
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]

[image: Image 2]

My Husband Shared Me With His Friends

A Hot Wife Sharing Story

By

Gemma Harris

Copyright © 2016 by Gemma Harris. All rights reserved. This book may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher. 

Contents

Chapter One

Chapter One

I flicked another page in my book and spread my legs a little. The sun was hot on my back and I took in a deep breath through my nose, enjoying the scent of the nearby honeysuckle which was currently a stop off point for a group of busy honey bees. 

The tall trees ensured my privacy and I was happy once again that my garden provided pure seclusion. I could never have got away with sunbathing topless in my last home, although I was sure that the ageing Derek from next door wouldn't have minded, although Doris, his wife, would surely have had some stern words for me. 

The grass tickled my toes and the radio provided the soundtrack for my perfect summers day. I hoped again that my husband would stay at the bar for longer than he'd said he would. I liked the quiet and the knowledge that I was alone, it was the perfect way of winding down after a hard week at work, and a rowdy husband would only ruin my attempt at relaxation. 

I turned onto my back and gazed at my boobs. For the first time in a long time I'd actually have perfectly brown tits without a hint of a white tan line anywhere to be seen. 

I pondered whether I should take my bikini bottoms off, but decided against it. 

I'd only recently shaved my pussy, and didn't want to risk sunburn down there. 

Chris had already told me he had plans for me the night, and I didn't want burnt skin to ruin to my fun. Or his. 

The book was becoming tedious, so I placed it on the lawn beside me and closed my eyes, enjoying the caress of the soft breeze on my belly. I couldn't think of anywhere I'd rather be, and soon drifted off into a beautiful place between

consciousness and light sleep. 

I was semi aware of my surroundings, and voices began penetrating my half dreams, confusing me at first but then dragging me from my trance in utter shock as I began hearing what the voices were actually saying. 

"You're a lucky bastard," a man said. "She's fucking stunning." 

"Tell me about it." My husband's voice. "She fucks like a pornstar too." 

Yet another man's voice joined in. "Those tits are fucking perfect. I'd love to get my dick between them." 

The murmuring of a few male voices agreeing with the crude observation told me that my husband had invited most of his friends home with him. I pretended I was still asleep, and glanced to my right from the corners of my eyes, my sunglasses hiding my stare. I was no prude, and knew I had a decent body, but to my shame I realised that I was enjoying the attention, and the heat between my legs only confirmed it. 

Four men stood next to Chris, near the barbecue area. I knew them all, and shouldn't have been surprised that after a few beers at the bar my husband would have invited them home. He liked his male company, and was apparently not shy about talking about his wife in front of them in such an overtly sexual manner. 

I wondered what else he'd told them about me, and my clit hardened as one of

the men grabbed his crotch and smiled. "Jesus, Chris, your wife's giving me a fucking boner." 

My husband slapped him on the back playfully. "Fucking hell, Richie. Control yourself. That's my wife you're talking about. Anyway, keep your voices down. 

Don't wake her… I don't think she'd be too happy to hear us talking about her like this." 

The men kept staring. There were four of them including my husband, and I studied Richie's shorts. Had I really made him erect? The thought that my body could have such an effect of him made me tremble inside. I was excited. A little too excited, and I ached to slide a hand between my thighs and relieve my swollen clit. 

Chris began the process of lighting the barbecue, while the other guys opened the bottles of beer they held. As the first flickers of flame danced over the coals, Chris headed back towards the house. "I'll go and get the meat, and knock up a quick salad," he said. "Is my wife safe here with you reprobates?" 

The men laughed. "I'll keep an eye on them," said Richie. 

As my husband left them drinking beer, the guy's eyes were all over me, and an intense urge came over me, an urge that started as butterflies in my stomach, but soon grew into a steady throb beneath my legs. I was going to tease them. 

I began parting my legs, slowly at first, watching the men's faces, and happy to feel the breeze between my legs. My bikini bottoms were small, and the wind cooled my growing desire as the gap between my thighs widened. 

The men spoke in low voices, all three of them staring at me as I exposed myself. I was under no pretences… the position I was in offered them a fantastic view between my legs, and I raised my knees as my legs opened further. 

My nipples prickled with desire as the men craned their necks for a better view, and I feigned a deep sigh, as if I was still in a deep sleep. The power I had over the three men was an aphrodisiac, and I knew that my husband was going to have to fuck me sooner rather than later. I wasn't sure that I could wait until the evening before feeling a hard cock inside me. 

Flashing images of all four men fucking me crossed my mind, and I licked my lips, fighting the powerful urge to stick my hand between my legs and push a finger into my desperate hole. 

My husband's voice dragged me back into the moment. "Fucking hell, Debbie! 

Wake up!" 

I cursed him silently, and pretended to wake up. "Oh my god!" I squealed as I looked around, removing my glasses and closing my legs. "What the fuck. How long have you been here?" 

I grabbed my bikini top and laid it over my tits, trying my best to look embarrassed. "Why didn't you wake me up?" 

"Sorry, babe," said Chris. "You looked so peaceful… and so fucking sexy. 

You've been giving the boys a bit of a show." 

"Why did you let them look at me?" I said. 

"Because he's proud of you," smiled Richie. "I would be too. Jesus Debbie, you've got a hell of a body." 

I smiled at him. "Thank you, Richie." I said. "I don't think you should tell your wife you said that though." 

Chris stared at me. "Fucking hell," he said, placing a bowl of salad and a tray of meat on the table. "You're loving it aren't you?" 

I narrowed my eyes. "Loving what?" 

Chris grabbed his bottle and swallowed some beer. "Loving the fact that the lads have been looking at you. I know when you're turned on, Debbie, and right now... you're fucking gagging for it!" 

"Don't be silly," I said. "I'm a married woman and you're my husband. Having your drunk friends gawping at me does not turn me on." 

"Alright," he said, approaching me. "Let's see how shy you get if I do this." 

Chris reached out and grabbed my bikini top, ripping it from my hands and

exposing my tits to his three staring friends. 

I smiled. "I'm your wife, Christopher. If you're willing to show me off, then I'm willing to play along with your little game. I'm calling your bluff." 

I was enjoying the developments, and as Chris tossed my bikini top towards the other men, I cupped a breast in each hand and pushed them upwards, swaying my shoulders from side to side and licking my lips. "Hello boys," I teased. "Like what you see?" I looked at Richie. "What about you, Richie? I bet you'd like me to take my underwear off, wouldn't you?" 

Richie looked at my husband and the other guys laughed. 

"Don't look at me, mate," said Chris. "Debbie's her own woman, if she wants to do this then it's fine by me. Just humour her." 

Richie took a long swig of beer. "Go on then," he dared, "get them off, show us your pussy." 

I glanced at my husband, my clit pounding. "Do you dare me?" 

Chris moved closer and stood above me, looking down at me. "Come closer, lads," he said. "Get a better view." 

The game was getting hotter, and so was the wet slit between my thighs. I'd

never imagined that I'd reveal my body to anyone but my husband ever again, but there I was, presented with a choice that could only lead in one direction —

if I took off my underwear, things were going to get a lot hotter in my garden. 

A woman can never truly know how she'd act in a similar situation, but as I lowered my hands to the waistband of my bikini bottoms and began sliding them down, I realised that maybe I wasn't like every woman, maybe I was some sort of slut. Chris often called me a slut in the bedroom and got off on me telling him my fantasies about fucking other men, and as I saw the fabric of his shorts tightening around his growing bulge, I knew that he was more than happy for me to continue. 

The other men crowded around me, and the power I felt from holding four men captivated excited me even more. 

I gazed at each of the men in turn, looking at my husband last. I lowered myself onto my back and slowly pulled my underwear over my smooth mound, exposing a little before stopping. "Who wants to see my cunt?" I said. 

"Me," said the tallest of the men, Paul. 

"Oh fuck yes," said Matthew, the youngest. 

I smiled at Richie, nodding at the obvious swelling in his shorts. "I don't need to ask you do I, darling?" 

Richie grabbed his bulge and moved his hand over it. "Go on," he said, "show us." 

I looked at my husband, wanting permission. He winked. "Better show them," he said, slipping his hand down the front of his shorts. 

I began sliding my bikini bottoms down, my heartbeat loud in my ears, and my pussy aching to be filled. 

"No," I said, removing my hands from my underwear. "You boys show me yours, and I'll show you mine. That's fair, isn't it?" 

The men looked at each other. They were all fuelled by beer, and obviously very horny. They didn't take long to come to a group decision. 

"Fuck it," said my husband. "I'll play." 

He slipped his t-shirt off and pulled his shorts and underwear down, kicking his flip-flops from his feet. The cock that I was so familiar with sprang into view and the other men looked at him. 

"What the fuck?" said Paul. he began undressing, followed quickly by Richie and Matthew, until I had four naked men, all hard and ready to fuck standing around me, their cocks in their hands. 

"Fucking hell, Paul," laughed Richie. "It's still small when its hard!" 

The other men laughed. "Fuck off," said Paul, waving his admittedly below average cock around in his hand. "It might be smaller than you lot have got, but it's perfectly fucking formed!" 

 Boy's banter. I smiled to myself. "It's a nice cock, Paul," I said, "and because the others have been so mean, how's about you take off my underwear for me while I suck it for you? Would you like that?" 

Paul's face spilt into a wide grin. "I don't mind if I do," he said, slapping Chris on his back. "Your wife wants me to undress her mate… while she sucks my dick," 

he laughed. 

Chris smiled. "She just wants an appetiser before she gets onto the main course." 

"I'm not being rude, sweetheart," I said, reaching up and grabbing my husband's cock. "But if anyone's the main course, I'm afraid it's not you." 

I turned my attention to Matthew, the quietest of the four. "You're a big boy, aren't you?" 

He blushed. "I suppose so," he said, his fat shaft throbbing in his fist and the sun making his olive skin glow. He was beautiful, and my cunt twitched to feel him inside me. 

Paul knelt on the grass next to me, his cock next to my face and his hands hovering over my underwear. "Go on," I said, "don't be shy. Take them off for me." 

Paul slipped his fingers under my waistband and I took his twitching cock in my mouth, swallowing him all the way in one quick movement that made him groan. He really wasn't a big boy, but a cock was a cock, and I rolled my tongue over his head, tasting his manliness and wriggling my hips as he began sliding my bikini bottoms down my thighs. 

"Nice," said Richie. "Shaved. Just how every woman should be." 

Paul pushed himself deeper into my face and his balls slammed into my chin as he began fucking my mouth. The other men knelt down around me too, and hands began exploring my body as I grabbed Chris's cock in my hand and stroked him gently, watching his face as I sucked off his friend. 

I parted my legs as urgent fingers probed my slippery folds, and my body quivered as a thumb found my hard clit and began circling it. 

I pushed my arse up off the grass to meet a finger that probed my hole, and gasped as it slid inside me. 

Chris grabbed one of my nipples and pulled it making me squeal. "Come on guys," he said. "It transpires I've got a slut for a wife. We may as well make the most of her." 

Hands tightened on my ankles and I wriggled my hips as my legs were pulled wide, stretching the tendons in my thighs and exposing the wet depths of my sex to the men. 

The finger slid from my cunt only to be replaced by a hot mouth. It was Richie, and he moaned as his pushed his tongue inside me, his hands cupping my buttocks and his breath warm on my sensitive skin. 

Matthew was kneeling beside Paul with his hands on my belly and tits, helping my husband to work my nipples. I slipped Paul from my mouth. "Move over," I said. "I want to suck Matthew now. I want to choke on his big cock." 

"Dirty bitch," hissed Chris, his cock throbbing in my hand. 

Richie burrowed his tongue deeper inside me and I pushed against his face, desperate for my cunt to be filled. "Stick your cock in me, Richie," I begged. "I need to be fucked. Now." 

Paul moved aside a little as Matthew took his place, his long thick cock looming over my face and his toned stomach muscles tightening as I took his length in my hand. 

"It's thick," I murmured. "I can't wait to have it in my wet cunt." 

Matthew sighed as I licked the fat head of his cock and he moaned as I took him in my mouth, my tongue flicking and my lips tightening around the pulsating

shaft. 

There was no way that I'd be able to take him deep as quickly as I'd taken Paul, he was too long, too masculine, and too thick. My stomach flipped as Richie's cock found the entrance to my hole and I groaned as my husband spoke. "Go on, Richie. Fuck her, she's fucking begging for cock." 

Richie pressed against me and my pussy sucked him in, my juices making his journey deep inside me quick and easy. 

Matthew pushed further into my mouth and his cock throbbed on the roof of my mouth as I gagged, his big balls tightening as I took them in my hand a squeezed. 

Chris and Paul bot lowered their faces to my tits and took a tit each, biting, sucking and licking my nipples as I was fucked in the face and the cunt by two men who'd only come to my home for a barbecue and a beer. 

Guilt briefly ran through my stomach as I thought of Richie's wife, but as he began fucking me hard, his balls smashing into my arse cheeks and his thumb finding my swollen clit, it was quickly replaced by pure animal lust. 

I ground my hips against him as he powered in and out of me, and stretched my mouth wider as Matthew's cock thickened towards the base of his shaft, filling my throat and making me feel more feminine than I'd ever felt. He was truly huge, and I devoured him with a greediness which took me by surprise. 

The four men made grunting and moaning sounds as they each enjoyed a part of my body, and the first twinge of orgasmic release throbbed in my clit as I tasted one strange cock and my pussy tightened around another. 

My toes curled in the grass and my pussy burnt with wet heat as I came, struggling to keep Matthew in my mouth as I screamed my pleasure. My spine arched, forcing my tits further into the mouths that pleasured them, and my whole body trembled as I concentrated on feeling every man on my body. 

It was filthy, dirty, and slutty, but was by far the best experience I'd ever known. 

My pussy pulsated and my mouth filled with saliva as my face and cunt were fucked hard and fast. I choked as Matthew's cock filled my airway, and I came again as Richie hammered his cock deep inside me, his thumb moving quickly on my clit and his balls beating a steady rhythm on my buttocks. 

Paul and Chris bit and sucked my nipples, and my whole body shook as the intense pleasure of being the centre of attention to four horny men washed over me. It was every hot blooded female's fantasy…. and I was living it — revelling in it, and wishing it would never end. 

Matthew put his hand on the back of my head and pulled me further onto his cock. I gagged again and hot tears stung my cheeks as his balls made contact with my spit slippery chin. I'd taken him all the way, and I held my head still, savouring the moment, feeling his power deep in my throat, and the beat of his heart on my tongue. 

He moaned and grunted as his cock throbbed in me, and I placed my hands on his buttocks, digging my nails into the firm muscle. I wanted him in my cunt. I needed him in my cunt. 

Richie's thrust became more urgent, and his cock swelled within me as he made a low growling sound in his throat. I slid Matthew from my mouth and watched Ritchie's face as it contorted in climax, and his cock began pumping his hot load into me. 

"What would your wife say, Richie?" I moaned as my pussy tightened in orgasm. 

"What would she say about you filling my tight shaved cunt full of your seed?" 

My body trembled as I came. Richie's hot sperm splattered me deep inside, and I grabbed my husband's hair, ripping his face from my tit. "There's another man seeding me," I moaned. "Another man is fucking coming inside me. How does it make you feel?" 

"I love it," murmured Chris. "I fucking love it you dirty whore." 

"Yeah, I'm a whore," I gasped. "Tell me what you think of me, all of you." 

Richie slid his cock from my cunt and his seed dribbled down my arse crack. 

"You're a slut," he said, wiping his wet dick on my thigh. "A fucking nasty slut." 

I pushed two fingers in my hole and scooped out thick tendrils of fresh sperm. I brought them to my mouth and licked my fingers clean, wriggling my hips as I tried to tempt the next man into fucking me. 

"Dirty bitch," said Matthew. "I'm gonna fuck you now, you whore. Bend over. I

want to take you from behind." 

"Yeah, put your big cock in my slut cunt," I said, freeing myself from Paul's head on my tit, and spinning over, my arse in the air and my weight on my hands and knees. 

Grass tickled my shins and the sun warmed my back. I'd died and gone to heaven. 

Chris and Paul knelt in front of my face as Matthew moved behind me, his big hands finding my buttocks and separating them as I spread my thighs wider for him. 

Paul and Chris both pressed their cocks on my lips, their throbbing heads touching as they both tried to get into my mouth. I parted my lips with a groan, and allowed them both in, rolling my tongue over the two heads, tasting both men's salty pre-cum. 

Matthew ran his cock along the length of my wet gash and slapped his shaft on my buttock. It was heavy on my flesh, and the thwack of his hardness on my soft arse cheek echoed around the garden. 

He slid it down my crack again, briefly brushing my arsehole and making me whimper, before finding my pussy hole, and pushing himself in slowly but forcefully, peeling me apart as the fat head widened my greedy hole. 

The two cocks in my mouth both slid further down my throat and I groaned as one of them came, splattering my tonsils with a powerful spurt of hot sticky cum. I swallowed it eagerly wondering who had orgasmed, realising it was Paul as he grunted and slumped backwards, pulling his cock from my mouth as hot spit and seed ran down my chin. 

My husband continued fucking my face as Paul and Richie lay on the grass, Richie fondling his cock back to hardness and Paul closing his eyes in contentment. 

I only had two men to concentrate on now, and I knew my husband wouldn't be long in coming, his cock was swelling on my tongue and he was making the sounds of pleasure that I'd become accustomed to over the years. 

I slipped Chris from my mouth as Matthew pushed deeper into me, stretching my hole wide and making it hard to speak. "Don't come yet," I begged, my voice breaking as Matthew plunged deeper inside me. "Save it for my arsehole." 

Chris moaned and grabbed his cock. "You dirty little cunt." 

His words were a spitefully horny aphrodisiac that triggered another climax. I came hard, my pussy tightening on the thick length of male flesh that touched me deep inside. I arched my spine and cried out in ecstasy, never wanting it to end, never wanting Matthew to leave my body. 

"Let her ride you, Matt," said Chris. "She wants me in her arse. The slut wants two cocks inside her." 

I did want two cocks inside me. Oh god, I desperately wanted it. Memories of all the porn films I'd seen came flooding back. Women taking more cocks than any woman should ever take, and coming hard as the men fucked them. I wanted to be one of those women. I wanted men to fill every hole I had and fill me with their hot sticky fertility – and I was about to get just what I wanted. 

My cunt flooded with my excited juice, and I sighed as Matthew withdrew from me, making me feel empty. I needed his fat dick back where it belonged, and as he lay on his back on the grass next to me, I clambered on top of him, wild and begging to be fucked. 

"Come on," I demanded. "Fuck me hard. Both of you. Fuck me till I can't take it anymore." 

I lowered myself onto Matthew's cock as he held it in position, and slid down his long slick shaft, feeling every bump and throbbing vein massaging the tight walls of my slippery tunnel. 

Chris spat behind me, and his hot saliva coated my arsehole hole making it pucker tight with lust as he probed it with a finger, loosening me up a little for his cock. 

Richie was fully hard again, and I beckoned him beside me and Matthew. "Stick it in my mouth," I said. "Let me taste my own cunt on your cock." 

Matthew thrust upwards and his cock slipped deep into me making me squeal as

pain rushed through my belly. I had no time to recover though as Chris pressed the head of his cock against my arsehole and slid inside, slowly at first but wasting no time in getting as deep as he could. 

My scream of painful pleasure was interrupted by Richie taking advantage of my open mouth, his cock slid down my throat and I choked as the three men began moving in and out of me, each of them enjoying a hole, and each of them eager to come inside me. They were all welcome too, and I began rocking my body as I urged us all towards climax. 

Matthews cock filled every spare inch of space within me, and Chris hammered in and out of my arse with quick strong strokes that touched me right where I needed it, deep in my arse, his cock joining Matthew's in bringing me to another orgasm, this one so strong that I screamed long and loud around Richie's cock which continued to slip in and out of my mouth, his married balls slapping my chin and his hands pulling my hair as he held me still. 

My husband was the first to give in, and he slapped my arse hard with his hand as his cum warmed my belly, his cock throbbing as he ejaculated. 

Matthew began making shorter thrusts below me and I sensed that he was near. I slipped Richie's cock from my mouth and took it in my hand, pumping it with my fist as I directed it towards my face. 

I lowered my gaze to Matthew. "Go on," I said. "Come inside me. Put your seed deep in me. Fucking fill me with your hot cum!" 

Richie groaned and exploded in my hand, a few warm spurts coated my face

before I managed to guide him back into my mouth and suck every last drop of sperm from his swollen manhood. It warmed the back of my throat, and I whimpered in delight as Matthew's cock began pumping in my pussy, his hot squirts of cum hitting me deep inside. I wriggled and bucked on him as he gave me his load, and Chris slipped from my arsehole, his cum warming my flesh as it bubbled from me. 

Matthew made low sounds in his throat and his cock swelled as he gave me everything he had, my cunt tightening around his shaft and my toes curling. 

Richie withdrew from my mouth and I slumped forward onto Matthew, kissing him deeply as his cock softened inside me. "I bet you can taste other men's cum in my mouth," I said, as I moved my lips from his, my cunt still tight on his semi-erection. 

"Yeah," he said. "But I don't care. You're the type of woman who could get a man to do anything. You're a real dirty bitch, and a fucking amazing fuck. Chris is a lucky man." 

I smiled and slid from him, his cum dribbling down my inner thighs. 

I lay on the grass surrounded by satisfied men and realised how hungry I was. 

"Who's cooking the meat?" I said. "I'm hungry, and if you guys are staying here for a few more beers, I've got a feeling we're going to need to keep our strength up." 

The End
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