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It’s the Fourth of July. The day of our big party. My husband Phil and I have been preparing for weeks for this day, and now it's finally here.

I step out onto our front porch and look out over the huge grass clearing in front of our house. We own a large property, over 30 acres in size. This used to be a farm before we bought it, and the area in front of the house was their main field. We aren’t the farming types, though, so we had it seeded for grass. Now it just looks like one massive front yard, surrounded by trees on all sides. Our driveway is more of a road itself, weaving through the forest and popping out next to the field on the far side.

Our house isn’t the original farmhouse, either. That thing was pretty run down and beat up. Phil works in finance, and we do pretty well for ourselves. When we bought the place, he had it ripped down. Then we built a big, beautiful house. It’s quite a sight to behold.

There are already several tents popping up on the grass. This party usually becomes more of a festival. Lots of booze, drugs, and fireworks. There aren’t a lot of people in our town and the cops leave us alone, as long as we stay away from the main road. When all is said and done, there will probably be at least forty or fifty people here tonight, and I can’t wait for the party to get started.

I see a car pull into the clearing with a trail of dust swirling behind it. I need to remember to tell people to set up further away from that spot so they don’t get caught in the sandstorm. The car is a white Mercedes, and I immediately recognize it as my best friend, Kimmy. I hurry down the steps to the driveway just as she pulls up.

“Sarah!” she screams excitedly as she jumps out of the passenger side door.

I’m not used to seeing someone else driving her car, but I can smell the alcohol on her breath as she hugs me. She's been pregaming, so she's already pretty giggly and excited. The driver throws the car in park and gets out, and I recognize him as her boyfriend, Eric. The back door opens and a second gentleman steps out, but I don’t recognize this one. He’s cute, though.

“Sarah, this is Jimmy,” Kim says giddily. Then she leans in and whispers, “he knows about you and Phil.”

I feel my stomach tighten. He knows that my husband shares me with other men. He knows that my husband loves to watch as they take me, and that I’m allowed to be with whomever I like. I’m pretty sure that’s what she means. Kimmy is one of the few people who know about our lifestyle, and sometimes I think it excites her as much as it excites me. She likes to find guys for me, and apparently she likes to tell them I’m a slut.

I shake Jimmy’s hand. He is pretty cute, with a strong chiseled jaw and powerful muscles. He looks like a bit of a meathead and he has a cocky swagger about him, but that’s okay. Guys like that aren’t marriage material, but they usually know how to please a woman.

“Nice to meet you,” he says in a deep, booming voice that makes my panties wet almost instantly.

Kimmy has always had good taste in men. Eric is a cutie, too. I direct them to set up on the far side of the field, away from the house and the dusty road leading up to it. They hop back in and take off in search of the perfect spot for their two tents, one for Kimmy and Eric, and one for Jimmy. Maybe I’ll have to sneak into Jimmy’s tent later to get better acquainted with him.

While they get themselves set up, I begin to wander around and greet everyone. At the first site I stop at, they are already set up and lounging in beach chairs. They offer me a beer, and I accept. It’s still early, but never too early to get the party started.

The next group offers me a shot. It seems we are getting things going quickly this year. I once again accept. It would be rude to say no, especially since I’m the host. It’s a fruity shot, the kind where you can barely taste the alcohol. Those are the most dangerous, though.

I pass a few more sites, each with their own array of entertainment. Beer pong tables, cornhole boards, and even a tug of war. The number of people here is growing already, bigger than I would have expected. We might end up with a hundred people at this rate.

I get to Kimmy’s area. Jimmy has already set his tent up, and he’s now helping Eric finish his. My best friend is watching them with a drink in her hand as they sink the final stake. With that out of the way, Jimmy decides to take a keen interest in me. He offers me a beer, and we both chat as we sip at the cold frothiness. He’s a funny guy, not nearly as conceited as I originally thought. Did I mention he’s super hot?

“Do you like to party?” he asks me.

He isn’t asking if I like to dance and have a good time. He’s talking about doing heavier drugs than the alcohol and weed that are already circulating everywhere. I usually don’t partake, but tonight is a little different. For the big party, I always indulge.

“Yeah, do you have something fun?” I ask.

“I have a few tricks up my sleeve,” he replies smoothly. “Want to slip inside the tent?”

I glance around the lot. Phil is over on the side of the house, tending to his barbeque. He’s been smoking meat for days, and now he’s cooking up a few things on the grill. A couple guys have gathered around him to discuss manly things like how to cook their meat. At least he’s distracted, though.

“Lead the way,” I say with a warm smile.

We walk over to his tent, where he unzips the flap and ducks inside. I slide in after him, barely able to stand up once I’m inside. There’s a large, comfy air mattress in the middle of the tent, covered in a white fur blanket.

“It’s not real fur,” he says as he roots through his bag in the corner of the tent and pulls out a box.

I should probably care more about the animals, but it's not really a big topic on my mind right now. I sit down on the mattress. The fur blanket is incredibly soft, so much so that I just want to roll around on it naked. My mind goes to a bad place as I imagine rolling around naked on it with Jimmy. God, that would feel good.

He comes back with the box and sets it down on his lap. He’s sitting a few feet away from me as he pulls out a small mirror and a bag of white powder. Cocaine, one of my favorites.

He glances up at me, and I’m pretty sure we’re both having inappropriate thoughts. I’m wearing a little sundress that covers my ass, but just barely. The thin, soft fabric hangs loosely around my hips, yet clings to my stomach and chest. I like the way he looks at me. It makes me feel hot and sexy.

He pours a little out on the mirror, then pulls out a credit card and starts chopping it into four lines. He passes me a rolled up dollar bill and the mirror. I guess the host gets first choice.

I lean in and inhale. The powder fills my nose and drifts into my sinuses. The effect is almost immediate. My heart races. I feel strong and powerful. Everything feels like it's in hyper focus. I pass the mirror back to him and he takes a line. We each do one more, and then sit for a moment to let the power of the powder flow through our veins.

“So your husband really lets you sleep with other dudes, huh?” he blurts out.

We both giggle, although that might be the drugs. His cocky attitude seems to be coming back. He’s cute, but I need a little build up. I’m not just going to fuck him right here and now.

“He does, but I'm picky about who I sleep with,” I say. That’s not totally true, but we’ll go with it. “He gets a kick out of it. I guess that makes me a lucky girl.”

“It does,” he says. “I wouldn’t mind if I made the cut.”

He still thinks giving me a little coke is going to get him laid. It might convince me to suck his cock, but I’m not even to that point yet. The night has barely gotten started.

“I guess we’ll just have to see what the evening holds,” I tell him slyly.

With that, I give him a kiss on the cheek and hop up, heading for the door. I stand up and unzip the flap, then duck out. I’m wildly aware of the fact that I’m basically shoving my ass in his face as I bend down to get out, but that’s intentional. I love to tease the boys.

The sun seems brighter as I step outside, even though it's heading toward the horizon. In the short time that I was inside, it feels like the number of tents has doubled. People are milling about everywhere. I don’t recognize most of them, but I do see a lot of people from past years. It seems word of our big party has spread.

Jimmy steps out of the tent behind me. He seems like he would be good arm candy, so I wave my hand for him to follow me as I head out to meet all of our new guests.

The party has definitely started, although maybe that’s just the cocaine talking. Someone offers me a jello shot, and I throw it back. Another tent challenges me to chug a beer. Never one to turn my back on a challenge, I quickly accept. Jimmy does one as well. He finishes before me, but only by a split second. Apparently he hasn’t heard the saying that you should always let the girl win.

Next we get drawn into a game of beer pong. Eager to prove himself, Jimmy steps up to be my teammate. We play a pretty solid game, but so do our opponents. By the end, we are down to one cup each. Jimmy is lining up to take his shot, so I saddle up next to him and whisper in his ear.

“If you make this shot, I’ll give you a kiss later.”

He blushes a little bit, then looks across the table intently. The ball flies through the air and sinks into their last cup. The other team tries for a rebuttal, but it misses by a mile. The win is ours.

Our luck quickly runs out, though, as we lose the next game. Jimmy gives me a high five, but I know he’s looking forward to claiming his prize the right way later. We wander a bit more. The more time I spend with him, the more I start to like him. He really is quite attractive, too, in case I didn’t say it yet.

As much as I like his company, though, I can’t have him following me around all day. I have things I need to attend to.

“I’m going to go check on my husband,” I tell him, knowing that it’s the easiest way to get away. “Catch up with me later for that reward, okay?”

“Deal,” he says with a sly grin.

I head toward the barbeque pit. Phil is talking to a slew of guys. They are his barbeque bros now. They are all swapping stories on what cuts of meat are the best to smoke, and trying Phil’s creations. He looks quite pleased.

“Hey, baby,” I say, giving him a peck on the cheek. “Having fun?”

“Absolutely,” he says. “Greg is going to set up the fireworks over by the road. No one is setting up their tents there, so it seems like a good spot.”

Right by the road where the dirt kicks up. That was my doing, but it really is a perfect spot for it.

“Sounds good,” I say. “Kimmy is here with Eric and another guy. I think she’s trying to start some trouble, if you know what I mean.”

He looks at me, quite interested.

“Oh, yeah?” he asks, lowering his voice so the others don’t hear. “I take it you’re interested?”

“I’m not sure yet,” I say. “Maybe just some head. Is that okay?”

“You know it’s all okay,” he smirks, “but I appreciate you checking with me. Live it up and have a blast. I would like to watch the fireworks together, though, so see if you can find me before they start.”

“I will,” I say excitedly as I plant a kiss on his cheek. “Thanks for understanding. I love you so much. Talk to you later!”

And with that, I head off to find more drinks. The best part of being the host is that you don’t have to bring your own alcohol. Everyone is eager to share with you. A few more rounds around the campsite and I’m feeling quite a buzz. People have brought their own fire pits, and as the sun starts to set, the small fires light up like beacons in the fading light of dusk.

Soon I find myself back at Kimmy’s tent, where Eric and Jimmy are shooting the shit. When I walk up, Jimmy seems to lose interest in their conversation.

“How are you feeling?” he asks me.

“A little tipsy,” I say. “I think my buzz is wearing off, though.”

“Want to slip inside the tent?” he offers.

“I have a better idea. Meet me inside the house in ten minutes and bring it with you.”

He smiles knowingly and nods. I head off again, angling toward the group with jello shots again. I have a few more drinks, then stroll past Phil and the smoker squad on the way to the front door.

My buzz is getting intense. I’m definitely drunk. I head to the kitchen and grab a bottle of water. I hear the front door open and close. I follow the sound and find Jimmy with his hands buried in his pockets. He smiles at me, and once again, I think about how hot he is. I look up the stairs and then back at him, without a word. He nods. I walk up the stairs and he follows me.

I can feel his eyes on my ass, watching my dress swish back and forth with each step. God, I’m getting turned on right now. I only owe him a kiss, though. Maybe I can behave. Maybe not.

I lead him into the master bedroom, which probably is giving him more hope than I should. This is the most private place in the house, though, and I don’t want anyone walking in on us. I lead him to the master bathroom next, and then lock the door behind us as soon as we step inside.

My bathroom is magnificent. It’s big and spacious, with marble tile floors, a slate shower enclosure, and a huge soaking tub. There is a long granite countertop with two sinks, all immaculately cleaned.

Jimmy wastes no time. He dumps out the coke onto the counter between the two sinks, then chops it up into a fine powder and organizes it into nice little lines. He offers me the dollar bill so I can take the first line, and I take it happily. The alcohol is spinning my head a bit, but as soon as I feel that white snow hit my sinuses, everything straightens out. For a minute, I feel like I have superpowers. I love that feeling.

I step back to let Jimmy do a line, and then it’s my turn again. As I lean down, I can feel his eyes on my ass. This sundress is so short, he can probably see the bottom edge of my cheeks. I love it.

I give a little wiggle before I stand up, then turn to look over my shoulder as I give an extra sniff to get the rest of the powder. Jimmy is standing a foot away, so close to me. I can already feel the energy beginning to surge through my veins. I forgot how horny cocaine makes me. He’s so close, just looking at me with that same cocky smirk.

So I turn toward him and kiss him.

I lift up onto my toes to reach him, while my hand snakes around the back of his head and pulls his head down to meet me. Our lips connect, and I can feel the prickly skin where he shaves above his lip. His tongue slips into my mouth and he pulls me into him. His hand is on the small of my back, but it slides down along the curve of my ass and squeezes my butt, while simultaneously pulling me into him.

He’s a good kisser. Very passionate, just the right amount of tongue. My breathing is deeper, punctuated by the sound of our lips smacking together.

I can feel myself growing more fiery and passionate, unsure of whether it's from his attention or the drugs in my system. It doesn’t matter, though. I know I want more than just a kiss. He’s hot, and he’s been very generous in sharing with me. Maybe a little head will be a nice way to say thank you.

I reach up to his crotch and grab him suddenly. I want to feel what he’s packing. He’s not surprised, but I am. He’s huge. It feels like a sausage stuffed in his pants, at least 6 inches long and he isn’t even hard.

My new discovery makes me kiss him even more forcefully. I’m definitely giving him head now. I need to see this thing with my own eyes.

I push him back against the counter and then drop to my knees in front of him. I look up, giving him a delightfully naughty look as I pull his zipper down and begin to unbuckle his belt.

I’m a married woman, undressing a man who isn’t my husband. I’ve done this so many times before, but this is one of the few times I’ve done it without my husband there.

I tell myself that it’s just oral, that I won’t sleep with him. Then I pull his pants down and his enormous cock springs free. That is the first moment I begin to doubt myself.

I wrap my fingers round the shaft and stroke it softly. Every man’s cock feels a little different. This one is thick and heavy. I can feel the heat radiating in my palm. The tip is purple and bulbous. I lean forward and take it between my lips. Now I can feel the warmth on my tongue.

I take in more, letting my throat open so I can handle it. I’ve sucked plenty of cocks, but not many this size. I’m getting so worked up doing this. I’m dripping wet. If he cums in my mouth right now, it won’t be enough. I know I said just head, but maybe I should let him fuck me. God I want to feel him inside me.

I stop and stand up. Without a word, I pull up my dress and slip my panties off. He smiles at me, even as I lean forward over the counter and push my ass back invitingly. Jimmy walks up and slides his hand along my inner thigh until it brushes across my pussy. Now he knows how wet I am, how turned on I am being in his presence. He grabs my hips and moves behind me, and now I feel the tip of his cock pressing against my pussy.

I am such a bad wife.

His cock slides inside, almost splitting me in half. I love it, though. He is rough and forceful, grabbing my small hips so he can drive himself into me harder. Fuck, he feels so amazing. I beg him for more, beg him to go harder, and every time I do, he somehow finds the energy to take it up another step.

Coke is supposed to make it difficult for guys to get hard, but not this guy. He’s railing me with his cock, and it feels like a metal pole stretching my pussy. It feels incredible. I love big guys like this, and he knows how to use it, too. It doesn’t take long before my belly tightens and I can feel the flood of arousal spreading through my body.

I’m so close to climax, about to hit my peak, when I feel him stop suddenly. His hands tighten, and he floods my pussy. He didn’t wear protection, and he didn’t pull out. He just filled my married pussy with a thick load of seed. The result is enough to carry me over the edge, and I clutch at the countertop as my own mind explodes in a dazzling pinnacle of carnal pleasure.

Jimmy pulls out and steps back, while I slowly upright myself as I regain my composure. When I turn to him, he’s rooting through his pocket. His hand emerges holding two non-descript pills.

“Do you do ecstasy?” he asks.

It’s one of the few drugs I haven’t tried, and I’m definitely curious, but I have one big concern.

“Is it safe to mix that and the coke?” I ask.

“I’ve never had a problem,” he says. “You’ll be fine.”

I stick out my tongue, and he drops one tab onto it. I swallow hard, and the magic mystery pill slides down my throat. It will likely be an hour before I begin to feel it. In the meantime, I have a party to get back to.

“If you start to feel good later, find me,” he says confidently. “I’d love a second round while you’re on that trip.”

“Maybe,” I wink back, adding a flip of my skirt to my sassy response before sliding out the door.

Jimmy stops in the downstairs bathroom to take a leak, so I step out onto the porch alone. It’s the same view as a few hours ago, but now the party is in full swing. All the tents are ready. Little campfires dot the field here and there. The babbling sound of everyone’s voices lifts up from below me. I love seeing people come together like this.

I head for Kimmy’s tent first. She and Eric are sitting near the campfire, and she smiles at me as I walk up.

“Hey, you!” she says. “Have you seen Jimmy around?”

I try to hide the smirk on my face, but my friend knows me too well to let something like that slip by. She gets up from her chair and moves away from Eric, grabbing me by the arm.

“Did you? Already?” she asks in a hushed tone.

I stop trying to hide my smile and let it beam out.

“You little slut!” she says. “I knew you’d like him. Tell me about it. Was it good? Did he have a nice dick? He looks like he has a pretty nice one.”

I give her the quick rundown on it as we circle around the lot and back toward Eric. Jimmy is now sitting at the campfire with him, and I wonder if he’s telling Eric what happened. I think Kimmy has already told her boyfriend about my proclivities, so it probably won’t come as a surprise to him.

Kimmy sees Jimmy and pulls me in a different direction. We head off around the field, meeting all of the amazing people who have made the trip to share tonight with us. We find a game of beer pong, and are immediately invited to join in. We accept, and proceed to clear the table three times straight before we finally lose one and have to give up our side of the table.

While we are playing, I meet a cute guy who gravitates toward our end of the table. He stands nearby and chats with me in between shots. His name is Devon, and he’s tall and muscular like Jimmy. I guess I must have a type.

He’s really nice. He thanks me for letting him and his friends join in on the party. I don’t tell him I’m married, or that my husband owns the place. He doesn’t ask, and I doubt he would care if he knew. He seems like a free spirit, and I can definitely smell the weed and alcohol on him. I absently wonder if he’s been doing any harder drugs like me.

When Kimmy and I finally lose, he is one of the guys on the opposite side of the table. He almost seems disappointed to kick us off of the table, but his partner is very aggressive and eager to win. I think he tries to make a few bad throws to give us a chance, but it’s no use. We still go down.

As we walk away, I can already feel the effects of the ecstasy starting to kick in. The lights look a little brighter. The air on my skin feels heavenly. My body feels like it's floating. I tell Kimmy what I took, and she admits that Jimmy gave her one too when they first got here. Now we are both walking around with a fresh and energetic view of the people we meet.

Kimmy takes off a short time later to head back to Eric, but I’m at my peak. I wander back toward the beer pong table and find Devon still floating around. He asks if I want to play again, this time as his partner. I eagerly accept his offer.

On our first game, we quickly take the opponent down to their last cup. I can definitely feel the ecstasy, and it’s making me even hornier. I feel bold, so I lean in and whisper in his ear.

“If you sink this shot, I’ll give you head later.”

Needless to say, he gets the ball in the cup and we win our first round. I sink the final cup on our next round, but on our third outing, I once again have the chance to boost his morale. I offer up a little more this time.

“Get it in the cup, and I’ll let you get it in the hole,” I tell him.

Once again, my offer leads to victory. I think I might have a superpower here.

The fourth team once again knocks us from the table, so we wander away in search of beer, fun, and a little privacy. He invites me to his camper, which is in fact a full-size RV. There are a few of them parked among the tents. He tells me that he regularly travels the country, and that his friends suggested he stop by for the night. They’re the ones who own the beer pong table.

The RV is a nice change from the cramped little tent. It has a cute kitchenette and dining table. There is a small room at the end with a comfy bed. He takes me by the hand and leads me back there.

We kiss as soon as we are inside. His hands are pawing at me, pulling my dress off. I realize that I forgot to put my panties on after my last encounter. I hope he doesn’t mind having another man’s sloppy seconds, but just to be safe, I don’t tell him. I just push him back onto the bed and pull his pants off.

His cock and balls are cleanly shaven. It looks a little unusual, but apparently he intended to get laid today. I take his cock in my mouth and begin to suck him, relishing the loud moans I elicit from him. Guys are so easy to please, yet I still get a kick out of it.

He pulls his shirt off and shows me his rock hard abs. I wonder how he keeps in such great shape if he’s always on the road. I’m sure there's some story there. Maybe he likes to hike or rock climb. Either way, it's a nice visual that turns me on.

Every sensation feels amplified. His cock feels like the sweetest candy on my tongue. His hands running through my hair feels like the world’s best scalp massage. I’m definitely tripping hard, and I think it makes my oral skills more enthusiastic. He has to stop me a few times so he doesn’t lose his cool too early.

After several minutes, I climb up on top of him. I don’t want him going down on me, not after Jimmy, so I climb up and mount his cock as I unclip my bra and toss it aside. I lower myself onto his length. The ecstasy makes it feel like our bodies are fused into one. The pleasure is unparalleled. I always love sex, but it’s never felt like this. I need to do ecstasy more often.

I ride his cock for a while, feeling like I’m riding a horse with the wind through my hair. That probably sounds weird, but ecstasy can do weird things to you. The feeling is very similar in my head, and it fills me with a deep inner bliss.

He throws me back onto the bed and mounts me, sliding through my dripping wetness. His lips are on mine again, kissing me forcefully. He seems to like kissing.

He’s driving down into me like he owns me, and I really like it. Another orgasm swells inside me, stretching and bending through my body. I arch my back and push into him. He goes harder, slamming into me. I begin to cum for him.

I remember that I barely know this guy. Kimmy was right when she called me a slut, because I absolutely love it. I love the way he takes advantage of me. As I said earlier, I have no idea if he knows I’m married. For him, I’m just another notch in his bedpost.

My climax subsides, but he’s still going. I hope he finishes soon, because I’m done. He answers my prayers, and a minute later, Devon pulls out and blasts his sticky wads all over my belly. He hands me a towel to clean up, and then tosses my dress to me. Apparently he’s done, too.

We both dress before exiting the camper, but I leave my bra behind. A little gift for him to remember me.

It’s dark out now. A few small fireworks go off, acting as a precursor to the big light show happening soon. I set off in search of Phil. The fireworks will start soon, and I made a promise to him.

I find him sitting around a fire with a few guys. I notice that Jimmy is one of them. I make a point of leaning down and giving my husband a kiss right in front of him. Let him enjoy the knowledge that he took this man’s wife.

“How are you doing?” Phil asks.

“Not too bad,” I say, glancing at Jimmy. “I’ve been keeping myself entertained.”

“That’s good,” he says.

I sit down in his lap and turn myself sideways. My husband places his hand on my thigh and begins rubbing gently. I feel a bit feisty, so I lean in and whisper in his ear.

“I’ve been bad,” I tell him, knowing that one of the men who violated me is just on the other side of the fire.

Phil gives me a look that I recognize immediately. He wants to know more. That wouldn’t be any fun, though. Instead, I hold a finger to my lips to shush him, then turn to look at the dancing flames in the middle of our circle. I can feel him grow a little under me, and I giggle like a little kid. The ecstasy is still enhancing my sensations, and I find myself getting turned on again.

A short time later, the fireworks are set to go off. Our friend Greg handles them every year. Greg is missing a pinky finger, so you know he has the best fireworks. The show doesn’t disappoint, either. It’s bright and loud, filled with whistling zings and powerful bangs. I love fireworks.

When the show is over, people begin to mingle, moving from one campsite to the next. I see Jimmy get up and head back toward Kimmy’s tent, and I decide that would be a fun way to go. I’ve teased Phil enough, and I’m hoping I can put a show on for him before the night is out. He likes when I’m naughty, but he likes it even better when he gets to watch.

We find Kimmy and Eric sitting around their own fire. Jimmy has just joined them a few minutes before us, and they are discussing their next step.

“Hey, you!” Kimmy calls out Phil as we get close. “Another great party!”

“Thank you,” Phil says humbly.

“We were thinking about going into the tent to do some drugs,” she says bluntly. “Why don’t you two join us?”

Phil doesn’t usually do the harder stuff, but tonight is a bit of an exception for him, too. He shrugs and nods, so we all head for their tent. My heart begins to race a little, as I have the feeling that Kimmy is up to no good. She confirms this when she pulls me aside while everyone else disappears inside.

“So I made a deal with Eric,” she says to me. “I told him he could sleep with you if I can sleep with Jimmy. What do you think? Are you down?”

Eric is pretty cute, and I wanted to give Phil a show. This seems like the perfect answer. Plus, I’m looking forward to seeing how Kimmy handles her first new cock since she started dating Eric. They’ve been together for almost ten years, and she has been loyal to him the entire time. I feel giddy inside.

We slip inside to follow the boys. Their tent is much bigger than Jimmy’s. It can comfortably hold all five of us, with room to stand up even. Their mattress is huge and firm, an expensive air mattress that was well worth whatever they paid for it. Their tent is more like a bedroom, but that’s because they like to party. The more room, the more people they can invite in.

The guys are each seated on a different side of the bed. Jimmy already has the mirror out and is cutting a pile of the white powder into neat little lines. He inhales the first one, then passes it to Eric on the opposite side.

I scout out the setup and head toward the corner between Eric and Phil. My husband is positioned in the middle, so Kimmy takes a seat on his other side, between him and Jimmy.

Eric finishes a line, then passes it to me. I take my turn and pass it to Phil. I feel the immediate boost, and it sends my heart racing before the plate has even moved past my husband. I keep calm as the plate makes its rounds and eventually returns to me again. I pass it to Phil, and decide it’s time to get the real fun started.

I lean in toward Eric and whisper in his ear.

“Wanna make out?” I ask him.

He smiles at me, but still hesitates. This is his girlfriend’s best friend. I can see him processing it, and decide to intervene. I grab him by the back of the head and pull him into a long, languid kiss.

My eyes are closed. I’m oblivious to anything going on around me. All I can feel is Eric’s lips against mine, his tongue flitting into my mouth every now and then. He’s a pretty good kisser, maybe not as good as Jimmy, but he’s decent. I wonder if he would be okay knowing his wife was about to make out with someone who kisses much better than him.

When we finally come up for air, I look across the bed and see Kimmy locked in a similar kiss with Jimmy. She seems to be enjoying herself, and Eric seems completely unfazed by her own bad behavior.

Phil is sitting by himself, watching it all unfold. His hand is on his crotch. I know he will pull his own cock out once he gets hard, but it takes a little more than kissing to get him there these days. He has a crush on Kimmy, so I have a feeling that seeing her naked will be the highlight of his night. Seeing me fuck her boyfriend will just be a nice little bonus.

I kiss Eric again, grabbing his cock this time. He’s hard already, but he isn’t very big. Poor Kimmy. Maybe watching another man fuck her will inspire him to be a cuckold as well. Still, I need to keep him occupied, so I slide down onto my knees and begin unbuckling his belt. Within a minute, his pants are off and his average-sized cock springs free. I smile at him to make him feel bold, then sink my mouth around his length.

Another cock in my mouth, the third one of the evening. Again I remind myself how much of a slut I am, and how much I love it. It feels so warm and tasty, and I can even feel his veins throbbing against my tongue. He moans excitedly, then runs his fingers through my hair.

The feeling from the ecstasy has been dwindling, but I feel it surge. I begin to suck Eric more passionately. I can feel him twitch a little, so I slow down. He maintains control, but I can taste a hint of pre-cum, so I know he is close.

I stop and stand up, peeling off my dress in front of him. I can’t imagine how long he has fantasized about seeing me naked, but now I stand before him all of my glory. He pulls me toward him and wraps his lips around my nipple, then begins sucking firmly but gently on it.

I look around the room. Kimmy is sucking on Jimmy’s beautiful cock, and she looks like she’s in heaven. Phil is still seated, but his hand is down his pants now. I gesture with my head for him to move off the bed, and he obliges. When Eric finally takes me and pulls me down onto the bed, I roll onto my back and he climbs on top of me.

His cock is bobbing inches away from my pussy. He’s so hard for me. Even when he looks over and sees his girl with her mouth around another man’s member, he doesn’t seem to care. He just looks back at me and begins kissing me as he pushes off his shorts. He quickly rips off his shirt, too, before returning to my lips..

The tip of his cock presses against my pussy. His fantasy is about to become a reality. He pushes more, and I feel him enter me. He isn’t big, but he begins fucking me with an enthusiasm that I can appreciate. He has the energy of a man who has waited a long time for this moment.

I look up at Phil. He’s smiling down at me, rubbing his own cock. Our eyes meet, and suddenly it becomes our own personal game. He knows what I want. He pulls his cock out and begins stroking it so I can see it while another man fucks me. He knows how much that turns me on.

I hear Kimmy gasp behind me, and I turn my head to look back. Jimmy is sitting on the bed with her straddling his lap. She’s bouncing up and down, his cock filling her pussy. I’m proud of my friend for finding her inner slut. There isn’t really room for both of us on the bed, but she seems to be managing okay.

Eric stops. He gets up and pulls me to the edge of the bed, then flips me onto my belly. Apparently he wants a view of my ass. My legs are dangling off the bed, so he gets behind me and pushes into me again.

Jimmy sees this, and lays Kimmy back on the bed. He moves between her legs, but now he’s facing Eric. The two men look at each other with a wry grin as they begin pounding us. It’s like they are in a competition to see who can make one of us cum first.

I know for a fact that Jimmy has a clear edge in this situation. He has the better cock, and while Eric puts up a good fight, it doesn’t take long before Kimmy begins to yelp and scream lustfully. I’ve heard her before, so I know the unusual sounds mean she has reached orgasm.

Eric tightens up over me. I haven’t finished yet, but the sight of another man bringing his girlfriend to orgasm is too much for him. He buries himself inside me and unleashes a thick, heavy load of seed deep inside my pussy. Moments later, I hear Jimmy grunt as he does the same to my best friend.

Phil watches this whole thing silently while stroking his cock. He sees that I haven’t `gotten my cookies yet, so when Eric climbs off of me, he tilts his head in the direction of the house. I get up and give Eric one final kiss on the cheek, then head for the door with my husband. Right before I duck my head to leave, I see Kimmy pulling Eric down into a ferocious kiss. I’m sure this isn’t the end of the night for the three of them. Maybe Kimmy can work them both up for a threesome.

I don’t bother to put my dress on. Instead, I go streaking across the camp toward the house. There are fewer people out now, but several guys get a nice look at my goods. Phil is a few steps behind me, finally catching up to me as I jog up onto the porch. His arms are around me, kissing me right there on the porch, still in view of everyone. Neither one of us cares. We’re just two crazy kids in love.

I want him to reclaim me, but I want him to do so in the privacy of our room. I pull away and drag him inside as I begin to tell him about all of the crazy things I did tonight. He loves every second of it. His cock is so hard. God, I need him.

Minutes later, we are inside, in our own bed. As he slides inside me, I can’t help thinking that being a slut is the perfect life for me. I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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From Housewife to Whore

Eric’s wife Jillian was very conservative, but when financial difficulties drive them to extremes, she decides to try out for the amateur night at the local strip club. That opens both of them up to a new side of their relationship, and eventually leads her to audition for an adult film. How far will she go to get the part, and how will it affect her relationship with her loving husband? 


WARNING: This 25,000-word story contains graphic sexual depictions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.  

Elise’s Friend with Benefits

I often shared my girlfriends with other men, but that changed when I met Elise. She was the picture of perfection, and my interest in cuckolding was quelled by the fear of losing her to a better man. That all changed one night while she was away on business in Arizona and told me about an old friend who used to entertain her on her trips before we met. Chris sounded like the perfect bull, and her words stirred my dormant fetish. The resulting encounter was like nothing I had ever experienced before, and would forever change the nature of our relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, mild humiliation, and creampies. 

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 

Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor

Lisa and Shane had planned for a nice romantic ski getaway in the mountains of New Hampshire for their first anniversary. When they meet their ski instructor for the weekend, however, Shane suggests pursuing his fantasy of watching his wife with another man. While Lisa is hesitant at first, she gives in to her urges. The result is a weekend of sexual exploration that neither one of them will forget.

Warning: This 13,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and anal sex.

Cheating with Permission: Return of the Ski Instructor

This story is a continuation of Cheating with Permission: The Ski Instructor: When Shane spent his anniversary weekend watching his wife fulfill his sexual fantasy by sleeping with another man, he thought his cuckolding experience would be a one-time thing. Months later, Lisa tells him that she has been in touch with her bull, and he wants to go on a weekend camping trip with them. Shane knows he will be a cuckold once again, but his wife has plans to take his fantasy to the next level. Will he be able to handle her unbridled sexuality and the accompanying humiliation? 


WARNING: This 14,000- word erotic short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme humiliation, creampie humiliation, and group sex.  

Losing the Bet

Chris had always dreamed of seeing his wife Melody with another man. After using her for a wager over a late night game of pool, he ends up getting his wish. But when Melody and her friend Kristen decide to test the boundaries of his fantasy, will he get more than he bargained for? 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and a threesome. 


Cheating with Permission: The Latin Lover

When Mia went out for some salsa dancing with her sister, she never knew it would change her relationship with her husband forever. At first she felt guilty for getting too close to a stranger, but when her husband encouraged her to explore her sexuality and test her boundaries, her curiosity takes control. How far will she take it? 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story explores the world of hotwives and cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of cheating and exhibitionism. 

Taking the Game Further

Things have been tense between Sarah and her husband as they struggle to get pregnant. One night while they are out for drinks, they start a new game: Sarah flirts with other men while her husband watches. While the game distracts them from their problems for a little while, a big fight eventually causes Sarah to take the game a step further with a handsome stranger. How far will she take it, and how will it change her marriage? 


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story explores the darker side of cuckolding, and includes graphic descriptions of sex, cuckolding, and humiliation. 

The Night Before the Wedding

Stephanie's fiancé loved to watch her with other men, but she had rarely gone out on her own. For the night before their wedding she plans an exciting sexual adventure for herself that will leave her in bliss, while relentlessly teasing her soon-to-be husband. What sort of trouble will she get into on her own, and what surprises will she have in store for her husband?

WARNING: This 11,000-word erotica short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, bondage, group sex, and humiliation.

Taking his Wife

Her name was Keira, and she was absolutely gorgeous. The only problem was that she was married. It was easy to become friends with her and gain her trust, but I wanted more than that. Could I convince her to give in to her base sexual desires and to give herself to me, a wealthy black man?


WARNING: This 9,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cheating, cuckolding, and interracial sex.  

The Reluctant Cuckold

When my wife Kim wanted to bring her younger sister Anna along with us on our anniversary trip to Miami, I hoped I might have the opportunity for some fun with the two of them together. Those dreams were dashed when her younger sister met a black man named Joe. After a game of strip poker and a lot of alcohol, I soon realized that my wife had an equal interest in her sister’s new friend. How far would the three of them go as I watched helplessly?


WARNING: This 9,700-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, group sex, and interracial sex.  

College Cuckold

When Eric and Elise first went away to separate universities, they were just an ordinary couple. But the first time he visits her at school, he decides to play a game. He pretends he has never met her before, while encouraging her to explore her sexuality with her friend Tyler. Elise plays along, and the ensuing adventure creates a new dynamic in their relationship. How far will Elise take it, and how will Eric handle becoming a cuckold?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Revenge Cuckolding

When Eva found her boyfriend’s secret stash of cuckolding porn on his computer, she was furious at first. So she decided that the best way to get even would be to carry out his fantasy right in front of his face with the help of her friend Jon. Would the reality of it be too much for him to handle, or would her revenge turn into a fun night for both of them?


WARNING: This 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, extreme public humiliation, and cheating.  

My Wife’s Ex-husband

I had often fantasized about my wife Clara sleeping with other men, but nobody stoked that fantasy more than her well-built ex-husband. After seeing a moment of flirtation between them one day, I decided to bring the idea up and see how she responded. The idea caught her interest and she started flirting with him. I would soon find out exactly why my wife had been drawn to this man in the first place, and all that he had to offer her. 


WARNING: This 14,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and mild humiliation. 

Shared

I had watched many men have their way with my wife Tori, but always from my seat in the corner of the room. As a cuckold, I always waited for them to finish before having my turn. Tonight would be different, though. When Tori told me that she wanted to invite her friend Joe into our bedroom, she admitted her own fantasy of being shared by two men at the same time. It would be our first real threesome, and a night that none of us would soon forget.


Warning: This 5,500-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, male bisexuality, bondage, and double vaginal penetration.  

A Hotwife Weekend

Emily had been a hotwife for almost as long as she could remember, but her flings were always quick one-night stands. When a handsome bartender invites her on a ski weekend away from her husband, though, it allows her to explore her own sexual boundaries and discover delights that she has never known before. How far will she take her wanton behavior with her sexy host, and how will her husband feel when she returns to him at the end of her crazy adventure?


WARNING: this 11,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, cheating, and anal sex.  

Shared Accomodations

It was a simple mistake that led to Alexis sharing a room with one of her male colleagues. She was concerned that it might upset her husband, but instead she discovered that he had developed an interest in the world of cuckolding. At his suggestion, she begins flirting with her attractive roommate, and over the course of their weekend together, she embarks on a sexual journey that will forever change her marriage. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding and cheating.  

Sleeping with his Friends

Emma and I live an active hotwife lifestyle, but my friends have always been the one group of men who were off limits. As the nature of our relationship evolves, though, even that rule becomes flexible. First, she cuckolds me in front of them so I’m forced to admit the truth. Then she invites them into our house to give herself to them, one by one. Despite my hesitations, Emma and I both know we won’t be satisfied until she has experienced every single one of them. 


WARNING: This 15,0000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, humiliation, and threesomes.  

The Cuckold Test

Adam had heard of cuckolding before, but the idea that it might be something that would arouse him had never crossed his mind. While away on an anniversary trip with his wife Brittney, though, a stranger introduces him to the idea of a stag relationship and suggests a simple test. It starts with just a kiss between his wife and another man, and if he likes it, then they move to the next step. But when Brittany opens up and finds her own sexual freedom, he finds himself wondering how far their mutual sexual journey will take them. 


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of stag cuckolding and anal sex.  

The Right Way to Cheat

Sometimes, all it takes is a chance encounter to show you a whole other world that you never even knew existed. For Alexis King, that moment comes when a handsome stranger walks into her diner and leads her down the road to infidelity. That one day would take her down a slippery slope of lustful sex and illicit affairs that would eventually bring her to Mr. Cole, her billionaire boss with a penchant for cuckolding. With her marriage collapsing, could his knowledge of non-traditional relationships be the key to finding her own happiness?


WARNING: This 60,000-word novel contains graphic sexual descriptions of infidelity, cuckolding, humiliation, and interracial sex. 

My Fiancé Prefers my Best Friend (Part 1 of the Cuckold Trilogy)

A week before their wedding, Scott’s future wife Katie learned of the unusual nature of his friendship with his best man Kevin, as well as his fantasy of watching her with another man. When he gives her his blessing to explore her sexuality and desires with his best friend, they begin a sexual adventure that will shape the future of their relationship. 


WARNING: This 12,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of hotwives, cuckolding, and humiliation.  

The Hotwife Party

This story follows the events of Raising the Stakes. After John introduces his wife Melinda to the world of hotwives, the two of them decide to host a party for couples and bulls. Where will the night take them, and how far will Melinda allow herself to be pulled into the fantasy world?


WARNING: This 10,000-word short story contains graphic sexual descriptions of cuckolding, interracial sex, humiliation, and group sex. 
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