.” He juts out his jaw toward the clients. “If they want a show, they’ll need to pay extra.”

Drake nods. “Plus, private room means that our lovely Maci here can cheer until her lungs give out.”

My breath hitches and my thighs clench. “Private room it is.”
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We slip into one of the private rooms, my pulse racing in anticipation. These private rooms were meant to be secluded spaces for sensitive business. After all, my husband has some powerful clients with powerful secrets. Beyond the low, ambient lighting, the space is mostly decorated like a fancy meeting room. A plush chaise, two bath chairs, a dark coffee table, and a higher desk to the side. Beyond the furniture, large floor-to-ceiling windows let in the night light.

My first thought is how I want to be fucked against this window.

I want the guys to take turns with me against it. I want my pom-poms to bounce against the streaks left behind by my chest pressed against glass.

I bite my bottom lip and my legs rub together on instinct.

“Josh was right—just look at her.” Theo wraps my pony tail around his hand, tugging back gently. “So needy—you’re already thinkin’ about how we’re gonna fuck you in here, aren’t you?”

My breath catches in my throat. I’m staring up at three towering men, holding their full attention. The guys are all hot—even hotter now thanks to their shirtless costumes—but now that I know they’ll be fucking me, I see them in a new light. I see the darkness clouding their eyes. I hear the rumbles emanating out from their chest. I feel their hot breaths crowding me as their feral heat embraces me.

“Like your husband said, sharing is caring, Maci.” Mark smiles—that softness hiding a simmering need underneath. He leans down, nose grazing my cheek. “Care to share your thoughts on how you want us to fuck you here?” He pulls away, blinks, and glances at each of the guys. “Or should we speculate?”

“Dressed like this, I think she wants to be thrown around.” Theo licks his lips.

Heat rises through me. My face flushes and my skin tingles. Fuck yes. If everything had gone as planned, I would’ve been thrown around and taken by my husband. But now I have three strong men to toss me around and use me as they please!

“I think she wants more than just her pussy filled.” Drake’s gaze flickers down my body, narrowing around my hips. “Bet you had some big plans for Josh in your old outfit.”

These guys are reading me like an open book. Lucky for all of us, I love being wide open. “Maybe I want all of these,” I tease, shooting them with the same salacious looks they’ve been giving me. “Toss me around, use me, fuck all of me—and make me come undone against the window so I can finish with a view.”

Mark chokes a stifled laugh, Drake snorts in amusement, and Theo just stares. These guys have known me for decades, and they’ve known Josh for even longer. Despite whatever little flirtatiousness we have going on, they’ve only ever seen me as Josh’s wife. AKA, off limits.

But, I’m not off limits now. And the more I think about it, I don’t want anything to be off limits. My husband trusts these men with his life—his wife—so I’m happy to afford them the same. They won’t see me just as Josh’s wife anymore. They’ll see me as their toy. And from the looks on their faces, I might’ve broken these guys.

Theo recovers first. “Well, well, well. Guess we have slutty Maci with us tonight.”

My pussy clenches when Theo tugs my hair a little harder.

“You like being called a slut?” Drake joins in. “You like us knowing you for who you really are?” He grips my waist, tugging my back flush against him with my head still craned toward Theo. “You wanna be our needy slut while your husband’s away?”

“I think she wants to be more than just our slut.” Mark’s deep voice cuts through my haze of desperation. He steps in front of me, dragging the back of his hand down my cheek, along my jaw, and trailing my neck. “I think she wants to be ravaged like we just won the game, and our prize is the cheerleader.”

Holy shit. I knew that Mark had a feral side—something more competitive, more rough—but I’d never thought it would be directed at me. Now that it is, I can’t seem to find any of my thoughts. I want everything these guys have said. I want them all to lose control, and I want to cheer them on along the way. “Yes,” I reply in a breathy, rushed moan. “Please, I want all that!”

With the green light given, it’s game time.

Theo’s free hand slips between my legs, easily finding the crux of my arousal. “So damn wet for us already.” He shoots me a victorious smirk. “You’ll need every drop of these juices if you wanna take all of us.”

Drake snorts, grinding against my ass. “You two can have her cunt—this damn skirt bounces around her ass so perfectly, I can’t take my mind off of fucking her tight hole.” With a tap to my upper thighs, my hips tilt, showing me just how serious he is. Drake’s long, hard shaft rubs against my ass cheeks. The movements slide up my short skirt and I gasp when his clothed cock nestles between my cheeks.

My husband and I have only done anal a few times—it always needs more warm up than we tend to be in the mood for. But with three guys here, I can be warmed up for it while having my other needs taken care of all at once. Plus, it’ll mean more ways to get filled to the brim. And I bet my husband is going to love flipping up my skirt and finding it warm and full!

Mark’s head dips into the crook of my neck, grazing his teeth along the sensitive trail to my collar bone. He’s normally so calm and contained that I’m taken aback when he gets to the ball of my shoulder and bites down.

“Oh fuck!” I squeal, writhing against all three of their holds.

“That’s the plan,” Mark growls. He tilts his head to meet my gaze from my periphery. Everything about him has changed. Gone is the man who says please and thank you. Now it’s the man sliding a palm up the outside of my thigh, finding purchase on the thin strap of my panties digging into my hip. “But this has got to go first.”

A sharp tug snaps the thin strip of fabric and cool air rushes between my legs. I inhale sharply through gritted teeth, realizing just how wet I really am. It turns out Theo was understating it. I’m not just wet. I’m gushing!

Theo chuckles as the ripped fabric falls to the ground. “Well shit, guess you got the real Mark to come out.” His finger slides through my pussy lips, parting me and tracing my entrance. “Cheerleader pussy does go a long way, doesn’t it?” The finger slides in with ease and my pussy squeezes around him.

It feels so good already! Thick fingers mapping my body from inside-out. Theo slides in another finger, scissoring and stretching out my walls. I’m panting and my legs start to wobble. Thankfully, the guys are there to hold me up!

“She’s so fucking tight,” Theo groans, pushing deeper as the meat of his palm cradles the base of my clit. “Tight, hot, wet, fucking perfect.” His voice gets deeper and lower with each word like he’s hanging onto every syllable of the idea of fucking another man’s wife.

The guys exchange a silent glance and as quickly as it started, Theo’s fingers are out of me. I whimper at the loss of the warmth and fullness, but before I can protest or even beg to be filled again, Drake is lifting me off the ground.

“Whaa—” I squeak and throw my arms around Theo and Mark’s shoulders. The pom-poms that are somehow still attached to my wrist rustle.

Theo drops his grip from my ponytail and holds up a leg with Mark doing the same. This is not the high V position I used to practice, but I like this one more! My legs and arms are spread and the guys carry me onto the chaise. I’m plopped onto the uneven backrest, bent so my ass is exposed.

I get only a second to catch my breath when a deep smack reverberates from my ass cheek all the way up past my lips. Before the second smack—I know it’s coming, it’s just a matter of when—my top is pushed up past my tits, but not completely off.

Even though I wore panties, I decided to not wear a bra. I figured it would be the perfect way to tease my husband when he joined me at the party, but now it’s turning out to be easy access for Mark, who palms my curves and pinches my nipples the moment they’re free.

My nipples are so sensitive—every rub and twist sends jolts of pleasure right down my spine. I shudder when the next one is timed perfectly with Drake’s next spank.

If I had been told that tonight would have me practically drooling on a fancy chaise because of three men who aren’t my husband, I wouldn’t have believed it in a million years. As needy and horny as I am, my husband is great at taking care of my needs!

But the moment he suggested being shared—encouraged it—something clicked into place. My husband doesn’t just want me to take these guys, he gets off on the idea! He wants me to share every detail. He wants me to be dripping and ready when he comes back. He wants to reclaim me after missing this night! And what kind of wife would I be if I turned down an offer like that?

Instead of the next spank, Drake’s fingers slide through my pussy lips and gather up all my wet juices. He drags them back, smearing them around my ass. “We’re going to fuck you so hard, our cum is going to be leaking out of you for days,” he says, circling my tight hole. “But if you need a breather, just say ‘red.’ Got it?”

I’m wiggling my ass, flexing and presenting myself. “I got it,” I whimper.

That’s all Drake needs to push his thumb into my hole. It slides in easily—lubed with my own juices. But he’s not taking any chances. His free hand reaches into his pocket, pulling out a small bottle. I gasp as the cool lube hits my skin, enhancing my natural wetness. Drake smirks, pushing in deeper, past the initial ring of resistance. “Never know when I might get the chance to fuck a married woman. Best to stay prepared.”

My amusement comes out like a low moan. My fingers curl, catching only strips of plastic as my back arches. Drake takes his time, pumping, spreading, saturating my hole with the lube.

“You wanted to come with a view, but there’s no beating this view.” Theo’s gaze burns hot when he palms himself. “You look so damn good—bet you’d look even better taking a cock.”

“Josh thinks we’re doing him a favor—taking good care of his wife—but he’s the one doing us a favor.” Mark trails the hand from my nipple down my stomach to find my clit.

The moment he scores the touchdown, pressing hard into my sensitive nub, I can’t help the stuttering pleasure that has me bucking. The combination of clit pressure with the finger in my ass sends me reeling. I can feel the familiar wave cresting. It’s at its peak, ready to break—

And then it’s gone.

Just like that, Mark’s finger is off my clit and Drake is out of my ass.

I groan and push myself up on the chaise, pouting at the guys. “Don’t make me tell Josh that you broke your promise of taking care of me!”

“Easy there, Maci,” Drake grabs my wrists—both of them in a single hand. “We have to give you that view you wanted.”

The guys move me around like I’m a ragdoll. First from the entry of the room to the chaise, and now from being bent over to being spread wide against the window. I look over my shoulder and the three of them are staring at me, hungry and ready. Their cocks bulge through their tight pants—looks like their costumes aren’t regulation either without a cup. Easy access goes both ways.

I shake my ass, skirt skimming over the curve. Lube oozes out of my hole, and when Drake catches the shine of it on my skin, he’s the first to pull his cock out.

Oh fuck.

There are no little details here.

Only big details.

Massive details.

Enormous details.

And I want them all.

Drake doesn’t make me wait any longer. He grips my waist with one hand, lining himself up with my prepped hole with the other. His cock tip smears the lube around and his eyes don’t leave mine when his ass flexes, gliding his cock in me.

“Ohh fuck!” I moan as my chest presses against the glass. “So…full!”

Drake slides in, scoring an easy point when he’s sheathed all the way in my hole. “Fuck, you’re so tight.” Both hands grab the sides of my ass cheeks, squeezing them together as he rocks gently.

My hole makes room for him like he belongs in my ass. I’ve never come just from anal before, but the thought that my husband wants me to have a great time fucking other guys might push me over the edge this time!

Drake thrusts into me, losing himself and setting a steady pace. I get to look down at the city through the huge windows. My breathy moans fog up the glass, and the city lights below blur.

“She’s taking you so fucking well,” Theo mutters, “I call her pussy next.”

Mark’s reflection in the glass shrugs. “Best for last then. My cum will be what she feels dripping out of her for the rest of the night.”

Holy shit, I can’t believe they’re talking about the order of how they’re going to fuck me so casually! I can’t believe that I think it’s as hot as it is! My core tightens, I go up on my tip toes, my back arches and—

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Right there!” I blurt as the fullness in my ass pushes me over the edge. I feel like I’m tumbling down to the city below as this new type of pleasure ripples through me.

Hot cum spurts into my hole as Drake groans. His hips stutter and he eases out of me, dripping remnants of his load along my curves.

Before I can recover, I’m hoisted up and my back hits the glass. Theo’s cock is out and I’m so wet that all he has to do is lower my pussy onto it. His knee is wedged between my legs and he thrusts so deep that I’m not sure where my last orgasm begins and ends.

“Your pussy’s pullin’ me right in!” Theo moans between thrusts. “Fuck, I’m not gonna last.” His fingers hastily reach for my clit, rubbing and squeezing.

I’m losing control just as quickly as he is! My feet barely touch the ground with his size and I grab onto his shoulders, holding on for the ride.

“Josh”—thrust—“you”—thrust—“lucky”—fucker!” Theo roars as he slams into me harder and deeper than before, unloading completely.

My pussy soaks it all up and the heat of cum filling both my ass and my pussy send me over the edge again.

Not that I can tell where these edges are.

I just know that my fingers tingle and the strips of plastic from my pom-pom are coming undone. They fall to the ground like confetti and when I have the capacity to focus again, I’m thrown over a shoulder. My bare ass hits the desk right before wooden legs scrape against the floor.

Mark has the desk—and me—angled so I still get that view I wanted! My chest squeezes for the care these guys have taken with me and when Mark settles between my legs, I’m so flooded with emotion that when Mark enters me—slow but not soft—I’m boneless with pleasure.

When Mark bottoms out, he pauses, taking in a shuddering breath. “Holy shit,” he mutters, “remind me to thank your husband for this.” He pulls out and pounds back into me, setting a faster, more primal pace than the other two. I’m warmed up enough now that I can take anything he gives.

He grabs onto my thighs, imprinting me as he lets loose. My tits bounce, my thighs wrap around his waist, and I can’t help but throw my head back in sheer ecstasy. This is so not how I expected tonight to go, but I have no regrets.

“Give me one more,” Mark groans, dipping his head and nibbling at the shell of my ear.

How can I resist a plea like that?

I shatter for the third time, squeezing his cock until he’s twitching and his cum mixes with Theo’s. My ponytail is undone, my skirt has drips of cum, my pom-poms are falling apart.

And I’ve just had the best night of my life.

Mark’s cock eases out of me and my pussy flexes, already missing the stretch.

Drake seems to have found some paper towels and he wipes me down just enough so I’m not sticking to everything I sit.

“Don’t forget,” Theo mutters, wrapping me in his arms as exhaustion pulls me in, “Josh needs to hear every big detail.”

I let out a weak chuckle, still reeling from all the orgasms. “Oh I won’t leave out a single inch.”
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I wake up in my own, fluffy bed the next morning. Light gently streams in through cracks in the blinds. My limbs are perfectly sore, my holes pulse as a reminder of being thoroughly taken care of, and my pom-poms are strewn on the ground.

The guys must’ve brought me here after last night. I vaguely remember them cleaning me up and taking care of all the Halloween party wrap up. I must’ve been so out of it from all the orgasms that I was running on autopilot for the second half of the night!

With a deep sigh, I throw out my hands when one of them hits a warm body.

“Josh!” I shout, realizing that what I smacked was actually my husband! He’s shirtless and lazily eying me. “I thought your rescheduled flight wasn’t till later!” My voice is hoarse, but there’s nothing that can keep my excitement for my husband down.

He gives me a bleary smile. Tired, but still fierce. “Been thinkin’ about you taking all the guys since I mentioned it. Had to find a quicker way home to you.” He’s moving a little slower than usual because of his fatigue, but it’s still the same intention when his palm lands flat on my bare torso and his fingers play with the waistband of my skirt. “Got in thirty minutes ago and I didn’t wanna wake you right away.” His hand slips down my skirt, brushing against the tip of my bare clit.

I only have a single moment to remember that my panties were ripped off the night before. The guys can pitch in and buy me new sexy lingerie.

My focus snaps back to my husband when my skin heats and my core clenches. “Wait!” I blurt, shooting up from the bed.

My husband stills, heat turning to concern. “Everything okay?”

“The costume!” I scramble for the one pom-pom that’s nearby, sliding it onto my wrist and shaking it. It doesn’t swoosh around in quite as much of a satisfying way as it did last night and I pout. “It was supposed to be this whole thing—you as the star quarterback and me as your personal cheerleader.”

My husband’s worries melt away and he slides up the bed, leaning against the headboard. Both arms are overhead, flexing in that mouth-watering way. His lopsided smirk turns smug when he notices me checking him out. “Instead, my cheerleader got the rest of the team, did she?”

My face flushes. All the jostling around reminds of the wetness between my legs. I’m sure the guys’ cum is all dried up by now, but the imprint of their seeds remain. “They fucked me so well!” I practically moan my words, sliding the pom-pom up my bare leg. Goosebumps raise with a sharp shiver as strips of plastic map out my skin.

“Tell me more.” My husband licks his lips. “Show me how they fucked you.”

Right, that was part of the deal! My husband wanted me to enjoy myself with his three best friends and then tell him all about it! I’m pleasantly surprised that there’s no hint of jealousy in his voice. Just a heady, eagerness.

And the bulge in his boxers tells me it’s it’s not only eagerness. It’s something more. It’s like…he’s turned on by the fact that his friends fucked me last night! I have a feeling that I might be in for the fuck of my life!

My heart races so fast when I angle my leg outward, revealing the ghost of a hand print on my inner thigh. “Three guys…three cocks.” I slip the pom-pom hand under my skirt, flipping it up just enough to show my husband that I’m naked underneath. “My lacy little thong didn’t stand a chance.”

Deep blue eyes are fixed at my revealed pussy. My husband can’t keep his hands off himself, palming himself roughly through his boxers. “Who ripped it off you?”

With a chuckle, I hike up a leg on the bed. “You wouldn’t believe it, but Mark.”

My husband’s brows shoot up. “If anything could do that, it’d be your pussy.” He gulps and I follow the bob of his Adam’s apple all the way. “They all fuck that needy pussy or did they get a taste of the rest of you too?” His palming picks up pace—my pussy isn’t the only thing between us that’s needy.

I slide my leg outwards, making a show of crawling onto the bed. Instead of going face-to-face with my husband, I crawl over his legs so he gets a full view of my ass. I look over my shoulder, throwing back stray hairs that have come out of my sleek pony. “See for yourself,” I tease, shaking my ass so the flouncy skirt flips up.

I barely have time to gasp at the cool air rushing between my legs because my husband’s hot hands warm me up in no time. A finger pushes between my pussy lips and his thumb rubs at my tight ass. My canals flex in anticipation when my breaths come out in shorter and shorter puffs.

“Your’re leaking everywhere.” His voice is breathy and needy—mirroring mine.

It hasn’t even been twelve hours since I’ve been fucked by three guys—taken in all my holes—but nothing gets me riled up like my husband’s familiar touch!

“Fuck, bet they stretched you out real good.” His thumb slips into my ass at the same time that his index finger slides in my pussy. “Can still feel their cum in you.”

My mouth drops open and my eyes roll back into my head. I don’t actually know whether their cum is still in my holes or if my thirsty body has soaked it all up, but I can’t seem to care. I’m gently stretched when my husband’s fingers move in tandem, meeting at the thin wall that separates my cunt from my ass. If it’s not the guys’ cum making me wet right now, my own pussy is doing a damn good job all on its own.

“Just knowing the guys got a taste is making me so damn hard,” my husband groans when a second finger slips into my pussy. He scissors them, spreading my aching walls. “Knowing that my wife was so damn needy that she just couldn’t wait—she just had to get her dose of cock”—the fingers in my pussy curl, hitting my g-spot and making me shudder—“it’s so fucking hot…I might share you more often.”

My breath hitches and my holes clench tight.

“You like that? Wanna go from my personal cheerleader to the team’s cheerleader?” A sharp laugh. “They get a taste and I get the whole meal.”

I’m gyrating around his fingers, clenching, squeezing, pulsing. I thought last night was just a one time thing, but my husband really is into the idea of sharing me!

His free hand snakes around my front, sliding under the cheerleading top to rest at the bottom curve of my breast. He squeezes, gently at first, upping it to rougher pinches when long fingers find a pert nipple. “You wanna be my shared wife?”

“Yes!” I shout right when his fingers smash into my g-spot. “Please! Yes!”

“You like taking all that cock and coming home to me?”

Fingers thrust, curl, clutch at me from the inside out. My husband’s hands are so big and thorough—he doesn’t leave any inch of me untouched! My head spins and my arms shake, keeping myself propped up through all this pleasure. The more he talks about sharing me, the hotter and wetter I get! “Ahh, yes! I wanna drip cum all over your cock!”

Suddenly, his hands are off me.

“Fuck!” I groan at the emptiness. “I was close!”

“You said you wanted to drip cum all over my cock”—the rustle of fabric fades into the thump of a thick slab of meat hitting my bare pussy lips—“why wait?” Those strong hands are on me again, grabbing my waist and tugging me backwards.

I’m still facing away, leaning forward just enough so his cock is perfectly angled to slide right into my pussy.

And when my husband’s cock is back where it belongs, pleasure cascades through me like nothing before. I’m bouncing on with reckless abandon. Moans and hot pants spill out of me.

“You look so good with cum dripping out!” My husband bucks into me. “Gonna keep sharing you—you were made to take cock!”

“Fuck yes! I was!”

One more sharp thrust and my body goes rigid, shuddering in delight. My husband’s cum joins the others’ and he keeps rocking into me, holding me and lulling me into a new calm.

With a deep, sated sigh, I lean against him. “Guess this is a whole new thing in our marriage, huh?”

My husband chuckles, chest rising and falling in his own pleasure. “Keeps things interesting, right?”

I nod, drawing lazy circles against his thigh.

“Next time,” he mutters, “I wanna watch.”

I turn my head and cock a brow.

He shoots me an amused grin. “You deserve to be the star—taking even more guys’ attention along with their cocks. And I finally get to be the cheerleader for my favorite thing in the world—this perfect pussy.”

Now this is a vow I can get behind.


A HOTWIFE STUFFED


THE TURKEY ISN’T the only thing stuffed when I’m shared with my husband’s best friend!

I host friendsgiving for my husband's single friends every year. This year, only my husband's most stubbornly single friend, Ian, is coming. My husband suggests I show his friend just how much pleasure a married woman can bring!

When my husband gets called into a meeting, my fantasies come to life when I'm spread, spanked, and stuffed by Ian. I show him the pleasures my husband gets to experience every day and he rewards me by leaving me dripping for my husband's turn!

The best part of tonight? My husband's feral desire to reclaim me when he sees proof of all the pleasures I can hold!
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“Is this really it?” I double check the RSVPs. “Do you really only have one single friend left for this friendsgiving? Just Ian?”

My husband leans over my shoulder, crowding me with his large frame and heat as he checks my laptop. “Yea, that sounds about right.” His gravely voice sends a shiver down my spine, dampening the spot between my legs.

Focus!

I can’t even keep my libido under control for the five minutes it takes to talk about our annual friends-giving turkey dinner! All I can think about is my husband’s strong hands gripping my waist, bending me over this kitchen table, filing me and making me forget about the big turkey defrosting for just one guest.

“Brett had that big wedding with the destination honeymoon. Dan did a small thing a couple years ago. Guess it’s just Ian left.” My husband’s hand lands on my shoulder and his thumb idly rubs circles into a tense spot. “Can’t say I’m surprised.” A short chuckle. “He has no idea how fucking great marriage can be.”

A soft moan slips past my lips and I rub my knees together. Fuck. The massage is starting to feel a little too good!

My husband’s gaze darkens as he flicks over my form. Oh he knows exactly what kind of effect his touch is having.

I clear my throat. “It’s not like he has a shortage of people to choose from.” My shoulders loosen and I throw my head back, shooting my husband a heady smile. “You know, I tried to set him up with Serena one time.”

My husband snorts. “Yeah? How’d that go?”

“She’s happily married now, and Ian’s coming to single’s dinner night.”

A deep rumble emanates from my husband’s chest. “Maybe Ian hasn’t found the right woman to convince him about marriage.” He presses a little harder with the inside of his knuckle against a dip where my shoulder meets my clavicle.

My head fills with a haze of desire. My husband’s warmth, his touch, the delightful pressure against knots in my muscles. “Maybe,” I moan, throwing my head back in the chair. “Feels good—keep doing that.” I’m so wet, I bet I’m leaving a damp spot on the chair!

My husband’s hand pauses for a beat—exactly the opposite of what I’m hoping. He leans against the table, thigh pressing against my arm. “I wasn’t convinced about marriage until I met you.”

I pout, tipping my head so my hair brushes against his hand, urging him to keep the massage going. “He can’t exactly meet me now, can he?” I hold up my hand, wiggling my ring finger. “Finder’s keepers.”

“Would you if we weren’t married?” The massage resumes like he hasn’t just said something that could change our relationship forever.

My eyes shoot open, heart threatening to beat out of my chest. Sure, I’ve had fantasies. Who hasn’t? I can’t help where my mind takes me when the pussy is needy! Ian is a hot guy, but I so is my husband—and I only love one of them. I would never act on anything even when my libido only creeps higher and higher every year!

When I don’t respond, he cocks a brow with a smug look of pure confidence and feral heat. “You would, wouldn’t you?”

I gulp. “I mean, if I were single, maybe?”

“And if you’re happily married but your husband wants you to?” His free hand lands on my thigh, thumb trailing along the edge of my loose, lounge shorts.

I blink rapidly, trying to pull my thoughts into focus. What’s my husband suggesting here? I need him to spell it out for me before I start jumping to conclusions!

“It’d be hot as fuck, coming down to the kitchen and finding you dripping in his cum, already warmed up for me.” His words come out hoarse and rough. “Knowin’ that Ian got a taste of that sweet pussy, but I get to be the one bringing it home.” He groans, shaking his head as his gaze darkens. “Fuck. I’m gettin’ hard just thinkin’ about it.”

If I had a cock, I’d be hard as hell right now too.

Instead, my pussy squeezes and I can feel beads of my excitement slipping past my lips and drenching my panties. “You want me to fuck Ian?” I have to get final confirmation. I need my husband to validate this lick of arousal.

He holds my gaze, licks his lips, and speaks in the most confident and authoritative tone I’ve ever heard. “I want you to fuck Ian. I want you to be my shared wife.”

My breath hitches and I’m nodding, reaching for my husband’s jaw. “You really want that? It won’t make you jealous?” I tug him until he’s a hair’s breadth away from my lips.

“Fuck yes, Amber. I want everyone to see that I have the hottest, sluttiest, filthiest wife. And I'm the lucky fucker who gets to take her home every damn night.”

I close our remaining distance, parting my lips and tilting my head so his tongue has better access. He teases my mouth, licking and flicking, setting the flame of my desire into a raging fire.

“Plus,” he says in a heady groan when he pulls away, “you’ve been working so hard, setting all this up year after year. You deserve a reward too.”

My thighs rub together and I bite my bottom lip. “I host these things because I like getting your group together! It’s hard on your single friends when everyone’s spending today with their families.” Heat radiates out from my shoulder to my neck, rising a flush to the tips of my ears. “Wouldn’t turn down a reward, though.”

Anticipation surges when my husband yanks the chair away from the kitchen table and brings us face to face. His deep hazel eyes bore into me as his lips twitch up into a lopsided smirk. He brackets me, planting his hands on the arm rests of my chair.

My pulse races when he comes close enough for his hot breath to skate across the bridge of my nose.

“I’ve been thinkin’ about bringing up this sharing thing for months.” His head dips into the crook of my neck, nose dragging up the sensitive side. “Wasn’t sure if you’d even want to.”

My bottom lip is caught between my teeth as I mewl. Even after seven years of marriage, my husband still has this effect on me! In fact, this effect has only grown over the years. After I came out of my insecure twenties, I embraced my libido in full force. So much so that my husband sometimes has trouble keeping up with me!

My breath stutters before my response. “If you weren’t on board, I’d never think about opening my legs for anyone other than you.” My palm finds his thigh, sliding up and squeezing taut muscles. “But now? The turkey doesn’t have to be the only thing stuffed.”

An eager growl resonates through him, rippling down my skin and raising goosebumps. “No it doesn’t.” Sharp teeth sink into the ball of my shoulder with just enough pressure to make me gasp.

“Oh fuck!” I moan, sliding my fingers up to his crotch. I’m delighted to find him already half-hard. It’s not my fault my fingers twitch, unable to resist palming him.

He groans into my skin and grips my waist. In an instant, I’m lifted up and plopped on the kitchen table. My laptop is pushed aside, the upcoming dinner long forgotten. All that’s on my mind right now is my husband and his how desperate I am to be filled by his cock.

Fueled by that feral need, I’m unbuttoning and unzipping him fast enough to set a record.

“Shit,” my husband says with an amused lilt, “you love the idea of being shared, don’t you?”

A deep flush travels up my body. “I never thought you’d be into it…. I didn’t know if I’d be into it! Now, I can’t stop imagining it.”

“Don’t have to keep it to your imagination for too long, Baby.” He’s grinning ear-to-ear, pushing down his pants and pulling out his hard cock. “You’re gonna look so fucking good, stretched out around another cock.” He’s stroking himself, licking his lips with eager eyes. “Fuck, you’re gonna take so much cum.”

“Only for you,” I whisper, unable to take my eyes of his hard cock. “Wouldn’t be shared for anyone else.”

That’s what it comes down to really—trust. No matter how crazy my libido goes, I wouldn’t trust anyone else to share me other than my husband. My husband knows every part of me. He knows how to bring me to this needy precipice. He knows how to ignite my mind and my pussy. He knows exactly the angles that have me coming undone.

And I trust him to share my pussy around, knowing exactly what gets me off.

My lounge shorts are tugged down—panties going with them—and my bare ass hits the cool table.

“Look at how wet you already are.” My husband’s gaze darkens when he slides a finger through my folds. “You get this horny after I wanted you to sleep with Ian?”

I blurt out a sharp laugh. “I was already this horny when you leaned over my shoulder and pressed those hard muscles into me.” I grab at his waist, tugging him close so his hard shaft kisses my damp lips. “Only got wetter from there. Now, are you going to take care of your horny wife?”

“What kind of husband would I be if I didn’t?” He lines himself up, cock head nestling between my pussy lips.

I’m so wet that I don’t need any other warm up. The first push of his cock gives my pussy permission to pull him in. My walls pulse, reveling in the delicious stretch. “Oh fuck! That’s it! Keep going!” I’m pawing at him and hooking my ankles around his hips. My heels dig into his ass until our pelvises meet.

I can finally let out a deep sigh of relief.

Yup. My libido has only gotten stronger with this relationship.

My husband pounds into and I’m grasping for any part of him I can reach. Shoulders. Arms. Waist. I’m pulling and pushing in time with his cock, head spinning in the sensations.

“So damn wet,” he groans, “gonna be this wet for Ian?”

My pussy clenches.

“Gonna moan for him?”

My core tightens.

“Gonna come for him?”

My back arches.

“Use your words, Baby. Tell me you’re gonna love fucking him!”

“Yes!” My voice bounces around the walls, punctuated with a low, harsh moan. “I am! I’m such a slut, I’m gonna love fucking any man you want me to!”

The damn of pleasure breaks for both of us. My husband’s cock drives deep in me, spurting his load so vigorously that the pressure makes my cunt clench, drinking it all up. My nails dig into my husband’s arms as waves and waves of pleasure roll through me. From the tips of my toes to my delightfully empty mind, there is only my orgasm.

We stay there, tangled and laptop pushed aside, for what feels like hours. My sweat cools and my ass peels off the table when my husband finally shifts. He pulls out and groans, cum slowly dripping past my pussy lips.

“That’s the hardest you’ve come,” he says, affection brimming.

I flush, glancing at him, unable to fully hold his gaze. “I didn’t really know I’d like bein’ treated like a slut…bein’ called one.”

“And I didn’t know how much I wanted you to act like one.” A soft laugh. “Seven years and we’re still learning about our kinks.”

“That’s the benefit of marriage!” I rub my husband’s arm, grounding myself as my orgasm subsides and my thoughts return. “So, you want me to sleep with Ian…. Takes two to tango. You think he’ll go for it?” A tremor in my voice gives away my nerves.

My husband scoffs and idly runs his thumb down my dripping pussy. The warmth of his skin feels cool against my overheating cunt. His cum smears around my skin like he’s marking me—as if his seed in my pussy isn’t already claim enough. “Oh he’ll go for it. I’ve see how he looks at you.” He places a soft kiss at the base of my jaw—affection blooms in me as the arousal simmers to a controlled flame. “Plus, he won’t be able to resist the dress you’re going to wear.”

My brows shoot up. “You got me a new dress?”

“To commemorate your first time being my hotwife.” My husband smirks. “You’re going to love it, and so is Ian.”

A new dress, a new kink, all for a thanksgiving dinner? I could get used to this!
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“Ain’t you a sight for sore eyes.” Ian grins, devilish and gleaming, when I open the door on friends-giving night. He looks over my body, lingering over my curves and licking his lips.

I roll my eyes when he gives me a low whistle of approval. Ian has always been like this. Forward. Brash. Shameless. No wonder he’s the only single one left of my husband’s friend group.

It doesn’t mean he’s a bad guy—quite the opposite. He’s my husband’s ride-or-die for a reason. The man is loyal as hell. No matter how much he flirts with the wives or girlfriends, he won’t do anything to cross the line.

But now that my husband wants me to his hotwife—yeah I looked up the kink after he cleaned me up from fucking me on the kitchen table—Ian’s attention is so very welcome.

On top of his domineering attitude, Ian is hot as hell. About my husband’s height, he towers over me. He works as a trainer and coach, so he’s rippling with muscles even underneath the long-sleeve button-up he’s in today. Dangerously dark eyes coupled with equally dark hair contrasts perfectly with sharp teeth.

He might be the only single one left in my husband’s group, but I know he’s not crawling into bed alone every night. And tonight, I’m hoping it’ll be with me—bed not necessary.

He steps through the doorway, emanating warmth and a musky, oaky scent that shoots right between my legs. My skin tingles in anticipation of my husband’s new proposal. Even after being freshly fucked by my husband this morning, I’m already rearing to go again.

My pussy really needs to get her head out of her own self and calm down. I don’t even know if Ian would want to fuck me!

“You put this thing on just for me?” he teases, and something in his voice gives away how he’s reveling in the effect he has on me.

“You’re the only one who still gets invited to these dinners.”

His fingers twitch, but before he can reach out, they’re shoved into his pockets. “So that’s a yes?” A ragged chuckle. “Don’t have to work that hard to impress me, Sweetheart.”

So maybe my nervousness about whether he’ll actually want to fuck a married woman is unfounded.

I smooth down my dress, smugness taking the place of anxiety as an idea takes root. If Ian wants to tease, I can tease back.

I twist and turn to give Ian a better view. The dress is a deep red, gorgeously accenting my freshly tanned skin and blonde hair. With a plunging back, I can’t wear a normal bra with it. And I might’ve forgotten pasties and panties on purpose.

Which just means every hot breath skating along my skin makes my nipples peak through the thin fabric as wetness seeps past my pussy lips.

“Mack got me the dress,” I say with a coy smile, batting my eyelashes at Ian. “Told me I just had to put it on today—show off my assets.”

Ian’s brow twitches as the fight between visibly checking me out and remembering that I’m a married woman rages on his face.

I giggle at the thought of having a man like Ian tongue-tied. This isn’t going to be casual flirting anymore. My husband wants him to fuck me. I want him to fuck me. And from the semi he’s trying to covertly adjust, he definitely wants to fuck me. It turns out that being a hotwife isn’t just going to be fulfilling for my pussy, but for my ego too.

“Now he’s just showin’ off.”

I plant my hands on my hips, jutting out my ass. “You could show off if you were married too.”

“Marriage?” Ian clicks his tongue. “Tied down to one woman? Hell, tying one woman down to me? No thanks.”

I cock a brow. “There’s more than one way to make a marriage.”

Ian’s gaze narrows. He’s looking me up and down, calculating. I don’t miss the way his eyes linger around my chest, especially when I push it out, making sure my peaked nipples grab his attention. “Exactly,” I drop my voice and lean in. “So make it whatever you want.”

His eyes flash hot and his index finger tilts up my face. “Careful, Sweetheart. Sounds like you want something your marriage won’t give you.”

“Doubt that.” My husband appears, dressed in a button-down shirt that accentuates his broad shoulders. “You like the dress?” The undercurrent of amusement goes unnoticed. “Had to get it on my last business trip for Amber. Knew she’d look fucking perfect in it. Wanted to see it off her too, but the damn manufacturers have a different plan.” He holds up his phone. “Sorry Baby, last minute emergency. You’re gonna have to get stuffed without me.”

Ian chokes out a garbled noise.

I pout. “Really? But I had this whole big meal planned!”

“Leftovers are the best part of thanksgiving anyways.” Mack’s hand lands on my back—the warmth making a flush creep up my spine. “Well, second best part. Best part tonight is gonna be coming home to a fulfilled wife.” He turns to Ian. “Think you can keep my wife company?”

A shadow of confusion crosses Ian’s face. “What?” Just like when my husband brought up the subject with me, Ian is looking for confirmation.

“I want you to fuck my wife.”

The tension between the three of us cracks. Ian furiously looks between me and Mack. “Fuuuck,” he mutters.

My husband’s lips twitch up into a lopsided smirk. “Think you can keep her stuffed until I’m back? Think you can keep her warm and wet, basting in whatever she craves?”

Ian’s shaking his head like he can’t believe my husband’s words. “Thought you were jokin’ around, but you’re not, are you?”

My husband turns to me, running his index finger down my spine. “Wouldn’t joke about this. I’ve wanted this for a while, but it didn’t come up till a couple days ago. Didn’t think I’d miss the first one, but now that I’m bein’ forced to work on a holiday, it’s nice knowing Amber won’t be all alone.” His hand lays flat at the small of back, fingers twitching against the curve of my ass. “So, you up for fucking my wife while I’m away?”

“You two really made marriage into whatever you wanted, didn’t you?”

My husband chuckles. “Nothing’s gonna convince you better than my wife’s pussy—marriage is a dish best served slutty.”

“Dinner and dessert?” Ian whistles, long and low. “Won’t turn that down.” He looks me up and down, a new air of eagerness clouding his eyes. “Yeah, I’ll fuck your wife. I’ll fuck her so well, her pussy’s gonna remember my cock forever.”

My husband plants a kiss on the top of my head. “Should be back in a couple hours.” He turns to Ian. “Like I said, I wanna see her dripping.”

“Your wife’s in good hands.”

The door shuts as my husband leaves his best friend and I alone. All doubt is wiped from Ian’s face and those twitching fingers finally make contact with my skin. His arm wraps around, taking my husband’s spot at the small of my back. “Seems like I promised your husband that I’d keep you warm. Dinner can wait, but my cock can’t.”
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My heart races when the air between us crackles. This is it. My husband has asked Ian to fuck me—keep me stuffed—until he comes back. Suddenly, I’m nervous.

I haven’t slept with anyone else since I got together with Mack!

Ian hooks a finger around a shoulder strap of my dress. “Looks like I’m gonna have to get you out of this dress to get you out of your head.” He tugs and the fabric easily slides down my arms.

As the cool air prickles my quickly baring skin, my nerves take a back seat. My pussy roars to life when the silky fabric slides down my tits, catching on my hard nipples before pooling at my waist.

“Too bad Mack won’t get to see this on the floor like he wanted.” Ian licks his lips. “More for me.”

The way Ian is staring at me—hungry, feral—lights up my core in a way that can only be fed by a thorough pounding.

My arousal takes over my body. “My husband will just have to imagine the view when he comes back and catches me with your load in my pussy.” I push the dress down all the way.

Ian sucks in a sharp breath. “No bra and no panties? I’m a little disappointed—would’ve loved to take those off you too.”

I shrug. “Take it up with Mack for next time.”

Ian’s index finger and thumb cradle my jaw. He peers down his nose at me, making me squirm under his hot gaze. He’s still fully clothed and I’m completely naked. Behind us is the kitchen table, and my bare ass bumps into it when Ian’s leg wedges between mine. “Next time? Pretty damn sure of this married woman pussy, Sweetheart.” He smirks. “He said he decided this a couple days ago? I’m the first one you’re fucking, aren’t I?” The back of his free hand drags down my body—trailing heat across my collar bone, slipping between my tits, tracing my waist to settle on my hips.

Teasing jerk specifically avoided my perked nipples!

“You’re the first,” I admit, “But only ‘cause you’re the only single friend left.” It’s not necessarily false, but if I had to pick any of my husband’s friends to fuck, it would’ve been Ian every time. I just like pushing his buttons when he presses mine.

Ian barks out a sharp laugh and smacks my ass. His fingers sink into the meaty flesh when he lifts me up and sets me on the table. The impact makes me gasp and my pussy responds with a gush of new wetness. There’s only one button I want pressed now.

“You’re so fucking wet already, huh? Were you thinking about how I’d fuck you when you were making dinner? Were you thinkin’ about my cock rubbing down the turkey? Were you imagining my cum when you tasted the gravy?”

My bottom lip catches between my teeth. Food dirty talk shouldn’t be this hot! I bet Ian’s rough, gravely voice could make a documentary on paint drying sound sexy.

My hips wiggle on their own, coaxing his touch. “I’ve been this wet since Mack told me he wanted me to fuck you.”

Ian finally gives me a taste of what I need, dropping the hand from my jaw between my legs. A long, rough touch drags out a ragged breath. His fingers slide around my pussy lips, gathering up my wetness, smearing it around everywhere without slipping his fingers inside me. “Tell me how you thought this would go.” His swipes across my lips get slower, more deliberate. “Did you think I’d fuck you in the kitchen? Were you hoping I’d bend you over this dining table?” The hand from my ass squeezes once more before drifting up to brush over my nipple. “Were you hoping I’d be rougher than Mack?” Squeezing, kneading, and pinching each nipple—alternating so neither feels left out—Ian has my head swirling in arousal.

He asked a question, right? More than one even. His hands are pulling all my thoughts to the sensations rather than his words. My tongue feels heavy and my thighs start twitching.

“I’m not gonna fuck you until you describe exactly how you fantasized I’d fuck you.” Another sharp, knowing smirk. “You were hoping Mack would get to watch, didn’t you?” His fingertip traces my entrance, idly circling around it as my canal pulses in eagerness. “You wanted him to see how fucking desperate you’d get for my cock.”

My hands curl around the edge of the dining table and my vision blurs. He’s still fully clothed—cock still tenting his crotch—and I’m already panting like I’m ready to burst! Holy shit. If I thought my libido was out of control before, it’s like a wildfire now.

When his head dips, tongue licking a hot, wet streak up the side of my breast, ending in a circle around my nipples, the damn of silence breaks.

“Yes!” My voice cracks, hoarse and heady. “Yes! Fuck! I wanted you to bend me over beside the damn turkey and show me how stuffing is really done! I wanted Mack to watch from the head of the table when my tits bounced as you pounded into me! I wanted your cock to fill me up, stretch me, seed me!” I inhale sharply, catching my breath. “I wanted to be the slutty wife I’ve always wanted to be!”

He pops off my nipple, a lewd strand of saliva connecting us until my he licks his lips. “Was that so hard?” One finger slips into my pussy, going knuckle by knuckle. “Too bad your husband can’t watch, but I’ll give him somethin’ to come home to.” One more finger and he pushes in all the way.

My hungry pussy can’t get enough. It clenches tight around him, molding to every ring of his fingerprint. I’ve only taken my husband for so many years that my walls flutter in excitement and confusion. There’s no muscle memory to guide me through Ian’s movements. I don’t know how he fucks—my body doesn’t know what his fingers, cock, or tongue feels like!

I’m about to get a crash course.

His fingers spread me apart, finding my g-spot like it’s a beacon. He presses into it, massaging, until I’m writhing and moaning. I tug him toward me, grinding against his clothed cock. My pussy leaves behind a glistening dampness that outlines his hard shaft.

Oh fuck. He’s massive!

“Please,” I whimper, squirming, wrapping my thighs around him, digging my hands into his biceps. “Please, fuck me!”

“Only because you asked so nicely.” Ian’s fingers slide out and my pussy weeps at the loss. It’s only momentary before anticipation rises again when he pulls his cock out.

My jaw drops.

Massive doesn’t even begin to cover it.

Hell, his hand doesn’t even begin to cover it.

He strokes himself with a smug look, watching my eyes flit between his and his cock. A bead of precum leaks from the deep red tip, dripping down and accentuating the sheer length of his cock.

“Like what you see?”

Oh he knows that I absolutely do. He knows that he has every right to be smug and cocky!

I huff. “It’s not about size, it’s about performance.” My voice shakes, giving away my real thoughts. Let’s be real. It’s about both. And from what I know of Ian, I’m about to get the ride of my life.

Ian wastes no more time. He throws up my legs so my ankles wrap around his neck. He nestles between my pussy lips, parting them with his cockhead. I take a deep breath, preparing for the stretch.

When he pushes in, I see stars.

“Oh fuck!” I moan, “so big! Fuck. Long! Keep…going!” Words keep tumbling past my lips and I couldn’t give two shits about which words they are as long as Ian pushes in.

He lets out a stuttering breath when our hips meet. “Knew you could take it.” His cock twitches, fully sheathed. “All that sassy, fiery energy”—a sharp laugh—“knew your pussy could handle me.”

He holds himself in position, grinding against me, letting my walls accommodate his size. It hits me then that this is the first cock I’m taking outside of my marriage! The shape of his cockhead’s ridge, the angle of his tip, the throbbing vein tracing the underside. All distinct from my husband’s.

And I’m doing this with my husband’s encouragement! It’s not mere permission—Mack wants me to enjoy this.

When Ian thrusts, my thoughts drift away and my body does exactly what my husband wants.

“Mack is so damn lucky,” Ian grunts. “Gets to fuck this tight pussy every damn day!” He grips my waist like he’s never letting go. “Wet, warm, slutty little wife.”

My pussy squeezes and my eyes pinch shut.

“You like that don’t you? You love bein’ called a slut!” Ian chuckles as wet slaps of skin fill the air, punctuated by short puffs of breath.

“Fuck yes! I do! I do! I’m such a slut, I couldn’t tie down my pussy for one man!”

“Your husband knows it too! He’s gonna come home to find you drippin’ with my cum. He’s gonna find his wife all fucked-out by his best friend.” The thrusts pick up pace. The dining table screeches against the hardwood floor. My tits threaten to bounce off my chest. And Ian keeps going—relentless, rough, ravishing!

“He is! Mack’s going to find me and fuck your cum right back into me!”

“Fuck!” Ian stutters, pulls away, and my legs drop to the floor.

I whimper at the sudden loss, pushing up on my forearms with the question hanging on my lips. Before I can ask it, I’m lifted up and a strong hand in the middle of my shoulder blades presses me onto the table again. My juices have already dripped onto the surface and now my tits rub against it. Bare ass in the air, I stand on tip toes and look over my shoulder.

Ian’s gaze is dark and feral when he tangles into my hair, tugging gently at my scalp. “You wanted to be bent over this table—wish granted.” Holding me in place, his cock slides into me again.

Thank fuck my pussy doesn’t have to go empty for too long!

His cock stretches me out even wider in this angle. One hand in my hair and the other digging into my ass cheek, he pounds into me with reckless abandon. My toes leave the ground and hovering, I'm left to Ian’s mercy.

And what a mercy it is.

Liquid heat pools in my core, spreading like sweet sin through my veins.

“So damn tight! Pullin’ me in so deep! Slutty little pussy just can’t get enough!” He’s babbling, sliding a hand around to reach my clit. Tight circles swipe and press into my sensitive bud, and it takes just one more thrust for my tension to snap.

My skin tingles and bright lights prick behind my eyelids. Hot liquid spurts into my pussy and my walls drink it up. Ian grinds against me, cock twitching until he’s completely empty. He groans and the vibrations ripple through me, from his cocktip up my spine, ending at the sated bubble of pleasure in my mind.

Holy shit. I’ve just fucked one of my husband’s best friends! He’s done the stuffing and flooded me in his gravy! The revelation makes me giggle and I look over my shoulder. Ian is flushed, his hair sticks to his face with sweat, and he’s panting.

“So, what did you think about married pussy?” My words slur together in the aftermath of my orgasm.

His warm palm rubs the meat of my ass when he slips out. My pussy misses the stretch already but his dripping cum is the perfect consolation.

“Mack might’ve had the right idea all along,” Ian says, husky and out of breath. “Could get used to fucking a married woman.”
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Thankfully, the turkey was still warm and perfectly juicy by the time we got around to eating. We had our fill and Ian packed himself a meal-to-go. Like my husband said, Thanksgiving leftovers are the best anyways. He took such good care of me that before he left, he carried me to bed, leaving me naked, dripping, and wanting for my husband’s return.

Of course, my husband’s meeting takes longer than expected and when my libido starts to hum again, I’m stirred back to life. My limbs are still deliciously heavy and my mind swirls with the thought that I’ve just taken one of my husband’s best friends. Not only that, but my husband actually wanted this! He wanted me to open wide and embrace my slutty side!

I slide my hand down my body, ending between my legs. When my husband comes back, he’ll get to see exactly what he’s been craving. He’ll see cum dripping from my cunt. He’ll see my fucked-out hair and makeup. He’ll see me bringing myself back up to greet him with another orgasm.

My finger slides around my pussy, gathering up all of Ian’s seed. I smear it across my clit, gently rubbing as the heat builds again. I grab a tit, brushing my thumb over a nipple. My thighs tighten in anticipation of a cock—my husband needs to get home already!

Like he’s responding to my pussy-signal, I hear the door open and heavy footsteps rush toward the bedroom.

“Fuck,” my husband mutters, out of breath. “Got here as soon as I could.”

“You’re right on time.” I let my knees fall away so my husband can get an even better look.

His nose flares and even in the low light, I see the gleam in those hungry eyes. He rolls up his sleeves, teasing me with every revealed inch of his forearm. “You took so much cum,” he says in awe. “Tell me how he fucked you.” He grabs my ankles, sliding me toward the edge of the bed.

His eyes don’t leave my pussy when I describe the whole thing. How my dress pooled on the ground, how my nipples peaked, how the flush on my skin traveled down to my pussy. My husband’s nose flares and his fingers slide through my folds, pushing mine away.

“He bent me over that kitchen table and fucked me so hard, I think the table scuffed up the floor.”

A rumbling noise escapes from my husband—from deep inside him, the feral edge he usually keeps hidden. “And you loved it?” Two fingers push in. “Your pussy loved being stretched by a new cock? It drank up all his cum, did it?”

“Mhm! So full! So good!” I can barely get the words out as my husband’s fingers curl, massaging Ian’s cum deeper into the folds of my walls. My back arches and I let out short mewls. I’ve only just orgasmed and I’m already building to another one! But this isn’t what I was promised! “Ahh, fuck me! I need your cock to stretch me and stuff me!”

My husband chuckles and places a tender kiss on the inside of my thigh. “I did promise that, didn’t I? And I bet you took Ian so well—I told you I’d reward you.” His belt unbuckles and the sound of his unzipping fills the space. “I’m gonna push his cum right back into you. Think that’ll quench my needy wife’s pussy?”

A ragged snort escapes me. “Nope. Nothing’s quenching this need!” I’m reaching toward him, grabbing for his waist to pull us flush. “Now that I’m your shared wife, my pussy’s gonna need to be filled and fucked every day!”

My husband’s cock lines up perfectly with my wide open entrance. He slides in, muscle memory taking over. My pussy squeezes him, drawing him in until he’s nestled deep in me. “Fuck,” he mutters, “you’re always wet, but mixed with Ian’s cum? Fuck, Baby, your pussy’s perfect.” Leaking cum drips down my pussy lips, coating his sac. It smacks with a hot, lewd sound with the first thrust.

Mack has always been an enthusiastic fuck, but now? This is a whole different level! He’s pounding into me, moaning as cum squeezes between us. He grabs my wrists, throwing them over head as his lips crash into mine. He tastes like pure need, nipping at my bottom lip, growling against my moans, breathing the weight of his entire body against mine.

It melts away any lingering thoughts about my husband’s interest in this kink, and for what feels like the first time, I give in completely to the pleasure. My legs wrap around his waist and I buck my hips in time with his thrusts. With his pushes, I pull.

“You gonna come for me after you came for him?” my husband whispers against my lips.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!”

“You gonna come for me every time after you fuck a new man?”

His cock smacks into my g-spot and his pelvis grinds against the base of my clit. “Yes.” I’m panting as I lose control. “Every time. Yes!”

“That’s my good wife.” One more hard thrust. “Come for me.”

We shatter at the same time—his cum heating my pussy again, reclaiming me from Ian’s seed. My legs lock around him, pinning his cock in place until I’ve milked him dry. We stay there, panting, sweaty, spent, for what feels like hours.

My husband moves first, breaking out into a low chuckle. “Fuck me, if that’s how the sex is gonna be every time you sleep with a new guy, I’m finding one every damn hour.”

“I dunno if my pussy can handle all that!”

My husband grins, pulls out, and settles me back into the bed. “We’ll work up to it.” He cleans up and pulls the covers over me, planting a kiss at the tip of my nose. “This pussy’s only getting started.”

I can’t help the small smile as I drift into the most restful sleep I’ve ever had. I’m more thankful than ever for this marriage now that I’m officially a hotwife!


HOTWIFE'S GIFT EXCHANGE


MY HUSBAND'S GIFT to me? Asking me to be his hotwife!

My husband's gift to his new, hot client? Me!

This Christmas, my husband is treating is new client, Lucas, and me to a weekend at a fancy ski chalet. I'm ready to shack up with him all weekend, but then he suggests that I become his hotwife and my first time shared be with his client!

My pulse races and my core heats when my husband wraps me up, presenting me to Lucas. Lucas takes his time unwrapping his gift, teasing and tasting me until I'm writhing in pleasure! I'm panting and begging until I'm filled and dripping with desire!

When I'm re-gifted to my husband at the end of the night, he reclaims what's his in a way that has me moaning louder than ever! Being a shared wife is the best Christmas present I could've hoped for!
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“Okay, when you said we were spending Christmas for a work thing, I didn’t realize we’d be in the fanciest chalet I’ve ever seen!” I dust off snowflakes from my hair as I look around, trying to figure out what to focus on when there’s…so much.

Floor to ceiling windows overlook the ski hill, red and green wreaths accompany one big stocking over the main fireplace, and the check-in counter twinkles with fairy lights.

Soft melodies of Christmas instrumentals waft along the air with mouth-watering smells of hot chocolate and marshmallows. And in the middle of the foyer is the biggest Christmas tree I’ve ever seen. I can practically stand underneath it, hiding out in the fake presents, and the bottom branch would barely graze the top of my head. They definitely don’t grow them this big in the city!

I love decorating for Christmas, but they’ve one-upped anything I could even dream of!

Viktor, my husband, wraps his arms around me. “I wouldn’t pull you away from your favorite holiday if it were just any old shack. Kids are old enough for their own damn holiday plans—figured it was time for a getaway.” He pulls me flush, enchanting me in his warmth.

“A getaway for a work thing.” I pout, and turn in his hold, placing my hands flat on his chest. “This place is gorgeous, but I’d rather be in a shack if we could shack up for a full weekend instead of greasing up your new client with winter sports.” Even a gorgeous chalet like this doesn’t make up for the fact that my husband didn’t just bring me here, but he also invited his new client! “You’re going to have to make it up to me with the best damn Christmas gift ever!”

My husband hums, the rumbling noise rippling down my spine. There’s something underpinning the tune—a gleam of his dark eyes and a slight curl to his lip. “What, you don’t wanna throw on layers and layers of long underwear just to face plant in the snow? Skiing through a blizzard isn’t gift enough?”

I roll my eyes and wiggle my hips. He thinks his jokes are going to stop the need building between my legs? Think again, hubby!

My husband’s quickly hardening cock hitches against my thigh. The familiar heat is already rising through me, wrapping tight around my core and quickening my pulse. I can’t help it—it’s the effect my husband’s touch has on me. His heat, his scent, his low and rumbly voice. All of it gets me going! And honestly, before this work thing came up, I had hoped that we’d go away on our own and spend an entire week fucking like rabbits.

“I can think of so many nicer ways to spend time than being cold outside.” My hands wrap around his neck, pulling his warm lips down to mine.

It hasn’t always been like this—eager, needy, hot. We got married young so before we had kids, we’d spend every weekend in bed and my husband would find new ways to tease me before bringing me over the edge with the most mind-blowing orgasms. But, after almost twenty years of marriage, things get stale. Routine. Boring.

It wasn’t until the Halloween party a couple months ago where my best friend suggested I send my husband some racy pictures did things pick up again.

And damn, now my husband fucks me like we’re in college again.

Viktor growls and sinks his fingers into my ass cheeks. He swallows my moans, flicking his tongue against mine. A nip to my bottom lip makes my head spin. My left leg slides up his, thigh settling over his pelvis. At this angle, the base of my clit rubs against the thick ridge of his cocktip.

Just a little more friction—

“If that’s how you treat all your clients, I’m already convinced to sign.” A heavy voice pulls me out of my haze.

I clear my throat and lick my swollen lips. Great. Instead of getting off, I’ve been interrupted by my husband’s new client. Mortified doesn’t even begin to cover how I feel.

Viktor doesn’t seem phased. He just clears his throat, slides one hand down to my waist, pulling me in close, and extends the other to the man behind us. “Lucas, glad you made it. This is my wife, Gemma.” He gestures to me with a pause.

I’ve only barely recovered from trying to mount my man in public when I finally lay eyes on the new client, Lucas. And my jaw drops—not just to the floor, but all the way to the center of the Earth.

Now, to be clear, I think my husband is hot as hell. Dark hair, dark eyes, chiseled jawline, and muscles that can fuck me against a wall. That doesn’t mean I haven’t fantasized about other men. Mostly celebrities and musicians, but sure, there’s been the odd man at the gym or a shop.

I’m sure Viktor has had his fantasies too. It’s natural and totally harmless as long as it’s not acted upon! And no matter how rough things get in my marriage, I’d never act upon it.

Now that I’ve laid eyes on Lucas, I’m immediately adding him to my list of men to fantasize about. He’s a little taller than my husband and broad enough to stretch out the cables in his festively knit sweater. His dirty blond hair is that perfect mix between messy and deliberate and when his sharp blue eyes land on me, my thighs automatically squeeze.

“If all women were as gorgeous as your wife, I’d be a married man by now.” He smirks and unabashedly gives me elevator-eyes.

Liquid heat pools in my core and my face burns in a deep flush. Great. I match half the Christmas decor in here, all thanks to my husband’s new client. I need to take a deep breath and settle down.

If only my pussy would listen instead of pulsing like it’s trying to tell me the morse code for “fuck me, fill me.” As long as that stays deep in me instead of pouring out into whatever weirdness slips past my lips, we’ll be good. Just don’t make it weird, Gemma!

I throw a hand on my hip and give him a coy smile. “If you ask nicely, maybe Viktor will be willing to share.”

The moment the words leave my mouth, the idea I’ve been keeping hidden away behind locked doors flares to life. My husband…sharing me? That’s absurd.

But is it?

When the two men exchange a glance but say nothing, I realize that I’ve definitely made it weird. This is what happens when my pussy does the talking!

Before my raging libido can do even more damage, Lucas speaks. “Can’t say I’d be disappointed with that Christmas gift.”

My husband lets out a single, sharp breath. “I’ll hold you to your word, then.”

My heart pounds against my chest, ready to leap out. I can’t pay attention to the business talk that quickly resumes between the two men because all I’m thinking about is how my husband has all but agreed to share me with Lucas.

No. I must’ve misheard him!

The last time I heard about the whole concept of wife sharing was after a Halloween party. My best friend’s husband hosted the party and his flight got canceled, so her husband suggested that she let his three best friends take care of her needs! After that, my friend hasn’t been able to shut up about living her new hotwife lifestyle.

I’m happy for her—I really am. She’s the one who suggested I send racy pictures to Viktor to take our sex life up a notch. And it’s worked like a charm! But, after hearing all about being shared…is that where the idea was planted?

My leg shakes and I gnaw at my bottom lip. Fuck. Now I can’t stop thinking about it! Lucas’s hands on me, his deep growls as he thrusts into me, I bet his cock is massive too—

Snap out of it!

I can’t fantasize about this man in front of my husband!

I barely realize what’s happening by the time the business talk is over. Lucas’s hard gaze finds me again and he smiles. “I’ll sign this contract either way, but I’ll look forward to unwrapping my gift.”

My pussy clenches so hard, I’m shocked I don’t just faint. I can’t believe I’m letting this teasing get to me! Thankfully, my husband is there for me to lean on, and he guides us upstairs toward the bedrooms.

“You didn’t tell me about a gift thing for this client!” My mouth is running past my mind, trying to cover up the bubbling embarrassment from almost offering myself as a gift for Lucas. “What did you actually get him? Please don’t tell me it’s an ugly Christmas sweater!”

My husband spins me around and sits me on the desk in a corner of our private room. A sharp grin splits his face when he brackets me with his body. “It was supposed to be a surprise, but I can’t keep anything from you, can I?” He cocks a brow as his gaze dances over my face. “You said you were going to need one hell of a gift, too. Ask me what I got you.”

I gulp and my voice trembles. “What did you get me?”

A warm hand lands on my thigh and Viktor’s fingers tease up the hem of my dress. “The offer to be my gorgeous, needy, slutty, hotwife—starting with Lucas.”
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My heart is ready to thump out of my chest. My thoughts race so fast that I almost miss the gorgeous room we’re booked into. It’s like a log cabin with alternating, thick wooden logs around the edges of the room. The lights inside are dimmed so the soft moonlight reflected from the snowfall shadow the room.

It really is beautiful, and any other time, I would’ve jumped my husband’s bones to get fucked against one of these logs. But today? My husband just suggested that I become his hotwife. I didn’t even know the word until a few months ago! But, it’s not just that. My husband doesn’t just want to share me, he wants to share me with Lucas! As a Christmas gift!

My pussy throbs as the prospect of taking another man sinks in. Viktor smirks, settling between my legs before they can clench shut. I end up wrapping my thighs around his waist and lean against the wall.

“You…want me to sleep with your new client?” The words come out rushed. Breathless. My chest heaves and suddenly, my dress feels too tight.

“Talked to Josh after his firm’s Halloween party.” My husband’s head dips and the tip of his nose grazes my clavicle. “Saw Maci disappearing in the middle of the party—turned out Josh told her to have a little extra fun with his college football buddies because his flight got canceled.” Sharp teeth sink into my cleavage with a jolt of teasing pleasure. “Couldn’t stop thinkin’ about how you’d look if you got to have a little extra fun with another man.”

Oh fuck! My walls squeeze as a new gush of wetness dampens my barely-there thong. My husband really means it. He really does want me to fuck other guys! “You’ve been thinking about this since Halloween too?”

Viktor’s face turns up and he cocks a brow. “Too?” A slow grin spreads over damp lips. “Guess you got the idea from Maci, huh?”

I nod when my hips roll on their own, seeking any sort of friction to yield to the rush of heat. “Mhm, I just kept thinking about it, but it just didn’t feel like an option, you know?”

“It’s more than an option now.” The hand on my thigh slides under my dress, landing at the crux of where my thigh meets my pelvis. His thumb lazily drags along the sensitive edge of my pussy lips.

I squirm under his weight, my pussy throbbing and growing wetter by the second. “It’s an offer now.”

The thumb slips under my thong, parting my pussy lips with a firm press. “Yup. An offer and a gift. I want you to be the firm’s signing gift to Lucas. But I want you fully on board. We’ll get him ski lessons if you don’t want this.”

My breath hitches and my words tumble out. “I want!” I clear my throat, meeting his amused smirk. “I mean, I would love to be your gift to your new client. But…do we even know if your new client would want me as a gift?”

“Please, if he doesn’t want a woman like you, he’s not fit to be my client.”

I roll my eyes, but my core heats at my husband’s confidence.

“Couldn’t stop thinkin’ about this for months,” he continues, gaze lowering and I follow it when it lands on his crotch. “Thinkin’ of you spread wide, taking another cock?” A sharp hiss pulls through my husband’s teeth and the hard shaft between his legs twitches. “Fuck, that gets me so hard.”

My brows shoot up and my eyes are ready to bulge out of my head. “Do you think about other guys fucking me to get off?”

“Sometimes.” A devilish smile. “When Josh explained how he got to come home to a freshly fucked wife—cum dripping from her pussy—something just clicked. I want that.” He licks his lips. “I wanna know that my wife is so damn needy that she can’t always wait for her husband’s cock. I want every fucking man out there to know how perfect your pussy is. I want men like Lucas to get a taste when I get the whole meal.”

Oh. My. Fuck.

I get it now.

I understood the appeal when Maci explained it, but as a woman who’s kept her fantasies strictly as fantasies, I needed to hear my husband explain why he wanted to share me. I needed to confirm that it’s not just something he wants for me, but it’s something that turns him on too.

“You know, if I’m a gift, I’m going to need to be wrapped up real tight.” I tangle a hand into Viktor’s hair, nails scraping against his scalp. “Make sure all my juices don’t leak out.”

The next look he gives me is feral. Hungry. Possessive. “You have a knack for reading my mind, don’t you?” in an instant, he pulls away and yanks open his suitcase.

I was just teasing him about the gift wrapping, but when he pulls out a long, coiled, bright red rope that resembles a velvety ribbon you’d see on a boxed gift, my jaw drops. “You came prepared?”

My husband shrugs and lets the rope unravel. “Call it wishful thinking.” The rope snags taut when only one end remains in my husband’s hand. “Now, get over here, be a good little hotwife, and let your husband tie you up for another man.”

My legs move on their own, compelled by whatever Christmas spirit instills horniness. When I make it to my husband, he grabs my waist, spins me around, and in an excruciatingly slow move, unzips my dress. My breaths come out in short puffs and my pulse races when the zipper hitches at the curve of my ass.

“You’re gonna open wide for him, show him this perfect, tight pussy.” my husband says, dropping his voice. “You’re gonna be dripping in cum when he’s done, aren’t you?” He slides the shoulder straps off, and my dress falls to the ground with a soft wisp of fabric.

Holy shit, my husband really sounds like he’s into this idea of sharing me!

“I am,” I reply, practically moaning as my nipples are exposed to the chilly air. I shoot my husband a coy look over my shoulder, hook my thumbs around the flimsy waistband of my thong, and slide it down to join my dress. I step out of my shoes, completely bare and ready to be tied up.

Viktor reaches around me, holding out the rope. This close, I can tell that it really is velvety and flat instead of a regular restraint. Did he custom order this for our gift exchange?

Something must give away my thoughts because he pulls up behind me, chest flush against my back. “I told you, I’ve been planning this.” The ribbon lies flat on my stomach until my husband slides it up. His thumbs graze the bottom curve of my breasts when the soft ribbon is pulled snug.

I gasp with the added pressure. My husband and I have played around with minor restraints before—handcuffs, tying a wrist to a bedpost with a silk tie—but we’ve never done anything like this! I’ve always wanted to try more BDSM like rope play, but we didn’t have an excuse until now. The way my husband moves the ribbon around my body, though, it looks like he’s been hoping for the same.

“Hands behind your back,” he commands.

The authoritative, domineering tone does something to me. My body obeys with a whimper. My wrists meet at the small of my back and when I unfurl my fingers, they catch on my husband’s hard shaft.

“I’m not the one you’re supposed to be getting handsy with.” He grabs my wrists and in a swift motion, wraps the ribbon around them.

My back bows, my shoulders are tugged back, and with my husband’s next wrap, my hands are pinned right above my ass.

“Look at you,” Viktor growls, peering down the length of my body from over my shoulder. “Presenting yourself like a perfect slut already.” Hot fingers greedily grab a breast, pinching my peaked nipple and kneading until a mewl slips past my lips.

“Only your slut,” I tease, voice breaking with need when my husband tweaks my other nipple too.

“Damn right.” He reaches down between legs, passing the ribbon through before pulling it snug. “My slutty wife, so wet already. You’re gonna soak through your wrapping.”

My eyes pinch shut. All I can focus on is the deep throb between my legs. The ribbon nestles over my pussy lips, rubbing against my clit. The friction is both salvation and sin. “More,” I whimper, “please, I just need a little—”

I’m cut off with a gasp when my husband yanks on the ribbon and folds, sliding right between my pussy lips.

“Wouldn’t be a gift if I got to use you first,” he whispers, close enough for his hot breath to billow my hair.

I do my best to resist the urge to rub my thighs together. I’m proud to say I only fail twice—once when my husband pulls the ribbon snug around my tits, covering only my nipples, and once when he ties me off with a final, ornate bow right above my pelvis.

“You look so damn hot.” Viktor cradles my jaw, angling my face into a searing kiss. He growls, vibrations rippling through our tongues, down my throat, and right to my sopping wet cunt.

I tug against the ribbon holding my wrists together, but the knots are secure. Heat floods my system as my pulse races. I’m not going anywhere.

And that makes it so much hotter!

I’m completely at the mercy of my husband and the man he’s chosen as my first hotwife experience!

It makes my pussy clench harder than ever, and my legs buckle.

My husband catches me, lifts me, and settles me in the middle of the big bed. He crawls toward me, bracketing my body with his. My eyes widen to take in as much of his eager expression as I can. Is my husband going to warm me up even more for Lucas?

But before I can find out, his phone rings.

He sighs and grabs his phone, keeping his gaze fixed on me. “Lucas,” he answers, “Gemma and I were just thinking about you.”

Understatement of the year.

“Ahh, your legal team just got here?” He nods, switching to business mode. “Yup, I’ll come down to the chalet restaurant with the papers.” Idly, he glides a single finger up my shin, watching my skin raise goosebumps. “No, this is perfect timing. I’ve got your gift in my room. I’ll leave the door open and finish up the business half of this trip downstairs.” Viktor cocks a brow, searching my face. “Yeah, all tied up with a pretty little bow. Trust me, you’ll want to take your time unwrapping this.”

He hangs up the phone, kisses me on the forehead, and grins wide. “Sorry, baby, I gotta go take care of the business. But don’t worry, Lucas is coming to unwrap you for the pleasure. Think your pussy can hold out till he gets here?”

I let out a breathy laugh. “I’ll do my best—maybe I’ll get on the nice list by being naughty.” I tug against the restraints, finding them perfectly secure. I’m all wrapped up like a gift, ready for another man.

My husband gives me one last, heated look. “If anyone can, it’d be you.”
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It’s less than a minute before the door is slowly pushed open and those sharp blue eyes from downstairs land on me. Full lips turn up into a lopsided smirk as Lucas closes the door behind him. “Wrapped up all pretty for me?”

My husband has already warmed me up plenty, but even if he hadn’t, Lucas’s rough, ragged voice and hot, steely eyes dragging over my body would’ve done the trick. My ankles aren’t tied, so I let my knees fall apart and tilt my hips. Lucas gets a full view of where the tight ribbon settles between my pussy lips as wetness soaks past its edges. “It’s not a gift if you don’t get to unwrap it.”

“Fuck,” he mutters hoarsely. Those hot eyes stare right at my pussy and he licks his lips. “This how Viktor wins over all his new clients?” Long, thick fingers undo the buttons at his sleeves.

I can’t take my eyes off the slow reveal of the taut vein running along his forearm. I thought I’d be more in control of the raging flame heating my core, but without even touching me, Lucas is showing me what it means to submit. My mouth runs dry and I gulp, replying with a shakier voice than expected. “You’re the first.”

“First man you’re gonna be with after marrying Vik?”

I nod, not trusting my voice when both sleeves are rolled up. His fists clench and unclench, rippling the thick muscles of his forearms. That thing about women and forearms? Yeah. All true. My pussy clenches hard enough for the ribbon over my cunt to sink deeper between my lips.

“Remind me to thank him for the opportunity to break in a pussy like yours then.” His strides to the end of the bed are long and confident. He grabs my ankles and there’s no resisting the shiver that runs up my spine when his thumb lands on the pulse point right around my Achilles. “I gotta warn you, Sweetheart”—a hard tug has me sliding down the bed—“I’m not your husband. I’m not gonna go easy on you.” A finger hooks under the ribbon under my tits and he pulls me upright.

My heels hit the floor, and the ribbon digs into my skin with hot tension. I can’t tear my gaze away from this man as he towers over me. With the tap of his feet, he guides my legs wide open again.

“You give me a ‘red,’ and I’ll stop. Got it?” A gently pull on the ribbon punctuates the seriousness of his question.

“Got it,” I reply, barely above a whisper. My heart is ready to beat out of my chest and my pussy is screaming to be fucked. I can’t imagine using the safe-light, but it warms me that my husband does business with the kind of man who takes his checks and balances seriously.

“Good.” The finger from the rope drops to the neatly tied bow. “Don’t think I’ll get a better present than this.” A short laugh and Lucas pulls on one end of the neat bow at my stomach. The ribbon loosens a little, but not enough to unravel. Lucas drags a finger along the fabric, bunching the velvet on his way up to my sternum, ghosting the curves of my tits. He taps at my chin, tilting my jaw all the way up to the ceiling. “Did you put that there just for me?”

All the way at the top of the room, where the log slats meet, hangs down a bundle of green leaves with shimmering white berries. I make a mental note to leave a good review for the chalet because they didn’t mistake holly for mistletoe. Viktor and I didn’t even see that—we were too busy with heated thoughts of sharing me! “Either way, we shouldn’t let it go to waste.”

“No”—his thumb swipes along my bottom lip, parting open my mouth—“we shouldn’t.”

He moves surely, wedging his knee between my thighs on the edge of the bed, tilting my face to meet his, capturing my lips with a groan. All of his movements until now felt so deliberate. Languid. Intentioned. But this kiss? This feels feral. Hungry. Predatory.

All thoughts drop out of my head. I can only taste Lucas. Feel Lucas. Ache for Lucas.

Fuck. I really am a slut, aren’t I?

And I love it. I really, really love it.

I’ve never been happier to be married to Viktor—the man who saw my fantasies for the smidge of reality driving them. Now, I get to take Lucas guilt-free before getting re-gifted to my husband.

Lucas pulls back and I chase his mouth like I’m in a trance. I gasp when his his grip switches to tangle into my hair and he tugs my head back. “Eager, are we?” Did his voice get deeper?

“Yes,” I pant, “don’t stop.”

“I don’t plan on it, Sweetheart, but I only get you for the night.” He leans in so close, my flushed face reflects right back at me through those sea-breeze eyes. “I’m going to savor you.” Back at full height, the hand from my hair drops.

I already miss the perfect backdrop of pain.

But then he slides the back of his hand down my body, tugging on the ribbon along the way, and the tight tension coils hot under my skin. He watches me as I squirm when he cups one breast, feeling the weight, and molding to the curve.

“Touch me,” I beg, “please!” I’m at the edge of happily sinking to my knees and giving him whatever he wants just for him to touch more of me!

He grins and purposefully avoids my nipples. They’re so hard and flushed, it’s like missing a target filled with the bullseye. “I’m not your husband, remember?” The hand drifts lower, finding the ribbon running straight down my body and disappearing between my legs. “You’re going to have to be more specific.” A fingertip brushes against the fabric between my pussy lips. “Tell me how you want me to touch you.”

I let out a garbled, rumbling noise from deep within my throat. I pull against the restraints at my wrists, failing and grabbing only the sheets under me.

“Tell me or you’ll have to take care of yourself.” His eyes flit down and back up. “Ah, but you can’t with your hands tied like that.” A shrug. “Sounds like a you-problem.”

How is that commanding, teasing voice so hot?

“Ughh, my nipples!” I blurt, caving to the pressure unfurling low in my stomach. “Touch them! Pinch them! Please!”

“That wasn’t too hard, was it?” Lucas grabs both of my nipples, pinching, rolling, tweaking them between his thumbs and forefingers.

Jolts of arousal shoot through me and my back arches, chest pushing toward him in unbridled need. But it doesn’t sate my body. “More,” I whimper, “use your mouth.”

He chuckles and latches onto one nipple with his mouth.

Merry fucking Christmas. Lucas’s tongue is wet, warm, and flicking over my sensitive bud like he’s cleaning off a popsicle stick. It’s fast and unyielding—so damn perfect.

My hips buck, seeking the same delight as my nipples. Lucas must sense this, popping off my tit.

“Need something?” he asks, knowing damn well I do.

“Damnit, just…fuck me!” I can’t take it anymore! All this pleasure is building with nowhere to go! First my husband, and now Lucas. I need to be fucked. I need cock!

The smug look on Lucas’s face seems to be permanent now. “I had no idea you were what Vik was planning on giving me for this little signing gift.” He unbuttons his pants and the outline of his cock shifts. “But then I saw you when you came in.” His zipper is pulled down, revealing dark satin boxers. “I knew your husband was a great businessman, but it turns out, he knows his clients’ needs and wants better than they do.” Lucas’s thumbs hook around his waistband. “Hell of a Christmas gift for both of us, isn’t it?” In one swift motion, his pants are pushed down, and in the next, he’s tugging off his shirt.

My pussy pulses at the sight of his cock. It’s long, hard, and already leaking from the deep red tip. Erect, it rises all the way to the top of the hard V of his obliques. Oh fuck. I need that cock in me. Now!

“Easy, can’t fuck you with this in the way, can I?” He pulls aside the ribbon that had settled over my cunt. “Look at that, you’re fucking soaked.” A finger slips between my lips with a wet, squelch.

“Ohh fuuuck!” My head is thrown back and I fight against my tied wrists again. I didn’t realize how much pressure the ribbon had on my clit this whole time! Blood rushes down now that my pussy is bare and free again, and my sensitive lips tingle as Lucas smears my juices around. “Need…fuck…cock,” I’m babbling, losing all train of thought, when two fingers slip into my entrance.

The relief is immediate, but not enough. My pussy needs more than two fingers right now!

“Say please, and I’ll—”

“PLEASE!” I have no shame in not letting Lucas finish that. I’m a woman who knows what she wants. And right now, more than anything, it’s this man’s cock.

Lucas barks out a laugh, heavy sound ricocheting around the room. “All right, all right, you made your case, Sweetheart.” He pulls his fingers out, coating his cock in my juices when they wrap around his shaft. His free hand slides under my ass, sinks into my round cheeks, and he lifts up my hips like I weigh nothing.

The way those biceps ripple could’ve made me come right there. But my pussy is too eager for cock.

He lines himself up, shoots me one last feral glance, and plunges deep into my pussy.

My body shudders when he bottoms out, filling me from tip to base. “So…big,” I moan, “stretched…fuck!” Full sentences aren’t really my priority when my walls flutter, frantically trying to accommodate his size.

Lucas lets out a ragged growl. “You can take it. Don’t let your husband down.”

The mention of Viktor makes me take deep breaths. My husband is going to love coming back and seeing my pussy filled to the brim with cum. Lucas is right. I can do this.

“That’s it,” he groans, gyrating his hips, slowly starting to move. “So damn wet and tight for me. Fucking perfect pussy.” He pulls out, pausing for a beat when only his tip stretches my canal. “Viktor’s one lucky man.” He slams back into me, balls smacking against the cusp of my ass.

That thrust is just what I needed. The ridge of his tip presses deep against my g-spot. My vision blurs and my core tightens. “Yes!” I throw my head back and let the sensations flood me. “Right there! Harder!”

Lucas chuckles. “Thought you couldn’t take me”—a hand slips under my back, grabbing the ribbon that’s still tying my wrists together—“now you need it harder?” He tugs, guiding my shoulders back, angling my hips even deeper. “Guess you really are a needy slut!”

“Fuck yes! I’m a needy slut! I’m Viktor’s slut!” It feels so right to be able to admit that out loud! I get to embrace my pussy’s need with my husband’s encouragement!

Lucas grunts, but before the next thrust, he pulls out, drops my legs, has the audacity to wink at my bewildered expression, and uses my tied wrists as leverage to flip me over! My face hits the mattress but before my legs can touch ground, my ass is lifted into the air and Lucas’s cock fills me again.

If I hadn’t seen that wink, I would’ve thought this all happened without his cock even leaving my pussy!

“Viktor’s slut, but I get to break you in!” Lucas pounds into me harder than before. He grips my wrists like reins, losing control in my pussy. The bed screeches along the floor and the headboard gently taps against the wall in tune with his thrusts.

The stretch, the angle, the speed—it’s all building into a hot mixture of bubbling pleasure. All I can do is lie here and take Lucas’s cock.

And that’s exactly what I want.

He uses my pussy, fucking me until I’m so damn wet, he has to re-adjust his stance because the floor at his feet is drenched and slippery. My thighs twitch, my eyes roll back into my head, and I keep letting out muffled moans into the mattress. “Close,” I whimper, “so close!”

“Where does your husband want my cum?” He roars, hips stuttering.

“Inside! Fill me—”

I don’t get to finish the sentence because my body finishes first. The waves of my orgasm break through the dam of tension and pleasure floods my system, cascading from cunt outwards. Tremor after tremor of my orgasmic aftershock keeps me moaning and squirming as Lucas spills into me. Hot, viscous seed paints me—marks me—with the proof of another man.

Everything stills except for the twitches of his cock, emptying out every last drop. We stay there for what feels like forever, silent other than our ragged breaths.

Holy shit. I just fucked a man who isn’t my husband. It starts to sink in and suddenly, panic rises. What if my husband realizes this isn’t what he wanted? What if my husband comes back, sees cum leaking from my cunt, and decides it’s too much? What if—

“Holy fuck.” My husband’s voice is rough as the door to our room creaks open. “That was the hottest damn thing I’ve ever seen.”
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Lucas recovers before me. He pulls out, and zips up, turning to my husband. “She’s the hottest gift I’ve ever gotten too.” His voice is calm, but when our eyes meet, there’s no doubt about the ferocity behind his words. “You’re one lucky man, Vik.”

“Damn right I am. And seein’ her like this?” My husband sucks in a hard breath. “I’d marry my gorgeous, needy wife all over again if I could.”

“Shit, you two almost convinced me into marriage.” A thick finger slides between my pussy lips, gathering up his cum. “Only if I could find a pussy like this.”

“Good luck.” My husband caresses the back of my thigh, soothing my sore muscles. “Gemma’s one of a kind.”

My husband’s words fill me with almost as much affection as the amount of cum in my pussy. All my insecurities disappear. My husband really did want this! He wanted me to sleep with other men!

“I’ll let you untie her,” Lucas says. “Guessin’ all our paperwork’s done too?”

“Signed and sealed. Pleasure doing business with you.”

Lucas chuckles. “Pleasure doing pleasure with you too.”

The door to our room clicks shut and I’m alone with my husband again. He doesn’t say anything for a few minutes. Instead, he takes in my fucked-out form, idly trailing hot fingers all over my body. He traces up the ribbon wedged between my pussy lips and thigh, sliding around my wetness and smearing more cum on the fabric. He follows it up my spine, circling the tie around my wrist.

I thought I had recovered from my orgasm, but these light touches are sending my pulse through the roof. I whine and squirm, my pussy pulsing and pushing out a new wave of cum.

The sight of white, hot seed snaps my husband out of his trance with a shuddering breath. “Fuck, I only saw the last bit—saw you coming on Lucas’s cock.” Viktor tugs on one end of the wrist tie, loosening it enough for me to wiggle my hands around. “Didn’t think anything could top the look on your face when you come on my cock.” A few more flicks of the ribbon and my wrists are freed.

I moan and gently let my shoulders fall forward. Viktor massages my wrists, thumbing over my pulse point while my fingers furl and unfurl. Slowly, he turns me onto my back again. My tits bounce, and the ribbon around my body falls away. I take a full breath and suddenly realize how exhausted I really am.

Every part of me is sore and gently tingling as the divots on my skin from the ribbon plump up. But it’s a good soreness—like coming back from a great workout and knowing that you’ve changed for the better. “So, no regrets?” I mumble. “Letting me fuck other guys?”

My husband scoffs, gently readjusts me so I’m settled into the bed, and flattens out his palm at the base of my pelvis. “Fuck no. Knowing that my wife was taken care of when I was taking care of business is hot as hell.” Two fingers slip between my legs, catching Lucas’s cum. He holds it up, watching it glint in the warm light of the room. “This is the kind of white Christmas I’ve always wanted.” He smears the cum around my nipple and I gasp. “Better get a good night’s sleep because I’m gonna fuck you so hard when you wake up tomorrow that you’ll find out that’s your real Christmas gift.”

Anticipation makes my stomach flutter. I love this new lifestyle—I love the idea of taking another man and turning on my husband in the process. Plus, the way my pussy squeezes at the prospect of a breakfast fuck, this hotwife thing is going to be a win-win-win. Even though Lucas didn’t technically unwrap me, I have no regrets about being his gift. “By the way”—I weakly point upwards—“real mistletoe.”

Viktor pulls me in close, his skin and heat soothing my muscles. Tilting my chin with a single, firm finger, his breath skates along my skin. “I know,” he says, “I told the chalet to make sure our room had real mistletoe. None of that fake holly for my wife’s first share.” His mouth slots onto mine, drawing me in with an easy, familiar kiss that melts away any remaining tension.

“First? Planning on more?” My eyes droop, arousal simmering and ready to wake with the morning.

“Company’s always gonna have more clients. They’ll need welcome gifts.”

And I’ll be more than happy to be unwrapped by all of them.


HOTWIFE AT MIDNIGHT


I RING IN the new year with an old flame, and my husband gets to watch!

I run into the last man I expected to see at a New Year’s Eve party, my ex-boyfriend, Chase. With my husband running late, my ex charms me, flirting and teasing—just how he seduced me years ago. If my husband hadn’t shown up when he did, I don’t know how I would’ve handled it!

But, when my husband suggests that I give into temptation—that I let Chase pleasure me and pound me deep and hard enough for the whole party to hear—I spread my legs and make sure my husband gets the show of his life. After all, my husband gets to reap the rewards when he reclaims my dripping desire.

Ringing in the new year with a man other than my husband is just the start. He resolves to share me, indulging in my every fantasy! New year; new hotwife!
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I pat down the deep-V navy dress and fluff up my hair in the steely reflection of the elevator. My skin tingles as goosebumps rise along my cleavage. Thin straps are doing the best they can to hold up this dress over my chest. I turn and arch my back, making sure the silhouette is perfect from all angles.

Yup. My husband is going to love this new dress. Hell, I bet he’s going to love tearing it off me right at midnight even more.

This night is going to go exactly as planned. I’ll make the rounds until my husband gets here, we’ll get a little handsy right in the middle of the party, and by the time we get down to our hotel room, it’ll be a new year, and we’ll fuck like it’s our first time again.

The elevator doors ding open and my heels clack along the marble flooring. My friend, Gemma, decided to host this year’s New Year’s Eve party at one of the fanciest hotels I’ve seen. The biggest room on the top floor, overlooking the city below, is booked for this party, and all the guests have taken a couple days off, staying at the hotel.

Glittering glasses reflect the ambient lighting and golden decor. Tall cocktail tables are draped in shimmering, lacy cloths that’ll do nothing to soak up spills. Soft jazz hums in the background and I find the woman I’m looking for through the crowded murmurs.

“This place is beautiful,” I tell Gemma. “Didn’t you go away for Christmas? How the hell do you have the time to throw parties like this?”

“Serena! You made it!” Gemma throws her arms around me, shooting me a lopsided grin. “It’s called time management, Sweetie.”

I roll my eyes at the tease. “Sure thing, Mrs. Time Management, how was the ski trip?”

Gemma pulls me aside, blocking us from the crowd. “Soo, you remember when Maci told us about Halloween?”

Ahh, right. Maci, another friend, gave us all the saucy details on how she was fucked by three guys on Halloween. The catch? None of those guys were her husband. The second catch? Her husband was the one who wanted her to be the center of a gangbang!

“Well…guess who got a taste of that on Christmas!” Gemma doesn’t bother toning down her shrill excitement.

My jaw drops. “Stop! Really? Vik actually wanted you to sleep with another guy?”

“Yup!” Gemma drops her voice and leans in. “And let me tell you, as much as I loved fucking another guy, the way Vik claimed me afterwards was the best sex I’ve ever had.”

Jealousy and heat mixes deep in my core as Gemma tells me all about it. See, before I got married, I was kind of a slut.

Okay, maybe I was a major slut.

The closest I’d come to a relationship in college was an on-again, off-again thing. That first taste of freedom and exploring my sexuality had me riding cocks all night long. Back then, I couldn’t imagine being tied down to just one man.

My husband, Leo, isn’t just any one man though. He’s the man. He’s my man. And most of the time, he can keep up with my pussy’s needs better than multiple men combined.

That doesn’t mean I haven’t thought about my glory days—fantasized about the thrill of sleeping with more than one man.

But while I’m married, they’ll stay as fantasies. I know Leo has them too—I’ve walked in on him jerking off to porn. So, even if I haven’t told Leo about the details of this lingering fantasy, I’m not dissatisfied with our sex life.

“…and there was this thing with his tong—” Gemma gasps, mouth snapping shut. Her eyes turn wide and she’s staring over my shoulder. “Don’t turn around.”

I frown. That’s the worst way to get someone to listen to you. Of course, I peek over my shoulder and Gemma grabs my cheek, snapping my face back to her.

“I said don’t!” she groans. “Great, he’s coming over.”

“Who?”

“Chase.”

My breath hitches when she says the name. Chase. The one on-again, off-again guy from college. The one who knew me in my sluttiest days. The one who really didn’t care how many men I fucked when we weren’t together.

“You need backup?” Gemma asks, concern pulling her body taut and ready.

The breath in my throat releases once the initial shock wears off. Chase was a fun guy, but there’s nothing about his memories that makes my heart flutter. I’m not sure if I had any real feelings for him before, but I sure as hell don’t now.

The only man for me is my husband.

“I’ll be fine,” I reply.

Gemma searches my face for any signs that I’m lying.

“I swear,” I say again, “I’ll be fine. We were barely even exes, really. More like fuck-buddies.”

Gemma snorts. “Yeah, more fuck than buddies if I remember right.”

“Exactly. Now I have a husband who dicks me down better than any fuck buddy—not to mention, you know, the fact that we actually care about each other.”

“All right, all right, I get it. You can handle your old fuck-buddy. If you need me, I’ll be hanging off my own hottie husband.”

Gemma disappears and my heart pounds when a hand taps my shoulder.

“Ain’t you a sight for sore eyes,” Chase says.

He’s exactly how I remember him. Tall, dark hair, bright green eyes, full lips, wide shoulders. He’s in navy pants and a snug maroon sweater. I snap my jaw shut before I drool on this dress. “Guess you don’t look half bad either,” I tease, cocking a brow.

“Nothin’ like our ramen stained sweatpants days.”

I scoff. “Gemma would kill us if we showed up in sweatpants to one of her parties.”

He shrugs. “Wouldn’t know. I’m here ‘cause of her husband—my boss has a new deal with his company.” His forearm lands over my head and he leans against the wall, caging me in.

I’m enveloped in his heat and woody, campfire scent. Fuck. Is it getting hot here? I’m burning up as my skin flushes and my thigh muscles tighten. The air between us turns thick when his Adam’s apple bobs.

“Tell me you’re here alone,” he growls.

“She’s not.”

Everything happens so fast. Chase pushes off the wall and turns to meet my husband’s hard gaze. I let out a puff of air, shoulders slumping. My husband easily slides an arm around my waist, pulling me to him and holding me up.

“Leo,” my husband holds out a hand.

Chase looks between the two of us before shaking my husband’s hand, introducing himself, and sheepishly scratching the back of his neck. “Shit. Wouldn’t have come on that strong if I knew.” A low, awkward chuckle. “Didn’t think Serena was the type to settle down.”

Leo shrugs. “Turns out there’s more to her than you know.”

I never really considered what it would be like if my husband met any of the men I had slept with before him. It’s not like I’ve hidden my past from him. I just didn’t expect this to happen.

Chase’s gaze burns hot. “Guess so.” He keeps looking at me like he’s ready to devour me—even in front of my husband. “Glad she got the happy ending,” he says to my husband. “Might be about time to find my own—at least for the night.” He chuckles. “Wouldn’t wanna spend New Year’s Eve alone.” With a tight nod, he turns on heel and walks away. His hands get shoved in his pockets, and the movement ripples through his muscles, pressing against his tight sweater.

My husband turns to me and my nerves rise. It was just harmless flirting! My husband has to know that!

My panic must show on my face because my husband’s expression softens.

“Nothing happened,” I mutter, voice breaking.

My husband grips my chin between thumb and forefinger, pulling me in for a soft kiss. “I know.”

“And nothing is going to happen,” I add.

My husband’s face twists and he hums. “I don’t know about that.”

My pulse races and sweat beads down my chest, clinging to the curves of my tits. “I swear. My sleeping around days are over.”

The hand around my waist wraps tighter. I can’t make out the look on his face now—it’s some cross between thoughtful and teasing. It’s such a weird combination that I can’t stop biting the inside of my cheek until I get his full acceptance. I’m a one-man woman now!

“I’ve been thinkin’ about that,” Leo says. “Talked to some of the guys, and I know your history…what if I didn’t want your sleeping around days to be over?”

I’m so stunned I can’t even speak. Thankfully, my frantic blinking and unhinged jaw gives away my confusion.

“I’m saying”—Leo tilts my head and kisses the base of my jaw, sending a raw shiver of need down my spine—“I want you to sleep with other guys. I want you to be my hotwife.” He grins, fingers twitching against my skin. “And I want to watch.”
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I’m pretty sure I look like a damn cartoon character with my jaw on the floor and my eyes bugging out of my head. “What?”

My husband doesn’t waver—he’s always been the rock tethering me through a storm, and he’s no different now. “I said, I want you to be my hotwife. I want to see you fuck other guys.”

“Why?” I blurt maybe a little too loudly.

Leo responds with a spluttering laugh. “Why do I want anything in our relationship?” His hands slide to my waist, squeezing. “Because I think it’s going to be hot as fuck.” He leans in and drops his voice to a throaty, ragged whisper. “I never got to see you in those slutty days, and now I want to make up for lost time. I want to see you spread wide, moaning and squeezing around another cock.” He licks his lips. “Fuck, your pussy’s so perfect, it’s meant to be shared.” He pulls away again so it doesn’t look like we’re fucking right here in the middle of the party. “If you want, that is. If you only want my cock from here on out, I can work with that too.”

I don’t realize I’m holding my breath until it’s too late and it comes out of me in one big exhale. The dam of my desire breaks. My pussy pulses so hard and fast, that it’s telling me there’s only one way to respond to my husband’s new proposal.

“I want.” I practically moan my response. “I want. I want all of that. I wanna sleep with anyone you want me to sleep with, and I want you to watch.” I gulp, nervously scanning the room. “But, you’re sure that it’s actually a turn-on for you?”

“Oh yeah.” He hums in thought, rubbing idle circles against my pelvis with his thumb. “Thought it through, long and hard”—mischief sparkles in his gaze—“and when I saw you talkin’ to your ex, it all clicked. I want to watch him fuck you.” He pulls me close, hips flush against mine. “And you tell me if you think the idea of watching you fuck other guys turns me on.”

I gasp. He’s rock hard! Hell, I think this is the hardest he’s ever been! My husband’s long, thick cock tents his pants, twitching against my stomach. The throbbing need curling around my core flares to life. “Oh fuck,” I moan, “you really want this, don’t you?”

“Fuck yes.”

“I want it too. I want it so bad. I didn’t know this was what I wanted until you mentioned it—the girls keep talking about it, and I just…I didn’t let myself want this.”

“You can do more than just let yourself want this now.” My husband’s voice is husky and needy as he holds me in place. “I want your ex’s cock to be the first one you have in that tight pussy in the new year. Think you can do that for me? Think you can take his cock at midnight?”

“Yes,” I moan, head spinning at this new life. “I can’t think of a better way to ring in the new year.”

“Now be a good wife and meet me in our room with your ex.” My husband hands me the key card, pulling away.

I immediately miss his heat, but I have a new mission. It’s time to find my ex again, and tell him that he’ll have company tonight after all.

Finding him in the crowd isn’t hard. Tall, sexy tousled dark hair, and sharp eyes that seem to always find mine.

I flash the keycard, sliding an edge down my cleavage. The plastic is cool against my skin, and tiny goosebumps raise along with my anxiety. What if my ex doesn’t actually want this? What if he doesn’t want my husband to watch?

His nose flares and he parts the crowd with ease, finding me near the exit. “Tell me you got the quickest divorce in history and this isn’t just a tease.” He flicks the key card.

“I didn’t, but it isn’t.” I smirk, reveling in the way he has to fight to keep his eyes on my face instead of on my tits. “My marriage has a new New Year’s resolution.” I tap his chest with the card. “One that involves me sleeping with other guys while my husband watches.”

It takes Chase a solid second to let my words sink in. His eyes widen and his full lips part. “Fuck.”

“That’s the plan—if you’re into it.”

Chase barks a sharp laugh and wraps his hand around mine, tapping on the card. “Hell yea, I’m into it. I get to fuck that sweet cunt again—I’m not turnin’ that down. Your husband wants a show?” He snatches the card out of my hand, grabs my wrist, and leads us down the hallway to the private rooms. “I’ll give him a show he won’t forget.”

When we get into the room, my husband has already set the mood. The lights are dimmed, soft music plays, and the my husband is leaning against a side table. His sleeves are rolled up, and when he notices Chase and I, he groans, palming his crotch.

“Heard you needed some pointers in fucking your wife,” Chase teases my husband. “You picked the best man for the job.” In a smooth, swift motion, he pulls on my arm, throwing me onto the bed.

I bounce on the fluffy mattress—kudos to my dress because my tits don’t immediately fall out. But damn, they want to. My body is hot, my nipples are hard, and my pussy is wet.

My husband scoffs. “Less talk, more fucking.” His gaze lands on me and he licks his lips. “You might’ve fucked here years ago, but my wife’s learned a few tricks of her own. Get on your knees and show your ex what you’ve learned.”

Oh. My. Fuck.

My husband has always had a delicious edge to him in the bedroom. That sweet, controlled mask slips off and he transforms into the type of man who could make me come just from a command. And it looks like he’s not planning on being passive through this show. He wants to be the conductor.

And my body is so on board.

I move like I’m in a trance. My husband’s domineering gaze follows me to the ground before he grabs a pillow and throws it near my knees. It’s the little things like making me comfortable before making me come undone that remind me why I married him.

“So obedient for your husband,” Chase says, palming himself. “Are you gonna be obedient for me too?” A finger tilts my jaw up and I can see the feral expression through my lashes. “Unzip my pants and get my cock out, slut.”

My pussy clenches so hard that I need to take a breath to compose myself again.

“She likes that, does she?” Chase says to my husband. “Once a slut, always a slut.”

“Except she’s my slut now,” my husband adds.

I didn’t think I could get any wetter, but with the next clench, my juices soak through my thong, cling to my thighs, and drip onto my knee pillow. Hearing these guys talk about me—arguing over possessing me—there’s really nothing hotter than this. I didn’t even realize how much I’d love this—the back and forth between my husband and another man. I thought that being shared would be fun just to relive my slutty days.

But it’s so much more than that.

It’s a promise. It’s a resolution. My husband wants me to be his slut on demand, and I can’t imagine a better turn to our marriage.

My fingers twitch when they land on Chase’s thighs. His muscles are firm and bulging—stretching out the fabric of his pants. My breath stutters when I undo the button and pull down the zipper. It’s been so long since I’ve seen his cock, and even though I’m pretty sure cock’s aren’t the types of things that change over time, I wonder if it’ll feel the same with my husband’s eyes on me.

He grunts, pushing down his boxers to impatiently reveal his cock. Thick, long, hard. Fuck. My mouth waters at the sight. I was right. It hasn’t changed at all. It’s the same cock that’s brought me to the edge and back hundreds of times before.

“Remember this cock?” Chase teases, voice husky as a hand tangles into my hair. “It remembers you.” He pulls my hair back into a ponytail. “Open that hot mouth and give it a lick.”

This time, I don’t need to be told what to do.

Muscle memory takes over and my tongue juts out, running up the underside of cock. The vein pulses and his cockhead twitches—just how I remember. A bead of precum leaks from the tip, and I flick my tongue over it, smearing it around with my saliva. My eyes flutter shut for a beat. Salty, sweet slick.

Blood rushes to my clit—I can’t wait any longer. I grab his cock, wrapping my fingers tight, and stuff it into my mouth like a woman starved. His head smashes the back of my throat in my eagerness and I groan.

“Breathe, Baby,” my husband says to ground me. “Show him how well you can deepthroat now. Let him fuck that hot face.”

My husband’s voice is exactly what I needed to hear. My throat relaxes and my nose hits soft tufts of brown.

“Ohh fuck,” Chase moans, gently rocking into my mouth. “Better than I remember.” His grip on my hair tightens, tugging at my scalp with just the right mix of pain and pleasure.

From my periphery, I can see my husband. His eyes are peeled on my mouth, watching Chase’s cock bob into my throat. His cock is rock hard, tenting his pants so hard that it’s ready to burst through the zipper.

He wants a show, does he? He wants to watch his slutty wife get face-fucked?

Buckle, up, Leo.

I hollow my cheeks, pull off his cock all the way to the tip, and in a single motion, slide his cock right down my throat again. Chase might be holding my head, guiding my rhythm, but I’m the one in charge down here. I’m the one holding power—literally when my fingers drift down, tugging at his sac.

“Shit, fuck, ahh—” Chase’s hips snap with his control. “That’s it, take it! You fucking love this, don’t you? Your husband watching you on your knees for your ex?”

I moan, vibrations rippling through Chase’s cock. His sac tightens with his abs, and I know he’s drawing close. My tongue swirls around his tip, tracing the thick ridge, lapping at his slit. I want more. More. So much more.

Spit drips down my chin, sloppy, wet noises fill the air. My breaths come out in staccatto puffs, my core tightens, my toes curl. I can’t believe I’m this turned on just from giving a blowjob! It’s never been like this before—definitely not back when Chase and I were together.

Just when I’m ready for it—for my ex’s hot seed to line my throat like it used to—Chase grunts and pulls me off. His cock slides past my lips with a soft ‘pop,’ strings of saliva still connecting us when the hand on my head tugs upwards, guiding me to my feet.

“Your husband wants my cock in your pussy—as much as I love your mouth, it ain’t that tight little pussy I remember.”
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I was in such a haze, letting Chase fuck my face that the original agreement completely slipped my mind! My husband wants to watch me come around his cock—he wants my ex’s cum filling my cunt. And what my husband wants, I love to oblige.

I’m unsteady when I stumble back onto the bed. My heart races and my skin feels like it’s burning up in the best way. I was so into that blowjob that my limbs are jelly and my tongue moves through molasses now that my mouth is empty. Moving with sheer horny desperation, I spread my legs.

My dress is askew, my cunt is leaking onto the bed, and my nipples are hard as hell.

“Then fuck me,” I say, voice hoarse.

Chase’s nose flares. “You’ve always had such a pretty pussy.” He pumps himself, slow and steady, staring at the soaked spot between my legs.

My husband groans. “She has the best everything.”

Chase nods. “Can’t argue with that.” He eyes me again as I’m splayed out in this vulnerable position. “You ready to come around my cock when the clock strikes midnight? Wanna ring in the new year with an orgasm like old times?”

I chuckle weakly. “Like old times”—I steal a look at my husband—“but better.”

I never thought my marriage could get even stronger, but the level of trust that my husband has placed on me—the same trust I’ve given him—it flares my arousal into an inferno. And the way he’s looking at me—feral, animalistic—he’s under the same spell.

“Take that dress off and show your ex that pretty pussy. Show him what he’s been missing all these years,” my husband commands.

Leo’s voice is so deep and strong, my spine automatically straightens and my fingers wrap around the thin straps holding up the dress. I slide them down my arms, letting them hang for a second before pushing it down to my waist.

Chase groans, swiping his thumb over his eager tip.

I love all this attention on me. I shimmy the dress all the way off, letting it fall to the ground. My fingers hook around the waistband of my thong, and I hold Chase’s gaze for a single, heated second.

“Fuuuck, does marriage make everyone hotter or somethin’?” Chase says when my pussy is revealed.

The compliment encourages my confidence and I drag my hands down my body. “Marriage makes everything better,” I say, pinching my nipples on the way between my legs. My fingers slide between my legs, and I part my pussy lips for him to see.

“Wetter than I’ve seen her. She this wet all the time with you?”

My husband smirks. “Today’s a special occasion.”

I rub my clit with languid strokes. I’m exaggerating them, holding Chase’s gaze, watching his jaw tick, the muscles in his neck flex, and his cock leak in eagerness. The pressure in my core needs no time to rebuild. My hips start bucking into my hand, seeking any available friction.

As much as I love being the object of attention for two men, I’m getting desperate here. If my husband wanted me to reignite my old, slutty self, she’s here in full force. And she demands an orgasm!

“Please,” I whine, breathy and hoarse. “Please, I need to be fucked!”

Chase takes a single glance at my husband, confirming that this is what everyone wants. He finds what he needs and swats away my hand from my pussy, grabs my waist, and flips me over.

I gasp, hands landing on the mattress to brace myself. I look over my shoulder and preen with the way Chase licks his lips. He slides a hand down my spine, raising goosebumps in his tantalizing wake. He rounds the cusp of my ass, squeezes gently, and smacks the meaty part above my thigh.

“Ahhh, yes!” I moan with the impact.

“Another,” my husband demands. He’s shifted to stand right in front of me now, watching how I react to Chase’s moves.

Chase snorts and slaps my ass again.

My whole body shakes this time, tits bouncing and nipples grazing along the bed. My husband looks smug and satisfied now. I think he’s finally going to give in and touch his cock when a hand moves toward his crotch, but he pulls out his phone and turns the screen toward me.

“Five minutes till the new year,” he says, “until you come on his cock.”

“Plenty of time to wind her up.” Chase curves down my ass and shoves two fingers deep into my pussy. My cunt welcomes them with ease, slick desire gushing out to greet him. “Still have the tightest damn pussy,” he says, pumping and spreading those fingers.

It’s been years since I’ve had these fingers in me, but Chase still knows exactly how to press my buttons. He massages my g-spot, changing between hard and fast and slow and steady. My walls react, pulsing, throbbing, aching. Like it remembers him.

“Eyes on me.” My husband pulls my attention to him.

I’m panting hard, my hair sticks to my sweaty forehead, and it takes all my effort to keep my eyes open, fixed on my husband. A fresh wave of desire rushes through me when I realize that my husband still hasn’t touched his cock. He’s rock hard, gently rocking his hips, but refusing to touch himself!

“I’m going to fuck you so hard after this,” he groans, noticing where my eyes have landed. “You look so good, moaning around his fingers.”

“Wait till you see her on my cock,” Chase growls, sliding those fingers out.

I whimper at the loss of the stretch, but I know I won’t have to wait long. Chase grabs my hips, tilts them up, and lines up his cock. He pauses just before thrusting in. The tip of his cock rests against my entrance, teasing me with his heat.

He chuckles at my neediness when I wiggle my ass to coax him in. “Once a slut, always a slut.” And in a hard snap of his hips, his cock thrusts deep in me again after all these years.

My jaw falls slack and my eyes roll all the way back into my head. “Oh fuuuuuck,” I moan, “so…full!” It takes my pussy a beat to remember how to accommodate his cock. My husband might be big, but there’s something to be said about familiarity. I haven’t fucked Chase in so long that his cock has that perfect mixture of novelty and expertise.

“Fucking hell,” he groans, rocking back and forth. “You get to fuck this pussy every damn day?” He shoots my husband a sharp look. “Lucky bastard.”

My husband beams with pride. “You had your chance.” He cups my jaw, sliding a thumb into my mouth. “Besides, I’m the lucky one here. I get to watch this sweet face come apart whenever I want.”

My mouth closes around my husband’s thumb as Chase pulls out and slams back in. That first thrust is like coming home. All the memories of him fucking me through college flood back into my body, shooting right from his cock. I moan around my husband’s thumb, brought back to the present.

“Five seconds,” my husband says, sliding the thumb out, rubbing my spit over my bottom lip. “You like fucking your ex in front of your husband?”

“Yes!” My voice pitches up at the end when Chase pounds into me.

“Four. You love being my slut, don’t you?”

“So much!” The coil of tension curls deep, pulling on my core, getting ready to snap.

“Three. You love being my shared wife, don’t you?”

“I do! I do! I do!” I reaffirm this marriage as my vision turns blurry.

“Two,” Chase takes over. “Ready to come for us?”

“Please!” My fingers curl into the mattress, my thighs tighten, and my back arches.

“One,” both men say at the same time as fireworks light up the sky and the party down the hall breaks into cheers.

And everything happens all at once.

Chase spills his hot load into me, my pussy drinking it up like a woman parched. My orgasm rips through me, my skin tingles, and I collapse onto the bed.

That was the biggest orgasm I’ve ever had!

“Best way to ring in the New Year,” Chase chuckles, pulling out of me. He slides a finger through my cum-soaked pussy, humming in satisfaction before zipping up. “Nice catchin’ up with you again, Serena.” He smacks my ass one last time. “Think I’ll let your husband clean you up. I got a New Year to celebrate.” He leaves the room with a skip in his step.

By the time I recover, a wave of dread washes over me. What if my husband is having second thoughts? What if my husband doesn’t actually want to share me now that he’s seen what it’ll be like? What if—

My husband caresses my legs, sliding up to my bare thigh and turning me over. “That was the hottest damn thing I’ve ever seen.”
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Relief courses through me. I knew my trust in my husband was well placed! He said he wanted to watch me get fucked, and he really meant it! “That was the best orgasm of my life,” I splutter between ecstasy-filled laughs. Every word makes my pussy squeeze a little more, pushing out Chase’s cum. It dribbles down my leg, warmth seeping in as the heady desire fills my core again.

“It looked like it. You took him so well.” My husband’s thumb finds the base of my clit. It’s smeared in my pussy juices and Chase’s cum, and my husband doesn’t care. “Think you can give me one more?” His knuckle presses harder, rubbing tight circles as my body trembles in aftershocks.

“Yesss,” I moan, “need to come on your cock too!”

“You sure? You’ve had a big night already.” He sits on the bed, pulling me onto his lap. “I’d be happy just gettin’ you off again if you’re tired.”

My heart warms and my core flares back to life when I throw my arms around my husband’s neck. “Tired, but I’d like to fuck my husband in this new year.” I toy with the short hairs at the back of his head, twisting strands around my fingers and dragging my nails along his scalp. “I know you’re up for it”—I roll my hips and delight in finding him still hard—“you didn’t touch yourself the whole time you watched me getting fucked.”

My husband groans and slides his hand between us, undoing his pants. “I was so focused on you…fuck…I didn’t even think about getting off until the countdown started.” He needs no more encouragement—his zipper is tugged down and his thick cock springs free. “I got a taste of the slutty Serena I’ve heard so much about.”

I bite my bottom lip when I glance between us. His cocktip is a deep red and leaking. Even after taking my ex’s cock, the moment I lay eyes on my husband’s, I know he’s the one for me. It’s the one I have the best memories with. It’s the one I got to bounce up and down on at our wedding night. It’s the one that’s given me more orgasms than I can count. It’s the one that knows my pussy inside-out.

Chase’s cum drips onto it when I lift my hips, letting my husband angle himself to slide right in. “You got the old slutty Serena,” I whisper, gripping his shoulders when I lower myself. “You get to have the slutty Serena whenever you want.” The first stretch makes my heart flutter. “And you get to take slutty Serena home to fuck however you want.” I lower myself so slowly, reminding my pussy of my favorite cock in the world.

My pussy juices, Chase’s hot cum, and my husband’s beaded seed all mixes together as I slide down his shaft. Fuck. Taking him so soon after I’ve taken another man makes my pussy squeeze in confusion. It’s like the first time—I’m tight with a vice grip around his cock. We both groan together when I take him all the way and swing my legs around his back for better leverage.

“You’re so fucking wet,” my husband moans, gripping my ass cheeks like they’re a life-raft through his sexy storm. “And tight—your pussy’s pulling me in.” He bucks and his head hits so deep in me that my body visibly shudders.

“You got me”—I gasp, picking up pace when my husband lifts me, slamming me down again—“sooo worked up!” My head lolls down for a slow, lazy kiss. So different from the pace he’s setting in my pussy, and exactly what I needed after the raunchy fuck with my ex.

My husband laughs, noise mixing with a low moan when he pulls away. “That makes two of us.” One hand wraps around my pelvis, thumb finding my throbbing clit again. He’s rubbing it like his life depends on it, slamming into me at the same time.

My pussy clenches tighter and tighter until—

My back arches, my limbs go boneless, and fireworks spark behind my lids. The fireworks outside have nothing on this, especially when I feel my husband’s hot cum spurt into my cunt at the same time. The mixture of his heat and Chase’s cooling cum sends shocks of pleasure I didn’t even realize could be possible.

“That was the best New Year’s party I’ve ever been to,” my husband says with a raspy laugh. He pulls me off his cock and settles me onto the mattress. “And if you’re up for it, it’s just the start.”

I giggle, pulling my husband into a soft kiss. “I’m so ready for it. I can’t wait to be your slut this year.”

I’m catching my breath, listening to the murmurs of the party we’ve left behind. I was already excited to spend another year happily married, but now everything feels different. I’m still excited, but in the same way as I was as a newlywed.

My husband really does want me to embrace my slutty side! He wants me to fuck other men—and he wants to watch! I can’t imagine a better way to start a new year. Forget new year; new me. This is the era of new year; new hotwife!


HOTWIFE'S VALENTINE BLIND DATE


MY HUSBAND WANTS to share me with another man on Valentine's Day!

When my husband proposes that he share me on the most romantic night of the year, I didn't think I would want to go through with it, but then I laid eyes on the man my husband picked out for me! Dan is tall, chiseled, and oh-so-eager to take me right in the restaurant bathroom and give me the Valentine's dinner of my dreams!

The best part? My husband gets to clean me up for dessert!

I could get used to being a shared wife!
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I don’t know if it’s because Valentine’s Day is coming up or it’s just something that happens with marriage over time, but I can’t seem to keep my hands off my husband. I swear, it’s like every day, he gets hotter.

So the second he comes out of the shower, smelling all fresh, hair messy, water clinging to his pecs, I have to drag him into the bedroom.

“Eager these days, are we?” he growls, dropping his towel and throwing me onto the bed.

I lick my lips and keep my eyes fixed on his thick length. “Valentine’s Day is next week,” I say. “Must’ve gotten me in the mood.”

My husband scoffs. “Valentine’s Day must be everyday, then.” He smirks and plants one hand on the bed, grazing his nose against mine. “Not that I’m complaining—I fucking love knowing how needy your pussy is.”

Heat swells in my core, flushing every inch of me. “Just knowing won’t cut it, Mister. You’re going to have to do something about it too.” I let my legs fall open and pull up my skirt.

My husband’s nose flares and his gaze darkens when he realizes I’m not wearing any panties.

I love the effect I have on this man. Zack and I have been together for over a decade. It’s not that I hated being single, but deep down, I’m a relationship girl. The commitment, the trust, the mutual support—something about all of that just does it for me. Coupled with Zack’s dark hair, sharp green eyes, and fingers that always find their mark? Well, when I think about it, it’s pretty obvious why I’m ready to jump his bones at any given moment.

“Needy”—the hand on his cock slides to my thigh—“needy”—it trails up to my pussy lips, gently parting them and smearing around my wetness—“so fucking needy.” His lips are on me as his fingers slide into my pussy.

He swallows my moans, stretching me out in that tantalizing way that shows off just how well he knows my body. Those fingers know where to find my sensitive spot, they know how to massage it in a way that makes me shudder, and the meat of his palm finds the base of my clit, shooting sparks behind my fluttering lids.

I could do this every damn day.

And lucky me because I do!

I wrap my legs around his waist, he picks me up, and shifts us around so he’s sitting on the bed with me on his lap. My skirt billows around us both, making this look almost innocent. But there’s definitely nothing innocent about my husband’s fingers deep in me.

“You look so fucking good like this,” he groans, thrusting and spreading me. “Fuck, I want everyone to see how hot you are—how perfect this pussy is.”

My breath catches in my throat and my walls tighten. My husband has always been a talker, and I can’t get enough.

“This pussy deserves to be shared,” he says again, and this time I can’t ignore it.

“Shared?”

Zack’s fingers slow and his gaze burns bright. “What do you think about goin’ on a date on Valentine’s Day”—he gulps—“with another guy?”

My mouth falls open—almost comically like a fish gulping for air. My husband asking me to spend Valentine’s Day with another man wasn’t on my Bingo card this year. Hell, it wouldn’t have been on my Bingo card any year.

I’m a one-man woman. At least, I’ve always thought I was.

But the way he says it—the eagerness in his voice, the heat in his touch, the hardness of his cock—he’s not joking, is he?

And right on cue, as my mind swirls with all sorts of questions and emotions, my pussy clenches at the thought of a new cock. I’ve been with my husband for so long, I can’t help but think about what it would be like now. But even if it makes my pussy clench, she’s not the only one in the relationship here!

“Penny for your thoughts?” My husband idly curls his fingers in me with an amused glint in his eyes.

I’d make a joke about my name being Penny, but shivers ripple out from where his fingers press—very distracting for the proposal he’s just given me. “You want me…to go on a date with another guy?” My voice trembles in a breathy puff.

“Only if you want to, obviously.” His free hand wraps around my waist, tapping at my spine before trailing down to knead my ass. “You know your friend’s New Year’s Party? I talked to the husband, and he mentioned this new thing they were doing—his wife sleeps with other guys. Thought it was insane at first, but then I kept seeing how other guys looked at you. I kept noticing them flirting with you and checking you out.” He licks his lips as his eyes turn glassy. “It was so fucking hot watching you command their attention.”

I’d only heard a bit about Gemma’s new hotwife thing, but I never thought it would be for me! I never even thought my husband would consider something like this! “And is that what you want? You wanna watch some other guy flirt with me on Valentine’s?”

My husband smirks. “Baby, I want so much more than that. I wanna watch you flirt, watch you lead him into the bathroom for a quickie after your dinner, and then I wanna clean you up for dessert.”

I freeze as my thoughts all jumble together. “You…want me to sleep with other guys?” My mouth is dry, and I’m spiraling with all the real reasons that my husband would bring this up. “Do you want to sleep with other women?” I push off him, stumbling to the mattress. “I thought…I…I made a vow!” I blurt, vision blurring as tears prick the edges of my eyes.

All the teasing vanishes and my husband’s face softens. “I don’t wanna sleep with other women,” he says, so soft and earnest, it’s like he’s reaffirming our wedding vows. “I don’t want a divorce or anything like that.” He grabs my waist and pulls me back onto his lap. “I want you to be my hotwife.”

I cock a brow as my confidence slowly returns. “And you’re sure you’re into it? Where you like it when other guys sleep with your wife?”

My husband chuckles. “I’m so fucking sure. I wanna know that my gorgeous wife is so damn insatiable, she can’t be satisfied with just one man.” His nose flares when he takes a shuddering breath. “I want these guys to get a taste when I get the whole meal.”

My body heats as my husband’s words sink in. It’s true that after all these years of marriage, my libido has only gotten stronger. My husband is a busy man, and it’s getting hard for him to keep with my needs. And the way he’s talking about this sharing lifestyle…he really is turned on by the idea, isn’t he? He wants to share me because he loves me—because it’s another way to reaffirm the strength of our marriage!

Holy shit.

That revelation does something to my body. My pulse races, heart pounding out of my chest. My thigh muscles tighten as a new gush of wetness slips past my pussy lips.

My husband’s gaze drifts lower and his fingers slide out—they’re more soaked than they’ve ever been. “Guess your pussy’s on board with bein’ shared.” He lifts me up and grabs his cock, lining us up. “Bet this cunt can’t wait to be filled by a new cock—fuck, it’s gonna look perfect with cum dripping out.”

My head spins with everything going on—my husband playing my cunt like an instrument, his idea about wanting me to sleep with other guys, and the budding need between my legs that’s slowly convincing me of this insane plan.

“What d’ya say?” His thick cockhead breaches my entrance. “Wanna be my Valentine’s hotwife?” He lowers me down his cock, sliding me all the way until my pussy lips sit flush against his base.

My core tightens and my skin tingles as I grip his shoulders, rolling my hips for that last little bit of friction. “Yes,” I moan as my eyes flutter shut. I barely register the words slipping past my lips, but my body is loving every second of it. “Yes, I wanna be shared!” My walls clench around Zack’s cock, squeezing it so tight that with the next thrust, we’re both pushed over the edge.

Overwhelming pleasure ripples through every inch of me. I throw my head, letting my body shudder on my husband’s cock. Hot seed spurts into me and my pussy drinks it up like liquid gold. My limbs turn to jelly and I crash onto my husband, our breaths in sync through our recovery.

He kisses me and sets me on the bed beside him. “I’ll set everything up for Valentine’s. You just bring this horny pussy.”

When said horny pussy is sated for a bit, the haze of lust fades just enough for me to think about my husband’s idea. I’m a diehard monogamist! Did I really just agree to being shared? My core answers my own question, sending one last aftershock of my orgasm through me.
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Come Valentine’s Day, I’m half-convinced that my husband’s mid-fuck proposal was just something he blurted out in the moment. Who can blame him? Mid-fuck, everything’s fuzzy, hot, and intense. Maybe that’s why I agreed in the spur of the moment? I wouldn’t be surprised if he’s going back on the idea of sharing me now.

Instead, he surprises me with a full day of pampering—hair, makeup, and an afternoon at the spa! I’m freshly waxed and moisturized, and I can barely keep my hands off myself, let alone wait for a man to touch me.

The door barely has time to close when I get home before I jump my husband.

“The afternoon was meant to relax you, not rile you up,” he jokes, pulling me onto his lap. He’s in the bedroom, reading, and I have no regrets about interrupting him when my body surges with desire.

“I bet a couple orgasms will relax me,” I tease him, sliding my arms around his neck. Now that I’m on his lap, I roll my hips, grinding against his deliciously hard length. “Looks like you could use some relaxation too.”

My husband groans and grabs my hips, bucking into me over our clothes. Watching his heavy breaths and his eyes roll back when his shaft snags against the base of my clit almost makes me come right there.

“Fuck,” he moans, “don’t tempt me—you still have your first date tonight and I don’t want to mess up your hair and makeup.”

My brows shoot up and my pussy squeezes in anticipation. “So you really picked someone out?”

My husband smirks. “Oh yeah. He’s just your type.”

“You’re my type.” It’s the truth, but I’m not going to deny that I’ve thought about other guys at times.

“And that’s why you’re gonna come home to me—after this guy gets you off.” My husband kisses the dip where my collar bones meet. “He’s gonna keep this pussy nice and warm for me.” He drags a slow lick up the side of my neck, pressing his tongue flat at the edge of my jaw. “And he’s gonna peel off the new dress I got you just for this date.”

My breath catches and even through my lusty haze, the sound of a new dress pulls my attention. “You already got me a whole spa day! Did you really get me a new dress too?”

My husband lands a simple, soft kiss, sets me down on the bed, and goes to the closet. I’m too distracted by the thick outline in his pants when he places a big box on the edge of the bed.

“I want all eyes on you tonight.”

My bottom lip snags between my teeth, I lean up on my shins and knees, and carefully unpack the box.

I’ve been married for over a decade, and tonight, my husband is going all out. Inside the box is a gorgeous, lacy red dress. But that’s not all. My husband brings out a smaller box, unveiling matching cheeky panties.

“If another guy is going to fuck you, I’m gonna make sure he knows you’re well taken care of. I’m gonna make sure he knows what kind of standards, his cock needs to live up to.”

My lips quiver as my body heats. My husband really is thinking about both my heart and my pussy—my two most important organs. “It’s perfect,” I say, voice thick.

“I know this sharing thing is a big deal—I mean, shit, we made a vow and everything. But this doesn’t break it. This is only going to add to it.” My husband grins devilishly. “Would be a damn shame for me to keep this pussy all to myself.”

I slide into the dress and twirl in the mirror. It clings to my curves perfectly, pushing up my ass and tits. The sides are a little see-through, letting peeks of my skin through between lace filigree.

“If you meet this guy and decide you really don’t wanna be shared, I’m gonna be sitting right at the bar counter.”

Everything my husband has done for me today was meant to ease my nerves. He knows I can get a little too in-my-head about changes. Sometimes, I spiral by thinking the absolute worst. But above everything, I trust my husband. If he’s picked out someone just my type, then I’m game to try this sharing this.

“Only thing left is to actually meet the guy then,” I say, hyping myself up and pushing down all my overthinking. “Shouldn’t keep him waiting.”

“That’s my girl.” My husband grins wider than I’ve ever seen.
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When we get to the restaurant, my husband goes in before me. It’s almost like a role play where we pretend to not know each other, but instead of acting all coy at the bar, I’m meeting another guy.

I quickly smooth down the dress and fix my hair in the window of the fancy Italian restaurant. All the tables I can see are filled with couples—I bet I’m the only one here to meet someone outside of my relationship. The glint of my wedding ring catches in my reflection and I bite my lip, thumbing over the diamond.

It’s thrilling to have this little secret that the other couples don’t, but I wouldn’t want to mislead this guy. I keep my ring in place and strut through the doors, head held high.

I give the host my name and he brings me around to the table. My blind date is already here.

My heart pounds with every step and my thighs rub together in anticipation. The moment I lay eyes on this man, I let out a breath I absolutely knew I was holding.

My husband picked this man because he’s my type, and my husband fucking nailed it.

Dark hair, gorgeous blue eyes I could drown in, thick, corded muscles that are visible through his navy sweater, and a lush, trimmed beard to highlight his masculine jaw.

He’s obviously as pleased to see me as I am him. Those hot, intense eyes rove over my curves and he licks his lips before he stands to greet me. “Penny? I’m Dan.”

My mouth runs dry and my thighs tighten when Dan takes over from the host, pulling out my chair. I’m about to sit down when his hand lands at the small of my back—warmth spreading right to my already hot core. His breath skates across the shell of my ear and my nipples peak.

“You look fucking fantastic, but that dress is gonna look even better on the floor.” His voice is so deep and firm, it sends a shiver of promise right to my cunt.

Okay, so my husband was absolutely right. Dan is my type. And now that I’ve seen him, had those massive ghost over my body, I’m craving more.

All of my second thoughts fall away, and I glance at my husband sitting at the bar. He shoots me a knowing smirk and I roll my eyes, turning my attention back to Dan.

My husband wants all eyes on me?

Well, what my husband wants, my husband gets.

I bat my lashes, tilting my head with a coy look. “Quite the mouth,” I tease back as Dan settles in across from me, “it’ll look even better between my legs.”

Dan whistles, low to high. He leans, placing those strong forearms on the table. “Not everyone’s up for a blind date on Valentine’s. Wasn’t sure what I was getting into when I got that message, but this might turn out to be my favorite Valentine’s.”

I flush and the host comes over to take our orders. I pick a truffle ravioli and Dan picks a tagliatelle. I realize that I never asked about the details of how my husband picked out this date. Dan might not know that it wasn’t me on the other end of the message!

Before I can fill him in, his gaze catches on my ring. For a beat, I think I won’t get to be shared on Valentine’s after all. But instead, he reaches out and drags a finger across the diamond. “This just an accessory or am I gonna have to change my locks?”

“Neither.” My eyes flick to the bar. “The message you got…it was from my husband. He knows exactly what’s going on and he’s…well, let’s just say he’s on board. Enthusiastically.”

Dan cocks a brow and looks over his shoulder. My husband raises his glass and nods. Dan snorts in amusement, returning the gesture. “That’s a new one,” he says, turning back to me. “How long you two been married?”

I bite my lip and rub my ankles together. For some reason, talking about my marriage gets me more flustered than the thought of sleeping with another guy. “Fifteen years in a couple months.”

Dan whistles with a calculating look. “Gotta keep things interesting, huh? So what’s the deal? You fuck other guys, he gets to clean you up?”

My cheeks heat and my walls squeeze. “This is the first time we’re trying this,” I admit. “So I guess you’re going to set the routine—if you’re up for it.”

Something shifts between us. Dan’s hand shifts, thumb now rubbing small circles on my pulse point. He leans in, eyes dark and devious. “I get to be the first guy you fuck since you got married? Sweetheart, I’ve never been more interested. Fuck it, let’s give your husband somethin’ to really think about, then.” Chair legs squeak as he drags mine closer and his free hand lands on my knee.

That’s when it hits me—everything is in place and everyone is on board. I’m really going to be shared tonight.

And in the words of Dan, I’ve never been more interested!

Dan’s hand warm, big, calloused, and when he squeezes, his knuckles press into a sensitive spot I didn’t even know I had. I gasp and the hand slides up, toying with the edge of my dress before slipping underneath. His fingers reach the seam of my lacy panties, and he traces the scalloped edges, moving so painfully slow that every drag of his nails makes me jump in my seat.

My breaths are already coming in quicker, my thigh muscles twitch, and my pussy pulses, aching for the teasing to turn harder—rougher.

From my periphery, I watch my husband’s reactions. There was still a little part of me that wondered if this would end up hurting my marriage, but even with this distance, I can tell my husband is turned on. His face is a deep red, his eyes are fixed under the table, and his nose flares out with needy huffs. My husband is into this—really into this!

“Fuck,” I whimper, “I don’t think I’m holding out till dinner.”

Dan chuckles, raspy and heady. “Sweetheart, you’re all the meal I need.” He clears his throat, pushes his chair away, grabs my wrist, and guides me to the back of the restaurant. I don’t miss the wink he shoots my husband along the way.

We slip into the private bathroom and the second the lock latches behind us, my back hits the cool tiles and Dan’s mouth is on my neck. His breath is hot, and his hands are eager. Long, thick fingers squeeze my tits, thumbing over a peaked nipple.

“You get this dress just for this date?” He grabs my waist and plops me on the sink counter, eying me like he’s on death row and I’m his last meal.

I trail my hand up my leg, pulling up the dress just enough for a tease—not enough for a show. “My husband picked it out. He wanted you to see that I’m well taken care of.”

Dan growls, and the rumble fills the small bathroom, ricocheting off the dark tiles. “He’s got good taste.” His hand lands flat over mine and he pushes them up until he finds my panties again. “But I ain’t him, Sweetheart. I’m not giving you back in one piece.”

Dan hooks his finger around the the crotch of my panties, and with a sharp tugs, rips the lace right off me. I gasp as my pussy throbs with the sound of ripped fabric as my wetness is kissed by the cool air.

“Those were new!” I protest, but we both know it’s a fake protest. That was probably the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced.

Dan grins as his fingers find my cunt, sliding three digits in until they’re nestled deep in me. “Dinner’s on me then.” Those fingers are hot and eager, marking their territory deep in me. He pumps into me, pressing right into that soft, sensitive patch and suddenly, the last thing on my mind is my tattered panties.

“Ohhh fuck!” I grab onto the edge of the counter, rolling my hips for more. My pussy flutters around the foreign fingers, squeezing and pulling him in almost like it’s my first time.

“You’re so damn tight,” he groans, “your husband is one lucky fucker.” Two more thrusts and he spreads his fingers wide, pushing against my walls, before pulling them out. His hand glistens with my slick and he slips them in his mouth, undoing his pants with his free hand.

I can barely register what I’m watching. This man—my blind date—is licking my juices off his fingers as his cock bounces free, leaking in anticipation.

And what a cock it is.

Dan is long, thick, and his tip is the perfect shade of red to match my dress. It’s the perfect red for Valentine’s. He swipes his thumb along the ridge before smearing his shining bead of precum across the head.

My pussy waters as much as my mouth.

“You ready to fuck someone who’s not your husband?” Dan asks.

It’s funny to think about how I might’ve answered this question differently just half an hour ago. But now, there’s only one answer.

“Yes,” I moan, “fuck yes.”

He doesn’t keep me waiting any longer. He grabs my thighs—the soaked hand dripping a mix of spit and slick down my skin—lines us up, and plunges deep in me.

And fuck, I can’t remember why I ever had second thoughts about being shared!

My pussy revels in the new cock, fluttering and mapping out curves it’s never felt. Dan is ever thicker than I thought, stretching me out to that edge of sinful mix between pain and pleasure.

With a husky, throaty noise, Dan grabs my tits, squeezing and kneading until I’m coming apart at the seams. The newness of his cock, the reminder that my husband is just outside, and the way Dan can’t help but manhandle me—it all pushes me toward the edge.

And then with the next thrust, his cockhead smacks against my g-spot, and I’m tipped over.

But Dan is right there to catch me. His lips slot onto mine, eagerly mapping out my mouth, lapping at my tongue, and nibbling at my bottom lip.

My head spins from all this pleasure rippling through me, but before I feel the need to pull myself together, Dan takes charge.

“We’re not done yet.” Dan pulls out and sets me on the floor. “Bend this sweet ass over the counter and watch how I fuck you.”

I don’t have to think twice. I turn around, place my hands flat on the counter, arch my back, and look at our reflections. My hair is a mess, my makeup has started to run, and my lips are swollen. I look so thoroughly fucked-out…and we’re not even done!

Dan doesn’t look any more put-together. That dark hair sticks to the sheen of sweat until he runs his fingers through it, smirking at me in the mirror. “When you come around me this time, you’re going to see who you’re with.” He grabs my hips, tilts my ass up, and pushes in.

With this new angle, he goes deeper and stretches me out even harder. His gaze darkens when he bottoms out. And he’s right, watching myself take a man who’s not my husband makes a whole new part of me flare to life. I never thought I’d be interested in being with more than one man, but it’s not the first time I’ve been wrong, and I’m sure it won’t be the last.

“Shit,” he mutters through gritted teeth, “your cunt’s squeezing me so damn hard—you fucking love watching this, don’t you?” This time, his thrusts start out slow and the muscle running down the side of his neck pulses.

“Fuck yes,” I moan as my back arches to its limit.

“Your husband know how much of a slut you are?” He picks up pace, pounding into me when my legs shake.

I let out a weak, raspy chuckle, and my breath fogs the mirror. Who knew I’d love being called a slut? I’m still so sensitive from last orgasm, but his words kickstart the next one.

“Bet he does,” Dan groans. “He’s gonna take his turn after me, huh? He’s gonna fuck my cum right back into this hot pussy!”

“Yes, yes, fuuuuck yeeess!”

We’re both babbling, taken in the heat of the moment. My mouth hangs open, my eyes roll back, and my nose presses against the mirror. Holy shit, I’m going to come again on this man’s cock! Twice in one night with someone who isn’t my hus—

All my thoughts come to a crashing halt when the rush of my next orgasm smashes into me. My cunt clenches so hard that Dan stutters, burying himself deep enough that the warmth of his cum spreads through my whole body.

Well, if I looked fucked-out before, I look completely wrecked now. My dress is bunched up, my hair is fully undone, and my skin is littered in tiny marks where Dan couldn’t help himself.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

His cock slides out and Dan presses a soft kiss to my cheek when he zips up. “Dinner’s on me, Doll. It’s the least I can do to thank you and your husband.” He takes in our reflection, tucking stray hair behind my ear. “Take your time in here.” He cleans up the tattered panties, shoving them in his pocket. “Hope you don’t mind if I keep a souvenir.” His hand lands on the doorknob and he pauses, shooting a hot grin over his shoulder. “Oh, and happy Valentine’s Day.” With a wink, he’s gone.
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My body thrums from the aftershocks of my orgasms—yup, multiple. My husband did a fantastic job at finding Dan for my first time shared! My thighs twitch, my lips are swollen, and warm cum drips past my pussy lips. As much as I love fucking my husband, there’s something about orgasms with a new man that energizes me like nothing else.

I had just forgotten what it was like because I’ve been married for so long.

But my husband realized exactly what I needed even when I didn’t.

By the time I’ve cleaned myself up enough to go back out into public—I can’t do much about my missing panties or my just-fucked hair, but at least my tits aren’t hanging out of my dress—my husband is sitting at my table instead of Dan.

“You look hotter than ever—told you he was just your type,” my husband says with a deep, throaty groan. His gaze keeps darting over my body and he’s licking his lips. “Just knowing you fucked another man in there…baby, I’m already so damn hard.”

I stifle a moan as my thighs squeeze, already pulsing in anticipation for the next fuck. “You did promise to clean me up for dessert.” I trail a hand down my curves, making sure my husband can’t resist following the movement. “And trust me, there’s a lot to clean up under this dress.”

“Fuck,” Zack mutters and flags down a waiter. “We’re going to take dessert to go,” he tells the man who has a knowing glint in his eyes.

“Your meal has already been paid for by the gentleman who was here before you.” The waiter’s voice gives nothing away when he hands my husband a bag full of take-out. “I do hope you’ll come again.” He eyes me down with a smirk before leaving my husband and I to our own devices.

“Dan really paid for our meal?” I ask, snapping out of my horny haze for a second. “And he ordered extra for us to take home?”

My husband chuckles, shaking his head. “Free meal to along with a fuck? Those are your two favorite things.” My husband guides us out of the restaurant, hand at the small of my back, fingers teasing the curve of my ass. “I’m gonna have some stiff competition in this whole sharing thing, aren’t I?”

I can’t help but giggle. “You’ll just have to rise to the occasion and get even…stiffer.”

The moment we get home, my husband kicks the door shut, throws his keys and the take-out cake to the side, and slams against the wall. “Tell me everything,” he growls, hot breath tickling the apples of my cheeks. “Did he push you up against the bathroom wall like you’d hoped?” Zack’s hands drift lower, sliding under my dress. “Did he stretch you out and bend you over for more?” His fingers find dripping cum painting my thighs. “Did you feel every spurt of his hot load?”

Holy shit! I love it when my husband dominates, but this is different. This isn’t just our usual cat-and-mouse foreplay. This time, my husband’s growls, rough touches, and intense gaze is downright animalistic. He’s feral for me!

And I fucking love it!

“Yes,” I moan, writhing under his touch. “He pushed me against the wall, ripped off my panties, and fucked me like he needed my cunt to stay alive.”

“And you took him like the perfect slut you are, didn’t you?” His hand finally slides all the way up, finding my bare pussy. He slides apart my pussy lips, smearing Dan’s cum all around. From the base of my clit to the wink of my ass, I’m coated in the mix of my own wetness and another man’s cum.

I nod, barely getting the movement right with the heady swirl of desire surging through my core. “I’m your slut.”

“Damn fucking right you are.” Two digits slip into my pussy, pumping as my walls flutter around him. “My slutty wife who just loves to be shared. This pussy begs for all the cock it can take.” His fingers splay out, spreading me wide.

I gasp and hold onto his shoulders. My nails dig into his muscles as my thighs instinctively go up, wrapping around his waist. I’m blurting out everything else Dan and I did in that bathroom, leaving out no details, and my husband is just growing harder and harder.

“Please,” I whimper, throwing my head back. “Need your cock. My pussy needs you! Fuck me! Reclaim me!”

Zack chuckles, slides his digits out of my pussy, slides his soaked fingers across my lips, and kisses me. It’s deep and hard, but there’s a softness that reminds me of when he kissed me at the altar. That was a new stage in our relationship, and so is this.

There is pre-hotwife Penny and there’s post-hotwife Penny.

And I don’t want to go back to the old me.

“Desperate for my cock even after you just came on another one?” My husband teases when his mouth pulls away. Somehow keeping me in place against the wall, he unbuckles his belt and hurriedly pushes down his pants, wrapping those cum-covered fingers around his shaft.

“Mhmm, always gonna come home to you—your cock.”

“That’s what I like to hear.” He lines us up, teasing me when his cockhead parts my pussy lips without pushing in. “Tell me you wanna be my shared wife.”

I could tease my husband back—I could hold out until I’m edged to oblivion. But my body can’t handle it. My pussy is clenching, gushing with more slick than I could imagine. It needs my husband’s cock. And so do I.

“Yes!” My voice is breathy and my promise is a vow. “I wanna be your shared wife. On Valentine’s, on St. Patrick’s, on fucking National Donut Day. I wanna be your slut forever!”

Zack’s cock pushes in and my cunt practically sings in pleasure. Every nerve lights up, every muscle tenses, every thought falls away.

It’s just me and my husband.

And of course, the promise of more men.

My husband’s head drops to my shoulder and his lips graze my searing skin. He reaches under my ass, squeezing my cheeks before pressing me harder into the wall and throwing my legs up. My knees press against my tits and I’m folded in half with my shins around his shoulders.

“Ohhh fuck!” I moan when the new angle lets my husband reach the deepest, most sensitive parts of my pussy.

Zack lets out a breathy laugh. “Your pussy’s squeezing me so damn tight. Dan got it all warmed up for me.” His thrusts pick up pace, lifting me higher—physically and emotionally—every time.

I loved fucking Dan—there’s no denying that from the tingling sensations still wracking my body. But fucking my husband after fucking another man? I never thought that being shared would mean this level of primal pleasure—this connection—with a man I’ve spent over a decade with.

That decade came with trust, security, and obviously, a shit ton of sex. But, it also meant my pussy got to memorize my husband’s cock’s curve, ridge, and throbbing vein. Now that it’s taken another man, it’s had a beat to reset.

Now, my pussy takes my husband’s cock like it did in those first day—during the honeymoon phase. Now, my pussy clenches, flutters, squeezes him, trying to mold his shapes and movements into memories again.

And my husband can tell because he’s pounding into me like never before. He’s grunting as wet sounds of his sac slapping the cusp of my ass fills the air. He’s huffing when his cocktip smacks deliciously against my g-spot. And he’s claiming me—biting, sucking, licking any stretch of open skin—because no matter how many men I fuck, he’ll be the one I come home to.

All the roiling emotions and bubbling pleasure boil over with the next hard thrust. My husband’s hot seed mixes with my slick and Dan’s cooling cum, and my pussy can’t get enough. My muscles twitch, pulling in my husband’s load, supporting the orgasm rippling through me. The lingering twitches of his cock punctuate my own moans when my calves shudder and clench around his neck.

My body feels heavy and my mind is empty. We stay there, sweaty, messy, and completely filthy until my husband gathers up his remaining strength and moves us to the bedroom. I whimper with the loss of his cock, but the warm cum oozing past my pussy lips serves as a promise of more. I bounce on the bed and sigh against the soft surface.

“Happy Valentine’s Day,” my husband says, tucking me in and crawling in beside me.

I settle in with a sated smile and full cunt. “Best Valentine ever.”

My husband chuckles. “The first of many to come.”

Yeah, I’m going to love being my husband’s shared, slutty wife!


HOTWIFE'S SHAMROCK SHARE


MY HUSBAND CATCHES me flirting with his best friend at a St. Patrick's Day party! But, instead of being green with envy, he's eager to share me!

My husband and I have been looking for ways to spice up the bedroom. When he sees me flirting with his best friend, Sam, he reveals his deepest fantasy: he wants to share me! And Sam is just my type!

I might tease my husband about other men to rile him up, but I never thought it would actually happen! My husband and his friend take turns filling me and driving me to heights of pleasure I’ve only ever imagined!

I’m the luckiest wife, getting doubly lucky, on the luckiest day of the year!
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“Are you sure you can’t blow off work tonight? It’s one night off!” I pout and slide my arms around my husband’s neck, ghosting my lips over the shell of his ear.

Grant’s chest rises and the muscles along the side of his neck twitch. “Fuck, I wish I could.” He eyes me over his shoulder, lids getting heavy and gaze turning dark. “It’s the biggest investment offer the company’s seen.”

My husband, Grant, and I have been together for seven years. We’ve had our ups and downs, like any married couple, but it’s been more up than down. Especially lately, now that we’re more adventurous in chasing each other’s pleasures.

So, I can’t help but be extra disappointed that he won’t be able to make it to his best friend’s St. Patrick’s day party because of a work thing! Even if that work thing could land him the sweet promotion he’s been after for a year now.

It doesn’t mean I won’t still try to get him to see my side of things.

“Sure I can’t convince you?” I pull up my t-shirt, letting my tits bounce as the fabric snags against my curves on the way up.

He’s been at his desk all morning, setting up reports and dashboards for his big presentation. He shifts between watching my reflection in his laptop screen and peeking at me from his periphery.

I know he’s watching, so I make a show of teasing him.

I bat my eyes in that sweet, innocent way he loves as my fingers dance over my chest and I reach back to unhook my bra. The soft, emerald green, mesh fabric doesn’t leave much to the imagination and I lean so the heft of my curves press against his shoulders.

The soft click of the hooks opening makes his nose flare, and when the straps fall off my arms, Grant’s grip tightens against the edge of the desk.

“You’re making some compelling arguments for your case,” he says, voice hoarse and heady.

“I always do!” I lick a hot, wet strip up from the base of his jaw, teasing behind his ear. “What am I gonna do at this party without you? Not like I can sneak off for a quickie in the laundry room with Sam.” I scoff.

Something flashes across my husband’s eyes—jealousy maybe?

I can play with that.

“If my big, strong husband isn’t there to take care of my needs, I might just end up on another man’s—” I make a popping sound with my lips instead of finishing that sentence.

Grant’s nose flares, the office chair swivels, and the next thing I know, I’m plopped onto my husband’s lap, thighs crossing over his. “You might just end up on another man’s cock?” His voice is deep and rough—but I rethink my earlier sentiment. I don’t think he’s jealous—or maybe I just can’t find it in his voice. “You might end up getting fucked and filled by another man?” His hands rove all over my body, finding the curve of my ass with a squeeze. “You might come back to me, dripping of someone else’s cum?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I say with breathy moans. “I might do all of that if you don’t come to the party!” I shiver with every new sentence slipping past my husband’s lips. He’s talking about the idea of me fucking another man and I’m getting turned on? I’m going to have to unpack this later, but right now, I’m too focused on the growing hard-on I’m grinding against.

Grant’s head dips to the crook of my neck. “What if I want you do all that?” His whispered words against my skin send vibrations of pleasure down my spine.

There’s that undertone of something that makes my breath hitch. He can’t actually want me to come on another man’s cock, right? I was just joking around, making him a little jealous—it’s not that unusual between us. We’ve been married for so long, and things can get stale. After a rough patch, we took more time to spice things up. So, we sometimes role-play that we’re exes and I’ll flirt with another man in front of him. Grant goes wild, watching other men ogle me, and the sex afterwards? Mindblowing.

But, I’ve never crossed the line.

I’d never actually cheat on my husband.

Except, if he wants it, then it’s not really cheating, right?

But before I can ask him about the throwaway line, he grabs my chin and pulls my lips to his.

And the moment my husband’s tongue is lapping against mine, exploring my mouth like he hasn’t had every inch of me, all my thoughts fall away.

I moan and arch into him. My skin is hot, my nipples are hard, and my pussy is so damn eager. He toys with the waistband of my shorts, slipping two fingers down the front, tugging my panties and shorts away from my body.

My hips follow, gyrating against his semi. If my husband can’t be there to fuck me at the party tonight, I should at least be allowed some fun beforehand!

I push up his shirt and let myself revel in the hard lines of his muscles. He might not have the same physique now as he did when we first started dating, but even through his busy work schedule—and wife schedule—he stays in shape. My nails graze against his mountains and valleys before quickly snapping open the button of his jeans.

Grant tugs at my bottom lip, now plump and swollen in anticipation, smirking when he pulls off with a sharp bite. “You have no fucking idea how close I am to letting this damn company tank just so we can sneak off and fuck at the party tonight.” He lifts up my ass, letting both of us push down each other’s pants. “It used to be our St. Patrick’s tradition.”

“Mhmm, we’ve fucked at every party Sam’s thrown.” I grab my husband’s wrist and guide his hand between my legs. Two digits find their way between my folds, and I gasp, realizing just how soaked I am. “You wouldn’t want to break tradition, would you?” My voice is all breathy and stuttering.

I’m supposed to be teasing my husband, convincing him to wrap up work early and come to the party, but he’s doing a damn good job of distracting me.

“Maybe it’s time to change tradition”—those two, super distracting, fingers slip into my pussy—“spice things up again.” Long, thick digits curl into me, sending shudders of desire through the sensitive spot deep inside.

“Ohhh fuck!” One hand slaps against his pecs, and the other scrambles to wrap around his hard length. “I…I love spice!” I barely know what I’m saying when I’m squeezing his cock, letting beads of pre slip out and mix with my slick.

“Yeah? You wanna change things up?” A third finger slips in, pressing against my walls, stretching me through the throbbing pressure. “You wanna take another cock?”

There’s that question again. Is Grant just teasing me or is there something more to this?

But my mind goes blank because my husband knows how to play my body like a rockstar. Those fingers press deep, massaging my sensitive spot until I can’t think anymore. “I want…I want anything you give me,” I pant as my thighs start to shake.

“That’s my good girl.” His praise shoots straight to my core, but before I get to come, his fingers pull out.

I whimper for my empty, pleading pussy, but I trust my husband. He’s never left me hanging—unless it was to get me off even harder later. He doesn’t make me wait long this time, grabbing my ass with that soaked hand and lifting me so I can angle his cock against my entrance.

His shaft slides into me with ease—I’m so damn wet, I’m coating his thighs and staining his office chair. He fills me out, my walls stretching around his familiar length.

Fuck, I just love my husband’s cock.

My pussy has everything about it memorized: the thickness, the slight tilt to the left, the throbbing vein running down its underside, and the bulging tip that fits the puzzle of my orgasm.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!” I grab onto his shoulders, sinking my nails into taut muscle. “Close! So close!”

He lifts me up like I weigh nothing, slamming me back down on his shaft. I bounce and roll my hips, catching the base of my clit against his base. The office chair rolls, tapping against the desk, and his laptop rattles.

But when we’re like this, nothing else matters.

“Come on my cock, baby,” my husband growls, “come on my cock and I’ll let you come on another!”

Even if it’s just teasing, his command pushes me over the edge. I come with a full body shudder as pleasure cascades over me. Wave after wave of pleasure squeezes my husband’s cock until hot cum gives me what I crave.

I’m not sure how long it takes me to recover, but my husband keeps his cock in me until my vision can focus again. He eases himself out and I pout, already missing the fullness.

Grant places a soft kiss on my forehead before letting out a deep breath. “Think that’ll tide you over through the party?”

My legs wobble when I stand again, letting my husband’s hot cum slide down my thighs. “It has to—promise me you’ll let me ride you again when the party’s done?”

With an animalistic growl, Grant squeezes my ass. “Fuck yes. I’ll give you everything you need once I’m done this presentation. Now go slip into that slutty little green dress and have fun at the party.” He winks like there’s something more to his words, but he tucks his cock back into his pants and turns back to the computer before I can ask.

I slip on my new, deep green dress and check myself out. It’s shimmering with sequins, clinging to my curves like a second skin. My husband said he won’t be able to make it, but that doesn’t mean I can’t feel sexy. And nothing is sexier than letting his cum drip free.

It’s St. Patrick’s day. Who needs panties or a bra?

Sated and all dressed up, I make my way to the party, realizing halfway out the door that I never ended up asking my husband about all those things he said for spicing up our sex life. Could he really have meant it when he said he wanted me to fuck other men? Or was it just in the heat of the moment?
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Thanks to my husband’s afternoon delight, I’m fashionably late to the party. Sam has been hosting these things since our college days, and it’s come a long way since those cramped, dorm parties. Now, he’s changed out the patio lighting for ambient green ones, there’s a big, gold-plated cauldron filled with gold-wrapped chocolate coins, and shamrocks plastered across the walls.

“Alyssa! There you are,” Sam’s gruff voice greets me when I walk in. Sam is my husband’s best friend—they’ve known each other since they were kids, went to the same schools, college, and until Sam started his own fitness company, they even worked together. And tonight, he’s bringing out the big guns. As in, he’s wearing a sleek, dark green sweater that hugs his massive arms. The richness of the green reflects in his brown eyes, making them more hazel, pulling me in. His messy, dirty blond hair looks freshly cut, and that social-media famous smile almost makes me forget where I am.

When he grabs my coat, his muscles ripple. When he gestures to the party room, his oaky musk envelopes me. When he gently rests his warm hand against the small of my back, my skin tingles.

Wow, I really need to get it together. My husband literally just fucked me—his cum in my pussy isn’t even dry yet—and I’m already raring to go again.

It has to be some Pavlovian response to being at this party. Every single year, my husband and I sneak off together for a quickie, so that’s just what my body is expecting this year too.

Then again….

I stop myself from physically shaking my head when I remember what my husband said about sharing me. It was totally just a heat of the moment thing. You can’t trust a man’s words when his cock is out!

“Looks like you’re missing someone.” Sam raises a brow, scanning around to double check for my husband. “Grant not gonna make it?”

“What, I’m not enough?” I tease with a hand on my popped hip.

Sam chuckles and his fingers sink deeper into my back, loudly scrunching up the sequins on my dress. His face dips, so close again, and his hot breath tickles my skin. “Lookin’ like this? You’re more than enough all on your own.”

I swear his gaze dips to my lips, but before I can set my thoughts straight, he pulls away.

Am seriously this delirious from craving cock that I’m imagining my husband’s best friend coming onto me?

Besides, Sam and my husband might be best friends, but they’re totally different. My husband is the workaholic and Sam is the party animal. Obviously, it doesn’t mean my husband can’t let loose or that Sam doesn’t know when to rein it in, but there’s a reason why Sam is the one throwing these parties. In college, Sam was the one with a carousel of women while my husband and I were basically a done deal.

So, Sam’s always been extra flirty.

It doesn’t mean anything.

I’m definitely just caught up in my husband’s final promise—I came on his cock, and my husband promised to let me come on another. Grant’s filthy dirty talk is just fueling my imagination.

“Come on, party’s already started. Serena’s about to go bobbing for chocolate coins in the big, gold pot.” Sam guides me through the house, ending up in the kitchen.

“She would.”

“Can I get you a drink?”

I shake my head. “Hangovers don’t disappear like they used to.”

Sam smirks and takes out a jug from the fridge. “Mocktail then?”

I nod and he pulls out two glasses. He rolls up his sleeves to pour the liquid. I can’t help watching those long fingers, twitching muscles, and bulging veins. The drink spills over the edge, and a tantalizing drop clings to the glass.

Sam holds it up to my lips, heat swirling as his voice drops. “Better lick that clean—just ‘cause it’s a party, doesn’t mean I wanna leave a mess.”

I press up the bottom of the glass with a single finger and dart my tongue out, lapping at the cool drink.

Sam holds my gaze the whole time—from when I let out a sigh at drink’s sweetness to when I lick my lips and our fingers graze in the glass’ exchange.

“Fuck,” Sam mutters, “Grant’s one lucky man, gettin’ that tongue all to himself.”

I flush, downing the mocktail in a gulp. It doesn’t have any alcohol, but warmth spreads through me anyways. My thighs tighten and I rub them together, reminding myself my husband’s cooling cum still clinging to my skin.

Sam looks amused. “Better slow down, Sweetheart. Don’t wanna rush a good thing.” He steps closer, grabbing a tendril of my stray, blonde hair. “Trust me, I like to take my time.”

My breath hitches and my pussy clenches. If my husband were here, we probably would’ve already been half-naked and panting in corner of this kitchen. If my husband were here—

“Am I interrupting?”

I gasp, stepping away from Sam as fast as I can and turning to the familiar voice that makes me melt every time. My heart threatens to beat out of my chest, and I remind myself that flirting is harmless. Hell, my husband loves it when I flirt with men to rile him up! This is no different just because it’s with his best friend.

“Grant!” Sam recovers before me, going over to my husband and throwing an arm over his shoulders. “Didn’t think you’d make it.”

My husband’s eyes are pinned on me, flaming with an intense heat I’ve never seen. “Alyssa made a great argument for getting me to wrap up work—can’t let my wife down.”

Sam grins wide—shouldn’t he be trying to defend himself from the flirting too? It takes two to tango here! I know I wasn’t the only one instigating whatever sparks flew between us! “I dunno, I think I was doin’ a damn good job keepin’ your wife company.” Sam turns to me. “Ask her yourself.”

I clear my throat, finally finding my voice. “Umm, yea, we were just…catching up.”

My husband hums and tears his eyes off me, looking to his best friend. “Guess you haven’t told her yet.”

“Tell me what?” I blink rapidly, looking between the two men. “What’s there to tell? Are you two keeping secrets?” I knew there was something more to my husband’s mirth when he was fucking me, but I didn’t think it would be a secret with Sam!

Sam slaps my husband’s shoulder, letting out a chortling laugh. “Nah, it was too damn fun watching her squirm.”

My husband shakes his head and sighs. “How the hell am I still friends with you?” He brushes off Sam and in two large steps, his arms wrap around my waist. “Remember how I kept dropping hints about you fucking other men?”

“Uhhh”—my face flushes when I peek over my husband’s shoulder to see an eavesdropping Sam—“sure, but wasn’t that just a heat of the moment thing?”

Grant’s grip around my waist tightens and his thumb rubs gentle circles against the top of my pelvic bone. “Not quite…I had been thinking about it after Serena’s husband mentioned it. I know we always get frisky at this party, so I thought tonight would be the perfect night to bring up the idea of sharing you.”

“Come again?” I blurt as my mouth hangs open.

“That’s the plan, Sweetheart. Come again, and again, and again,” Sam chimes in with sultry wink.

My husband and I both roll our eyes. We can always count on Sam to diffuse a tense situation.

“So let me get this straight…you want to share me…with your best friend?” I cross my arms. “And you don’t want to sleep with other women?”

“I’m a one-woman man…and obviously, you don’t have to fuck anyone you don’t want to.” Grant eyes Sam from his periphery. “But, I’ve seen how you two look at each other.” He shrugs. “It’s why I wanted Sam to be the first. Familiar, but”—his lips drop to the shell of my ear—“the way your pussy squeezed when I promised you another cock…so fucking hot.”

My husband’s hot breath whispering about his fantasy sends a deep shiver through me. I’m annoyed that Grant and Sam kept this from me, but now that it’s out in the open…I can’t deny the fluttering in my core. “You’re…you’re sure about this?” I ask as my pulse picks up. “You won’t feel weird, watching me with another man?”

Grant lets out a ragged moan, grabs my wrist, and lets my touch trace his body until it lands between his legs.

Holy shit.

My husband is already half-hard! We’ve only been talking about this whole sharing thing and my husband’s pants are visibly tenting!

“I’m going to feel a lot of things, Alyssa, but weird isn’t one of them.” Grant guides my hand into a gentle squeeze, and his cock twitches like it’s confirming the sentiment. “So, what do you say? Be my sexy, slutty, shamrock shared wife?”

My head spins at all this information. My husband’s proposal earlier wasn’t just a heat of the moment thing! He actually wants me to fuck other guys—hell, he’s turned on by it! If this isn’t the definition of spicing up our sex life, I don’t know what is!

“Yes!” I blurt. “Yes, yes, fuck yes!”
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The moment I agree to being my husband’s shared wife, the air in the room thickens. There’s a palpable sexual energy buzzing through all of us. I know the look in my husband’s eyes well, but the look in Sam’s is new.

Sure, we were flirty just now, and he’s known to be a flirt, but now? Now it’s something hotter. Now, it’s something more animalistic.

“Grant wanted to take turns”—Sam moves behind me, running the back of his hand down my spine and taking the zipper of my dress with it—“and I think, as the host of honor, I should go first.” His knuckles bump along all the little nerve endings down my back, coaxing short gasps from my lips. “That sound good to you, Alyssa? Wanna show your husband how you come on another man’s cock?”

I don’t even have to think about the answer, and when I meet my husband’s gaze, I can tell this is what he wants too. “Please,” I whimper, “please, it’s been too long since I’ve come on a cock.”

Grant smirks. “My slutty wife can’t even go a few hours without being desperate for a fuck.” He steps aside, taking one of the stools on the other side of the kitchen island. “Had to finish up work early so I could make sure this pussy got what it deserved.”

Sam’s muscles ripple through his sweater when he lift me up and plops me on the counter. I’m angled so my husband gets a side view, and if I twist my hips, he can peek at my pussy. But it’s Sam’s turn first.

He brackets my legs, and peels the dress off me. Thanks to my teasing stunt before coming here, my bra is still somewhere in my husband’s office. My nipples perk when they’re kissed by the cool air.

And that’s when I realize we’re still in the kitchen…in the middle of a party! There’s people in the other rooms!

Sam must catch onto my thoughts because he glances toward the hallway and grins. “So many times, I knew the two of you were fucking at my parties…this time, I’m the one who gets to fuck you. Maybe if we’re lucky, someone’s gonna walk by.” He cups my breasts, palms settling against the bottom curves, fingers finding my ribs, and thumbs hovering over my aching nipples. “That’s what you hoped for, right, when the two of you kept up your little tradition? Even before you knew you wanted to be shared, you were hoping for another cock.”

With each breath, my chest rises to meet the rough pads of his thumbs. Every inhale, I let out a mewling gasp. “Yes,” I reply. I never thought of it that way, but it’s true. Every time my husband and I would play these games to spice things up, I was looking for a way to fulfill my pussy’s needs.

I just didn’t know what those needs were until today.

“You hear that, Grant? She’s been getting off, thinking about other cock.” Sam’s thumbs finally make contact with my nipples, rubbing over the sensitive buds and making my head spin in arousal. “You lucky fucker, you married a slut!”

“Damn right I did.” My husband’s voice is filled with pride—all at me being a slut. “And I’d marry her all over again if I could. Fuck, if I had a redo, I’d share her on our wedding night and see how much cock she can take.”

Oh fuck! My husband loves dirty talk, and I love him for it, but this is a whole new level! He and Sam are talking about me like I’m not even here, like I really am a slut first and everything else second.

And I can’t believe how turned on I am right now!

Who knew that my real kink would be embracing my sluttiest side with the encouragement of my husband?

My back arches and my ankles wrap around Sam’s waist. My hips buck, searching for any amount of friction as my clit pulses. Fuck, I need so much more!

Sam chuckles and replaces one hand with his mouth.

“Yes, oh my fuuuuuck, yes!” I throw my head back, tangle my fingers into Sam’s hair, and let this man go to town, sucking on my nipples as if it’ll spurt gold. His mouth is wet and warm, and his tongue so damn eager, he’s licking and nibbling against my hard nipples. Fuck, I could come just like this!

“Push up her dress,” my husband commands, voice turning hoarse and dark. “Give her pussy what it needs.”

Sam taps on my thighs, telling me to hold on tight. I can barely think through the haze of pleasure to obey him when my ass leaves the counter and he does as my husband demanded. My dress bunches up at my waist and he sets me down again, my bare ass hitting the cool countertop.

The shock in temperature makes me bounce and Sam’s fingers slide between my pussy lips.

His brows shoot up to his hairline and his lips slip off my nipple. “Fuck, you came commando?” Sam holds up his hand—it’s coated in fresh pussy juices and barely damp white. “Fuck me harder, you came here, dripping of Grant’s cum?” Sam stares at me in awe. “Shit, man, your wife is turning me onto the idea of marriage.”

“I told you, she makes convincing arguments.”

Warmth blooms in my chest with every prideful statement my husband makes. If I had known that being shared would make me feel this loved, I would’ve brought it up! Now that this dam has been broken, I don’t think I can go back to monogamy.

And with how my husband is watching, palm rubbing against his cock, I don’t think my husband wants to go back either.

Sam’s digits find their way back to my cunt, and this time, he doesn’t tease me. Those two fingers push deep inside, spreading against my walls and squelching in my gushing wetness.

“Her pussy’s so tight,” Sam groans, adding a third finger and pumping into me. “Glad I jerked off right before this party—fuck, I can’t wait to wrap this cunt around my cock!”

With every thrust, his thumb hits the base of my clit, and my vision blurs. The pressure coils tight, and I’m chasing my release in each breath. I can’t believe it—my husband is actually going to see me come with another man!

But before it can happen, Sam’s fingers leave my pussy.

I whine as my walls squeeze empty. Damn! I was so close!

“Sorry, Sweetheart”—Sam grins, pushing down his pants—“can’t wait anymore. Gonna need you to come on my cock over my fingers.” He snags his sweater up between his teeth and his cock slaps wetly against hard abs.

Obviously, I’ve wondered what kind of heat he’s packing with all the women I’ve seen him with, but Sam’s cock blows my imagined cocks out of the water. He’s big, thick, and that tip makes my cunt squeeze in eagerness. Fuck, I know he’s going to stretch me out to my limit!

And my husband is going to see it happen!

My legs open wider all on their own.

“Eager little slut, aren’t you?” Sam’s cock lines up, parting my wet pussy lips around his head.

I peek down—I can’t help it—and the sight of another man’s cock teasing my entrance makes me feel like the hottest woman on the planet. This must be the feeling my husband wanted me to embrace, and when Sam slowly pushes in, savoring the cling of my walls, my heightened emotions make my pleasure soar.

Sam’s head drops with a groan when he bottoms out. His sweater slips back down, narrowly hovering over the base of his cock. “You guys are getting the best damn anniversary present money can buy—this pussy deserves to be shared, and fuck, I’m never gonna forget being the first.”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” my husband says, voice soothing me like hot stones, “you still have to make her come.”

“Not”—Sam pulls out to the tip—“a”—his thumb presses against my clit again—“problem.” He slams into me, setting a hard and fast pace. My tits bounce, his thumb tightly circles my sensitive nerves, and my head spins with the overwhelming arousal.

“Fuuuck, you’re taking him so well, baby,” my husband’s husky voice cheers me on. “Told you I’d let you come on another cock. Let’s see it, baby, come on Sam’s cock for me.”

The combination of my husband’s anticipation and Sam’s heady thrusts finally pushes me over the edge. My ankles lock around Sam’s waist, holding him in place. He comes with a harsh groan, one hand squeezing my breast and the other stuttering around my clit. Shocks of oversensitive pleasure cascade over me as my clit throbs until Sam’s cock twitches empty.

I moan so loud, I’m shocked someone hasn’t caught onto what the three of us are doing in here. Fuck. I just had one of the strongest orgasms of my life…and it wasn’t with my husband.

Sam slowly pulls out, hot seed dripping over the island and my thighs. He lets out a deep, content sigh. “Grant’s the luckiest one here, but damn, getting to fuck that pussy?” He tucks his cock back in, pulling up his pants. “I’m the lucky one tonight.” He shoots Grant a wide smile. “Your turn—show me how you really fuck your wife.”
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Grant huffs, taking Sam’s spot. His belt flicks open and he shoots me that hot look that tells me I’m about to have the best orgasm of my life.

And that’s a hard promise given the orgasm I’ve just had from Sam.

“Think you can show me up?” Sam goads my husband. “Pretty sure that orgasm made her pussy forget all about you.” He takes the seat just vacated by my husband, leaning back with a satisfied look as he takes in my body.

I’m splayed out on the kitchen island, my hair spread over the marble. I’m panting hard and my clit tingles from oversensitivity. I’ve never taken two men in the same night before—and this isn’t even counting the quickie I had with my husband earlier.

But as exhausted as I am, when my husband’s palm caresses the underside of my calf, my pussy squeezes, ready to bounce back and take my husband.

“This body”—Grant’s hand slowly inches up my leg, leaving a hot trail of goosebumps behind until he finds the curve of my pelvis—“this pussy”—two gentle fingers push apart my pussy lips and cum oozes out freely—“will never forget my cock.”

I gasp when he traces my entrance, spreading the mixture of slick and cum around. “Never ever,” I moan, “always…need your cock.”

“And I’ll give it to you—you earned it.” My husband places gentle kisses at the top of my thighs, tracing patterns along my skin with his lips. “You looked so fucking hot, taking Sam. You have no idea how perfect this slutty little pussy is.” He’s whispering affirmations like a vow. “You came so damn hard, didn’t you? I could tell—fuck, it was so hot watching you like this.” He grabs my legs and pulls me until my legs dangle and my ass is half off the island. He leans over, bracketing my face, kissing up my stomach and teasing my nipples. He lingers on the wet patch left behind by Sam, slipping the nipple in his mouth and moaning around it.

Having my husband’s warmth all around me again sends my body into overdrive.

“Need you,” I whimper, squirming and running my hands all over Grant’s shoulders. “Fuck me—fuck Sam’s cum back into me!” I have no idea where the last bit comes from, but my pussy aches with need the second it slips out.

When my husband growls hard enough to ripple through my skin and syncopate with my pulse, I know I’m not the only one who thinks it’s hot.

“Begging your husband to fuck another man’s cum back in you?” Grant chuckles, licking his lips. “Don’t think those were in our vows.”

“Maybe it’s time to renew those,” I reply.

My breath hitches because a completely new look crosses over my husband’s face. In almost ten years of marriage, I’ve never seen this level of of feral need.

With a blur of movement and a spurt of strength, my husband flips me over. My toes graze along the hardwood, my ass tilts up, and my nipples press into the marble. The cool countertop feels so good against my hot skin, and I arch my back, hoping to tease my husband’s attention back where I need it most.

Grant grabs my ass, kneading and spreading my cheeks before spreading my legs so he can stand between them. “You thought I was joking about sharing you, and now you wanna add it to our vows?” His zipper slides down, and looking over my shoulder, I see him pull out his hard shaft. “Should I take that as a sign that you wanna be shared again?”

My mouth waters when he pumps himself. That delicious bead of precum taunts me, coating his thick tip and clinging to its ridge. “Yes,” I pant, “yes, I wanna be shared. I wanna fuck anyone you want me to fuck.” I arch as far as I can, letting my pussy lips bloom open on their own. “And then I want you to fuck me and reclaim me. I want you to keep my pussy on its toes. I want your cock to be the last cock every night.”

Sam sucks in a sharp breath, but my mind, body, and soul are fixed on my husband. Grant lines himself up, grabs my hips, and slams deep in me. I’ve made this countertop so wet that the two of us slide along the smooth surface when my husband bottoms out.

But even being thrown-off like that doesn’t stop my body from singing in delight.

My husband is home, where he belongs. Deep in me, twitching, filling, fucking.

He regains his footing quickly and pounds into me. This fuck doesn’t feel the same as the one this afternoon. My husband is the same, and I’m the same, but as a couple, we’re different now.

There are no secret fantasies anymore. There’s nothing but open trust between us. Of all the nights, it feels like this one is the real start of our marriage. There’s nothing holding us back from chasing each other’s pleasure.

And thanks to all of this—my husband confiding in me, Sam warning me up, and my husband reclaiming me, it takes no time at all for me to come on my husband’s cock.

This orgasm is earth-shattering. My pussy clenches so tight, squeezing out Sam’s cum between my husband’s slowing thrusts. My head drops to the marble, hot breaths fogging the surface.

We stay like that, intertwined and exhausted, for what feels like hours. My husband sucks in a deep breath before sliding out of me. I barely register the sink running before a warm, damp cloth cleans me up, soothing my tender skin. Sam sets me down from the kitchen island, pulling up my dress and placing another glass of the delicious mocktail in front of me.

I’m reenergized with the first sip and when I’m all cleaned up, the men finally get to catch their breaths.

“Think you’re up for the rest of the party?” My husband grabs my hand and massages my palm.

I look between him and Sam, and it really, truly sinks in. This lucky day marks a turning point in my life. And I’m not just ready, I’m eager to embrace it in all its glory. I nod before replying, “You mean hang out with the party, knowing I have two mens’ cum dripping from my bare pussy?” I relish the way the two men heat at the reminder. “Fuck yes. It’s the second best way to spend the night!”

~~

Love first time wife sharing? Check out Shared with the Best man: https://mybook.to/sharedwithbestman


SHARED WITH THE BEST MAN

Love first time hotwife stories? Check out Shared With The Best Man!
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At our wedding, my husband makes another proposal. He wants to share me with his friends, starting with the best man.

Connor, the best man, is nothing like my husband. He's rough, hard, and intense. With my new husband in our wedding night suite next door, the best man bends me over and takes me from the back, leaving me moaning and pulsing for my wedding night bliss.

My husband gets so riled up from hearing us that our wedding night takes on the white, hot passion I've been dreaming of. He fills me to the brim, and I can't think of a better way to start the rest of our lives!

Read Now: https://mybook.to/sharedwithbestman


USED BY TWO MEN WHILE MY HUSBAND IS AWAY

Love stories about eager wives getting shared? Check out Used By Two Men While My Husband Is Away.
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When my husband is away, my hotwife side comes out to play.

My husband is away on a business trip and it’s the perfect time to squeeze in a kitchen renovation. The catch? The renovators are two super hot burly guys, and they’re eyeing me down like they’re starving and I’m their meal.

They tease me, manhandle me, and pound me until the pleasure makes my head spin.

Thankfully, my husband wants me to be used, shared, and filled in every single way as long as I tell him all the dirty details. And, I’m taken again when he comes home to see that our kitchen isn’t the only thing that’s been done.

Used By Two Men While My Husband Is Away is the first in the Hotwife Shared At Home series. Every story can be read as a standalone, and featured hotwives may reappear in future standalone adventures. All stories include explicit scenes and focus on hotwife/wife sharing where all characters are consenting adults. 

Read Now: https://mybook.to/usedbytwomen


HOTWIFE'S FRISKY ADVENTURES

Love enthusiastic wife sharing stories? Love great deals? Check out the 5 story collection: Hotwife’s Frisky Adventures.
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One frisky wife opens wide for so many men!

This hotwife loves to be shared where she least expects it! From taking two men when her car breaks down to taken under the stars by her husband's friends, this wife is filled, thrilled, and satisfied, leaving her ready for her husband's touch!

Bundle collects five stories from the Hotwife Adventures series and includes:

	Hotwife Shared With The Mechanics
	Hotwife Goes Camping
	Fireworks With The Hotwife
	Hotwife Takes The Farmers
	Hotwiife Filled At The College Reunion


All stories are interconnected, but can be read as standalones.

Read Now: https://mybook.to/friskyadventuresbundle
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Sierra writes about women being passed around, used, and shared—all with the encouragement of their loving husbands. All stories are about the hottest wives being pleasured in every way possible, whether by one man or multiple!

Stay up to date on new releases and sales and nab FREE hotwife stories by signing up for Sierra’s newsletter at https://sierradumont.com!
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