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 Chapter One

“One of the boys huh? Not if I’m wearing this.”

This being my honeymoon bikini. Even in a whole other country, surrounded by people I didn’t know and would never see again, it took a lot of convincing for me to leave the room in it. I have to admit though, once I got over my initial fears, it felt kind of hot to be seen in something revealing by that many people.

Jack felt the same too, pouncing on me the moment we were back in our room for some of the most intense sex of my life. Showing me off like that really seemed to awaken something in him.

But did he really want me wearing that around his oldest friends? The annual Lake House Extravaganza had been a tradition for the three of them ever since they were teenagers. Ben’s family used to take my husband and Chris up there every summer, and once they were old enough they began going on their own. It was an unbroken tradition for over fifteen years. The last two of which, Jack had gone without me. But now that we were married, he insisted I come along – with a bikini that left more of my ass hanging out than it covered.

“They won’t care,” he said, “the dress code for the weekend is pretty relaxed.”

Yeah, I bet, I thought. My mental picture of their boys’ weekend was the three of them hanging out in boxer shorts and playing video games all day. I was flattered to be invited, of course, but not exactly thrilled about being the third wheel all weekend.

Don’t get me wrong, I loved Ben and Chris – they were fun to hang out with, but I was still worried about the vibe of the weekend. Pretty much every movie or tv show I’d ever seen says that whenever dudes get together alone, they’re either making fart jokes or talking about tits. Having me there would either ruin their fun or end up grossing me out. My husband was a mature, intelligent man. And if he secretly thought fart jokes were hilarious, I would be just fine with him keeping that a secret.

“You’d really be okay with Ben and Chris seeing me like that? Remember how translucent the top gets when wet?”

It didn’t leave much to the imagination.

“I hardly ever get to see you in it, and the lake is secluded enough,” he said. “I’m not going to miss out on the show just because they’ll get a little peek too.”

~

“Holy crap,” I whispered. The lake house was nothing like my expectations. In my imagination it was a crummy little hut, walls adorned with mounted fish, dusty and smelling of mildew.

But the beautiful cabin at the end of the gravel driveway was certainly not that. Even calling it a cabin felt like a stretch – sure it was made of logs, but the place was huge. Could a cabin be a mansion? Because that’s what it looked like. With two stories of gorgeous red stained wood and enormous floor to ceiling windows adorning the front, it looked more like a rustic palace than a cabin. Surrounded by lush forest and backed by the deep blue water of the lake, it wouldn’t have been out of place on a postcard.

“What the hell?” I turned to Jack. “You never said Ben’s family was loaded. I always pictured you guys huddled in a shack in the woods.”

“I did say you’d like it, didn’t I?”

Well, he wasn’t wrong. And the place was big enough that I could take some space if I needed it. I was suddenly a whole lot less apprehensive about this weekend.

Then Ben and Chris came out to greet us and I was glad to see they weren’t dressed in their underwear. In fact, the pair of them looked strikingly handsome in their half-buttoned linen shirts and khaki shorts. Very casual.

“Laura! I’m so glad Jack convinced you to come,” Ben said as he greeted us each with a hug. The feeling of his body pressing against mine elicited a flutter in my stomach.

“Now that I’ve seen this place, I would have been pissed if he hadn’t.”

“Yeah,” Chris said, wrapping his arms around me as well. My breasts pressed against his chest, but he made no effort to pull away. I could feel my nipples stiffening at the contact.

“Let me show you where you can put your stuff,” Ben said as he grabbed a suitcase from the trunk.

The inside of the cabin was just as gorgeous as it looked from the outside. Decorated rustically, but tasteful, and not a singing fish to be found anywhere. We followed Ben up to our room and when he pushed open the door my jaw hit the floor.

“Oh my god,” I said, awed by the view before me. Large glass sliding doors took up most of the back wall, revealing a small balcony with a gorgeous view of the lake. It was like looking out at a real life Bob Ross painting, happy little trees cuddling up close to the edge of the lake.

Ben smiled and slid the door open. I ran past him, savoring the sun and warm breeze as I stepped out onto the balcony. Down below, behind the cabin was a small dock on the lake. A little further down the shore was a boathouse. Just how loaded was Ben’s family? And why didn’t they just live here all the time? Who lets a house like this sit empty most of the year? I suddenly had new life goals. Jack and I were doing just fine financially, but we were going to have to up our game if I was going to have my own dock to sunbathe on.

“You like?” Ben asked from behind me.

“I think I might have married the wrong man,” I teased.

I heard him laugh in the doorway. “Well, it’s not really mine. It belongs to my parents, they just let me use it occasionally. They’ve actually been thinking about selling it, winters up here are too cold for them.”

“They better not,” I said sternly, “tell them that I’ll be very cross if they get rid of this place just as Im finally invited out here.”

“You didn’t even want to come,” Jack’s voice called from back inside the room. “I practically had to drag you here.”

“It’s not my fault you did a shit job selling me on it,” I said. “You said there’d be beer and swimming. That was it. How was I supposed to know we’d be staying at Chateau de Lake?”

Ben joined me, leaning on the railing next to me. “Well, I’m glad you didn’t let your husband stop you from missing out on a good time.”

I tore my gaze from the lake and saw him looking at me appraisingly. Something about that look had my stomach fluttering again.

“Speaking of swimming,” Ben said, “why don’t we give you a few minutes to get ready and then you guys can meet us down on the dock?”

“YES!” Jack yelled. “The air conditioning in the car died on our way here, I’ve been sweating my ass off all morning.”

“I’ll get the cooler ready,” Chris said, and then he and Ben left us alone in the huge bedroom.
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Jack grinned at me as the door closed. “So?” he asked, gesturing around at the gorgeous room.

“So... how did you not tell me about this?” I asked.

“I thought it would be a good surprise,” he said, hopping up onto the foot of the large four poster bed. He patted the space next to him. “You know, I’ve thought about bringing a girl out here ever since we were teenagers.”

“A girl?” I said in mock indignation. “Just any old girl?”

“Uhh, the right girl.” He sputtered. “You.”

“Good save,” I teased. “So, what does this fantasy girl do?”

Jack hesitated for a moment, his face turning a little red. “I- um, I always thought it would be hot to fuck someone out on one of these balconies. Like, looking down at the lake and forest and stuff…”

It was actually kind of cute, and endearingly wholesome. “Aww, does my husband want to make love to me amidst the beautiful scenery? How romantic.”

It’s been a long time since I’d seen him blush, but his cheeks were burning now. I felt myself growing wet as I thought about fulfilling his fantasy. Him behind me as I bent over, holding onto the railing as he drove himself into me. The sound of our pleasure ringing out through the forest.  I would have been game for it, but any minutes his friends were going to be right outside on the ground below.

“Maybe tonight,” I said, “we don’t want Ben and Chris catching a show.” For a moment, it looked like he was going to say something, but then thought better of it.

“Instead, how about a girl sucking you off on this nice big bed,” I offered. “You can even look out the window if you’d rather watch the lake.”

“Oh fuck no,” he said, already starting to slide out of his pants. “You look so fucking hot with a cock in your mouth, I’m not missing that.”

I pulled off my shirt, revealing the bikini top hidden beneath my shirt. The slutty one he insisted I bring. “Top on or off?”

After a moment’s hesitation, he muttered, “On.”

Wow, he really did like this bathing suit – usually my top was always the first thing to go. My husband was boob man through and through. I slipped out of my shorts, revealing the matching bottoms, and then took my place on my knees before him.

My husband’s cock was already hard for me, I laughed as it got stuck on the waistband as I tried to pull it free. After a moment of fumbling, he popped out and I wasted no time in taking him into my mouth.

Jack groaned as he sank into the warmth of my mouth, his hand coming to rest on the top of my head. I sucked him eagerly, wondering what the teenage version of my husband would think if he could see himself now. I swirled my tongue around his swollen head, making him moan, “Oh shit, Laura.”

I loved hearing him say my name in that breathy voice of his. Every sound he made sent a little tingle straight to my pussy. I was starting to regret opting for just a quick blowjob, my body was beginning to ache for him inside me. But there wasn’t time, Ben and Chris were probably already wondering what was taking us so long. I would just have to settle for riding him like a cowgirl this evening.

Taking him deep, I savored the sensation of him filling my mouth. Loving the contradiction of soft flesh, firm and rigid, throbbing with need. Need for me.

“Good girl,” his voice was nearly a whisper as I took the last remaining inch of him into my mouth. My nosed pressed against his pelvis, his balls resting against my chin. Raising my hand, I cradled them, relishing the weight of them, heavy and full. Just for me. I loved the way they spasmed and contracted whenever he emptied himself into me. Or on me. I loved both options. It made me feel claimed. Owned. Possessed.

It took all my willpower to resist the urge to slide a hand between my legs. Once I started, I wouldn’t have been able to stop, and there wasn’t time for that.

I sucked my husband’s cock with renewed urgency. I needed him to cum down my throat before I succumbed to my need and pounced on him. I didn’t want to start our weekend with his friends smelling like sex with a fresh load dripping down my thighs, but I couldn’t resist much longer.

Our gaze met as I looked up at him – he loved eye contact while he violated me. And it always sent a spark jolting through me. It felt so delightfully dirty, looking up at him with my mouth full of cock. His precious loving wife. His filthy little slut.

His cock swelled in my mouth and I knew he was close. I pulled back, until just his swollen head remained between my lips, and began to stroke his slick shaft with my hand. I parted my lips just as he began to erupt, letting him watch as he shot rope after rope of his thick seed straight into my mouth.

After he was finished, I held my mouth open for a moment, letting him see that I hadn’t wasted a drop.

“Good girl,” he panted, and then I swallowed down his load.

Yanking the pants the rest of the way off his legs, I said, “Come on, they’re going to wonder what’s holding us up.”

Jack laughed, “I’m sure they’ll figure it out when I walk down there with my legs still shaking and this big doofy grin on my face.”

“Great,” I sighed as I tossed him his shorts. “Hurry up, let’s not make it worse.”

It was going to take everything I had to ignore the aching desire between my legs as we headed down to the lake.


 Chapter Three

Like cartoon characters, their eyes practically bulged out of their heads when I came strolling down the dock. I almost expected them to shout “AH-OOO-GAH!” and then have to roll their tongues back up into their mouths.

It was a confidence boost for sure, but it wasn’t doing anything to quell the unmet need burning inside me. I could feel their eyes devouring my body, undressing what little I had to protect my modesty. Would they be able to tell my bottoms were already starting to soak through? Between the blowjob upstairs and the excitement of parading around in my sluttiest bikini, I was quite the mess.

“Hey guys,” my husband said as we approached.

“What took so long?” Chris responded with a knowing smirk.

I was suddenly very grateful we hadn’t fucked on the balcony, we would have been caught for sure.

“She had trouble finding her suit,” Jack lied.

I shook my head. Of course he blamed it on me, and after I’d sucked his dick too.

“It looks like she’s still missing most of it,” Ben teased. His eyes glanced over my body once more. “Not that I mind. Or that it matters. Did you tell her?”

My face began to burn as a blush crept across my cheeks. “Tell me what?”

Now it was Jack’s turn to turn red. “Um, we usually just swim naked.”

“WHAT?” I yelled. More amused than anything. Well, technically more aroused, but amusement was a close second. Fine, maybe it wasn’t actually that close. “How did you never mention that?”

Ben and Chris’ laughed at his predicament, but I was fully focused on my adorably blushing husband.

“It’s not a big deal,” he tried to explain. “It’s just nice not to have to wear a wet bathing suit all day when we’re going to be in and out of the lake. And sometimes it just feels good to let it all hang out, you know?”

If my brain wasn’t short circuiting, I would have understood. When I got home, the first thing I do most days is ditch my bra. And maybe my pants. I wasn’t a nudist or anything, but it did feel good to lounge around naked. But instead of all that, my brain was too hung up on the idea of these three men casually naked together. Their bodies wet and glistening as they emerged from the lake.

My attention turned to Chris and Ben, and that’s when I noticed they hadn’t gotten changed. Had they just planned on stripping down right in front of me and jumping in? “And what’s the plan now that I’m here?” I had to ask.

Chris shrugged, “Jack said he wanted us to treat you like one of the guys this weekend.”

“We figured we’d do what we usually do, unless you objected,” Ben added. “We’ve got suits inside if you’d like me to grab them?”

The way he voiced the question was almost like a challenge. And there was no way in hell that I was going to tell them to cover up. If they wanted to splash around naked while I enjoyed the show, well, that was just fine by me. It was funny, I’d been so caught up in worrying they’d think I was too slutty in my little sheer bikini, but now the tables had certainly turned. “No,” I said, “it’s fine with me.”

My husband’s eyes lit up in surprise. He shot me a questioning look and I shrugged. “Just one of the guys,” I said.

A blur of movement caught my eye – I turned to see Chris dropping his shorts, I’d barely registered what I was seeing before his toned butt was running down the dock. He pulled his shirt over his head just before reaching the end, then leapt into the air and came down with a splash.

Ben was moments behind, swiftly unbuttoning his shirt and letting it fall to the dock, revealing his muscular shoulders and back. Then his shorts were gone and he was sprinting towards the water. Even from behind, I caught fleeting glimpses of his cock dangling between his legs. Before I could get a good look, he was splashing into the water.

Jack shrugged and removed his shorts as well, then walked towards the water at a  more relaxed pace. He canon-balled in, leaving me to stand alone on the dock, with nothing but a few thin strips of very sheer fabric to hide my arousal. I had planned to lay out in the sun for a while, but with this sudden turn of events, it was probably best if I cooled down. I followed their lead, running to the edge of the dock – knowing my bathing suit was doing absolutely nothing too keep me from bouncing and jiggling all over the place. The men hooted and hollered as I jumped into the air, the blue lake came rushing up to meet me, and cool water washed over my body as I plunged into the lake.

With all of us concealed beneath the water, it almost felt normal. But every once in a while, a voice somewhere in my mind would remind me that I was surrounded by very handsome, very naked men. Of course, the guys all seemed to be totally at ease. I vaguely recalled Jack mentioning them playing sports together when they were younger, I suppose maybe they’d gotten used to showering together or something. In a weird way, I felt sort of proud of them for being so comfortable with each other. Some guys get weird about that.

We mostly just splashed and paddled around for a while, enjoying the moment in good company. I suggested chicken fights, but the guys were not having it. I guess they weren’t that comfortable with each other. Throughout it all though, I felt tension humming just beneath the surface. Though maybe it was all in my head, I had gotten all worked up before coming down to the lake and a part of me was still very much aware that I’d been left unsatisfied.

When it was time to get out, I was faced with a bit of a conundrum. Do I climb out first and leave them all staring at my ass, or go last and have them all watch the water cascading down my breasts as I emerged?

I opted for the former. Between the cold water and my own arousal, my nipples were sticking out proudly from my chest. My bottoms weren’t quite a thong, but they didn’t have a whole lot of coverage, leaving most of my cheeks exposed. But at least my backside wouldn’t reveal just how turned on I was.

I paddled over to the ladder and began to climb out, only to find myself the subject of some cheers and a wolf whistle.

“Just one of the guys, huh?” I asked once I’d climbed to my feet. Crossing my arms in front of my chest, I turned back to them. “Do you catcall each other too?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Ben responded.

“All the time,” Chris added. “Got to psych up my brooooos!”

I turned to my husband, but he was barely paying attention. His eyes were glued to my crotch. I knew the top was sheer when it got wet, but I’d never really been able to see the bottoms. Judging from the lustful look in his eyes, I must have been pretty exposed. For his friends to see.

Their eyes were wandering too, and for a moment I enjoyed the rush that came along with their gaze. But then nervousness caught up, and I turned to fetch my towel. It took all of my willpower not to turn around as I heard them climbing out.

“Yeahhhhh, boooooy!” Chris shouted as his friends left the lake.

After we’d busted open the cooler, we lounged around enjoying the sun. Everyone was wrapped in a towel, so our wandering eyes got a break.

“So,” I asked. “What other secrets has Jack not been sharing with me about guys’ weekend?”
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“I don’t think there’s anything-” Jack began to say, but was immediately interrupted.

“-Did he ever tell you about the porn?” Ben looked like he was trying not to laugh.

Chris actually did start laughing, “Oh my god, I totally forgot about that.”

“How could you forget? That was a formative memory, ” Ben said. “Oh man, remember how slow the internet was back then? It was like an hour just to see one pixelated boob.”

Looking at them now, it was hard to imagine the three of them as awkward teenagers, huddled around a computer desperate for a peek at a naked woman. They had certainly all experienced a glow-up, and I seriously doubted any of them had trouble getting women naked these days. I certainly knew my husband didn’t.

My eyes passed over them, taking everything in. Tousled wet hair, sculpted chests, biceps big enough to tell me none of them would have a problem scooping me up and…

...and what?

The thought trailed off as though a part of my brain was trying to keep me out of trouble. These were my husband’s best friends. Off limits, a little voice scolded me. So I tried to forget about the little fact that all three of them had nothing on beneath their towels.

Chris had a smattering of freckles brought out by the sun, giving him a boyish vibe, though he was the same age as the other two. All three could almost pass for brothers, I mused. Jack and Ben shared similar dark features, but Chris stood out a little with his lighter complexion and sandy blonde hair. They all shared similar builds, and often worked out together doing the same routine so even their physiques seemed to match.

“So, you guys would just hang out and look at porn together?” I asked.

My husband shrugged, “We were teenage boys.” As if it was no big deal. “And that wasn’t really a lake house thing, so…” he tried to change the subject.

Chris got up and headed for the cooler, and I found myself wishing his towel would fall from his waist. I wasn’t that lucky. Still, I was surrounded by three hot, mostly naked men, so I wasn’t about to complain.

“Ben’s family was the first to get faster internet,” Chris explained. “By the time it happened, we were old enough we could have just gone to a skeezy store and bought a Playboy or something, but none of us were brave enough to do it. Plus, we would have had to hide it somewhere.

“One night we were just talking about hot girls and stuff, and somehow it ended up with us showing each other videos we liked.”

“Oh hey,” Ben interjected, shooting my husband a teasing grin. “Is Jack still into gangbangs?”

What?

If he was, it was the first I was hearing of this. I’d like to think we had a pretty healthy sex life, but he’d never brought anything like that up. “I don’t know,” I responded, turning to look pointedly at Jack. “Is he?”  

Both friends laughed as my red-faced husband struggled to say something. Finally, he managed a non-answer, “It was hot watching girls act that slutty.”

His words sent a little quiver through me, and I was suddenly very aware that it wasn’t just the lake water that was soaking my bottoms. My husband had mentioned something very similar when he’d gotten me the tiny bikini, “I love seeing you dress like a slut,” he’d said. Now I had to wonder, just how slutty did he want me to be?

And how far would I be willing to go?

“So, what happened in these videos?” I asked my husband.

He looked as though he was considering strangling his friends, but was too flustered to do it. “It was just, um, you know. A girl with a couple guys – no big deal.”

I could tell Ben and Chris were reveling in his awkward discomfort, both barely able to contain their laughter. My husband got up to grab a can from the cooler, maybe hoping the conversation would move on, but I noticed the front of his towel tenting out a little. This talk was really getting to him.

“Oh my god!” Chris shouted, “I just remembered something.”

All eyes turned to him, the color draining from my husband’s face.

“He used to really like the ones where the guys would stand around the girl at the end and finish on her.”

That certainly tracked with my experience – Jack loved to watch himself cum all over me.

“Yeah,” Ben piled on. “He even asked us to do that with him some time.” Then he turned to me and quickly added, “It never happened though.”

Jack looked absolutely mortified that I was hearing this, though I noticed he was still carefully covering his crotch. I decided to throw him a bone and change the subject, a little.

“And what was Chris into back then?” I asked, thinking it would be his turn to suffer some embarrassment.

“Lesbians,” he immediately replied. No hesitation. The only red in his cheeks was from the morning spent in the sun.

Couldn’t argue with that, what guy didn’t like watching girls go at it? “How about you?” I asked Ben.

“Blowjobs mostly,” he said. “Nothing hotter than watching a woman suck a cock.”

He looked me right in the eye as he spoke, and I felt my stomach flutter. Maybe I should have sucked my husband off out on the balcony. A bulge was growing beneath Ben’s towel as well. I remembered how his cock had dangled so far that I could see it from behind, flouncing between his legs as he ran down the dock. If it was that big when he was soft, he must be truly impressive at full mast.

“So you guys would get all worked up watching porn, and then…” I let the words trail off. I wasn’t sure what to expect in response. As far as I knew, Jack was completely straight. But he’d also never said a word about his teenage gangbang obsession, so maybe anything was possible.

“It usually ended like this,” Ben pulled his towel off, revealing his impressive cock. He wrapped his hand around the meaty shaft, already huge despite being only partially erect. My eyes were fixed between his legs as one of my husband’s best friends began to stroke himself right in front of me. In front of all of us.

My thighs squeezed together involuntarily, a heat burning inside me and my stomach aflutter with nervous butterflies. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, but I was utterly incapable of looking away.

A drop of precum appeared on his tip, glistening in the bright afternoon sun. I found myself licking my lips, suddenly recalling the taste of my husband’s seed just a couple hours ago. Thinking of him broke the spell, and I tore my eyes away from the deliciously obscene display before me to check on my husband.

Jack wore a look of hopeful uncertainty, his eyes burning with a nervous desire. I’d caught him watching me, watching his friend. A downward glance revealed his excitement, obvious even beneath his towel. Beside him, Chris sported a matching bulge beneath his brightly colored beach towel. He glanced between me and my husband, wearing an easy grin and an amused look that implied he was down for wherever this may lead.

All three of them were looking at me.

Waiting.

After a deep breath, I said, “Well, don’t let me get in the way. I’m just one of the guys, remember?”

Chris’ towel came off next, his erect cock practically springing up into the afternoon air. His hand slid down his shaft with practiced ease, almost casual in the way he stroked himself right in front of me.

My husband revealed himself next, and despite having emptied himself down my throat not long ago, he was as hard as ever. His familiar cock jutted out towards me, and I knew his heart was racing from the way it pulsed in time with every beat. It was with a look of pure desire that he watched me as he took himself gently into his hand. Each stroke was delicate, as though he knew he was already on the edge of ecstasy.

Desire burned between my legs as all three of them watched me, leaning back in their beach chairs as they jerked off together with a practiced familiarity.

“Anybody got any porn?” Ben asked with a smile. I had to wonder, was it his impressive size that seemed to make him so bold?

Without even thinking, I shrugged out of my towel. “I don’t think you’ll need any,” I said, as my sheer bikini top came into view. Still wet from the lake, I knew it would do nothing to conceal the evidence of my arousal. My stiff peaks pressed teasingly against the damp fabric, the friction only adding to my plight.

I swear, you’d have thought they’d never seen boobs before. I almost laughed at their wide-eyed grins. It inspired a strange sense of pride, that all three of them were sitting here drooling and stroking over little ol’ me. It felt good. Dirty. A wife giving them a little peak at something only her husband should ever see.

Speaking of Jack, I had to wonder if this was what he’d wanted all along. It was at his insistence that I packed the honeymoon bikini. He’d known exactly how revealing it was. Knew his friends would see everything. Now I knew just how serious he was about wanting me to look like a slut.

But he might have bitten off more than he could chew – as his friends stroked themselves in front of me, I was aware of just how different this was from showing me off on our honeymoon. Then, I’d mostly ignored the strangers checking me out. Nameless props to feed our fantasies. But these were his best friends, and there was no hiding what they were thinking.

I could feel them undressing me with their eyes, stripping away what little I had to protect my modestly. Knew they were imagining what my breasts would feel like in their hands. Mouths. Wrapped around their cocks. In their minds, my little body was nothing more than their fuckdoll. It was plainly written across their faces. My husband knew it too, and stroked himself to the sight of his slutty wife on display for his friends.

My own heart pounded as well. A nervous energy burned inside me, melding with the growing heat between my legs and the butterflies in my stomach. If Jack truly wanted a slut for a wife, I was ready to do more than just look the part.

Without a word, I slipped off my beach chair and sank down onto my knees in the sandy shore. I looked up, scanning their faces before my gaze settled on my husband. We locked eyes as he touched himself, then he watched in awe as I scooped one breast from the confines of the padded cup and let it bounce free. It was quickly followed by the other, leaving me with both tits exposed. The scrunched up bathing suit top supported them from beneath, lifting them upwards, as if presenting my breasts as an offering.

I was shocked when Ben stood, towering over me with his thick cock in hand. I hadn’t given any thought to what would happen next – freeing my tits had been a spur of the moment decision. How far would I let this go? How far would Jack allow?

Chris rose as well, taking up a place opposite Ben, and resumed sliding his hand up and down the slick length of his swollen cock. Finally, my husband got to his feet and stood between his two best friends, all three of their cocks now pointed right at my face.

I couldn’t help it, snaking a hand down the front of my soaked bottoms, I let slip a quiet moan as my finger glided through my slit. Electricity flowed through all of us, my gaze darting from the throbbing cocks so tantalizingly arrayed before me, the voltage spiking each time I dared make eye contact.

The hunger in their gaze turned my bones to milk, it was all I could do to remain upright. All I wanted was to melt into them, give myself over and surrender my body to their delicious desires. Instead, I continued my show, my fingers tracing over my clit as they jerked off just inches from my face. Their own personal porn star.

Incredibly, I found myself nearing the edge almost immediately. Tremors rocked my body as I approached the peak. Some final vestiges of my modesty attempted to hold me back, aghast at the idea of my husband’s two best friends seeing my most intimate moments.

But then Ben took a step forward, and with a grunt, sent the first pulse of cum streaming against my cheek. The shock and shear delicious obscenity of him cumming on my face drove me to a height of arousal I’d never even suspected was possible. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the huge pulsating cock erupting right into my face. My fingers worked furiously between my legs as I felt the warmth of his load dripping down onto my chest. I opened my mouth in a gasp of pleasure as my climax hit, only to catch the next hot spurt right on my tongue.

“Fuck,” Chris moaned, “I’ve got to cum on those tits.” And I turned just as he unleashed a thick rope of pearly white seed straight across my breasts.

“Cover that slut,” I heard my husband say in a tone I’d never heard from his lips.

My eyes closed against the overwhelming bliss, my body trembling as wave after wave coursed through me. I was bathed in warmth as they painted my body, feeling each fresh offering on my skin.

Finally, when the pleasure receded and I opened my eyes. Jack was looking down at me, his cum-covered slut of a wife, with a gaze so intense and hungry that I’ll never forget it for as long as I live.

“I love you,” he whispered. And then he emptied his balls onto my face, his seed mixing with that of his best friends to coat my skin.

“God damn,” Ben said, “she looks like a porn star.”

Chris helped himself to another drink from the cooler, his deflating cock still dripping onto the ground. “Did we just check a fantasy off your bucker list?” He asked my husband.

Jack looked down at me, cum covered and breathy heavy, and said, “You’re the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”


 Chapter Five

My heart hadn’t stopped racing by the time I climbed to my feet. Their seed dripping down my face and chest caused my skin to tingle, the couple spots where it had already begun to dry had me feeling like my skin was a size too small.

Every pair of eyes was still fixed on me, either my face or breasts, as my husband and his friends admired their handiwork. Unsure of what to do next, I pulled my top back up, covering my stained chest. I could feel their loads soaking into the fabric.

“I’m uh-” I stuttered, “-I’m going to rinse off in the lake.”

Not waiting for a response, I turned and headed back down to the dock. A billion thoughts raced through my mind.

Holy fuck that was hot.

Did I just ruin my marriage?

How far does Jack want me to go?

Will I ever be able to look at them again without imagining myself on my knees?

How fucking awkward is the rest of this weekend going to be?

Footsteps rushing up behind me broke off the litany of worries. Jack’s hand settled on my waist, the sudden contact reigniting the embers of desire still smouldering inside me.

“Wait,” he said, and then leaned in for a kiss. If he was bothered by the traces of cum, he didn’t show it. I groaned as his tongue slipped between my lips, my doubts evaporating as I felt the extent of his desire. He kissed me with all the passion of our first date, of our wedding night. It felt monumental. Today was another new beginning, the start of a filthy and thrilling new chapter in our marriage.

I was left gasping as the kiss broke. The hunger in his eyes sending a shiver through me, one that left me painfully aware that despite everything, I still hadn’t been fucked yet. God, I needed it. Soon.

An almost sheepish expression crossed his face, he hesitated for just a moment before asking, “Can you show me your tits again before you rinse it off?”

The way his cheeks still burned in embarrassment was a special sort of adorable. After all that, he was still shy about his until-now secret desires. It earned him a smile as I acquiesced to his request, pulling down the cups of my top once more to reveal my breasts.

My nipples grew tight as he devoured me with his eyes, taking in the slick mess still coating my skin. Jack hadn’t bothered to cover up, and despite erupting onto my face just minutes ago, his cock was already stirring back to life. I bit my lip. Fuck, I wanted it bad.

But we needed to talk. So instead, I stepped to the edge of the dock – hoping the cool water would help to clear my head. Because right now, I was willing to do almost anything. Hell, that was the understatement of the century. I wasn’t just willing, I was eager. Desperate even. Completely unable to stop thinking about anything but offering myself up as slut for my husband and his friends. How would it feel, the first time another man slid himself inside me? Ben, with that nice thick cock? Already so real in my mind that I could almost feel it stretching me open.

I leapt into the water, surfacing just in time to see Jack splashing into the lake beside me. When his head broke the surface, it was clear that the cold water had done nothing to dull the hunger in his eyes. I shouldn’t have been surprised, my pussy was still on fire as well.

Something caught his attention and he laughed. I turned to follow his gaze and saw my top floating lazily away from me. Before I could grab the thing, he beat me to it, tossing it up onto the dock. Turning back to me, his smile faded and I felt my stomach drop.

“Was um... was that okay,?” he asked. He wasn’t talking about the bathing suit.

A dozen different feelings were still battling for dominance inside me, so much more than I could ever describe in words.

“It felt kind of good,” I admitted. “I mean, really good. You guys let me feel like a slut, but like, in a good way. It was easy to let loose a little because I knew you all cared about me.”

Jack was silently treading water, his expression hard to read.

“You liked it?” I asked.

“Loved it,” he said. “I’ve never been more turned on in my life. I was barely able to touch myself, I was holding back from cumming the whole time – wanted to see them finish first.”

Despite seeing it first hand, I still had trouble believing that he’d wanted to watch his friends cum on my face and tits. “Are you sure you’re not going to regret it later?”

My husband shook his head, sending droplets of water to splatter my face. “Sharing a girl has been my fantasy since the first time I saw it online. I don’t feel any jealousy. Mostly I’m just insanely turned on by you. Like I just discovered a whole new dimension to your sexuality.”

“Hey,” I said, “I didn’t even know I’d be into that. How did you never tell me about your biggest fantasy?”

His shrug was just barely discernible beneath the water. “I figured you wouldn’t want to. Worst case scenario, you’d doubt how much I loved you. And I’d rather have it remain a secret forever than ever make you doubt how I feel about you.

“I had an ex girlfriend that left me because of it, she said if I really loved her, I’d never be willing to share.”

“I don’t doubt a thing,” I said, paddling over for a kiss. When our lips finally separated, I looked him in the eyes.

“Tell me about the rest of this fantasy, and we’ll see what I can do…”


 Chapter Six

A pair of wet bikini bottoms landed on the dock with a splat. I mounted the ladder, arching my back to emphasize the curve of my ass. Without turning to look, I knew Jack was staring, slack-jawed, as my naked body rose up from the lake. Widening my stance just a little, I hoped he got a good look between my legs – his last look at my pussy while it still belonged solely to him.

It was a struggle to keep my breathing calm, I could feel my pulse pounding in my ears. So loud that I doubted I’d even hear if my husband changed his mind. Holy shit, was I really doing this?

The desperate ache between my legs was the answer.

Chris was the first to notice my approach. The sequence of his reactions would have been hilarious if I hadn’t been so focused on what was coming next. At first, he looked up to greet me with a casual smile, before noticing my attire. Or lack thereof. His eyes widened in confused shock, followed quickly by pure lust as they drifted down my wet and exposed body. For just a moment, they lingered on my pussy and I felt my belly burn with a terrible mixture of shame and desire. Catching himself, he donned a mask of pure innocence, his eyes looking anywhere other than where I knew he most wanted.

Ben turned to see what had caused his friend to abandon their conversation, giving my body an appreciative once-over. His confident smile betrayed no hint of shock, as though he’d been expecting me to come back for more. He looked up expectantly when I stopped between them, a fire burning in his eyes.

“For the rest of the weekend, you can do whatever you want to me.”

The words hung in the air, my heart thumping as I marveled at my own courage. Or maybe it wasn’t courage at all, but an all-consuming and overwhelming desire clouding any sense of propriety. Of decency. Loyalty.

But what was more loyal than giving my husband exactly what he’s always wanted?

“Jack wants to watch me act like a slut,” said, “but I guess you both knew that already. You know what he likes, so help me give him a show he’ll never forget.”

Ben’s towel dropped carelessly to the dirt as he stood, his cock already impressive even at half-mast. “Oh, honey,” he said, a hint of condescension in his voice. “You’re not acting. You’ve already taken three loads to the face and loved every second of it. You are a slut. But sure, we’ll help you prove it to him.”

I couldn’t believe one of my husband’s best friends had just called me a slut to my face. For some reason that felt more surreal than anything else this crazy day. But that didn’t stop the effect his words had on me, the ache between my legs spiraling out of control.

Without another word, Ben scooped me up, a disorienting sensation as he manhandled me over to the hammock and laid me down perpendicular across its length. Braided rope pressed against my stomach and breasts, the ground swayed beneath me. He had me bent over the hammock, legs and head dangling off the edges as I rocked back and forth. Completely exposed and awaiting his violation.

My body tensed in anticipation of that huge cock forcing its way into my body. Would it hurt? I wondered? But I was beyond caring about the answer. Whatever was to come, I needed it.

But he didn’t fuck me. In confusion, I watched his feet as he circled the hammock, then lifted my head as he approached. His magnificent cock dangled right at eye level, filling my vision as he took up his position right in front of me. I didn’t need to be told what came next. I might be new to this whole slut thing, but I had the instinct. How long had my body secretly craved this?

Obediently, I opened my mouth.

But his cock slapped against the side of my face with a soft, fleshy, thud. His fingers tangled into my hair, pulling to tilt my head upwards. The weight of his cock draped across my face, his balls resting near my mouth.

Was this a show for my husband? Is this what he liked to see? A woman degraded by a huge cock? Was Jack even here? We’d decided I would get things started on my own, and he’d come to watch when he was ready. Maybe this was just for Ben’s benefit, but I found myself hoping my husband was already watching. His sweet loving wife’s pretty little face covered by his friend’s meaty cock.

Really though, did it matter? At this point, I wanted this as much as he did. Maybe even more. I parted my lips, allowing my tongue to touch the first man aside from my husband.

He tasted like summer – lake water and a hint of sweat. Ben’s groan sent a shiver down my back, encouraging me to take one of his heavy balls into my mouth and gently suck. They matched his cock, too big to fit one entirely, and I couldn’t help but wonder how much of their weight was the semen roiling inside, just waiting to fill me.

Then his cock was sliding down over my face, until the bulbous head was resting on my lips. I took him into my mouth, feeling him suddenly growing harder. Thicker. Stretching my lips around his girth as he returned to his full stature.

There was barely room to maneuver my tongue around his shaft, across the bulging veins, or up to the fleshy tip. Instead, he helped himself to my mouth, thrusting himself between my lips, and it was all I could do to suck in short gasps of air around his cock.

Was Jack seeing this? The idea of him watching me get my face fucked like a filthy whore had me dripping. I couldn’t help but wish it was my pussy that Ben was stuffing full with that monster cock.

I jumped at the feeling of strong hands settling upon my ass. Was it Chris or my husband that had decided to join the fun? I only had a moment to register what was happening as the hands spread me open, felt the mystery man’s hot breath on my slick folds. It wasn’t exactly what I needed, but I wasn’t about to complain about getting my pussy eaten.

In fact, with my mouth otherwise occupied, complaints about anything at all would have been quite the trick. Instead, I moaned as the eager mouth descended on my pussy – sending the vibration through Ben’s cock, causing him to vocalize my pleasure with a sound of his own.

The hammock tilted, lifting my ass higher in the air so the man behind me would have greater access to my clit. I squirmed at the gentle friction of his soft, talented tongue.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Chris’s voice came from between my legs, solving the mystery. “And you taste incredible.”

My husband’s friend knew what my pussy tasted like. Just the idea of it made me feel so delightfully filthy. I hoped Jack was enjoying this, but with Ben’s hands holding my head, it was impossible to look around for him.

This new angle made it difficult for Ben to continue abusing my mouth, so he let up, allowing me to do more of the work. I was determined to prove to him that I could handle his impressive size. My cheeks went hallow as I sucked gently at the tip, tracing my tongue over the fleshy ridge. The lower half of his cock was so thick I could barely wrap my fingers all the way around as I stroked him into my mouth.

Ben’s attitude seemed almost leisurely now, just casually enjoying the mouth of his best friend’s wife. I didn’t get the sense that he was close to finishing – not surprising given that they’d all cum not too long ago. The same didn’t hold true for me.

Chris was savoring my pussy, taking long meandering licks through my folds, reaching my clit at the apex of each stroke. I writhed on his face, grinding myself back against him, trying to force him to give me exactly what I needed.

At first, he resisted. His elusive tongue darting through my slit, torturously teasing me with his erratic movements. Sometimes bringing me close to the edge, only to change up the rhythm or kiss my thighs. His tongue pushed into my opening, making me gasp around Ben’s cock. Reminding me of how desperately I needed to be filled. I would beg him to fuck me if only my mouth wasn’t occupied by his friend’s cock.

Maybe he sensed my growing frustration, or maybe he was getting eager for what was to come, but Chris fell into a steady pace. Lashing my sensitive nub with his tongue, each stroke making my body convulse in pleasure. Losing control of myself as the tension built and built, my hands turned white, gripping the netting of the hammock for dear life.

At last, Chris’s tongue pushed me to the highest peak and sent me plummeting over the edge. My mouth opened wide enough to release an audible whimper from around Ben’s cock. Every nerve in my body fired at once, my body shaking in ecstasy. Chris dug his fingers into my hips, holding me against his face as best he could, devouring my quivering pussy. In my writhing, his tongue slipped higher, the soft, wet heat of him gliding over my ass. Delicious shivers bounded through my body, pushing my orgasm to new heights. Chris responded to my moans by renewing his assault, his tongue and lips seeking out all my most intimate places.

Whimpering helplessly as tremors wracked my body, it was all I could do just to hold on. Every sensation was overwhelming – the ropes of the hammock rubbing against my skin, the soft breeze coming off the lake, the bittersweet and salty taste of Ben dripping into my mouth, and the silky heaven of Chris’s tongue gently coaxing me through it all.

The cock slipped from my mouth, leaving me empty but grateful for the opportunity to catch my breath. Chris gently kissed the back of my thighs as I came floating down from my high.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone cum so hard while sucking my cock,” Ben laughed.

I looked up at him, but his attention was on Chris. “No, you go ahead,” he said. “Get her warmed up for me.”


 Chapter Seven

For now, Ben seemed content to merely watch as his friend positioned himself behind me. I was still bent across the hammock, the little rope diamonds pressing against my skin, my breasts mushing through the openings. I gently swayed as my arms and legs dangled out over the edges. With my head hanging down, I could see Chris’s feet taking a wide stance behind me. I tilted my head a little more and his hard cock came into view, framed by my eagerly spread thighs. All I wanted was to feel him inside me, to finally put this delicious torture to an end and give me what I really needed.

“Ohhhh,” I moaned as he rubbed his swollen head up and down between my sopping lips. His cock glistened with my need. “...fuck.”

“What was that?” Ben taunted, holding up his palm. Signaling his friend to stop.

I ignored him. My entire world was reduced to the aching need burning between my legs.

“What did the slut say?” Ben asked again, this time looking off somewhere behind me. To Jack? Was my husband somewhere nearby, eagerly waiting for his friends to explore the most intimate depths of his wife.

“Tell them what you want, baby.” My husband’s voice was close, but he remained out of sight. Was that part of his fantasy? Not just watching, but hearing me say exactly what I wanted them to do to me?

“I want your friends to make me scream,” I confessed. “You’re going to watch your friends fill your wife’s pretty little cunt. Turn me into their filthy cumslut. It’s all I can think about, baby. I have to have it.”

I had assumed I’d have to put on a bit of an act. Exaggerate. Play the slut. But the words felt so natural as they fell from my lips. I wasn’t pretending. I hadn’t realized it until today, but this fantasy was as much mine as his.

“He’s so close. Can you see his cock sliding between my lips?”

His voice was deep and breathy, “...yes.”

I sensed him moving closer. Heard the rustle of leaves and the snap of twigs as he approached, but he remained out of sight.

“I need to feel his cock inside me, baby.” Practically begging.

Chris took that as in invitation, sliding his bulbous tip up to my opening, before exerting more self control than I thought humanly possible, pausing just short of entering me. I tried to wiggle my way onto his cock, but he denied me.

“Last chance,” he told Jack. “No going back. Are you ready to for us to make your wife a slut?”

The silence that followed was agonizing, an eternity of denial, the bliss I was promised throbbing maddeningly at my threshold.

“Fuck her,” my husband commanded.

I groaned in long awaited satisfaction as Chris slid easily into my depths. My body opened for him, beckoning his cock deep into my center.

“Your wife has an amazing pussy,” Chris said. “I can’t believe this slut is letting me have it.”

All I could do was grunt as the first man besides my husband buried himself to the hilt inside me. It felt incredible, and even just the idea of what I was doing was enough to bring me to the edge. My face burned with shame, some last vestiges of propriety screaming out against this violation of our marriage vows. But I was well beyond caring.

Chris’s hands settled on my hips and he began rocking me back and forth, using the swaying of the hammock to drive himself deep inside me. It was like being draped over a swing, helplessly dangling and completely at his mercy. I craned my neck, looking under the hammock, just barely able to see his cock disappearing into my needful cunt. His balls swung with every thrust, slapping up against my lips each time he plunged into me.

“How’s that feel?” Ben asked. “You like that cock?”

“Fuck, yes,” I grunted. “It’s perfect.”

“Do you need more?”

“Always.”

Ben’s fingers tangled into my hair once more, jerking my head upright, pulling me away from the incredible spectacle of my own violation. Once more, he fed his glistening cock back into my mouth. I took as much of him as I could.

I swayed back and forth, Chris impaling me on his cock, then pushing me forward so his friend slipped deeper into my mouth. Carefully, I licked and sucked at Ben’s enormous member, balancing my desire to prove that I could please him with the fact that I didn’t want him to finish. I wanted him ready to fuck me the moment Chris was done.

“Do you think this slut can handle both of us?” Ben asked.

Oh god, just the idea of it would have made my knees go weak if I wasn’t slung over the hammock. Had he been asking Chris? Or my husband? The way he talked about me like I wasn’t right here sucking his cock drove me wild. What I thought didn’t matter –  I told them they could do whatever they wanted to me. For the rest of the weekend, I was their fuckdoll.

“She’s pretty tight, but I bet she can take it.”

But instead of stopping to reposition or prepare for whatever new violation was in store, Chris picked up his pace, slamming himself into me with renewed fury. My body rocked under the assault, the leaves above us rattling as the hammock shook the trunks. Pleasure coiled within me, building rapidly towards another world-shattering climax. His rough fingers found their way to my clit, furiously stroking me in time with his thrusts.

I struggled to breath around the cock in my mouth – Ben sensed my loss of control and took pity on me, pulling himself free and draping the weight of his saliva covered cock once more across my face. This final indignity pushed me over the edge, the orgasm coursing through me as I screamed so loud the neighbors would have to hear, even if they were a mile away.


 Chapter Eight

The emptiness I felt when Chris slipped from me was nearly unbearable. But I knew I wouldn’t have to bear it for long.

Chris scooped me up into his arms, his wet cock smearing our lust across my skin as it brushed my belly. A few short steps away sat a picnic table – he carried me to it and sat me down on the edge. I fought for balance, doing my level best not to tumble down into the dirt below. I looked around, finally seeing my husband for the first time since this debauchery began.

He stood as naked as his friends, and just as hard. At the tip of his cock, a drop of precum glistened in the sunlight. His face was contorted in a pleasure I had never seen. Hungrier than ever before. For me.

Chris laid down on his back across the table and before I could figure out what I should be doing, Ben picked me up and sat me down on top of his friend.

“I’ll try to be gentle,” Chris said.

As I wondered what he meant, I felt his slick tip sliding between my cheeks.

Oh.

I was wetter than I could ever recall being in my life, so he had no trouble coating himself in my fluids before holding himself pressed against my most forbidden opening.

“Does this slut like being fucked in the ass?” Ben asked my husband.

Jack was practically trembling in excitement as he answered, “We’ll find out.”

The intense pressure made me wince, and then Chris was sliding into me. A mild burning sensation and the strange sensation of being filled in a whole new way. My palms and soles were flat against the rough wood of the table as I squatted over Chris, slowly lowering myself down onto him.

When I had taken him all, I paused, exploring the wealth of new sensations. The sun shone down on us, the birds sang, and my husband slowly stroked his cock while his friend was buried balls deep in my ass. Just another beautiful summer day.

Gingerly, I experimented with lifting myself up and down. Just an inch or two at first, growing accustomed to the feeling. A vague pleasant fullness deep in my core. Just as I began to get used to it, Ben asked, “Are you ready?”

“For wha-” I began to ask, when Chris pulled me down so that I was laying with my back on top of him. My legs spread wide open, with his cock still deep inside my ass.

Ben didn’t waste a moment, already moving between my thighs. His enormous cock glistened with my spit, the bulbous head angry and swollen with desire. I had been unsure if I’d even be able to take that monster, let alone while I was already partially occupied. But I was determined to try.

Jack moved closer, to get a better look as his well endowed friend prepared to fuck his wife. First though, he dropped his cock onto my stomach, showing us all exactly how deep into my depths he intended violate me.

“You think you’re slut enough to take all this cock?” he asked.

I didn’t even need to think. “Give it to me.”

A gasp escaped my lips as he began to part my lips. Jack’s eyes went wide as Ben found my opening, eager to watch his wife take the biggest cock she’d ever seen in her life. My own eyes mirrored his as Ben began to ease himself inside me.

Oh my god…

Oh my god...

Ohmygodohmygodohmygod…

It was like nothing I’d ever experienced, as if every single nerve ending was coming in contact with his cock and they were all firing off at once. The pain mingled with pleasure, launching every single sensation to astonishing heights. My vision blurred or maybe my eyes had closed, it didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but the all-consuming ecstasy blossoming inside my abused body.

And somehow, I knew this was only the beginning. Without seeing, I knew Ben had only just begun to feed his cock into me. Chris barely moved beneath me, his chest lifting me as it rose and fell, his cock had been still since his friend had begun to enter me. That wasn’t going to be the case for much longer. As incredible as all of this felt, it was only a fraction of what was coming. They were going to fuck me stupid.

“Look at it stretching her open,” Ben needlessly told my husband. Jack was already staring, you would have needed to blind him to make him stop. His jaw hung open in astonishment as he watched his wife’s pretty pussy stretched to the limit. When he glanced up to meet my gaze, it was like we both shared the same thought.

Oh my god.

All the while, Ben was working his cock further into my tight depths. There was no sense of how much was inside me and how much still remained – I couldn’t imagine being any more full, and yet, with every passing second my horizons of pleasure were expanded. Chris throbbed in my ass, his cock pulsing with every beat of his heart. Finally, Ben began to move himself back and forth.

I screamed up at the sky. My entire body convulsing around the two men within me, squeezing them even tighter. Near my ear, Chris groaned as I clamped down around his cock. A few moments passed with just Ben moving, easing me into a rhythm, setting everything he touched on fire. When he sensed I was ready, Chris joined in, gently thrusting into my ass, striking the opposite pace from his friend.

My vision exploded into stars as they moved within me. What little control I had of my body evaporated away, leaving me a rag-doll vessel for their lust. Something pressed against my lips, rigid and dripping with need – my husband fed his cock into my wanton mouth.

The overwhelming cacophony of sensations coalesced around a single point, a burning need deep in my core. My body tensed in anticipation, holding the men inside me even tighter yet. All around me was the sound of men groaning, barely discernible under my own frenzied shrieking. I climbed higher and higher as they took me rougher and rougher – Ben now providing me with a proper fucking, absolutely ruining my tiny body.

As I approached the apex, the cock slipped from my mouth, replaced by my husband’s kiss. Loving and desperate, his lips found my own, his tongue slipping into my mouth. I groaned into him as the orgasm tore through me. My whole body clamped down, my rhythmic writhing pushing my violators towards climaxes of their own.

Chris was first, making me moan into Jack’s mouth as his warmth erupted deep into my ass. He pulsed inside me, the movement rippling through my inner walls, pushing Ben over the edge. I screamed as he swelled within me, somehow even bigger, and then the first hot spurt flooded my pussy. My body milked them for everything they had, the contractions drawing out every drop of their seed.

It was a strange sensation as I came back to my senses. Still so very full, but also slippery enough their softening cocks moved more freely. They both gently rocked back and forth inside of me, enjoying the final aftershocks of the moment.

A torrent of semen spilled from my abused cunt when Ben withdrew, I could feel it dripping down between my legs. I thought surely, this must be the end, but then my husband was taking up Ben’s place between my legs. Chris froze, still deep inside my ass, to allow his friend to reclaim his wife.

Jack climbed on top of me, looking me in the eyes as he aligned himself with my battered opening. “I love you,” he said, sliding himself home.

Even after everything else, the sensation of my husband filling me was like nothing else. Jack looked down at me with the purest mix of love and lust as he thrust himself into me again and again. “You’re perfect,” he whispered as he swelled inside me, filling me with one last load.

“Best. Lakehouse. Weekend. Ever,” Chris said as he disentangled himself from the mess of bodies on the table.

~
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When fancy fertility treatments are too expensive, my husband and I decide to do it the old fashioned way. Just not with him. At the FreeUse fertility clinic, they pair you up with as many virile men as you can handle, and my husband gets to watch as they fill me up. But there's a slim window when I'm at my most fertile, so the best way to be sure is to let them use me all at once.

 About the Author

I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)
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